How I Attracted Miss Right Into My Life


The Lessons (sections Alpha, Beta, Gamma, etc.) teach us that we are constantly creating our own reality, whether we realize it or not. The following true story illustrates the principle of specifying exactly what we want, in order for Spirit to fulfill our visualized goals: 


Of the many things I saw that summer (1967) in San Francisco, the most astonishing were the long-haired young hippie girls, with blue eyes, who danced and sang the message of love as the young men burned their draft cards in the public park, as policemen on horseback quietly observed them. I began to wish I was 18 again. I wanted one. Back in Olympia, however, there was no time for courting anyone. By that time I was so deeply involved in the Awareness work and the antiwar activities that there was no time for anything else. I had read a reading from Awareness given to a man who had asked about a 'treasure map'. Awareness had referred him to a book written by Ophiel. It so happened that I had that particular book and had read it. I went back and read it again, following the instructions exactly. 


I wanted a working mate who was into my particular trip, who was interested in the same esoteric and New Age ideas that I was, and who could possibly become my wife later on if everything worked out. (It was the beginning of the 'trial marriage' in consciousness that has continued to this day). 


I spent at least an hour writing up my treasure map. I carefully thought out exactly what I wanted. I wanted first a real worker who could assist me in running my office, which by now had become the headquarters of the Organization of Awareness. I wanted a girl of about 21, a good mind, one who could grasp the concepts i was working with and carry out various duties. I wanted a gal who could cook and who could keep house. (I was living in a two-room cabin in the woods and it was beginning to look like only pack rats lived there. Books, magazines and dishes were stacked everywhere. I did not know how to keep house. I wanted a woman about 5 foot 2 inches tall, blond hair, blue eyes, good teeth and a face that smiled all the time. I wanted her to like classical music as well as the Beatles and rock and roll. I wanted her to like to garden and to can the produce grown in the garden. I wanted her to like brown rice. I wanted her to be able to drive a car, and I wanted her to enjoy the simple things in life and not have expensive tastes or any desire to join country clubs or things of that nature. 


There were a few other things, but I can't recall what they were al this time. However, all the above mentioned things were written down in that treasure map. At the end of the map I wrote down a date, some six months in the future, that I wanted this angel to manifest into my life. I even put down the exact time of day. (Ophiel had stated that a minimum of 6 months was required). I then sat down, read the map twice, did a long meditation, and put the map away in a dark and secret place and promptly forgot it. 


About 5 months later this lovely blond, blue-eyed angel walked into my office bookstore (One of the things I sold were Edgar Cayce type books), and she bought a poster or two and started up a conversation. Several weeks later she showed up again and asked me if she could have a job working for me. I put her to work helping Geraldine Morse, (whom Awareness had instructed me to hire as secretary/treasurer of Organization of Awareness) who promptly put her to work addressing envelopes, inserting readings and other things, sealing the envelopes to be mailed off to the many members receiving the communications from Awareness at that time. 


As it turned out, her name was Vicki, and she was attending college at the University of Washington, and worked for me that entire summer. Later that year she phoned me from school and asked me to come get her, she could not cope with the vibes at the university and couldn't relate to the people there, most of whom were into things other than the antiwar movement or the New Age activities. (She told me later that much of her time was spent in fighting off male students and even a few teachers, all of whom were into the new sexual liberation of that time). I went and picked her up, hauled her back to my cabin which she promptly took over, cleaned up and made livable for the first time. 


I did not realize it at the time, but in checking later, the night she moved in with me was exactly 6 months from the date of my treasure map, and the exact hour listed was the time she entered the cabin. We lived together for a year or so, then decided to make it legal.(The vibrations were compatible) As of this posting, Vicki and I have been happily married for 32 years. (2001) I think this is the first time this has been made public. (And to you seven members who have proposed marriage to Vicki T over the years by mail, all I can say is: Sorry boys, I saw her first. Go make yourself a treasure map if you really want one! 


(Avaton) Send e-mail to Avaton <mailto:CosmicComm@aol.com>











How To Ignore The Signals From Your Spirit


I have done some foolhardy things in my life (I could probably write a book). All of them were due to ignoring obvious signals from Spirit within. This is an account of one of those ventures. 


Back in the eighties my family and I were living in Austin, Texas. I was gainfully employed and we were comfortable in our living circumstances. After 8 years I became very frustrated and angry because of all the work and long hours required at my job, which left no time for studies or leisure. In my desperation I decided to move to Las Vegas, NV, where our oldest son and his family lived. 


Leaving my family in Austin, I set out for Vegas in an old 1971 Volvo. Before long I noticed burning smells and strange odors. Then smoke began billowing from the front of the car. I stopped and discovered that the front tires were actually smoking because the brakes were so hot. When they had cooled for an hour I found a Midas shop, where they did their customary estimate. They wanted $2000 to repair the brakes, on a car I had paid $1495 for! So I said loudly "It really is true, nobody beats Midas!" and left. 


I figured out that the brakes only locked up when I depressed the brake pedal, so I drove the rest of the way to the City of Lights using only the parking brake! Then my wife insisted I come back immediately and get her and the youngest girl. So I parked the old Volvo in the long-term parking at the airport and flew back to Austin. 


