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From Dudley Lynch, President, Brain Technologies, Inc.

"I consider Zen to be one of those superlative examples of what
the human brain can store and serve up in unique and
appealing ways at will on most any occasion or assignment. To
say his range of knowledge and interests are "eclectic" is
engaging in understatement. And this is what makes his
services as a "possibilities coagulator” for his clients so valuable
and exciting. Smart fellow! Great ally!"

This book is a pseudo autobiography, all events are true, with
some added thoughts about life, our reality and how we might
better understand our form, fit and function through
expanding our scope and vision regarding self-awareness and
harmony among people and planet. The scope of finding
purpose within my Theory of Everything drives my life.
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On Purpose

A Seminal View of Consciousness,
Cosmology and the Congruence of
Science and Spirituality

Bruce ‘Zen’ Benefiel

An orphan’s journey to find identity, purpose and truth in
and beyond this world; reconciling encounters with
extraterrestrials, psychiatrists, scientists, spiritual beings
and more...



This i1s my goal:

To make this work relevant to you.

If you find something that helps you grow — fantastic!

If you find something that challenges you — even better! If you
find something that stirs you to take an evo-leap in your own
life — Congratulations!

Yes, the title eludes references to Tom Campbell’s My Big
TOE. His work infiltrated my life during the last few years of
my writing this. The more I peered, the greater respect I had.

I was surprise that in his younger years his introduction to
‘consciousness’ was nearly identical to mine. I want to
acknowledge our spooky action at a distance, for now. I’'m sure
it will get closer as the future unfolds.

If you aren’t familiar with non-linear and non-local you might
want to consider that my writing will at least be tangential at
times, little stories within stories. It may be interesting, or not. I
think little things are important, but not everyone does.



"Who looks ountside, dreams;
who looks inside, awakes.” =

Car! Jung M’

A great deal of what | am today is an assimilation of various
people | have known across various professional, religious and
spiritual environments. It also includes books read and
experiences of inner and outer situations. Each has affected
the way | think and act, often prompting the possibility of
deeper discovery and understanding of the matter, nature and
function of reality as we know it and more.

The feeling of awe-inspired inquiry continually assists the
experience of the kid in the candy store, ecstatic and driven
toward the soon to be discovered treats. You will find some
here as well, so long as you are able to bear with my stream of
consciousness and threads of discussion. You will be stretched.

{

In the face of developing nomenclature for the ‘new
generations’ of planetary pioneers (least of all potentially being
one) | would offer yet another label; that of ‘assimilationist,” as
we harvest our past on the way to the future, hopefully
avoiding any catastrophic occurrences that would destroy
ourselves and our planet in the process.

| intend to take you on a transdimensional journey, full of trials
and tribulations, leading toward a comprehension of the
components of consciousness. It is already appearing in your
inner theater on a growing scale | presume. My guess is you
wouldn’t be reading this otherwise.

As an orphan and adoptee with no biological records | have
pondered many identities in the process of self-awareness and
self-actualization, often finding that at the deepest levels of
consciousness identity is a moot point. I've met many
challenges in this and other worlds; the greatest of which has
been my own quest for identity and purpose in this world.



Now in the throes of planetary challenges and a US
administration of change there is new opportunity for many to
consider how to proceed in personal and professional
endeavors. Maybe there is a thread of consciousness that
unites our hearts in a wonderful union toward harmony. |
believe that to be a potential of Christ Consciousness within
each one of us, born of our celestial heritage, cosmic
consciousness, and nurtured by our desire to know truth.

Religious dogma and superstition have come under scientific
scrutiny now. | hope to share some deep quandaries and a
consideration of realities far greater than our current
awareness. Quantum physicists are just beginning to discover
what mystics have known for millennia, only now this scientific
mirror is opening a door for many to consider possibilities once
only offered by spiritual studies or religious pathways. Our
world views are changing dramatically.

I've been gifted with great intelligence and a plethora of
experience, some directly with Jesus. That alone is enough to
handle as one seeks to understand abandonment juxtaposed
with unconditional love and find harmony within oneself in the
dance of life. Perhaps | am able to bring a new view of old
patterns and how a new world order is evolving, regardless of
those who fear it.

It is that part of me, Zendor, the ‘door to what is’..ness of
aligning spirituality and science with the harmony of people
and planet and the mechanisms Christ Consciousness, multiple
dimensions and quantum realities through direct experience. |
hope your curiosity gets the best of you as you read further. Ill
no doubt confront your previous belief systems as we seek
congruency between inner and outer worlds.

Finding harmony within the two worlds, inner and outer, has
been and will continue to be a lifelong experience for all of us |
am sure. I've held council with many beings and persons and |
will share those throughout this story.

My desire within this work is to present possibilities of how
things may work as natural processes in our collective
progression of the evolution of consciousness, through the



vulnerability of my own observation and understanding in the
matter of spiritual explorations and direct experience.

It is a near-impossible task to make sense of everything, yet it
is within infinite intelligence that all things are connected
somehow according to both mystics and physicists now, so
climb aboard the logic train and let’s take a trip around the
world, inner space and outer space.

We are all relation in ‘God’s Kingdom’... All That Is — Here Now.
| believe it is time we recognized the truth as One and learn
how to get along.

Although this book is all about my life’s insights, it is written in
an attempt to remove the spotlight and offer a consideration
for acquiring intelligence that reflects Nature and the Universe
in new ways. Obviously my ego is involved or | wouldn’t be
writing. | love to share and | agree with an old friend; there is
no ego without wego.

However, the ego is neither good nor bad, absent nor all-
powerful and if I’'m good, I'll present more questions than
answers. If I'm lucky, you’ll find similar questions in your own
contemplation of reality. God willing, we’ll grow together as a
body. | encourage you to continue to seek your own answers
with renewed exuberance and investigative opportunities.

My influences include a plethora of prolific pontificators
throughout history. From ancient texts and mystery schools to
modern-day mystics and scientists, I've hedged the edge of
consciousness and physical reality in my quest for congruence
of truth as it becomes known.

I've sought the understanding of how humans are evolving
toward self-regulation and a new world order of responsible
leadership — a new millennial mindset based on spiritual
principles and a testimony of Jesus Christ, or perhaps from
some other spiritual icon.

Hopefully, our shared considerations may lead us toward a
new living awareness of collaborative energy in motion, what
some may call pure shareable energy; limitless oscillating
vibrational energy...LOVE.



| believe in John Lennon’s hopes...
and the world will live as ONE.

Don’t believe a thing, but you'll find some interesting points to
ponder as you continue. Let us explore the cosmic conundrum:
“Who am | and what am | here to do?” The answers consume a
lifetime of learning.

Are you curious about your own relationship with the
Universe? It’s a far more worthy cause and testimony of the
truth within us all.

| certainly don’t have all the answers. | do have a lot of
questions, many of which you will find herein. | go places most
don’t or won’t with a fearless attitude and willingness to test
the truth with my life, if need be.

You’ll find out what them means inside.



This book is dedicated to orphans and adoptees everywhere.
Every question has an answer.

May we all find self in the midst of others.

Special thanks to my parents, Bob and Lou, who adopted, loved
and nurtured the desire to grow and learn within me. | owe
them my life and I'm still their little boy who just wants to
make them proud.

To Beth, Krystal, Katie, lan and Aura...
You are always in my heart of hearts as mother and children;
gifts for my transcendence and understanding of life and love.

To Robin, who put up with me while writing the majority of this
work and her insistence on making it real.

To my love, Luba, my dream made real. You've inspired me like
no other, accepted me like no other and love me like no other.
Your presence in my life now empowers me to continue my
guest for harmony among people and planet.



"Rem ember, the truth wants
to he questioned. I1f someone
wants you to believe som ething
without question, then take a
step back and reflect for a moment.
They may be positively sure, but
an unwillingness to be questioned
usually means there is doubt
A wise man/woman honors their
doubt and is willing to explore it
further without defense or deflection.”
Zen Benefiel
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Part 1

When I was a little boy...



15 Senses - an exploration of Self-consciousness
1, Tactle - feeling the gross forms as enfrance into the physical word
2. Sound - from physical to the plethora of vibrations in the audible range
3. Smel - efined further, the stimulations ofthe offactory by unseen paricles
4, Taste - substance beginning to enter the body and interpreted
5, Sight-ight as visual stmulaion engages the neuro-networks deeer yet
. Temperafure - sensations inside nd outside the body
1. Balance - equibrium or orientation
8. Time - movement within space
9. Space - dimensional qualty
10. Memory - celular experience of events in time and space
11. Knowing - applied memory or vaidation of experience
12 Intuidon - intemelleap of faith buit on previous experience
13. Emotions - variety of senstions prcipitated by simuli (intemallextemal)
14. Soul- acknotwedgement of inferconnectedness with one's world
15, Truth/Love/God - experience of Oneness




Shooting the Tube

Cascading and tumbling through a vortex of activity,
plummeting down a wormhole of consciousness I exploded into
a stark, brightly lit room with masked and gowned beings of
unknown origin. I could feel the warmth coming from their
eyes, even though I didn’t know what they were yet.

The shock of condensing into a physical form immediately
disconnected my awareness from the freedom of formlessness
and infinity. I could remember nothing of where I’d just been,
yet there was a familiarity of this new world that felt inviting.

I had entered a new world of unknown potential, yet I was
helpless in this new form. In a masterful display of creation I'd
shot the tube, but became impotent as a result. I was helpless
and reliant on others I would never see again.

I would have another wave to negotiate, one of the most
traumatic an infant might experience.

I was conscious, bereft of the ability to communicate, yet able
to sense something remaining from where I’d been...
connectedness. I remained in a place where other ‘little ones’
like me continually came and went. I could sense the
connectedness with the larger beings yet there was nothing like
it for me. No one came.

It was my first lesson in separation and, unwittingly, an
emotional imprinting of abandonment and rejection from me
mum that I would carry for a long time.

According to records I was able to acquire much later, held by
the State, I was born on June 30, 1957 in Indianapolis, IN at
2:50 am. It was six weeks later that I became part of a new
family. It was years later I found out they adopted me on their
wedding anniversary. [ was very special to them.

I was adored and loved by this couple that could not have
children of their own. I believe my given name set me up for a
wonderful discovery process.

Besides the obvious link to the famous martial artist, the
individual names have significance whether my parents were
aware of them or not.



Shooting the Tube

My first name means ‘dweller of the thicket;” my middle name
means ‘clearing or meadow;’ and my surname means ‘good
fidelity’ so the ‘set-up’ was apparent even from that angle. I
certainly got in the thicket of things, clearing the way for many
to engage a new living awareness in good fidelity of the soul.

I started as a proverbial possibility...orphaned and adopted by a
wonderful couple. I can only imagine what a sacrifice it must
have been for my mother, or maybe it was not a sacrifice at all.
Was she alive or dead? What were her bio-roots, her cultural
meme, her experiential level?

I wonder about her occasionally, whether I could have learned
from her how to understand this thirst for truth, love and
harmony at the core of my being. Again, the set-up allowed me
to step beyond the usual limits of the nuclear family. I knew
there was more.

Maybe my birth mother’s lineage could have helped me to
understand the intrigue about life I felt as a child, the deeper
awareness and sensitivity. I’ve heard that abilities are passed
through the matriarchal side.

Because of my desire to return to that place, my origins, I’ve
experienced connections to many mothers throughout historic
legends, myths and within the celestial realms we so rarely
explore. The quest for heritage beyond the physical has led me
to discoveries few ever have the chance to explore, let alone
experience in the realms of physical and nonphysical existence.

The same feelings exist regarding my biological father. I
questioned my own worthiness for years, based on the feeling of
abandonment and rejection associated with such things.

Why? A child wants to love and be loved. My birth parents left
a huge gap. What was the real issue or situation that resulted in
their decision? How could they...?

I searched for data for some years in my 20s and 30s, even
writing a few dozen letters to talk show hosts on two separate
occasions a decade apart. It wasn’t until my late 30s that I found



out my birthplace was different than we, including my adoptive
parents, had thought previously. It felt a bit unsettling at least.

Why does this quest twist and turn so tumultuously? My search
through the courts found the ‘dead’ end; the attorney, clerk of
the court and judge were all dead and the records had been
destroyed in a flood of the storage area in a state-run orphanage.
Hmmm....

It seems many don’t have the thirst for understanding their
origins until later in life, if they ever do. Quite frankly, one who
has a clearly defined lineage has no need to question reality or
their place in it for the most part. No matter what I’ve tried to
do in life to avoid those deep questions, I keep returning to
them. There is something more that drives me.

In my late teens I had already turned my search toward seeking
the Source of our creation, my heavenly mother, father and
family of record so to speak. The discoveries in my quest
provided a plethora of possibilities as I grew to understand
choice. I question fate and the DNA-driven life.

The dynamics of consciousness across culture, race, religion
and space, both inner and outer, lead us to discover deeper
realities. Our choice comes in how we construct our reality.

When I had the opportunity to finally research the adoption in
person; the attorney, clerk of the court and judge were all gone
from this world and the physical records had been destroyed in
a flood over three decades prior. Microfiche records weren’t
available. It was an interesting coincidence in my quest.

It wasn’t until a few years later when I needed a passport that |
found I was born in a different city than I had been told, through
no fault of the teller, and that my mother was 23 at my birth.
Nothing else was available. Imagine the cosmic surfer still
surfing the tube, entangled by the deep threads of the tsunami
on the ocean of emotion, never seeing shore.

There appeared to be no other information available other than
her age and ethnicity and my time and place of birth. To this
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Shooting the Tube

day I still wonder occasionally, but the need to know has
waned. The possibility of other origins seems to be an
interesting theme throughout my adult life as weird as it seems.
Regardless, I’'m in this world.

Rumor had it, shared by my parents regarding the case worker
in the adoption, that I was the love child of a bible college coed
and a professor. It was definitely not something acceptable in
the Midwest during the mid-50s. Possibly my biological parents
are both still alive and wondering what ever happened to me.

Being a parent and grandparent now, it seems only natural that
they would at least be curious. Maybe this will offer some
comfort to them or others who carry the question of, “Whatever
happened to...?”

Based on my knowledge of how life seems to work, the
abandonment and adoption happened for a reason and led me to
consider an extraterrestrial heritage as well. More on the latter
later. It was perfect. I just didn’t know it yet. It certainly set me
up to process some pretty deep stuff later in life, let alone
comprehend an outcome in respect to reality.

What I know to be true is that our lives are part of a much
bigger picture that we may learn over time...or not. That
depends on our own choices. I believe there are others on a very
similar path that could use the encouragement from one who’s
gone through the gamut, so to speak; dealt with the potential
insanity and found profound peace in personal and professional
matters from years of investigation.

What I do know is that I was blessed with the couple who
adopted me at such an early age. At six weeks old I was
delivered into their capable hands. The wait had a deep and
profound impact, being aware of all the other little ones coming
and going while I remained. It gave me an internal, “I’ve got a
lot to offer but you will reject me,” belief system that affected
my life for many, many years.



According to some belief systems we choose our parents and if
this is so then I was in the very best of hands. We make no
mistakes at that level, or so I’m told.

How would that play out in my life?

Well, my name sure made a difference when I began to inquire
deeper after a serendipitous encounter in my mid-20s.

So from the perspective of choice, I chose parents that somehow
supported my spiritual search. Dad was cautious and
considerate in most things, a tool and die maker that dealt with
millionths of an inch tolerances in his work. He eventually
became a 32" degree Mason, a Knight Templar, and I'm sure
he hoped I would follow. He always had a book; an avid reader
of mystery and sci-fi books.

He was a small man physically; only 5°5”, but his character and
countenance were quite large and well respected throughout
town. Everyone seemed to know and respect him and I got a lot
of protection as a result. I was a mischievous teen. He never
really expressed what he hoped I would become, other than
happy and successful. [ miss him.

Mom was a music teacher initially, who returned to college to
get her master’s degree in English and Literature, going on to
teach 8" grade students until she retired. She was outspoken
about education; moral and ethical decision-making that
supported healthy conservative values in child development.

She always hoped I’d either become a preacher or a teacher. |
did both and more, which you’ll come to see. I didn’t really
match with her expectations, though.

Maturation and curiosity led me through OBEs, NDEs, a little
necromancy, bi-location, telepathy and teleportation, geomancy,
and on into hyperdimensional and quantum physics in my quest
for aligning inner and outer worlds that I knew inherently
shared the same Source.



Shooting the Tube

What I’ve witnessed is surely explained somewhere. Or is it?
You be the judge as you read further. We teach ourselves from
our experience. Sometimes there are no immediate answers to
give you solace.

I believe that ultimately all we seek is to love and be loved,
initially. In the course of that, longing for life if you will, we
also question the nature of reality and our place in it. I see it as
the form, fit and function of our being, the combination of
consciousness we have access to and the body we occupy.




Curious Minds
A young start indeed....

I became aware of my adoption as soon as my parents thought I
could understand its meaning. I think it was somewhere
between 4 and 5 because I knew by the time I started
kindergarten. Oh, what we learn in kindergarten. I knew
somehow my life was very different from others, beyond my
adoption, but it was a subtle feeling in the back of my mind that
never really got resolved until much later in life.

My discussions even as a child were full of inquiry beyond my
age and often an enigma to the adults. I always felt like there
was more that they were not telling me and no matter how many
times I asked ‘why?’ or ‘how?’ their comments never satiated
my curiosity. It left me feeling a bit empty.

Evidently I was destined to explore reality with an insatiable
curiosity. The first occurrence of ‘paranormal’ experiences
happened when I was six years old during the fall of 1963,
shortly before President Kennedy was assassinated. November
22 has a special significance later in my life as well.

I was looking out the front window of our two-story yellow
wood-framed house on Harrison Street, the main drag of our
tiny town. Once deemed, ‘Small Town, USA’ it had one main
street a couple of miles long with five stop lights in the center of
town. The first light on the north side of town was about a
quarter-mile away.

The town was surrounded by farmland, but most of the folks in
town were auto workers or employees of companies that
contracted with the Big 3 in our area, only a few hundred miles
south of Detroit. My home town’s claim to fame was two-fold.
We had the first natural gas well in the state and the first trolley
line that ran about 15 miles between two towns in 1897.

Our Sidewalk Days featured Soupy Sales when I was in first or
second grade, but he didn’t appreciate my pie in the face to



Curious Minds

honor him in the best way I knew how. His TV show featured a
pie in the face every week as part of his routine. How was I to
know he wouldn’t appreciate my thoughtfulness?

Two major railroads crossed southwest of the downtown area,
with the north-south line less than a hundred feet from our back
door. I used to lie in bed at night, listening to the train while
being lulled to sleep by the clickity-clack of the railroad cars as
they passed the house. Our backyard was kind of like a
trapezoid because the railroad was at an angle to the street.

We had a few fruit trees and a grape arbor in the southwest
corner, with a swing set and sandbox in the center of the yard
and a detached single car garage bordering the north which
matched the color of the house. To the north of the house were
several more fruit trees; an apricot, peach, granny smith and
dwarf pear. Harrison and Tyler Streets along with the railroad
tracks formed the boundary.

We had a front porch that extended out from where I was
standing. My parents’ bedroom was partially above the porch
and provided the ceiling of protection against the elements
during bad weather. The front door led into a small entryway
with stairs to the left forming a short wall. There was a small
closet under the landing, created by the turn of the stairs,
reversing their direction as they ascended to the second floor.

To the right of door was a large thick curtain that covered a
previously used entrance to an apartment where my great aunt
lived. Just a few yards inside the door was our living room,
which had a television set in the opposite corner from the
stairway, a couch and coffee table with a couple of chairs on
opposite ends.

I lay in my bed and thought about what I had just been told. It
was just after my fifth birthday and my parents had dropped a
bomb that completely took me by surprise. “We think you are
old enough to understand something now, and we’ve been
waiting to tell you how we got you,” Dad said. “How you got
me?” 1 wondered silently, thinking I was going to learn
something about the process of birth.
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“Your mother and I aren’t able to have children the normal way,
so we adopted you. What that means is that you are very special
to us. We don’t know why, but your natural mother wanted to
give you the chance to have a better life than what she could
provide. She made a great sacrifice in allowing you to be
adopted. We had been looking and waiting for you, knowing
that we would find you somehow.” He looked at me with loving
soulful eyes.

“We love you more than you might ever know and will raise
you as our own flesh and blood. We want you to know how
special you are and how much we wanted you as our son,
Bruce,” Dad strained to explain the truth of my arrival as best
he could. What can you explain to a 5-year old that wouldn’t
make him seriously question his life and value?

“I want you to know that we both love you very much and we
will always take care of you. I know it might be hard for you to
understand what we are telling you now, but we wanted to let
you know as soon as we thought you would understand so you
would know the truth. We thought it best to tell you now
instead of waiting until someday when you might find out from
someone else,” mom confided. “Nothing will change in your
life. We are your parents. You know we love you, right?”

“Yes,” I relied. 1 didn’t know what else to say. My mind was
racing with the new information, trying to figure out what it all
meant. [ understood as best I could, but he immediately
wondered why my ‘real’ mother didn’t want me.

“Brucey,” Dad went on with a most genuine and loving voice,
“we know you might have questions about what we just told
you. It might be hard for you to understand. You can ask us any
questions, but we may not have all the answers. Your adoption
records are private, which means no one can see them and we
don’t know who your real mother is, honestly, only that she
wanted a better life for you.”

I decided I’d had enough and asked if I could go play with my
race track. I’d gotten a figure 8 track with a couple of electric
race cars that I loved to race, a controller in each hand as they
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Curious Minds

sped around the track. I like to feel the controllers in my hands
and learned how to pull on the triggers just right to keep the cars
close together. I lost myself in the activity for a while, watched
a little TV and then went off to bed.

I lay awake for a while, my mind racing with all the thoughts of
what Mom and Dad had just told me. In fact, I was treated with
care and love by my new parents. They showered me with
affection and even their Dalmatian, Ricky, let me hang out by
his food bowl and pester him without so much as a hint of a
snarl, usually leaning into me further if I stopped, even while he
was eating. We were real pals since I could remember. I was
only slightly bigger than Ricky.

Thinking about my adoption, I couldn’t help but wonder about
other parents and, since I had been going to Sunday school for
some time, I even wondered about a Heavenly Father and
Mother and how I might know them. Somehow I knew it all had
to be connected somehow, but it was still a mystery.

The information certainly blew my mind, even though it would
be years before I understood that concept. Part of me felt very
alone, abandoned by the most important people in my life
without knowing why. Part of me felt loved and very safe with
my new parents. They were affectionate, caring and generous in
birthday and Christmas gifts.

There was something else, though; another part of me that went
deeper than usual. I didn’t realize it at the time, but I was
developing a thirst to know things beyond what I was being
told. It seemed only natural that, according to what I was being
taught, that my heavenly parents would be available for
conversation, too. So I acted as if and proceeded.

I had talked to them already, as though they were listening to
the questions I knew my adoptive parents couldn’t answer and
somehow they would answer me. Sometimes my dreams were
vivid with characters and scenes that seemed so real, but I could
never remember them once I woke up; it was just a feeling
inside. Funny how we remember the vividness but not the
details, although sometimes the details do come through.
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A few weeks later I was standing at the small window on the
landing of the stairs leading to the bedrooms, overlooking their
front porch, leaning on the window sill and looking out into the
darkness awaiting Dad’s return from the store with my favorite
— strawberry ice cream. | was anticipating the smooth and
creamy delight as I watched the cars go by on the street.

Suddenly, out of the darkness and beyond my normal hearing I
heard a booming voice call out, “Hey YOU!” I stood up and
looked around, nearly frantic, looking for the source of the
voice. | knew it had to be close by because it felt like it.

Seeing nothing, I spun around and with an excited yet wary
voice | yelled out to the only other person around, sitting in the
living room at the bottom of the stairs only a few feet away,
“Mom, Mom...did you hear that voice?” “What voice?” came
her reply. “That voice, it said, ‘Hey You!’” I yelled. “I didn’t
hear any voice. It must’ve been a peeping Tom,” she said
without inquiring further.

We did have a voyeur in our little town, but surely she would
have heard the voice if it was, especially as loud as it was. |
could see the front yard easily from the porch light and the
small circular window further up the stairway would’ve needed
a ladder to reach. Although I could imagine someone carrying a
ladder around, the likelihood was nearly impossible it was
actually the case.

I felt alone in that moment knowing the voice couldn’t have
been what she thought, but I knew if I said anything more that
she would not respond favorably. Even at my young age I had a
sense of how people would respond to certain things beyond
their knowing.

I turned back to the window and continued to wait for Dad,
wondering who it was that had called out to me. Even with just
the, “Hey You!” I had no doubt it was speaking to me. I thought
maybe it was my heavenly father reaching out, since the voice
felt familiar and, even though it was deep and loud, I wasn’t
afraid even in the slightest.
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Curious Minds

Intensely curious was more like it. I couldn’t believe that Mom
did not hear it, but thought maybe she wasn’t supposed to hear.
My time in church had taught me that sometimes God talks to
people and nobody else hears. Maybe this was like that and God
had company.

I realized at that point that I had heard the ‘Voice’ from within
my head and not with my physical ears, although I did not
understand how or why. I remember telling Dad when he got
home too, only to have Mom reiterate her assumptions. I felt
alone and empty.

Acknowledging that a communication barrier existed between
my parents and me, I had to find a way of understanding this
‘Voice’ and the feelings that came when I experienced it. It had
a tremendous impact in my life at the time. I don’t know if it
was my imagination or something more, but it wasn’t a one-
time happening. The ‘Voice’ continued, but not so dramatic
going forward.

I was caught up in my first experience. For some reason, I
would stand in front of the window in my room, staring out into
the darkness. I would leave the light on so that the glare on the
window prohibited me from actually seeing outside. Eventually
I turned the light off and challenged my fear of the unknown.

I'd shout out silently into the night, “Hey you,” just as the voice
sounded. Accompanying my thoughts would be a rush of
energy from somewhere within me, like something within me
was calling out, reaching out for something or someone. The
energy would go out into the darkness as though it was being
directed to a particular source.

I did not understand who or what. Then, within a few seconds,
the energy would return with the same intensity as I sent out,
but it came from a different source than me, it seemed. I wasn’t
sure how to put it in my construct.

In a way it was frightening yet there was a certain inner silent
strength that built up over time. At first there was an intense
rumbling, a stirring within my chest area every time it
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happened, most of which was in the evening hours after dark. I
never thought of actually listening or talking to it initially, but
found I could later. At least someone was listening.

I don’t know if I actually made the conscious choice to engage
it differently, but I found it would respond if I paid attention. I
didn’t have a focused attention span for very long as a child. I
don’t think many of us do. Our development is not that
disciplined. The memories are a bit vague, but the emotional
impact remained.

My kindergarten was located in a house just down the alley and
on the next block over from my grandmother’s house. Nan Nan
meant a lot to me and she always had a special place in my
heart. I spent a lot of time there as a teenager, doing handy work
and taking care of her yard.

She at least listened to me with an open mind when I had
something I needed to talk about something. I didn’t realize
how unique the relationship was until later in life. I suppose
because she never dealt with the hustle and bustle of
transportation that her perspective on life was different. She was
never concerned about time it seemed.

She used to tease me about those darn ‘suckersaps’ that would
wake me up early during my overnight stays. There were
several grandchildren from their four and we got together a few
times during the year for the holidays.

Even as a teenager I made sure to visit her on a weekly basis
and help around the house or yard with mowing or maintenance.
PawPaw had passed away several years prior and I never really
got to know him well. T just remember his constant hacking. |
think he worked in a foundry in Indianapolis making castings
for engines. Not much protection back then. No wonder he died
of emphysema.

As I reflected on these childhood experiences as an adult, I
often wondered if they were really real. In some sense I was
sure of it. The impact of them was far to ‘present’ in my life. As
I grew in my spiritual understanding it became apparent that the
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Curious Minds

experiential process of relating to the ‘Voice’ held tremendous
potential for relating to the connection between inner and outer
realities.

We often keep these two areas separate in our daily lives,
bridging them only in extreme circumstances of trauma or
tragedy. What if we were meant for more?

Our intellect — the overactive mental meanderings bouncing
from point to point in order to construct some kind of ‘safe
zone’ for us to behave — becomes our master rather than our
servant, keeping us preoccupied with the demands of its
attention. Wouldn’t it be nice just to let go?

The mind is steeped in polarity from millennia of manipulation
and those fears of incompletion, being less than, losing our
position in the pecking order and risking love are constantly
vying for our attention. It is our challenge to move beyond the
incessant gibberish of self-deprecation and sabotaging behavior.

I learned the essence of overcoming fear through this early
process with the ‘Voice’ and my exploration of its complexity.
So long ago I don’t remember everything but, I do have a
remembrance of feeling like I was connecting with another
world or a world much larger than it seemed everyone else was
aware. I still wonder why so few seem to know of it today.

I think it is yet another paradox in the understanding of our
consciousness. | had to relearn the process of moving beyond
fear as an adult, as we all seem to be doing in this new
millennial change of course during our economic meltdown.

The important lesson here, for me, was that the mind is only a
tool and is empowered by what we choose to feed it. I knew that
then, long before the self-help gurus hit the market with ‘The
Secret.” The mind can be quite powerful in innocent moments,
too. Evidently I was using a greater part of my mind or Spirit
without realizing what I was actually doing.

Oftentimes I think we are able to ‘engage the ethers,” so to
speak, because we have a natural connection to creation or

14



reality as we know it. Quantum theory seems to connect all the
right dots of explanation, but there is no instruction for the
practice of the process to make it usable to the individual.

I’m reminded of a time when I was about four or five, before
kindergarten and the ‘Voice’ where I was entering the back of
the sanctuary at church and naturally thought, ‘Hi everybody,’
to the congregation as [ walked in with Mom and Dad. Instantly
heads turned to look at us and I just remember feeling
‘welcome’ in that place.

I thought it was such a neat thing and years later I asked my
parents if they remembered anything like that at all. What Mom
did remember was me blurting out, “Isn’t that beautiful,” to one
of my cousins on Dad’s side of the family after the choir sang
their special service song one Sunday.

My aunt was the church organist forever, only retiring after her
eyesight had faded to legal blindness. Her son was a year older
as well and they lived two doors down from my other
grandparents on the West side of town, just a few blocks from
the elementary school I attended a few years later.

He was sitting with his dad and sister further back and to the
side of the sanctuary where I could turn my head and see them.
Pappy, Herman Benefiel, passed away when I was six, just after
Ricky, our Dalmatian, was put to sleep from an inoperable
tumor on his bladder.

Pappy had owned a small grocery store, one of two in the town,
since before the Great Depression of 1929. I remember the
smell of the oil-soaked wood floor mixed with the meat
trimmings. | was fascinated by his meat cutting, watching him
behind the counter working on a large wooden block table.

I got the royal treatment in the store of course, with regular
picks of the penny candy, sugar cones and candy cigarettes. My
favorite was the strawberry and vanilla salt-water taffy. The
store was a center piece for the town for many years.
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After Pappy passed it was run by Grandma, Thelma, and her
two sisters, Edna and Mildred, hiring a full-time cutter for a
year or so until they decided it was time to close the doors and
retire. She passed away over a decade later while I was in my
freshman year in college.

Back to the sanctuary scene now. To this day I remember what
was weird was that nearly all of the people turned their heads
and looked at us when I thought my greeting. Mom and Dad
looked down at me with their prideful parental platitudes quite
visible in their eyes, but never said a word as we continued to
enter the sanctuary. I never thought about it being strange at the
time. They obviously didn’t think so either.

I’ve learned that telepathy is not so uncommon and I’ll share
some methods you can test later. I wasn’t the first to explore for
sure. Dr. J.B. Rhine was a pioneer in exploring the capabilities
of telepathy in the late 1920s at Duke University, but the Zener
cards seem to limit the potential.

As our technology for measurement develops, I believe we will
find that our thoughts and feelings will prove to be our greatest
allies — managed by our ability to consciously focus, empty
dissimilar feelings and activate new mental processes.

Have you ever noticed that when you stare at someone across
the room, they eventually look back at you? How do you think
that works? I’ve seen it happen enough to know it is not mere
coincidence.

Our mind’s energy follows our attention. It is electronic. It has
rules of functionality, too. We all have the ability to us it.

Most people do not access those abilities because their minds
are so cluttered with random thoughts about the past, present
and future at such a rapid pace that it is hard to keep up, to
follow our own thinking, let alone have the awareness that we
can slow down at all.

When we do garner that awareness, however, our thoughts can
become laser-focused and attract the attention of one across the
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room because their mind has the ability to perceive the energy
beyond their own thoughts.

We THINK and therefore we ARE. That is the premise of many
a magi. The Law of Attraction and book/movie, The Secret,
compel one to consider the course of how our thoughts become
things. The premise is that whatever we focus on strongly, with
our thoughts and feelings, we attract in to our life — sometimes
immediately, most often it takes a while for reality to respond.

The challenge of prudence seems to be to think pure thoughts,
free of manipulation of data, persons or things. How do we do
that? Is there a natural procession of thoughts that come when
we learn how to be quiet inside?

Allowing the expression of the Soul through our mental
consciousness completes the journey from the head to the heart,
which is said to be the longest journey one can make. Once in
the Heart Consciousness, the reflection of the Soul, the mind is
guided through the process of connecting with Natural Order or
Natural Law.

These are those things that man has yet to discover as we
continue to push our way around the planet.

In The Lucifer Principle, Howard Bloom shares how men, and
women in some cases, have pushed their way to control and
dominance of markets, populations and planetary resources. We
all know it, we all see it, and we all do little about it. Will we?

I find it rather odd that religion tries to blame man’s inability to
do the right thing and think intelligently on some being. In
reality it is a product of the superorganism, ideas and the
pecking order — the evil of man that comes from fear of loss.

Separation from Source (we all know there is one, we just can’t
agree on what to call it) is our own damn choice! How silly to
blame it on something outside of ourselves. I mean, ¢’mon...
Think about it!
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It is also important to note that our Christian word, Satan,
comes from the Greek, Thetan, which means 'thinker.' Yes, we
are all Thetanic by nature. We think, but are we? There is no
condemnation there. It is HOW we think that is in question.
How would Jesus think? That’s subjective.

Our evolutionary process is to learn HOW to THINK in
congruence with our creation and with everything we are
connected. I often hear a playful voice in my head, my own this
time, saying, “Oh Thetan, you thilly thavage.” I get a lot of
laughs when I tell the story in the right crowd. I get dirty glares
and looks if I tell it in the wrong one.

Rarely do I drop it at that. I think we, as a human race, are ready
to leave belief systems behind and advance to learning how to
get along with one another as an outplaying of the ultimate
belief system: oneness.

Our global environment now seems to require we change our
modus operandi. I’ve changed careers and jobs so many times;
waiting for the ‘right’ one to whisk me off to fulfill my
‘destiny,” whatever that might be now. I’ve continued to view
every job, position, project or production as a step toward the
Promised Land.

I anticipate getting there, but I don’t know how or when. I yearn
for opportunities to connect, collaborate and commerce in
support of the theme of harmony among people and planet. The
scope is wide open for holistic business practice across industry
boundaries and political borders to take us to the next level of
global integration.
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Early Initiations and Strange Visitations

We moved into a new house my father had designed just after
my seventh birthday and the ‘Voice’ continued to be part of my
private inner life. I also practiced the interaction with the
‘Voice’ through the window in my bedroom in the evenings
after dark.

It was such an exhilarating experience that words, in my young
vocabulary, were not available to express. The experience
resided in more of a feeling than could be talked about or
discussed, so it was fitting that I had no discussions with my
adoptive parents about it. Maybe you can relate.

We lived in a small subdivision of about 25 homes that was
surrounded on three sides by farmland or grazing fields, right on
the north edge of town (pop 7500). There was a drainage ditch
for the fields that ran along the north and west sides of the
development. There was a five-acre field just behind our house
with a large fenced field, probably close to 20 acres, where
cattle would graze regularly during the day. The ditch split the
field in nearly equal parts.

We were on the far east side and on the highest lot in the
neighborhood, with the road at a slight incline down to the
ditch, good enough for some sledding in winter. There were two
large oak trees on the northeast corner (furthest from town), just
across the ditch. To the west of the area with the trees was a
corn field of several hundred acres with a half-mile square
woods as its northern boundary.

I spent a lot of time playing in and around this ditch, year round,
as it usually only had a trickle of water running through it. I
suppose it was more of a creek that had been dug out some
years prior, allowing the yearly floods to move without damage
to the surrounding area. Some days I walked back to the woods
a few hundred yards further to the north, beyond the corn field.
I think I got Mom to join me for a picnic once or twice.



Early Initiations and Strange Visitations

As a young boy I remember I could not even reach half-way
around the trunk, so the tree had to have been over 100 years
old. Sometimes I’d play with other children, exploring the
branches of the tree with growing confidence. I would spend
hours and hours in those trees; my favorite activity to sway up
and down, nearly 20 feet, on a huge limb that had somehow
grown nearly straight out from the huge trunk.

Of course I would join the neighborhood children my age to
play games like hide-and-go-seek. We always had the watchful
eyes of the neighborhood on us and back then and there, doors
were always open.

The majority of the children on the block did not have similar
interests and preferred more social games, so much of the time I
spent alone in the woods. I spent hours by myself in the woods
free of distractions from the outer world; playing with frogs,
catching and releasing salamanders and snakes and being
watched by an occasional chipmunk, rabbit or squirrel.

There was a red fox that would wander by sometimes, too,
keeping a wary distance of course. There were deer in the wood
as well, although I usually never saw them. This protected
environment, away from adult supervision, was very conducive
to the explorative nature of a young boy where virtually no
harm could come. I was so fortunate.

During this time I began having out-of-body-experiences or
OBEs. I didn’t know they were called that, or anything else for
that matter, when they first started happening. I had no
reference point at all, like free-falling with your eyes closed.

When they first began, the sensation of separation was rather
intimidating. I had moments of sheer terror as I thought I was
about to die, but I soon learned to let go as there was truly no
reason for fear.

When I thought, “Am I dying?” the voice returned and spoke to
me as though I’d known it forever. “Just relax and let go,” it
said, “you’ll be fine.” Since I wasn’t hurt or sick and felt
perfectly healthy, there was no reason to be concerned, even
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though this sensation was really strange. I took a breath and ‘let
go’ only to slowly rise up from my body. I wasn’t sure what to
do. It felt like my body was electrified and I could hear a high-
pitched tone that appeared just as I began to rise up.

Now the reason I felt like my body was electrified was that I’d
learned that electricity wasn’t too dangerous only recently. I
was one of those curious sorts that had to experiment with
everything. 1 used the transformer for my electric train,
detached from the track, to feel a shock of varying intensity as I
held onto the bare end of the wires and moved the dial on the
transformer. I tried to hold on with it turned up all the way. |
could only manage a second, maybe, feeling the electric shock
through my entire body and unable to hold on.

The sensation as I began to lift up felt like a less intense
transformer shock and I was excited that I could ‘hold on’ to the
feeling as I rose from the bed. I felt like I was on a big fluffy
pillow and unable to find my balance as I looked side to side
and felt the rock of my body as I did.

As I continued to rise, only just a few feet, I was looking at the
ceiling approaching. As I got closer, I turned, effortlessly, to
look back at my body on the bed. I was shocked to see it lying
there, eyes closed and peaceful, while I was above it in some
‘other’ body. It was really strange, but awesome!

I turned back to look at the ceiling, heard Mom call my name,
and slammed back into my physical body with a jolt. “That was
really fun!” I thought, “but if I tell Mom she’ll just say
something to make it seem like my imagination.” I didn’t want
to risk that again.

In the weeks and months following, I had several other out-of-
body journeys and learned how to fly around town in the
process. They didn’t happen regularly and I didn’t have control
over when they would happen. I didn’t know how to make them
happen on command, but I learned to recognize when they
could happen; a certain sensation and ‘tone’ that would creep
into my awareness as I lay in bed, usually just before I would
drift off to sleep.
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The first few times I only got partially out and snapped back in
because I got scared. It was a totally new experience to me, so |
was really uncomfortable to begin with, much the same as many
who first experience O.B.Es. I’'m not sure what spurred me on
to move through the fear. I can only say that maybe I had some
inner knowing beyond my curiosity.

Later in college I had a very profound experience that went
beyond the OBE and even near-death-experience (NDE),
launching me into a vastness of nearly indescribable magnitude.
Do you ever wonder if you were created for a specific purpose?

As the OBEs began 1 was very relaxed and even serene, my
mind silent. I felt like I was becoming weightless; my mental
focus was in the observer mode as I was paying attention to the
feeling more than thinking about it or analyzing it. It felt totally
natural, but so different than anything I’d ever felt before.

In time the feeling of floating, and even rising, became more
comfortable, even invigorating. I soon learned how to initiate
them just by remembering the sensations, so my mind became
focused on feeling instead of thinking. Getting over the fear of
death was important.

When I first learned of meditation over a decade later, the
desired state of consciousness seemed nearly identical; as one
focuses on each chakra' in certain practices. My recollection of
the specifics of those early trips is a bit hazy now, but the
process is still intact. I used it early on in college with some
amazing results, but you’ll hear about that further along. For
now, we’ll get back to the story.

I remember the first experiences of floating around the house
and the neighborhood was really fun. I did not venture much
past the boundaries of our small town, though. My world was
small at that age and I had not thought of further exploration at
the time; just stuck to familiar territory I suppose.

" One of the seven centers of spiritual energy in the human body according to
yoga philosophy.
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I enjoyed an insatiable curiosity with a near-fearless attitude
when it came to conquering the fear of death, at least what I had
to address intellectually in order to get free of my body initially.
It was surprising how effortless it was, but when I tried to force
it nothing happened. I suppose it was my first lesson in letting
go and learning how to flow.

So each new experience was exciting to me from the beginning;
the gentle nestling of my mind into thoughtlessness, the rise of
the tingling sensation in my entire body, the awareness of my
heart-beat and then the sound current filling my consciousness
as I effortlessly floated upward.

Suffice it to say that this process, like many, is simple. But, the
discipline and effort to reach this state as we become more
condensed in the world is a profound challenge; one that few
choose to explore.

Looking back now, I think there was a natural openness and
vulnerability, like all young ones, that helped not just to scratch
the surface but to carve out additional neuro-pathways in areas
not often traveled by the flow of consciousness.

My imprinting, based on that fearlessness, has allowed a deeper
self-examination over the years. When one is free to explore
their own depths without fear, the potential for clearing out the
cobwebs increases dramatically. Truth holds up to scrutiny and
loves to be challenged as we mature.

I am painfully aware of the consequences of such openness as
well. During those days though, I was just starting to play the
three balls: base-, basket- and foot-. I was more coordinated
than most, but I still didn’t have the aggressive competiveness
that came with testosterone. I enjoyed the game for the fun,
played my best hoping others could too, and accepted whatever
result was in store. Now school was another story.

I really enjoyed school and challenged my teachers early on, but
I had a challenge with listening and interpreting correctly. I
tended to take their words literally, so when the principal took
over my second grade class one day, I was both excited and
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exasperated within a short time. I was ‘rolling my eyes’ while
she was engaging the class.

She told me if I continued that she would ‘show me the paddle’
in her office. Well, I wanted to ‘see’ the paddle so I continued.
Not only did I see it; I got that wonderful stinging sensation of a
nice hardwood swung firmly against my buttocks. Of course I
argued that all I wanted was to see the paddle. I thought better
of rolling my eyes again.

Academically, I must’ve been pretty intelligent because I
always got my work done way ahead of most of the others, with
excellent results, so I had plenty of time to get into trouble. I
didn’t do ‘bad’ things but I had a hard time remaining in my
seat. [ was a curious kid, maybe what ‘they’ would want to term
‘hyperactive’ today, but I could focus without a problem.

A dear friend, Jill, teaches ‘gifted’ children now and reflects the
same of her students, only now there are methodologies she
engages to manage the mayhem. I believe that many ‘special
ed” or ‘exceptional’ students are misdiagnosed and drugged
without concern as well, missing their innate intelligence and
inadvertently causing harm.

There was no such ‘gifted’ terminology then, but now there are
‘classic’ signs that an observer can identify within the students
that are indicators of their advanced intelligence. Education has
advanced to a science now. Jill made it a point to go through
one of the lists, pointing out nearly every indicator as being
traits she recognized in me still. Well, I never really wanted to
grow up anyway, but I digress. So returning to my childhood...

Inner experiences began to change during the fall of that year,
just after my eighth birthday. I remember waking up one night
or at least I was sure I was, like I woke up with another set of
eyes, and found myself looking down from the upper left corner
of my bedroom from where I lay sleeping. The funny thing was
that I was still lying in bed, too.

As I was watching myself with these other eyes, I slid out from
under the covers, walked a few steps and opened the bedroom
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window, climbed out and started walking towards the field that
was just a few hundred feet to the northeast from our home.

There were no fences on the yards, so I walked cattycornered
through the neighbor’s yard on the way to the pasture. This field
was surrounded by a fence, though, like most of the farmland
and fields in the area.

I followed myself and watched as I climbed over the fence and
walked out toward the middle of the field, several hundred
yards to the nearest fence line by the time I reached the center.

I became even more curious when, as I continued to watch from
a vantage point above the scene, my physical body ,or at least
the one that had been acting under the rules of normal reality,
suddenly began rising up into the air.

Wondering where I was going, I looked up and saw a bright,
florescent orange cloud that kind of resembled a huge cigar only
it was nearly a mile long it seemed.

This ‘cloud’ completely dwarfed the field, appearing huge in
the sky. There were no lights or anything to make me think it
was anything other than a cloud. It was just bright orange. It
reminded me of the bubble gum cigars my grandfather stocked
in their store, one of my favorite items in the candy isle.

I’'m not sure how high in the air it actually was, but it was
definitely lower than any cloud I'd seen to date. It was an
awesome sight; just looking up at it made me forget about
everything else at the moment.

By this time I was so absorbed watching my other body headed
toward the cloud that all 1 could do was just observe. |
remember no apprehension, only a sense of awe and this high-
pitched buzzing feeling. As I reached the perimeter of the cloud
and started to enter, the part of me that was watching began
being drawn into the body that was going into the cloud. You
could say that my observer became one with the participant at
that point.
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I wanted to see what was inside and also felt like being snapped
back into the physical body, much the same sensation as my
early OBEs. The next thing I was aware of was waking up in
bed the next morning, safely under the covers with everything
appearing normal. The first few times I awoke with a sense of
wonder, somewhat bewildered, yet energized by the experience.
I couldn’t wait to go back.

As time went on, I lost the intense feeling of wanting to return,
but it didn’t seem to make a difference. I never knew when it
was going to happen. These experiences continued for about
two years; maybe a couple of times a month or so for the
duration from what I recall. I thought they were just dreams that
only seemed more real somehow, but still dreams nonetheless.
Apparently they weren’t.

It never occurred to me that it was more than I had dreamed it
could be, cited by several sources as ‘contactee’ stories of the
unidentified flying object variety in several volumes I found
later. As time progressed I did find myself contemplating
greater depths of reality and the feelings of connectedness.
These were thoughts that 1 didn’t care to share, but found
myself preoccupied with at times. I still do. It seems my life’s
work has been to ‘figure it out’ and share what I find.

I didn't have the intellectual vocabulary to 'think' about this
feeling of connectedness in any great detail, though, being a
young boy was about all I was interested in doing. My days
were occupied with the normalcy of Midwestern life in the early
60s, complete with a ‘Cleaver’ kind of home life. These
'feelings' were deep inside beyond what my mind could or
would think about most of the time.

Occasionally I would have glimpses of how my thoughts,
naturally occurring ones that came without provocation,
influenced my surroundings. Much later in life I had even more
profound experiences and revelations that will blow your mind.

Although I didn’t have in-depth discussions with teachers and
preachers, there was something beyond the books and theories
that seemed discoverable, yet hidden from daily discussions. In
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listening to the Sunday school lessons and all the Christian
stories, something didn’t make sense. There was too much focus
on good and evil and the plight of man, but I really didn’t
understand why I felt that way. Somewhere inside was this
gnawing about a deeper reality, one that was already intimately
insatiate, never satisfied yet compelling us to look for it.

It was obvious from my inquiries with friends that they weren’t
having any similar experiences or if they were, it wasn’t part of
their memory. I couldn’t help but feel a little like an outcast and
social misfit, even though I had very few personality conflicts
or problems in school, my neighborhood or socially for the
most part. I just felt different.

Sure there were a few challenges, but hey, who doesn’t have
them? Every one of those leaky relationships on that ocean of
emotion nearly always became a friend. We learned how to
grow, together. I still can mingle in about any circle.

Call me gullible and naive, but my early life had demonstrated
that it was 'safe' to be in these places of openness and honesty.
That didn’t mean that you expressed yourself every time your
feelings got hurt, but if something was said or done that felt
totally out of place it was important to say something.

I had learned that you say what you think and feel, but you
know no matter what you say or do, Mom and Dad still love
you no matter what.

Dad used to say, “Tell the truth. You never have to worry about
what you said and problems can always be fixed.” I grew up
with a high degree of openness and honesty, as much as I could
feel or sense, so the imprinting or nurturing, for the
nature/nurture crowd, favored open and vivid communication. It
wasn’t until later that he confided, “The truth is less than full
disclosure.” That one plagued me for decades.

Why couldn’t he have told me that earlier? It really didn’t
matter. | still think that full disclosure is better. You can deal
with all the information and not get caught off guard by missing
details. Sometimes, though, people can’t handle it.
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Early Initiations and Strange Visitations

What I got out of it was ‘be gentle with the truth when you can
be and withhold information, if necessary, to protect the
feelings of others.” I didn’t particularly know about the art of
keeping secrets at that time. I didn’t filter or hesitate, even when
I had problems explaining my experiences.

