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Introduction
I had been a practicing clinical psychologist for almost 30 years when, in
1993, I became very interested in using regression hypnosis to help persons
who had traumatic, suppressed memories of contact with extraterrestrials. I
knew that hypnotherapists who had been doing such work for years had
reported that some persons who remained in treat ment long enough not only
experienced elimination of their fears; they came to perceive their contacts as
benevolent rather than harmfu l and felt that they had voluntarily agreed to
such contact and had also agreed to work in concert with the ETs fo r the
benefit of mankind and planet Earth. I was aware that a nu mber of indiv iduals
had never been traumatized by contact and had reported a positive desire by
ETs to do just that, although the news media tended to focus on tales of
abduction, intrusive med ical or sexual procedures, being terrified, etc., which
were far mo re sensational.
When I decided to devote a portion of my time to doing hypnotic work, I
asked God for assistance. Soon I was receiving support for my new endeavor
in such unlikely ways that it seemed miraculous, and I felt very certain my
steps were being guided. Through a series of unplanned, synchronistic events,
I obtained the specialized training that gave me confidence, and b efore long I
met severely traumatized Marjorie Ann, who, at the hands of humans, had
been repeatedly abused sexually, physically and emotionally fro m early
childhood until her suicidal impulses led to our encounter. In the midst of her
psychological crisis, an independent entity speaking with the voice of a child
took control of her conscious mind and body in order to protect her from
acting on those impulses. When Marjorie regained consciousness, she named
the child-like entity Little One. I obtained Little One‟s permission to work
together in order to help Marjorie, and she provided much assistance over the
long course of hypnotic sessions that followed.
Little One eventually stated that faeries were real, that she was one, that
her real name was Perithnea, and that she had chosen to help Marjorie because
she had suffered so much. Meanwhile, Marjorie began to channel additional
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benevolent entities who assisted me in reducing her severe trauma. The first
after Perithnea was her guardian angel, Alta Sha, who, among many other
things, said he would train her to become a more proficient channel. As a
result, she began to channel the spirits of deceased persons, especially Native
American spirits and living ext raterrestrials who normally dwell in another
dimension parallel to our o wn. Fro m them we learned that the ETs had taken a
keen interest in her welfare soon after her father began to abuse her at age
four. Over a period of several years some of the channeled entities were
regular visitors in our lives and became treasured friends ..
Although most channeled entities were benevolent, several possessing
spirits, attracted to Marjorie‟s beautiful spiritual Light, exerted negative
effects on her mentally, emotionally and physically. They had to be expelled,
and some stubbornly resisted. Marjie‟s guardian angel, Alt Sha provided
much needed support and advice during difficult evictions. I could count on
him for assistance whenever I was in a quandary about the proper course of
action when working with her.
We developed a very close relationship with Marjorie‟s primary ET
protector, Nucleus 8, who had been her mentor since early childhood.
Through surgically installed imp lants, he was able to channel through her and
eventually became a daily co mpanion. Nucleus 8 took a keen interest in
developing close relationships with other selected humans and borrowed
Marjorie‟s body for that purpose. We learned that ETs had made certain
contributions to our personal DNA, and we were indeed part of an
interdimensional family.
Marjorie and I took many physical and spiritual journeys on behalf of our
spiritual family. We experienced many surprising and inspiring events while
travelling to northern Mexico, much of the United States, and eastern Canada.
Many of these journeys were inspired by the needs of Native American spirits
who temporarily entered our bodies and who are destined to reincarnate as
leaders in a transformed world. Nucleus 8, who is Supreme Lord of Security
for an incomprehensibly vast, multid imensional Alliance co mprised of
thousands of civilizat ions, revealed that an Earth-like p lanet has been prepared
for the eventual habitation of selected humans and other intelligent species
whose home planets, like ours, are slo wly dying.