Upon arrival I bought an old ugly trailer, hitched it to our station wagon, and loaded what I could on it, leaving all our furniture behind. Three miles out of town the engine overheated. My wife told me the car had overheated badly the previous week, and she had paid some Mexican to replace the water pump. I discovered the coolant was flowing in the wrong direction-- he had installed the wrong water pump on the car! So I bought another new pump and installed it while we were behind a store after dark, using a flashlight, finishing at 10 pm. 


We soon discovered that the car still overheated quickly, even with the correct water pump. At that time I had dark, foreboding feelings that we were making a mistake attempting to drive to Las Vegas. But my wife pointed out that we couldn't turn back-- we no longer had a place to live and I had no job. Succumbing to her specious argument, I decided that we were committed to moving to Vegas. 


Have you ever tried to drive 1300 miles in a car (with a trailer) that overheats every 10 miles? Believe it or not, that is exactly what we did. In August. Across the desert, where the temperature was 100+ degrees. With no air conditioner (didn't dare use that), a whiney little girl and a hot wife. I had a several 5 gallon jugs of water; each time the radiator boiled over and we saw clouds of steam we would wait about 30 minutes (in the desert with no shade) for it to cool down, then refill it with water and drive another 10 miles. I still can't believe we made it up the steep winding road from Hoover Dam, where there is heavy traffic and no place to pull over. 


When we finally made it to Las Vegas, I stopped at an automotive shop. They informed me that the car needed a new head gasket, so I paid the guy $215 to replace it. It then became clear that the engine STILL overheated. I confronted the man about this, to which he replied that I had only paid him to replace the head gasket-- the head was probably cracked, but I had not paid him to scan it for cracks..... 


Having no more money to spend on repairs, I picked up the Volvo (the one without brakes) at the airport, and was required to pay a parking fee of $65-- don't ever leave your car parked at an airport. 


I barely had enough money to get us a modest apartment, which we moved into with no furniture. Positions in my line of work were not available, so I took a job as telemarketer for 6 hours afternoons and evenings to bring in a few dollars. It was discouraging to watch the top 4 or 5 telemarketers receive checks every week for $1700, $2500-- the top seller got a check every week for $3500! Those were the guys who got the good leads: the suckers with lots of money to spend. The rest of us made the guarantee of some $3 an hour, because we were calling the bad leads: the people with no money to spend. While talking with one of the privileged guys who got the good leads, I told him I had quit a job in Texas that paid $3000 a month. He exclaimed "You f----- up!" Then it hit me like a ton of bricks-- I had made a huge mistake in moving to Nevada. Spirit had tried to warn me of this with all the bad feelings I was getting, just like we are taught in the Lessons of Enlightenment. When I kept ignoring those feelings, physical obstacles were placed in my path, but in my bullheadedness I still didn't get the message! Spirit must feel extremely frustrated with me at times..... 


To make a long story shorter, I procured cheap parts at a junkyard and fixed the brakes on the Volvo, which I then swapped for a pickup with a flatbed and rack on the back. We even managed to trade in the station wagon for a car that didn't overheat. All our stuff fit into the pickup and we made it back to Austin, dead broke when we got there. I was hired by another company and promoted to near-management level. After 4 years I quit that job too, did some crazy things, and Spirit became very frustrated again..... 


But that is another story. 


Lloyd Ard     lloyda27@attbi.com








The following is an excerpt from the CAC newsletter, issue # 496 (98-4) 


Incredible Things Occurring in Her Meditations 


(Lessons ot Enlightenmant Producing Dramatic Results) 


Rasma Kidd sent Vicki a letter. It's not particularly a question, but it's an interesting letter and I'll read it and ask Awareness to comment. She writes: "This letter is in response to the Lessons of Enlightenment. I have studied each lesson over and over again until it is fully absorbed. Grace's language is very clear and easy to understand. Then I meditate on the ideas expressed. 


"While meditating on the ideas of the 4th lesson, I was totally gone for a moment or two and experienced bliss, light and love. After it passed, regular consciousness returned. I felt like I was released from the prison. Free. Free to be who I am, really, only I couldn't see who I am really, and I didn't care, as if this small portion in the earth personality Rasma did not need to be identified, classified, filed and labeled. 


"There is joy, love and peace in my soul. Things that bothered me for so much before have lost their intensity. I can take it or leave it. The most curious experience is what I call my 'Higher Self,' and I often was aware of Its presence, It doesn't exist any more. Neither does the 'lower self'' which I believed was ruled by the conscious mind. 


"Then the physical body and emotional/psychological body, again, a part of each other. Now I can't sort anything apart. Everything is put together like different colored water poured together in one bucket, and I love it being that way." 


And then she says another thing: "I have been using the radiance of the Great White Light for a number of years. Sometimes I could reach it, sometimes not. I could see it high above me, concentrate towards it, and it would pour down on me through the top of my head. Every so often I was able to gather the Light and direct it through my third-eye chakra and shine it on a person or condition or event in the world to help for the better. 