I continued doing my best to articulate my experience, even
sometimes ‘puffing up’ a little from throwing in a word I'd
heard Mom or Dad use that seemed much more intelligent.

My parents didn't change their behavior toward me just because
I didn't always make 'sense' to them or even because I took all
the doors off the cabinets in the kitchen one day while she
wasn’t watching. Mom swears [ was 3 at the time, but probably
closer to five. I put them back on and they both laughed about
the whole thing after I was done.

So, I found a challenge in the congruence of words and actions
of others, especially when at the expense of others safety or
well-being in outbursts of anger or just plain stupid behavior, to
be very hard to understand. I sure didn’t know how to deal with
liars, because it was hard for me to accept that anyone would
purposely deceive another. How naive is that?

I can understand this much better now as an adult, but back then
it was brutal emotionally. The inquisitiveness was still there as
a child, curious about relationships and understanding
motivations yet extremely vulnerable in my trust.

As kids, we all learn about the dichotomy of words and actions,
some to the extreme. We watch the actions of others carefully.
We develop an emotional coat of armor over time as we weave
our way through life, taking it off occasionally for intimate
others. We still tend to hold back a bit, even with them.

“Damn it, Bruce, do you have to trust everyone?” my father
used to say, too. The truth is less than full disclosure, I’ve been
told. 'm not sure I agree with that, although in some
circumstances I can see where full disclosure is complete
overkill and could cause unnecessary emotional trauma.
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How do you feel about withholding? Can you tell without a
doubt when someone is not being completely honest with you?
Is it important that they are honest? Do people trust you? Why?

My parents already knew that my 1Q was off the scale from the
testing during grade school, although they had not shared this
information with me until my early thirties. I was a bit angry,
although not surprised, that they had not told me. I remember
well their mantra when report cards came out, “That’s good, but
we know you can do better.”

I always got high marks, but citizenship grades were included in
the ‘final’ grade. I was a bit hard to handle sometimes. I was 45
or so when I discovered the imprint, ‘I’ve got a lot to offer, but
you will reject me’ so deeply buried I found the awareness
alone totally freeing.

If I had known about my intelligence from sources outside
myself, I might have had the confidence to excel instead of just
being near the top. I might have had the drive to use my
intelligence instead of turning on in school, tuning in to a
separate reality and dropping out of the competition for the top
spot. It is what it is and I still love who I’ve become.

I know I could have done things differently with that
information. I’'m sure they had the best of intentions for not
telling me. They didn’t want it to go to my head and promote
undue self-importance.

As I have reviewed my ‘intelligence’ many times over during
my self-analysis phases, I found it is as much a curse as a
blessing. I knew I was smart even if my parents hadn’t shared
that 1 was actually brilliant. Brainiacs border insanity, not
because of their inability to maintain a focus on reality.

Yet, because their thoughts and verbalizations are often above
the intelligence level of those around them the natural
inclination is to subdue or reject what is not understood, instead
of engaging and inquiring further. I’ll give you some more
examples of insanity later.
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During those years spiritual or metaphysical experience and
understanding was viewed as so far out of the norm that it must
be the result of some mental disorder. Talking about any kind of
communication with the dead was viewed as being of the devil.
Conversations with others unseen were more tolerable in their
minds I guess.

I didn’t want to be cut off from something I had learned to
enjoy. All these years, though, and never once have I been
misguided by them even in the most critical and tumultuous
times in my life and especially in situations involving intimate
others in the relationships of daily living.

That understanding is even more of a challenge to share in most
environments today including the very places it should be
welcomed, let alone any strategic planning for business,
education or community development. I’ve discovered some
methodologies that blend or synergize an expanded awareness
in many best practices now.

They are really simple and just make way too much sense, yet
everyone seems to miss the message. I’ve used them in my
construction partnering (team building) workshops with project
stakeholders for the Army Corps of Engineers, DOD, Homeland
Security and Departments of Transportation.

I'm getting ahead of myself here, so let's go back a bit.
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Are You Experienced? Well, I am...

Many of us have experimented with various substances in our
younger years, especially in the 70s, and some may still. I’'m not
about to pass judgment, just acknowledgement of some
realities. Psychotropics became increasingly interesting with the
rise of Aldous Huxley, Timothy Leary, Ram Dass, Jim
Morrison, Jimi Hendrix, The Beatles et al.

A voracious intellect bored with school, because of the lack of
real challenge, can find release in the effects of these substances
on the mind. Many students still self-medicate to get them
through the days. I don’t judge it or recommend it, but it is what
is happening in schools across America still.

Carlos Castaneda was a favorite author among many and the
intrigue of shamanism went beyond the dichotomy of religions
so the area was ripe for exploration. Jonathan Livingston
Seagull gave flight to an inquiring mind as I began to question
reality deeper.

I cannot say that I am proud of my decision to explore these
realms, but I certainly didn’t have any brain cells destroyed in
the process. I did have missed opportunities because of my
choices and I’d be a liar if I said I had no regrets.

I found that trap doors are just that. They get you in but they
don't necessarily let you out. However, once you find that you
can open the door without force it is much easier to go back and
do it naturally. I'm speaking of accessing realms of
consciousness of course.

Frank Alper, as a newly deemed Baba Ram Dass, wrote
extensively about the doorways along with Huxley, Castaneda
and others. I find it interesting that the ‘spiritual’ field still has
major judgments on self-discovery through sacred plants or
other psychotropic catalysts honored by indigenous practices.

The reality was that it was only a catalyst that opened the mind
to new concepts and ideologies of connectedness to ALL THAT
IS. The latter being the net result, each life has to move on in



Are You Experienced, Well I Am...

the realization of it without the substances involved in order to
live in that awareness. The door to perception opens further.

We think and act, but without the knowledge of self, and
through the other side of the looking glass we have the
awareness and knowledge of ourselves. It is without the
substance of a separate reality, but it opens us to hearing and
seeing more deeply into our own.

I remember the first time as though it was yesterday or at least
the day before. I dropped with my parents, not ‘with’ them but
in the back seat of Dad’s Buick on the way to an out-of-town
high school basketball game.

I had several friends on the reserve varsity team and my parents
liked supporting them too. I loved the game and would’ve been
on the team, too, but I had literally ran over the JV coach in
football practice earlier in the year and it was apparent he did
not care for me after that incident.

I ran a 4.3 second 40 yard dash in full gear, so I wasn’t a bit
sluggish off the line and I had a great sense of timing with the
whistler. We were doing backfield split-the-dummy hand-off
exercises. As soon as we got the hand-off we had to split the
large dummies in front of us, held by teammates, and go
whatever direction the coach pointed after we got through the
dummies. It was kinda fun.

The backfield coach sat directly on the other side and told us if
he hadn’t pointed by the time we got there to run him over... so
I did, and embarrassed him further unintentionally. Ooops...

I was just following directions. He hadn’t pointed and so, well, 1
did what I was told. The whole group of guys cheered as it
happened. He picked himself up, along with his hairpiece that
got knocked off, and proceeded to sarcastically congratulate me.
Well, you can imagine the rest of the story.

I enjoyed playing as a defensive safety under another coach’s
eye and I also quarterbacked the reserve team. However, he was
also the varsity reserve basketball coach. Rather than push my
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luck, I decided not to try out for the reserve team that year
which effectively ended my basketball career.

So there I was, launching into my first experience on ‘acid.’ It
was pretty cool as I watched the trails from the basketball as it
was being passed around and shot. I could sense that if I relaxed
and let my mind go that the experience got more intense and I
could sense the movement and sounds of the gym in a
hypersensitive way, feeling the sounds as much as hearing
them. It was like I became part of it all.

I could also bring myself back to a ‘normal’ state and interact
with others like normal and nobody knew the difference. I even
went up to one of my best friends’ father and talked to him
about our overnight plans for later after the game. I liked the
control of being able to go in and out of the experience at will.

Some years later [ went off the deep end and spoke to him and
Dad about the benefits of taking LSD while they sat at our
kitchen table. It was not my best choice, for sure. I sure
understood what Huxley must’ve felt.

After we returned home and while waiting for my friend, I laid
on my sister’s bed (she was at a slumber party) talking on the
phone to a girl and watching the patterns of headlights and
shadows play on the ceiling.

Again, the scene seemed to be breathing with me and as I
looked out at the lights they were surrounded by brilliant auras
of varying colors, like rainbow-sparkled bubbles undulating in
the darkness.

It was drizzling rain that night too, so the refraction of the light
in the rain was absolutely gorgeous. When my friend finally
showed up, we went out for pizza. When he turned the
windshield wipers on I remember thanking him for letting me
see clearly. I couldn’t help but laugh afterward.

We both got involved in DeMolay as well. I was already a
Master Councilor at the time. About a year or so later he
became our Master Councilor. We had an outdoor initiation
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planned at a local gravel pit; turned campground and swimming
hole.

We had everything set up and he was to give a ‘Flower Talk’ to
the incoming. Several of us, including the future class
valedictorian, dropped just before the start of the program. Not
all admit it years later.

Well, it started raining so we had to take everything down and
move it back in town to the Masonic Temple and carry on the
program there. We had planned the ‘trip’ to start about the time
we got done with the ceremony, but it was well past the time
when we finally got started.

It was his first initiation into the world of psychotropics and I
knew he’d be challenged by the shift in consciousness, but he
made it through the talk just fine and we returned to the
campout a short time later. The rest of the evening was spent
sharing perceptions and incredible thoughts about ‘reality.’

My first consciousness expansion couple with a real visual
experience came while sitting in my high school study hall,
peering at the table in front of me as I had my chin resting on
my hands on top of it. As I stared at the table, I began to see
layers upon layers of waveforms all nicely nestled into each
other, seemingly creating the table.

The most vivid point was ‘seeing’ the layers of the laminates
used in the table top. As I watched intently it appeared as
though these patterns ebbed and flowed with my breath. The
orchestration of their movement was truly amazing at the time. I
could literally see the layers as waveforms, undulating to some
rhythm that I could not hear....yet.

Eastern philosophy offered an explanation that everything is
vibration, not near as solid as one might believe. Many years
later, quantum physicists and leading-edge pioneers in the field
described very similar structures to reality.

I know that was just a moment in time with a profound viewing
of the nature of creation, or at least that is what it appeared like
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to me. Instead of just turning on, tuning in and dropping out,
like Tim Leary suggested, I was intensely curious about the
experience and the effects on my senses.

I never had the ‘hallucinations’ that I heard about, just a much
more vivid display of perceptual reality. I got the chance to
speak to Tim a couple of years before his death. My excitement
waned quickly, though.

At the time Dr. Leary seemed only a shell of what I expected
from one so intimately involved in the expansion of
consciousness. Many years had passed and not all of them
suited him. His own battle with physical reality was failing,
although he still had a twinkle in his eyes.

One of my early desires had finally been fulfilled at least. I'd
spoken to the man responsible for so many trips into the depths
of consciousness and beyond, outside looking in.

What I found later was the explanation for it all, along with a
growing understanding of cooperating with the natural actions
of time, space, and matter. Mathematical formulas for
constructing geometric shapes we all study in school really do
have a connective framework with the foundational structure of
time and space, thus facilitating the manifestation of matter.
Recent movies like The Matrix, What the Bleep Do We Know?,
and TRON-The Legacy hint of it.

Many years later I would return to the quest of understanding,
only with my mind free of substance and much better prepared
to ask prudent questions.

Sitting in an advanced geometry class in high school, I became
aware that many of the internal images and patterns I was
seeing were indeed mathematical models of these equations,
passed down through discovery and revelation of earlier
inquisitors of the nature of matter. I couldn't understand what it
all meant then.
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All T knew was that, with eyes closed, I was seeing these same
patterns in the movements of my mind and the traveling of my
thoughts during those days.

Many artists and computer animation wizards are creating the
same images for mandalas, wormhole effects for movies, and
the imagery of the inner journey expressed on canvas. I'm still
in the quest of how it flows together; to understand its
significance in the natural order of our evolution, which this
exploration seems to precipitate.

We are given many indicators as to how to find truth, a cohesive
reality of connected experiences, in spite of what the neighbors
might think. Back then there was little information to explore
beyond religious texts.

Now there is a plethora of paths one can take through any chain
bookstore, across the sections of occult, psychology, religion,
self-help or spirituality just to name a few. I found a much more
exciting world within than many were able to reach, hearing and
seeing more subtle realms than most people considered at the
time. It became enticing.

I was in a new world that few even knew about, let alone could
express with any surety. Something in here made sense at the
core of my being, but bringing it forth into conversation was
nearly impossible.

The OBEs of my younger years sort of prepared me for the
intense inner journeys as I’d been able to go beyond the fear of
death, which released me to travel down the rabbit hole to a
whole new world of inner imagery as I explored further. Bob
Monroe and Tom Campbell were just getting started at the time
with psychospiritual scientific studies.

Of course I was just awed by the inner trips down the
wormholes and through the geometrically crafted doorways into
worlds of wonder. The imagery was so beautiful and flowed
from one image to another with effortless transitions. Many
years later I would recognize many of the same images in
fractals and sacred geometry studies. Regardless of what one
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might think, the internal worlds are real no matter how you
might reach them.

I hadn’t done a lot of research on spiritual platforms yet, but this
sure introduced me to the concept of what ‘cosmic
consciousness’ might entail. I also enjoyed the conversations
that deep thoughts evoked in my circle of friends, considering
the possibilities of how the world could change if only people
realized they didn’t have to be so scared.

Now I have to say that I wasn’t entirely single-minded in my
approach to experiencing the inner realms on my own. [ went to
my share of concerts and parties, but I preferred to hang out
with others that had a more intellectual experience rather than
the “party heartier’ types.

I preferred to think more than less and engage deep
philosophical questions while enjoying the opportunity to
experience. One of the effects I most enjoyed was that ‘serious’
[drama trauma] matters became so trivial and even humorous,
especially when it involved obvious ploys of the ego.

It was the beginning of understanding, for me, of how utterly
silly it is to believe the mind is the master, without connection
to everything around us. I came to realize that the mental
constraints, emotional blocks and false belief systems one
carries, come up for examination in so many ways in this
altered state.

One truly has the opportunity to ‘free the mind,” as Morpheus
would say.

The more attached people were to their stuff, stressful situations
or dis-eased thoughts, their demons would rise out of the
darkness of their minds to visit them in the reality of their trip.
Some could handle them, some could not. My cousin found out
the hard way.

After a bad trip he was put in the psyche ward and in the
medical profession’s infinite wisdom, was given 51 shock
treatments over a few weeks’ time. How insane! They left him

37



Are You Experienced, Well I Am...

nearly incapable of carrying on an intelligent conversation. He
was a brilliant student before those events and we had some
wild discussions.

I removed myself from the psychotropic scene a long time ago,
but I have to say it helped me to ‘free my mind’ of the
constraints of limited thinking early on; remaining out-of-the-
box for the rest of my life. I must have a strong constitution or
maybe a powerful guardian angel, but I am fortunate to have a
strong mind and contemplative spirit to this day. It’s all good.

I am concerned about how the youth of today try to find solace
in various synthetic ways, few of them anywhere close to being
healthy for the mind, body and spirit. Still, they recognize the
world as it is has little to offer one who truly desires to seek the
mysteries of creation’s natural order.
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First Loves, Heartbreak and True Purpose

I must confess that my home life was fairly ideal, with parents
who really cared about my well-being and happiness. Nearly
everyone in town knew them and whether I knew it or not, my
activities always got back to them. I was quite popular in
school, never saw a reason to ditch, and played varsity sports
the entire time. I’d met a girl as a sophomore that I fell for right
away, and she for me.

It was one of those ‘when our eyes met’ kinda things, reciprocal
attraction. She was a cheerleader as well. I began visiting her at
home as her parents would not allow her out on a date yet. She
wasn’t from the best of homes and lived in what was considered
to be ‘the other side of the tracks’ neighborhood. I didn’t care.
She was sweet, pretty and intelligent.

We went everywhere together. She was a cheerleader, too. |
would pick her up before each game and even when I wasn’t
playing, during basketball season, I still made sure she got to
the games and home again. Of course, the ride home usually
took a bit longer than normal. It is amazing what you can do in
an Opel GT.

We were a couple all the way through high school, virtually
inseparable. Her parents thought the world of me and I enjoyed
them, although they were much different than my own. Their
home was small and appeared that it had many add-ons over the
years. It was cozy, though.

I’m quite sure I lost focus after my senior year, feeling the angst
of my future considerations. I think I just wanted freedom and
used the excuse to ‘break up’ with her, thinking she would be
there when I returned if there wasn’t any action on campus. |
was so wrong. Regardless, I risked the loss over my sense of
integrity thinking she would not willingly give me permission
to explore other attractions at Ball State.

My own values were such that I couldn’t violate her trust, yet |
did. ’m sure I’'m not the only guy that has made such blunders



and maybe there are some who didn’t risk the loss and still
managed to enjoy some encounters without commitment.

Many, many years later on our way to play golf, my mother
confided in me that she wasn’t sure that humans were made for
monogamy. We had been talking about my girlfriends over the
years, since my divorce, and that I had nearly always felt
something was ‘missing’ in my relationships.

Mom’s comment was a huge shock, especially coming from one
that I held so precious in the category of pristine relationships.
She and dad had been together over 50 years at the time and
never ever, even under intense questioning, gave any hint of
violating their own relationship in any way. I was dumbfounded
that she would say such a thing.

But, you know, I think she could be right. Pair bonding is quite
rare in the animal kingdom. The idea of past lives and soul
mates sure gives reasonable cause for why one might encounter

such deep feelings outside a primary relationship.

What if we could freely care about others, including having
sexual relations, and not feel guilty?

What if our belief systems have kept us from a greater
experience of loving and being loved?

Is it so wrong to love many?

What about the soul’s progression according to ancient texts
and mystery schools?

Is there a greater reality yet to be discovered in fullness by
losing a perceived ‘moral’ code?

Are we really capable of loving others without attachments to
their behavior?

The question is: can they love each other?
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Honestly, I think our culture is not equipped for such a leap in
unconditional love to step away from the conditional pair-
bonding propagated by millennia of religious and social practice
in the West.

Circling back from that tangent in order to continue, I'd
graduated 10th in my class of 300+ and was preparing to enter
the pre-med program at Ball State University, having just turned
18. In the process I tested out of 5 quarters through the College
Level Examination Program, so I started as a 6th quarter
sophomore. I did amazingly well on the tests, but it still didn’t
dawn on me that I might actually be brilliant, let alone a genius.

This was my first time living away from home, even though
Muncie and Ball State were only a half-hour away. I was living
in the honors dorm on the north side of campus, Swinford Hall,
on the top floor of four and had a roommate from Terre Haute
named Eric. It was his second year. He introduced me to much
of the campus life, but he was not as gregarious so he left out a
few necessary details.

I didn’t try out for sports, but I did join a flag football league
with a bunch of guys from our floor. We were called the ‘Off
Brothers.’ I found out later that the name had to do with getting
really stoned before games. We still seemed to do quite well
most of the time. At worst, we had a great time.

I had a full academic load, 17 credit hours, and managed to
make it through the first quarter with a 3.33 average. These
triple combinations and more would become significant in the
years to come. I always loved repeating numbers and
palindromes.

My first quarter’s academic effort was pretty darn good,
considering I still hadn’t developed any real study habits from
high school and I was smoking pot on a regular basis. I just read
the books, did the work when necessary and showed up in class.
In spite of my pseudo-success academically, I was missing
someone.
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There had been no ‘hook ups’ with attractive young college
coeds and I missed the connection we shared.

After my first quarter I realized that girls weren’t flocking to my
door and I wasn’t as suave and debonair as I thought. I was
quite gregarious and easily engaged girls that I thought were
attractive, but I was really shy and socially inept when it came
to stepping out of my comfort zone and asking for a date.

I returned home with the intent of asking my high school beau
to marry me. Like I said before, I had 'broken up' with her
because I didn't want to violate my integrity (in my own mind)
in case I met or was approached by another girl at school. Yeah,
well, teenagers don't have a lot of wisdom you know. At that
time I was full of myself and dreamed of many encounters
happening in the new environment and freedom from home. But
I had no game. I was shy.

In any case, after I dropped off laundry at home I went to her
house - full of anxiety, excitement and trepidation. I wasn’t sure
how she would receive me. I knocked on the door and her father
answered. | asked if she was home and he replied, “Haven’t you
heard?”” with a bit of surprise.

My heart leapt into my throat. “Heard what?” I asked, thinking
she’d been in an accident and had been mortally wounded. I
came to find out that she was already married... a few weeks
before. I was heart-broken, bereft of feeling in the moment. I
thought I’d made the right decision, only I didn't think about the
consequences before I made the choice.

Remember, teenagers don't have a lot of emotional wisdom yet.
They barely have started to ask the right questions to get it, let
alone have any emotional intelligence beyond self-interests.

I returned home disappointed, depressed and heart-broken. I felt
lost and alone and even though my parents were shocked that
she was married already, they could only offer encouragement
of life moving on somehow. Yeah, they could say that. They
met as grade schoolers, maintained a friendship all through
school, got married and never had to face the separation.
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I have to say they were a poor example for a child to learn about
reality; the pain and suffering of love. They are still together
after nearly 60 years of marriage, a bit frail and delirious at
times, but still very much in love.

Actually, though, they were the best example that one could
have to learn about relationships, working through any
difficulty and remaining true to their values. I never witnessed
them argue, but they revealed later that they had their fair share.
Still, conversations were always open as far as I could tell.

I returned to school with my whole life ahead of me, but feeling
like I had nothing to live for now. I went inside and withdrew
into my emotional quagmire. I was silent for a time, even in the
classroom, where I'm usually quite outspoken and provocative.

So, one evening I knelt in prayer. “Heavenly Father, I want to
know truth, eternal truth, and I’'m willing to die for it if
necessary.” I was deathly serious. Time would prove that.

Although short, this heart-felt cry was a most intense prayer
from my heart. I called out from the depths of the despair within
me to seek something totally beyond me now. I don't really
know if many go through this, especially at that age. Strange as
that may seem, the outer world has a profound effect on the
development of the inner connections, or lack of them, due to
the struggles involved and how we choose to handle them.

The following week after school one day I was listening to the
debut album of a band called ‘Journey,” lounging on my dorm
room bed in a pseudo-meditative state. The album itself was a
testament to the journey of self and the style of the music was
much different than traditional rock-n-roll.

Their music took one from the depths of tumultuousness to the
heights of heaven, soaring like an eagle in the ethers of
consciousness. I’d never heard/felt music do that, but Yes and
Rush got close for me. Moody Blues had some affect, too.

As I listened I fell into the deep depression of being alone and
wondered how I would ever recover. I became silent in that
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feeling. During the second song on the album, In the Morning
Day, there was a pause after the lyrics before the vamp played
out. What came next has affected my spiritual path and daily
life since. It was totally unexpected.

Out of nowhere I heard that familiar ‘Voice’ say, "Bruce, are
you willing to die for what you believe in?" Immediately the
‘Voice’ had my attention and I thought for a moment about
what I believed in strongly enough to give up my life. I felt like
I was put on call, above all calls, and my mind careened as I
searched for the answer. I thought, ‘Jesus Christ,” but more -
‘Christ Consciousness’ was the fullness of what I was ready to
accept as the call. I thought it was the clearest path.

Just as I said, "Yes," to the question the music continued with a
guitar riff that sounded sort of like a jet going by at Mach 3. The
timing was so perfectly exquisite. I felt myself gently drifting
upward, away of my body. It was familiar so I let go and
followed the movement.

I turned and looked back to see my body lying across my bed,
my head leaning on my pillow against the wall and my feet on
the floor. I flashed on the bedroom scenes as a youth.

When I turned back to look where I was going I was
immediately and totally engulfed in white light... feeling at one
with God. It felt like home; warm, effervescent and serene,
resting in the energy of unimaginable pure love.

I could see, but only white light. I could think, so I knew I was
conscious. I had no tactile sensations of having my body,
though. There was no element of fear whatsoever, only the pure
feeling of this total surrender to love — completely free of any
judgment. I did not ‘see’ any personage or anything else for that
matter. It was like I was completely alone and yet totally
surrounded by the love of many.

I was aware that I could think, hear, and see, so I knew that I

was still very much 'alive' even in this new place that I'd only
heard you go to when you die. I had totally let go of any
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attachment to life, but felt like I was more alive than I had ever
known, humming like an amazingly powerful electric field.

It felt like I was wide-open in this field, yet silent and alone in
the light as there was no ‘voice’ now. The paradox was that I
felt connected to everything and everyone, I felt a ‘oneness’ of
being. Only years later did I understand that oneness in a more
explicable way.

Still, as an impetuous teen that bored easily and thrived on
exploration of consciousness, I asked, “Is there more?” I felt
another slight movement and found myself in the center of a
sphere of pinpoints of light with an indigo background. The
blue-blackness made the points stand out significantly.

I gazed in complete awe as I recognized what I’ve heard called
‘nirvana’ in Eastern texts. Wow!

It seemed like I could have counted the points of light had I so
desired, as there were only a few hundred or so readily visible
in this place of space. I could see in any direction I wanted
simultaneously with a simple thought and without sensing any
movement. They all seemed to be of the same intensity, but I
could tell there was a depth of field in this celestial scenery.

As I pondered these points of light, I instinctively and
intuitively recognized that they were points of consciousness,
whether in body or not I wasn't sure. I knew I sure wasn't at that
time. Just as I made the completion of this recognition the
‘Voice’ resumed.

"These are those that you are to work with in order to facilitate
the new world order. It will happen in your lifetime. Know this
to be true. Your path will be full of trials and tribulations. Trust
and have faith that everything you need will be there at the
appointed time. Trust and allow.”

As so as [ heard the finish of these words I felt another rush of

energy. It was stronger than the other two movements. It felt
like when I used to snap back into my body from an OBE, only
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as soon as [ felt the ‘landing’ I immediately took a big gasp of
air, like I had actually not been breathing for those moments.

I kept my eyes closed for a few moments, totally enjoying the
reintegration process as my body felt oh, so wonderful to me.
The feeling of being 'born again' was as great as the feeling in
the white light had been. I eventually opened my eyes and
wondered what the f.. had just happened to me.

I could only relate to the experience as it was — with everything
that happened as REALITY - because it was my direct
experience. | heard years later that in most philosophical and
psychological schools of thought, perception is reality.

Knowing much more about how music and lyrics can
subliminally affect one’s experience, it was no surprise when [
went back and discovered the lyrics again. I can’t tell you how
many times | had listened to the album already before the
experience.

I’d even memorized the lyrics so I could sing along. I think
most of us have particular music that affects us profoundly. I
agree with those who feel music is the language of the soul,
often profound and prophetic in its effects. Indeed, this album
affected me more than I realized. Just check out what the lyrics
of the first two songs say:

Of a Lifetime

The mist is slowly lifting

The sound of life misplaced your mind
You're sitting, spellbound thru out time
I hope that you remember what you find
Singin' ‘bout a lifetime

You put it down-all that I'm thinking

but take a long and distant search, when all is right
you take for granted

You can't look down but you're no worse.

Singin' ‘bout of a lifetime, yeah
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First Loves, Heartbreak and True Purpose
The countless visions that are drifting

The silver dreams you hate to lose.

There's no harm, we've all been waiting.
Well keep your faith. Do what you choose.
Singin' ‘bout of a lifetime

In the Morning Day

Everybody's got the blues

In the morning day, yeah

If you find the answer

And you wonder

Let's find a way

I want to give you happiness
Just like the sun gives to the day
I'd like to make you mine yeah
I'm gonna make you mine

Just like a blinding dream

Yeah, you're gonna be with me
Strolling through a summer's breeze,
And you find it's not the rain,
Leaving wrong behind you,

All your fantasies so very plain.
I want to give you happiness
Just like the sun gives to the day
I'd like to make you mine, yeah
I'm gonna make you mine

Just like a blinding dream

Yeah, you're gonna be with me.

Closer examination revealed just how influenced I was, but the
intent was pure and righteous. My mind became the insatiably
curious one again, so I immediately went to the campus library
in search of empirical data... or something in writing that
explained what I had just went through. I knew there had to be
something but wasn’t sure 1’d find anything.

In 1975 there was not much information available at the time.
Even though I knew internally, in those depths of understanding
beyond mental activity, 1 still needed the intellectual
explanations to help me get a handle on some kind of
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harmonious reality that I could live. I had some preparation
from the books I’d been reading, but they were static. I needed a
current living explanation of what I had experienced.

The best explanations I could find were of near-death-
experiences where people had died on the operating table or in a
horrific accident, only to return to their bodies after
experiencing a tunnel with a light at the end, or seeing dead
relatives and sometimes even seeing a spiritual figure of their
religion. Still, no reflections of experiences like mine.

I had none of these elements in my experience. Why? I
wondered. The message seemed to be beyond boundary, not
specific to any religious or philosophical mindset. It was an
enigma to say the least, but I knew it was of the highest order
and purposeful intent.

Now I’d also heard the stories of Satan appearing as an angel of
light and that he would use this disguise to deceive people into
following him. It seemed that many Christian ‘believers’ held
that no one could have revelatory experiences nowadays, let
along talk to God personally. There was always a mediator, an
intercessor with some ‘sanctioned’ permission to speak. That
philosophy seemed dead, uninhabitable by what I knew to be
true from this experience.

In every religion I’d studied so far there was always an
intermediary and any ‘direct’ contact bordered on the side of
‘demonic possession’ in current times. Of course there were the
stories of such cases where the demons had entered at the behest
of Satan trying to take over their soul and wreak havoc on the
unsuspecting. I’ve never felt that to be the case.

There was something deep inside of me that felt like there was
much more to the story than anyone was willing to admit.

I never felt like I was possessed by a demon, approached by
Satan or had any inclination to kill or murder or go postal on
my fellow students. There was only the desire to know Truth
and to live in unconditional love. The ability to harm another,
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First Loves, Heartbreak and True Purpose
reject the concept of creator-connection, claim to be a
‘messenger of God’ was never in my scope of vision.

All T wanted to do was connect the dots from my experience
and find meaning to my life.

So the first place I went was the double volume dictionary just
inside the Ball State University Library doors to look up the
word ‘satan’ and find out what it said. The volumes were
displayed on a large lectern just in front of the help desk. I
thumbed through the pages until I found the entry.

To my ultimate surprise the very first dictionary reference was
to the Greek ‘thetan’ which meant ‘thinker.” My mind was
instantly at ease, like it just proved something I'd known
instinctively. I wondered how it got misinterpreted in the Bible.

Of course, I thought, it only makes sense that the truth is that
our mind is the ‘deceiver’ and all our battles were in the mind
rather than choosing the love in our heart to guide us through
any disturbance. We are just way too quick to go to the dark
side, the negative thoughts and feelings of separation. There are
no arguments of power in the heart-felt unity and oneness that I
had just experienced.

I told my adoptive parents about my ‘revelation’ a few days
later and found myself speaking with a psychiatrist within the
next week. I assured them I wasn’t crazy but I guess I did need
to talk about the experience so I could learn from it. I told them
even at that time that without a direct experience of their own it
would be hard to comprehend mine. They thought I was ‘on
drugs’ and on ‘LSD’ specifically.

Yes I'd had a couple of bong hits just prior, but nothing that
would have affected me so profoundly.

I almost wish that I was on some drug because it would have
made it much easier to dismiss the entire experience. I wasn’t
and I knew a couple of bong hits weren’t going to send me into
hyperspace. As an adult now, I know it would be a normal
reaction from people who had no direct experience from which
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to relate. Those who had experienced hallucinogens would also
agree that a puff off a pipe wouldn’t produce that kind of event.

I still find that so today, whenever I share things in group
settings that are beyond the scope of their experience and
sometimes even in the more open groups. People seem to be
inherently skeptical at best.

It took me many years to understand the dynamics of what those
few moments truly meant and what my life's mission was in
accordance with the experience of being in the presence of God
(or whatever you may call it). I knew the purpose for my life.
That was the easy part. I was on the way at least.

I also had to figure out just ‘how’ it was all going to happen and
what I needed to do to facilitate the process, as I had been told I
would. I figured finding out about how reality works was my
first task. I was caught up in the experience, though, and not
very rational about its implications.

What did it mean?

Was I the One?

How was I to fulfill this mission?

Now that has been a lifelong task and as soon as I think I have
an answer... another question presents.
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Unexpected Voice of Wisdom

The psychologist had his own perfect role in this process. Dr.
Abell (quite the appropriate name) listened intently as I
described my experiences from childhood through the White
Light. It took nearly three sessions to get through it all. He
asked pertinent questions along the way to ‘check in’ with my
coherence and observations of my own experience.

I was able to distance myself from emotional obsession of its
importance and reflect from an observer’s perspective without a
problem. Even though I could remain free of attachment, the
importance or sharing wasn’t always in my best interest. At
least I felt like he was listening and he certainly wasn’t telling
me [ was wrong or misguided.

About half way through the third session he confided in me.
“Bruce,” he said, “I don’t think you are crazy at all. As I’ve
listened to your experiences, it appears to me that you have all
the classic signs of one going through what is known as a
‘spiritual awakening.” Most people don’t experience anything
like this until their mid-40s, if they ever do. I'm curious as to
why you are experiencing this so young.”

“I think it goes without saying that it is not a good idea for you
to talk so openly about it, especially with your parents, at this
point in time.” I heard that as meaning, ‘Keep your mouth shut
for now.’

He went on to share something I would have never expected
from a psychologist. He asked me to please follow him upstairs
as he would like to show me something. I was about to get some
confirmations.

His office was in a historic two-story in downtown Anderson,
Indiana. I followed him up the stairs and to our right, he opened
the first door. My heart nearly exploded out of my chest as the
door opened. I realized some time later it was my heart chakra
opening to the graciousness of the world I was about to enter.



I peered inside the door and noticed bookshelves lined with
books nearly covering the walls along with metaphysical
posters and icons placed around the room. I was amazed that he
could be so ‘hip’ and that my parents chose him. Somehow they
were not aware of these ‘other’ methodologies in his practice.

Just inside the door at the top of the stairs was a fold up table
with a deck of tarot cards setting in the center of it and two
chairs on opposite sides. He asked me if I knew what the tarot
cards were and I explained that I did, citing my understanding
of them being tools to gain understanding through setting
oneself aside and ‘conferring’ with the Divine Source.

He asked me if I had ever had a ‘reading.’ I replied that I had
not. He asked if I would be interested in exploring their
insights. “You need to ask,” I thought. I knew I could not tell
my parents about this for sure. I admitted that I would love to
see what they had to offer about my experiences and life. I
could use all the help.

I can only say that the reading, according to his interpretation
and my acknowledgements, revealed that there was truth in
what I had shared of my experience and much more to come.
The reading seemed to echo what the ‘Voice’ had told me on
the other side of the Light with expanded explanations.

I still was confused about what it all meant, although it was
quite clear that I was in for one heck of a ride in this life. I took
the red pill without realizing it.

Looking back on my first ‘reading’ it was quite apparent that
my life was going to involve the quest for Truth and figuring
out the means for which to share understanding, leading toward
a new living awareness of harmony among people and planet.
My youth prohibited me from the wisdom I knew I needed.

Contemplating what was in store created emptiness beyond the
imaginings. I had no answers.

My young mind could not even begin to wrap itself around the
journey I was about to embark upon. I knew that my purpose
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was to find these points of light and figure out a way to
collaborate with them in order to facilitate a new world order.

I knew this was to happen in my lifetime, yet it seemed like
such a dream at the time. Maybe it still is. Based on my
experience to date, I knew it would be a great challenge to
discuss, let alone embody.

I kept the knowledge to myself for many years, even throughout
my marriage and initial move to Phoenix, although I did
manage to meet some folks in very strange ways that seemed to
be somehow tuned in to my investigations. I kept the faith and
enjoyed those spontaneous moments.

Over a decade later I formed a consulting company called Be
The Dream to apply this ‘harmony among people and planet’
attitude in organizational development. I called myself a ‘peace
consultant’ and used one of my favorite images, the pyramid
and capstan, as my initial logo to invoke the all-seeing eye.

Living that purpose has indeed made my life full of trials and
tribulations. Most people never find out what their true life's
purpose is, even in their 40s and beyond. Yet, at 18, 1 was
informed of what my purpose for being here was all about. I
didn't have to search for it. I just had to live it now.

I wasn't concerned as to what that might mean as far as my own
identity, future exposure, or how I would be perceived. I did not
take Dr. Abell’s advice, except in rare instances, and kept
sharing my contemplations and experiences throughout my life.

Now that I'm older, I've had many more experiences that have
led me down the path of discovery of Self and Identity. I'm
amazed at how the fabric of life is so connected and I'm still a
bit reluctant to accept the fullness of it, even though it appears
to be true beyond any reasonable doubt.

I recently formed a non-profit events company, Be The Dream

Academy, to share the science and technology of how to apply
what quantum physics and advanced consciousness studies are
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proving to be possible and that is only the beginning. What I
remain focused on is not the identity... it is THE WORK.

This ‘mission’ is still the most important aspect of my life as an
adult. To facilitate a new world order based on harmony among
people and planet is indeed a life-long process, complete with
attending trials and tribulations. At least I have a tentative plan
and working toward its achievement.

Even when one has a vision, it is imperative that others can see
and understand it as well, otherwise it will go nowhere. What is
even more crucial is the sharing of life-empowering and
sustaining technology, both material and psychospiritual,
allowing the imagineering visions of many to become as one.

As TD've shared the concepts and creation of such an
accomplishment, it became obvious that there needed to be a
model that could both demonstrate the living awareness and
provide the scientific proof of its validity. Assimilating various
pieces (everything is present and just waiting to be connected)
became the foundation for a written plan.

Maybe it matters who I AM, but it probably doesn't. It is not
about ‘me’ in this life. If it takes standing up and being
identified as anything, then it is a small price for assisting
bringing some kind of harmony to this beautiful world,
especially in these times of academic, environmental, political,
religious, and social disorder that seems to be growing.

Harmony is not without challenge or conflict. A good friend,
western attorney for the new Karmapa and Aikido instructor,
says that in reality there is no conflict; it is miscommunication
that creates discord.

Harmony is the result of the wise use of the perceived conflict
to empower communication between people to work together
collaboratively.

Might I suggest that we begin to focus on socially responsible
programs and environmentally sustainable living environments,
including renewable energy resources? It appears America has
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the opportunity to lead the way now, since we have learned the
ways of corporate-sponsored and ill-advised political
administration of recent years.

These concepts and ideas are nothing new to the consciousness
of mankind. Learning to put down the weapons and use our
arms for hugging instead is a giant leap from where we are
today. Shall we go so far as to call it an Evo-Leap — and
evolutionary leap in consciousness? No ego without WE go.

Learning the TRUTH is what I've been doing since that first
conversation with God, long before Neale Donald Walsh invited
the world to join his conversation. It is about pure sharable
energy sustained through our hearts, directed by our minds, and
made visible through the actions of our bodies... as natural as
the movements of our solar system through the cosmos.

I respect the efforts that organized religions have made in an
attempt to share righteous ideals with their congregations, but
there has been something left out in my humble opinion. There
is Living Word outside of the confines of the Bible or Quran or
Bhagavad Gita.

It [Living Word] resides in each one of us. Every time I get into
a conversation with ‘Christians who walk the streets
proselytizing, it is the same story... they judge one as
blasphemous who tries to get them out of the Book and
experience the reality of the Word, the Living Word within our
hearts.

Spiritual relationship is far more precious
than  physical.  Physical relationship
divorced from spiritual is body without soul.

Mahatmas Gandhi
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Travails of Traversing Worlds

During the rest of my first year, as I continued college amidst
the party paradigm that most beginning students without
discipline experience, I also continued my exploration into the
deeper realms of consciousness. Beyond the normal studies of
Biology, Chemistry, Statistics, and English, I was a voracious
reader of metaphysical books and spiritual texts.

After my initial white light experience, I felt it imperative to
know more about past spiritual masters and their writings and
lives, even though I felt Christ to be the epitome of them all. I
also began to thirst for direct experience of continued
experiences carrying them forth from my earlier years. So now I
did choose to go further into psychotropics, too.

Be Here Now, the Bhagavad Gita, Siddhartha, Doors of
Perception - Heaven and Hell, The Teachings of Don Juan, and
the Urantia Book were just a few of the books that I poured
through at the time. More came although I worked as much with
astral travel, psychokinetic and telekinetic experimentation
during this period.

I'd met a guy in high school who turned up in one of my classes
and we became fellow explorers. Gary worked as a grounds
keeper for one of the most well-known spiritualist communities
in the world at the time - Camp Chesterfield.

Through our association I found that, along with a few others,
we could do some amazing things, like move energy back and
forth between us as we sat across the room from each other.
This energy was emanating through the palms of our hands and
could be directed at will, it seemed or rather with will.

It took a lot of concentration to focus. Years later I read about
parapsychology experiments at prestigious universities like
UCLA that matched, or at least closely resembled, those things
we just stumbled upon as we wondered what we could do with
our minds. The Midwest just wasn’t a receptive spot.



Were these imaginings? I still was very much the scientist and
considerate enough to check with the various students on their
condition. Increased sensitivity from use of psychotropics
seemed to make a big difference as well. I lived on the top floor
of the honors dorm at the time, and many of my dorm mates
were involved in this exploration of conscious connections.

We were teenagers with too much time and curiosity on our
hands. It was strange and wonderful that these experiences
seemed to echo what I would learn much later about auras.

There were other times when the empathic/telepathic
experiences were a bit much to deal with for anyone. I became
aware that I could hear many different voices as I traveled back
and forth from the honors dorm to the cafeteria, where 1 worked
part-time as well.

I could hear very negative remarks that seemed to be all
directed at me. “You asshole, you are so stupid!” “You
worthless piece of sh..!” “Can’t you get it right?” “You are such
a f..g idiot!” And so on...

After hearing all that in the space of walking a few yards
outside the cafeteria one afternoon, I was so rattled and spooked
that I locked myself in my dorm room for a couple of days
while I freaked out. Talk about paranoid for no reason, I would
come to find out.

I called my friend Gary in an effort to get some kind of reality
check. He and Carolyn, his girlfriend, came over and we talked
it through. With their help I realized that the voices were not my
own and that the comments always began with "You...," which
allowed me to realize that I was hearing the thoughts of others
and not going crazy with my own self-deprecation.

I have to say that I did have my share of self-deprecating
thoughts, but not to that extent. The voices were definitely not
my own, so I had reason to release my vice grip hold on
considering possible insanity and contemplate a more global
‘you’ in this instance.
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Travails of Traversing Worlds

What I eventually recognized was there seemed to be a constant
negative self-talk going on within the minds of students at the
time, mine included. I'm sure it is consistent with students today
as well, feeling like they have to be perfect in their actions and
studies, beating up on them for every little mistake.

At any rate, there were times that I would be so sensitive to
these 'voices' that I thought they were my own. In future
research and study many years later I found the patterns of
perdition were prolific in society, prohibiting personal growth.

Only as I began to observe when they would happen did I
realize they were coming from the other students as we would
pass on the walkways on campus. Thank God I had someone
that I could talk to that helped me to see clearly. When the
experiences first started happening, though, I had to figure out
what these voices were in my head and why they were so
negatively oriented.

I became less affected by them as I realized that they were
outside of me rather than coming from within. Still, it was a
tough time for anyone going through ‘sensitivity training’ and
admittedly I had some of those thoughts, too.

Apparently with the lack of distractions and responsibilities of
life, our awareness was able to advance without much
disciplined practice. Baba Ram Das’ Be Here Now really made
a lot of sense. LSD allowed Westerners to experience Eastern
spiritual realms without the disciplined mediation practice. I felt
like the information spoke of truth and I trusted it.

Experiencing the freedom that resulted from allowing this
innate 'trust' to permeate our lives gave us opportunity beyond
imagination. One of the things I really enjoyed were the times
that Gary and I would consciously get out of our bodies and go
exploring around the campus together. My old OBE training
made it easy in altered states. I didn’t have to wait until I was
relaxed and ready for bed.

It was amazing! We could actually 'see' each other as we exited
our bodies. We stayed around the dorm most of the time, as we
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hadn't realized at that point that we could travel further, much
like my younger days.

Instead, we would observe the activity in the lounge area
connecting the women's and men's honors dorms. The honors
dorm was actually in a V shape with a female and male wing,
connected by a common lobby area with couches, a couple of
TVs, two pool tables, a tabletop shuffleboard and a grand piano.

Several times we were able to observe others in the lounge, re-
enter our bodies and return to the lounge and relate what they
had been doing. Not too many people were real excited about
the fact we could do this. In fact, it was a bit scary to most of
them as they were unable to comprehend that we all have these
abilities. Sound familiar?

Rarely did we find our experiments to meet with acceptance at
first. The Midwest is fairly conservative and steeped in
Christianity of organized religion fame... fearing and judging
everything that appears outside the realm of experience.

Music was also a great facilitator of these internal and external
‘bridge’ experiences as well. I already knew that music was
supposed to be the language of the soul. What I didn't realize
was that it seemed the progression of music was such that it
held many keys to the discovery of my own identity and the
understanding of many emotions related through musical
expression. Journey, the Moody Blues, Rush, and Yes were big
favorites at that time... still are.

Many personal fears can be addressed during the process of
listening to music and the deeper one goes into consciousness,
the more clearly one can see their connection to the cosmic
cords woven throughout the music. Now, this also brings up the
question that is often raised about the ONE who is the Angel of
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Travails of Traversing Worlds
Light and Music, Lucifer. Eckankar® is a practice based on the
study of Light and Sound.

Eckankar offers its practitioners a way to examine their spiritual
body and learn how to travel with it through the ethers using the
‘sound current.” It’s been proven that vibrational waves are
what truly make up our physical reality. This kinda slaps
modern day Christianity in the face... rather rudely I might add.

The fear, guilt and shame scenarios are losing their grip on the
congregation. | had to attend to yet another rite of passage as I
was not one to keep my mouth shut, nor was I without very
creative actions in time of need.

One of the more subtle realizations, quite profound in its
comprehension, was a particular night I recall where I was able
to sense the energy of people inside their dorm rooms. That may
sound a bit bizarre, yet the experience was quite disconcerting
at first, to say the least, as it was also profound.

At times of particular sensitivity and while in an altered state, I
could literally 'feel' the energy of other students as I passed their
rooms in the dormitories. I already had that sense in close
proximity of others, but this was even broader in scope, let
alone experience.

If no one was in the room it felt cold and empty, almost like an
abyss could easily suck me in. On the other hand, if there was
someone in the room I could feel a warm glow emanating from
the room. If they were in an altered state, some I knew
meditated; I could feel a gentle push from their energy, like a
thick pillow being gently placed on my skin.

Now if they were engaged in any kind of psychotropic I was
literally pushed up against the opposite wall in the hallway. I
was so loose or rather ‘empty’ as I walked that sometimes it felt
like I was nearly being thrown against the opposite side of the

? a Westernized version of the Punjabi Sant Mat or Radha Soami Satsang
spiritual tradition. ECKANKAR was founded in 1965 by Paul Twitchell (c.
1908-71).
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hallway. I was never afraid of this experience at all. I had a
sense of the magic and mystery of energy already.

As we open to new or increased sensory awareness we are
offered experiences to correlate the inner instruction, or at least
this is what I seemed to understand at the time. I remember
walking down the hallway in the honors dorm where I lived and
being so sensitive that my body actually responded to the
energy being emitted from others.

It was so dramatic in some cases that I found myself being
pushed up against the opposite side of the hallway as I passed
certain doors. I couldn’t believe I was that sensitive.

Others were less dramatic and those where no one was home
presented no sensation at all or even a coldness of sorts. I could
understand why some people choose to become reclusive or
even hermits if they are unable to adjust their own sensory
levels, like using an internal dial to turn down the sensitivity.

If one was not aware or had no way of reflecting their
experience to gain understanding, it surely would put them into
a state of potential insanity. On the other hand I’ve heard that
you have to be ‘in’ to be ‘sane’ when seeking spiritual
enlightenment. Being able to self-assess is an art and skill.

A couple of decades later I met an elder woman at a
metaphysical organization business gathering. There was a
disturbance, or argument, about the direction the organization
should take. I was determined to assist in ways I knew worked.

I sat with a purple folder, information I brought to share,
between my fingertips, breathing deeply and intending the
equitable resolution of the issue and a shift of energy in the
room. Ruthie, her mom, came up to me after the meeting and
said, “I know you from long ago and I like what you are doing!”
She recognized my ‘peaceful’ meditation, but I had no clue
what she was talking about ‘long ago.’

A few days later during a conversation with another friend that
had attended the meeting, I mentioned I would soon need a
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place to live. She told me Ruthie had a guest house that had just
been vacated and I should check into it. [ moved in later that
month. It was the perfect place for me at the time. It was open,
with a short wall that separated the living and sleeping area.
There was a small gas stove and refrigerator in the kitchen area,
like a large studio apartment.

Her daughter had moved back home after a divorce about a year
later. Norma, our mutual friend, was delivering a microwave to
Ruthie and needed help taking it inside. I happened to show up
at the same time and she asked me if I could take it in for her.
Gladly I did.

After I set the microwave down on Ruthie’s kitchen counter, I
turned to exit through the Arcadia door that opened to the back
yard where the guest house was located. I had already been
introduced to her daughter, but as I walked past her I was
literally spun around by what felt like a hook in my solar plexus
and below. I even exclaimed, “Whoa,” at the time.

It was so noticeable since I said something that she offered an
apology immediately. I didn’t know what to say, so I just
nodded my head and exited the house. What a sense of
attraction, way beyond anything I’d felt before then.