The ETs, provided medical treat ments to Marjorie, myself, an d some of
our friends. In Marjorie‟s case, these interventions were life-saving events on
several occasions. The spirits and physical interdimensional beings who
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channeled provided numerous tangible and intangible proofs of their
independent existence when they were not channeling.
The mu ltitude of highly imp robable, synchronistic events that occurred
along our spiritual journey convinced us that we were part icipants in a
mysterious and often surprising Divine Plan. Alta Sha told me to record
noteworthy events, which I would someday use to write a book. Fifteen years
of almost daily notes has resulted in this five volume work, but the story isn‟t
over.
It is my sincere hope that upon reading this factual account of their
presence, those who have not believed in the reality of a spiritual realm
beyond the five senses will open their hearts to the often overlooked beings
around us. I hope that readers who already believe will find information that
strengthens their belief. This is the story of how those loving beings
continually blessed us, for which we daily thank God and are eternally
grateful to them.
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Chapter One

The Journey Begins
I learned in the early spring of 1993 that an accepted invitation can
change your life forever. I decided to attend a conference for psychotherapists
on the unlikely subject of treating people who had been traumatized by
contact with extraterrestrials! Although I had been interested in the possibility
of alien visitors to our planet from adolescence, I never expected to attend a
professional conference about them. ET contact was one of those taboo
subjects like mental telepathy, clairvoyance, spirit commun ications,
possession, and reincarnation which “respectable” psychologists were
supposed to avoid or deny. As a clinical psychologist, I was very interested in
the treatment of trauma and I was therefore immed iately intrigued. My
interest increased when I learned that hundreds of traumatized indiv iduals had
been examined and treated by the psychotherapists who would make
presentations at the conference.
The conference in Atlanta was spellbinding. The professional credentials
of the presenters were impressive, as was the degree of compassion they
demonstrated for their traumatized clients . I learned that the typical
“contactee” had no history of mental illness, was of above average
intelligence, was well educated, and was usually quite successful in his or her
vocation. Most of them had not requested treatment because of remembered
contacts, but due to the sudden onset of physical and mental symptoms which
had no obvious cause. Often it was only through the use of hypnosis or
analysis of vivid dreams that memories of ET contact and the associated
emotional trau ma were revealed. Many clients who received sufficient
psychotherapy eventually came to believe that they were not victims of
abductions designed to humiliate and subjugate them, but volunteers who had
agreed to participate with the ETs in a mission to promote peace, love, and
sharing among all people and protection of the natural environment.
Contactees consistently reported warn ings fro m the ETs of upco ming
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environmental disasters on a global scale if humans do not change their
methods of exploit ing natural resources .
Other common denominators in contact reports included feeling
paralyzed and being transported involuntarily to an alien craft, creating hybrid
children through the combination of human and ext raterrestrial genes, surgical
implantation of small devices in contactees to facilitate mon itoring,
communicat ing telepathically with ETs, and receiv ing intrusive medical
examinations which left otherwise inexplicable marks on contactees‟ bodies.
Rapid healing of chronic illnesses and injuries were also reported.
The consensus of the investigators was that regardless of the actual cause,
a significant number of previously well adjusted people were reporting
traumatic reactions to alien contacts and deserved to be treated with the same
level of professional care as any other client. Furthermore, mental health
professionals had an obligation to study this new phenomenon and to try to
understand it.
I asked Dr. John Mack, a distinguished psychiatrist whose book
Abduction was subsequently published, “If the ETs are so technologically
advanced and intelligent, why do they use methods of contact that terrify us?”
He answered that it is human nature to be afraid whenever we are dealing with
the unknown, especially if we feel help less to cope with it. The more an
experience challenges our concept of reality, the more frightened and
confused we are apt to be, and we are likely to label it as insane, impossible,
or even demonic. We may entirely reject the experience by convincing
ourselves that it was only a dream, or we can try to understand it. The only
way to reduce our anxiety is to develop new ways of thinking about ourselves
and our world which help us to cope with an unexpected reality.