"This doesn't work anymore. I can't plug into the Light anymore. To my astonishment I learned that there is a tiny point of light in each of my body cells. I can turn it up at will when there is an acceptable purpose and direct it through the third-eye like before. Now my intent is to learn how to work with the Light properly and efficiently. 


"These are my recent experiences. Each day something new unfolds in the consciousness. I no longer say "In my mind" as my mind files only what the consciousness will. I think my mind will be able to learn some mathematics finally, as it is no longer busy running my life." That's the end of her statement. 


COSMIC AWARENESS: This Awareness suggests that this description is part of what is described as enlightenment. This Awareness is pleased that such success is being achieved, for this is a reflection of the fact that certain mental belief structures were already in existence, which allowed the greater facilitating and acceptance of the information offered, and that this partlcular entity can be congratulated for having had the initial preparation so that the information could be effective, in such a minimal amount of time. 


Simply Remove Existing Mental Structures and Beliefs 


This Awareness suggests that acquiring such understanding is as simple and as difficult as removing the existing mental structures and beliefs which presently frustrate the spirit and create events and experiences less than desirable. This Awareness suggests that although this entity is experiencing satisfaction and success relatively quickly, that other entities experience frustration and still are grappling with the words, yet are sincere in their efforts to obtain the message contained in the Lessons of Enlightenment. Such entities are to fear not, for the intention and the tenacity and the courage to work with the material shall afford great reward. 


Examine Core Beliefs that Seem Innocent Enough 


It is often the most innocent-seeming beliefs, the most basic pieces of knowledge which have never been addressed and appear to be so completely realistic and valid that they comprise cornerstone beliefs underpinning entire edifices of world view, which, when removed, can facilitate tremendous progress and enlightenment. Such underpinning beliefs are different from entity to entity, but that with persistence, faith, and practice, such enlightenment, and far, far more can be obtained by all. 


This Awareness has one further comment for the entity (Rasma). The mind continues to run the life, for that is its specific purpose. The difference being, now, that you have purposefully decided what shall be contained within your mind, and you have begun to discard those limited beliefs that are frustrating the Spirit. 


This is why there is an experience of a oneness, and this is just the beginning, for not only can you obtain knowledge in areas where there may have been mental frustration and blockage due to existing limitation and belief, that not only will mathematics be more obtainable to you, but that you can begin to manifest this point of Light energy that you have discovered within yourself in ways your spirit will direct you, which has already begun to manifest in altered states of consciousness, as you may be aware, to address you to a particular gift, and to allow you more creative control designing the events and experiences you wish to experience in your life. 


The Mind is a Wondrous and Powerful Tool 


This Awareness indicates indeed it will be your mind that will run your life. The mind is a wondrous and powerful tool, when it contains only those beliefs that facilitate the Spirit. Your feelings will tell you religiously what these will be, for those entities struggling with the Lessons of Enlightenment, it is quite sufficient to attend to the feelings and begin to identify those negative emotions and signals from Spirit wherein frustrations occur; for behind each and every one of these frustrated feelings lies an existing belief, and only a belief-- which can be plucked from the mind as simply as anointing it with consciousness and removing It, replacing it with one broader and more facilitating to Spirit, and this is the reason the emotion is experienced. 


This Awareness suggests that in addition to the negative feelings-- the positive feelings of joy point to those belief structures which are in existence which do work and facilitate the Spirit and create the desired experiences and re-empower the entity-- for many such beliefs are in place and that a complete demolition is not necessary. 


Rasma's Joyous Experience is a Universal One 


This Awareness suggests that the experience the entity describes is a quite universal one, although couched in terms specific to her perspective and experience. She describes the unfolding and the complete experience of freedom that is the human birthright. She describes experiences flowing into her life that she does not necessarily plan or control, yet each brings delight and unexpected experience, fulfilling, so that even the most planned experiences pale in comparison to those delivered by a mind operating upon intention of Spirit. 


This Awareness suggests that there have been many comments from those studying the Lessons of Enlightenment and the concept of unfolding and feeling the synchronicity and the rhythm of life. When the energy is flowing unimpeded there are descriptions of blissful content, of excitement and curiosity and fulfillment as life offers up one event after the next, each significant to the mind and each pointing to the clear connection between the belief, the energy and the event. 


This Awareness suggests that this is a tremendous feeling, almost foreign to human beings, yet recognized immediately as something wonderful and universal, for it is the true living human experience. 








Listen! 


The eternal adventure speaks from inside. 


Trust your equipment. 


Your compass points to joy. 


Breath connects us to the sky, 


Where stars on incandescent journeys 


Stoke the furnace of our mutual dream. 


by Jean Turnbow 








Our future path lies in our dreams and what follows is the dream of one human being who can visualize not only what is not right with the present, but what can become right with the future. 