Back in college at Ball State another dramatic representation of
these abilities and awareness came one weekend during the
winter quarter, a couple of weeks before Christmas break. Gary
and I were engaged in one of our trips together. We had realized
that telepathy and telekinetic ability were present upon
occasion, using our thoughts to reach out to each other no
matter our location on campus.

There was a small group of others that we’d found that also
were able to communicate beyond normal verbal ways, so |
played with it by ‘sending’ a meeting place to the group and
then checking to see if they would show up. There were always
some who did.

On several occasions they did arrive at the location, enough to
affect belief in the process, meeting in places off the beaten
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path. But this night was a bit different. We had moved to the
window of my room and were looking over toward the 8-story
dormitory building across the street.

It was only a hundred yards or less away and we both noticed a
couple of girls standing in their window. We could see their
silhouettes in the window of the girls dorm. I felt like they were
in our heads, too. I hadn’t said anything about it yet.

We had been conversing both verbally and in our ‘telepathic’
manner, but I kept hearing girls laughing. I had been hearing
them and asked him verbally if he could hear them too. When I
did, we both heard one of the voices say something like, “Silly
boys, we’ve been listening to you for some time now.”

And then the other spoke, “Why did you think we were
laughing?”’ I couldn’t believe it and told him so. Then I thought,
“Well, if you’ve been listening, then let’s make this for real and
meet outside. Meet us in front of the dorm in five minutes.”
With that, Gary and I put our coats on and began our journey to
the front door in great anticipation of meeting some cool chicks
that could do this too.

When we reached the door and stepped outside they weren’t
there. I was bummed, but something attracted me to the side of
the dorm between the dorm and cafeteria. I motioned to Gary
and we walked toward the area. As soon as we turned the corner
we noticed a dozen or so people lobbing snowballs back and
forth without a word being spoken verbally.

As we approached the group, I recognized the voices of the girls
and nearly instantly heard many more. We stayed and played
for a while, but we never actually hooked up with the girls in
person. I’'m sure this was a pretty intimidating experience for all
of us and most of us kept our distance.

It was bizarre enough just to fall into this experience, let alone
try to articulate it verbally with any kind of rational thought. It
was still pretty freakin’ cool! There were rare moments where
we could pass from telepathy to voice and back without
breaking the stream of consciousness of our thoughts.
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I wondered if the Kingdom of Heaven was like this, so
effortless in communication and transparent intent. Now, let me
take this same consideration to another level of open
communication. Let’s include the nonphysical close to us.

What do you think about ghosts or spirits being able to show up
through another’s eyes? I mean using another’s body; one who
is still alive. I don’t expect you to believe it, but here’s an
interesting story nonetheless.

Scott and I were discussing the boundaries or limits of
telepathy. We had been experimenting with telepathy for some
months, engaging a few others around campus. Scott and I were
in a class called Futurisms and seemed to find each other
instantly among the 200+ students in the lecture hall.

It’s funny how people enter your life when you open the door to
a new experience. One of the things that intrigued me during
college was not what was being taught, but what was going on
with students who were hedging the edge of reality and
stretching for experience, trying to understand a deeper life.

Hedging the edge includes investigating the senses deeper than
waking consciousness. In order to do that, it is necessary to go
beyond the waking consciousness into a deeper part of one’s
being. I found psychotropics to facilitate the process, much like
many of those who sought to explore consciousness in years
past but never found an ear with the public.

Regardless of the anti-drug propaganda over the decades, there
seems to be some real merit in opening the doors to perception
— just as Huxley found.

So one Saturday evening late in the spring Scott and I dropped
just before dark and took a walk through the Christy Woods, the
campus botanical gardens. It was only about a quarter-mile
square, but it was enough to make a wonderful backdrop for a
nice walk while we were waiting.

Christy Woods was about a 10-minute walk from the dorms.
Scott’s was just across the lane from mine. I think things started
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off when Scott asked me about the experience Gary and I had
the last winter where Carolyn and I had shown up at his
Grandfather’s cabin in the middle of the night.

Gary had also told Scott about the telepathic event we’d
experienced with the girls from the same dorm he and Scott
lived in. He asked me if there were any limits to telepathy,
specifically about distance and realm. I told him that I thought
there were no boundaries, since there was no indication that
focused thoughts would be dissipated over distances.

The only challenge would be the receiver, one who was tuned in
to the thoughts of the sender or at least energetically open to
them. This is a pseudo-science at best, so the discoveries
usually aren’t recorded, let alone shared over any kind of a
network. Heck, this was pre-internet anyway.

Back then there were no computer networks or the Internet to
disburse our discoveries far and wide so the only kind available
was neural nets at best, other minds that somehow were
available to others. We had no ideas about quantum realities or
that what we had done was ‘impossible’ to many.

It was during that time that Dr. Hawking was exploring the
nature of black holes, sometime before the introduction of M
Theory, and even then it was all theory. Robert Monroe had just
applied for patents for his Hemi-Sync® methods, so the idea of
the benefits of altered states of consciousness was beginning to
take hold at least.

Scott and I took up positions on opposite ends of my dorm
room, lounging on the beds yet able to see each other easily. I
don’t recall what music we had on at the time, but as we gazed
at each other in silence something happened quite unexpectedly.
His body disappeared, with the exception of his eyes as this is
where my focus of attention was at that moment.

In semi-rapid succession several others appeared in his place,
the eyes appearing to shift slightly in the process. I saw Jimi
Hendrix, Lenny Bruce, Janice Joplin, Jim Morrison and Marilyn
Monroe just as plain as day, each remaining just long enough
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for me to recognize them. I was able to observe without
‘thinking’ about what was happening.

His body returned after Marilyn and his eyes immediate shifted
to a widen look as though he was cognizant of something
amazing happening. I asked him what had happened and he
replied that he wasn’t sure, but he knew he had left the room for
a few moments. I told him what I’d seen during those moments
and we both mused over the experience. Neither one of us could
explain how or why.
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“This is a work of fiction. Still, given an
infinite number of possible worlds, it
must be true on one of them. And ifa
story set in an infinite number of
possible worlds is true in one of them,
then it must be true in all of them. So

maybe, it's not as fictional as we think.”
— Neil Gaiman, InterWorld
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Long Distance Voyager

Institutions of higher learning provide such a plethora of
potential for the personal perusal of possibilities in the
paradigms of perspectives. In the second year of school I had
changed my major from pre-med to psychology with a religion
minor. [ wanted to find out more about the connection between
God and man, and the variety of ways that ones have journeyed
in order to realize their own connections.

Quite often I found this to be the foundation of many religions.
Someone had journeyed within themselves and found a way to
express their connective tissue so that others might get a
glimpse of the glory or profound peace it brings.

Well, that attempt has often also been turned into credos and
memos of understanding between less scrupulous or wealthy
individuals that desired domination of the population.

We have many of our organized religions to thank for that
interesting display of human ego. Is there not a coherent
message throughout?

School went okay for the first quarter, as I reacquainted myself
with friends and the campus. My familiar partner in spiritual
exploration was not present, though. I envied his vacation
location. Gary was about 2,000 miles away in northern Canada
with his grandfather, staying in a rustic old cabin with no
modern conveniences.

I had called his parents a few times to inquire when he would be
returning and each time it was, “Soon.” They knew he would be
back for winter quarter, just not the specific day. I was
frustrated at not knowing when.

I returned from a date one Saturday morning, about 1 a.m. or so
and proceeded to test my telepathic ability a bit further. I had
been thinking about the theoretical limits of telepathy, which
were none that I knew of, and wondered if I could reach him.
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I plugged in a tape by a band called ‘White Witch’ to a song
called 'Help Me Lord.' It was quite spacey so I thought it would
help set the tone. Again, music does many things to help us with
our lives. Take a moment and reflect on your own life.

I lay down, closed my eyes, and began to picture his face in my
mind's eye. It didn't take long before I was peering into his eyes,
able to see his face as well. We gazed at each other for a
moment, and then I imagined grabbing him by the shoulders
and standing him up so that I could see his whole body. My
visual perspective changed instantly as I could see his entire
body now in front of me.

It seemed to work as I felt a mormal' connection and we
discussed a few things about his return and a mutual girlfriend
as well. She entered the conversational atmosphere as easily as
we were talking with each other at the time. Her image was just
as clear as his. We continued as a threesome for the duration of
the song and as it came to an end, I felt it was time to
disconnect as well.

So, I said my goodbyes and I returned to the room and opened
my eyes. I laid there thinking about it for a while. I wondered if
it was real or I’d just imagined it all. The following week was
pretty normal and I decided to call his house on Friday evening
to see if his parents had heard from him yet.

To my amazement, he answered the phone and I could tell he
was slightly out of breath. I asked him where he’d been and
what was happening. He had just pulled into the driveway when
I called and knowing it was me on the phone, he ran in to
answer it straightaway.

Cool... I'told him I’d join him in a couple of hours.

Upon arrival, I talked with his parents for a short time regarding
his trip and the advantages of being out in the wilderness for the
summer. We got in my car to leave, a sporty orange Opel GT,
and I asked him a rather open question to probe his mind. "Hey,
did you catch any flack last weekend?" I said without any set-up
as [ wanted to leave the question open to anything.
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He looked at me squarely in the eyes and said, "Yeah, you son
of a bitch... you woke me up out of bed! I was lying there sound
asleep and felt someone grab my shoulders and set me up in
bed. As I opened my eyes your face was right in front of me,
you f...r.” Imagine my surprise.

He went on, “Carolyn's face was right behind yours, too. We
talked for a few and then you two split. I don't remember what
we talked about, but I knew you were there. It was pretty
bizarre, dude!" I wondered what else we could do.

I then told him what I'd done and we both just sat there wide-
eyed and awed by the experience. Then we fired up a joint and
drove off to meet some friends. About a week later, he got a
postcard from Carolyn. It was one of those touristy postcards
from a Krishna Camp.

All that was on the postcard was a circled address among many
(a location in Santa Barbara, California) and at the bottom was
written... “Enjoyed the conversation,” in her hand writing.
Nothing else was on the card at all. Neither one of us had heard
from her since the end of spring quarter, some months previous.

Imagine if something like that happened to you. What would
you do? How would you feel? What would you think?

Shortly thereafter, I bought a couple of drum sets and put them
together as one in my dorm room. They were both Slingerland
models, only a few years apart... about 25 or so...and all wood.
I didn’t care about the mis-match.

The antique kit still had its original calf-skin heads, which I
didn’t have the sense to remove and keep. I broke most of them
in just a few days. I stripped them down to bare wood so that at
least they would look similar and replaced all the heads in the
first couple of weeks. Man, I was having fun!

The older set had a 24” bass so I took the newer 20” bass and
made a floor tom out of it...a 9 piece kit in all, with 6 cymbals
including a nice thick Zildjian 21 ride that had a wonderful
ping ring. The kit was huge and I was ecstatic! I cut classes and
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practiced 6 to 8 hours a day using my album collection to learn
to copy riffs and styles. It didn’t take long to learn.

Neal Peart, Alan White, Aynsley Dunbar, John Bonham,
Graham Edge, Lenny White, Danny Seraphine and more where
quite helpful in my formative development. I’'m sure it was
brutal on my dorm mates while I was in the learning stages. I’d
played before so I wasn’t totally bereft of skill.

Surprisingly I picked it up pretty quick and reached a fair level
of proficiency. During that same time, my paternal
grandmother, Thelma, was in the hospital just off campus.
After a few years of her claiming to have throat cancer, she
finally got it and passed on within a few months. I visited her a
couple of times before her passing.

One morning shortly after my last visit two hometown friends,
also students, showed up before school. We used to get together
before school because we had the same classes a couple of days
a week. Nothing like an early morning puff or two.

They still lived at home and commuted, so we would meet in
my room and ‘get ready’ to go to class together. One of the
guys was the nephew of David Star, the original owner of the
older drum set. David had passed many years prior.

I was sitting on the floor in front of my base drum, leaning up
against it. One of the guys was on a loveseat that we’d procured
from the lobby and the other was sitting on my bed. As we were
sitting and talking, among other things, I felt three finger pokes
in between my shoulder blade just to the left of my spine. |
noticed the time — 7:30 am.

Without hesitation I told the two that Grandma had just left this
world. They looked at me kind with the weird look you might
expect and so I told them about the pokes. Later that morning
Dad called with the news. I told him I knew already and that she
had passed at about 7:30.

He asked me how I knew. I told him about the pokes. He was
silent for a moment and I could feel his concern about my
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sanity. It was really hard for him to discuss this event or how I
was able to know.

One evening some time later I was having difficulty picking up
one of Neal’s riffs on Rush’s Fly by Night album. I went over
and over and over it for some time. I just knew I could get it but
it was an elusive pattern to say the least. I paused to think about
how I might be able to ‘tune in’ to the pattern better.

I got the idea that maybe; just maybe, David Star could help
from the other side somehow. I got real still and quiet for a
moment and said internally, “David, man if you love these
drums as much as I do, could you give me a hand here?”

As if by magic, I immediately felt a warm tingling sensation
start at the top of my head and go clear through my body down
to my feet. “Far out!”

I went over to the turntable and started the tune over yet again. I
hit every note perfectly. Wow, what a rush.... Pun intended.

Some people might not be so open with their past. Hey, I figure
the universe has no secrets and if you wanted to investigate
deep enough, the information is out there. I'm not particularly
proud of my choices, but I’m alive and still an eduholic.

Beside the facts, somewhere I might save someone great pain
and suffering by sharing this. At any rate, I’d been
contemplating a way to get back to the Light I had experienced
the year before. Even though I was not on any ‘drugs’ at that
time it happened.

I was dating an English professor’s daughter at the time and we
had experienced a few trips together already. One night after we
had ingested the LSD I wanted to play for her while waiting for
the effects to launch. I put on Led Zeppelin II and cued it up to
Moby Dick, John Bonham’s solo, which he started by playing
with his hands.

I played through the solo, starting with my hands, and by the
time the tune was over I had sticks in hand and was a bit sweaty
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from the workout. The next tune, Bring It On Home, began and
I kept playing along with the album. I was feeling pretty
strange, though.

After a few moments I looked over at Betsy and as our eyes met
something miraculous happened. I saw a flash of light.
Everything beyond the perimeter of the cymbals and drums
went ‘white.” I continued playing even though I was aware
something pretty bizarre had just happened.

I could still see the drums, my body, and the floor beneath me
as I continued to play. Somehow I knew it was okay because I
could feel no physical disturbance and could think as I
continued playing, although I wasn’t thinking much as I played.

So I just continued along with the album. Within a few
moments, my sight returned to normal and the rest of the room
came back into view as I played through the end of the tune.

Betsy had a really weird look on her face that looked like a
cross between complete awe and intense fear. I asked her what
was up and she asked me where I had gone. Evidently I had
disappeared for a few moments into this white light after our
eyes had met and it really freaked her out. I could understand
why. I was a little concerned, but the fact I could still around me
made me less concerned.

I told her I had no idea where I had gone, but that I could still
see the drums, cymbals, my body and the floor from my
perspective, although I was surrounded by the white light, too.
I’m not sure what it proved, if anything. All I know is that I had
the same feeling of being ‘home’ in the light.

I had returned somehow, however surreptitiously, but I was
there. It was a place of freedom, no fears of any kind, totally
blissful and serene. I would not recommend this procedure to
anyone, however. Do not try this at home. There are no
trained professionals.

Of course I didn't tell my parents that I had used half of my
room and board money for school to pay for drums. I didn’t
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even tell them I had them. I didn’t think about what I would do
about my room and board situation when Christmas break
came. [ knew I’d figure it out somehow, though.

I had a car, so I could find a house off campus. But where and
how? This meant that I had to move out of the dorm over winter
break without their knowledge, too. I wasn’t sure how I was
going to do it.

I scoured the Muncie Star and found a house with free rent. It
was south of Muncie that I could live in for free. “Free?” you
might ask. Well, it had no heat as no fuel oil had been
purchased for the furnace and no running water because the
pipes had already frozen a month before, according to the owner
on the phone.

There was electricity and another couple was living there
already, so it was inhabitable. I guess the owner just wanted
someone in the house. So I took the opportunity and made some
plans. I figured it would work out somehow.

I knew that I could borrow some quilts and baseboard heaters
from my maternal grandmother, who was still alive, to prepare
one of the rooms. There was another couple living there
already, oddly enough. They stayed for another week after I
showed up and moved on to warmer quarters within the week.

Even though I had a car, a ’65 Skylark, I had help with moving
from a couple friends. We took all my stuff; drums, stereo,
albums, clothes, etc., and brought them to the house. I brought
the quilts and three baseboard heaters from Nan Nan’s house.

Needless to say I needed a support network to make it through
this transition. I had no idea how it was going to happen. It was
quite an interesting production indeed. On a good day you could
barely see your breath in the living room.

I was still going to school, having sold some albums to get
enough money to fill my gas tank, driving back and forth to
school on a daily basis. Gas was around $.50 a gallon so I didn’t
need much. Sometimes others would join me, but I was usually
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by myself. It was a really deplorable situation and I knew I
needed to do something about it.

As much as I was in denial about my situation, I still hung out
on campus and with friends after school. One Friday evening I
joined some friends at an Apple Scruffs meeting (Beatles fan
club) to watch the monthly movies shown in one of the lecture
halls on campus. I was glad to be in a warm environment.

The 250-seat auditorium was about two-thirds full. Magical
Mystery Tour was first up and Yellow Submarine was next.
About half-way through Yellow Submarine an idea hit me like a
freight train and surprisingly, I felt like a weight was taken off
my shoulders as a result. I was not particularly thinking about
how to change my situation at that moment, but the idea came
anyway. | wrestled with it for a bit as it required me to trust.

The thought was to go down to the front of the room after the
movie was over and introduce myself as Billy Shears. At first I
thought it was nuts. I certainly was not Billy, nor did I think it
was a particularly sane move on my part. Beatle's fans know
who Billy was... to the rest of you - he was the leader of
Sergeant Pepper's Lonely Hearts Club Band.

After contemplating it a bit and arguing with myself I thought it
might be a great way to get an immediate support group that
could help me with food, laundry and a much needed shower,
even though I knew I was only ‘acting as if” I was him.

I really had nothing to lose, so I walked down to the front of the
room, turned to face the audience that was just beginning to
leave and announced, “Hi, I’'m Billy Shears.” I noticed there
were several guys still sitting in the front row that started
crying. It was like they were shedding tears of joy.

That was a bit bewildering, but I suppose somehow they might
have been thinking about Billy Shears actually showing up.
Maybe that was what prompted the thought in the first place. I
certainly believe I wouldn’t have come up with the idea on my
own, even though the thought came into my head. Perhaps the
universe conspired for it to happen.
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After a few moments of milling about, I walked outside with
my friends, who were understandably a bit shocked at what I’d
done. They didn’t have much time before a group of people
assembled around me. I didn’t need to embellish on the Billy
Shears thing but wondered how to tell them I needed some help.

I found that I didn’t even have to voice my needs as I got all
kinds of offers to come visit, hang out, and party or whatever. |
found everything I needed and more, at least for a short time. It
worked to perfection. I wondered what would happen if I told
them the truth.

Christmas break was the following week so I spent a few days
at home with my parents, unable to tell them of my stupidity
and thinking nothing about the severity of my living conditions
at the house. I had seen an ad in the Muncie paper for a free
place to live, just for house sitting.

The house had no heat, no running water, but it had electricity. I
got some baseboard heaters from my grandmother, along with
some heavy quilts and fixed up a bedroom with them as best I
could. There was another couple staying there temporarily.
They moved out shortly after I moved in with my drums, large
stereo system, records and tapes and my clothes.

I’'m sure my partents knew something was amiss, but I was in
my defiant days and wouldn’t talk to them much at the time. |
wanted to get away from them as soon as I could. So I did.
Looking back as a parent now I’m sure it was excruciating for
them, knowing they could not reach me in that state of mind.

I went back to the house and continued playing with my life for
the next few weeks. In spite of the conditions, I felt like I was at
least making progress and was safe and secure for the time
being, even though the conditions were dismal in reality.

I was able to get back and forth to the house in my ’65 Skylark

(I even got some gas money) and still attend classes. The winter
quarter had started up again after Christmas break.
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The first week of January I was on my way back into school
with some friends after going out to the house to get some
books. We turned a corner and were soon confronted by a black
Rambler headed straight for us. It had snowed the night before
and the streets were icy still. I swerved to miss it.

I missed the Rambler only to clip off an old telephone pole that
had been replaced, having it fall right in the center of the top of
the car. The new pole was just far enough away that I didn’t hit
it. The old pole had put a nice crease not only in the front of the
car, but in the roof after it came crashing down on it.

Of course the car was totaled even though we’d only been
traveling about 20 miles per hour when we hit the pole.
Fortunately no one was hurt. It all happened in slow motion and
we joked about it as we stood waiting for the police to show up.

I was really bummed that the only transportation I had was now
gone. | couldn’t waste time in my misery, though. I quickly
made some phone calls and had a ride from some of Betsy’s
friends, at least for a while.

We were all fine and after the tow truck took the car away we
walked the rest of the way to school, only about a mile. It was at
least sunny out, although in the high 30s, so the walk was semi-
enjoyable. I spent that night at a friend’s house, went to school
the next day and then got a ride back out to the house.

I got rides for the rest of the week, but I wondered how 1 would
continue getting to school the next week. That weekend the
weather got worse. It was getting really cold, snowing and the
wind was howling through the poorly sealed windows that
Sunday night. I didn’t even think about not going to school the
next day. It was mandatory for me.

Monday morning I awoke at about 5 a.m. to the radio alarm
only to hear the radio DJ talking about the 77 below zero wind-
chill factor. He was commenting on the severity of the cold —
breaking a 100-year record. We were also getting some snow
still, but even with minimal amounts it was creating ‘white-out’
conditions for driving. I still had to make it to school.
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I could see my breath even with the heaters on. I grabbed my
clothes and put them under the blankets with me to warm them
up. I knew that I would have to get to school somehow, so I got
dressed with several layers of clothing. I walked through a
couple of feet of snow and really hard wind up to the highway
that was about a half a mile away, hoping to hitch a ride.

To my delight and surprise, I got a ride rather quickly from a
couple that was returning from an Edgar Winter concert in
Indianapolis. They dropped me off at the intersection of the
highway going into town at around 5:30. The wind was mind
numbing and as I stood alongside the road with my thumb out, I
started to feel my fingers and toes tingle; the first signs of
frostbite. I didn’t know what else to do.

I started walking with my thumb out, holding my collar tightly
around my neck as [ walked directly into the wind’s force. My
arms and legs were beginning to feel the effects of the cold and
the wind felt like it was blowing right through my clothing. I
noticed my fingers and toes were beginning to feel numb and I
began to get concerned for my life.

Now at those temperatures and in that condition I had to make
some quick decisions, although it seemed excruciatingly long. I
suddenly felt the terror of a life-threatening situation. I figured I
had a couple of choices - keep walking and possibly freeze to
death or stand out in the road to get a car to stop.

Obviously they could not see me alongside the road as several
cars had passed by without stopping. Looking back I’'m sure
they couldn’t even see in front of them very far, let alone notice
someone on the side of the road in the dark with their headlights
being refracted through the blinding snow.

I was taking a chance at getting hit, but I had to do something, |
knew I would die from exposure if I didn’t. The traffic wasn’t
moving but a few miles an hour, so I figured I had a good
chance of surviving even if I did get hit.

I hated my choices, my position, and my life at that moment. I
was so angry with myself and my condition that I didn’t care
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about stepping out into traffic and was ready to give it up. I just
wanted out of the cold.

So I stepped out in front of the next car and prayed they would
stop. They did, fortunately. A Ford station wagon stopped and
the passenger door opened. I ran around to the side and jumped
in, immediately voicing my thankfulness for his consideration.

My first obstacle, the fierce storm, was now outside and I was
warm again. I felt safe temporarily and I was totally thankful for
the result of my steps.

My savior was an older guy on his way to pick up newspapers
from the newspaper office and deliver them to customers. He
looked a bit concerned although he did not pry. He asked where
I was headed and I told him I needed to get to school. It was
still really early and he asked me why I was trying to get there
in this ridiculous weather. I wasn’t sure how to answer.

I told him I wanted to give myself plenty of time to make it
there because I wasn’t sure how long it would take in these
conditions. I thanked him again and told him about an IHOP
close to campus that I could get a cup of tea (I didn’t drink
coffee yet) before heading to my first class at 7:30 am.

He gave me a ride all the way there, even though it was out of
his way. I had enough change for a cup of tea, so [ warmed up
and knew I would catch my first class on time. It was about
6:00. I sat at the counter and enjoyed my tea.

After warming up a bit I walked over to my old dorm and sat
down at the piano in the lounge. For about a half an hour I
plunked at the keys, imagining I was creating some mystical
piece reflecting the situation I was going through. It wasn’t
much at all, just a few chords and single keys struck in
randomness, like some of the new age music I heard decades
later. I'm sure it didn’t make sense, but it gave me pleasure.

I had no idea how to play the notes, but the song in my head
was bittersweet. It let me pass the time in quiet desperation. I
went on to class wondering how the hell I was going to make it
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through the day. I had something to do and someplace to be so
it was good enough to start me on my way.

It wasn’t surprising that only a few other students, probably as
insane as me, were in class that morning or anytime that day for
that matter. I attended the Philosophy 200 class first at 7:30,
then the Psych 301 (Statistics) around 11 and finally my
Comparative Religions class at 1:30.

The campus bookstore and student commons were close so I
spent my off hours there. Fortunately I met up with some
friends that bought me some food and drink. Later in the day I
went over to a girl’s dorm to visit a girl I’d befriended at the
Beatles movies. We hung out talking until midnight curfew and
I had to leave.

I walked across the street to a frat house. I hated frat rats and
never considered going to one of their houses on campus. What
the hell was I thinking? Well, it was about the only place where
I might find some shelter at that time of night. It was still
intensely cold and I needed shelter. Billy Shears had lost his
network. I was afraid.

I’d never been in a frat house before. I walked up and knocked
on the door. I was dumbfounded and so grateful when a
classmate opened the door. I never figured him for a frat rat
because his hair was almost as long as mine. At that time my
hair was down past my shoulders and my beard was a few
inches long as well. Hippies and frat rats didn’t get along.

We had Statistics 101 together, so I had seen him earlier in the
day. We had gotten to know each somewhat in class and had
spent some time throwing the Frisbee at the beginning of winter
quarter during some nicer weather. He wasn’t quite the jock by
appearance, so I was a bit shocked, although thankful, when he
answered the door. I still can’t help but think it was a divine
intervention for me.

Nevertheless he invited me in and asked if I'd like to go
downstairs and play some pool. On the way he asked what the
hell I was doing out on a night like this and I was honest -
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looking for some place to crash for the night. I was out of
options and this was the closest place to look for relief from the
weather. I had no idea what I was going to find.

The house was three stories with a huge basement, part of ‘frat
row’ which was along the main east-west street through the
center of campus. I followed him through the house and down
the stairs to the basement.

I was again pleasantly surprised when I saw an old girlfriend
standing in front a jukebox with another guy. It looked like she
was having a rather heated discussion with him, but I said ‘hi’
(and she responded) on the way toward the pool table.

Once there I started racking the balls while my host got a cue.
After I finished and on the way to get my cue, he asked me if
I’d like some electric Kool-Aid. My eyebrows went up and I
nodded an affirmation. He walked over to the refrigerator and
pulled out a gallon jug about half-full of red Kool-Aid. We
played a couple of games and finished the jug in the process.

I had to relieve myself by that time so I asked where the
restroom was, got directions and headed upstairs to find it. [ was
feeling good that I’d found a place to hang out, at least for the
time being. My security was about to be threatened.

While on my way to the restroom I heard someone yelling
obscenities and threats, but I wasn’t sure at whom. I looked up
to see a guy about twice my size practically running across the
balcony floor and down the stairs toward me. He was yelling at
me. | remember something like, “What the hell are you doing
here m...f...r? I’'m gonna kick your ass!”

By the time he was done with the last sentence he was at the
base of the stairs and in front of me. Evidently he didn't like my
being there and while continuing to verbally assault me he
literally picked me up by the back of my shirt and belt, carried
me over to a door with a metal bar across it, kicked it open and
threw me up the stairs leading to the ground level.
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I pleaded with him to at least let me get my coat and hat. I knew
better than to challenge him. He refused to allow me to get my
things and hoisted me up the stairwell with a “Get the f.. out of
here and stay out. If I see you again I’ll kill you, you f..n loser.”

Well, I desperately needed my coat and hat (it was still sub-
zero), so I tried to sneak in the front door to find them. They
were down in the basement close to the pool table.

I made it to the top of the basement stairs. He saw me again and
repeated his previous motions, this time following me up the
stairs. His eyes were angry and violent and I wasn’t sure what
was going to happen as he came toward me.

I had no idea how to get out of this one so I took an open stance
and told him all I wanted was my coat and hat and I’d be gone
in a heartbeat. He snarled and swore at me as he continued
toward me again.

As if it would help, I asked, “Don’t you know who I am?” 1
thought it might at least get him to stop and think. I wasn’t the
slightest bit concerned about being Billy Shears or even that
he’d heard of the name.

That comment seemed to fuel the fire and he moved faster
toward me, backing me up against a small sports car in the
parking lot a few yards away from the top of the stairs. There
was no way I could fight him. The size difference was
ridiculous, let alone not having any fighting skills or my
condition at the moment.

He took a swing at me and connected with my left eye. I tried to
get out of the way, only to find myself launching backwards
onto the hood of the car, sliding off and into the snow. I picked
myself up and backed away from him, tripping over an unseen
curb, falling backward into the snow. He pounced on me
immediately and as he drew his arm back to strike me again,
someone grabbed it and pulled him off of me. I looked up to see
it was a campus policeman. Whew!
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What happened next was a little weird. There were several cops
and they started asking others what had happened. One of them
asked me for my identification and I handed him my school ID
and he began writing on an index card that was on a clipboard.

I asked the one that had helped me up if I could go get my coat
and hat because I was freezing. It was nearly 1 am or so and the
wind chill was probably -60 degrees. I was scared.

He walked me to the front door where two other guys and my
friend were standing. My friend said he’d go get them. While I
was there waiting, the two others grabbed me by the arms,
extended them out, and lifted me off the floor while pinning me
against the wall.

They weren’t being violent, but they definitely wanted to show
me they were not letting me go. My eyebrow was cut pretty
bad, dripping blood down the front of my face and onto my
sweater. It had a really weird vibe if you know what I mean,
feeling like I was about ready to get crucified or something.

My friend came back with my coat and hat and the two put me
down and followed me outside. My eye obviously needed
stitches so the campus cops took me to the hospital from there.
They were curious about why I was there to say the least.

I told them I was just looking for a place to stay warm for the
night. The hospital was only a couple of blocks away so it
didn’t take us long to get there. I was taken in to the emergency
room, ushered to a bed where they cleaned me up and stitched
up my eyebrow.
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After being stitched up an attendant showed me to the waiting
room. I found the Dean of Admissions (a personal friend of
Dad's) sitting in the room waiting for me. I tried to talk with
him a bit even though I could tell he was more than just a little
upset. I really couldn’t blame him. I felt alone and ashamed.

Heck, it was 3 am by this time. I'd be angry too. He told me that
Dad was on his way and he’d be there soon. Dad showed up
about a half hour later.

I was so relieved to see him and didn’t think a thing about what
I’d just gone through, only that he was there and I felt safe now.
Rather than being able to leave, he advised me that I needed to
stay there for a bit. I thought with a blow to the head and
possible concussion, overnight observation might be in order so
I did not resist.

I found out later Dad had told him that I was on the edge and
needed a watchful eye. In turn the Dean had told the campus
police that if my name ever came up he was to be called
immediately. So there he was at 3 am after getting a call. He
was a good friend to Dad. We all need friends like that.

What soon became apparent, though, was that it was not just
overnight observation. A couple of orderlies escorted me onto
an elevator and up to the seventh floor, where there was a very
large black man 'guarding' a door. I knew I was in trouble then.
I would be there for some time.

The guard stood up from the chair next to the door, grabbed a
wad of keys from his belt and said, "Ah, got another one for me,
huh?" He put a key in the door and opened it. The orderlies took
me inside down a hallway and into an empty room.

Shortly thereafter, my shoes, belt, necklace and pants were
removed. I argued with them as they were stripping my pants
off, but to no avail. I was given two shots (one in each butt
cheek) and the next thing I knew I woke up hours, possibly
days, later with a very full bladder and need of relief.
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I had to pee so badly, but both the door to the bathroom and the
hallway were locked. I banged on the room door for what
seemed like hours and nobody came. I eventually urinated in the
corner because I couldn’t hold it any longer. I was so
embarrassed. It was hours more before anyone came.

I had no idea what time or day it was at that point as it was dark
out. Several hours later a nurse came in to check on me and
brought me some food. Another few hours went by and I finally
spoke to a doctor. By this time it was light out.

I told him what had happened as briefly as possible, but be
probed more for the long version and I reluctantly provided it,
including the part about Billy Shears. I knew I wasn’t crazy, so
I was completely open with him, thinking he’d be like Dr.
Abell. I was completely mistaken.

The nurse brought me in a pink liquid a little later and told me
the doctor wanted me to drink it. I was not allowed out of the
room. | couldn’t understand why, but they kept telling me
everything would be fine. I found out later that I was being
assessed and their procedure was to keep me isolated until the
determination of my treatment.

I was moved to a room, a few days later, shared with two other
guys. Once I got out of solitary confinement there were others
on the floor that seemed to really have some mental problems. I
soon realized that I was getting a glimpse of reality few
experience. | wasn’t sure how long I would be there, but it sure
was an eye opener into a population often hidden from view.

There was this really short guy that would squat in the middle
of the hall while yelling out, “Two dogs!” Another woman
paced back and forth talking to herself in several tones of voice.
There was another guy that reminded me of Prince Valiant
because of the way his hair was cut. He was quite soft spoken
and kind. Others were very kind, too.

I think I was the youngest one on the ward and others seemed to
try to look out for me. I had no idea how long I would be there
or what the pink liquid was I was taking four times a day.
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I soon learned I had been prescribed 2,000mg of Thorazine
(500mg 4 times a day in a liquid suspension) because I had been
diagnosed as a manic depressive paranoid schizophrenic. Could
they find more? Jeez....

As much as I attempted to explain the logic of my actions the
doctor wasn't buyin' it, no matter how I tried to explain it. I also
told him about the ‘white light” experience from the year before.
I thought it might make things better, since Abell had
understood it, but I wasn’t sure.

That went over like a led zeppelin. It became painfully obvious
that ‘my’ truth did not matter and that his ‘expertise’ held the
most weight. I grew to appreciate his point of view, although it
wasn’t pleasant. I’d screwed up royally.

Since I was 19, I was taken to court for a competency hearing
after about a week in the hospital where I spilled my guts,
knowing I wasn’t crazy and this was all just a big mistake. I
thought I explained myself fairly well and this would all be over
soon. It worked just the opposite. Now I really understood what
Dr. Abell had meant.

I spent days in the music room, mostly, listening to albums and
sometimes talking with the other ‘inmates.” Most of the people
were really nice, but some of them were hard to understand
when they engaged their ‘psychosis’ or whatever put them
there. I just wanted to be helpful and get out as soon as possible.

The nice thing was there were no fights, except with some of
the nurses trying to subdue patients that were a little out of
control. That was hard to watch. I felt so bad for the patients,
most of which were just needing to be understood, to be listened
to without judgment.

I’d play ping pong for an hour or so just about every day as
‘exercise’ and make fun of the male nurses that thought they
could beat me. Sometimes they could, but I usually held my
own. We had a ping pong table in the garage for several years
and I loved to play.
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I wasn’t supposed to do that according to the ‘treatment’
scenario if I was truly responding to it under the diagnosis
deemed relevant. My quickness wasn’t completely there or 1
would’ve been demolishing them, but I could definitely hold
my own even on medication. I should have been a lump in the
corner on that much Thorazine.

Years later I understood the diagnose/treat/monitor scenario
much deeper, but with little change in attitude toward its
usefulness. I taught special education in high school for a
couple of years.

I learned that the only way the doctors could tell if the
medication they prescribed was doing what it was supposed to
do was by observing the teenager’s behavior. There were and
are no blood tests to determine the right cocktail. It’s hit or miss
when it comes to most treatment plans.

One night in the hospital I got a phone call. The nurse said they
weren’t allowed to let patients use the nursing station phone. It
was the only one I ever got there. I didn’t get to answer it but
the nurse told me her name. There was a girl with a similar
name that I dated a couple of times after breaking up with my
high school sweetheart.

I never thought much about her phone call, although I did think
it was a nice gesture to try to reach out to me. I had prayed for a
soul mate, too, and it happened to be the night before the girl
had called. I was curious of the timing, but still held some
reservations. I remained open to the possibility and also knew
that I wasn’t ready for any relationship yet.

One thing did happen that was most notable for the record.
Mom only came to visit me once during my entire stay at the
Ball Memorial hotel. Dad told me later that she was too
emotional over my institutionalization that she couldn’t bring
herself to come see her ‘sick’ son. Well, one night she did show
up unannounced. I was glad and conflicted.

About a half an hour before she got there, my tongue swelled up
and my right foot became curled in like I had a club foot. It
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wasn’t a muscle cramp because it didn’t hurt. My tongue was so
swollen that I could barely speak and my words came out so
thick they practically drooled off my lips, but even without the
drool they were nearly inaudible.

So Mom shows up a little later and I’m in that condition still. I
was so embarrassed because I had absolutely no physical side-
effects whatsoever, except weight gain, before this night and the
new side-effects had started just before she came to visit, about
the time she would have started her journey from home.

I was not thinking that deeply at all at the time, only that I was
sorry she had to see me in that condition. I could tell by the look
in her eyes that she was just devastated by seeing me like that.
As a parent and grandparent now, I can empathize even more.

She sat with me a while and told me some news about family
things, so I didn’t have to try to talk a lot. I hurt so bad inside
then. She soon needed to leave so I escorted her down the hall
to the door as best I could. I went to bed shortly afterward and
woke up the next morning with no more side-effects; my tongue
was fine and my foot was normal again. “Weird,” I thought, but
didn’t take it any further.

Now I had been sensitive to feelings as a child, but picking up
on Mom’s energy and manifesting a ‘sick’ son for her to
witness was a new trick. There was no medical reason for my
side effects. They only lasted that evening.

It happened during a very traumatic emotional period, my
mother having to face her fear in the moment, and a wide-open
empath could very easily manifest that strong of a projection,
especially with the emotional cording already in place. I had to
consider the obvious even though I knew the doc sure wouldn’t.

A week or so later I was up late one night, sitting at the table in
the common area when a large vivacious Black woman came up
and asked if she could join me at the table. I welcomed her and
she sat down to my left and opened a rather nondescript looking
book, bound in brown leather.
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I was reading a Bible at the time as well. There wasn’t much
other material to read that was of interest. I found some solace
in reading from it by spontaneously opening the book and just
letting my eyes drift to a passage. I’d start there and read for a
bit. The passages always had something to offer.

After reading for a few minutes we began talking, sharing our
reasons for being there. She had been talking to others about
being a ‘white witch’ and soon found herself being submitted to
psychological evaluation. I inquired about what a ‘white witch’
was; reminded of the album I used to contact Gary earlier that
school year. It was a loose association for sure.

She told me about Wiccan beliefs in general and I’ll synopsize
them here:

1. Live in harmony with nature, the world, and people.

2. Respect all paths whether or not you agree with them. Do
not impose your own beliefs upon others through acts of
evangelism or conversion.

3. Respect your body, and keep it healthy and pure through
practices such as exercise, healthy eating, and meditation.

4. Celebrate life and living. Don't just exist.
5. Attune with the cycles of the earth.

6. Respect all people, regardless of sex, age, race, culture,
class and religion.

7. Respect and revere the God and Goddess in their many
forms.

8. Always focus on learning and understanding for personal
growth through reading, practicing your craft, and accepting
the advice and wisdom of others.

9. Harness and develop your power and nurture a kind of
union with the gods and powers of nature.

10. Create balance in your own life by embracing all the above.
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Now I remember being fascinated by the Wiccan beliefs. It was
not one of the religions I had read about in my earlier quests,
but it seemed to embody them all in a much cleaner philosophy.

I told her what had happened to me, starting with the white light
and including being taken to court for a competency hearing.
She took a very deep breath, paused in thought for a few
moments and then asked if she could give me a blessing.
Absolutely! I was up for any assistance in my predicament.

She excused herself for a minute, got up and went to her room.
She returned with a small vial of oil, said a short prayer,
moistened her fingertip with the oil and made a cross on my
forehead. I felt honored by the attention she gave me.

I had a similar blessing from the Rev. Dr. Charles Brown
(spiritual guide for Understanding Principles for Better Living
Church — founded by Della Reese) a couple of decades later.

I truly felt ‘blessed’ by her genuine intention for my well-being
and her acceptance of my ‘story.” The next morning was my
weekly appointment with the doc, the hospital psychiatrist. 1
had continued a similar theme throughout, hoping someday he
would actually listen.

The next day I shifted from the old storyline. I began telling Dr.
Yarling what he wanted to hear, evidently. I admitted to
everything he suspected, somehow, and must’ve been very
convincing regarding my shift in mindset. He seemed more
pleased than usual.

A few days later I was told they were going to begin reducing
my dosage and I would be out in three weeks. My favorite
nurse, Betty (a cute petite black woman), told me Yarling had
said something about a ‘miracle’ cure... I’d come out of my
psychosis. He was considering reducing my medication.

Did I have any 'success' in my treatment? I really didn’t feel any
different about my personal experiences, other than pretty
stupid for not talking to my parents about the drums and my
financial condition. It might have saved me losing my album
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and 8-track tape collection, not to mention the quadraphonic
stereo. Still, they were just things and my life is what mattered.

I felt like I’d just lied to the psychiatrist in order for him to
deem me ‘sane,” even though it solved the problem. My real
questions were still about my experiences I knew I was just one
person, Bruce, and Billy Shears was a totally fabricated ploy for
attention... worked.

All of a sudden, after prostrating myself in total submission, I
had a 'miracle' cure (he’d told my parents he wasn’t sure |
would ever come out of ‘it’) and I was released a few weeks
later, still on some massive doses of Thorazine and 50 pounds
heavier. I felt and looked swollen, my body image was gross at
that point. It was embarrassing.

I was a bit emaciated when I went in (125 Ibs.), but the 175
pounds I carried when I left was 35 pounds over my normal
weight and it looked like all water. I didn’t even look like me I
was so pufty. It came off in time thank God.

The result of all of this was my self-esteem was temporarily
absent, no confidence at all and it would be some time before I
felt ‘comfortable’ as me again. I got severely anxious for quite a
while. When I spoke to people I would shake on the inside so
bad that sometimes my body would physically shake.

It took me some time to recognize that I could control the fear
of rejection, even though I just wanted to be accepted and heard
as being authentic and real. I thought ‘quivering’ was in fear of
rejection or misunderstanding I guess.

I learned later that it might not have been my own feelings I was
responding to — others had similar sensations when being
confronted with experiences beyond their direct knowing.

I suppose it could have been because of the withdrawal from the
Thorazine, too. Over time, through years of focused work and
serendipitous opportunity, I gradually rose back into the person
I knew before the brief hospital visit, or at least someone
recognizable as a shadow of my former self. I liked that person
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a lot and so did everyone else. I hoped I could ascend from my
first trials and tribulations.

I had been involved in many high school activities, some in
front of several thousand people, so I was no stranger to
exposure. One of the neatest was doing a solo trampoline
performance as part of a circus act for a half-time show during
one of our basketball games.

I was a real ham at heart, I suppose. I enjoyed performing feats
of skill. When I was a lifeguard I performed some pretty
spectacular dives during the breaks, too. I loved having the
audience and sometimes people would even clap.

My favorite was a reverse 2 > with a half-twist. An uncle told
me some years later that he tried to get a diving coach from U
to come to Alexandria to watch me dive. He thought I deserved
a good look. Nothing ever happened, though.

In everything I attempted that was challenging I was a bit
nervous at times, but I never felt like I was shaking on the
inside so strongly that I just knew it was visible on the outside.
This sensation was horrifying.

It was tremendously disheartening to go through that depth of
insecurity. I was determined to rise again, just like the Phoenix,
and fulfill my destiny as was told to me so short a time ago.

I was engaged in some reckless behavior, no doubt. Looking
back I was amazed at how ‘protected’ I was in those days. Now
it is important to note that I was fully aware that this was an act
and I did not have any false notions that I was Billy Shears.

It was a purposeful deception of a group for my own personal
needs. I totally understood that, but it was seen as incredulous
to the doctor. I'm aware that it did have some psychopathic
tendencies, even though it was just self protection.

The only reason it did not continue was because I got lucky at
the frat house and was ‘committed’ by my parents in an act of
desperation for my life. It took me years to forgive them, but
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after my own children I have such great respect for their ability
and decisions to act when they did. I’d gone too far.

I also considered that, because I’d focused more on the personal
or self-aggrandizement during my second year at school that the
events were a warning. I had stepped outside the realms of
service to others and my intent to be honest and sincere in ‘The
Work’ brought consequences beyond my understanding at the
time. It was a great lesson.

I had some time to think about that for a while. Sharing my
thoughts with others wasn’t possible as no one cared to listen
without judgment or opinion. I felt so alone and yet there were
many around me. Something else you’ll find interesting. The
doc owned the lake cabin next door to the one my parents
rented during the summers for a few years when my sister and [
were younger. I’d completely forgotten that when I was in the
hospital, although I’'m sure Dr. Yarling did not.

We can think of the soul not as
an entity but as a principle.
D.T. Suzuki
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The Messy Antic Complex

The uniqueness of my entrance into the White Light and the
ensuing experience made me vulnerable to an ego-centered,
although well-intended, bantering that many with similar
experiences have fallen prey to over the centuries. 4 personal
experience is interpreted as being important for sharing with
the world.

As with many others, the first human place in consciousness
was to want to announce to the world that I AM HERE,
believing that I AM THE ONE. After all, I was told I was to
work with these ‘points of light’ to facilitate this new world
order. If it is true, then I need to tell others about it, right?
...NOT!

That was the beginning of what the field of psychology calls the
‘messiah complex.” This is where one sets themselves up as a
self-proclaimed messiah. I was not intentionally setting out to
do so, yet I have to admit that it would sound like it to many.

I would imagine that if I was listening to me, I’d have to agree it
sounded a bit self-prognosticative. That would seem to be the
historical pattern as well.

However, like Howard Bloom’s scientific exploration of
history, religious leaders tend to manipulate masses of people in
order to crush any resistance to their ‘truth.” I'm glad I let go of
the desire to even be considered as a spiritual leader, if only
because I didn’t feel educated enough or experienced enough to
be an effective leader.

Since that time, I’ve observed a paradox that claiming identity
is only a consequence of having a huge ego, and yet to some it
is a major consequence. As one of the many paradoxes in the
discovery of Self, I’ll elaborate further and hopefully shed some
light on the subject (pun intended). It is probably one of the
most profound realizations one can have on the path of
discovery. It is the discovery of Self.



The Messy Antic Complex

As seekers of truth progress in consciousness we see the goal as
Cosmic Consciousness (many other terms could be used) or so
we believe. What is that exactly? Cosmic consciousness is the
concept that the universe is a living superorganism with which
animals, including humans, interconnect and form a collective
consciousness which spans the cosmos.

In order to truly find it, one has to let go of everything held
within the sphere of attachments - beliefs included. Experience,
both internal and external, is the ultimate teacher in establishing
a harmonious reality that balances our inner and outer polarities,
bringing a state of harmony — within and without.

Now it would be easy to see how one with such a profound
experience at such a young age would attach himself to this
belief, not realizing its fullness. There are many, both male and
female, who have reached a state of consciousness where they
believe themselves to be THE ONE.

They also become so attached to this identity that their focus
becomes telling everyone else that they are THE ONE, whether
verbally or nonverbally, and espousing grandiose concepts of
living in love without providing so much as a shred of evidence
of their ability to do so. Living in love is important indeed.

The thing is, it’s all a repeat of what happened several times
throughout history and yet we attach ourselves to an
incongruent and inconsistent belief that God works through one
person only. That kind of connection isn’t singular.

We also must realize that this identity thing is great, but we
make it too great. We are all Cosmic, we are all Christ, or as |
have learned from the Mayan “In lak’ esh... I am another you.”

In spite of that awareness, “Yeah, but I AM THE ONE!”
resounds internally in many still, leading others down the path
of self-deception to self-destruction. Imho, such as is happening
with the current world leaders believing they are acting

? http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cosmic_consciousness
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according to God’s Will when it is quite obvious that the nature
of love, to care for one another, is not in the picture according to
the basic premises of love.

Okay, so you are THE ONE. What’s next?
What do you do?

How do you act?

Moreover, how do you LEAD?

Once you realize that you are Christ, or even God or Goddess to
some, then what is next?

You are still here, still in a body, still within the world of
physicality and its natural laws and order.

What’s the catch?

Well, the catch is that ONE turn into MANY, rising above their
own identity issues to collaborate with others to actually do
something about manifesting this new living awareness we call
LOVE. At this phase, identity becomes a non-issue.

Jobarchy rules... the job is the boss and everybody wins. Ego
becomes Wego. It is a collective work of art and science.

We all know of our paths and THE WORK. Well, maybe not
but work with me here. Why do you think it is called that...The
Work? Wouldn’t it make sense that all this talk about the
‘Cultural Creatives’ might indeed mean that this is the
‘Collective Messiah’ at work? Can you imagine the effort
necessary to unite the world?