Some of the professionals in attendance claimed personal ET contacts . A
clin ical social worker said he was building a new home in North Caro lina and
entering private practice in reaction to his experiences with ETs . Another
female investigator (pseudonym Polly) said she had been doing hypnotic work
with contactees for many years, and that a major UFO conference sponsored
by the Mutual UFO Network would soon take place in Arkansas. After what I
had learned in Atlanta, I was eager to attend.

The Eureka Springs conference drew several hundred people who
appeared to be intelligent, well educated, and friendly. There were many
vendors of books, T-shirts, figurines, periodicals, caps, sketches, slogan
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buttons, photos, etc., related to UFOs and ETs. I had no idea that UFOs
generated so much business.
I browsed through the vendors‟ tables and bought a couple of buttons that
could be pinned to a shirt or hat. One read, 186,000 mps. A Speed We Can
Live With. The other said, This Is A Nice Planet To Visit But I Wouldn’t Want
To Live Here. I thought they were pretty clever. I was drawn to a table of
books where I encountered one entitled Visitors From Ti me which had a
fly ing saucer on the cover. Noticing my interest, the author, Marc Davenport,
introduced himself.
“What a coincidence,” I said, “My mother‟s maiden name is Davenport.
You are the only Davenport I‟ve ever met outside of my mother‟s immediate
family. We could be distant relatives.” I purchased the book, which proposed
that UFOs were capable of time travel, and that their inhabitants might
actually be our descendants traveling back through time to visit their
ancestors. The theory was supported by factual details reported in hundreds of
UFO cases which involved elements of missing time, time expansion and time
contraction associated with close encounters.
I had just walked away fro m his table when a middle aged woman
noticed my name tag and said, “Oh! Your name is Haire! Do you know
Mickey and Bobby Hair?”
“No. In fact, I have never met another Haire outside of my family in
Memphis.”
“Well, you should meet them. They are right in the next roo m.” I was
dumbfounded by these weird coincidences occurring within fifteen minutes of
entering the building. I immediately liked Bobby and Mickey for their warm,
open manner. Bobby was a retired systems analyst and his wife Mickey was a
nurse. Things got even more interesting when I learned that Mickey had
battled cancer, which was currently in remission. My wife Terresa, also a
nurse, had died of cancer only a couple of months before!
I took a seat I had reserved for the first presentation in the large
conference room. I looked around at the other members of the audience, at last
turning to see who was behind me. There sat Bobby and Mickey, in seats they
had also reserved before we met! “It looks to me like we are supposed to get
to know each other better,” I said. Would you like to get together over lunch
or something?” They quickly agreed.
The fields of engineering, physics, medicine, journalis m, h istory,
psychology, mathematics, aviat ion and others were represented by various
well qualified speakers. These were definitely not crackpots. Some contactees
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recounted their past and continuing encounters with ETs. Some spoke of
intimidation by mysterious visitors claiming to represent government agencies
after they had reported their contacts . Some had been warned not to talk about
their experiences and their telephones had reportedly been tapped. Others
reported the appearance of unmarked black helicopters reconnoitering places
where UFOs had been seen.
One of the most impressive presentations consisted of clips fro m
hundreds of videotapes made by ordinary people when nu merous UFOs
appeared in broad daylight over Mexico City. The tapes had been broadcasted
by the local television station which received them fro m their v iewers.