Millennium Dream 


Looking back through time 


I see that I came 


as a dreamer of dreams 


as well as a child of the earth 


But learned to ignore the dreams 


And focus on real, material things 


master the ritual 


of becoming a successful individual 


in the real world 


Now I pause, wonder why 


with our country's living standard so high 


teens kill teens 


millions of people are poor 


billions are spent on drugs to lessen 


pain, disease, anxiety, and fear 


Holes appear in the ozone layer 


polar ice melts 


rains dissolve California cliffs 


India explodes the atom 


to show its' a player 


in the real world 


As night time falls 


and sleep calls 


Thoughts of material life dissolve 


in dreams of turbulent water 


devouring beasts 


efforts to get somewhere 


but destination unknown 


I try to recall those dreams 


that I came to dream 


The screen before my eyes 


turns velvety blue-black 


spreads outward, inward 


everywhere, nowhere 


I sink into the bliss 


of nothingness 


And then, from nothing appears 


a vaguely visible form 


molding an empty energy ball 


between vaguely visible hands 


with great care and delight 


while chanting a sacred medody 


Until, in a moment of ecstasy 


the universe springs into materiality 


bathed from above 


with compassionate love 


The dream changes again 


people appear, free from fear 


working together in harmony 


with earth, fire, water, and air 


I come awake knowing 


Now is the time 


for all human beings 


to recall their forgotten dreams 


which provide the means 


to move beyond 


fear, anger, strife 


Bring the joy of compassionate love 


into material life. 


This poem was contributed by Leonard Goodwin from his book "Journey Through Time - From the Great Depression To the New Millennium" (It is a spiritual biography in poetic form available online from Barnes & Noble or from the author, Leonard Goodwin) Email the author <mailto:tyeriver@intelos.net > 








The following is an account of one person's journey from converting an experience into a belief system which was then applied to a personal health crisis with outstandingly positive results. This is the ultimate point and purpose of the Lessons of Enlightenment. 


�PATHWAYS TO FEELING BETTER��My sister-in-law and I are both experiencing symptoms of menopause, and she told me about a natural estrogen product that was helping her. I determined to try it, but found that I needed a prescription to get it.�This took me to a doctor who wanted to give me a physical exam before recommending anything. I consented, and was prodded and poked accordingly.�It was a complete surprise to have the doctor tell me at the conclusion of the exam that I had a lump in my left breast! Having undergone major medical procedures in the past, I did not look forward to a new program of tests and treatments. �The doctor suggested that I see a surgeon and have the lump biopsied. I nodded assent, and the doctor's secretary made an appointment for me. She stated that the earliest appointment date would be two weeks away. I consented, and left the office.�My husband, David, was waiting for me in the medical center parking lot. As I walked toward the car I experienced a sense of deep distress, and poured out the story of my visit with the doctor and what he had discovered.�I asked David if he would take me to see our friend Lewis, who is a hypnotist. I wanted Lewis to hypnotize me and under hypnosis to repeat affirmations of wellness and calmness. Without some help, I didn't know how I was going to deal with my feelings of distress. We made an appointment with Lewis for the following day, and after the session I felt much better.�I determined to steep myself in a book manuscript that I had recently written*. It told the story of my surgery to remove a brain tumor, and my recovery from that trauma. Interwoven in the story are 60 pathways to feeling better which I discovered and utilized in my rehabilitation. For the next two weeks I read these pathways over and over and did what they suggested.�When I saw the surgeon at the end of the two week period, he did an ultrsound and breast examination to identify the lump. His face became puzzled. He said, "I can't do a biopsy, because there is no lump in your breast!"��* For further details regarding the above account, you may contact Mary Morgan McKnight, the author of Jogging Through Space, Sixty Pathways to Feeling Better. Her book is available for $15.00 + $2.00 shipping and handling from Books Beautiful, 


HCR 3, Box 15, McDowell, VA 24458. 





Near Death Experience


The following real life story illustrates quite a number of the concepts embodied in the Lessons material. 


I was very religious. I make a point of this because I did not have the�usual NDE, which is unusual when you consider my background. In 1965, I was working in a drive-in restaurant in Renton. I now had 4�children and my husband was a lineman for the power company. I had developed varicose veins which ran in my family. I was a deaconess and a Sunday school teacher in my church and my life revolved around my�family, my church and my home. I bowled twice a week. I began to have trouble bowling because after 2 lines of bowling my left leg would give out and I could not stand on it. I went to my doctor and he recommended I see a surgeon to see if I could have the veins stripped in my left leg. I went to see the surgeon and we decided to operate on my left leg and strip the veins. It was elective surgery and I would be in the hospital only 3 days. I went to the hospital and was operated on. 


The next day I got up and walked around. The only thing that was unusual was that twice I found myself on the floor with no memory of how I got there. On the third day, I went home. I was feeling fine. The next day I went over to my neighbor, Pearl, for a cup of tea. We were sitting there and suddenly I felt strange. I told Pearl that I would go home and lie down for a while. She said she would walk with me. I told her no, that I was all right and that I would see her later. It was about 3:00 P.M. 


I walked across the street and up a short embankment and to the middle of the carport. Suddenly I was floating above my body which was laying in the carport. I had no sense of movement and I was not afraid. I was fully conscious. I looked down and wondered why my body was laying on the ground and I was in the air. I thought it was interesting how�my body looked. I had never seen my body from this view before.�The neighbor across the street saw me fall and she came running over calling to Pearl. She and Pearl picked up my body, carried it into the house, and put it down on the bed. I floated along with them. My bed�had a bookcase headboard on it. I perched upon it and watched them try�to resuscitate my body without any success. My 4 children were standing at the end of the bed watching them. Pearl told my daughter to call 911. She went into the livingroom and called them. My body voided all wastes and they were trying to clean it up. They removed all the clothing except for a T-shirt. 