Surely we could not be so pompous or presumptuous as to
believe that we can do it ‘alone.” This is what happens more
often than not because we cannot get our ego attachment to
agenda or identity out of the way. We start wars with others that
don’t seem to ‘get it.” Can’t we all just get along?
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True humility is to serve the people without attachment to
outcome, being guided by the simple nature of addressing what
shows up right in front of us. Stating the obvious with clear
sight is tough.

Once harmony is found in your immediate surroundings, then
greater opportunities are presented by those who guide us all
from places we may not even be aware of yet; other relatives of
cosmic consciousness. This is the place of experiencing the
magic of a personal relationship with your ‘higher power’ or
whatever you may choose to call IT.

Do we exercise sound mind and heart? Do we recognize that
polarizing to any ID... whether it be Jesus or Lucifer (most
prevalent duality)... still separates. Balance is the key to rising
above duality consciousness. Many are claiming to embody
either, even sometimes both, yet they still are unable to remove
the mask to reveal their own individual identity, choosing to
identify with an archetypal image rather than their own Divine
Nature. As with any evolutionary path, it will change in time.

We might call this the Cosmic Conundrum: Who Am I? How
do we find, accept, and then live our own individual Path
connected to the ONE?

It is one thing to be self-initiated, the Path where many are
called and few choose. It is quite another to claim to BE the
ONE, as in the case of many professing to be the return of
Einstein, Jesus, Mary, Lucifer, Isis, St. Germain, or whomever.
It would seem we have a spiritual epidemic of polyphrenia,
many personalities, in reverse.

Indeed something is happening.... just what? Why would one
identity incarnate so many times AT THE SAME TIME?
Seems a bit confusing, eh? Obviously something is being
missed in the process. How does it all fit together without so
much distortion?

The point of wisdom might be to recognize that when one
attaches identity to themselves, especially in self-proclaiming
ways, then the likelihood of the ‘reality’ is probably miniscule.
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You don’t have to speak it — others will. Only by continuing to
release attachment to ‘identity’ can one truly find their perfect
path, free of the continued subtle efforts of the ego, desiring to
be in control, polarizing paradigm.

Truly... there is NO EGO without WEGO in the current best
practices of Spiritual Evolution.

A true spiritual master claims no ownership of the Divine
identity flowing through them. They allow the process without
attachment to outcome, giving freely their concepts, ideas,
heart, mind, spirit, soul and wisdom. As humans, it is rare that
we are able to live in such an awareness and reflection of the
Divine within us and through us.

The Collective Messiah, the Cosmic Consciousness prevailing
in many ‘world servers’ now is an example of the progress
toward true ONENESS. Each has a gift, just as important as the
next. It is not the size of the gift, or the manner in which it is
delivered. It’s use is mandatory and, perhaps, compelling.

The fact that it is used that is important. May we all find that
ONE in our hearts and share it with the Many who are also here
on the planet now.

The only way that we can truly exemplify the Christ
Consciousness that we so profess is by leading by example just
as Jesus did, or so we believe, by letting go and offering
ourselves to the Divine Flow that courses through ALL THAT
IS. Now we might make the distinction here of not following
Christianity, but being Christ-like.

To fool ourselves into believing that we are separate from
anything is another false belief, yet the polarity paradigm seems
to edify it still. How do we get beyond this? How about
recognizing that all things are available to those that believe?
Believe in what?

LOVE... Limitless Oscillating Vibrational Energy. Energy is
active and so we must BE active. We are far more advanced
technologically than in the times of Jesus, and yet the WORD is
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The Messy Antic Complex
still in our HEARTS and the KINGDOM OF GOD IS
WITHIN. So, wouldn’t that me we ARE the Living Word?

What we seek to do now is to make the WITHIN, WITHOUT...
into the world as we know it. Jesus said to 'Love thine Enemy.'
Self-judgment is one of those enemies, among others.

Maybe, just maybe, we need to learn to love our own 'evil' first.
When we can love the worst in ourselves and others, then we
can begin to address these features in positive ways, resolving
and rehabilitating rather than resisting their obvious existence.

This WORK takes nothing short of ultimate cooperation and
collaboration from the depths of our Souls, with natural/divine
order. We each have gifts as well as skill sets we've garnered
from our living in this world. Would it not make sense to honor
these both, bridging our inner and outer worlds now?

Only when we do this individually can we do it collectively,
sharing our wealth and our wisdom, through demonstrating how
to work together for the greater good of all, including self and
others, establishing harmony among people and planet.

Attachments to identity or ownership of ideas only get in the
way of this process of progress toward a new world order of
harmony among people and planet. Finding solace in the Heart
of Creation comes from forgiveness of self, others, and
situations that have not met our expectations.

Even the most advanced souls still have expectations and they
are constantly vigilant of the need to detach and forgive.
Forgiveness is powerful, both for self and others as we let go of
expectations that weren’t met.

So what about giving our enemies food, clothing and shelter as
part of our planetary evolution?

There is a natural order of movement within this Collective
Messiah as we each bring our offerings, our willingness, to give
to the whole. Many are experiencing delays in what they feel
are important projects for them, and the world, yet they refuse
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to relinquish ‘control’ of their ideas and how they are to be
implemented. Wouldn’t it make sense to combine all ideas, as
the natural process would synergize them into a greater
potential for actual manifestation?

Sadly, this is a lesson it seems we are still learning. Could we
actually choose to bring all our talents and skills together and
WILLINGLY SHARE them?

Do you think that you, personally, would be willing to offer
your most vulnerable secrets for the benefit of the entire world?

Believing that there are secrets might be your first step in an
undesirable direction. There are no secrets when you reach this
level of awareness. This does not mean that we 'know
everything' yet instantaneous answers to pertinent questions
occur often. I think it is a natural component of consciousness.

In reality whatever we choose, the polardigm {polarity
paradigm} leads us hOMe. From the place of extremes, we can
recognize all the paths of the polardigm and how they benefit us
all to learn the ways of LOVE.

As a Zen master once said, “There is interaction if there is a call
for it, no interaction if there is no call for it.” It would seem that
the Universe is calling for it now as we have entered the new
millennium. Faith, love, trust and allowance in this new living
awareness is the Way, the ultimate showing of strength on the
Path. How do we encourage each other?

We begin to gather together now in celebration of our birthright,
understanding that we are all part of the ONE, each with our
personal path that compliments the whole. Knowing is showing.
Showing is caring. Caring i1s giving. Giving is receiving.
Receiving is limitless love pouring through our minds, hearts
and bodies toward joining in the ONE.

As each of our masks is revealed in our discovery process, we
allow the ONE to play through our actions in the ultimate play
of life, love and happiness for all. Could it be that, “All things
are possible to those who believe?”” Imagine the possibilities.
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The Messy Antic Complex

What if many believed in a new world order of harmony among
people and planet? Imagine the shift in consciousness it would
take to facilitate the demonstration of that belief. We might
notice a proliferation of self-awareness gurus, motivational
books and movies, non-profit service organizations or a nation
electing change. It’s a start.

The thing is, if Jesus were to have an influence on us now in
preparation for his return, wouldn’t He expect us to have
learned how to live together? That was one of his key points, to
love one another. I’m just thinking that if/when he does show
up we ought to have done the prep work as dictated by the
Word in our hearts.

Now I want to make sure that you don’t think I’'m proselytizing
here. I don’t think Christianity is any better than any other
religion. As a matter of fact, I think they all compete instead of
collaborate and cooperate. None is better or worse, except for
how their devotees behave toward one another.

We need to look for what brings us together, not what keeps us

separate. Unless and until we learn that, our world will remain
in turmoil, in my humble opinion.

104



Recovery and Next Steps

After a few more weeks of recovery at home I needed to get
active, find a job to help me continue to ‘recover’ from my
previous ill-thought choices. There was not much available in
town, but I thought of a wonderful man who used to be my
Sunday school teacher. He owned a couple of grocery stores,
one in Alex and one in Noblesville.

I went to speak with him about a job as soon as I felt I could. I
told him a little about what happened and that I needed a place
to work and to continue my recovery. He spoke with his general
manager and I soon found myself installing kick panels on the
bottom of all the shelves in the store. I moved on to cleaning
each of the shelves in the store. It took me several weeks.

Eventually the meat manager asked if I would be willing to
clean the meat department in the evenings and more thorough
cleaning on weekends. I agreed and after a few weeks he
offered a full-time position. I found myself working in the meat
department as a butcher apprentice, something my father and
his father (who had owned a grocery store) had done previously.

My new vocation helped me to move forward and provided a
foundation I sorely needed. I made friends easily, still, and
knew my life was getting better. I was still regretting the
separation from my high school sweetheart (I saw her in the
store a few times a month), but I was doing much better
otherwise. Dad had bought a vehicle for me to replace the Opel
GT that I lost.

Well, I didn’t really lose the Opel. Dad told me if I graduated
from college it would be mine free and clear. If 1 didn’t, it
wouldn’t. Obviously I didn’t so it sat around for a while as a
reminder until he sold it, but he bought me a 1969 ElI Camino so
I could have some transportation. Dad was a far greater help to
me than [ can ever repay, but he also let me learn my own
lessons as much as possible.

Maybe he figured out early that the answers or solutions to
problems were worthless until I learned to ask the right
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questions to lead me there. I wasn’t real interested in having a
relationship at the time and the confidence building that came
with the stylization of the El Camino made a big difference.

I put a lot of effort into making the El Camino something I was
really proud of; a near show-quality street rod. It was gold with
a black vinyl top and looked pretty standard when I first got it. I
dreamed of creating a chick magnet. I spent a lot of time and
money building it up. Since I was living at home I had the extra
money to spend on it.

By the time I was done it had G60s on the front, L60s on the
back, a lift kit, fresh gold metal flake paint, a tarp to match the
top on the bed and polished slotted magnesium wheels. Even
then I was conscious of mileage and gas costs, so I only did
minor upgrades to the stock 307 cubic inch motor — an
oversized cam and dual exhaust with headers. It wasn’t much
for speed, but it got a lot of looks for sure.

During my preoccupation with the street rod, my hospital caller
came to visit me weekly at the grocery store, just to stop by and
see how I was doing. She worked at a fast food place in
Anderson and was still living with her mother, now on her sixth
marriage. | missed the first clue to my future. My attitude
started to change, however.

I was truly touched by her visits, that she took the time and
seemed to be genuinely concerned about me. A few months
later I finally asked her out on a date. It was awkward to say the
least. The date was enlightening to say the least.

I found out she was in her own recovery process. Evidently I’d
gotten her pregnant when we first dated and her mother sent her
to live with her father in Fort Wayne. While she was there her
father hospitalized her and while there she had a miscarriage.
The tone was set for our relationship, regardless of my
considerations.

I felt bound by duty and honor, but also in love with the
possibilities that she was indeed my soul-mate. I remembered
the night I prayed for a soul-mate and her call coming the next
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day. It was too present and real for it not to have been part of
the answer to my prayer.

So a year and a half later we were married. She was deeper in
recovery than I knew, not realizing the implications and
situations that would come. We moved in to an apartment in
town about a month before our wedding; a one bedroom in the
top story of a house a few blocks from the grocery store.

We were there for almost a year. I had talked her into getting on
the ‘pill” when we first started dating, being responsible while
having advantages with the freedom. I knew introducing a child
so early in our marriage was not the best thing to do. We needed
time to evolve.

Soon after we married she stopped taking the pill without
informing me. I came home from the store one evening to a
special dinner and overly joyous wife, only to let me know she
was pregnant with a much excited, “Guess what?” My first
thoughts and feelings were mixed indeed.

There had been no discussion of children yet and I felt she
totally denied me the right to be part of the decision. But hey,
she could always abort...NOT. I wasn’t ready yet and had other
plans. How could she do this? I changed my tune, shifting my
station on the shuttle, rather quickly. I embraced the situation.

We moved to the country in May and set up house in a freshly
remodeled 3 bedroom wood-framed, aluminum-sided 2-story
farmhouse that was on 2 1/2 acres. It had covered porches on
the south side and the west side, opposite the driveway and rear
entrance and an enclosed rear porch with a storage room.

Working in the meat department allowed me to get marked
down grocery and meat items. We bought a freezer and had
shelves to put canned goods from our garden in there a few
months later. There was a huge yard and " acre garden that
turned out to be nearly more than we could handle.

There was also a 40’ x 80’ pole barn garage, once used to store
combines, which we used for parties from time to time. It had
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electricity, too, so we set up the band (I was playing my drums
again) and didn’t have to worry about the next door neighbors a
half-mile away and invisible from the corn growing all around
us. The barn was now empty so we put the wood there to keep it
out of the snow.

The northeast corner of the property had a full size barn about
twice the size of the garage, complete with hay loft, horse stalls
and pig pens. It hadn’t been used for a few years, but the
landlord stored some equipment there during the winter.

There were no animals, though, other than wild ones that took
advantage of the vacancy. We were surrounded by cornfields.
Our nearest neighbor was a half a mile away. It was a place for
us to begin. We spent many hours dressing up the yard and
planted flowers in the center of the tear-drop driveway.

We soon had several dogs and cats, too, thanks to her big heart
and the local pound. We fed them pretty cheaply with meat
trimmings and damaged 50 1b. bags of food available at deep
discounts from the grocery store. Sometimes the guys unloading
the trucks would poke a hole in a couple of bags of dog and cat
food, setting them aside for me.

My wife had brought home a female silver Sheppard from the
pound, named Queenie, as a birthday present while living in the
apartment in town. A week after we moved we acquired a male
black and tan Sheppard and soon had six pups. We acquired a
couple of cats from her mom and she brought home several
more from the pound. By the beginning of winter we had about
a dozen cats living in the barn and three inside.

In September, about a month after we moved in, I had just laid
down to sleep when I heard a woman's voice ask me if I could
hear her. I literally heard, “Bruce, can you hear me?”’ I could, so
I answered her out loud, “Yes.” My wife asked me who the
heck I was talking to, which I could only say was a woman's
voice. Now here we go, I thought, she’s gonna think I’m nuts.

We had not discussed much of my prior experiences at all. 1
didn’t want to risk rejection and I hadn’t had any for some time
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now, so the need to reveal anything was minimal. She didn’t
reject me and accepted that I had heard a voice, even if she
didn’t, but it kinda spooked her. It left me a little unsettled as
well, but I thought it was cool that we had a house guest.

We did some research with neighbors and the library and found
out that there was an elderly couple who had lived in the house
previously. The woman had developed cancer and after her
death her husband moved away. We also found out there had
been several other small buildings around the property that had
been bulldozed prior to our move.

Mrs. Watson, we found out, chose to hang herself in the chicken
coup (one of the buildings that was gone) about 6 months or so
prior to our moving in. I can’t imagine what it would be like to
suffer so much that suicide would be a solution. I was still
excited with the contact. It was mysterious and real, possibly a
way for me to help her somehow.

My wife was scared. She really didn’t like the idea of messing
with spirits of dead people. I'm not sure if it was a religious
objection or just what, but I wasn’t having any luck with
changing her mind. She was admittedly curious but also
obviously afraid for some reason. I tried to soothe her and
offered the story of David Star’s appearance in my life. It
seemed to help for the time being.

The house also had a brand new fuel oil furnace, but we chose
to put a top-loading wood stove in the living room where the
old stove had been. Her grandmother owned several acres of
wooded land a few miles away and told us we could have the
dead trees for firewood.

The permission to enter the woods was a windfall - Ash, Maple,
White Oak, Red Oak and some Hedge-apple were all perfect for
firewood, so we managed to get help from friends with saws
and loaded the El Camino nearly a dozen times.

That winter I bought a snowmobile for fun and for possible
transportation if we got snowed in. The country roads drifted
easily and road clearing was slow after large storms. I needed to
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be able to get to work. There were a few occasions where it
came in real handy. Indeed we were snowed in for several days
at a time being several miles out in the country.

My wife and I had prepared for the delivery of our newborn
with Lamaze classes, which mostly focused on breathing
techniques to ease the birthing stress. The classes were held at
the hospital over several months. We enjoyed the time together
and it helped relieve some of the tension she was going through.

During the classes it was normal to hear ‘code blue’ on the
hospital intercom at times. One particular night, though, I felt a
strong desire to go the emergency room after hearing a ‘code
blue’ announcement.

I really did not think it would be a good decision to just take off
and leave my wife there, but the ‘pull’ was strong. I didn’t say
anything about it until later.

The next day we heard the news about a good friend that had
died in a car accident the night before. I knew that was the
reason I’d felt the pull. The timing of his accident coincided
with our class. He was DOA. 1 suppose if he was still hanging
around he might’ve been able to reach out to me somehow. I’d
had it happen before.

I still had my drums of course. Putting them in the upstairs
unfinished bedroom above ours gave me a certain ‘security’ of
their nearness. I spent a few hours a week playing them. It was a
great feeling to connect with my entire being.

I first heard Mrs. Watson’s voice in early October. I mentally
introduced Mrs. Watson and David as I was meditating a few
days later. I began hearing the drums late at night, playing very
melodically, like David was serenading Mrs. Watson somehow.

I knew that David was still near and possibly he was helping

Mrs. Watson somehow. I told my wife about it several times,
only to have her scoff at it.
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Other than hearing the drums on a fairly regular basis, there was
not a whole lot of ‘spirit’ activity for me then. The end of the
year with Thanksgiving and Christmas always seemed to
preoccupy the attention and so this year was no different,
especially with a new baby on the way.

We had our first child on January 10", 1980. What a beautiful
child and totally wild experience — giving birth. Our daughter
came a little early, weighing in at 5 pounds and 12 ounces. My
wife’s water broke early in the morning and Krystal was born a
few hours later. My uncle, who was also our family doctor,
actually delivered her. Her birth was nearly effortless.

About a month after Krystal was born, the intercom at the store
announced I had a call. I went to answer the phone just outside
the cutting room door. My wife was frantic, “Bruce, Bruce...
your drums!” I just laughed.

I knew right away what had happened. I responded, “What
about them?” She had been breast-feeding Krystal on the couch
in the living room which was right in front of the stairway’s
open door. Krystal had fallen asleep in her arms and within a
few moments, she heard the drums playing... unmistakably
louder than I'd heard them before.

They were so loud that it scared her and even woke Krystal up
with a start. She was hysterical now, hardly being able to calm
herself enough to speak with me on the phone. Part of me found
it humorous, validating what I’d tried to tell her about David.

I told her to slow down, relax, take a couple of deep breaths and
not be afraid of what had happened. I tried to make it clear that
she was safe and in no danger. I related that David was finally
showing her that what I had said about hearing him on the
drums was real. She was so upset that I don’t think it mattered.

I told her all she needed to do was speak to him directly, telling
him that she was scared and really didn’t want to deal with him
right then. Somehow I knew he would respect that and it gave
her the opportunity to feel more in charge of her emotions.
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I told her he was only trying to communicate and show her that
I was telling the truth, in my opinion. I tried to get her to just
relax and find something to do around the house until I got
home. We only had one vehicle running at the time. Her
Mustang was frozen to the ground in the barn.

We had a serious discussion about moving when I got home.
She had put up with minor things, like our back door being
locked from the inside or Krystal’s swing suddenly starting to
rock back and forth.

This was the opportunity I’d hoped for, though, because it
pushed her too far into having to deal with a reality way beyond
her comfort zone. I’'m sure she decided in that moment that she
could no longer stay there and we needed to move as soon as
possible. I was bummed to say the least.

We moved back in town in April once the weather got better.
We had accumulated a house full of furniture, so it took us
several loads with my El Camino and a pickup truck of a
friend’s. During one of our trips we came back to a near-
hysterical wife, her sister and cousin. Evidently all of the doors
in the house were open and they all slammed shut at the same
moment; one on the south side, the west side and the back door
facing the East. They assumed it was Mrs. Watson. I was
amused to say the least, but it wasn’t appreciated.

We rented a house we both had dreams of living in one day. It
was a 17-room two-story farmhouse on the south side of town,
across the hi-way from the golf course on top of a gently
sloping hill. The view was beautiful.

Rumor had it that the house was built before the civil war and
supposedly used as a stop for the Underground Railroad as well.
The old barn, built around the same era, had burned down a
half-dozen years earlier and the house had been vacant for two
years. We knew it was going to take some work. There was an
old boiler in the basement, but all the copper pipes had been
removed, probably by some looters while the house sat empty.
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The floor joists were rough-cut timbers from over a century
before and dwarfed any current models, about 12 x 12” and at
least 25’ long. When we opened a wall in the southwestern
corner of the living room to expose the glass-enclosed room on
the west end of the cement porch, the studs exposed showed the
adze tool marks. The exposure of the studs gave it nice rustic
feel. We installed three wood stoves, two in existing flues and
one with a new flue system in the dining room just off the
kitchen in the rear of the house.

Meanwhile 1 thought 1 was getting closer to serving my
‘mission’ as I was playing in a pseudo-Christian rock band and
having regular paying gigs, too. I was really enjoying the guys
and the gigs. The room off our bedroom, which had a Ben
Franklin stove, was the perfect size for our rehearsals.

The stove kept us comfortable during the winter. We all had day
jobs (I had two) so we rehearsed after 10 pm usually. Krystal
would stand in her crib in our bedroom and dance until she
decided to lie down and go to sleep.

Our lead singer/rhythm guitarist, Don, was the younger brother
of the friend I mentioned earlier from my first “trip.” Their dad
was the assistant chief of police at the time. Our lead guitarist
was phenomenal, but had severe stage fright and the bass
player’s dad was Danny Gaither, of the Gaither Trio fame.

They are based in our small town, too, and Danny let us use
some PA equipment that rocked like Altec Lansing speakers,
almost as tall as I was, on wheels. We played for high school
dances, college parties and a few clubs in the area even though
everyone but me was under 21.

That year included switching jobs several times as the job
market was slowly drying up from the effects of the economy.
The auto industry had hit a down turn and with layoffs, people
were leaving right and left as they were unable to find work and
some no longer able to get unemployment.
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I was working as a part-time meat cutter as well as a machinist
apprentice while playing in the band. We were doing okay, but
in one week’s time it all came tumbling down.

We had two songs on the Indiana Homegrown album over the
last couple of years and were on the verge of ‘making it.” Don,
our lead singer, had been dating Danny’s daughter, Trina.

Trina’s parents were going through a divorce and he wasn’t sure
could weather the storm of being on the road. The band fell
apart. I also got the news from both my other jobs that work had
dried up and I was no longer needed. I wasn’t sure what to do.

Just after April 1¥ my world changed dramatically. I'd been all
over several counties looking for work. I’d found a part-time
meat cutting job in Elwood, nearly 10 miles away, and picked
up some work from a local machine shop. In one week's time I
was riffed from the two jobs and then, as a last straw, the band
broke up. What a cold reality check.

I was ready to sell everything and leave. I just didn't know
where to go. That changed shortly. It happened to be a bright
sunny day when the last news hit, Don decided to quit the band.
I was out of solutions and needed some guidance desperately. I
didn’t know how to tell my wife that [ was going to be able to
provide for her and Krystal, let alone our new baby on the way.

I walked out on the porch, threw up my hands toward the sun
with the intent of talking to God directly and shouted out,
“Okay, ’m listening! Where do you want me to go?” I let go
and listened. I had no idea if anything would happen.

The first word I heard in my head was ‘Phoenix.’ It is amazing
how quickly the answers come when you are listening. Of
course, that doesn’t mean we always follow. In this case,
however, I did listen.

We had some friends that moved out west the year before and
another couple a year before that, so I made some phone calls in
preparation. We had a place to stay initially and informed our
families we were going to make the move to Phoenix.
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We put an ad in the paper for a moving sale, sold off most
everything and bought a % ton van to load the rest. Three weeks
later we were on the road.

We had friends willing to put us up for a few weeks and a job
waiting for me when we got there. We packed our belongings in
a big plywood box on top of the van, put my drums under a
makeshift bed in the back and turned a large antique crate into a
cushy bed for Krystal that fit snuggly between the only two
captain’s chairs in the van.

I didn't realize just what kind of a trip Phoenix would truly be in
my path to self-discovery and fulfilling my mission. I did know
that there was relevance in this move, based on my initial
introduction to Zephyr. I didn’t say anything, though.
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The whole oFf existepce Js
imagination  Within  iMasination,
while true Being is (od alone.

Ibn Arabi
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Zephyr - Ally and Guardian

Who was Zephyr? Let me fill in the gaps. This will take a little
bit. When I was in college I made a lot of inquiries about many
things. One of which was a question about whether or not I had
a guide, ally, guardian angel or whatever.

I’d been reading The Teachings of Don Juan, A Separate
Reality and Journey to Ixtlan, all by Carlos Castaneda. They
were about his experiences under the tutelage of a Yaqui
shaman. He wrote about unseen guides that apparently are
accessible to the shamanic seeker. Supposedly they were
available to contact.

I wanted to know everything about them; if I had one, how to
communicate with them and if indeed I had one. I didn't
consider the “Voice’ I'd known since childhood, nor had I had
the white light experience yet.

One evening while in meditation, I got my answer. I’m not sure
what album I was listening to, but I know I nearly always had
something on in the background during my periods of deep
contemplation. Music has always facilitated my journeys.

Simultaneously, I heard the name 'Zephyr' and saw what
appeared like an ancient Indian's face in my mind's eye. His
gaze was soft and warm, yet cold and piercing like he could
look right through to the very depths of my being. I simply
paused in awe for the moment. I did begin to inquire who he
was and what his connection with me would offer. I was
satiated for the moment.

A few days later, while listening to George Harrison's ‘Living in
the Material World’ album, I heard a familiar voice prompting
me to pick up a pen and paper and write. So I followed its
direction, trusting ‘something’ was about to happen.

I had never done anything like this before. This voice was
somewhat different, it felt, than the “Voice’ I’d known to date,
but it could have been the same. I was in a much more aware
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state of mind and not in deep contemplation. I picked up a pen
and paper.

When my hand stopped writing, I had three pages of what
looked like elaborate scribbling. I was a bit baffled and
confused. Why couldn’t I write in something more intelligent,
or readable? I suppose somewhere inside I knew, but not now.

All T could do was watch while my hand wrote on and on. What
I found over the next few days was that it resembled Sanskrit,
one of the earliest forms of writing that historians have been
able to determine. I compared it to many other writings and
Sanskrit was the closest.

I wasn't sure what the heck it said, although there were some
definite impressions of importance made on my mind while I
was in process writing it. Unfortunately, they became buried in
my subconscious, waiting for their own time to resurface. I did
not connect this experience to Zephyr yet. The professors I had
shared it with were not at all impressed.

Jim Wilkinson, a guy on the other side of the fourth floor, had
told me about his metaphysically oriented family some months
prior. I knew he could do ‘automatic writing,” as it was called.
So I asked if we could inquire more about Zephyr.

So we got together the following weekend. Heck, as teenagers
we really didn't know what we couldn't do yet, so I'm sure we
accomplished many things thought to be impossible by many.

We met in his dorm room and began the process by offering
some prayers and putting on a Tangerine Dream album. The
actual invitation or set up for this was all new to me and I really
wondered if it was possible. Jim invited Zephyr to participate
and asked if he would please answer some questions. Jim
seemed to be quite comfortable with the little ceremony,
confident that something would happen.

I began internally asking for Zephyr to show up. In a few
moments I was really surprised when Jim started to write. |
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recognized the script right away. It was the same as I had
written before, unrecognizable again.

Now I was really getting excited as I thought there really might
be something to this ‘automatic’ writing. I had not shown any of
the pages to Jim so he couldn't have known about the style of
script. I was still frustrated, though.

Neither one of us could read or understand the language,
regardless of the lack of foreknowledge of my writings. If we
were supposed to understand any of this for real, I needed to
have a language I understood.

Jim had told me he had a guide that he had been communicating
with for some years now. I figured if Jim had access to the spirit
world, then maybe they had access to each other and we could
find a translator. So, I asked Jim if his guide could act as a
translator in hopes of some interpretation at least.

Again, I didn’t know what we couldn’t do yet, so it was easy to
believe that anything was possible in this world. Jim’s guide
was named Herschel and supposedly lived his last life in what is
now Ireland. So he asked Herschel to help us out.

I’ve got to say this was a pretty trippy kind of situation, with all
this spirit communication that somehow seemed to flow quite
easily. I guess the veil between this side and that is quite thin,
even non-existent at times, based on what I was experiencing.

Through the questions we asked of Herschel, we found out that
Zephyr had lived in what is now the southwestern United States
over 20,000 years ago. He functioned as a shaman or spiritual
leader for a large population. We thought it might be Lemuria
or possibly Atlantis. Neither of which we knew much.

When he wrote about the southwestern US I immediately

wanted to go to area to discover more. It wasn’t time yet. Time
does have a way of working things out though, eh?
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I had already longed to go to this region after visiting there just
after I graduated from high school. Now the desire was even
more pressing. I wondered how or when I could go.

Four years later as I stood on our front porch and pondered
hearing, “Phoenix,” my mind suddenly felt like it expanded a
hundred-fold. It was an odd feeling, like my vantage point
suddenly shifted to somewhere really deep inside of me and
simultaneously produced a feeling of being so expanded that
there were no boundaries. It was like standing on a mountain
and taking in a huge panoramic view without leaving the porch.
It was freakin’ amazing.

It was obvious that my life was about to change in a huge way,
or at least I anticipated it, because Phoenix was right in the
middle of the southwestern United States, where Zephyr served
his people thousands of years ago. I needed to explore this
further. I didn’t know how at the time.

I only hoped that my wife would somehow grow with me on
this journey, choosing to leave her mother and sister behind
took a lot of courage. I didn’t feel the closeness to my parents
after the hospital thing yet, so I was good to go. We’d had some
rough times, including infidelity, yet we chose to carry on and
leave everything behind.

Now that is a noble choice I’m sure, but the reality is that two
people have to make the choice that eliminates all others. They
absolutely need commitment. The relationship on the ocean of
emotion must have the collaboration and deeply vulnerable
cooperation of the crew in order to survive and thrive.

I knew I had it, but I wasn’t sure about my wife. We were about
to take a trip to launch a new life, free of a self-indulgent
manipulative mother-in-law, insecurities and I only knew the
half of it at the time.

I wasn’t able to ‘see’ the challenge ahead clearly. Her mother
had been married six times and the most recent husband was
about 15 years younger. The baseline of love and trust I learned
as a child was nowhere to be found in my wife’s childhood,
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unfortunately, and it would ultimately have a devastating affect
our future. I suppose it was a harbinger of understanding for me.

Our journey out West would prove to be a true trial by fire in
respect to maintaining my spiritual focus and personal actions
toward my commitment. I would be tempted by and accused of
many things from many people who really had no clue of the
inner drive I held or the personal experiences I’d had to validate
my desire and conviction.

It was still only just a few years after Dr. Abell’s impactful
insights, but I still had not learned to keep my mouth shut. It
was almost like I wanted to challenge anyone I met to ascend in
their spiritual considerations whenever I had the opportunity.
That doesn’t always bode well in certain situations.

I felt like it was my duty as a testimony to the beliefs I’d given
my life to explore, even in death; to challenge myself to engage
others in the best ways possible. The notion of self-discovery
would have to include the unyielding loyalty to perfect love and
trust. I didn’t know what it was, really, but I knew it was
possible. It would be a long time before I’d find it.

Maybe I’'m going way out on a limb here, but I did that as a
child playing in our favorite towering Oak just across the ditch.
I learned that the tree had this one limb that stretched a good 40
feet, could withstand a young boy’s weight and still sway 20
feet or so without a hint of breaking.

I have great faith in limbs. Like arms, they are great for
hugging, especially when safety is at stake.
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Zephyr — Ally and Guardian

Part 2

Coming of age...
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The Call of Phoenix

The drive to Phoenix held nothing spectacular, but we managed
to stop a few places along the way for sight-seeing, fishing and
camping. There was no real hurry to get there. We had a bed in
the back of the van, so our camping consisted of building a fire
and using the campfire to cook our dinner and sometimes
breakfast. It was a nice experience, overall.

Once across the Arizona border and traveling across 1-40, we
decided to go south at Holbrook, down through Payson and on
to Phoenix. It was an absolutely gorgeous ride down across the
Mogollon Rim and through the green of the forest in
springtime. The glimpses of the forest below us were
breathtaking to say the least.

We had traveled the roads of southern Indiana and the
undulating hills to see the beautiful colors of fall as the leaves
turned, but nothing prepared us for the panoramic views in the
mountains. We stopped several times at lookout points to take
in the view and take a few pictures.

Krystal even got excited, jumping up and down on the seat of
the van while her mother held her. Before the mandates of
seatbelts and child seats, we had no child’s seat and only lap
belts on the captain’s chairs in the van. Krystal rode proudly in
the quilt-lined crate we had prepared for her on the floor.

We found the crate in an abandoned farmhouse one day. There
were many abandoned farmhouses in the country around where
we lived. We liked to explore them, picking up small items of
interest to decorate our home or yard. There were plenty of old
farmhouses around the country where we lived.

The crate was about two feet deep and wide and four feet long,
perfect to use as a base for an old cutting table I brought home
from the store. After a good scrubbing with bleach and a week
of outdoor drying in the sun, we had a very unique 3x7 foot
living room table made of 2x4s held together by several lengths
of 5/8” all-thread.



Call of the Phoenix

Leaving the table behind, we converted the crate into a travel
bed for Krystal, with several quilts providing a soft and
protective place for her to enjoy the journey. Krystal was a great
traveler, lulled to sleep by the engine and the road for most of
the days and sleeping soundly during our nightly stops. Our
little family was growing, too. My wife was several months
pregnant with our second child, due late August.

When we crested the last hill before entering the Phoenix
Valley my heart felt like I was home again. I don’t know how
else to explain it. I’'m sure the scene and sensations were
affected by the anticipation I held.

I could only hope that my wife would feel the same way about
our arrival and taking up residence in Phoenix. Little did I know
how many times the legend would play out over the next few
decades in my quest for connections to life; Phoenix was rising
for now. I liked that feeling.

We landed on the far west side of Phoenix first, staying with my
high school sweetheart’s sister and her husband. Funny how
small town dynamics play out. They had moved to Phoenix
about a year before.

Joe worked for Syntex Opthalmics as a supervisor and knew
there were openings for production workers. The company
made contact lenses of all types, cutting them on pneumatic
lathes was part of their production. The plastic pellets were held
by wax on the ends of metal bullets that were held in the
machine after heating them up to loosen the wax. We used a
pencil to get the pellets to run ‘true’ before cutting them.

My machining experience was useful to them and I was hired
quickly. After a few weeks we had saved enough to move out of
their place and give them back their space. I'm sure they were
thrilled, but they had been very kind through their hospitality.

Phoenix was growing like crazy at the time and apartment

complexes were popping up all over. After looking around for a
couple of weeks we found a place that was in phase two of a
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three-phase build. There was a completed phase that had about
two hundred apartments from studios to two-bedroom:s.

We decided a studio would be good initially as we had worked
out a deal to be the ‘recreation managers’ which basically meant
we were in charge of checking out the recreation equipment for
the complex. This ‘position’ allowed us to get a one-bedroom
apartment at a reduced rate in the second phase.

Before we moved into the one-bedroom, though, we had
another couple from back home over for dinner one evening.
Bob and Julie moved to Phoenix nearly two years prior. I
missed hanging out with him and Bragg, yet already obvious
our commonality waned.

Bob was running a roofing crew and Julie was raising their
daughter, Charity. Charity was the product of a prior
relationship of Julie’s, another friend I'd grown up with in
Alexandria. A strapping young man named Steve Absher, but
nearly everyone called him ‘Blab.’

I knew Charity’s father initially from church. He was a couple
years younger, but nearly a foot taller than me by the time we
matured. We’d remained friends but had gone our separate
ways with the cliques of youth. We’d run into each other
occasionally at parties.

Steve had died just a couple weeks before, the result of a broken
neck from a motorcycle accident. He was on his way home
from a party in Muncie, no doubt a college party of some sort.

Bob and Julie had lived a mile away across the field to the north
of our ‘haunted’ home in the country. I knew Bob from high
school, although he was not a student at the time. He graduated
nearly a decade ahead of me. Most of my friends were older for
some reason. My wife got to know them when we first moved
to the country

Charity was five now and quite the cutie. We had all learned of
Steve’s recent passing, but it was not a subject of conversation
other than to acknowledge it had happened. Instead, since death
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Call of the Phoenix
was on the agenda, Bob related a story about an old friend of his
that had died of a brain tumor.

Steve (happened to have the same name) and Bob grew up
together, graduated and even worked together for a few years.
Steve was diagnosed with an inoperable brain tumor after
showing some strange behaviors and loss of motor skills.

It advanced rapidly, but the two of them remained close and
Bob spent a lot of time with Steve before he passed. During that
time, they had made a pact that Steve would return somehow to
let Bob know what the ‘other side’ was like. Bob had no idea
how it was going to happen, so when it did he nearly lost it.

Bob and Julie were renting Steve’s parents’ house in the
country, a two-story as well. Steve’s parents had several
children and had farmed the land until they were no longer able
to meet the physical demands, so they moved into town and
rented the farmland to the folks who owned our property.

It had been a few years since Steve’s death when Bob and Julie
moved in. They had their bedroom set up in Steve’s old room
downstairs since it was bigger than his parents’ original
bedroom. It was an old wood-framed house that was in
considerably worse condition than our freshly remodeled house.

Bob, Julie and Charity were all fast asleep one night when Bob
had a dream that literally put him into another world for a
moment. Steve showed up in his dream and after talking with
Bob for several moments,

Bob realized he was dreaming somehow and said to Steve,
“Hey, wait a minute. You are not supposed to be here. You’re
dead.” Steve replies, “I just got tired of listening to the
crickets.” That had to have been a bit spooky.

At that point Bob awoke from the dream and sat straight up in
bed a little spooked. He looked around the room and was even
more startled as it appeared as Steve’s room once looked. As
the vision subsided he woke Julie and told her what happened.
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They got dressed, picked up Charity from her bed, drove into
town and went to Bob’s parents’ home.

I certainly would not have responded that way, but everyone is
different. He had never had any ‘weird’ stuff happen to him his
entire life, even if he had made the pact with Steve.

Bob and I hadn’t really spent much time together since I went
off to college, so this gave us a chance to share a bit more of our
lives. I finally found a place to talk about some things that I felt
needed to be brought out on the table. I wasn’t sure how it
would be received.

I synopsized the story about David, Grandma and what led up to
my wife’s experience with the drums and Mrs. Watson.
Apparently Steve had passed around the time Krystal was born.
It was only a few weeks after his death when Bob had the
dream. They moved to Phoenix shortly thereafter.

Now Bob knew Charity’s dad, too, but he and Julie really didn’t
talk about him too much, so we didn’t discuss Steve’s accident
other than to clear up the details of how it happened.

Steve was returning from a party in Muncie and was riding his
bike down a country road that would drop him off in the middle
of Alexandria, only a few blocks from where he lived.

He was kind of a thrill seeker and rode his Kawasaki 1000 like a
race bike at times. He missed a corner just before a bridge,
catapulting his bike across the creek and broke his neck when
he hit the other side.

A passing motorist saw him the next morning and called the
police. According to the reports from our local paper and
relatives, he died instantly. That was a good thing.

Charity really took to Krystal, watching over her the entire
evening while keeping tabs on the adults from time to time. The
temperature had hit 100 degrees for the high the first day we
arrived and by now it was rare that the high was below 110°, so
we spent most of the evening inside.
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By 11 o’clock the girls were both ready for bed, Krystal asleep
in Charity’s arms already. They looked so cute and Charity
seemed to enjoy holding Krystal, rocking her gently as she grew
tired and sleepy, too.

By midnight they were both asleep and shortly afterward we
said goodnight to Bob and Julie. My wife was ready for sleep,
but my mind was racing from an idea that came while we were
having dinner. I wondered if I could contact Steve (my friend)
directly somehow, like I used to talk with Gary in school.

I just meditated for a while, hoping my wife would drop off to
sleep and I could try to talk to Steve without ‘interrupting’ her
sleep. Sometime later I decided to move forward with my
experiment. | prayed, “Jesus, if it be your will, your will be
done. Can I talk to Steve?” With that I began to telepathically
call out to Steve. “Steve...Steve... are you out there? Can you
hear me?” I waited with no result.

After a few times I called out louder in my head, like I was
yelling, “Steve... Steve... Are you out there, man? CAN YOU
HEAR ME?” Nothing... Then it occurred to me — Steve is a
common name, silly, and I’m not using his last name, either.
What about his nick name?

“HEY BLAB! ARE YOU OUT THERE? CAN YOU HEAR
ME?” I thought that might work.

“Bruce, is that you?” I heard his voice just as plain as day. At
the same moment his face appeared in the center of my mind’s
eye. That was cool, but nothing like what was about to happen.
My wife raised up off her pillow and exclaimed, “I just saw
Steve’s face and I tried blinking my eyes... he wouldn’t go
away! What are you doing!?”

I hadn’t said a word and had been perfectly still in bed so as not
to disturb her. I told her what I was trying to do and that at the
same instant he appeared to me, she raised up off her pillow. At
that point all I could do was cry in joy of the connection. There
was more, though, and it all made perfect sense.

128



I said, “I heard it has been medically proven that the body loses
4 to 6 ounces of weight immediately upon cessation of life.
Weight has mass. Mass has form. I wonder if we can see him
with our eyes open?”

She replied, “I don’t know. It scares me. You do whatever you
want. I’'m going back to bed.” Well, at least she didn’t freak out
and keep me from going further. I couldn’t understand how
‘going back to bed’” would solve her concerns. Anyway..

I lay back down and kept my eyes open now. I asked, “Blab,
can I see you?” A mist formed in the darkness at the foot of the
bed. As I watched, his body came into focus and he looked
normal, complete with his favorite flannel shirt and jeans.

His hair had been past his shoulders for years. Seeing him there
now all I could say was, “Far fuckin’ out!” in my head. This
was still just telepathic communication, nothing out loud.

“Tell me, can you travel with a thought?” Immediately I saw
what looked like ‘trails’ going out of the room and immediately
returning, starting and stopping with his full body visible in
front of me. Again, “Far fuckin’ out, man!” was all I could think
of to say. Then I got real critical because it helped me focus.

“Are you really there or am I imagining this? I know how
powerful my mind can be and I could be projecting you there.”
At that instant I felt the sheet moving across my feet and the bed
moved slightly as though some pressure had been applied.

I looked closer and it appeared he had his foot on the end of the
bed between my feet. He had his left hand on his knee, elbow in
his hand and chin in his other hand, smiling at me like a
Cheshire cat. “How’s that?”

My energy went through the roof at that point. I could barely lie
still so I took a few deep breaths and tried to relax. I was in bed
and really didn’t want to get up, but I couldn’t calm down. My
mind was racing with thoughts of spectacular accomplishment
as I continued talking with him. I had to get up.
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I felt like a kid about ready to go over the top of a roller coaster.
I got up and put some clothes on, walked % of a mile to a
pancake house and bought a pack of smokes, talking with Steve
the whole way. It was about 2 a.m. at that point.

I walked back and decided to walk around the park next to the
apartments as we continued. Most of our talk was about old
stuff, Charity and his regrets. I told him about my experiences
and evidently, along with my original question of being able to
travel with a thought, he felt more at ease in his new
environment. He was kinda freaked out too when we first
began. It almost seemed matter of fact to me.

We finished our conversations and I returned to bed, still
excited but quite exhausted from the early morning ordeal. I fell
asleep quickly. My wife didn’t want to talk a lot about it in the
morning, bothered by the confrontation of her fears I can only
assume. I longed for someone that understood.

I guess she must’ve had some deep seated old ‘Christian’ views
of necromancy, talking to dead people, and it really affected her
outlook on such things. I’d read that doing such things was a
taboo and seriously frowned upon by the ‘church.’

I found some conflict with my own experience, especially since
I had asked permission. I prayed to Jesus for permission and it
was granted. Why do most Christians fear the ability to speak to
others who have passed beyond this plane?

We never did reach reconciliation on my spiritual discoveries,
explorations and theories. I felt so alone in that place and
simply could not understand why those things were so
frightening to her. Of course, the unknown is frightening to
most people. I get that now.

There was obviously nothing harmful in the act of
communication. Later I would question the very core of the
religious systems that limited human experience in the
exploration of communication and consciousness; opting for a
more open and inclusive experience system.
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Inner Space Overtones

After a few months of working at Syntex, I approached the
powers that be for a raise. I had been consistently producing
well over the quota so I felt like it was appropriate to be
compensated. Well, though the floor managers agreed that my
performance was considerably above the norm, their hands were
tied when it came to giving raises.

I acknowledged that mine were too due to my family’s needs
and told them I was quitting. I had nothing else to go to just yet,
but I felt compelled to take the leap of faith. I was confident
something good would happen.

The following Sunday we attended a church just around the
corner from our house. I’'m not sure what it was that prompted
me to suggest it, but I thought at least she might be happier
knowing I was considering our spiritual welfare. We had been
talking about joining a church.

We were welcomed and met several people who seemed
genuinely interested in how they might help us. We shared our
story about moving West and found some very sympathetic
ears. God was working.

When I explained our situation a little more in detail — the split
from Syntex — one of the folks recommended that I talk to one
of their members right away. I was told he and his brother
owned a small machine shop and they were looking for
someone currently.

I was introduced to one of the brothers straight away and he
invited me to meet with him and his brother the following day
at their shop. They did miniature machining mostly for
aerospace manufacturing.

When the brothers explained what they were looking for,
showing me the machines in the process, I knew it was a good
fit and they did too. I started at a dollar more an hour and had
much better working conditions.
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I stayed with them for a couple of months, meeting their
expectations and then some. However, they knew that their
work was not consistent enough to provide me with the
necessary foundation and benefits I needed for my family. They
suggested I put in an application at AirResearch, one of the
largest acrospace employers in the Phoenix area.

I was offered a job there shortly thereafter at fifty cents an hour
more — with benefits! I would be working on making gears for
jet engines, running various grinding machines with very small
tolerances. My miniature machining experience, along with my
machining history, came in perfect order.

Our second daughter was born just before I started working at
AirResearch and my wife nearly died from a nurse’s poor
decision at the County Hospital. Instead of allowing the
placenta to deliver completely afterward, the nurse tried to trim
the remainder instead which caused internal hemorrhaging.

After a manual dilation and curettage that removed the rest of
the placenta, she was good to go. She spent an extra day in the
hospital and Katrina was completely healthy, bright-eyed and
ready for the world. Krystal had a younger sister to look after
now. She was so excited to have a new little sister.

Within a couple of months we were in a position to move into a
house. One of the other machinists had a four-bedroom house
on a cul-de-sac just a mile north of where we were living. It
seemed like a perfect solution.

We went to look at it and instantly fell in love with the layout; a
much nicer place than we had ever lived, having a small room
off the large living room for my drums. It also had a 3-foot
diameter tree in the back yard that shaded most of it with a
flagstone planter built around it and a block wall that provided
privacy and security.

Now it was during this same time period that I had a very
strange and weird experience at work. It happened over a
several day period actually, with little events leading up to a
visitation from Zephyr. It was late August of 1981.
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As a production grinder specialist my job was to machine exotic
metals to very tight tolerances using various grinders, inside
diameter (ID), outside diameter (OD) and Center-less to be
specific. Most of the tolerances were less than .001 (one
thousandth) of an inch. A human hair is usually around .005.

I really enjoyed the precision and was quite good at what I did,
being called upon to repair and/or rework parts from the
mistakes of others. Some of the gears and turbine wheels were
upwards of $25,000 each, so every effort was made to save
potentially bad parts. I started working swing-shift and went to
days in November. I was feeling very good about life.

I don’t remember how long before this particular event, but I
had been picking up ‘Chick Publications’ from the tool crib.
These publications were little booklets made by some Christian
group. | found them interesting at times and profound at others.

While reading one, as I waited for the tool crib guy to fetch me
a gauge, | came across a part about there being 66 books in the
Bible. I had never thought about the number of books in the
Bible before, but I found it a natural progression of my own
thought to think, ‘to be understood with the 6™ sense, hence the
number 666.

I know it sounds weird, but it made sense to me. There would
be much more to happen in my growth of understanding in a
very short time.

I knew the passage about the number 666 said it was a number
of knowledge and wisdom, to be interpreted by one who had
understanding. I took that to be a scientist’s view, eventually
coming to realize there were 6 protons, 6 neutrons and 6
electrons in the carbon atom. Wow, the basis for all organic
life... the number of man? I kept my mouth shut for years on
that one even though it made total sense.

A week or so later I was setting up a job one evening that took

several hours because of the exacting requirements for dialing
in the fixture that was mounted to the work chuck, a large wheel
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with slots that was threaded onto the machine’s work head and
used to anchor fixtures that held parts to be ground.

Some of the set-ups took nearly the entire 8-hour shift because
of all the adjustments that had to be made to make the first part
perfect. I so enjoyed the perfection of machining these parts.

So I am leaning over into the bed of the Cincinnati (brand
name) ID grinder I worked on most of the time. It was built
back before WWII and had so many shims on its weighs that
most guys wouldn’t touch it, but hey, it just gave the machine
character and I liked character. I was able to hold tolerances in
the ten-thousandths of an inch without a problem.

So I’ve got my head in this machine as I'm dialing in a fixture,
using a dial indicator and small bronze hammer as I gently
tapped the piece into place. As I was just about done I felt
someone step onto the lath board platform that was in front of
the machine. I figured it was a workmate.

The platform was made of /2" x 1” pieces of wood nailed across
a frame to keep your feet off the cement floor and any spillage
from the coolant used with the machines. Every machine had
one; some longer, some shorter, depending on the size of the
machine. Our ‘department’ made gears for aircraft engines.