Another fascinating presentation concerned the proliferat ion of crop
circles that were appearing overnight in grain fields around the world, most
notably in England. Scientific studies of the g rain in the designs showed that
the cellular structure of the stalks had been altered, causing them to bend over
without the crushing or other damage seen in the grain of designs created by
human hoaxers. In genuine circles, the grain stems were found to b e twisted
around one another, not merely flattened, and the undamaged grain continued
to grow. The h ighly precise designs were constantly increasing in size and
complexity, and some of the genuine ones were known to have been created
in a matter of minutes ! Bright white lights had been videotaped zipping
around designs and observed by witnesses during their creation. The
investigators were convinced that the designs were a form of co mmunication
fro m ETs, although the messages were not understood. The general
indifference of the scientific co mmun ity, the government, the media, and the
general public to this widespread phenomenon was difficu lt to understand. It
was claimed that a successful disinformation campaign was being waged by
the government to convince people that all crop circles were hoaxes created
by humans or the result of natural weather conditions! However, the
explanations given by “debunkers” did not explain the contradictory scientific
data, which included the presence of unusual energy fields within the genuine
designs.
The bulk of evidence presented at the UFO conference suggested that we
were being visited by a technologically advanced society which was
communicat ing a simp le, sensible message which went something like this: It
is time for you people to realize that you are not alone in the universe. There
are others who have great interest in you. Your planet is suffering from the
harmful effects of your mistreatment of the environment. Unless you learn to
live in harmony with one another and with nature, you can anticipate life
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threatening consequences caused not by us, but by your own actions. It is
vitally important that you learn to love one another and all of nature. Protect
and preserve the earthly paradise which was given to you . Sound familiar?
It frustrated me that none of the presenters were focusing on the message,
when the message seemed to be the primary purpose of the contacts. Why
would an advanced, alien society concern itself with hu mans unless to either
dominate and enslave us , or to educate and uplift us?
There was no convincing evidence that domination was the goal. It was
eminently clear that alien technology was so advanced that conquering planet
Earth would be a snap. There were no published reports of attacks upon
government or military targets by UFOs except in self defense. However, there
were many reports of attempted attacks on UFOs by our military. So me
investigators believed that an effort to develop weapons precisely for the
purpose of shooting down UFOs was underway because all conventional ones
had failed. ETs were being treated as enemies without any evidence being
produced to show that they were hostile.
The alternative motive, to educate and uplift, was much more plausible.
Hu mans have made their first inroads into space. Powerfu l weapons have
already been placed in orbit, and our history indicates that we are quite
prepared to use them on one another and on visitors with vastly advanced
technology, which is excruciat ingly stupid. If ETs were as warlike as humans,
devastating retaliation would have already occurred. Put yourselves in the
shoes of an advanced, peaceful society. Would you want humans to bring
their nuclear weapons and their love of warfare into your midst? Could you
trust humans not to attack except in self defense? Would you want humans to
bring their polluting disregard for nature into the ecosystems of other planets?
I think not. The most benevolent thing you could do would be to educate them
concerning the importance of respect for all life. Teach them that growth of
the spirit is far more important than technology alone, that love and peace are
the foundation of any enduring civilization, and that the only justification for
aggression is self defense.
On the other hand, although the bulk of contacts appeared to be harmless
and benevolent, there was some evidence that not all ETs were kind. There
always seem to be a few bad apples around, and some contactees appeared to
have run afoul of them. Good and evil intentions exist out there as well as on
Earth, and some people seem to attract disaster until they learn how to stop.
Polly fro m Atlanta was also present. She was promoting a self published
book about people who developed special talents or abilities such as
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extrasensory perception, psychokinesis, astral travel, alchemy, and invention
of devices to produce cheap, clean energy as a result of their contact with ETs.
Our conversation revealed that she had a lot of experience working with
contactees. Because I wanted to start treating traumatized contactees I asked if
she would be willing to let me observe her hypnotic techniques, and she
agreed.

6

Chapter Two

The Channeling Starts
Three of Polly‟s clients volunteered to let me observe their hypnosis
sessions a few weeks later. On ly one of them said anything about ET contacts
while entranced. She recalled contacts that began in childhood and were
continuing into the present, and said she was being trained to assist humans in
the future after calamitous changes take place on Earth. She said s he had
volunteered for this mission but was looking forward to the day when it was
over so she could be with her ET family on a permanent basis, and that most
of her training had been received on a red planet where everyone lived in
beautiful harmony.