The ambulance came and two attendants came in and put my body on a�stretcher and carried it out to the ambulance. They told Pearl to get in and she told them that I had just come home from the hospital the day before. Shirley,the other neighbor, said she would tell Bill, my husband, to meet us at the hospital. As they placed my body in the ambulance, I floated along with it. I was not attached to it in any way that I could determine. I just thought everything was so interesting. The driver turned on the siren and we started for the hospital. The attendant began trying to revive my body. Pearl was telling him what had happened and he was trying to find a pulse. He put an oxygen mask over my body's mouth and�applied electric shocks to the chest 3 times, each time taking a pulse. 


Halfway to the hospital, he stopped and told the driver to turn off the siren. I was dead. The driver did and Pearl started crying. I turned around and was immersed in light. I was completely one with love,�unconditional love. I knew I was complete at last. Never had I felt such�safety and love before. Suddenly, I had all knowledge. Love surrounded me and accepted me completely. All that I had ever heard or known was swept away and I knew all knowledge. I knew that Christ had not died�on the cross and that there is no sin or evil. I knew that I had existed �since the moment of creation and that I shall always exist and that all�consciousness is in the act of becoming. I knew that I had lived 900 times in physical reality and I watched those expressions and observed each of them. I experienced what we mean when we say that we have free will and that we choose everything. There are no absolutes. 


I watched every thought I had ever chosen to its natural end. I watched each being it touched. I knew that I was a speaker and I had always been a speaker and that I carried information between entities and�their expressions. I was in physical reality because it is time for the�physical beings to mature and accept the responsibility for their creation and to realize that they create their reality. I knew then that I must return�because my role was not finished yet. I also knew that I would die in 2010 and I would drown in my own body fluids. I would create my own death as I had chosen it. 


I turned around and I was in the hospital emergency room. In the room was Bill, Pearl, 2 ambulance attendants, 2 policemen, a doctor yelling at Bill, and a nurse standing at the head of the table on which my body was laying, covered with a sheet. The doctor was telling Bill that I had died from extreme malnutrition. He was yelling that women kill themselves�trying to be thin. Bill was trying to tell him that he had just taken me home the day before and it was impossible for me to have died from extreme malnutrition. I floated over to my body and sank down into it. 


I want to tell you what it felt like when I entered my body. I have never�felt such joy. I was enthralled with this wondrous body I had created. I�could feel the consciousness of each cell in my body. I could feel the joy of the blood as it rushed through the veins and the sharing of the creation of new life as each cell sang its energy. I truly knew what the phrase "I sang the body electric" meant. I was so captivated by this�wondrous creation which all of me had created and the loving cooperation that existed between all the cells that had joined together to create this marvelous body called Patsy. I joined in this song of life and thanked each of them and praised them. I could feel the energy as it traveled through my nerve paths to its destination. How alive and vital this body was. What a marvelous creation it was and how well it worked together in perfect synchronization in its exuberant celebration of life. As long as I wear this body, I will never forget what I had experienced in that moment. 


My body begin to shake and the sheet fell to the floor. The nurse screamed. The doctor ran to the table and slapped her. I sat up and tried to get off the table. I wanted to dance and sing for the sheer joy of being alive. He pushed me down on the table and told her to get him a�shot. I was struggling to get up and suddenly I realized I knew what�everybody was thinking and they were all terrified. I calmed down and laid still. I told the doctor that I was all right and I didn't need a shot. He was terrified to even touch me. The nurse did not want to approach the table again. Everyone in the room was frozen in place. Their brains could not process what their eyes were observing. 


I became aware that I was ravenous and I needed food. I told the doctor that I needed food. He told the nurse to send for an orderly to take me up to a room. He then told Bill to go with me. Then he went over to the desk and begin to fill out papers. I could see that he could not think about what had just happened and he was afraid of me. 


The orderly came and Bill and I and him went to the elevator. I was�chattering away with the orderly and Bill was staying as far away from me as possible. I knew in some way I had to help Bill because he had to go home and tell the kids what happened. I told Bill that I was all right and I wanted him to go home and tell the kids that I would be home�tomorrow. He never said a word. He just leaned over and kissed me and took the elevator back down. 


The orderly said to the floor nurse that all of them in the emergency room acted like they had just seen a ghost. She asked me if I had seen a ghost and I said no but I was starving and could she please get me something to eat and drink. She said the kitchen was closed because it was about10:00 p.m., but she would see what she could find for me. She put me in a ward with 2 other women and told me to be quiet. She left the room and I woke them up and told them we were going to have a party. I was singing and telling jokes and dancing around the room when she came back. She told me to get back in bed and eat and be quiet or she would have to strap me down. So I did. 


The women went back to sleep and I laid awake all night. I read every mind in the hospital and wandered through everyone's dreams. To the ones who were dying, I helped them to leave and explained to them�where they were going. To the babies who had just entered this reality, I had long conversations and they told me why they had chosen to come and why they had chosen their parents. To those who were frightened and suffering, I helped them to see that they really chose the suffering and they had to choose not to suffer because it was not necessary. 