It wasn’t long before you learned the ‘feel’ of the platform and
the obvious signs when someone stepped onto it. There was no
mistake about it. I turned to look and see who was standing on
my platform. There was no one there. My curiosity rose sharply.

I stood up, looked around and heard, “Get a piece of paper and
pencil and draw.” I recognized Zephyr’s voice instantly and
went for the 4” x 6” index cards I kept in the top of my toolbox.
I grabbed one of them, pulled a pencil out of my work smock
and put the index card on the workbench in front of me.

As soon as the pencil touched the paper I started drawing. Now
the sensation was rather strange, to say the least, as I had no
control over what I was drawing, even though my hand was
doing it. It felt much the same as I did with the automatic
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writing from back in college. It felt like another part of me had
assumed control over my hand and the pencil.

My hand moved quickly over the
/{\ paper and soon I had a symbol
66

that was amazing. It was a

=N ! hexagram with two eyes of Horus

with symbols in each triangle and

é A a swastika with a cross
X7

superimposed in the center.

I researched it for years before
ever sharing it with anyone, except in serious inquiry for
impressions or meanings, keeping it separate from myself
although it is inextricably a part of me. I have found since that it
may also facilitate awakening insights to awareness of who we
really are in this great cosmic construct.

Somehow this symbol has something to do with my soular
identity and the 'mission' I was given. In respect of the Mayan
In lak' esh' (I am another you), this may offer some
YOUniversal insight as well. This 'mission' was to work with a
particular group of people in order to facilitate a 'new world
order.' I understood that to be of harmony among people and
planet, even though many think otherwise.

Now this NWO is vastly different from the one being touted
throughout the political agendas. Instead of a dominant agenda,
this one is about creating harmony among people and planet. It
is a conscious and thoughtful effort that seems to permeate
many levels of experience, both esoteric and material.

The symbols contained in it were all of duality in balance,
ultimately held together by the Christ Consciousness
exemplified by the cross in the center and 'spun' by the swastika
into all things. Interestingly enough, years later I saw the
swastika as the very first recognizable symbol in the animation
of an explanation of how energy flows through our atomic
structure, describing how our DNA works.
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Dan Winter shared the animation with me before leaving the
States in 2000 to carry on his work abroad. He also confided in
me that ASHTAR is the acronym for the cosmic computer.

Interesting piece of data to receive on the path to understanding
why this one (Ashtar) seems to be inextricably intertwined in
my own cosmic lineage, from Steven and April White to the
Gathering of Souls and much more. Could it be the harmony of
carbon and silicon that we seek?

Taking a bit of a tongue in cheek point of view, the right and
left eye of Horus above the 'star' protects from viruses and
hackers in the realms of Cosmic Computerdom, our
body/mind/spirit/soul complex as referenced in the Law of One
or the 'House of Many Mansions' in the Keys of Enoch and the
Bible.

In Egyptian times, the appearance of the right and left eye of
Horus meant total protection from EVIL, allowing one to truly
LIVE. Ever notice how truth is rife with paradox and mirror-
like reflection? I learned it to be true. My sense of loose
association always brings up tangential thoughts.

Wouldn't loving your own evil have the same affect?

Does Jesus admonition apply here - love your enemy?
Everything is within. I am another you. How do you love what
you cannot acknowledge in yourself? I think that is the essence
of forgiveness. We learn to love ALL that IS.

The swastika represents the direction of the data stream,
anchoring into physicality when spun one direction and able to
reach escape velocity when spun in the other. This is especially
pertinent when understanding the laws of creation, the 'spin' of
eternal life if you will.

As noted, the swastika is the first symbol I recognized in a
computer-generated representation of the fractal program based
on the golden mean. The golden mean has been shown to be the
basis for our physicality (carbon-based) mathematics that is
found repeatedly in nature and our human form.
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Is it possible these two eyes also represent the inner and outer
natures of MAN? Could they represent the polarity paradigm
and when together, exemplify balance and harmony in the
pandemonium between chaos and order?

We know the keys of a true new world order are within us and it
would appear that science and religion, albeit 'spirituality’, have
to at least come close to agreement for there to be any kind of
solid foundation for all human beings. In the book, "Biocosm,"

James Gardner presents the concepts of noted astrophysicists,
complexologists, and quantum theorists as they consider the
potentials of an anthropic (life-friendly) universe, possibly
offering quantum entanglement as an experience for humans.

This life-friendly universe just may have all the road signs and
skill-building information encased within the 'experience' of life
within it. A life-friendly universe would seek to replicate itself,
hence the appearance of fractals in the perspective of the
Holographic Universe.

The deeper one goes down the rabbit hole, the more familiar
one becomes with their own interconnectedness and 'cosmic
coding' for their independent journey toward interdependence
within the human race and planetary consciousness. You might
want to read that one again.

Revealing truth all starts with the phenomenal precision of the
universe, built by some super intellect that knew just exactly
what it would take to produce the carbon atom... to the 32nd
decimal place. (See Second Law of Thermodynamics)

Now here's one that seems to get a lot of airplay on the un-
friendly side of life. I'll present it as a matter of discovery and
deductive logic based on scientific evidence. The 666 represents
the number of man.

Even from the Book of Revelation we are told it is the number
of knowledge and wisdom, to be interpreted by one who has
understanding (science). It is the number of man, or some
versions say the number of 'a' man - NOT THE BEAST!
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Inner Space Overtones

It's funny how it has been misinterpreted to mean the Beast.
Well, if man is a beast (barbarian at best) we need look no
further for self-analysis of our 'satanic' nature. Did you know
that 'satan' comes from the Greek 'thetan' and means 'thinker'?
Do we not create ALL battles in the mind first?

Proponents of duality and destruction would prefer to pin the
tail on the donkey, naming a specific person as some sort of
‘evil doer' as indicated by past behavior. Humans like to divert
attention when their intention is questioned.

Scripturally [Bible] we are told it is the number of knowledge
and wisdom... go on, look it up [Rev. 13:18] "Here is
wisdom." indicating a science-based logical approach... 6
protons, 6 neutrons and 6 electrons is the carbon atom... carbon-
based creatures that we are in this realm of Creation.

'T am another you' makes more sense here. There is much more
revealed by looking into the presentations of the carbon atom
and its own mathematical genius through the link above this
paragraph. The astrological sign for Cancer who is known as the
nurturer of the zodiac and prefaces most interaction with ‘I feel’
resembles the TAO, the yin/yang symbol.

Apparently designed by creator/creature nature to know the
depths of feeling and understanding, shared through the emotive
heart-felt communications of the soul...connected to All That Is,
a natural communicator of limitless oscillating vibrational
energy... LOVE.

The balance of the scales is to facilitate order; justice tempered
with righteousness and the good of all, which again reflects the
harmony of people and planet. The paradox of paradigms is
prompted to reveal its Oneness.

The 999 is the completion of the awareness programs, the
perfected body of understanding, ignited by the trinitized energy
from Source - Will with Direction. The polarities adjusted by
purpose or the Self-directed energy of the proton, neutron, and
electron offer yet more evidence of the Trinity in science.
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Each of our data streams, the body, the mind, and the Soul are
complete and form the ““perfected body.” The 666 becomes the
999 in each one of our atoms, making the below as the above...
turning some folks totally upside down and inside out. Can ya
dig it? I think it is hilarious and so obvious.

What about Lucifer's true purpose?

If you’ve got a Christian background, that question might have
you spinning already. It might even make you angry. Is it
because of your belief or the fact that I asked the question?

If God IS and all of creation is a manifestation of love, then we
might have our wires crossed. What if we've been looking at the
picture from the wrong side of the mirror and the whole concept
of Lucifer's 'mission' was actually to help us figure out our
humanity by constantly questioning authority?

Continuing with the potential of a 'different view' of reality...
Imagine looking down the helix of DNA with the pulses of
energy: on-off, open-closed, white-black being visible on both
sides. We already know that electrical pulses are the life-blood
of the heartbeat of Creation, not to mention our own heart.

The yin/yang symbol could be a two-dimensional look at the
core of our DNA left by ancient scientists to guide our way,
showing the pulsing infinity of the universal heartbeat through
it. It is the 0 and 1 of the cosmic computer language within
us...gate open, gate closed. So much for gated communities.

We have yet to discover the interrelationships at this
fundamental level, only to surmise the unity of diversity as we
search for the answer to the cosmic conundrum: How do we all
get along? This seems to be the message from above, our star
families that have been making their presence known in an
increasing fashion over the last 50 years or so.

The sword is the pure logic, intellect ruled by understanding,
untouchable by human comprehension wuntil after the
introduction of the computer, cutting through all false belief
systems as though they were bugs in the Cosmic Computer.
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Inner Space Overtones

In the center is the swastika, the first simple symbol of our
cosmic spin... light and sound condensing to create form... mind
and heart unite for the first step in the journey toward self-
actualization and eventual immortality as a Conscious Being.

Lucifer represents the 'Fallen Ones' and their part of the
trinitized energy spin, supposedly being the first to temp us into
mortality. Funny how the original texts actually spoke of
slowing down rather than 'falling' from heaven, 'condensing'
rather than expulsion.

Now that we are here, we seek further integration and
understanding of our rightful place in Creation amongst our
ancestors and other co-creators. Here comes the redeemer,
represented by the Cross, to show the other side of him in an
attempt to balance the scales, the Piscean age and all being the
natural cosmic process in the development of a planetary
society. Where will we go?

What about the Aquarian Age now? Does the 'water bearer' of
the 11th House (maybe 11th hour) bring the 'Spirit of Truth'
with its archetypal trance-end-dance? The cross exemplifies the
Christ (child of Creator) energy already known to be of Trinity
origin. Aquarius exemplifies the psychic awareness in the water
we share, the majority of our body mass as well, giving life and
spiritual nourishment to the world.

What does that all mean? Well, it is rather odd that we hear of
all the 'trials in the desert' yet it [the battle] is always with
oneself. Could Christ and Lucifer be two sides of the very same
coin - something within us all and not outside us in some
externalized energy form? Could this spiritual nourishment be a
new living awareness of the harmony they represent together?

Although there may be evil beings somewhere in the constructs
of reality, I've never met one. I have met a few evil humans...
preying on others to extend their power. What about sharing this
blue-domed world in a place of honor and respect?

It might seem that the RETURN of the first to leave, fall from,
descend from or whatever - Lucifer - is the completion of the

140



cycle and the incarnation of a 'data drop' to repair the system
files. I heard somewhere, though, that the original text actually
meant 'condensed' instead of 'fallen.’'

Hmmm.. condensed into form, eh? That sounds too much like
what quantum physics seems to be saying about the nature of
observing reality. Sound and light condenses into form as we
‘look’ without seeing the waves to find the particles of matter.
Sounds like an original celestial consciousness type of move.
Must've got lost after getting caught up in the garden and
having all the fun.

Consider cosmic consciousness as formless and Christ
Consciousness as form, perhaps human form. In my theory of
everything, there is a striking possibility that Jesus and Lucifer
are in cahoots and both offering understanding. One of our
condensation, the other of our ascension home once we ‘get it.’
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Inner Space Overtones

the Master came into the
world at the right time, and
when his time was up, he left
it again. te who awaits his
time, who submits when his
work is deone, will find no
room for ether sorrow or
rejoicing.

chuang-Tzu
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Relation-ship on the Ocean of Emotion

Once I made the choice of moving forward in our marriage, the
idea of jealousy was not an option. I had to trust her implicitly
as I would myself. I knew I was strong enough to resist any
temptation to engage another outside our monogamous
relationship. It just wasn’t going to happen... period.

I was driving up toward a friend’s house about a month later,
midday with the temperature still well above 100 degrees. I
picked up a woman that was hitch-hiking with groceries, not
thinking anything about it because I used to hitch-hike a lot in
Indiana. It was hot and I was able to offer assistance.

You could do a lot of things back then because people were
friendly and helpful toward strangers, at least in the Midwest.
Phoenix wasn’t quite so accommodating.

We talked for a while about life. She seemed genuinely
interested and out of my natural desire to be helpful I offered
my number in case there was anything I could do to help her in
the future. I certainly didn’t think about having an affair at all.
So we exchanged numbers. I stuck her number in my wallet and
never gave it a second thought until a few weeks later.

Now here’s where it gets interesting in the perspective of how
complete strangers can think they are being helpful, but in
reality they can be very destructive. Sometimes they just help
give permission to those who wish to carry out their
manifestation of fears; not recognizing what they are actually
doing at the time. Although in this case I believe they knew
exactly what they were doing.

We were investigating the churches that lined Central Avenue
in Phoenix and decided to check one of them out, an evangelical
church called Valley Cathedral. The people seemed nice enough
and it was a much larger church than where we’d met the
brothers who I went to work for a few months earlier.

We went to the main service and then the adult Sunday school
session afterward. The topic was about the spiritual experiences



Relation-ship on the Ocean of Emotion

of the apostles in relation to today, so naturally I thought my
‘white light’ experience was worth sharing. It appeared that
folks were a bit awed by the story, but I thought it seemed to
give credence to our ability to have spiritual experiences of our
own today, in the modern world.

The day I shared my story at Valley Cathedral we had a
barbeque with friends later in the afternoon. It was early
November. I had dug a barbeque pit in the back yard just off the
side of the house and we were anxious to have our Indiana
friends over as well as a few friends we had made since coming
to Phoenix. It was warm, but not hot day and we had a great
gathering of people.

After we went to bed I was meditating on God and my
connection with creation, inquiring deeply. As I did so, I felt
myself rise above the bed, like so many times before, and
ascend into the cosmos. I could see the stars around me, but I
had some questions to ask and I hadn’t been in that state of
mind for several years now. | wanted to take full advantage of
the opportunity to inquire of infinite intelligence and hopefully
garner further understanding.

So I began asking questions, only these weren’t ordinary
questions with open ended answers. I asked a series of questions
about the nature of reality, if it was ‘this way’ or was it really
‘that way’ as my experience had led me to believe. ‘That way’
was an extrapolation based on fuzzy logic garnered from
experience. Apparently my ‘assumption’ were at least close.

That amazing opportunity launched me into a fantastic trip
through the cosmos and through corridors made up of spheres
of light in various intensities, like a space-time tube of sorts.
Every time I paused for contemplation and resolve, the next
question would send me off, shooting down through what
appeared to be honeycomb-type wormholes with spheres along
the outer perimeter.

My questions were a vetting process of sorts, testing the
understanding I’d discovered in moments of quantum
entanglement, spiritual conundrums and visitations I’d had over
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the course of my life. The experience was unlike any I’d had to
date, yet similar to the portals I’d seen during excursions while
at Ball State. These wormholes or tubules were amazing.

Now I must have had some overtones of the previous
experience left in my consciousness because rather than accept
what 1 was being shown — we are all creators — I chose to
question my perception to the point of considering that [ was the
anti-Christ. I was so not sure that my understanding was right,
so I considered the alternatives and opposing view.

I know that sounds pretty insane, but in that place and with the
intensity of my own quest for connection, I had not encountered
such philosophy and felt it to be contradictory to my previous
belief system.

So I prayed about it, got up and grabbed my Bible to find
answers. Just as I thought — I read the passages that confirmed
my suspicions. I was the anti-Christ and somehow I had to tell
my wife about it... right then!

What would you think if your spouse woke you up in the
middle of the night to tell you that they thought they were the
anti-Christ? I’d bet you’d think twice and probably not open
your mouth, huh?

As a spouse, you would probably want to either commit them or
run away as fast as you could, depending on your own
experience or understanding. I couldn’t have played a better
part for her. The following morning she had her own spirit
visitation. She told me about it later.

After I went to work she was praying about what I had told her
as she lay in bed, asking about me and how to take my early-
morning revelation. I’'m sure it scared her silly. She was trying
to cope with things beyond her control and a husband that
seemed nearly off the edge.

What she told me happened next I thought would make a
believer out of anyone. A golden figure walked into the room
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Relation-ship on the Ocean of Emotion
through the open door, radiating light and love that she said was
unmistakable. She felt completely safe.

This figure told her not to fear, that everything would be alright
and that my spiritual understanding had grown beyond the
churches. When she told me that months later I was relieved,
but our relationship was on a huge wave in that ocean of
emotion and I didn’t know if it would survive. I was patient and
pensive simultaneously.

To make matters even more synchronistic, later that day, after
her personal visitation, she was visited by a few folks from the
Valley Cathedral who seemed to echo my sentiments to her.
They shared that they believed I was full of Satan and that she
needed to leave me as soon as possible. I was outnumbered.

They told her that only Lucifer could appear as an angel of light
and that I was under some kind of Luciferian influence. Now
isn’t that just dandy? If they only knew.

The following week was a real life-changer for me, but I was
too blind and in denial that I totally missed the cues. It all
worked out, but my life would have been much different had 1
let go of attachment to outcome.

I had made a secret deal at work, trading our van and a few
hundred dollars for a Cadillac Talisman that one of the guys at
work was selling. It was in near perfect condition, but it had a
lot of miles. I didn’t care. It was going to be a magnificent new
experience for us.

I was so happy and excited to share our new car with my wife
that evening, a Thursday as I recall. I pulled up into the
driveway in anticipation of her excitement, too, but something
didn’t feel right as I approached the door. I went inside to an
empty house. I felt empty, too.

The furniture was still there, but my wife and our daughters

were gone. I thought they might have taken a walk to the store
that was just around the corner.
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As I walked into the living room I noticed the large wooden
rocker my parents had bought us wasn’t there. When I entered
the kitchen I saw a note on the counter where our microwave
had been the day before and the microwave nowhere in sight.
My heart sunk.

I read the note only to find out that she had sold the rocker and
microwave to the next door neighbors, bought plane tickets and
took the girls back to Indiana. I guess the folks from the church
did get to her.

The note also revealed that she had searched through my wallet,
found the phone number of the hitch-hiker and called her to find
out why her number was in my wallet. That must’ve been the
icing on the cake for her and a sure reason to leave.

True or not, she said the woman told her we were having an
affair. We were not, but that didn’t matter at the time. She was
looking for a way out and found it.

It took me months to get her back to Arizona. I made several
trips to Indiana and eventually convinced her that I was not only
faithful, but that her own vision confirmed that I was on the up
and up. If her vision were true, then she had nothing to worry
about at all.

She always wanted me to keep things simple with her in my
dealings with spirituality. I wasn’t sure what that meant exactly,
even though I thought my explanations were simple enough.
Maybe they just didn’t fit her paradigm and I kept thinking they
did somehow.

So how would you deal with these challenges and remain sane?
I was certainly beginning to wonder why the best efforts, at
least from my point of view, could be so twisted and turned into
irreparable damage in one’s relationship. I needed some
reprieve. I just prayed for some help.

It took a few months, but I brought her back and we started
again. I hoped to repair her lack of trust.
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Relation-ship on the Ocean of Emotion

Do you think that you can clear
your mind by sitting constantly in
silent meditation? This makes your
mind narrow, not clear. Integral
awareness is fluid and adaptable,
present in all places and at all
times. That is true meditation... .
The Tao is clear and simple, and it
doesn’t avoid the world.

= Lag Tzu -
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Introduction to the Ascended Masters

I was first introduced to the works of Godfre Ray King by a
wonderful couple. My wife and I met them in 1983 when I was
working for a health food company at an indoor market in
Phoenix. The aerospace market had taken a dive and I got riffed
in May of 1982.

We had been involved with a network marketed health drink
distributed by a company in Tempe and I got to know the
owner. There was a business to business side of the company
that needed salespeople, so I talked him into giving me a
chance. I did quite well and eventually increased market
penetration in my territory, 13 Midwest states, by 45% in 18
months. [ had a lot of fun in doing it, too.

I worked the indoor market on the weekends. It was one of the
first of its kind in Phoenix, with over 200 vendors under one
roof, from mom and pop shops to larger retail outlets. Each had
the same amount of space and rates were decent, so this was a
nice opportunity.

David and Carol showed up one day and began talking with my
wife while she was taking a break and checking out other
vendors. She came back with them, excited about meeting them
and wanting to introduce them to me. They were considerably
older, by 20 years or so. The youth in their eyes was
unmistakable, though, bright and clear.

Carol and my wife took some time to walk around the shops
while David and 1 talked for nearly an hour about various
spiritual subjects before they had to leave. We exchanged phone
numbers and I never expected to see them again. Most people
who exchange phone numbers rarely follow up, missing many
potential connections.

Those rare follow-throughs often precipitate the most
interesting relationships in life, though. This time they did make
contact with us. We had great conversations and our children
(we had 3 at the time) really enjoyed them too. It was the first
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couple we both felt comfortable with that we’d met outside our
friends from Indiana.

A few months later I changed jobs, going back to work at a new
division of AirResearch as a grinder specialist, Garrett
Pneumatics. David was also a machinist and worked for one of
my company’s local vendors.

I enjoyed the work, although the machine run times were
sometimes excessive and I got bored easily. The boredom led to
increased productivity (I started running another machine as
well) and angered some of the older, previously union,
machinists. I just wanted to do more and stay awake. I thought
that increased productivity would eventually end up back in our
pockets, too, since the company profits would be greater.

David introduced the series of Guy Ballard’s books to me one
day by bringing over The Unveiled Mysteries. I devoured it and
wanted more. Within two months I'd read the entire series, 13
books with about 300 pages each, and began attending the I AM
Sanctuary in Phoenix. The Sanctuary was more or less a church
devoted to the teachings of the Ascended Masters, of which
Jesus held the Most High honor.

Their core practices included meditation and readings designed
to lead man to experience his own ascension. They practiced
vegetarianism. They felt putting a ‘death vibration’ from an
animal in the body lowered one’s natural vibratory rate. They
were vegetarians of a different order, the Great White
Brotherhood or Ancient Mystical White Brotherhood.

The Brotherhood attempts to help humanity through teachings
of a Universal Hierarchy, embracing the teachings of Jesus
while giving structure to planetary, solar and spiritual laws to
create ego-centripidy.

Man needs to look within for his connection to creation first,
and then his outward responses naturally follow universal
understanding. The trick is letting go of the unnatural patterns
that develop in this world.
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Their teachings have been altered to also include the coming of
a new world order, facilitated by spiritually self-actualized
leaders in direct contact with the Ascended Masters; exemplary
masters of business, finance, industry and governance
themselves. This latter notion occurred in the latter part of the
20" Century and goes even deeper still.

According to some of the earlier published works defined the
Ancient Mystical White Brotherhood after the Order of
Melchizedek as being present as long as man. According to the
Bible, Jesus was also a member of the Order of Melchizedek
(Hebrews), so it would stand to reason the Order was pure.

The word ‘Melchizedek’ is the Only One All-inclusive word for
the Brotherhood of Man. In Hebrew it is a combination of two
words, “Melchi,” meaning King, and, “Zedek,” meaning
righteousness, the right use of consciousness and all our mental
faculties. I was also a Melchizedek priest in the Mormon
Church at that time.

There is but One race — the human race. There is but One man —
Godman. There is but One life — Godlife. There is but One mind
— Godmind. These precepts appealed to my spiritual senses,
beyond my intellect.

Although my wife was not as inclined to get involved, I
attended Sunday services at the I Am Sanctuary about once a
month. [ had other commitments from our involvement with the
Mormon Church, so I was not able to go to the Sanctuary often.

What was disheartening regarding the current association with
the I AM Sanctuary was that any drug or substance abuse in
your past ultimately kept you from belonging to their elite
group. I get so tired of rules and regulations separating people
who have a sincere desire to make their lives better.

I drew the line there as any true spiritual path, in my opinion,
allowed for forgiveness and realignment with purposeful
passion. I feel that any exclusion of one desiring and determined
to follow his or her spiritual path is simply NOT part of any
truly spiritually-based church, group or organization.
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However, it did not affect the growing relationships and
blessings of the Masters for either of us. The essence of the
teachings warn about particular habits, i.e. eating meat, wearing
of certain colors, such as red and black.

There was an interesting color scale for the week, though.
White on Sunday, yellow or gold on Monday, pink on Tuesday,
blue or violet on Wednesday, white again on Thursday, green
on Friday, violet on Saturday. I still dress with them in mind.

The Masters explained that in order to remain in an ascending
vibratory pattern, ingesting substances that contained a 'death
vibration' would only retard the progress. Thus, lowering the
vibratory rate rather that raising it. I believe that is scientifically
provable now with the technology we have to monitor the
electromagnetics of the body.

As with Paul's admonition of moderation in everything, there
were exceptions to the Masters. Alcohol, coffee, marijuana,
tobacco, and narcotics were on the short 'don't do' list. Innocent
and naive individuals often fall prey to such devices without
ever realizing it until something catastrophic in their life
happens. I call it the cosmic 2x4.

No one is perfect (perfection just IS in the moment) and
Creation is pretty forgiving to those who repent of their desire
to harm themselves or others.

Life humbles me often, though, as where I planned and thought
I was headed only began the journey. Detours and diversions,
my own creations as well as perfectly placed passages through
the chaos, turned into timely considerations as life offered better
understanding through presenting choices in my actions.

I often found myself alone because of the choices I made and
the questions I so often asked that took people out of their
comfort zone. There was another part of my life or experience
that is an enigma to this day. An elder gentleman actually
thought I was Saint Germaine after I showed him some energy
tricks. If people would only listen without filters, but that is
nearly impossible in the world today.
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I began wearing the colors of the day as they were supposed to
accentuate the vibrations from the Masters. I'm not sure if they
actually did, although I did notice a distinct elevation in my
mood by doing so. I love to wear colorful clothing anyway and
this gave me an excuse to do what I loved.

Do what you love and ....

We also became vegetarian, and were already members of the
Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints. The reason I say
that is because their doctrine and covenants express that it is
undesirable to eat meat as well. Only in times of extreme cold
or famine was it appropriate to do so. Frankly, all the gatherings
I’ve been to had meat.

Joining the Church was another interesting flow of events, from
a conversation with our landlord to accompanying dreams that
seemed to promote our path into joining their ranks. They
seemed more open to personal experiences as well.

Years later it became apparent that the physical bestowal of the
Melchizedek Priesthood was the essence of the reason I was led
into the Church. My exit was non-descript, but the
organizational conundrums were nasty.

It turns out that my quest for identity would reveal more than I
was willing to deal with for many years. My passion for inquiry
and sharing brought me to this place. I’ve been encouraged,
poked and prodded for too many years to put all of this on paper
and share it with others who may relate more than I can
imagine. Incredulity? Insanity? I have to take the risk.

There seems to be many facets to this diamond of life, each
honed through the trials and tribulations, all leading toward a
new living awareness for man. It certainly renews my own
awareness on a regular basis still and will continue to as I
discover more family members. We have many kin throughout
the universe who seek each other.

Some of these same things can be used in positive ways now.
Sincere and meticulous discernment is the key to any substance,
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whether poison or panacea. The rules are general, the
applications specific to each individual and within their domain
and Divine Flow.

Boundaries of behavior do exist though. We are constantly
reminded of them by the situation in our world today. The
alcohol and drug related problems are ubiquitous, fueled by
black op dealings through various governments that only add to
the distribution. Dark suits run our government, the no-named
representatives of big money.

Will we learn? Better yet... will we act?

Who or what is Zendor? Where did he come from?
What is the Ashtar Command and Galactic Federation?
Where are the roots of the ‘Trinity’ in religion?

Does Jesus, Buddha or Mohammed still appear to people today
and speak to them of truth?

What are the extraterrestrials doing here on Earth?

Everything you do is based on the
choices you make. It's not your
parents, your past relationships, your
Job, the economy, the weather, an

argument or your age that is to blame.
You and only you are responsible for
every decision and choice you make.

Period.
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Weird Stuff Happens

Everything is sacred, yet nothing is sacred. It IS the Way. It was
just over half a century ago this life experience began and it has
taken me down some tormenting and twisting roads of self-
awareness and reflection. Don’t believe a thing, but read on.

I’ve been told there is no ego without wego, so...

How does one bridge worlds beyond the scope of human
comprehension? How would you deal with a reality of life full
of weird stuff that crafts a story so delicate and so expansive;
full of OBEs, STEs, contactees, telepathic ease and more?

You are invited to enjoy a twirling and twisting tale of an
adoptee seeking identity that will take you into realms most
only imagine, let alone live. What I discover creates questions
no one on Earth seems to be able to answer, at least for now.
My investigation unfolds like a science fiction novel, only it’s
real. I think it’s pretty cool, even with the challenges.

I struggle with the linear logic of minds that are steeped in
modern psychology and psychiatry. I discovered a mystical path
of the masters that bridges the science and math of self-
replicating patterns across time and space.

My dreams and visions craft a lucid reality spanning multiple
dimensions, defying belief systems that inhibit exploration and
fact finding as experiential processes. I live a waking life that
can baffle the most brilliant as to its true explanation, yet it is a
shared reality with many on Planet Earth and beyond.

This story crafts a new millennial myth of the growth in
understanding that may lead humanity to harmony among
people and planet. Humanity has a rightful place among
universe affairs now, welcomed by our universal family. It’s
time has come and the considerable contact scenarios would
seem to indicate the process is in full swing.

We have explored the early years of my introduction to life on
planet Earth; the ‘voice’ from beyond, out-of-body experiences
and regular trips to the orange cigar-shaped cloud before age of
8 and continuing through age 10.

As a teenager I was introduced to the clair-alls (clairvoyance,
clairsentience, et al) and other psychospiritual technologies
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including bi-location, psychokenesis and telepathy. One can’t
help but wonder about the cycles of maturity and introduction
of levels of consciousness as some sort of initiation.

During my freshman year in college, my cosmic handler further
introduced the concept of a ‘new world order’ during a brief
return to the light after being asked if I was willing to die for
what I believed in — and so doing. It was November 11, 1975. 1
remembered my home and cosmic consciousness was reason
enough to return.

I’ve recalled the points of consciousness I knew so well and
vowed to work with them to facilitate a new world order of
harmony among people and planet as the fulfillment of my
purpose in this life. Still, it sounds almost incredulous.

Moving through the Messy Antic Complex thought impossible
by an unsuspecting psychiatrist, I went further into the
exploration of normal life; leaving college and finding
employment. I felt somewhat ‘normal’ by then.

I married against Dad’s advice and tried to explain my bizarre
lucid life to my wife. My wife placates me for a while, but when
she begins to experience a little ‘bleed over’ she begins to pull
back and look for an exit strategy. She found one eventually.

When my soular calendar required a shift, my life in a small
town changed rapidly, despite his desire to ‘keep it simple.” Still
trying to fit into a ‘normal’ mold I garnered two part time jobs,
a machinist and meat cutter, while playing drums in a Christian
rock band with the son of an internationally known gospel band.

In the early 1980s, the Midwest had been hit with the first major
automotive downturn and jobs were scarce. In just a few days
all three ‘jobs’ disappeared as if by destiny, but I did not realize
it at the time. I was just starting out with a young family and
wanted to do my best to support them as a father and husband.

Being led to move to Phoenix as a result, I found employment
as a machinist working on a pneumatic lathe, cutting contact
lenses — a nice metaphor for crafting better vision.

In my first few months in Phoenix, my life gets much more
complicated. First, a childhood friend dies in a motorcycle
accident and then visits me one night wondering how to
navigate in his new world. My friend appears at the end of the
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bed, moving the bed to prove his presence and frightens my
wife. I loved it, felt perfectly normal, but others did not.

I meet Travis (Fire in the Sky) Walton’s sister-in-law and
explore Travis’ abduction from a different point of view. My
guide, Zephyr (who lived in what is now the Southwestern US
over 20,000 years ago) offers a symbol, transmitting it through
telepathy so I can draw it — interrupting setting up a job on my
ID grinder at an aerospace company.

I am told this symbol represents my soul’s design and has
something to do with fulfilling Hopi prophecy, aligning cultures
and moving toward the new world order I’d been shown in
college. This is almost too much for a human to handle.

I get hit by a RIF (reduction in force) just after my wife returns
from a surreptitious departure, sell the drums I first learned to
bridge worlds on and find a new path in the health food
industry, in charge of sales for a 13-state territory in the
Midwest. I never really thought of how to navigate life, just did.

I join the Mormon Church with my family, am bestowed with
the Melchizedek Priesthood and begin to have more vivid
experiences with my extraterrestrial and spiritual family across
many dimensions. I learn silence is sometimes best. Some of the
visitors from other worlds become visible to others, but I never
know just who and when this awareness will be revealed.

I am often caught off guard, unaware of those who can hear and
see into these worlds. My internal awareness expands with
images and thoughts far beyond those I live and work with on a
daily basis. Still, my life is deeply lonely and I long for
company, a companion or someone who shares the life.

A decade later I'm faced with a divorce I didn’t want and
separation from children I loved more than anything except the
feeling of being ‘home.’ I enter another dark night of the soul. I
still loved my wife, now ex, but I learned that sometimes people
cannot overcome their challenges to grow, no matter how much
another desires it. Learning to love without attachment is a
longsuffering process that seems to never end.

I realized over time other’s choices were not about me, but I
continued to beat myself up emotionally for years afterward
over failing my family and not being there for my children. This
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deep sorrow and willingness to endure it led me into greater
understanding of human drama.

There was a consolation prize, if there could be one, a nice date
for the finalized divorce... 11.22.88. The next few months were
devastating to say the least. I bounced back and forth between
anger, feeling abandoned and betrayed, frustration, self-
judgment and a host of other self-destructive notions.

PE CRA 2V. B
STUPID. BE SILLV
BE WERD. BE
WHATEVER.

BECAUSE LIFE IS
T00 SHORT TO
BE ANYTHING

BUT HAPPy.
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You can’t always get what you want, but I know there is more
to life than this world and the people in it. How does the view [
was given on the other side of the Light offer guidance? What
would it look like peering at creation from a creator’s point of
view? Was Lucifer’s story about one who learned to condense
light into form? Did he do it of his own volition or was it part of
a Master Plan we have yet to understand?

The master blaster crafts a scintillating symphonic soliloquy for
the masses yet rarely a one on Earth hears the full concerto.

The music of the spheres was the most beautiful ever produced,
inspiring the entire population beyond anything they had ever
imagined to date. No one knew where it came from, yet they
had lived with such bliss and surrender that there was no need
for anything. There was perfect harmony.

There was no tactile or sensory experience, though, only the
feeling of the sensations of vibration; the euphoric sounds of
creation — a oneness beyond all description. White Light,
sparkling with all the colors of the rainbow.

Everyone was excited by the sound of this one, born of
magnificent display of frequency and tones manifesting this
Angel of Music, the Most High of the One. This Bearer of Light
was celebrating the evo-leap all had been anticipating and
expecting; the journey of lifetimes about to begin for them.

They had been feeling the new sensation for a while, growing
steadily for some time. It was time to experience their creation.
The collective cosmic consciousness had never felt separation;
each sparkle, each drop intimately symbiotic in the ocean of
Light they all knew as home.

They were able to experience a wide range of frequency and
produce tones that, when combined, sounded like a symphony
of thousands of voices yet with one harmonic. Consciousness
was alive in a pure unqualified presence complete and
absolutely everywhere.

This music was different, though. The Most High’s tones went
beyond the accustomed range and heighten their consciousness
to a new level they had never experienced. They began to spiral
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inward and after some time, realized how far away from the
One they had journeyed.

A change was happening at the very depths of the pure
consciousness within every living thing, now. A conversation
was imminent, but no one was sure when it would take place or
who would initiate it. Then, right on cue, the conversation
ignited everywhere, breaching the boundaries of self-imposed
exile and beginning to talk about home once again.

It was rumored that the council had considered advancing to a
new level of experience. In this place there was no concern for
past or future because of the sense of presence. All that is just
was; no need for differentiation.

Their experience lacked a certain set of finite sensations, though
they weren’t aware of it just yet. The newness of this shift in
awareness was just beginning to expand within. It was hoped it
would reach the surface soon.

So the conversation happened; One shared that it was time to
advance the shores of consciousness to a new place. The
steadfast determination of the composer empowered her
willingness to sacrifice everything in order to serve All That Is.

She was the best at her craft, allowing the perfect flow to
manifest. She was offered an opportunity to help lead those
willing to follow to a completely new type of experience. She
reached out to the Most High, her cosmic consort and zeitgeist,
calling for him to turn and embrace their creation.

The excitement this generated within the population literally
affected everyone. None was immune to this sensation, even
though the journey wasn’t for everyone.

The inner and outer spin of the polarized points began to draw
others into form, with pitch and tone descending to levels that
began to bridge the dimensions of consciousness embedded in
the finite forms created so long ago. It is a wondrous process.

This place was different than any other, far removed from the
consciousness of nearly every other race of beings because there
were no filters on the sharing of information. Thoughts were
consistently gracious and supported the thoughtmospheric
conditions of freedom to BE, whatever that meant as an
individual and ONE.
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The One was like a primordial soup of consciousness, where all
thoughts resided yet were only made available to all once it was
reflected by an individuated being, a finite form. The exchange
program was exquisitely designed and offered some great sight-
seeing. Not too many want to sign up, though, as comfortable as
things were in the Presence.

Now when the thought of a shift rippled through the collective,
many were drawn to explore the possibility felt deeply within
the frequency of form. The anticipation grew to unimaginable
levels and everyone felt like something was going to pop at any
moment, yet the flow of the motion already circulating amongst
the population was unimpeded, a rush of the Mobius operandi
of life. Anticipation filled the thoughtmosphere.

Everyone benefitted from the rise in energy, though, as new
thoughtforms were being generated nearly without effort and
the universe expanded magnificently. Communications that
were necessary for the shifting from linear to cosmic levels
began flooding the minds aligned in the thoughtmosphere.

When the word finally got out that a new vibe had unleashed
the creative drive again, the One opened the dialog about
differentiation within the holistic systems they were
considering. The beginning of a new living awareness was born.

It was like the light had been turned on to reveal an exquisitely
beautiful scene that created such a sense of awe that went so
deep that this complete thought form was embraced without
hesitation. It was the ultimate universal reunion of vorticular
spin-doctoring that really set the stage.

Everyone had a contribution; a part, a role and a responsibility
that engaged their very essence with desire for participation. In
order for the plan to work, serious thought had to go into the
various components. Quite Sirius it was...

The One already had the plan in mind, but the details had to be
shared with the rest of the population so that everyone would be
on the same page. The orchestra needed tuning so the harmonies
would be on key and perfectly timed.

This took considerable effort as each of the details encompassed
an enormous amount of planning, even though there was
awareness that this process would begin a completely new
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experience for everyone. The condensation would pass through
many levels to be integrated in the next cycle of rotation, an
eternity to some; a blink of an eye to others.

No one had embarked on such a journey since the beginning,
which none save a few even remembered, so even with
intricately woven details in place, the evolution of the plan
would be driven by the consciousness of each new world, an
order specific to the planetary purpose.

When the concept of ‘worlds’ was introduced, the flow of
information to be transferred from the One to the Many was
enormous. The anticipation grew from the increased flow of
light as the details of the process were revealed in a flash...
POOF! Imagine the amount of data in that light pulse.

Talk about a vortex of love pulsing at the speed of surrender.
The finite forms could no longer resist the sensation manifesting
in the urge to merge.

In order for the process to be engaged, there were many levels
of understanding to be disbursed. The various levels were
determined by the variety of frequencies and tones necessary to
support the plan, like threads delicately woven to create a
magnificent tapestry.

Even though their present state encompassed a vastness
incomprehensible to human minds now, the plan was to learn
how to create and enjoy other worlds of existence.

After all, those chosen to perform the most intricate parts of the
plan would leave this existence not knowing when they would
return. There was a sense of complete faith, love and trust.

Several of the original Council of the One were involved in the
atomic and etheric measures for creating forms to house
consciousness, beginning with creating the environments for
those forms to develop naturally. System checks were built in as
safe guards for wandering vibrations and adjusted accordingly
for harmonics.

The One understood that for this to work, their creation would
require the use and understanding of music and vibration to
create a momentum that would allow the consciousness to
condense into various forms as threads within the tapestry in
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process. It is an ancient tapestry indeed, with threads from all
over the universe and more.

They started with galaxies and gradually worked their way
down the scale of tones to create solar systems and planets. It
was determined that the progress would be driven by cycles,
like stanzas in the music that was their life to date.

As they all learned how to achieve their directives from the
Council of One, it became evident that these new creations
began to give their consciousness definition. This ‘definition’
went from a universe through galaxies, then solar systems and
finally to forms that could inhabit them as well as form they
could inhabit. Each had a consciousness the other would learn
about through their natural evolution.

This was a very precise process, requiring nearly an infinite
amount of possibility yet having one goal — the ability to
discover and explore their creation from a finite perspective.
They had been living in an infinite environment, yet they were
still evolving. Even in the finite, the infinite remained.

They all knew that once any of them became finite there would
be a necessary separation from their experience of the infinite.
Such was the nature of this process that started when they
became aware. Bridges would become available as the cycles
progressed, but not until harmonics were just so.

Even the One had a hard time relating the understanding of how
they came to be since it had happened as a result of evolution as
well. The breath of life began with a single inhale drawing all
substance imaginable into the vacuum, then with one exhale the
thoughtmosphere appeared as the Word was uttered.

To suddenly become aware of One, even as the One, was an
evo-leap from the previous state of nothingness where no
differentiation occurred. Such was the nature of creation and the
process of awareness, a breath in and out, inspiring evolution
and new understanding.

The details are what begin the process of condensation,
especially when consciousness becomes a highly dexterous
form. The intricacies of understanding the return trip home are
woven into the self-discovery process in successive layers,
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consistent with the frequency ranges that precipitate form and
link consciousness. Quantum entanglement begins.

The complete range from light to material covered twelve layers
around Earth, each with a structure of consciousness that
allowed a complete experience associated with the frequency
scale. Each layer has its own symphony, but when heard across
the spectrum from the lower end, it has a nice ring to it. The
Hindus call it the ‘sound current,” or Shabda, the sound of all
creation as ONE.

Each tone became twelve across the spectrum until reaching the
densest of forms, a combination of minerals and fluids designed
to evolve along with capacity to complete the circuit home. Still
within that form was an individual sphere of creator
consciousness that surrounds the silence of pre-existence, the
Void. Individuation and the collective is present there.

Since time was not material, natural cycles were built into the
structure of the form. These cycles were designed to ignite the
layers of individuated consciousness within the system, a spark
to move the process along with style and grace.

As the form, fit and function of each point was discovered, the
entire civilization would grow to a new level of harmony. The
One knew it would not be until they all learned about purpose,
the ability to return home, that the notion of oneness would
arise. It would more than likely reflect poorly in their early
development. Eventually the unity in diversity would rise.

The early worlds and their populations had less of a challenge
because they were all one race. Each race began to differentiate
over time and, as their psychospiritual and material technology
developed in symbiosis, they were able to travel in various
dimensions and material forms.

Interstellar travel was not accessible until the understanding of
universal order and structure allowed the planetary civilization
to manage resources and weather appropriately. The science
was part of understanding vorticular forces.

Although the messengers between dimensions or octaves of
frequencies were able to seed concepts and ideas when certain
levels of consciousness evolved, the veils were kept thin in
order to qualify the individual’s evolutionary path. The direct-
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connect to Source remained, yet became hidden in the quest for
safety and security in form.

In the early stages it was learned that when consciousness arose
too quickly, the sudden bursts of light often caused spontaneous
combustion of not only the forms, but the spheres the forms
inhabited. The events always coincided with the cyclical
patterns the Council implemented at the beginning, so the
adjustments were a constant conversation for them.

Each cycle brought each dimension closer to full alignment with
the highway home, the universal order as proposed and
understood by One in demonstration. The self-actualizing and
self-realization of life forms learn embracing the One.

By the time humans came into the picture, the myths of the
creation story got confused with the cycles of the sun; light and
darkness were seen as good and evil. It was known by each
preceding dimension that in such finite forms the access to
infinite consciousness, from where they came, would be
severely diminished for some cycles, yet there would be
representatives able to nurture the evo-leapers.

The magnificently mobile forms were great for getting around
on the surface of the planet, but they were not able to contain
any thoughtforms beyond their survival at first. In time they
would learn not only of their capacity for differentiation on the
surface, but of their forms throughout the realms as part of the
process of returning home sometime in the future.

The capacity of the Council to keep track of all the
perturbations within the structure of the plan was sublimely
consistent with the orchestration of the music. Each frequency
was monitored and adjusted according to the master plan of the
One. When the frequency was first heard by the finite forms, it
was only a ringing in their ears, like the sound current of the
Hindus. As they listened better, they got better.

Only through disciplined listening, which didn’t come for some
time, were the forms able to begin to hear their individual tones.
The listening took the longest to develop because there was
another world to integrate, one with challenges that kept the
consciousness focused outside of the body.

As the listening deepened, worlds evolved.
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In the beginning there was only one view, the breath infinitely
inward and infinitely outward. When the finite forms
developed, their vision was divided and the outer view took
precedence until the consciousness began to understand trust.

The simple focus of the finite consciousness was to learn about
its environment and how to integrate with it in harmony with
the One, on Earth it would become harmony among people and
planet as the civilization evolved.

Along the way, though, there would need to be signposts or
validation points for the ordering. So many points of view that
each one needs a logic path that leads to the reunification of
them all. The Mobius operandi in the discovery of Self.

Initially there would be a noticeable increase in information
looking at the same theory of everything from different points
of view. Just like divisions of labor on this project, there are
also divisions of thought and experience; the ultimate strategy
for learning how to get along in order to evolve as one.

The challenge for the finite bodies and minds will be to step out
of their specific point of view and engage others. Circular and
spherical thinking expand the linear path to incorporate a
multidimensional reality, a nonlinear quantum entanglement.
Finite beings then come full circle with their infinite
consciousness.

The methodology for the process was developed long before the
experience; many obstacles purposely put in the way to get the
finite beings to question their own nature. It was well known
that the most challenging transitions would be from dualistic
thinking back to the view of One. The notion of separation
summarily stifled.

Because of the focus on the outer realities, through the senses,
the inner realities would go unnoticed until the finites begin to
question their sensory capacity. Feeling safe and secure made a
difference too, and that was a challenge for many. Certain
experiences would cause them to question the nature of their
experience and its congruence with their concept of creation,
latent within all life forms.

On Earth, for example, there would be mass confusion
regarding the natural cycles and the nature of the personalities
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toward domination of their environment. The understanding of
how they came to be would be overshadowed by the concept of
dark and light being confused for some kind of war in the
heavens and translated into a dualistic drama saga.

In faiths like Christianity, Lucifer, the Most High Angel chosen
to lead the way in to finite forms, would be hidden from true
view for millennia. Misunderstandings would lead to massive
miscommunication and creation of unnecessary belief systems
that controlled thought through maligned intention.

Even after the roadmap for the return trip home was delivered
on numerous occasions there was a confabulation of truth. The
memory was still filtered through faulty belief systems created
for the mismanagement of populations. Physical examples of
rising above the constraints of this perceived birth-death cycle
were provided on many occasions along with ethical leadership.

But most messengers were misinterpreted because their
message threatened the outer awareness of the population in
most cases. A few were able to step aside from the dualistic
belief systems and, through much effort and turmoil, turn the
focus back toward the One.

What often happens in planetary civilizations is that the One
gets separated into many threads, each being spun into different
stories to the detriment of the rest. Finite beings are like that.
They tend to separate for a while, even though they come from
the same family origins.

This is the nature of the process of incarnation, conscious
condensation to such a degree that the original thread of
consciousness from the One is so thin it goes unrecognized until
the physical challenges are mitigated. Survival becomes a non-
issue and exploration begins as a result of feeling a subtle
disturbance within.

Now because of the growing individuality in many finite
beings, there is a need for definition. Finite beings often become
obsessive with such compartmentalization, the onset of
advancing consciousness and self-aggrandizement. They
separate and dominate their environments to protect some
unknown secret of life.
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Empires are built around single sources instead of reaching out
for corroboration and collaboration.

In the realms of frequency and vibration, where they all came
from, there was no need for any type of compartmentalization
because the sensations all flowed together in harmony. Humans
have options granted by the nature of thetanic beings; thinkers
by design. They can create boundaries if they like, even though
they may have to remove them eventually.

Through the process of condensation the three perceptions of
duality, inner and outer realities developed as part of an
unfolding plan. As awareness grew in the finite beings’
consciousness, the longing for reunion developed; the three to
one became the Trinity in religions on Earth.

The One knew that various threads would appear to be separate
until such a time when several points of view would shift
simultaneously. As if by magic, the awareness of a few would
begin to recognize the possibility of all things being connected
once again, and facilitate it as a natural process of unification.

Although the focus and language of each would continue to
appear separative, the notion of a singularity would emerge
across many fields of study. Finite beings would begin to access
the One Mind directly again, promoting the possibility to the
population in various ways.

The One’s sense of humor would also begin to emerge as the
urge to merge increased. Joy from the jokes targeting self-
inhibiting thoughtforms in the dreamtime walkabouts tend to
cause humans to wake up laughing.

Eventually, as with all planetary civilization development
protocols, the recognition of the singularity from seemingly
divergent areas of consciousness would begin to change the
activities of the finite beings.

What once was seen as necessary for the growth and prosperity
of a few transforms into a unified front for the sustainability of
the planet and survival of the population, a new world order
emerges as an act of the collaborative evolution to unite.

This growth in awareness happens throughout the solar systems
and planetary civilizations across the galaxy. They all reach a
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place of unique understanding of the One and the need for
reunification... One in Many.

Zendor was dispatched to Earth from the Council to initiate a
self-reflective process in answer to the longing for a return to
harmony. He was sent as an infant so he could learn about
human evolution, but had the advantage of Source coding closer
to the surface.

Specialists from previous planetary missions remained at a
distance and at primary positions across dimensional dilations,
ready to assist at appropriate vorticular vertices.