Another volunteer made predictions of future activit ies by the observers,
including me. She said I wou ld someday be involved with a very large
organization as a consultant in personnel selection and training. I doubted that
this could be true, as I had no prior experience or training as an organizational
psychologist. She also said in a private conversation afterwards that a group of
influential people interested in the welfare of the planet would ask me to work
with them when the time was right. I had no idea what she meant by that, but
much later, it was shown to be true.
It was about time for me to leave when I saw a book in Po lly‟s den with
the title Regression Therapy: A Handbook for Professionals, edited by
Winifred B. Lucas, Ph.D., also a clinical psychologist. Within it were
numerous articles by hypnotherapists which contained verbatim regression
sessions and follow up reports of successful treatments. When hypnotized
clients were asked in t rance to remember what caused the current trauma, they
often reported things which had occurred in other lifet imes. By reliving those
events and with intense emotion, clients were helped to eliminate the trauma.
It was impossible for many clients to relive the highly emot ional
experiences of other lifetimes without concluding that they had truly occurred.
It logically followed that if other lifetimes had occurred, there was an afterlife
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and there was a soul which needed to be recognized . Under hypnosis, some
clients recalled a period between lives when they had planned out the
challenges of their next lifet ime for particular purposes of spiritual growth. I
bought this wonderful book and learned a great deal fro m it about regression
hypnosis.

I continued my normal consulting work and in my spare time tried to find
clients who could benefit from regression hypnosis. I mailed brochures to
other professionals encouraging referrals and spoke to Bernard Dozier,
minister of the First Unity Church in Memphis, about my interest in
counseling via regression hypnosis and the spiritu al benefits that often
resulted. The teachings of Unity were co mpatib le with my personal religious
beliefs and I wanted to work in an environment wh ich encouraged spiritual
growth. Bernard informed me unexpectedly that he had been looking for
someone who could provide counseling to members with personal issues he
wasn‟t trained to deal with.
I soon met a short, stocky woman at Un ity who looked to be about sixty
years old named Isabel Carr, who said that she taught Sunday classes for
adults and for children. The first one of her classes that I attended she taught
with her friend Doris, who radiated spirituality and love. The discussion was
about the creative power of thoughts to alter events in physical reality, and I
knew I was at home in their church.
During the break before the main service, I was introduced to a man
whom I will name Doug. He was a swarthy, confident person whose manner
was rather blunt but friendly. He reco mmended some books that he had at
home about the history of ET/human contact and o ffered to loan them to me
the following Sunday. I felt very co mfortable being among people who
understood and accepted my spiritual motivations. It seemed that the Creator
was arranging contacts that would help me in my new calling. I didn‟t know
that the fun was just starting.

As part of my normal work, I was asked to evaluate Marjorie, a 39 year
old female suffering fro m severe depression, anxiety and suicidal impulses .
She was a painfully thin blonde of average height with deliberately frizzled,
shoulder length hair and deep blue eyes. The main stresses in her life included
a verbally and emotionally abusive husband, a demanding job as a material
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cutter in a clothing factory, and a recent decision by her two sons to live with
their paternal grandmother because they could not tolerate their new
stepfather. The precipitating event leading to her suicidal thoughts was the
sudden emergence of very disturbing memories of sexual abuse by her father
that had begun when she was four years old. Those memories left her feeling
dirty and ashamed. She also had a history of other traumas, including lack of
protection and emotional support by her mother, chronic hostility fro m her
two sisters, a violent rape by three assailants at age 18, beatings by her first
husband, the deaths of two premature sons, and loss of a home and all her
possessions in a fire set by a drug dealing, former husband who also attempted
to kill her. She was currently married to a man who constantly belittled her.
Severe depression and anxiety prevented her fro m fu lly expressing the love
she felt for her children as she normally would and fro m efficiently
performing her job.