The next morning, a neurologist came in and asked me a lot of questions. He poked me with a needle. I read his mind and told him what he wanted to hear. He left thinking he had been right, that I had just�had an emotional event that was caused by stress and he would recommend bed rest. I had planted these suggestions in his mind. 


That afternoon Dr. Zeck, my surgeon came in and sat down and asked me what happened. I read his mind and knew that he knew I had died. I told him he would not believe me. He said,' "Yes, I would, I have to go before a board of my peers and tell them what happened, and why I released you to go home. I am a surgeon, and everyday I face my enemy, death, across my operating table and the more I can understand�about him, the better I am able to help my patients. I have had 500 patients experience death and live to tell about it and I'm not moving until you tell me what happened."�So I told him.�He told me that my file would be placed with the others and destroyed upon his death. I asked him what I should do and he said, "I don't know."�Your life will completely change and I don't know how to tell you to live�it."�Where are the others who experienced this?�He told me he could not tell me. He told me not to tell anyone what had�happened or they would put me away. I told him I could read his mind and he said yes that he knew that. He said that in time I would lose this ability but at first it would help me to adjust to my new awareness. He told me that I had been officially dead for 1 hour and he said he thought it was more than several hours. I went home that day. I never saw him again. He was right. My world had turned upside down. 


I went to church the next Sunday and couldn't even sit through the service. I wanted to stand up and tell everyone that this was all wrong and how wonderful they were. The ability to read minds stayed with me for almost a month and then slowly faded into the background. I now use it in my role as a speaker. I began a search for others like me. I explored the psychic community and found that they, too, taught that people were victims and powerless. If you constantly seek your answers outside yourself, you will never find wisdom. You already have all the answers, so you always must look within. 


In 1974, I was told by a palm reader to go to Lacey, WA to a certain house and I would find my voice. I went and when I arrived, I knocked on the door and a young man opened the door. He told me to come in and that "Gene" would be back in a few minutes. 15 Minutes later Gene�entered and I recognized him. He had been my tutor when I was in Atlantis and had used his students to gain advantage over his enemies. He said, "I have been waiting for you". He took me down to the basement to his library and gave me the book SETH SPEAKS. He told me this would give me the language I needed for my work. I went home and read it and it was exactly what I had learned in the light. 


Gene died two years later from a brain tumor. For two years he helped me to prepare myself for my role as a speaker. In the years since I have lived the principles I learned in the light. Many events have happened to me and they will be in the book. You see, I have not had the usual NDE. I went to the NDE society here in Seattle and told my story and they asked me not to return because I had said that I knew Christ did not die on the cross, at least in this probability. I also did not go through a tunnel or see anyone. I was fully conscious during the whole time. In fact, I did not sleep for a week after the event.�I only sleep 4 hours a day now which is the usual for me. I have never slept more than five hours at a time. I have no fear of death or anything. I live in the moment. I am in excellent health and create what I want. I do not use drugs, alcohol or have insurance. I have never met a stranger and I don't know what the word shy means. I have never been homesick and I am at home wherever I am. My life has been a grand adventure. I stand between two worlds and I move easily between them. ��Patsy Davis 











As we move from accepting our fate to taking the future into our own hands and adopting a willingness to stretch beyond conventionality, we may find ourselves coming to appreciate the spiritual qualities of life and the creative power at our disposal. This is the story of one person who has done just that: 


REMISSION FROM CANCER 


Fourteen years ago I was diagnosed with an incurable lymph cancer. My doctors used chemotherapy, radiation and surgeries to fight my tumors and other cancer cells. As Dr. Bernie Seigel urges in LOVE, MEDICINE AND MIRACLES, I complied with my doctors' conventional treatment methods while at the same time exploring and utilizing alternative therapies. Many were physical remedies: mega-doses of vitamin C; Ann Wigmore's living foods diet, including wheatgrass Essiac; daily health club workouts; even urine therapy. 


My hospital system, Cancer Treatment Centers of America, was the world's leader in the nutritional care of cancer patients, and pointed out that 40% of cancer fatalities are actually precipitated by malnutrition. So they put me on a preventative regimen of nutrients and supplements, including selenium, a number one tumor fighter. And they stressed that "cancer is a sugar-feeder": cancer cells are nourished best by refined white sugar. 


But more powerful than these physical strategies, I felt, was the power of mind to effect a disease process—for ill, or for good. I even sensed that the real power behind my physical therapies, both conventional and alternative, was my will to live. I had made a clear and passionate decision from the start that I wanted to live. And this choice led me to explore those parts of myself that did not want to live, the "helpless and hopeless" feelings often characteristic of cancer patients well before the onset of their disease. 


Thus I employed many techniques to mobilize my mind and spirit in behalf of wellness—including, of course, prayer, and even hypnotically-reinforced affirmations. One of the most powerful methods I used was Dr. Carl Simonton's daily visualization technique: in a meditative state, seeing in my creative mind's eye an animated force for healing eliminating the cancer. In my visualization this continually-repeated scene involved an indomitable husky dog chasing a stealthy little Mafia-like character out of my body. 