The wuniversal laws of creation firmly rooted in his
consciousness, the expansion of his consciousness was preceded
with the condensation and then the return to the One became
more efficient. Certain understanding evolves as the process
continues and consciousness diversifies into finite form
recognition and transportation.

Once the bridges are under construction, the extended family
begins to appear. The short-sighted historical view of each
planetary society is exposed during the process of the galactic
reunion. It’s the best party you’ll ever attend.

The One’s view is necessarily expressed throughout the various
aspects of the development of the planetary civilization and,
despite the apparent conflicts within the seemingly opposing
views, surfaces as the purposeful actions toward establishing
harmony among people and planet as a process of natural
evolution. It happens on every planet over time.

It was proposed that One would become present in some
individuals who become aware of this possibility and their
collective efforts would eventually unite. Zendor’s job was to
express a viable operation of planetary administration that
mirrors the One as a holistic system for continued development
of the civilization’s progress.

The development of such a system is resident in the
multidimensional genetic material, yet not until certain
revelations occur would the concept be open for discussion
amongst the masses. Early adopters and innovators would also
experience the resistance of those less experiential or
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thoughtfully considerate of such notions, but the movement
would grow.

The challenge would be for those individuals to reach consensus
beyond the messianic complex associated with early recognition
of the One through inner exploration. One is present in Many,
so the Many have to learn to play together as part of their
adaptation to form.

Planetary systems engaging the self-awareness or personal
development stage, by their nature, must go through the process
of awakening to the One across a wide variety of frameworks
instituted by those who perceived a need for unification. The
natural vorticular physics reveal the Mobius operandi as a pulse,
in and out, with continued thoughtmosphere circumnavigation.

Many stories would evolve that echo this new understanding,
but because of the narrow-focused outer experience of senses
needing satiation, the unification itself would have extremely
divergent results. The number of cycles a finite end.

Not until the mental perturbations would be seen as
opportunities for unification could the process evolve. Chaos is
crafted into order through the interactions of cosmic comedians,
festival facilitators and possibilities coagulators. The dreamer
awakens in the dream.

Imagine your worst nightmare turning into your best party
experience in a heartbeat. The sheer terror of death (limitation)
opening to a freedom so eloquent and surreal it baffles the
human mind to the point of shutdown... denial or, worse yet,
acting out destructively toward people and planet.

Talk about turning heads... yours too, maybe.
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Conundrums and Con Artists

Back at the aerospace company I continued as a production
grinder specialist and lieutenant of the emergency response
team, supervising twenty five people on the second shift team. I
enjoyed being part of the first line of emergency response to
virtually any situation. I was in charge and I knew nothing was
insurmountable. We had some fun with drills, too.

My efforts to improve production rates and supportive work
environment were getting me grief instead of garnering better
conditions. I wondered why people resisted change that would
ultimately put more money in their pockets. Bottlenecks seemed
to be everywhere I turned and the good intentions just weren’t
enough. People listen from very different places.

I really enjoyed the precision of the work, getting the machines
to maintain tolerances many times less than the width of a
human hair. The final stackable dimensions of machined parts
had to meet impeccable standards. Humans seemed much less
demanding of each other.

I strove to be the best father and husband I could; an elder at
church, an A student in school and exemplary worker with
career goals. I took time off when necessary to attend the kids’
school functions and had played with them nearly every
weekend even after golf tournaments.

I felt my wife to be emotionally bereft in our relationship,
consistent with her behavior. My deep commitment and love
wasn’t enough. I had to learn that in spite of best efforts;
sometimes they just are not enough. I had to grieve silently.

The timing of a car accident couldn’t have been better. She had
the kids and was on her way to look at a rental house closer to
my work. Oddly enough I heard her scream my name as it
happened, an hour before I got a call from the hospital. The call
confirmed the cause of hearing her voice, but I wouldn’t know
the extent of her injuries for some time.

Although the children were fine, she’d hit her head on the
doorpost when she broad-sided a car at 45 miles an hour. She
was in a clear lane traveling south, on the entrance lane to the
freeway. A car had appeared suddenly, darting through a gap in
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two lanes of stopped traffic that was waiting on the traffic light
to change. I think it could happen to anyone.

I had told a friend, who happened to be on the machine next to
mine, when I heard the voice. He and I were carpooling,
fortunately he was of a metaphysical mindset, and I knew he
wouldn’t think my comment strange. When I got off the phone
and told him about her accident, he was noticeably concerned
and tossed me the keys to his car so I could go pick them up.

She and the children were at the hospital and had been released,
seemingly without harm or injury. The children had their seat
belts on, but she didn’t and they all appeared fine, except the
vacant look in my wife’s eyes. I didn’t understand it, but I
figured it was the shock of the wreck. She seemed vacant.

The next few days and weeks were different; her energy was
withdrawn and she seemed distant. I was unaware of the
symptoms of head injuries, but I could tell something was not
right. Even with the subtle change in behavior we still continued
to go through the daily motions of family life in taking care of
household needs.

We had a rental car for a while until I could get other
transportation. We both fell in love with a Jeep CJ5 that was a
sitting in a driveway a couple of blocks away with a ‘For Sale’
sign on the windshield. It was a 4 cylinder with a 5-speed
manual transmission and a soft-top with a full roll cage and
extra bikini top for hot weather.

The original owner had set it up with a lift kit and oversized
tires, sporting a couple of 5-gallon gas cans on the back for long
desert treks. We took full advantage of the outfitting, taking
weekend trips with the children out into the surrounding desert
and foothills. It was something we all enjoyed.

During the week I was still carpooling, so my wife had a vehicle
to do whatever was necessary. It was nice to see her excited and
happy about having a really cool Jeep to drive. I didn’t have a
clue about what was about to happen. I was happy as a clam at
the time. Why wouldn’t I be?

One day several months after her accident, she let me know that
she had met someone while on a trip to see some friends. She’d
accidently dropped her keys in a cooler at Circle K and he
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stepped up to retrieve them. It happened to come up when
Krystal mentioned his name one weekend after taking the kids
to a movie.

Evidently they had been seeing each other since that time and |
was oblivious. The following week, just before my birthday, she
said she felt like she was falling in love with him and wanted to
be with him. Wow... OUCH! What could I do?

As hard as it was to say, I told her I had no chains on her heart
but that I hoped she would reconsider her position and realize
that whoever this was, he would not be around long. A married
woman with 3 children wasn’t a prize, but a conquest that once
achieved would be short-lived. I had to let her go. She was a
butterfly and I knew trying to hold on was not going to work.

She asked me to move out, and due to my own martyrdom
complex I did so on my birthday. I called up a friend from the
health food company I worked at between stints for the
aerospace company and asked if he had a room. I stayed there a
couple of weeks. I returned one night to an unexpected welcome
from her. The children still didn’t understand why Daddy had
left, but they were sure ecstatic about his return.

It would be many years before the children would learn about
Daddy’s challenges, if they ever would. They were too young to
know, then. Understanding it all was beyond me, too, so I just
had to let go, allow and trust in the outcome. The outcome
wasn’t in the next year or possibly even decades, but it would
come out. I’d have to accept whatever came.

Shortly after this, I decided to leave the shop floor to take an
expediter position and within a few months got promoted to a
day-shift desk job. I was responsible for $7 million dollars a
month in commercial spare parts shipments. I thought it would
appease my wife so that I could be there in the evenings with
her and the children and possibly return to school to finish my
degree. I felt like I was moving forward, so we could, too.

Soon I was not only teaching adult Sunday school in our Ward
but also going to the University of Phoenix two nights a week to
finish my bachelor’s degree in business administration. In spite
of my efforts and goals, what I had hoped would bring us
together seemed to be tearing us apart now.
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It seemed that every Sunday she would start an argument as we
were getting ready to go to church. I didn’t understand why at
the time, but managed to stay free of the attempts to keep us
from attending. Years later I understood the nature of guilt and
how the psychology of it caused her to want to avoid the very
place where she had to confront her behavior internally.

We never could seem to talk about things openly without her
launching into a tirade and storming off with nothing
accomplished other than building a wall of silence between us.
Our relationship only got more stressful due to the inability to
talk things out in any kind of rational discussion. Every attempt
led to an upheaval of emotion.

Letting go of the outcome of my marriage was one of the
toughest things I’ve ever done. No matter what I desired, it had
to be mutual. The secret of faith, love and trust was absent in
our union, so the reality waned. I was not going to give up and
looked for help.

I sought out a marriage counselor in hopes of helping our
communication and hopefully restoring our marriage. It was
obvious she cared, but something had happened to her heart
long before me that kept getting in the way.

I intellectualized that she was simply acting out what she had
learned from her mother, who married 6 times, and did my best
to forgive and move on after each affair. She refused to go after
our third visit just when I thought we were beginning to make a
little bit of progress.

At the advice of our marriage counselor, I began to do what
made me happy instead of remaining an emotional robot subject
to the whims of my wife. I blinded myself to the reality of her
behavior by blaming it on a head injury from a car accident and
events from her childhood. She had been molested and raped by
stepfathers. I was unaware of the latter until a couple of years
into our marriage.

Destructive patterns prevail when you have no history of
building trust with people who are supposed to take care of you.
My parents thought I somehow had not been paying attention
and was also a contributing part of our strained relationship.
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Over time the behaviors and lack of progress caused me to shut
down emotionally. I continued my efforts as a father and
provider and enjoyed time with our children, but it was empty
of the love I’d learned from my adoptive parents.

I could do nothing about the patterns of behavior that my wife
was manifesting and it seemed that she was attempting to
provoke me as much as possible. I got questioned by our bishop
about having affairs, which was really odd because just the
opposite had been happening.

I hadn’t said anything to anyone in the church, but I did confide
in an elder from another ward at work. I had contacted my first
pastor as a child, still active in the United Methodist Church,
who was now living in the Phoenix metro area and approached
him for help.

Even understanding the behavior patterns and probable reasons,
the experience of dealing with them was emotionally
excruciating. I continued to seek help and found solace at work,
where I could focus on something else. I excelled there.

I’d become a workaholic at the aerospace company after being
promoted. I felt I was truly in my element as a project manager
with free reign of the facility. I could go anywhere I needed to
get my job done, especially when the airline services division
called with priority needs, like an AOG (aircraft on ground)
which needed a part to get back in the air and producing
income. [ pulled off a few miracles, too, according to my
superiors. It was a place I felt like I was appreciated.

I was going to school one night a week and meeting with a
study group on another evening. A few months later, I was
approached by a member of upper management to find out what
I was doing that kept me at the top of the production goals every
month. I told them school was making a difference, but that it
was interpersonal skills that made the difference. I treated
people with respect and helped them when possible.

I’d witness some very adolescent behavior among my
colleagues in how they treated others that were a bit challenging
to them. Instead of helping, they threatened going to their
superiors if they didn’t do what needed to be done in that
moment. The behavior seemed really inconsistent with what I
thought was professional.
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To make matters worse, I’d been transferred to the military
spares desk to help solve a 27% delinquency on shipments. I
had some personal issues with being part of the military
industrial complex already, but now I had ethical issues as well.
However, I helped reduce the delinquency to less than 10%
within a year.

I had lunch with a female classmate and coworker outside the
plant one day, meeting with others to discuss our team project
for class. When I returned to the plant, my wife was waiting
with the children. Sometimes we’d have lunch on the lawn but
we always made plans.

She became outraged and even slapped me in front of the lobby
doors because she wanted to believe I was having an affair. It
hadn’t even crossed my mind. It was embarrassing, though, to
have that kind of behavior in front of my workplace. I couldn’t
believe she could do that, but she did.

I’d been asked to find a consultant for team building and with a
little work, found one and set up a meeting with my
management team. The meeting went great and it seemed that
the chance to have a positive effect was happening. They had to
check with the Director still, and then they would let the
consultant know the status.

Two weeks later my supervisor and general supervisor came to
my desk with the news that I was being demoted. | was already
heart-broken from my wife’s behavior and this seemed like yet
another low blow, totally out of alignment with my work results
and success. Still, it happened. I was put back on swing shift as
an expediter.

My divorce was final the following Saturday. It seemed like no
matter how hard I had worked, played fair, done the right thing
always... it didn’t matter at all. I felt like I’d been slapped on
both sides of the face and kicked in the balls hard. I didn’t know
what to do.

Let me back up a year. Sorry for the non-linearity.
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Solar Plexus Paradox?

It was August 15, 1987. On the way to work Friday morning
before dawn I was listening to a local classic rock station and
the morning crew was talking about this 'Harmonic
Convergence' thing. They mentioned it a couple of times
between tunes. I had a really weird feeling come over me as |
listened, not that weird feelings weren’t normal at times.

I felt more than a little curious about this event. My solar plexus
started vibrating like nothing I'd experienced in quite some
time... since college in the mid-70s. I didn’t understanding what
was happening, but I did know that I had better pay attention.
Something was up.

On their next break I listened as the DJs explain a bit more
about José Arguelles' book, The Mayan Factor and the crossing
of three calendars on this date (August 16-17, 1987). Something
was stirring deep inside that I hadn’t felt for a long time. It felt
like a part of me I had been missing for quite some time was
beginning to be reawakened. I felt ecstatic and frightened.

By the time I got to work I was so curious I called the radio
station as soon as I could. I asked how I could get more
information. They said to call the Crystal Castle in Sedona; that
they could help, along with picking up copies of José's
interview in Meditation Magazine that were available at
Changing Hands Bookstore in downtown Tempe.

I called my wife and suggested we take off for the weekend to
go camping near Sedona. She was not at all comfortable with
my metaphysical pursuits so I did not mention the 'real' purpose
for our camping trip. Nevertheless, I talked her into packing up
the kids and heading north for a weekend trip into the
wilderness, not knowing where we’d end up.

According to the folks at the Crystal Castle, Sedona was one of
the ‘gathering places’ of people around the world for the
Harmonic Convergence... whatever that meant. This was all
new to me, but it felt familiar for some reason. I had a sense of
spiritual anticipation, for lack of a better. Something was
brewing and it would be amazing, I felt.

I stopped at Changing Hands on my way home the next day and
picked up a copy of José€’s interview to read later that evening
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once we were settled in our camping spot. The whole
experience was connected to something much more than I
imagined. I could feel it deeply.

As we were packing the car to head out, my oldest daughter (8
at the time) had collected a bag of large pieces of crushed
limestone and handed it to me saying, "Here Daddy, you'll need
these." She had a huge smile on her face when she gave them to
me. How could I refuse her with that smile?

I thanked her for her instincts and packed them in the trunk with
our gear. I had no idea how they would come into play. Krystal
loved to take an active role in our family outings. She and
Katrina were both telepathic as children, but I never spoke to
Beth about their abilities. I knew they were receptive because
they responded to me regularly when I’d call for them without
saying a word.

As we were just about to finish loading, I heard Zephyr in my
head, telling me to get the mushrooms I had in the freezer. This
was unacceptable. I was not going to take them with us. I
argued with him because my journeys were never with my
family present. My personal path, any use of ethnogens, I chose
to keep away from them.

Zephyr would not let up and if you’ve ever had a constant voice
in your head demanding attention, knowing you weren’t crazy;
it is more than a bit disconcerting let alone annoying. I
eventually gave in just to get him to shut up.

My wife did not agree with my personal path when it came to
this kind of behavior either. Sacred plants, their purpose and
wisdom, were not something she could understand. Her
previous experience had been too overwhelming when she had
to face her own demons.

It did not stop me, although I did reserve my spiritual path work
for short periods with long intervals between, sometimes years.
I packed the mushrooms although I was not intending to take
them regardless. I was pacifying Zephyr for the most part... I
thought. Little did I know.

When we arrived in Sedona the first place we stopped was at
the Crystal Castle. It is quite the metaphysical smorgasbord.
The store, in an old two-story house along the banks of Oak
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Creek, had all kinds of items from books to crystals to wands,
potions, music and jewelry.

Inside we were surrounded by soft and soothing native flute
music playing, too, and I wanted to hang out for a while. We
had an agenda, though, and the clock was ticking. I pushed past
the urge to move and let them explore for a bit.

The kids all picked out a crystal that appealed to them in some
special way. I encouraged them to just ‘feel’ their way through
their selection. Krystal had picked a beautiful amethyst piece
that fit perfectly in the palm of her little hand. Katrina and Ian
both chose their own as well, rose quartz and smoky quartz.
They were all so happy with their special stones.

I inquired about the camping locations and was given a few
spots to check out, along with a map. We left and drove around
Sedona to check out the various places the folks had suggested.
It was disappointing in that nothing ‘felt’ right.

We drove around for hours, picked up a couple of
commemorative shirts during our course, but didn’t find
anything that seemed like it was where we were supposed to be
that night. None of them 'felt' right so I followed my hunch to
go just a bit east, across the freeway, to Mormon Lake. I didn’t
know why it felt appropriate, but off we went.

Since we were involved with the Mormon Church at the time, it
seemed like it might be a neat place to spend the night. We had
never been there before, but we’d heard about it from others.
The strange thing about the area was that the ‘lake’ was only a
few feet deep if there was water at all; most of the year it was
just a marsh.

When we arrived at Mormon Lake about a half an hour later, it
was dark already. We didn’t have a map, but we got there okay.
I’ve always been good at finding places with little direction.

We passed a campground right after we turned toward the lake,
but I didn’t ‘feel” anything. We came upon a place called Dairy
Springs Campground next. I felt a tug and turned in. Finding the
spot was a bit synchronistic.

We pulled in and drove all the way around the campground,
finding no space open... bummer. I was not feeling happy about
having to look elsewhere, especially in the dark. I knew I felt
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the tug, but it didn’t seem like it was working. My thoughts
were soon quelled as we were headed back toward the front.

We’d noticed a car with its trunk lid open on the way in,
commenting about them just getting there, too. We were wrong,
though. The space where they had been was now open. It felt
strangely synchronistic and perfect for us, although I kept silent
and said nothing to my wife other than, ‘How perfect could that
timing have been?’ and just let it go. She offered a pleasant and
unexpected reply, “Looks like the angels are looking out for
us.” It was one of the few pleasant remarks she’d made.

It was space number 9. My mind repeated... number 9, number
9, number 9; I thought it reminiscent of the Beatles. I heard Jimi
Hendrix's tune, "If 6 were 9" echoing in my head as well. I
could sense a magical air, yet I had to remain quiet and attend to
the family’s needs.

I need to digress here a moment. I met Jimi [Hendrix] as he
appeared in place of a friend’s body one night during college.
We’d been talking about the limits of telepathy while taking a
nice long walk around campus.

Later, while lying on the beds on either end of the dorm room
gazing into each other’s eyes as we listened to some music, his
body disappeared and I saw Jimi, then Lenny Bruce, then
Marilyn Monroe, then Jim Morrison, then Janis Joplin and then
my friend again. What a trip... I had no idea why.

His eyes shifted focus upon his return and when I asked him
what happened (I was reluctant to say anything) he said he felt
like he’d gone someplace else for a moment. I told him what I
had seen in his place. I wasn’t sure why, but we had
‘experienced’ something beyond explanation.

Back to Mormon Lake, I thought this campsite would be the
perfect place, but was still unaware of just how perfect it would
be for us. I just felt relieved that we were able to set up camp,
have dinner and treat the kids to s’mores, the delightful
campfire staple.

We began unpacking. The park ranger came up to collect the
fee, informing us of our luck. The couple had become ill. I was
happy for our open spot, even though it came because of their
wonderfully timed misfortune.
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We started a campfire so the kids could fix hotdogs and
s’mores. I spread out the tarp we brought, and put our sleeping
blankets on it. The weather was perfect, so not having a tent
was fine. It was cool and comfortable with a slight breeze
wafting through the trees offering a soothing sound and the
fresh scent of pine.

Krystal went exploring a short distance way, still visible by the
light of the campfire. She shouted with joy when she found a
place to put her rocks. She ran back excited to show me what
she had found. She grabbed my hand and we headed toward her
excellent discovery.

It was the top of a large bolder just protruding through the
surface. It formed a rather flat area about a meter in diameter. I
wasn’t sure how many stones we had in the bag, but I had a
good feeling we would have fun finding out. We sure did.

I got the impression to make a hexagram. We spread the rocks
out in a star pattern with a circle of stones around it. There were
just enough rocks to put 6 in each leg of the star and 18 in the
circle surrounding them with none left over. Krystal was tuned
in alright, more than she knew.

I told her I was so excited that this was just perfect and I was
proud that she listened to her belly. She smiled so big that I
knew she felt something too. We’d had many talks about
listening to her belly and her telepathic ability was quiet
obvious at times.

We put the amethyst she got at Crystal Castle in the center in
honor of her find and because she was such a wonderful part of
this process. I had a particular affinity for amethyst, too. She
was so happy she could hardly stand still. I still remember her
excitement, the bright-eyed brilliance of her face.

I helped everyone get settled in their sleeping bags with Angel
snuggled in with mom. She was only 8 months old at the time.
Krystal, Katrina and lan spent a little more time around the
campfire with me, making smores. The children got tired after a
while so I helped them get into their sleeping bags. I stayed up
to read José’s interview by our propane camp light.

I felt the quivering as I picked up the article. As I read about the
crossing of three calendars, the Hopi, Mayan and Aztec I
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reflected on the symbol Zephyr presented to me years ago. The
Hopi believe that this is the beginning of moving from the
fourth world to the fifth, the Mayan from the fifth to the sixth,
and the Aztecs believe it is the time where the devil takes off his
mask to reveal the true god that he is. Hmmm...

I found this much later.
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I was fascinated by the confluence of calendars. I learned much
later that the Egyptian, Hindu and Sumerian calendars also
noted this particular event, leading up to the winter solstice of
2012. It was supposed to be the period between one galactic
year to the next, an ascension of consciousness was supposed to
accompany this grand celestial event.

José went on to say that above the gathering places could be
seen a rotating feathered serpent medicine wheel as a symbol of
the energy anchored at these locations. I thought it strange and
wondered just how these could be visible to the naked eye. I
didn’t consider the ‘second sight’ at the time.

There was a wonderful drawing of what looked to be part
serpent and part dragon. It also included a rough drawing of the
rotating feathered serpent medicine wheel on one of the pages,
along with some Mayan glyphs I don't remember just now.

The article also briefly explained the planetary alignment that
was taking place along with the crossing of calendars. It was
supposed to start a 25-year period leading up the 2012 date.
There is another 25-year period after that point in time where
the moment of awareness turns into real change on a global
scale that benefits humanity; the rise of consciousness in action.

I was curious as to what the implications of the devil taking off
his mask would be as I already understood the aspects of the
number (666) and its relationship to human beings as ONE,
rather than the number of the Beast as has been the popular
belief. The carbon atom which is the foundation of organic life
forms has 6 protons, 6 neutrons and 6 electrons.

I finished the article, stripped down to my garments and settled
into my sleeping bag just before midnight. It didn’t take long
for me to fall asleep. The air was clean and I could hear a ram
pump a short distance away with the consistent ‘thick-kung’
sound reverberating in the air like a constant drum beat every
few seconds. It served as a lullaby in a way, much gentler than
my description of the sound.

Sometime later I was awakened by Zephyr's voice. "Partake!"
was all he said. I slowly came to consciousness and argued with
him initially. "ParTAKE!" he said again, slightly firmer. I
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whined about the family being there and it just was not
appropriate. "PARTAKE!!!" he said as though commanding me
to comply with his order. I knew he wasn’t going to stop until I
complied, damn pest.

Alright, alright.... and so I did. I only had a few, so I got them,
chewed them up and swallowed. I went back to sleep right
afterward knowing that I’d awaken again soon in a different
state of mind. I offered a prayer for deep connection to Creator
and to be available for my highest service to all.

When I awoke a short time later, feeling the effects and an
increased awareness, I opened my eyes and looked up into the
sky. The stars were so vivid. I saw a cluster so brightly visible
that it looked like a connect-the-dots picture of the Buddha, and
I was at his feet. I was soon to find out these were stars of a
different variety.

As soon as I recognized this image and my position I heard a
voice like many speaking as one, "We would like to channel
energy through your body into the planet and, in return, we will
answer any questions you have." Holy shit! Was this real? What
would you do?

It seemed as though they were asking permission and 1 didn't
take long to decide... maybe a heartbeat or two at most.
“Awesome! I’'m ready! Okay, let’s do it!” I wasn’t sure what to
expect. I relaxed as much as I could for what was to come.

I felt a slight tingle in my feet like a very small electric current.
This sensation remained there for a while and eventually began
to move up my legs and throughout my body over the course of
the experience. It was pretty amazing and I could definitely feel
the subtle energy movements.

My first question was about the possibility of them being part of
the group that visited me as a youth. I reflected on the many
trips, watching my physical body get out of bed, climb out my
bedroom window, walking across the neighbor’s back yard to
the edge of a pasture, climbing the fence and walking out into
the middle of the field.

As I walked I saw myself begin to rise up off the ground and,
looking up, I could see an orange cigar-shaped cloud that could
easily have been a half-mile long or so. When I got to the
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perimeter of the cloud, my ‘observer’ would meld with my
physical body and I would enter the cloud.

I’d wake up in bed the next morning, with no memory of what
happened inside the cloud, but I always had a feeling of
something really fun happening inside and I couldn’t wait to go
back. Heck, I was just a kid. What did I know?

It wasn’t until just before moving to Phoenix that I had an
inkling of what really happened. I was walking through some
bookshelves in a small metaphysical bookstore in Muncie,
Indiana when a book literally fell off the shelf a few feet in front
of me. It had opened on the floor with the cover facing up. I
thought that was rather odd and way cool. Something made the
book fall, right?

It was Ruth Montgomery’s Aliens Among Us. She had a similar
book, maybe even a re-titled version called Strangers Among
Us, too. Just seeing the title alerted me.

I picked it up and my eyes were drawn to a paragraph that,
paraphrased, said that the orange cigar-shaped clouds were the
most common ‘contactee’ events in the Midwest in the late 50s
and early 60s. That time was during my experiences.

They affirmed they were part of my family, but also said there
was much more to who they were as part of my universal
family. I felt my mind let go and another part of me step in from
a much greater depth, almost like I felt when I entered the light.
I felt fearless and completely safe, but I had a nagging question
of its reality.

While the energy was continuing to flow through me feet, |
formulated some questions. I started with inquiring about my
early experiences. I wanted to know more about my ‘family’
and why I had all the experiences as a youth. Was it real? What
was the purpose?

What they said had me second-guessing life as I knew it. I was
from the stars, they said, born on Earth as part of a universal
process to restore ancient knowledge and wisdom that had been
lost. I had to learn what it was like to be human; my adoption
was part of the program.

The early out of body experiences were guided by other
members of my family in order to prepare me to be able to
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witness the trips to the ship. It was important that I was able to
remember the initial part of the ‘sessions’ for comfortability and
the roll-out of the instruction would happen as I was presented
various situations in life.

My education continued on board, but my human mind would
not be able to comprehend what was happening yet. There were
too many aspects of my consciousness that to reveal them all as
a youth would not have been healthy for my development in a
denser environment. I was allowed to have some memory so
that the curiosity and development would continue.

The early ‘training’ I received was in the art of what some call
Eckankar, or soul travel. It sparked my interest in both
Eckankar and Scientology in college. The programs helped me
begin to develop the awareness I seemed to have on a more
conscious level.

The ease I had in exploring inner realms was because I had been
in them for some time already, yet it was a challenge for the
human brain to assimilate into the denser Earth realm. I suppose
resistance is futile.

I snapped back into the critical part of my consciousness for a
moment, checking in with what I read and studied about in
school beyond the bookwork required for the classes. It all
made sense at a level I hadn’t thought about yet. I knew my
mind was on overdrive and these thoughts certainly weren’t
going to occur on a normal day-to-day basis. Life had too many
distractions, duties and responsibilities to think at such heights.

They told me there was so much more yet to be revealed, but it
would come in a more natural process. The sacred plants
allowed access to my consciousness in a different way; a
process that had been used throughout the development of the
spiritual understanding garnered by some of the human race to
date, across many cultures.

I had many other emotional experiences that have prepared me
to understand the deeper principles of being. All of the early
experiences in my life were preparatory for awakening to my
purpose. In time I would be given fuller details but for now the
bridging of inner and outer realities, something I’d already been
curious about, would take years of training still.
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All of this seemed surreal and far-fetched but there was
something that resonated within me, something I knew was true
but could not articulate how I knew it. I shifted back to the
feeling of the energy slowly moving up my calves and into my
thighs. I had to be silent to feel it, completely free of
distractions and thoughts.

I was aware there was more going on with the energy they were
channeling through my body than I was being told. It didn’t
matter because I was so engaged in the experience and the
sensation of being part of something cosmic. All I could do was
enjoy the ride.

Thinking about the cosmic applications I had a quick thought
about the points of light I saw in college. My thoughts were like
triggers to them to move on, too. I recalled the imagery and the
message [ was given. As magnificent as it was, my questions of
‘how?’ and ‘what do I need to do to prepare?’ were ever-present
in my quiet moments of contemplation.

I realized these points that appeared now where indeed
connected and I felt so deeply appreciative for the opportunity
to continue the conversation. When I first encountered them I
was in no place to converse as the feeling of awe kept me from
thinking. 1 just experienced the moments as an undeniable
connection beyond my awareness; a sense of BEing.

Now, the conversation picked up with the delivery of additional
knowledge of the ‘how?’ for my benefit. My curiosity of
whether the points of consciousness were in body or not
originally were now further revealed through this process as
‘they’ began to demonstrate.

They explained to me that these points of consciousness were
indeed incarnate in others like me all over the planet. The
manner in which they interacted with each other varies on the
type of duties and responsibilities they were given. Given? Yes,
each has a soular blueprint designed especially for carrying out
their mission, like me, and that together we were like a mission-
driven family bound by the soular strands of sentience.

I had a moment of impatience in wanting to connect with these
others. Patience, I was told, is tantamount to the process. [ may
never meet some of them. In fact, some may never truly know
what their full consciousness is doing to support the process of
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establishing a new world order. The ‘duties’ don’t have to be
linear or physical.

They explained that consciousness has many layers, many
dimensions and even many bodies that are all connected. Each
layer has its own function and, when fully realized, is made
available to the individuated consciousness incarnate on Earth,
but not until they make the choice to become more aware in the
physical. That is a prerequisite.

Even after that choice is made it could be days or years for the
consciousness to develop within the human form. The aspects
of each and their importance to the whole are different for
everyone. However, the collective vision that operates from the
ONE MIND is shared; backup plans are always in place in case
of poor choices.

My mind was reeling at this point; attempting to keep up with
the data stream of consciousness at these levels was pretty
intense to say the least. I reflected on reiterations and resistance
of others I knew of then.

I paused in my thoughts and became silent again, noticing the
movement of energy up through my thighs and into my hips. I
asked about my family and how I would be able to continue to
live in the dichotomy with my wife, knowing my children were
already showing signs of advanced awareness. I didn’t like the
answer I got. It took me back to the initial message.

They told me this path, like I’d been told before, is full of trials
and tribulations. I may not be able to bridge the worlds with her
and be together as a family. I needed to be aware of that now
and prepare for the possibility. I was stubborn and refused to
think I could not work things out. I paused to feel the sense of
deep connection.

Then, as if to cause the complete opposite, they asked me to get
up and kiss the amethyst that I had placed in the center of the
star Krystal and 1 had made earlier. I refused. I wasn’t about to
get out of my comfortable sleeping bag to appease some distant
voice. | was being a belligerent jerk.

The amethyst was some 15 meters away and it was quite chilly
by that time at that altitude. I felt the snap back into my body as
I looked around in the dark, faced with either accepting this as
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reality or believing it to be just a wild trip from the mushrooms
- all my imagination. NOT! Terrence McKenna would have a
field day I’m sure.

I have to admit I was sort of hoping for the latter, it sure would
make it easier to completely dismiss if it was all just my
imagination. My life was challenging enough and yet, I knew I
had to demonstrate my commitment. I also knew that in such
states other worlds open for experience. I’d experienced, read
and studied shamanic practices enough to know special events
can happen.

We were converts to the Mormon Church at the time; recently
demonstrating our ‘worthiness,” resulting in getting ‘married
and sealed’ in the Temple in Mesa, Arizona. [ had on my
garments, but it was more than chilly in the mountain air and I
was not about to get out of my nice warm sleeping bag for some
etheric voices, no matter how cool they seemed.

They withdrew their energy completely; like a vacuum just
sucked it away in an instant... nothing but emptiness is what I
felt then. It was a complete absence of the deep connection I’d
been feeling since awakening in this experience. I could not
deny the difference in sensation their absence produced as I laid
there a moment and considered my options and position. It was
easier to believe it was my imagination to a degree, but I could
not at all rationalize the change of sensation.

I was processing so much so quick that it felt more like I was in
an accelerated learning curve rather than an imaginary tale. I
still wasn’t sure it was all real, but just in case I got up to do
what they asked. Getting up and making the effort to test the
truth of what was happening seemed to be more important than
my selfishness.

I got up and walked over to the circle, knelt and kissed the
amethyst with as much reverence as I could bring forth in my
being. In that moment my prayer was to know truth once again,
regardless of the impact on my life. I knew I risked it all...
everything... by doing so.

As soon as I was back in my sleeping bag and took a few
moments to get silent, they were back again nearly instantly.
Even in my current state, [ could tell the difference in sensation
and was glad I had gotten over myself. My thoughts drifted to
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the energy once again as it moved up to my lower abdomen and
solar plexus. What else were they going to ask of me?

They began to explain about the energy they were sending
through me. They told me that this energy was part of
everything, of creation, and flowed like water throughout all
things when one becomes aware. It was a science that was not
developed yet on our planet and it was time to awaken its
reality. I was one of the few being awakened to this level of
awareness now.

I flashed on explaining it to others for a moment. Not a pretty
picture based on my experiences to date. I sure didn’t like being
called ‘full of Satan’ and I damn sure didn’t like the hospital
incarceration. I also didn’t want anything to do with creating
something for people to attach allegiance; there were too many
gurus already.

My visitors explained that sending this energy through my body
into the earth would help connect many to a deeper feeling of
communion as well as help to understand the process of what
José had called ‘the ascension.’ It was a rising of consciousness
within humanity; a push for planetary harmony.

They explained it was more of a process of raising awareness
about celestial consciousness than humans had known yet. This
level of awareness in consciousness permeates creation, but
humans were still entertaining their free will and satiating their
physical senses to become aware just yet.

According to them, this would facilitate a greater connection
with the Earth and her people for me, so that I would be
connected at energetic levels to the consciousness that pervades
the Universe.

I understood deep within, but I was sure I could not put it into
words if asked at the time. It was more of a sense of knowing. |
hadn’t tried to discuss any of my experiences with others for
years, so I knew I’d be challenged to do so now. I was anxious
to try, though.

They told me all would happen in time. I would eventually be
able to articulate clearly and help make sense common to all. |
mused on the flip of common sense and the comedic remark. |
thought that was pretty humorous in such a serious
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conversation. [ use it often now, and specifically on the website
IndependenceArizona.com.

I acknowledged that it would be an honor to live in such close
connection with our Mother Earth and that I would serve her to
the best of my ability. They explained that as a result of this
process she [Mother Earth] would be speaking through me to
many and that [ would lead this group as I had led in the past.

“I led in the past?” I thought.

I returned the vision of being surrounded by the points of light.
I questioned the progress toward completing my mission; the
marching orders I’d received during the experience of going
through the white light and being told I was here to work with
others in order to facilitate a’ new world order.” I was still a bit
unclear how such a ‘charged’ term could work.

They expressed that they were here now as part of the ‘help’
that was promised. They were here to assist me in making some
adjustments to further align with my mission and that I had
been doing very well so far. I took a deep breath of relief and
just let go again. I noticed the energy moving up into my heart
and chest area.

I was being ‘tuned in’ to the planetary grid system as part of my
preparation now. I had no idea what the ‘planetary grid” was but
being a brainiac I figured it was how everything was connected
energetically on the planet. I had a sense of what that meant, but
I knew the grid was much more to be experienced.

I wanted to know about our heritage, where we began and how
we gain knowledge of harmony among people and planet. The
story that unfolded had me mesmerized for hours. It began
through a vision of light condensing into form, something that
completely caught me off guard and yet made me even more
curious as to what that might mean.

The imagery was spectacular, a rainbow-sparkled ball of light
streaking across the universe and descending toward a lush
green planet. When it reached the planet there was a flash as
though the whole planet lit up for an instant, and then it was
gone. The planet remained and I got the sense that a union had
been created, between the light and the planet.
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Then I saw a series of scenes with a variety of creatures that all
behaved like tribes, working together in various ways to support
their community. I saw cities and countryside that looked
straight out of some science fiction movie with multiple suns
and moons, flora and fauna from desert to tropical rain forests
and gorgeous colors that were so vibrant they seemed alive.

I was so in awe that I wasn’t sure where I was at — in body, out
of body or seeing it in person as I was so absorbed by the
events. I felt like I was actually visiting these various places and
even the residents were responding to my gaze with a quick
glance my way on a couple of occasions.

The beings in each location were different, mirroring many of
the life forms on earth yet displaying complete sentience and
organization representative of civilization. The styles and types
of buildings, although different in materials, all seemed to
reflect elegant architecture combined with geometric shapes that
appeared organic, malleable yet resilient and strong.

The cities had the feel of concentric circles for the most part,
but then some of them actually lifted off the surface of the
planets. The ‘countryside’ had such beauty in the integration of
architectural structures that they were nearly invisible as
habitations amongst the terrain.

The scenery passed by quickly, but I could identify many of the
kinds of extraterrestrial beings I’d seen from drawings and
dreams I’d had since childhood. There seemed to be dozens of
worlds in all, each with a slightly different planetary landscape.
Each world had completely different beings or bodies and all bi-
pedal, or at least upright locomotion.

Even though I was in another world, or many, I still had the
capability of critical thinking. I questioned the reason I was
being shown all of this spectacular scenery and acknowledged
my complete submission to whatever the narrators had in store.
I felt eternal in those moments, alive and free of any constraints
of consciousness.

I was told these were our ancestors, our brothers and sisters in
the universe and that each had reached a state of consciousness
where they were all connected to a universal mind, naturally in
harmony with their surroundings. It took many hundreds of
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thousands of years for this to happen on each planet. Ours was
ready for an evo-leap.

It took thousands of years just to accomplish the idea of ‘soul’
that we humans have developed. The consciousness transfers
from one body to the next, semi-unconsciously, until that
‘eternal’ connection is made. It is a natural process of the
evolution of consciousness that has condensed into a physical
form. For most it happened as the lifespan increased to
hundreds of years.

The density constrains the stream of human consciousness for a
time while the physical being matures, often taking many
incarnations. Our planet had been in such a state long ago. I
started to ask how it changed, but the thought seemed
unimportant and I dismissed it. We were here now and the past
was the past. If [ needed to know more, it would be presented at
some point when appropriate.

The substance of the body is from each planet and returns to it
until the consciousness opens the gate, like a computer program
that has to run subroutines in the boot up process. Only the
completed program just launches another set of subroutines
until the link between the intellect and the soul is completely
open. Then the bodies converge into one operating platform.

We might see it as God dwelling in man again; celestial
consciousness condensed into form.

The result, according to the narrator, is a sense of oneness and
willingness to operate free from intellectual pursuits driven by
the desire to dominate the environment. Each individual soul
has purpose, like a thread in the tapestry of life that is just as
important as any other thread. The beauty of the tapestry is
dependent on the threads, no matter the color, diameter or
length. Together, they reveal a beautiful scene.

When all the threads become aware of the tapestry, it becomes
alive and whole — able to be viewed. Individuals are like fractals
of the tapestry, able to contain the original yet finding form, fit
and function within it as their own filaments combine to form
the whole. Their ‘tasks,’ if you will, all relate to the ONE.

It was then that I was shown spaceships of various designs and
shapes; saucer-shaped, cigar-shaped, triangular-shaped, and
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sphere-shaped of various sizes. They all seemed to pulse with
some kind of energy, like they were connected to a heart-beat of
some kind, like a universal pulse.

It reminded me of the pulse I felt during an out of body
experience while traveling through what seemed to be a
wormhole. When I was completely silent, I could feel/hear this
pulse that seemed bio-mechanical at the time based on the
sensation and sound.

I noticed the pulse as the foundation of the experience, even
though I was able to argue points of order. I asked for
clarification on many apparent miscommunications between the
‘wise’ and the ‘minions’ over time.

There was too much dualism in the human models and I wanted
to understand the One’s unifying perspective. I felt like it was
already a part of me, but I needed further enlightenment. I
needed to practice The Work more.

I got a telepathic narration that informed me that many of these
races had advanced to the wunderstanding that Jesus
demonstrated, able to take their bodies with them. This did not,
in some cases, inhibit further incarnations.

As their body consciousness continued to develop, those who
demonstrated a certain discipline were allowed greater
integration with greater cosmic consciousness and, therefore,
given even more responsibility in cosmic affairs. It all seemed
so logical and pure.

They eventually learned how to incarnate in other planetary
forms, consistent with each planet, in order to assist other
planetary civilizations during epochal changes, both in
consciousness and planetary evolution. The scenes revealed
what appeared to be catastrophic events, yet there was complete
serenity in the transitions.

It really felt strange to observe and feel the sensations beyond
emotions, like I was seeing through the eyes of God. It was
amazing. I felt like ‘I’ completely disappeared, too.

I understood the process of gaining awareness and self-
actualization was the same for all beings, to a point. Like
divisions of labor, those who had greater purpose garnered
awareness of greater principles and universal understanding at a
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young age, far beyond the planetary civilization’s ability to
comprehend in most cases.

That is, until the critical mass was effectively ‘seeded’ enough
for the conversation to take on a new level. That level was what
I was being prepared for here on Earth. In that space and time it
all made perfect sense and I felt like I was ready for anything.
Let’s rock!

The sensations that accompanied this experience were
amazingly scintillating, like 1 was completely free of any
attachment to judging what was happening. Part of me knew
that I was like a speck in the cosmos at the mercy of something
way beyond anything I could comprehend in that moment, but
another part of me was perfectly comfortable with what was
happening, almost like it was more real than anything I’d ever
known in my life. I mused at the paradox.

I let go and trusted, just as I had when I was asked if I was
willing to die for what I believed in nearly half my life ago.
Real or not, I became a better person because of it.

But I digress...

When I cycled back to the energy running through my body, I
could feel it in my upper chest and throat now. They told me
that there was a pair of shoes ready for me to step into if I was
ready. I was really wondering what that might be now.

Without hesitation, I pictured my purple Converse All-Star’s in
their worn and tattered state; my favorite shoes for many years.
I verified that they would provide all the tools and they would
be there at the appropriate time just as had been promised to me
in the beginning. It was risky, but I felt sort of comfortable with
the decision and knew it would all work out.

I got the feeling of confirmation deep inside me, so I loosened
up a bit more and allowed the energy to flow completely
unimpeded by my body and mind once again. It felt like I was
catapulted through the stars while simultaneously expanding to
encompass them. I felt really big, yet invisible and unimportant
at the time.

With the previous event’s understanding reaffirmed, I agreed to
step into the shoes. As soon as I agreed, it felt like every bit of
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tension that I apparently wasn’t aware of was now gone. I
literally felt my body relax even deeper.

I felt free of everything.

Noting the difference in the sense of focus in the outer world in
everyday living, it was so real and extraordinary to feel that
sensation. I felt huge now, like I was the universe for a moment.

I was completely in awe at how this would all play out but the
power of the moment was intimately unmistakable so I just
listened intently. As I did, they told me part of a story about my
life that seemed like I was in a fantasy world akin to some sci-fi
adventure. It sure made me feel humble to say the least. |
wondered if any of this would ever truly come to pass. Time
alone would tell and I had a lot of work ahead.

I was not alone here, they said. There are others like me in
various states of consciousness, the points of light I’d seen
before and even among the group I was witnessing now. We all
have specific duties and responsibilities; mine was to
consciously facilitate the reunion.

The reunion was not at all like I thought; each comes together in
the thoughtmosphere with their particular skill set being applied
to the collective. Indeed it was like a collective messiah; free of
any singular focus, as with Jesus, yet manifesting Christ
Consciousness throughout. 1 felt relieved and transformed yet
again. It all made perfect sense... sense made common.

Another question surfaced, “If God made us, who made God?”
The immediate and only answer came in the form of the symbol
that José had mentioned in the interview, a rotating white
feathered serpent medicine wheel. It was huge, taking up nearly
a third of the sky and way off in the distance. It was positioned
in the sky rotating above Sedona. I mused over José’s words.

My line of sight happened to be in position with Sedona as I lay
in the sleeping bag under the stars. The spin was a slow
clockwise rotation and I just starred empty-minded at this
beautiful image, letting it soak in. I knew I didn’t understand,
but it didn’t matter. I let go again.

I knew then that there indeed was an answer in this rotating
wheel, even though my human consciousness was not able to
comprehend it yet. I knew that in time I would and they
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affirmed my feelings as well, noting that it would take some
time for this entire experience to unfold completely in my
consciousness and life.

What I did feel was imparted to me in that vision was that spin,
the cycle, and that like José had said, we are in the beginning of
a 50-year cycle, with 2012 as the midpoint. 2012 was the
tipping point where the momentum of the rising of
consciousness in humanity would finally be recognized globally
and a new living awareness emerges as a result.

I returned to the silence again and felt the energy move into my
third eye and crown area. My head was abuzz to say the least. I
noticed that it felt and sounded like what I hear when
completely quiet and the environment is silent as well. It’s a
high-pitched whine that carries a slight oscillation, definitely
confusing for those with tinnitus.

The next question addressed something that I was resistant to
exploring even though I'd been mentored regarding it since
childhood. "Am I the Rider of the White Horse?" I asked,
almost ashamed for even bringing it up. I had this weird sense
that I had something to do with it but I did more to dismiss the
feeling than accept it for all of my life. I thought it was too self-
aggrandizing to even consider it as a possibility, yet I cannot
deny that the thoughts were there. What happened next was
quite unexpected and totally cool.

I was immediately attracted to the lower right of my field of
vision. As I looked over I saw a beautiful white horse, a quarter
of the size of the area my field of vision as it came into view. It
moved in a slow-motion gallop across the sky, majestic and
regal in its appearance.

I was completely engrossed in the view. As it reached the center
of my vision, it turned and came straight toward me. I didn’t
know what to think. My heart leapt and I felt like crying in joy,
but it came from a place I’d never known within.

It was so beautiful that I got lost in the awe and forgot about my
question because I was so absorbed in its grandeur. As it turned
toward me I remembered I had asked the question. I felt so
small and insignificant in that moment. I wanted to disappear.
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Still in awe I meekly inquired, "Am I?" As it came closer I felt
even more humble and thought, "Am I?" like a child getting a
gift he’d never thought possible. Then, as it reached the point of
being right in front of me I accepted and acknowledged, "I
AM!" It just felt right no matter my resistance.

As this magnificent being passed slightly to my right I reached
my arm out to grab its neck as it came by and swung myself up
to sit on its majestic back. It happened so quickly that I just
responded without a second thought and found myself
accordingly suspended above its back. An eternity seemed to
pass in that moment.

The instant I touched its back I heard a trumpet echo in the
woods all around us. Instantly I was completely awake, noticing
the sunlight was just beginning to offer a peak at the
surrounding trees. [ must’ve had my eyes closed for a while.

I knew I heard the trumpet with my physical ears and sat
straight up in my sleeping bag, looking around for the trumpeter
as if I’d see them somewhere close. I just knew I would. Alas,
there was no one in sight, but I could hear others in the
campground beginning to stir.

With tears streaming down my face I gently nudged my wife to
share with her what had happened, hoping she would feel the
same excitement. As she opened her eyes and I began to
express, she blurted out, "I thought you weren't going to do any
mushrooms." My heart was crushed in an instant and 1 became
completely silent and withdrawn. “Trials and tribulations,” I
thought. Man, I really felt alone.

She did not know I even had them. But her first response
flattened my excitement like a smashed bug on a windshield. I
felt disappointed and destitute, hopeless and completely alone. I
let go of my expectations and hurt as best I could, but the
experience (both pain and pleasure) was undeniably real in oh,
SO many ways.

I had said nothing about the mushrooms. My heart broke in two
as she turned the proverbial fire hose on me. I was speechless. I
felt the distance between us ever so deeply in that moment. I
knew it could never be bridged. But what would I do?
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I could tell something was about to change drastically. We had
worked through one affair already after her accident and the
connection I hoped would develop felt like it was slipping away
as part of the process I had to endure. Why me?

I could not deny what had happened, even under the influence
of the mushrooms. It was too real and validated by the actions I
was asked to take during the conversation and the interaction
with the group of beings, whoever they were, felt like family.

I’ve got a good imagination, but it seemed to take me back to a
previous profound position among the points of light as a teen.
The strange thing was that they felt like they were part of a
family I belonged to somehow, much the same as the previous
encounter. The latter was after being asked if I was willing to
die for what I believed in. There are many ways of dying, I
found out, not all of them physical.

I felt more connected to those points of light than any person,
even my children. I only wish everyone could feel that sense of
family unity and connection, beyond anything imaginable on
Earth, like nothing else I've ever felt. The experience
strengthened the awareness of responsibility I have toward my
life and mission, beyond anything since the first contact as a
teenager. Call me crazy, but what else would you do?

The following week I changed my business research project for
my bachelor's degree from a business case solution at work to
the first writing of a project plan for a model community, then
simply called an international cultural center. I didn’t have
statistics to back up my plan, so it affected my grade
tremendously. Today the scene has changed dramatically.

I did have an interesting experience while doing some research
at a large new age expo at the Phoenix Civic Center. I went
there to see if there were any people presenting on community
building, either lectures or vendors. The expo was called ‘Focus
on You’ and it seemed more like it was geared toward new age
products and services rather than community development.

I took my son with me so we could have some time together
and introduce him to things beyond our everyday lives. I was
dressed in lavender slacks, a purple pull-over, purple/lavender
plaid cap I'd nearly worn out golfing and my trusty purple
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Converse All Stars. lan, also clad in a purple ensemble, strode
around the event as proud as his father.

We stopped just after turning a corner and watched as a
gentleman demonstrated sending energy through a single-
terminated quartz crystal about 4 inches in diameter. He was
standing just outside his booth where there were two huge
amethyst geodes from Brazil, nearly 3 foot in diameter and 10
foot long with sections removed and lights accenting the
interior. They looked magnificent.

As he was completing his demonstration, I caught his eye and
held up my hand. He mirrored my action and I sent a pulse of
energy from my hand to his, or at least | imagined doing so. His
eyes lit up, evidently feeling the pulse, and he walked quickly
over to me. He looked deeply into my eyes and asked, “Are you
Saint Germaine? I’ve been waiting for you.” I didn’t know what
to say, so I just gazed back and remained silent.

I thought to myself that I really don’t know who I am yet. My
adoption and birth record, or lack of them, along with the recent
experiences gave me cause for concern. [ was completely taken
by surprise with his question and comment. I quickly turned the
conversation toward the beauty of the amethyst geodes and my
son’s fascination with them. I dismissed the event as being a
random perception and just left it alone.

Over the years I’ve found that identity can be somewhat illusive
at best, especially in the kinds of situations that come up out of
the blue. Whenever others recognize me as this person or that
person, according to their perception, it gives me the
opportunity to detach and recognize that I can often be whoever
the person needs me to be in that moment. [ am able to remain
detached as a matter of personal sanity. It doesn’t matter.
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After an experience like I had, the return to normal life was just
as challenging, preparing for the next steps and doing the
internal work no one ever knows about, except if they are doing
it too. The real-world activities kept me focused on church,
family and job for the time being.

I spent several weeks completely re-writing my business
research project for school. I started with the premise that one
could create an environment where cultural history, religious
studies and community development could work as one. At the
time the best name I could determine was an ‘international
cultural center.’

I researched intentional communities and looked for any kind of
existing communities that I could use as starting points, hoping
I could find statistics for business development and financial
sustainability. I did not find much information at the time, but I
was able to craft an overview of the type of community I
envisioned as best I could.

It was a fairly elaborate plan that included research of cultural
and historic documents; cross-referencing of texts that might
show a consistent pattern of information that could be used to
overcome the apparent differences that may have spawned the
various religions. At the time I felt this would lead to an ability
to bridge the separative qualities within each.

I began with the concept that such a community could be self-
sustaining including energy and food production. Building
construction would use new materials specifically designed to
be energy efficient and environmentally supportive. The latter
came in the types of construction that could be easily integrated
into existing landscapes.

I was under a deadline so I spent many long nights typing up
the plan. We didn’t have personal computers at the time, so it
was really tedious work. I finished the plan with minimal
financial information and suffered a much lower grade because
of it. I was happy that I at least had a working document.

A few weeks later I picked up a Phoenix New Times that had a
cover story about a guy named Carl Bimson. He was one of the
founders of the Valley National Bank in Arizona. At 91, he still
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had an office in the VNB building in downtown Phoenix. He
was quoted in the article, “I’m just here to help people.” So that
is what I did. I called his office and made an appointment.

I donned one of my favorite suits, a blue and white seersucker,
and went to meet with him to discuss my concept. I figured that
his business experience and wisdom would be invaluable. I also
thought he could tell me if my plan was realistic.

His office was on the 9™ floor of the building and one of the
largest I had ever been in yet. He was a very kind man who
shared some business and relationship wisdom on par with Zig
Ziglar. After some time we began discussing the idea of the
international cultural center. His eyes lit up. I didn’t expect that.

It took me at least a half an hour to get the full concept out as he
had some questions along the way that allowed us to discuss
some very significant spiritual points of order, if you will. I felt
like he was more open for some reason, so I shared some of the
events I’d experienced and how I was concerned about fulfilling
the mission marching orders I’d received in college.

He only deepened his conversation with me after sharing details
I thought would be safe. He spoke to me about his wife’s near
obsession with astrology and tarot cards. I never in a million
years would have guessed that he also had a fascination with the
accuracy of information and help he received in his business
dealings. I discovered later many top executives did.

After I finished with my presentation, he took a moment and
reflected before he said anything. He began by complimenting
me on such a large undertaking. I thought he was getting ready
to let me down easy, but he actually seemed interested in
helping me to move forward.

His best advice was to break it down into the components that
created more of a systems approach, being able to define each
more clearly and how they integrated into the whole. He also
suggested that I look for the material resources so that I could
determine a budget. He thought I would enjoy researching the
people who were doing similar work toward creating harmony.

I left his office feeling like I had something worthy of pursuing.
I knew the concept was sound, but after the miserable grade I'd
received I wasn’t sure just how viable a project it was. Now I
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felt like it was possible to achieve, no matter how much time or
work it may take.

Unfortunately I wasn’t able to pursue the dream at the time
because my work hours increased dramatically, sometimes
nearly 80 hours a week during month-end. Between church,
school and work I barely had enough time to spend with the
children. Things were getting worse with the wife, too, so the
plan had to be put on hold. Damn... again?

A few months later after we had moved, I had a dream about a
feminine energy named Sarah. I never saw her specifically, but
I was being escorted from place to place by what felt like a
woman. | had a conversation with her during the dream and at
one point asked her name.

The dream coincided with the idea of the international cultural
center and I was being shown various types of environments
that were conducive to creating bridges between worlds. The
dreamtime environments all had special materials and structures
that almost shimmered. They each had unique architecture,
from domes to multi-sided buildings. The formations seemed to
be in geometric patterns, too, with gardens interspersed and
large central growing areas.

A few days later I read an article in a local metaphysical paper
about a Church of the New Age Spiritual Revolution in
America that was on my side of the valley. I had one of those
odd feelings that this could be important. 1 called the number
and a man named George Lareau answered the phone.

George turned out to be a good friend in my transition period.
I’d rented a two story house with a guest house and he soon
became a renter. The girls wanted an upstairs bedroom and the
house happened to have it, but just one room. It was a surprise
they really enjoyed.

I knew they felt the tension, though, and it broke my heart for
them to have to experience this mess, regardless of any previous
karmic hoopla. We were in a new ward of the LDS Church, too.

I didn’t realize at the time how well I manifested exactly what I
needed to meet the requirements of the girls and give me an
alternative dwelling in case things became intolerable living
together. 1 suspected it would happen sooner than Ilater,
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although I remained hopeful that she would find a better path
and stay. That didn’t happen.

It wasn’t long before she filed for divorce and surreptitiously
confided in the church leadership, but meanwhile George
offered some extra cash toward our rent and he was someone
that I could talk with about my own experience.

I didn’t completely open up to him about the core experience in
the non-linear sense, but I was able to talk to him about my
rather fringe thoughts and feelings. He listened, reflected his
own understanding and asked questions that led us both to
explore possibilities.

My work and school schedule didn’t allow me much spare time.
I made sure we still took weekend trips when possible, so we
could have some family time together even if there was tension
between us. The kids didn’t deserve to suffer just because we
couldn’t get along. We did have a scare when Ian took off one
day and we didn’t notice it for a few minutes.

We searched the neighborhood for about twenty minutes before
finding him at the neighbor’s around the corner. He was only
five at the time and he’d gone there to visit one of his
playmates. We should’ve known.

It reminded me of the time I walked to Pappy’s with a baseball
glove and bat, looking for some friends to play baseball. That
was a little further walk, though, and in a time when there were
no causes for alarm in our small town. Not knowing where lan
was invited a scary moment nonetheless, but it was all for
nothing really.

Unbeknownst to me, Leeann was getting ready to file for
divorce. Before long the bishopric (bishop and two councilors)
came to visit. They requested to meet with me, but I wasn’t sure
why until they questioned my involvement with the ‘New Age
Alliance,” a group I’d joined after attending a meeting in
Phoenix with George.

CNASRA was already a member and he asked me to come
along as a newly ordained Director.

My conversation with the bishopric was interesting to say the
least. Instead of feeling adversarial or defensive I sincerely felt |
was following the edicts of the church and noted references
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from a variety of ‘approved’ sources. I could tell they weren’t
comfortable with my responses, but they could not argue with
how they were crafted nor how they fit with church doctrine.
They left with a reluctant stamp of approval.

Later that summer, just before my birthday, George and I went
to a full moon meditation in Fountain Hills, about a half-hour
away. The gatherings were a regular occurrence that began with
a vegetarian potluck dinner and friendly conversation.

The meditation was next, guided by the woman of the house,
Yoshi, and accompanied by two folks who played Tibetan
bowls. If you’ve never experienced the pulsing vibrations from
the bowls they can put you into an altered state of consciousness
just on their own. The tones went from very high pitched pulse
to a very low pulse that took one into a deep trance.

They had a dozen or so each, so the range of tones was able to
take people through an array of sensory stimulation. The
addition of a gentle guide with spoken word offered a trip down
the rabbit hole once the eyes were closed. It felt absolutely
blissful. The core sensation remained for several hours.

We returned home later and spent a couple of hours talking
about the upcoming conference and other things relative to
CNASRA, the New Age Alliance and how our paths fit the
scenario. We reached a lull in the conversation, probably around
2 am or so, and I closed my eyes for a moment with the intent
of a moment of gratitude and prayer for more understanding.

I took a couple of deep breaths and just relaxed, then without
really concentrating on anything the question, “Who Am 1?”
arose in my mind.

Almost immediately, I heard George’s chair move like he was
shifting his weight around. I opened my eyes and turned to look
at him. As I locked on his eyes the first words out of his mouth
were, “You are Zendor.” wtf? What now? Imagine that
happening to you!

My ‘second sight’ turned on as I heard the words, with my eyes
wide open. I saw a star scape with a huge stone-arched wall
with a doorway cast in the center of it. In the middle of the wall
was a large, thick wooden door slowly opening toward me as if
to draw me inside.
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As I watched I heard a voice say, “Door to what is.” I didn’t
know what to do so I just sat there silently for a few minutes.
George didn’t have anything else to say in the moment either.

I felt a very deep sense of awe, expanded consciousness and
overwhelming skepticism for what I’d just witnessed. For those
few moments I wasn’t sure if [ was in my body or not. I
certainly never had anything like that happen yet. I had a real
hard time accepting that my internal question was answered so
synchronistically out of his mouth. Then the vision just
happened? How could I take that all in at once?

We sat there silently for quite a while before I finally spoke up
and said, “That was f...g weird!” George just laughed deeply
and smiled. Then, he just said, “Yep,” and we sat a while longer
in silence while it soaked in.

I didn’t say anything to another soul for quite some time. What
the heck could I say? It seemed like I was not living on the
fringe, I was living IN it and beyond. I’d never heard of anyone
having these kinds of themed events. Have you? I'd love to
know. I’'m sure we could swap great stories.

If I was going to speak about them I was going to have a real
hard time explaining my perspective at all. I understood why the
Ascended Masters said, “to dare, to know, to do and to be
silent.” People don’t listen to hear your perspective, too. They
make their mind up based on their own experience, lacking as
that case usually is.

I had no idea why George had spoken out at that moment in
answer to the question. I couldn’t deny it happened, though. I
asked him why he spoke out like that. He could not say, but he
knew had spoken the words. Damn...

Still, I had to admit that Zendor was a pretty cool name
regardless. It very much had the tone of a ‘Zendor the
Barbarian’ kinda thing; warrior of light and truth, or
commander of some star ship. At worst it would make a good
story someday. I wondered why it happened and who this
‘Zendor’ was really, especially since it had something to do
with me. I decided it was best to remain quiet for now and see
what plays out over time.
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Back to the daily routine and a month or so later I made the
transition back to second shift when I got demoted at work. The
demotion seemed really odd because I had been performing
beyond expectations. I learned later that I had threatened the
status quo when asked to find a consultant to help the
department with interpersonal skills, not to mention finding an
excellent one when asked. Corporate culture wasn’t my forte.

I didn’t spend much time with the kids except for a brief time
after school. They would wake me up on weekends, though, and
it was such a joy to have them bouncing around on top of me.

About a month later I published an article in the Arizona Light,
a fairly new metaphysical newspaper published in Scottsdale. It
was about the extraterrestrial presence and what it might mean
for the development of a new world order with their help. I
presented several questions and explored a variety of
circumstances that might affect the outcome for our planet.

I picked up a copy at a nearby metaphysical store in Tempe
aptly named Chakra, and noticed a display advertisement right
below my article.

This location would have great significance over the next
decade, transforming from Chakra to Everything Earthly over
time, including writing the latter’s business plan as part of my
degree work a few years later.

The display ad stated that two people, Steven and April White,
were going to be at the Metro-center Roadway Inn on August
17th channeling Ashtar and Athena.

Hmmm... What was I going to find?

I felt like I was in between worlds for a moment, conflicted by
asking for truth and having it show up in undeniable ways. It
was also the anniversary of the Harmonic Convergence so the
synchronicity turned serendipitous as I entered yet another
unknown event.

The string of events over the last few months continued to
unveil what appeared to be a serendipitous vein of truth in my
life. So my curiosity got the better of my fear of knowing the
truth. Trust me, when you’ve got this self-discovery process
going on for your entire life it can be excruciatingly fun.
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I have to be willing to suspend my beliefs in a given moment
and, despite knowing it always turns out okay, it is still as
intimidating as facing your worst fears. I went beyond my
reluctance to inquire further and showed up at the meeting.
After all, I had committed to the process of knowing truth and
fulfilling whatever ‘mission’ I’d been given initially.

I showed up at the hotel a half hour early so I could hang out
and just observe who was showing up, wondering if I’d
recognize anyone. I had only recently entered the metaphysical
community in the Valley and I didn’t know that many people.

I have no trouble engaging people I don’t know. It’s like having
a friend you haven’t met yet. I did meet quite a few new people
that evening. They all seemed somewhat normal, even though
some of them dressed funny. I’d meet some of them again later,
some sooner than later.

The room held about 150 people and it was maybe two-thirds
full at $20 each. I thought I’d seen a couple of folks around, but
didn’t know anyone personally yet.

I said nothing about my reason for being there and sat over next
to the wall. I hoped I could remain anonymous, but I had a
feeling it might turn out differently.

I was surprised that so many people were there. I had done
some minor research and only knew that these two, Ashtar and
Athena, were supposed to be the ‘local’ representatives of
something called the Galactic Federation as a branch called the
Ashtar Command. I didn’t know much more at the time.

By ‘local’ T meant for this region of space, extending beyond
our solar system and encompassing some others. I knew nothing
of the so-called Ashtar Command then, let alone what my future
relationship would evolve to be over the next decade. I certainly
wasn’t prepared for their message that night.

Steve and April were absolutely gorgeous people, both over 6
feet with long blonde hair and bright blue eyes; magnetic
personalities that appeared warm and loving beyond most
people I’d known to date. I thought of introducing myself but
decided it was best if I didn’t just yet; remaining anonymous
would be best for now.
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We did manage to meet eyes and nod before their presentation,
although there was no verbal exchange. They felt strangely
familiar, but I knew I’d never met them before this evening
event. | was rather taken aback by what happened next.

Steve and April asked everyone to please be seated and that
they were going to begin. They explained a little about what
they were doing, who Ashtar and Athena are, and what their
purpose is at this time. It was interesting to say the least. I knew
a little from research.

According to them Ashtar and Athena were 5" dimensional
beings responsible for managing and monitoring the fulfillment
of soul contracts. In other words, to make sure certain
individuals who incarnated on various planets followed through
on their missions, completing them as per their created and/or
volunteer contracts. I thought of Star Trek on steroids.

It sounded like another spin on following divine will, only there
were administrators to make sure everything ran smoothly.
Somehow that made sense to me then, even more so now. It
followed the story of the Bible, too, so I thought.

When Steve went into his channeling mode, his eyes were
closed and he remained seated on a stool for five minutes or so,
gradually standing up and addressing the group. He continued
to keep his eyes closed. I hadn’t seen this before.

After going on for a bit about the Galactic Federation and its
purpose, he began talking about the administration of the
Federation and what his [Ashtar] role was in it. At this point
Steve, still with eyes closed, appeared to be looking straight at
me. [ wondered if he really was.

To remove any doubt and as soon as I noticed what I thought
was more focus on me than the rest of the group, he opened his
eyes and continued to look at me without moving his gaze for
several minutes. Images and thoughts cascaded in my mind,
vacillating between understandings beyond the words coming
out of his mouth and questioning what the hell was going on
here. I was getting a ‘download.’

I was beginning to feel a bit 'on the spot' in front of the small
crowd of people in the room. I was thankful no one knew me
well. I was afraid of being asked why he was focusing on me.
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He would address the group for a few minutes and then come
back to me as though his message was important for me to hear.

I have to say that I understood his explanations of the
administration to a great degree. The protocols and processes
sounded very familiar for some reason. He brought his talk to a
close and April began to speak.

Athena appeared to have just as much interest in me, although
she did look around the room a bit more than Ashtar had. She
explained what the feminine aspect of their co-commandry was
in relation to the care-giving toward humanity and especially
those who were part of the Galactic Federation that had
incarnated into physical bodies at this time.

There was never any direct mention of me specifically; although
she did speak of some 'experiments' that would seem very
difficult for people of earth to understand just yet. Something
made me think I was one of those experiments, though. I felt
like a universe test tube baby.

I wasn't sure what that was about, even though part of me felt
that I understood what she meant. I have to say that [ was more
interested in the explanations of the inner workings of the
administration, yet it felt that her explanations were also just as
important although they were more intuitive in nature. I was
very much in my head at the time; a voracious investigator and
curious intellect with a need to know.

After the channeling came to a close I waited until everyone had
done their thing with the two of them, like hugs or brief
discussions and what not. When 1 finally had the chance to
speak to them privately, I asked them if they were aware of
staring at me quite often during their channeling. I was hoping
they were so I could ask more questions.

They looked at each other and shrugged their shoulders in
unison. They were not aware of what they did during the
channeling as they are 'off somewhere else' when Ashtar and
Athena were present in their bodies.

I left feeling a bit more aware and conscious of some of the
things I had questioned, but it still felt so surrealistic that I knew
better than to speak openly of how I was feeling or thinking. |
certainly hadn’t had the experience of ‘channeling’” myself, so I
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was unaware of what people go through in their own process of
doing so. I’d find out a few years later.

It certainly left me with more questions than answers then. I
figured that, in time, all my questions would be answered. I
knew that as more answers came, more questions would evolve
as a result and the never-ending process of learning would
continue. I have the sense that it is a life-long process and, even
after transition, there will be questions on the other side.

Awareness seems to grow from asking better questions,
regardless of the subject material or topic one engages. I find
learning fascinating and for that reason consider that I am an
eduholic. I'm okay being anonymous.
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There is ho
enfighcenment
outside of daily lire.
Thich Nhat Hanhh
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New Age and Old Age Rhetoric

The New Age Alliance was made up of about 30 member
groups; various new age business, study groups, churches, and
organizations. The Alliance's mission was to present a
consistent message about what the 'new age' was really about in
terms of accountability and responsibility of self toward others
and the planet.

The mission seemed congruent with my own, so it was easy to
get involved. I’m a sucker for getting involved with curious and
intriguing things. All I needed was an invitation and the time.

I was then a Director of the Church of New Age Spiritual
Revolution of America. The Church is now defunct, although I
have fond memories of our meetings. My introduction to
CNASRA began with a dream and continued with delight, at
least for a while.

I had rented a property with a guest house as I thought I might
need it soon, given the trend of my marriage. I was looking for a
renter, too. I got more than I expected.

The precursive dream was an elaborate scenario that began with
an off-planet civilization that apparently I was visiting. The
people were human-looking, yet possessed a certain energy that
I could feel, like their feelings and thoughts were completely
available as a sensation they emitted or rather exuded.

It seemed to bond everyone together so that few words were
necessary, like they had mastered telepathy way beyond any
human capacity. It was quite comfortable and even serene. The
sensations were exquisite.

I was being escorted around to various groups and at times it
seemed like we leapt across some distance without effort. As I
became more familiar with the area, my escort allowed me to
determine the destination of our journey. I explored some of the
architectural developments that had symbolic designs
incorporated in their structure.

It felt very freeing and there was a sense of ‘love’ that
permeated the atmosphere. After some time of bounding around
from place to place, like a student that had just learned how to
fly, it came time for me to depart. The one thing that stuck in
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my mind was the escort’s name... Sara. Her name would stick
in my head for years.

A few days later I was reading a metaphysical newspaper and
found an article about a church called The New Age Spiritual
Revolution of America. I was intrigued by the article’s message
and author, calling for an open inclusion of all spiritual paths as
a way to generate a more complete experience of life.

I had one of those promptings that you just have to follow, so |
called the number listed in the article. That’s how I met George
Lareau. He eventually became our renter for a bit.

During the conversation he referred to the church as
‘CNASRA,” which made me think it could be related to my
dream somehow. Then I wondered if it would be more like a
can of worms and I wouldn’t be prepared. I proceeded to set up
a time to meet.

I liked his model of consciousness and a document he’d written
called Three Peaks which outlined a model for understanding
truth based on two paths, mind and experience, which led to
belief and awareness respectively. It was much the same as I’d
found, only with his particular verbiage instead.

I was invited to step into a leadership role by the end of our
conversation. [ told him I would consider it but needed more
information about his intentions and the tenets of the church.

George was slightly shorter than me and at 5’8 not too many
guys were shorter. He had dark and mysterious yet warm eyes
with short wavy dark brown hair. He looked like he had been
athletic at one time, a bit stocky and in good shape. He had a
glean in his eye that was curious.

We engaged in a lengthy conversation and I found he had been
a photographer and writer by profession until recently, noting
that his arthritis was making both vocations painfully difficult
to perform. He had still managed to pound out numerous
articles. He had his ‘church’ in a small multi-office complex in
a low rent area off the main drag in Apache Junction.

So with a little persuasion I became a Director of CNASRA as
he had just recently founded the church and was building
capacity. The deep conversations and explorations were more to
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my liking than my Mormon ones, yet I remained committed to
the LDS duties I was expected to perform as an elder.

My goal was still to seek truth, where ever it may be found. I
couldn’t deny the feeling of flow that was present here with
CNASRA. The Bishopric didn’t appreciate it, though. They
came over to question me about the discussion group I had
started. Seemed my wife was at work again.

Apparently the bishopric was at least tolerating my efforts as |
was able to reference materials they could not deny. It may have
irritated them, but I was well within the ‘letter’ of the preferred
path. I felt solid in the process. That was all that mattered to me
at the time.

George invited me to attend a meeting of the New Age
Alliance, a newly formed group that was seeking to build
membership through member groups. It was a collaborative of
leaders from various new age groups around the valley.

Their intention was to present a common sense view of what the
‘new age’ was all about... accountability and responsibility on
personal and planetary levels. In that way we would be able to
make sense common to each other and the public at large as we
continued to move forward. It seemed aligned with my goals as
well. I felt some excitement.

I was excited that such a group existed and gladly accepted the
invitation. He said they were beginning to plan an event for the
fall and thought my organizational skills might come in handy.
They did indeed.

Their mission and the opportunity to help put on an event were
attractive. The purpose was consistent with my own knowing so
I gladly went along for the ride. George told me that they were
working on putting together a large event to be held at the
Biltmore Hotel in Phoenix, a high class older establishment
with a great history of prominent people filtering through for
decades. | wanted to get involved.

I had been running a discussion group already and thought I
might be able to help with the event production. Regardless, |
wanted to check out how the group felt and responded to each
other as they were developing their organization. There was a
chance for collaboration.
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I’d previously been in charge of an emergency response team at
the aerospace company and then facilitated a commercial spares
production desk that shipped over $7 million in parts every
month. I had the run of the plant for both and excelled in the
latter. Project management was a natural progression of my
personal development.

At the aerospace company I was constantly soliciting the
collaboration of others without direct command authority and
surpassing monthly goals for the year and a half I was on the
desk. My superiors were so impressed they asked me what my
secret sauce was to get the job done.

Then I went to the military spares desk as part of a special team
to reduce delinquent shipments where I brought the same
interpersonal skillset that had proven so effective. I had a knack
for helping people naturally and it seemed I garnered their
respect by doing so; removing many hoops normally in place if
I needed something prioritized. I developed a great reputation as
a guy who could get things done as a result.

There were 35 people in the department, each with a top priority
attitude that often demanded compliance rather than use of a
softer touch. People don’t like to be threatened to do their job.

Before I left I had the opportunity to bring in a consultant for
team building and interpersonal skills. Well, at least for the
discussion with my general supervisor. I got demoted three
weeks later, though. I wonder why.

I found out my stats were at the top of the department’s
shipment records nearly every month. I didn’t understand
corporate culture at the time and thought my intentions would
be seen for what they were, genuine and sincere.

Unfortunately, the obvious success became a threat to the status
quo that used the fear of reprisal for their command and control
methodology to get the job done.

By the time the demotion came, I was in the throes of a divorce
as well, so why not get both cheeks smacked and a kick in the
ass to boot.

Did I remember something about trials and tribulations in my
life? I had never imagined what that kind of betrayal felt like,
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giving my best in both worlds and it not be enough. I learned a
tough lesson and it was quite painful.

Here I was in a different environment, but there by choice and
likely not to get the same treatment I’d received a few months
prior, hopefully. Surprisingly, though, during the meeting there
were egos flaring and an argument ensued between one of the
members and the chairman. The member left in a huff.

I thought the behavior was very unprofessional, even childish,
yet I kept my mouth shut and just focused on calming my own
energy. My first instinct was to speak up and determine what
the real issues were, but this was my first meeting and I wasn’t
sure it would be appropriate, so I remained silent.

I’d brought a purple folder with our CNASRA application for
membership and during the bantering I simply held it between
my fingertips of both hands, closed my eyes, and breathed
slowly and deeply to center myself so as not to be pulled into
the energy. It seemed to work.

I did not think it was so obvious, yet after the meeting a bright
and bubbly blue-eyed elder woman much shorter and looking
like a Pillsbury commercial came over to me, looked me
straight in the eyes and said, “I know you from long ago and I
like what you are doing.” I liked that and her instantly. Ruth
Fortier was cool.

I asked what she meant and she related that she had been
watching me from the other side of the circle during the
argument. She said she could see the light around me and how I
moved it around the room through my breath. I hadn’t had
anyone approach me like that, let alone explain what they could
‘see.” 1 didn’t know exactly what 1 was doing, only that I
followed my feeling.

I flashed on Gary Thomas and me taking turns watching each
other leaving our bodies back in college. I remembered how odd
it felt, yet it was a reality we tested and found true. I suppose
others could have similar abilities. I had felt like there was more
going on energetically than most were aware and told her so.
Something inside me was activated and I just followed the flow,
sending out the energy to harmonize the scene.
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It felt nice to be recognized for my efforts even though I was
just following my heart-felt desire to calm the energy in the
room. I’d felt that kind of energy on many occasions at the
aerospace company in the production meetings. It felt really
uncomfortable, almost debilitating, and certainly diminishing.

I dared not speak up there for fear of reprisal in such an
environment. But there it seemed more fitting because of the
type of leadership in place — command and control. Nobody felt
safe in that kind of environment, except those in charge.

This group of metaphysicians was supposed to be different,
more open and respectful. I guess human emotions show up the
same everywhere. Nevertheless, I was compelled to center and
share from that place, moving shareable energy through the
room and the people in it.

I got more involved with the group over the next couple of
months and became the advertising chairman for the
conference, which was now called ‘A Metaphysical Coming
Together.” Who wouldn’t understand that theme?

I met with several smaller groups to put together the agenda and
help design the program. I was having fun and enjoyed the
challenge. It kept me from feeling the depression of a marriage
heading for the train wreck.

I met with Norma Graham, one of the event coordinators, one
evening at a Village Inn to discuss some special sessions for the
event. She worked as an office manager in real life, was about
at least 20 years older and our relationship was sort of like a
great aunt that was hip to all the weird stuff too.

While we were sitting at the booth, she began staring at my
forehead. I could tell something else was going on, but wasn’t
sure just what yet.

In a few moments she grabbed a napkin and started drawing on
it. When she was done she had drawn a hexagram with a circle
and dot inside the center with wings coming off the top two
triangles. I know I had to have looked really confused in that
moment. [ was really curious, too.

I asked her what the heck was going on. She told me that she
saw the image in the middle of my forehead and wanted to draw
it before it disappeared. She told me it was a symbol of the
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Ashtar Command and she had never seen it on someone’s
forehead before now. Oh shit...

I figured it was time I told her what had happened with George
and the name ‘Zendor’ as well as what happened at the
channeling I’d attended recently with the Whites. She listened
intently and asked what impressions I got from these events. I
couldn’t believe how open she was being in our discussion.

I told her I wasn’t sure what was going on, but it seemed to
have something to do with a deeper part of me that I was having
a real difficult time wunderstanding. She had no more
information at the time, so we shifted our attention to the duties
of the conference and details we needed help with from the
other members of our event team. The event was just over a
month away and we had a list of potential advertisers to contact.

A couple of weeks later I got a call from her to let me know she
had been contacted by KTAR and they were looking for
someone to interview. They had the date and mid-afternoon
time already set up. No one else was available or willing to go
on the radio. So, she thought maybe I might be willing. I was
excited with the opportunity and jumped in.

As the date got closer I became more anxious. I wanted to
present the best image possible and I knew that KTAR was
more of a conservative station, the largest AM station in the
Southwest at the time. I set aside the insecurity and stepped into
the booth. It was better than I expected, at least for a little while.

Mel Young was the interviewer. I couldn’t have asked for a
better or more considerate and knowledgeable gentleman. We
started off the interview discussing some of the more obvious
interests in the new age movement including crystals, esoteric
philosophy and the quest for understanding spirituality beyond
organized religion filled with dogma. He mentioned that his
wife had some crystals at home, so he was at least familiar with
how they supposedly worked.

Our theme for the conference was to explore ethics and
responsibilities for the new age. I went through a short list of
speakers and topics and talked about the musicians that would
be providing entertainment. I felt comfortable and was enjoying
the discussion until he opened up the phone lines. That’s when
the shock came.
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I thought it was the perfect place to go into the public
mainstream with the information about awareness and ethical
behavior compelled by the depth of the extraterrestrial and
spiritual themes expressed throughout the membership of the
New Age Alliance.

I think Mel was even a bit surprised with the callers. We got
more angry folks asking what gave me the right to determine
what God’s message was for people than questions about the
conference. I even recognized one of the callers as a guy who
was a member of our ward in Tempe, married with children and
had made several advances toward my wife.

I was tempted to expose him on the air but thought better of it.
Looking back, I wish I had. Mel deflected some of the overly
aggressive callers with a great sense of humor, redirecting the
focus back to the discussion about the conference and that we
weren’t there to discuss my personal belief system. I thought
people would be more open, but I was wrong.

I must have been very naive to think that KTAR listeners would
be more open-minded. After all, Arizona is a Red State and
filled with conservative rednecks for the most part. I know that
might seem a little judgmental, but after so many years of living
here I might as well call a spade a spade. Now in 2013, the
Independents are up to 33%.

My challenge has always been that I tend to believe people are
more intelligent and better behaved than they may appear.
Sometimes I’ve been proven right. Unfortunately it has been my
experience that even in places where one would expect a certain
higher level of behavior, it just doesn’t happen.

As I get older, the cynicism is beginning to creep into my
consciousness. [ try to keep the thoughts on a humorous tone,
but people in general are still, to use an Agent K phrase, “dumb,
panicky, dangerous animals and you know it.” They project
their own insecurity and misguided notions on others and
expect absolution for their behavior when someone calls them
on it. They feel even more threatened when you ask them to
listen without judgment or to suspend their belief system.

I’m beginning to realize that the ‘thetan’ nature in man is
actually missing. Humans don’t think beyond their behavior,
they don’t wonder what manipulates or motivates and they
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certainly don’t look for cohesion. They seem to be stuck in the
ease of argument and the notion of others as enemies until
proven otherwise.

I seek to be contrary to those notions and instead to look for
what connects us and to explore the nature of an evolving
consciousness that seems to point to a collective, a unified field
of care and concern for all living things.

There are indeed more layers to our human nature that cause us
to pause and wonder at the intelligence of creation. Maybe the
possibility of those ‘friendly skies’ teeming with other family
members is really too overwhelming.
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New Age and Old Age Rhetoric

If there (s a sin against lite, it
consists perhaps not so much in
despairing of lite as in hoping
for another lite and in eluding
;‘/77[5 implacale grandevr of this
ife.

Albert camus
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Confronting Events

After joining the New Age Alliance I had volunteered to be an
'investigator' of organizations that were applying for
membership. One of my assignments was to investigate a group
that had formed around a channel for an entity named Jabar.
Lauren Schmidt was the ‘channel.” His townhouse was used as
their regular meeting place, just off 16™ St and Colter. It was a
nice place with adequate space.

My oldest daughter had continued to show deeper connections
and I enjoyed the curiosity she had toward them. I decided to
take her with me to visit Lauren’s group. We left home for a
little father/daughter time but weren’t specific as to where we
were going or what we would be doing. It was better that way.

My background with channels was a bit skewed as I'd found
most of them to be skilled manipulators that were more about
power than perfection. I knew enough from all the reading I had
done that information was available and could be easily
promoted as though it was being ‘channeled.” I’d met some
folks that ‘felt’ much different, though, like Steve and April.

I had introduced myself and my daughter upon arrival and that |
was there on Alliance business. He was a pleasant man to
converse with, showing no signs of being interested in his own
profit, although there was a charge. There were about 30 or so
people there and we all sat around the living room of the
townhouse. Some chairs were provided, but most of us sat on
the floor. Krystal and I sat to the side against the wall.

We talked for a moment while the other guests were arriving. I
related that I would let him know of the status of their
membership submission after reporting back to the New Age
Alliance membership committee. I liked what I’d found so far
and told him so.

Just prior to the group session he had changed into a shiny
emerald green floor-length robe, appearing very regal if I might
add. My daughter and I sat on the floor in the back of three rows
of people, leaning on the wall next to the arcadia door. I thought
this would be a good vantage point to view the show. I also like
that we had something to lean against.



Confronting Events

Lauren sat down and explained what was about to happen,
invited us to have a short meditation, and went into his
'channeling' mode. I watched as he went through a process of
preparation in order to channel. I felt more open as well.

His energy changed dramatically and he appeared to physically
become more centered and upright, like his body was being
straightened by a posture coach. I could sense another presence,
too. I wondered how he would sound.

He was a bit different than most I'd witnessed in that he stood
and walked around with his eyes wide open. He addressed
several people with questions and answers and then turned his
eyes on me with a little more of an intense gaze.

At first I thought, okay... here it comes. I looked into his eyes
wondering what was going to come out of his mouth. I wanted
to hear every word, I thought.

Then he said, "You are still looking for your parents, aren't you?'
Wow, that was totally unexpected. How did he know? I guess
he is psychic, or at least open.

I had said nothing of my adoption or quest for finding my
biological parents, let alone celestial parents. Immediately I
knew something was up and he had some connection beyond
the manipulators. I relaxed as much as I could even though I felt
really nervous.

So I answered, “Yes, but I'm not so interested in the terrestrial
lineage as much as I am the celestial lineage now.” I had longed
for some kind of terrestrial connection for most of my life, but
had recently realized I needed to move beyond it.

“That's good,” he replied, “'but you'd still like to know who they
are wouldn't you?” I replied, “Of course,” not knowing what
was about to come.

“Would you like to know their names?” he asked and I said,
“Absolutely!” All I heard was, “They are A.... and A....” 1
blocked out his words for some reason, like I was not willing to
listen. I had NEVER done that before. It was odd because he
spoke quite loudly and was easy to hear otherwise. ‘Odd,” I
thought, then, ‘shit, I missed a golden opportunity.”
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Since I did not hear the names I had no knowledge of who they
were yet, but I knew he’d given actual names even though all |
heard were the first letters phonetically. I sat there for a
moment, puzzled and not wanting to appear like I wasn’t
listening. I had a moment of extreme depression having missed
the names. I felt really disappointed.

I had a thought...

I turned and asked my daughter what he'd said, not knowing if
she would recall. She replied, 'Ashtar and Athena.' I knew who
they were, turned back and said, “Thank you,” to Lauren/Jabar.
My mind was conflicted and confused, but I held on. What was
that about?

Although 1 was familiar with Ashtar and Athena by now,
hearing Jabar’s answer sent me reeling. What the heck is going
on? I want to make sense of all this, but it was beyond my
ability to create some kind of logical explanation. Part of me
wanted to know more and another part of me was afraid to ask.
I’'m sure you might be a little concerned if you were in my
shoes, too.

My daughter was full of questions on the way home. She
wanted to know who Ashtar and Athena were because she knew
Nanna and Pawpaw were Daddy’s parents. We had no
conversations about my adoption yet, and I wasn’t sure how to
answer her.

In doing so, I framed it like a fairy tale where Daddy was a lost
boy who had been raised by adoptive parents who had come to
his rescue. He had known this was true early on, and still grew
up like they were his real parents.

He went on to start his own family, but he was still looking for
his real parents. Maybe, he thought, he could rejoin his own
family someday. It was hard to separate myself from the story,
but by telling her that way it seemed to give me some distance
that felt healthy.
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Seeking Mastery in the Mayhem

A few months earlier I was given the name 'Zendor' by George
after asking the question, “Who am 1?” internally. I had never
had anyone answer a question I’d asked in silence. Now here
was some guy | didn’t know channeling an entity I’d never
heard of telling me that my parents are Ashtar and Athena,
which I knew were supposed to be some cosmic divine couple
in charge of soul contract management as part of some Galactic
Federation.

It was enough to drive me nuts. I questioned my sanity and even
if this kind of expanded reality were even possible. I was
finding it real hard to believe that this didn’t have something to
do with that visit back on the Convergence and into the White
Light as a teenager in college. I wondered... what’s next?

Meanwhile, I was still reeling with the implications of whom or
what I was from a variety of psychics I'd met around the state
while delivering the Arizona Light newspaper. I’d taken the job
just after moving out of the guesthouse shortly after my ex and
our children moved back to Indiana.

Apparently Zendor is a commander of a mothership according
to every psychic that I asked about the name. It was too much
not to pay attention. I still groped for understanding and felt it
slip away continuously.

As I ventured around the state, I got the opportunity to meet
many psychics. I continued my method of making sure that my
questions were not associated with any prior information
shared, so I kept my mouth shut regarding the name having
anything to do with me.

In conversation I would engage them by talking about all the
names | hear people taking on and simply wait until an
appropriate moment and ask, 'Hey, btw... what do you get from
the name Zendor?' Then I’d shut up and wait for response. I
made sure to act as if it was someone else.

At that point they all did their little 'check-in' routine and then
answer. Watching the ‘check-in’ process was intriguing. I could
see they would visibly take a moment and go deep inside.



Seeking Mastery in the Mayhem
Invariably the consistent answer was “Oh, he's the commander
of a Mothership.”

I kept thinking this is useless information, but why is it always
the same? If it is true, then I wonder what the name of the ship
1s? Dare I even ask? And if so, so what?

A couple of months went by and I got my answer. A woman
came up to me after a UFO study group I facilitated at Peter
Teekamp’s art gallery and studio in Apache Junction. She’d
introduced herself as a practicing psychic at the beginning of
the discussion. I wondered if she would repeat.

After the group finished we had a few minutes conversation
about some of our common beliefs. She asked if we could meet
for lunch the following week. We made plans to meet the
following Tuesday in downtown Mesa. I wondered what would
happen, if I’d get the same story.

During our lunch I asked her the same question about Zendor,
not giving any other information that might taint her response.
She immediately replied the same as the others had and told me
she knew which one. I'll keep that quiet for now.

I still don't know what the heck it all means, but it is consistent
with the experience | had during the Harmonic Convergence.
Those ‘shoes’ were showing up again as I continued to test the
waters of life and reality I’d grown to know was far more
intriguing than one could imagine.

If I were to adhere to the answer to my question of, “Who am
1?7 then accordingly the soular signature of my finite self is
known as ‘Zendor.” I have to say these perceptions were a bit
overwhelming at times because it set me apart from the crowd. I
guess that is by design, eh?

Knowing that I came from another world of experience and
learning how to negotiate this world gave me a lot of
opportunity to check my understanding. It also raised eyebrows
when I asked questions that seemed like I wasn’t well-grounded
in this world at all. I’d had a couple of very different
experiences with psychiatrists to date, from opposite ends of the
spectrum. I was cautious but still didn’t keep my mouth shut.

One had the awareness to know that something was different
with me yet had the presence of awareness to explore the
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possibilities with an open mind. The other was quite the
opposite, assessing my discussions and openness from a very
‘clinical’ perspective straight out of the DSM IV, used to
properly label psychological issues.

The former encouraged me to continue discovering who I am
with some caution in regard to sharing what I knew openly. The
latter simply didn’t want to hear anything outside his frame of
reference. I have to say the discernment filters hadn’t developed
yet as I was still naive, thinking everyone would be open to
exploring reality. Sometimes that just isn’t possible.

I had experienced the dichotomy first hand, from Christians and
psychiatric worlds alike. After sharing my experience, which of
course I could only speak from first person, those who had been
steeped in confining belief systems saw me as a threat to their
safety and security.

Their knowledge could not provide the framework from which
to listen without bias or prejudice.

This is a dilemma the One still faces in each individual, yet can
only be shifted through a personal experience.

Once the question is presented — are we one? — Individuated
consciousness opens to aspects beyond the current experience
level of the individual, often throwing them into a spin cycle of
cognitive dissonance.

Gives new meaning to having a Mobius operandi, huh? Such is
the nature of ‘spooky action at a distance’ from Einstein’s
consideration of quantum entanglement... non-linear reality
beyond our physical world. I think it’s called multidimensional.
It is certainly operational.
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Seeking Mastery in the Mayhem
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What is Truth?

Is it objective, subjective, all-inclusive or mutually exclusive to
personal and/or shared experience?

Does it apply even when we deny it?

Do we have the capacity to know it with our senses with some
kind of ease?

Are we greater beings under limitations of modern science and
spirituality?

How about cosmic truth?
Are we alone or preparing for a family reunion?

Will there indeed be a rise of consciousness that changes the
way humans interact?

I would like to explore the above questions and share some
possibilities while including some personal findings that have
helped me to explore questions you may have as well.

I’1l tell you right up front that your current view of reality may
change as a result. After all, I come from a different place
according to my experience, let alone the massive research over
the years. At first I didn’t accept it, but I had to acquiesce to
what I was shown, over and over.

Not until my early 30s, after my divorce, did my adoptive
parents tell me that my IQ was off the scale as an elementary
student. Early on I became comfortable being a deep thinker, so
it didn’t surprise me when the information was finally shared. I
felt a little deprived even though I fully understood why they
might want to keep me from knowing. It could have gone to my
head and turned me into an intellectual snob.

It was more of a relief to know that I had some significant
differences from my fellow human beings, even if it did go to
my head for a while. How could it not? So many things made
sense as I grew to know the secrets of personal growth and
cosmic connections.

I still felt a gap, though. I had some unanswered questions that I
was still formulating as my experiential data base grew.



What is Truth?

I've followed the science track for investigating consciousness
for most of my life. It seems I am an eduholic, looking for
satiation in discovery. Neuroscience and psychospiritual
technologies have fascinated me for most of my life, but to
speak of either in most company draws the shades.

I've met and had lengthy conversations with some very
interesting people along the way, some of them quite renowned
in their various career fields and areas of study including the
sixth man on the moon and a hybrid human.

Name dropping just doesn’t seem appropriate.

What I continue to see in the extrapolations of science is an
explanation/observation of phenomena and not the bridging of
worlds. The latter, from the perspective of an experiencer, is the
most important. Nietzsche stated that God wants to have
playmates. I agree completely.

A phenomenon is most often a mental distraction, like the
smoke and mirrors to hide the trickery of a magician. We get
stuck trying to figure it out instead of stepping back and
observing how it works. [It] references any manifestation of the
moment, serendipitous synchronicities of feeling, thought and
spooky action, however bizarre or incredulous [it] may seem.
Our vision is clouded by the preoccupation with the external;
what we can determine is real with our five senses.

For an increasing number, the internal senses are becoming
their guide in both personal and professional realms. From that
internal perspective, the recognition of 'connection' to a much
larger reality is quite obvious. Dudley Lynch includes the
spiritual component in corporate organizational development
surveys since the 1980s and has had tremendous success with it.
He used the Graves spiral values development theory, which
essentially says: “The kind of values your brain chooses for
itself depends on how it is currently wired! But it doesn’t
necessarily always stay wired that way.”

Living this new awareness, what we may call spirituality or
even whole-brained thinking, reveals a connection to
everything, a confluence of body, mind and spirit. Maybe even
a door to soul, the unified field component of BEing. What do
you think?
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To remain a distant viewer only continues the tendency to sleep
with one eye open. There is difficulty in being transparent and
vulnerable. A common language spoken free of fear and
tempered with compassion is nonexistent. Those who’ve
become aware and precipitated an inexplicable moment are
much more at ease.

I think that is because of a deep sense of knowing ‘what is;” a
submission to something within the person they know is beyond
their comprehension. It is pure faith and total trust, but they still
don’t step out in front of a bus. There are rules while in the
human body; awareness allows bending them.

To the experiencer, though, the balance comes through
suspension of belief systems. Why? Because ‘truth’ is meant to
be tested, even according to the great gurus, minds, mystics,
prophets and sages throughout history. The scientific method is
of great value, even though we aren’t necessarily looking for
repeatability. Or do we need that to prove any truth?

Ultimately, the universe has no secrets when one learns how to
ask the right questions and simply observes reality without
preconception. The signs are everywhere. The better the
questions, the more one learns the depths of reality. How are
your questions?

When one can learn to be in the present moment without
attachments to the past or future, the perception of a holistic
reality begins to emerge. The notion of duality may even
disappear, revealing more questions about the paradoxes.
Balance, in this way, means one is positioned to perceive rather
than project a belief system onto an experience in order to try
and make sense out of it.

The observer witnesses all and, when the participant patiently
waits for metacognition, reveals the moment’s natural form, fit
and function. A noticeable shift in awareness occurs and
continues to expand.

This is one of the most challenging practices of one who seeks
truth, a reality of one infinite consciousness that permeates all
life on earth and beyond. To find this consciousness at any point
in our lives is empowering, but the true maturity garnered in the
quest of balance often happens much later in life. Sometimes it

233



What is Truth?
comes early, yet most often it occurs as an empty nester or in
one’s mid-40s, according to my shrink’s research.

Whether it is a cosmological movement of our solar system
through areas of space with different rates of vibration or a
perceptual end of time or an obvious planetary shift in
consciousness necessary for our survival, there are a wide
variety of ‘weird’ experiences being had by a growing number
of people. They can’t be all crazy.

What do I mean by that?

Something beyond our previous understanding, scientifically
and spiritually, is causing a rustling in the thicket. We can hear
it, but we don’t know what ‘it’ is yet. ‘It’ is a sense of needing
to have something new that allows us to move beyond the fear
of global warming and terrorism, of hunger and war, of
homelessness and poverty. Can you dig [IT]?

Did you notice how your energy just changed at the mere
mention of the latter? Imagine that magnified a billion or so
times. Those thoughts are a mental and spiritual trap.

So, in order to balance the equation, so to speak, one might
consider shifting from a perspective of duality to one of simply
‘what 1s’ as a place of observation. One can actually find a
sense of balance, of stillness, when observing without
judgments, criticisms or condemnations. It is a start toward
living a new awareness as an enlightened individual.

This does not change the current conditions yet, but it does
provide a foundation from which to address the conditions of
change. The job, whatever it may be, becomes the boss and
everybody wins a prize when it is done. Whatever the prize, the
value is intrinsic.

This new awareness begins with it a point of perspection that
dances in the balance of the seer’s vision. We, as observers, can
move to virtually any perspective in our potential view and
perform introspective contemplations about the experience,
thought, observation or truth.

We learn to ask better questions as a result.
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It was once said that in order to be available to the perception of
the ‘next question” we need to have an awareness of silence. We
enter that silence with the intention of garnering wisdom.

If we know how to keep silence appropriately, we can maintain
silence even when speaking and acting. The ‘zen’ of the
moment is in the silence... then we move — emotionally,
intellectually, physically, verbally with the question... why?

Some experiences promote a deeper ‘why’ than others. Imagine
what the One coming forth in many would initiate. I know I’ve
had questions that no one on Earth could answer. Maybe you
are in the same boat. We are all in relation-ships on the ocean of
emotion in these times, buffeted by the tsunami of spiritual
concerns and conspiratorial notions.

I had been deeply wounded by demotion and divorce years
prior. The year after my divorce was absolutely awesome for
getting back in touch with my inner nature. I felt like I found
me again, but I’d missed a lot of opportunity to read the signs
better and have a different outcome. I couldn’t think about them
for a while. I needed to heal the wounds.

I’d kept many worlds separate during my short marriage, which
gave me a great deal of empathy and compassion for others
experiencing their transformation from finite to infinite or
human to god, again. Now I face a different challenge. I wanted
to know God more than ever know.

This 1s a challenge for even the most conscious of beings
coming to the planet surface. We all have to go through the
integration of the complete body/mind/spirit/soul complex.
Some actually accomplish it, although not without crisis. It is
the process of chaos to order that allows us to finally become
aware and grow accordingly.