With such methods I filled my mind with signs and symbols of recovery and health drawn from many sources—from my dreams and music, to continual reading of inspiring literature, and more. And my wife, Mary, walked with me every step of the way, an inexpressible blessing. As A COURSE IN MIRACLES instructs, we enter heaven two by two, not alone. The COURSE also challenged me with its firm position that both illness and healing are a decision we make, a plan we lay. 


It has now been six years since I have had any tumors or other cancer indicators. I am tremendously grateful for the new life and changed perspective which my cancer experience has given me. I see as never before the power of our beliefs and feelings, both positive and negative, to bring about what we experience. And I have discovered in a new way that what we truly desire, what we firmly choose to have and be, will ultimately come about. 
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Insurance Claims Experiment


There are times when the opportunity to effect our own reality is presented to us in a way that is hard to ignore. We might try an experiment in some area just as a lark and discover that there is a potential to have an important impact upon our immediate environment. Because we succeed but realize that others will reject our results out of hand, we rationalize the experience as being little more than a coincidence and hold back on any further efforts. The following is a personal story of potential. I hope that in sharing it, others will find hope trying their own experiment. 


Many years ago, when I was working as a claims adjuster, I happened to read about a group of people who were practicing transcendental meditation and getting some extraordinary results in the process. These people were traveling to various cities and spending a specified period of time doing nothing more than meditating. Before beginning their project in a particular city, they would examine the statistics regarding crime and automobile accidents within a defined area and period of time. This information was easily available from public records and established an adequate base line for the experiment. After practicing transcendental meditation (TM) for 30 days, they would check the records again to see if there was a noticeable difference. There consistently was a fifteen to twenty-five percent drop in both areas. 


Because this was my profession, I wrote to the organization and asked them to send me some printed material on their activity. They sent me a packet about five inches thick, quantifying the results they had achieved in a number of cities. 


I was impressed enough to try an experiment of my own. Having worked for my company long enough to acquire three full weeks of vacation, I elected to take it all at once. At the time, I was receiving between 35 to 40 assigned claims per month. Remember these numbers as they will be important later in this story. These claims ranged from auto accidents, to theft and fire claims, as well as workers compensation injury claims. 


The day before I was due to start my vacation, I sat down quietly in my office. I worked out of my home and the house was completely quiet. I visualized a protective white light coming into the top of my head and coming out my outstretched hands to each of the company agents for whom I handled claims. I then visualized that protective energy going from the agents to each of company's policyholders. I did this for about 5 minutes and then went on my vacation. 


When I returned three weeks later, I called the branch office to check in with my supervisor to see if there had been any problems on my other files. He advised that everything was fine but that while I was gone something odd had happened. During that three week period, they had received only three claims in my territory. He went on to say that the office had begun to wonder if the agents who normally sent the claims in might have been holding them until I returned. But that didn't make any sense because people would have been calling and demanding that someone contact them to handle their damages. 


Naturally, they were puzzled by the fact that while I should have normally received 30 or more claims during that period, I had only received one tenth of that number. I, on the other hand, was only amused. 


I immediately realized the potential of what had happened. I thought about repeating the procedure on a regular basis. I also thought about telling management what I had done and offering to teach others to do the same. But then I imagined the reaction I would receive to such an offer and decided to postpone the whole process to a more enlightened time. 
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The Mist


When the Spirit moves through us, it often expresses itself in a way that captures both our intellect and our heart. This is never more true than when our prose becomes poetic in nature. What follows is just such an example. 


Expectation is the name of a Mist. This Mist has other names. Call It 'meaning' if You like. Call It 'knowing'. Call It 'desire.' 


Clear this Mist away, some say, and Reality stands revealed. Their name of It is Maya, 'Illusion.' Worship the Mist, bow down to It, others say, that we may be secure from troubles and pain. Their name for It varies from 'love' to 'ignorance' and includes along the way much of confusion and heartbeat and passion. Still others even today insist: we must boil It, work It, chop It, smooth It, analyze It and refashion with It. And their name for It is 'science' or 'reason' or 'logic' or 'justice.' And in with all these people and their legions of names and their conflicting prescriptions, recipies, formulas and scriptures, is the Thing Itself -- the Mist. 


Astrologers looked upon Sun, Moon, planets and stars -- their many apparent motions -- and they drew together in the Mist ... and they draw on today. Psychologists and psychiatrists now pause to reflect, musing both within and upon the Mist. Leaders of men, to whom many look for guidance or rule, know this Mist too well, for It intensifies about them, becomes thick almost to the point of independent certainty. As Virtue, It is almost tangible; as Control, It foregoes all happenstance; as Power, It would grow unbounded in both range and intensity. 


Physicists wonder amidst matter what holds matter together, how energy may become matter, what matters most amidst matter, they plumb the Mist. Divines look long and desparately for new aspects or answers to the problem of Sin. The Mist is patient, finding Itself no problem at all. Artists toy and tremble with perception and the determination to overcome or pierce its limitations, they clutch at Mist. 


There is more to Mist than meets the eye; more to meaning, more to knowing, more to desire than meets the eye. What more, what is more? -- more is Mist. Some would have it that Mist is "Mystery', that It always remains occluded; that It is Occult, the occultists claim, so to claim It. 