We attempt to control what we do not understand and chaos
ensues. When we seek natural order, it appears.
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Part 3

Attending to the Business of Being

On Being Fine

On good days,
I'm just fine.
On bad days,

_ I'm just fine.

N In this moment,

& - "

I'm just fine.
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Excruciatingly Fun

The timing was superb. My ex-wife packed up everything,
including our children, and moved back to Indiana just two
weeks prior to the unsuspected exit strategy from the aerospace
company. Needless to say I was devastated and despondent
from the apparent reversal of commitment and feelings I still
held for both. I felt like I’d been completely loyal and given my
best to each.

Consequently, I spent a lot of time in contemplation internally.
Nearly all my friends thought I was insane for putting up with
her behavior. All I knew was that I could only demonstrate love
and oneness by example; a willingness to work through
anything that presented challenge, including infidelity as an
unconscious patterned response.

My dreamscape became surrealistic, with segues from waking
consciousness to dreamtime and back- seamless on many
occasions. I knew it was natural and part of my gestation, yet
talking about it with anyone at the time would have given cause
for careful consideration of my sanity. I’d been through that
already and kept my mouth shut.

One particular event stood out above them all. It began on board
a space ship that felt so familiar [ would have called it home in
any other reality.

I was conferring with several individuals about -certain
processes that were part of the maintenance programs for the
ship. We concluded our discussion and I returned to my quarters
where I encountered a woman that felt like she was my mate.

Our energy was so finely tuned that it seemed we began
merging as soon as | walked through the door. It felt like I
hadn’t been with her for some time. We embraced for a long
time, allowing our energy to swirl around us like I’ve never felt
before. Dream or not, this was awesome!

After some time on our feet in the swirling energy we moved to
the bed and began making love. I’ve never felt anything like it
before in my life. Looking back, I can imagine it must be what
the goal of tantric practices must be — scintillating movements
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Excruciatingly Fun
of energy swirling in, around and through each other for a long
time until the moment of climax.

I wrote of the dream in my journal and let it go. I had practical
things that needed my attention, like managing a move and
financial wherewithal to cover both my living expenses,
alimony and child support. Man I was in a pinch. I kept it
together, though, and let the dream go.

I got really depressed after they left and called up our bishop
one day, hoping to have a conversation that might help me
move through my depression. I got a real eye-opener instead.

Evidently the bishop wasn’t as well-informed as I thought. He
arrived late in the afternoon and immediately started
questioning me about my relationships before and after my
divorce. Come to find out my (ex) wife had told him she
suspected I was having an affair. Ouch!

I suppose it was one of her ways of keeping the eyes of the
church off her own behavior. I didn’t have the time, let alone
the notion; working 65 — 80 hours a week depending on the
time of the month, attending to the priesthood duties and
attending school to finish my bachelor’s degree.

I wasn’t raised with values that took commitment lightly. I
maintained integrity even if she did not.

At any rate, he showed no compassion for me whatsoever and
when I told him I had no ‘relations’ before the divorce but did
have a couple affer the divorce he thought I should be
excommunicated. I was heart-broken yet again. I just did not
understand how he thought I deserved such harsh treatment.

Later I suspected that he thought I was a liar. I reflected on the
times in my life when I fell prey to those who weren’t above
telling lies to get their way or avoid detection of responsibility.

My (ex) could be quite convincing even when there was no
truth to her assertions whatsoever. I learned that about her over
the years, but thought that it might change.

So yet another slap in the face came when the bishop continued
to push for some kind of punishment even when his superior did
not think it warranted any action. Sure didn’t help my
depression, though. I accepted the term of disfellowshipment,
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took a year to ‘repent’ and then rejoined the church only to walk
out on my own accord after getting my priesthood back.

A few months later a gentleman who had attended the
discussion group telephoned me. I really liked his energy and
intelligent manor of conversation. He mentioned that he was
having difficulty finding a roommate for a house he was going
to rent. Without knowing anything I told him ‘not anymore.’

I caught him a bit off guard with the immediate response, but
clarified that I was willing to move in and help out. I needed to
move and I just felt it was the right thing to do. It was two
months after my ex-wife moved back to Indiana and another
family had already moved into the main house. The guest house
wasn’t comfortable anymore and I longed for friendship.

The new house was on a hill in north-central Phoenix with a
gorgeous view of the downtown area from its front porch. The
night lights were particularly pleasant to watch as we could see
the flights coming into and out of Sky Harbor Airport with ease.
Sometimes we saw other things, too, but who can be sure.

The property was just under an acre, with an air-conditioned
garage that had been converted into meeting space and private
session room. The gravel driveway curled around from the base
of the hill to the back, in front of the garage and was lined with
large pieces of rose quartz — hundreds of them — on both sides.

The street was on the other side of a drainage ditch on the
western edge of the property and to the east was the Phoenix
Mountain Preserve. I was in heaven, or as nearly as I could be
then. I felt better than I had in years.

The house had been used for metaphysical meetings, mostly
based on the work of Ray Stanford and William Swygard. The
group was called the Association for the Unfoldment in Man,
AUM for short. They believed in aliens, channeling, multiple
dimensions and our ability to access them through practice and
process. I recorded a version of the multi-plane awareness
session many years later. It is on YouTube, just ‘google’ Multi-
plane and Solfeggio’ and it will be at the top of the page.

I’d been in many organized religions, including a 7-year period
in the Mormon Church. I was married and sealed in the temple
with my family, so releasing them was pretty traumatic
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Excruciatingly Fun
regardless of how detached I was in my own emotional/spiritual
progression. It was devastating.

Still, there were many discussions I’d attempted to start; only to
find out the doors weren’t open.

This group was a God-send. I felt completely at home and able
to discuss my experiences, explore new vistas and further
coagulate the notion of being Ashtar and Athena’s son,
whatever that was about in the scheme of things. At least I had
other like minds around.

I’ve got to tell you that to have the span of experience like my
life provided; it was intensely challenging to remain
appreciative at times.

I’ve found that even with a large vocabulary and genius-level
intellect, articulating the experiences still sounds like the raving
of a lunatic to most people. Their own direct experience just
doesn’t provide a place for them to hear the words without
prejudice or in the love intended.

So the folks at the house helped me to get back in touch with
the part of me I’d left behind so many years ago. I'd given 13
years of my life to the relationship, only to have it all fall apart
just after it was supposed to be so completely consecrated in the
temple. Go figure...

Did I mention trials and tribulations earlier?

I did walk away with the understanding that the reason,
primarily, that I was introduced to and felt the urge to merge
with the Church was to get the physical bestowal of the
Melchizedek Priesthood. I couldn’t get it in that way anywhere
else on the planet. 'm okay with that and it was worth all the
pain and suffering.

I have to admit that those trials and tribulations provided yet
another lens to view the human experience. I was disappointed
in the lack of openness, though, for an organization that
professed to understand humans are gods and goddesses in
embryo. Like so many humans, the concept had to be controlled
and subjugated to rules and regulations, including complete
allegiance to ‘their’ way of doing things.
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I woke up one morning with the undeniable impression that I
must communicate with the President of the Church. I wrote the
President that day, saying that if [these] things were true, then
he knew I was here. I still wasn’t sure what that meant, but I
was following the prompting as directed. I figured it would
make sense soon, or not, but I did it anyway.

I got a short and standard form letter back from the President’s
secretary a few weeks later. I was thanked for the submission
and was told the President had received my post. Nothing else
happened, although I didn’t really expect it. I figured nobody
would take me seriously.

Shortly after moving there I got a phone call from a woman
interested in the new age discussion group. I’d been advertising
it on the back page of the New Times, a Phoenix alternative
tabloid. The ad read: New Age Discussion Group — Any topic,
any question. Call 602-XXX-2729.

I got some calls in the wee hours of the morning that were quite
interesting, too. One of them was a gal contemplating suicide
that lasted till sunrise. She made it through that dark night of the
soul, but I never heard from her again. In retrospect, I’'m glad I
was there for her in that moment of need. Losing sleep was
alright to me.

A more pleasant call was received from a woman who lived less
than a mile away, across a mountain to the north. She asked a
few questions about the subject nature of our discussions and,
after vetting the answers, asked for directions to the next
meeting. She sounded intriguing.

So, this slender woman with long dark hair and a very deep
countenance came to our next meeting. Afterward she invited
me to her home for a meeting with some of her metaphysical
friends the next weekend. Little did I know that it was to meet
her daughter that had just gotten divorced and was moving back
to Phoenix. I thought, “here comes trouble.”

I pulled into a small urban ranch, with several out buildings, on
a couple of acres. Her daughter’s travel plans changed and she
wasn’t there just yet. I was pleasantly surprised to see a couple
I’d already known for some time, but hadn’t seen recently. It
was nice to catch up and Anna’s trust in me grew. I could tell by
how she engaged me in conversation.
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It got a little strange, too, as several women mentioned seeing
things around me, including dancing lights on my shoulders and
some ETs hanging out next to me. I’ve got to admit it felt really
cool for them to note their sensory experiences, but it was also a
challenge for me to accept the reality. I sure couldn’t see them,
but I did feel something and often heard the tones as well.

A few weeks later, their ranch hand brought Anna’s daughter
over to the house where I was staying. When they arrived, she
stepped out of the mini-pickup and I recognized her
immediately from the ship in my dream. Apparently she
recognized me too, because she nearly ran right over to me and
gave me a hug and kiss that felt oh, so familiar.

She was gorgeous; long blonde curly hair with a body that was
trim and fit, just slightly shorter than me with brilliant green
eyes that invited me to merge with her on a continual basis for a
time. It was obvious the dream had become reality.

We were inseparable for a couple of months from then. We
journeyed together on several occasions and I felt the energetic
connection from the base level through the crown several times,
even when we weren’t physically intertwined. We had moments
of union that felt just like they did on the ship, but there was a
sense of distance that I could not understand.

I was distracted. Consequently our relationship only lasted a
short time. We had a very mystical breakup, though, while
taking a camping trip down by the Salt River in a beautiful
setting along its banks. I thought it would be perfect for us. It
was, but not the way I had hoped it would be.

We had a campsite nestled in a small cove in the desert cliffs,
with a small cave a few meters above that housed a golden owl
family. There was a row of oleanders in front of us with a small
opening that led to the shore and a large area of river rock next
to a fast flowing area of the river.

Around midnight or so we heard horses’ hooves clamoring
about on the river rock downriver from our campsite. As we
listen in silence they got closer and closer. I told her that they
were wild Mustangs that were known to live in the area. They
are one of the few natural surviving herds in America.
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I was confident in saying that we’d soon see them come through
the opening in the oleanders, which they did. Several came
through, just a few meters away, and continued down the path
that passed just in front of our campsite which was nestled in a
small cove in the rock.

The last two, a chocolate and white one, came and stood just
few feet away from our campfire, looking at us with
investigative eyes. I could see the campfire’s reflection
glistening in their eyes as they moved their head back and forth
to take us in. A few times they both jerked their heads up as if
to notify us that they were considering whether or not our
presence was okay with them or not.

Monique wanted to get up and pet them. I told her to stay still,
warning her that if she moved at all she’d spook them and they
would run off. She still wanted to try and they ran off instantly
when she moved. That prompted an irritated remark toward me.

It happened to be a full moon as well, so she decided as long as
she was up that we were going to go for a midnight skinny dip.
She had just moved from Trucke, NV and cold water was not a
problem for her. I really didn’t like the idea, but went along.

Once 1n it didn’t take long. It was still too early in the year and
the mountain runoff was quite chilly. I began shivering from the
river water and couldn’t wait to get out, even though I
pretended to be fine with it for a few minutes. Then I couldn’t
take it anymore and had to get out.

We got out of the water and went back the campsite and dried
off. 1 noticed there was a complete flip in her personality.
Suddenly, I became the devil incarnate and she could not say
enough negative things to or about me. It was really bizarre and
completely caught me off guard and ill-prepared to respond.

I have to admit I didn’t know how she truly felt about me even
though our interactions had been powerful. I felt like she had a
psychotic break or something. Her mother had told me she was
fragile. Unstable was more like it. I didn’t know what to do.

I understood her perceptions were all projections of her own
inner turmoil (her mother warned me), but I still was a bit
shocked at the complete shift. I came to understand she was
threatened by the self-responsibility in our relationship and soon
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reverted to her old ways of manipulating others to get what she
wanted, borne of deep insecurity.

I took her home the next day and didn’t speak to her again.
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Are Past Lives Applicable Today?

Have you ever had a past life experience or regression into
realms of the unknown?

Some people have them for an instant in recognition of
someone they meet. Others choose to explore them actively,
seeking out those who practice past-life regression techniques.
I've always had my doubts as to their validity. Reality can be so
strange at times.

On the other hand, I've desired to understand the development
of our Soul, which has led me full circle back to the progression
of personality through time, past lives having a great part in the
construction of our present day experience. Each incarnating is
like molting, shedding our skin so we can continue to grow.

I have experimented with various psychic phenomena in
younger years, including Tarot cards, the Ouija board,
psychokinesis and telepathy. It still didn't prepare me for my
journey into my past, although it helped a bit. Denying my
proclivity for exploring and the insatiable curiosity I had toward
life in all its myriad forms was impossible for me to do.

For a time I studied with a group at the house that used William
Swygard's methods for regression into past lives. This particular
technique was called Multi-level Awareness in his book
(published in 1957). It uses a facilitator and specific process to
access time lines, akashic records, spirit guides, chakra
balancing, and some other nifty things.

I had been contemplating past lives for some years and recalled
that I did request to know what was important for my own
progress here now. I still had some resistance, though. Did 1
really want to know? That would make me responsible.

Several years later, I found myself in a conducive atmosphere,
with people I trusted and a method that left the experience
totally up to me. I had witnessed several others’ journeys so I
was comfortable with the process. We simply asked to view the
most important lifetime to this present one in a kind of prayer, if
you will. The rest I shall describe in hopes it may help you in
your quest and offer some encouragement.
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I'll leave out the preparation and prayer before moving into the
actual experience. The time became approximately 26,000 years
ago, offered by the prevailing consciousness in the moment. |
waited for the scenery to evolve on my internal video screen,
my mind was inactive and observant. The silence was golden.

The first scene I witnessed was looking through the eyes of one
clad in a tunic, leather breastplate, and leather sandals that
wrapped up my calves to just below my knees. There was a
large group of people around me as we walked through lush
green landscape. I'm not sure just how many as there were
approximately 20 or so in my immediate sight.

I recognized my current son striding alongside me as a teenager,
only shorter than he is now. I could look straight into his eyes.
My son now is nearly 5 inches taller. We were walking into a
valley, thick with vegetation, surrounded by a mountain range,
broken in places and not too overwhelmingly high. It was
evident that there was plenty of water, plants, trees and other
natural resources.

The next scene was one of celebration. We had built an entire
community, with many large flat-topped pyramids. It felt like it
had taken hundreds of years for some reason. It was quite a vast
metropolis that stretched as far as the eye could see. It was quite
beautiful and majestic.

There was a festival happening, honoring our accomplishment.
It was full of joy and song, with children actively engaged in
games with each other. Adults were also enjoying various
activities around the base of the platform where I sat.

The celebration was focused around a large platform, with steps
around its four sides that led down into a wide area of play,
dance and activity all around it. It seemed like a centerpiece of
the metropolis, but I couldn’t say for sure, with all the fanfare it
might have been.

The other side was steeped in steps as well, with families spread
about as though at a community picnic or concert. In the center,
toward one side of the platform, I sat in a huge chair smiling
from ear to ear, with many celebrating joyfully around me as
well. We were in different clothing, too, much less constricting.
Something on the lines of loose fitting yoga attire one might
wear today.
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It was quite the feeling of accomplishment, humility, and
unconditional love for everyone and everything. The chair
reminded me of Lily Tomlin's big rocker, dwarfing my body. It
was a work of the most ornate carving that I have seen, like the
old stone carvings of the Mayans.

The next scene came swiftly and I found myself on board a
ship, or at least it seemed like it, because there was a 'bridge’
(similar to Star Trek Enterprise) in front of me. I was walking
up to a one meter high smoky quartz looking obelisk/lectern
that had an angled surface, about 20-30 degrees toward me.

I placed my hands above it slightly and a screen appeared on the
other side of the room. It nearly filled the entire wall. On this
screen was the face of one whom I felt was my father. I don't
know exactly where he was, although my sense was far, far
away. I could have been wrong.

What he said was of immediate importance, though. He told me
there was going to be a huge tidal wave come through the area
and that time was of the utmost importance now. We had to
evacuate everyone, immediately. There was little time.

I told him I understood and thanked him for letting me know.
He again stressed the importance of immediate action. I had a
sense of urgency as I moved to the next scene, not knowing
what [ might see.

The next scene appeared chaotic with many ships in the sky
darting about, moving from place to place. I watched for a few
moments as the evacuation was being carried out with focus and
precision. There was no fear or concern for leaving the city
behind. The people were safe and that is all that mattered.

Then, almost instantly as the last of the ships left I witnessed a
wall of water that looked to be at least a mile high, come
crashing through the entire area. I felt a bit of sadness even
though I knew that everyone had been accounted for and was all
safe. | felt relieved and instantly went to the next scene.

I watched as a very handsome and dynamic looking man lying
in a chase lounge chair of sorts became apparent. He was
accompanied by a young woman holding a palm frawn, waving
it gently over him. They were atop a small flat-topped pyramid
that had been constructed in a cave that had water in front of it,
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like a lake or an ocean. He looked young, still, but his eyes were
tired though. He seemed relaxed and serene.

As I moved closer I became him, shifting my perspective and
seeing through his eyes now. They closed and the sky opened. I
could see five points of light, like an inverted pyramid, directly
in front of me yet the center point was a long way off. I began
to feel movement toward them as if [ was being drawn out.

The feeling increased as I came closer until I went into the
center point, some distance beyond the four corners. I felt like I
had transcended into another world. I had witnessed my
transition from the inside.

The screen shut off at that point, so I assumed the movie was
over and the facilitator confirmed it by bringing me out of the
session. I opened my eyes and discussed the experience with the
facilitator. I wondered if it was all real, even though I felt like it
was. There was a ‘knowing’ beyond thinking.

A few weeks later I was with a good friend and her son in
Sedona. She also has a doctorate in parapsychology so at least
there was a certain openness she had to a variety of experiences,
including her own as a practicing psychic. I’d met her almost a
year before, recommended as a guest for One World.

I had been producing and hosting a television show about
spiritual growth in personal and professional environments for
about a year and a half by then. She was recommended by a
guest and after several conversations by phone, we agreed to
meet. [ looked forward to it.

Little did I know that I had seen her in a dream just a few weeks
before our meeting. I knew our time together was going to be
interesting to say the least. I liked her personality right away,
although I didn’t anticipate being in any kind of relationship
with her in the near future.

We were in Sedona to promote a project we were working on,
Earth Concert 1989, although we took some time to visit a
favorite site - a huge medicine wheel at the entrance to one of
the canyons north west of town. It had been there for nearly two
decades, carefully crafted and nearly 30 feet in diameter.

The three of us (her son was about 12 or 13 at the time) hiked to
the medicine wheel, where I asked her to sit in the east and him
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in the south. I was impressed to sit in the center and began with
prayers and acknowledgements of ancestors, guides, and
spiritual leaders.

As I spoke I went deeper into the 'presence' within each of us. It
was an overcast day (rare enough in the desert) and the weather
intensified as I spoke. Soon there was lightning, thunder, and
rain that seemed quite synchronistic to my spoken prayers. It
was awe-striking in that moment with the environmental
punctuation, like a conversation beyond words.

Afterward my friend said that she saw some really bizarre
imagery as | was offering the prayers. Always curious about
correlations and confirmations I asked her to please tell me
more. The most significant imagery involved witnessing me
standing on a large rock just a short distance down a small hill
from where a craft had landed.

The craft itself was about a hundred meters in diameter, the
length of a football field, and there was a line of folks boarding
that came down the hill and past where I was standing. She said
it appeared as though I was part of the pick-up process, standing
there in a long shiny white robe with a staff in hand. This
seemed a bit too close to the recent viewing during my multi-
level past life experience.

Because of her abilities, as I got to know her, she was able to
connect to other beings/entities that apparently were very close
to me as well. There were several occasions when she would
begin speaking to me as though 'others' needed to make sure I
was aware and paying attention to the events and processes in
my life at that moment.

One day before attending a breakfast with a Hopi Elder in
Sedona, she told me I’d be taken up to a ship while totally
conscious during the breakfast. ‘They’ needed me to have the
experience in order to perform some task that took longer to
explain they then had time at the moment.

There always seemed to be short and concise communication
when these things happened. There wasn’t much conversation at
all, just instructions.

During the breakfast I had completely forgotten what she has
said until the elder stood up to speak. As he spoke our eyes met
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for a moment. Instantly I felt my consciousness transcend the
meeting, like it shot straight up onto the bridge of ship for a
moment and then came directly back. It happened so quickly I
didn’t have time to react. The elder seemed to crack a smile for
a split second through his stoic demeanor and then returned to
his stoic appearance as he delivered his talk to the group.

I was still curious as to my past life’s reality. I lived next to the
Phoenix North Mountain Preserve at the time, with a trail right
off our property that led to some beautiful views of the Valley.
On the next full moon, I decided to take a hike up to the butte
that was about a mile away from our house.

I stepped over the fence and proceeded up the path. About two-
thirds of the way there I paused and turned around to look back
into downtown Phoenix for some reason. What I saw was the
same mountainous outline I'd witnessed in the past life
regression. It was so eerie.

Many of these experiences I kept to myself. I learned early on
that talking about things didn't always get the results that I
hoped. Although they sound really neat, people often remain
distant from those in such experiential paths.

I've learned that the timing of things isn't always when you
expect. There can be years of drought that are replaced by an
overabundance of stimuli in a matter of days or even hours.
Nothing like getting yanked out of your comfort zone when you
least expect it.

The period of reconnection to my spiritual path, after my
divorce and separation from the corporate world, was pretty
intense with the variety of experiences that were presented to
me. It was like I had to make up for lost time.

I learned that the most valuable lessons were often the most
painful, but they didn’t necessarily have to be so. The pain was
usually because of not paying attention to the subtle signs
offered through intuition and recognizing patterns of behavior.

I again found myself wondering just how all this would
eventually make sense and fall into some kind of order that
would allow me to find a place in the world and be completely
function in it.
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Maybe someday there would be a research team that uncovers
the flat-topped pyramids under present day Phoenix. The layers
of caliche clay several feet under the surface around the valley
now might indicate that the sediment was only the top layer.
After all, it was 13,000 years, roughly, before the next tumbling.

I have to admit, though, that past lives became much less
important over the years. I learned that whatever issues or
awareness one need to resolve or encounter happens in the
moment when you make choices in how to deal with it.
Recurring patterns that cause temporary chaos are a good
indication that you need to step back and observe things.

When you can observe without engagement, you garner greater
awareness of your ability to change your behavior. It is up to
you to do so. There are no rulebooks as to how you need to
change as each individual has their own ‘stuff’ to change.
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| and the ten
thousand things

are of One Root.
Wan Shi
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And Then There Were Three

A sun is still a mystery of spiritual and physical presence, an
enigma in the intelligent design scenario. Three suns - thrice the
mystery. The Great Central Sun is a ubiquitous reference in
esoteric philosophy.

Is our central sun actually three suns reflecting the ‘trinity’
throughout all the major religions? I was faced with that
consideration one afternoon.

In the summer of 1989, while learning the techniques developed
by William Swygard, I was privileged to enjoy some interesting
explorations in the dynamics of human consciousness.

Swygard had written a book describing two techniques for
exploring the depths of our psychospiritual composition. The
two techniques are called Multi-level Awareness and Multi-
plane Awareness and his book was originally one of two covers
and no back, meaning the two were in one, much like 'Doors of
Perception' and 'Heaven and Hell' by Aldous Huxley.

These processes, although facilitated by a trained guide,
allowed deeper individual experiences to evolve within the
framework of the process.

By this I mean only vague prompts were given to direct the
consciousness in a particular direction, based on the responses
given in answer to the questions of the facilitator. The
experience was totally spontaneous from the individual's
perspective from that point onward, allowing a freer exploration
of the worlds within.

The purpose of the facilitator was more as a prompter and
recorder; to maintain a verbal link with the experiencer so that
reflections could be made afterward. In this way there was some
record for reviewing for the experiencer. Records are great for
review and it further solidifies the experience in memory.

This was definitely a metaphysical experience, yet it seems to
correlate much of the scientific research and referencing of the
'Holographic Universe' of Michael Talbot's discovery and
sharing. In fact, this paradigm has been present in several
physicists and scientist's exploration and revelatory
considerations. I suspect Tom Campbell knows this well.
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Among them are Alain Aspect, David Bohm, Karl Pribham, and
Karl Lashley. Complexologists* at the Sante Fe Institute have
created yet another theory that the Universe actually seeks to
replicate itself, based on their study of the math, physics, and
science surrounding cosmology, quantum environments, and
thermodynamics to name a few.

Striving to understand how our universe works leads us to better
understand how the human enigma works in its interaction and
living amongst the stars.

Apparently instantaneous 'faster than light' communication
between individuals, as well as brain cells, is a reality and
violates the long-held notion that Einstein fostered: no
communication can travel faster than the speed of light.

The information age, along with scientific exploration made
possible through discovery and development of new paradigms
and technology, brings with it the ability of man to question
everything he/she has learned about humans to date. Questions
scare people, especially ones that have obvious answers that
have been hidden from view or are unanswerable just yet.

This includes being able to cross-reference, if you will, the
scientific and spiritual manifestos of our history on planet Earth.
So let me take you on a little journey. You don't have to believe
it was real, although I will do my best to relate it objectively.
You’ll love this trip,

On this particular afternoon, I was in process of preparing for
one of these multi-level awareness journeys. I began by doing
some deep breathing relaxation to prepare for the process. I was
feeling my body and mind relax when all of a sudden, Zephyr, a
guide I'd known since my late teens, showed up and gave me
that look of anticipation.

You know the one, where you know you are about to have
something very profound happen and you let go of anything
else on your mind. So it was. He simply motioned with his arm
and said, "Come." And so I did.

* n. the new gurus of the emerging science of complexity.
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I exited my body with such ease that I hardly felt the departure.
Now the interesting thing is that by practicing this technique, |
had the ability to describe what I was seeing and hearing along
the way. It made it more visceral.

As soon as Zephyr showed up, I was communicating my
experience to the facilitator, who was now about to tested in
their ability to respond in a much different way. I'm sure it had
to have been pretty weird sitting in the chair next to me that
day! I had to explain who Zephyr was later, so let me do so now
if I may digress for a moment.

I'd met Zephyr while studying metaphysics with a small group
of explorers in college in my late teens. We all read many books
as well and I was in process of reading Carlos Castaneda's
works. I think I was on Journey to Ixtlan at the time. I
remember one of the consistent threads of other spiritual works
being the existence of spirit guides or allies, as he called them.

I had inquired within, through prayer, regarding the existence of
and ability to communicate with a guide or ally or guardian
angel, if you will, that was 'assigned' to me. During a meditation
one afternoon about a week later the name Zephyr and a face of
an Indian appeared in my mind instantaneously. I was a bit
shocked to say the least, especially the way he just popped in.

He appeared as an ancient Indian, with eyes so deep and
simultaneously cold and warm, peering into the depths of my
soul, yet with respect of my being. I was able to do some
research later, assisted by a friend that was an adept at
automatic writing, and found that his incarnation was over
20,000 years ago in what is now the Southwest US.

I've had numerous occasions to journey with him since. If
you've had similar experiences you can relate. If you haven't,
well just consider it a great story. Maybe, just maybe, there is
one on the way for you. No doubt your mind has been swirling.

This session was a bit different because there was now a witness
to record my experience as I related it. As I exited my body, he
became a sphere of light with his face as the only feature on the
front of the sphere. I first noticed his profile, with that large
Indian nose... rather reminiscent of Jimmy Durante.
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I found it a bit humorous and told him so. Nothing can be
hidden in those realms as even the fleeting thoughts are as
apparent as turning a light on in a darkened room. So, just let it
fly. You’ll find your way sooner or later. His humor caught me
by surprise on many an occasion.

So as I was entertaining myself at his expense he turned and
faced me with that look again. I asked him where we were
going and he only responded that I would find out shortly. He
began asking questions about what I'd learned since the last
time we journeyed.

I could see faintly the points of light, elongated, as we were
whizzing by at an incredible speed. Then nothing was in my
peripheral vision, until I felt us come to a quick stop. It seemed
like the ‘nothing’ lasted for about half the journey or maybe I
was just distracted by our conversation along the way.

I suppose the only reference to the travel route would be the
speed of thought. According to the Urantia Book, an interesting
exploration of the structure of creation, the speed of thought is
approximately 841 trillion miles per second. The speed of light
is 186,000 miles per second.

In answer to my question of direction, Zephyr told me just to
wait and see. I probed again and his silence was absolute. I then
spoke to him of other things that I had experienced lately and he
responded with analysis, some sick humor, and engaged me in
some great bantering that left me feeling very humble. I had
some pride in the depth of understanding I thought I'd been
expressing to him - consistent for a student/teacher relationship.

I think we probably all feel that way when our bubbles are burst
by our elders, bringing us back to a humble reality. One of the
aspects of the Path is to be so rooted in one's own knowing as
they are expressing it, yet being able instantly to let go of the
attachment of its truth in order for further depths of
understanding to occur.

Sometimes the knowing shifts, and must be left behind as
merely a stone on the path. At other times, the knowing evolves
into a much deeper acknowledgment of 'what is' in the
conundrum of 'What is reality?'
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This bantering lasted for about eight minutes, according to the
facilitator, as the arrival at our destination brought it to an
abrupt close. I suppose that the constant recounting of
conversation helped to anchor consistent patterns of thought and
holographic reality at that point. It was very humbling,
nonetheless, arriving in awe as well.

The discussion also had a profound effect on the facilitator's life
as it verified some inklings he'd been entertaining as possible
answers to some of his own questions about the nature of
creation and reality as we know it. Questions scare people more
than the answers sometimes, but it’s always good to ask.

I noticed a slowing of momentum and as soon as I did, I felt an
abrupt halt. We had arrived at a solar system that was beautiful
beyond belief. If you've seen Contact and Jodie Foster's
character as she witness the beauty of space you can imagine
the feeling of awe that overcame me then as I witnessed a
nearly inconceivable scene.

We had stopped outside the perimeter of the largest orbit of
some bright green planets that revolved around three huge suns
that appeared so white yet shimmered with rainbow sparkles.
They appeared to be equidistant in the center of this system with
nine planets around them.

Again, the sight of this brought up the feeling of awe that came
from such an indescribably beautiful display, much like the
movie 'Contact,’ only this was nearly a decade before its
making. I felt huge in that moment.

I only had a moment to take in the beauty before I heard a voice
that felt like the combination of the suns speaking as one. I
listened intently. The sensation was like a river of energy
flowing through me at an incredible rate of speed, like the first
fall on a toboggan run.

In response to the natural curiosity and questions I must have
been thinking, the voice (s) said, "We are not only your
forefathers; we are also the forefathers of your solar system."
How? Why? Really?

In spite of my questions I felt such a deep connection to those
words and the resonance of truth that I was thoughtless for a
moment. I wish there was a word to describe it. You get the
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picture... I was blown away. Zephyr said, "Okay, that's it, time
to go." I certainly wasn’t ready to go.

It took me a moment to regain composure and I began to want
to ask some questions. Zephyr cut me off immediately saying,
"Nope, you've got all you need. You'll figure it out." Rats!

I needed some more feedback. My mind needed more
information to process. I argued for a few moments and then
gave in to the trip back. He never did respond to those direct
questions... damn stoic Indian. He was kind enough to offer
some things to ponder, though, which gave me much more than
I realized at the time.

Once back in the room and relating the journey to fill in the
gaps of my description of the scenery, what I found interesting
is that each leg of the journey was consistent. According to the
facilitator's watch the journey of going and coming were about
8 minutes long, which was more than just coincidence.

This would indicate that it was indeed a journey that crossed
some major distance at the speed of thought or something
similar yet to be measured by modern science.

Just how the actual vehicles became 'real' or the method of
travel used was something I didn't understand as a repeatable
process. I did feel an unusually high resonance with the idea of
these suns being the foundation of our Trinity. I had no idea
how the additional questions would be answered or if they
would at all. But they were.

Just imagine what this could mean to the developmental
theories of creation and our scientific explorations into the
depths of material structure with the proton, neutron and
electron. Something created and facilitated their movement into
the elements, maybe more.

Could it be possible that the proton, electron and neutron are the
micro-reflection of the macro consciousness?

I do know this: it was much more that my feeble brain was able
to interpret, yet the imagery, voice, and travel were very real. I'd
been on many journeys to date and this was one of the most
profound and potentially rewarding in the development of a
cognitive model that removes conjecture and superstition
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regarding the nature of how we got here, or at least of our
foundation. Would you agree?

To understand the mechanisms of creation from that point
requires some intense study of the internal structure of creation.
Metaphysics seeks to explain this in my opinion, but not
completely. We still don’t know just how we learned to
condense into form.

Quantum physics and complexologists are moving closer to
explaining the next levels of garnering consciousness in
mathematical terms that result in patterns encountered in inner
space. Quantum entanglement is the new buzz word in the
metaphysical realms as well.

Methinks we are on the verge of a experiencing a Cosmic
Evolution. If that were so, many of the various schools of
thought would start to say the same thing, or at least those who
cross-reference resources would begin to see patterns emerging.

I continued to have lucid dreams and visions that made it nearly
impossible to distinguish the difference between them and
reality as I knew it. I’d had this happen in college and didn’t
feel prepared to handle it then, so I wasn’t sure I could now.
Nevertheless, it was happening.
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And Then There Were Three
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Ultimate Encounter

I love to share stories as you might have guessed, especially
about encounters with spiritual beings that we all are familiar
with yet distant in personal experience. Whether you believe in
them or not is no matter.

An old friend, a mixed-blood Cherokee named Willy
Whitefeather, used to start his talks with, "Don't believe a thing
that I say." He was quite the character. Willy wrote desert
survival books for children and worked with schools to educate
the students about desert plant life. His work has saved a few
children's lives. He was also one of the first guests on One World.

Okay, so I want to tell you a story about an encounter with Jesus
some years ago. Don't believe a word of it as I'm just relating an
experience and we all know their origin in imagination, right?

Sometimes it is more than just imagination.

Jesus has always played a huge role in my life. I used to sit in
Sunday school class as a child and wonder how I could be more
like him and I assumed everyone else did too. As I grew up, I was
challenged by the trials and tribulations of the spiritual path in the
discovery of the precepts of Christ Consciousness or better,
Cosmic Consciousness.

I know you will be challenged by reading further, but please don't
pray for my salvation. I'm already saved. :)

As I understand it from my years of inquiry Jesus was a
messenger of a new way and proceeded to be an example, not a
Savior. In fact, he taught personal responsibility not abdication,
claiming instead that each of us is god just as he was, the Dead
Sea Scrolls revealed this statement Jesus made to Thomas.

After the Council of Nicaea, organized religion became a
business of bridging church and state (Emperor Constantine the
First’s credit), and a lot of good intentioned people have been
deceived into the fear, guilt and shame game. Still, the Bible is
full of indicators that there is much more possible to those who
believe, that miracles still happen.

In contrast, when I've shared my experiences I've often been
rejected by the very folks that speak of such possibilities. I can't



Ultimate Encounter
tell you how many times I've had Christians tell me I'm full of
Satan or under the influence of the Devil. Really?

Instead of not answering the door when Jehovah's Witnesses or
Seventh Day Adventists are out proselytizing, I love to engage
them in conversation. I'm saddened by the focus on a book and
dead words when the living word resides in their hearts and they
continue to ignore it, even though they feel the difference with
me. I call their attention to Jesus’ admonitions, not the book.

We all have moments that encourage us to continue, especially
when we experience doubt and pain. Jesus helped me to rise out
of some serious pain just after a divorce and maybe this sharing
can help you too. Often we have a tendency to stiff-arm
experiences that are beyond our current level of understanding.

An unyielding belief and faith in a living being that transcended
death was given awareness and direct experience of its truth on
this day; it was made real.

Now how you will feel or sense the following might give you
some indication of just how open you are to divinely inspired
spiritual events. Many profess to believe or have faith, but when
faced with something outside their experience and/or
demonstrable proof of a living presence today - the first response
is denial and rejection. It appears to engage cognitive dissonance.

There 1s a great mystery still, understanding how 'God' interacts
with creation and humans specifically. If we knew it all there
wouldn't be any mystery for us to seek.

Doubt and skepticism are strong motivators in seeking
knowledge, truth and/or wisdom. I had my own reservations
about sharing my experience, let alone engaging it in the first
place. I have a brilliant mind and voracious appetite for
experience and knowledge, yet it all has to make sense from
various perspectives. Truth is still challenged to emerge.

We have our shadows, doubts and fears that our beliefs aren't
perfect or need to be challenged to make them come alive. I had
to confront a number of internal conflicts I didn't even know I
had, just to be available to the experience.

Well, this was a beautiful day in the mountains of northern
Arizona, next to Woods Canyon lake, a pristine lake at about
6500 ft. elevation just south of the Grand Canyon. It was in the

262



middle of June and the air was warm and smelled of pine. The
lake was about 158 acres with many nooks and crannies for
privacy. We found one to occupy for a few hours, with a felled
tree whose stump was a perfect seat and trunk was just the right
size to function as a bench for the group.

There was a group of us, perhaps 10 in all (I don’t remember the
exact number), that had come there for a weekend of spiritual
retreat... or rather engagement. We were led by an elder
gentleman, in his mid-60s, who had worked with Ray Stanford to
form AUM (Association for the Unfoldment in Man).

I had been asked to join them as I was now living in the house
that was used as their 'center.' It was on an acre and a quarter of
land on a slope in north-central Phoenix where the downtown
area could be seen from the front porch. The area is referred to by
the locals as Sunnyslope. It was a beautiful sight from the porch
in front, being able to see downtown Phoenix.

It was one of three houses on the 1/8 mile slope, with the Phoenix
Mountain Preserve as the property boundary to the east and a
street nearly 50 meters to the west. This was the middle house on
the hill, with all the natural desert landscaping and wildlife to go
with it. We even had visitors occasionally, like fox and an
occasional bobcat.

I had been asked to join the group on a week end retreat. We
were staying in a couple of cabins nearby in a town called
Christopher Creek. Once unpacked, we journeyed to Woods
Canyon Lake for an afternoon program of discussion and
exploration of spiritual content. I was delighted to be there.

We were sitting on the side of a hill with the leader of the group
on a stump, the rest on the trunk pointed toward the lake. I sat on
a flat rock adjacent to the trunk facing the stump where Ed, the
leader, was sitting. The log was nearly parallel to the water’s
edge and we all had a wonderful view, the group overlooking the
lake through the trees. I was able to see part of the lake extending
into a small inlet. There was a light breeze with the smell of pine
wafting through the air, a very serene setting.

After a brief ‘opening,” Ed (the elder/leader) asked us to 'act as if'
Jesus was in our presence. Interesting tactic, eh? It was surprising
to me that everyone had difficulty acting as if and asked him
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Ultimate Encounter
questions about how to do it. He would refer them back to their
own devices for acting.

I watched as inner turmoil surfaced in their facial expressions.
After a bit, I blurted out, "Hey, like this.... HEY DUDE, GLAD
TO HAVE YOU HERE!!! LET'S PARTY!!!!" Obviously I went
to an extreme in my response even though I felt vibrant and, well,
Ed didn't care for that one too much. I appreciated his concern.

He groveled a moment and then suggested we do a guided
meditation together. He asked us all to close our eyes and take a
couple of deep breaths. The group followed his suggestions
immediately, and with some relief that they no longer had to act
out their willingness to receive Jesus amongst their company.

As soon as I closed my eyes I had a vision unfold that was quite
curious. I saw two hands and arms come around from behind my
back at the level of my solar plexus. One was holding a piece of
dark bread, like the color of wheat bread. The other hand grabbed
the bread and 'broke' it in two right in front of me.

As the bread was broken my sight was attracted upward at about
a 45 degree angle. There was a brilliant light coming from above
me that I did not know who or what was producing it, so I looked
up to see a most magnificent sight. With my eyes closed still, 1
looked up to see Jesus just a few meters away, about 5 meters off
the ground straight in front of the group. I was in complete awe,
with no thoughts for a moment.

There was a ray of light coming from his forehead and his heart
that became one about a meter in front of my head, bathing me in
the most iridescent and effervescent feeling since I had been
taken into the White Light as a teenager. It was absolutely
awesome beyond any description available. Those of you who
have experienced similar things know what that feeling is like...
undeniable by any means of logic or reason.

Then he said to me, "I would like to speak through you," he said
in such an inviting voice that resistance was futile. I battled in my
mind as I recalled the words of my adoptive mother, not much
over a month prior, telling me never to let anyone channel
through my body. How could 1? I couldn’t possibly pass this up.

Here, directly in front of me, was ultimate representative of the
Christ Consciousness I had given up my life for many years prior
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in order to know Truth. What could I do? How could I be sure?
Everything in my being was telling me this was real beyond any
speck of disbelief and yet I was still feeling doubtful.

In the midst of the chaos in my head, I broke down and cried like
a baby, not knowing instinctively what to do... or so I thought.
When I decided that there was truly no reason for alarm and the
truth would prevail anyway, I took a few deep breaths and
relaxed, not caring or knowing what would come out. I wasn’t
even sure anything would, so I put it to the test.

I opened my mouth to let the words flow without any perception
of what was about to happen. His first words were, "Know that I
AM with you always." I suspected that was for the group who
had just had extreme difficulty acting ‘as if” He was there in front
of them just a few moments earlier.

Then he threw me a curve. He continued, "This one's fear
(speaking of me) is great." I immediately asked what he meant by
that? It was like a ‘what you talking about Willis?” moment. He
said, ““Your fears are the same as mine were.” I was baffled. I was
afraid of not being able to fulfill my ‘mission’ as related.

Next thing I knew we were off together, somehow, conversing
about fear and how to get through it. I was totally unaware of my
body or what I was speaking to the group from that point onward.
I kept thinking about, ‘your fears are the same as mine were.’

He went through several examples of situations that he had to
relinquish his fear to the ‘Father,” the ultimate authority defining
his life. What that meant was that He had to completely let go
and trust in All That Is, totally free of emotional or mental
attachments to outcomes. He managed to do a pretty good job.

Our discussions will remain private as only when one is ready to
hear things does he/she truly listen. They are within your own
hearts as well, when you are ready. There are the fears we all go
through in order to find the truth within us, inside of the
Kingdom of God within us and all around us. We tend to think
it’s very complex, though. It really isn’t.

The war, if there is one, is within the mind as a master vs.
servant. Fear enslaves the mind. Love frees it to act with and in
the realms of heart-space, of heart consciousness.

Faith in things unseen...
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Next thing I knew, there was a sound of branches snapping as
some people approached on the trail. I opened my eyes to see the
others staring at me with gaping mouths. I don't know what I
shared. It must have been pretty impactful. I had no desire to
speak a word for several hours afterward, content in the feeling
that remained.

All T could do was breathe and hum... the dynamic hum of one in
total bliss. I found out later that 3 others had actually seen Jesus
in exactly the way I experienced with the rays of light from him
to me. I’m sure that whole thing seems rather incredulous to most
people. It doesn’t matter what you believe. It was real for us.

Wow, what a trip...

It is for reasons like this that I live, breath, eat, sleep, dream, and
awake with the connection with ALL THAT IS in the deepest
essence of my being. I have continued my path in various
vocations and working relationships for the sustenance of this
human form. It is the consciousness that needs nourishment.

My personal path work includes my testimony and the evidence
of my journey so far, demonstrated in the development and
implementation of a model community that applies Divine
Principles throughout. "Thy will be done," has been a constant
mantra in my life. Allowing something greater than me to operate
through me is a sensation unequalled in this life to date.

Everyone has the opportunity to connect with their inner nature,
as naturally resident in their world as the earth and sky. Although
we often incorporate 'victim' mentalities in our daily living, it is
for everyone to ascend to the next level of living experience.

Accepting personal responsibility for choices is the first step,
regardless of what others may attempt to enforce. Love means
letting go of fear in all its subtle forms, allowing the limitless
oscillating vibrational energy that is naturally present to pervade
all living environments.

What was made quite evident in my experience at the lake was
that we are all family, born to reunite as one people and one
planet in a compassionate and conscientious living awareness of
harmony. If and when we open our minds and hearts to the
possibility, the ‘Father’ takes over and presents opportunity to
demonstrate that eternal understanding within us.
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Trials and Travails

Back at the house on the hill, I was contacted by a woman who
lived in Cave Creek at the time, suggesting I take a look at a
project she’d been told about recently, called Earth Concert
1989. She said it was to be a global concert/telethon for earth
regeneration projects, put together by Jean Hudon, a Canadian
author/promoter with a passion for healing the planet.

Well it just so happened his book, The Immortal Child, had
been given to me a few months prior and I found it heart-
warming to say the least. Another opportunity to live larger was
placed in my lap. I gathered a bunch of volunteers and we
started coagulating. We found a venue willing to offer space in
Scottsdale and one of the volunteers had a connection with
Coca-Cola she was willing to explore.

The project’s goal was to have at least 16 cities involved which
required a satellite uplink of substantial cost, about $2 million
was estimated. Coca-Cola was willing to sponsor it, but they
needed to see a business plan. We had none that I was aware of,
so another volunteer and I decided to travel to Cape Cod and
meet with Jean, who was traveling around the area at the time.

When we arrived there, my heart dropped. It seemed he had
grossly misrepresented the support he had mustered and had no
business plan prepared, nor was it in process. We came back a
disheartened, but put our show on nevertheless. It was a two-
day event held at the Valley of the Sun Center in Scottsdale.

Our lineup included bands, meditations and speakers all
passionate about stopping the clear-cutting of the rainforest as
well as the pollution of our air, land and water. About 1500
folks came through the doors over the two-day event and
donations at least paid for what we’d spent developing and
marketing the program. It was another practice run, but it did
seem to add to the momentum of Cultural Creatives™ at work.

I broke off communication with Jean, but years’ later noticed he
had a website and accompanying newsletter that continued his
passion for world service. It seemed more like it was more
about his income than service, though. I suppose there is a fine
line and, of course, we all have to find some way of integrating
the economic side of our lives.
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I met a lot of really great people through the process. Some I
still am in contact with after 25+ years. I even met some folks
that led to both a job and another opportunity I’d dreamed about
for some years. I gave a presentation to a local Lion’s Club that
I knew was already doing fundraising events. I wanted to access
their event insurance for our project.

After the presentation, the President of the Christown Lion’s
Club invited me to meet another member, not present at the
time, who was directing a television show for them called
‘Harry Eagle, the Origami Man.” You can imagine what it
was... an old guy demonstrating how to make Origami figures.

I was also offered a job as a developmentally disabled adult
counselor for a company the president worked for, contracting
with the State of Arizona for their care. I had a real ‘Jesus look’
at the time and he joked that the company now had their very
own Jesus. I loved the job, picking up clients from their homes
and taking them out into the community during the day. We had
‘programming’ that helped them to be more appropriately
behaved in public.

You might think that odd, but their behaviors were across the
board, from tearing their clothes off when they didn’t get their
way to pinching and biting without warning. Some were
talkative, others not, and all of them had behaviors that were
challenging at times to say the least. Surprisingly, some of them
were ‘sensitive’ to psychic abilities, too, especially a Mojave
Indian woman who was quite telepathic.

I eventually met with the TV director and became fast friends.
We became rock climbing partners for the next decade. In the
short-term, though, 1 enlisted in the television production
training offered by the cable company in preparation for being
able to participate in the television productions at the public
access studio in Glendale, Arizona.

It was a full-blown television studio with a control room and
two 3-chip TV cameras (for aficionados) on wheeled tripods. I
learned every position from floor director, camera operator,
control room A/V operator, graphics and then switcher operator.
The process took about 6 weeks. By the time I was done, the
director had grown frustrated with the talent and his show.
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One evening during taping he turned to me, rather frustrated,
and asked if I’d do a ‘new age’ show since I was very connected
with the metaphysical community. I told him I’d love to, but it
would have to be named something that didn’t include ‘new
age’ because of the obvious connotations and the very
conservative market we were in there.

After a short discussion, we decided to call it One World. The
idea was to use it as an example of and for new thought, the
concept of people finding solace in a new living awareness that
helped them work together better in personal and professional
relationships and the within the community.

I left that night without a ‘format’ which happened to come
during a meditation a few days later. As a talk show, I wanted to
be able to create conversations with meaning. My hopes were to
help others talk about their trials and tribulations, either
personal or professional, in order to help others realize they
weren’t alone. I imagined their stories providing encouragement
to the audience. In the meditation, the questions just ‘came’ and
I had to scramble to get a piece of paper and write them down.

The questions were:
Who are you, what do you do and why?

What prompted you to do what you do from both inner and
outer perspectives?

What fears did you encounter and, more importantly, how did
you overcome them?

How do you see that process fitting in with the common human
experience in your life and/or work?

How do you see that rippling throughout the community, state,
nation and/or the world?

What barriers do you see to a collaborative and cooperative
global community?

What evidence do you see of those barriers coming down in
recent years or at all?

What practical advice can you give for everyday living?

Over about a three-year period we recorded 120 shows a half-
hour in length with no post production — live to tape. That was
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the challenge for me, to keep things flowing and minimize the
‘dead air’ or miscues in conversations. We had celebrities and
regular citizens. The education was like getting a doctorate in
transformation processes that were practical, real to the person
at their cor