Mist. "Mist" is a word. 'Mist' is a potential image. Mist is prepotential certainty, a plasticity of imminent creation, the spark of individual thought as well as its directly sustaining medium. A four-letter word, just like Mind. 
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The Rain Stopped During Our Wedding!


According to the Lessons of Enlightenment, a firm and deeply held belief can influence events, even the weather! The following is a real life example: 


About our marriage, an almost mystical thing occurred, which I shall share for the first time with our CAC family. Vikki wanted to have the marriage early in June. A month or so earlier we had driven to Centralia, 30 miles south to get our marriage license (neither of us wanted it published locally). So we planned for early June, but as it approached, Vikki happened to dig out the marriage license and noticed that It expired on May 26th. We were both too tight to drive down to Centralia again and pay to get it renewed, so the marriage date was set for May 26th to avoid this. 


It must have been another El Nino Spring because it rained incessantly the entire month of May. We wanted to have the marriage happen outdoors in the Arboretum in Seattle, a huge beautiful park near the University District, festooned with many vaneties of old growth trees and flowers of every kind. Vikki and I often went there just to lie beneath the trees and soak in the vibes. 


Glen Rallam, a close friend and a former associate of Ralph Duby was my best man. He had arranged to meet us at a New Age church close by run by a really nice lady, whose name I have forgotten, so on the 26th of May, in a driving rain we headed for Seattle. 


In the car behind was my oldest son, Jon, and Frank and Cammy Locy, two friends that I had helped set up a "head shop" in Olympia, which carried a large selection of anti-war posters, etc. Vikki was incredibly lovely. She was wearing a white, handmade dress which she had fallen in love with at an old antique store in Yelm. She later told me she didn't think it was a dress, but a slip or undergarment worn by some pioneer women who had come here ages ago by wagon train. It was a see-through garment with lots of lace and Vikki was the "flower child" wearing it, with flowers in her hair. 


As we neared Seattle, the drenching rain continued and the sky darkened even more and suddenly I noticed Vikki had slumped down and was crying. Before we had left Olympia, Vikki was really upset by the rain and the prospect of a ceremony in the pouring rain. I kissed her and said, "Don't worry about It. Trust me, the sun will be out." Then, like a damn fool, I added: "If not, it's a sign that we shouldn't get married. After all, I'm 22 years older than you and you know this will present problems later on in your life." 


The sun was nowhere near coming out. In fact, there had been several weeks at least with no sunbreaks at all. I asked her what was the matter, "This is your wedding day and you are supposed to be joyous." She continued sobbing."Remember, you said It would be a sign," she cried. 


I put my arm around her and pulled her to me as I drove. " I was joking," I said gently. "We're destined to get married. Stop crying, the sun will come out." 


It didn't. We found the church, and as we parked, the rain suddenly stopped. We went inside to sign the marriage certificate and meet the minister. Glenn was there and they would follow us to the Arboretum. When we got back into the car, the rain resumed. It was noontime but the dark sky made it look like night. The drive was only about 15 minutes, but the rain was back in torrential amounts. I had the windshield wiper going full blast and it was still difficult to see ahead. Vikki had begun to cry again, and I had to reassure her, "The sun will be out for our wedding! Stop crying!" 


And then the miracle happened. As we turned off the avenue into the Arboretum, the rain suddenly stopped. The sky opened up and the sun beamed down in front of us. The windshield wipers were still going and suddenly I could see very clearly. A half a mile later we spotted the grotto where our wedding was to take place. With the three cars parked, we all walked down a trail to a clearing surrounded by huge redwoods and riots of flowers glistening in the sunshine. Vikki was ecstatic and laughed so hard she started crying. The minister looked up at the sky and said, "Let's get this over with while the sun is still out." We did. As cameras flashed, I took my radiant flower child as my bride, and she took me for better or for worse as her husband, not "till death do us part," but "as long as we both shall love." 


I was dressed in a bright yellow Nehru shirt and blue twill trousers. My hair was getting long but nothing like Vikki's long blonde hair which flowed down her back to her fanny. What was strange about the weather was that all around us in the distance we could see it was still raining and very dark, but this little glen was dry and the rays from the sun shone down on that little area like a spotlight. The ceremony took 20 minutes and after congratulations from the troupe, the sun suddenly started to disappear and we all got into our cars. As we left the park, heading toward the Space Needle to treat everyone to some fine dining, the rain reappeared. Within minutes it was again a torrent. It stopped once again as we walked around Seattle Center toward the Space Needle as Vikki handed out flowers to passersby. (She had picked a huge bouquet and had saved them for this purpose). "This Is my wedding day," she sang as she handed a flower to a startled British tourist, who asked if she could take a picture of a real American "hippie." And so it went. 


And when we came out of the Space Needle and said goodbye to everyone, we started off for Canada for a 4-day Honeymoon. As we hit the freeway, the sky darkened and the deluge began again. It rained continuously for 3 more days, but we no longer cared about that. We were now a legal couple and very much in love, and we both somehow knew that there was plenty of work ahead for both of us, but at that time we did not know what it was. 
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