Marjorie felt that she had reached the end of her rope and had no idea
what she would do in the future. Suicide appealed as a way to end her
suffering. She could not understand why, in spite of all her efforts to do the
right things, every relationship with males had failed. Her self esteem was at
an all time lo w. The only strength left to her was faith in God, wh ich had
helped her to survive previous disasters. She prayed every day for divine
guidance.
Because she was highly anxious, I offered to teach Marjie a relaxation
technique at our first meet ing. She responded very well to my suggestions,
which included an imaginary ride in a boat on a beautiful pond in a secluded,
peaceful place. She had a very enjoyable interlude of calmness and was very
grateful for the experience.
Marjie was discharged soon after I had evaluated her but had been
read mitted after another ep isode of suic idal intent in response to repeated
verbal abuse by her husband. She had a loaded gun and was read y to use it
when she called 911 fo r help. A brave and sensitive deputy talked her into
giving up the gun she was handling in a very dangerous manner and
persuaded her to go back to the psychiatric unit. Upon her arrival she was
placed in a safe room for close observation. The staff said she was speaking
in a child ish voice and referring to herself as she and her and acting very
different ly fro m her normal self. I was asked for my d iagnostic opin ion.
Marjie was lying on a mattress in the otherwise empty roo m. I took a
chair in and sat beside her, leaving the door open to reduce her an xiety . She
looked at me with distrust. “What went wrong?” I gently asked.
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An unfamiliar, childlike voice answered, “She can‟t answer you.”
“Why can‟t she?”
“I put her away where no one can hurt her. She‟s had all she can take.
She‟s safe now, but she can‟t hear you.”
“Thank you for helping her. I know she has had a very bad time lately. I
want to help her too. I certainly don‟t want to do anything to make matters
worse.”
“How can you help her?”
“I just want to help her be calm and to know that it‟s safe here. Is that
okay?”
“What are you going to do?”
“I‟m just going to talk to her.”
“What about? She can‟t talk about the things that are bothering her now.
It only makes her feel worse. That‟s why I had to put her away. She can‟t
think about things like that anymore.”
“I understand. I won‟t ask her any questions. I just want to help her relax
by having her take a little trip. I‟ll tell her what to do and all she has to do is to
listen. It will be very nice. If you don‟t like what I‟m saying, you can just tell
me to stop. Will that be alright?”
“I guess so, but I‟ll be listening.”
I repeated the scene that had helped Marjie before. My suggestions placed
her on a beautiful lake teeming with wild life in her o wn little boat, far away
fro m anyone or anything that could hurt her. It was a warm and sunny day and
she trailed her hand in the clear water, en joying the contrast of heat and cold. I
elaborated on all the senses: smell, vision, temperature, touch, hearing, muscle
tension, etc. and she visibly relaxed after only a few minutes. “Was that
okay?” I asked.
“Yes. She feels better now.”
“Good. It‟s time for me to go now, but maybe we can talk again another
time.” I got up and left, taking the chair with me.
The head nurse said, “What do you think?”
“I don‟t think this is a typical case of mu ltiple personality. There‟s
something about the way the litt le girl related to me that doesn‟t fit. It could
be that she has regressed to a time in her childhood when she felt safe, but the
way the child spoke to me about protecting her is not typical of true
regression. Either way, she has clearly dissociated herself emotionally fro m
her situation because it‟s too traumatic. Hypnosis could be useful in helping
her overcome the block.”
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A few days later I returned and saw Marjie at her request. She had come
out of her dissociated state and was talking normally, but was also having
vivid mental images of the child who rescued her, and was also receiving
telepathic and written communications fro m her. She found notes written in a
child‟s hand promising to protect her at any cost. One of the psychiatrists had
encouraged Marjie to express herself through keeping a journal and drawing
pictures to express her feelings and to share the results with him. “Why did
you want to see me again?” I asked.
“I wanted to ask if I could take another ride in that boat.”
“Of course. I‟m glad that you liked it. You can also take a ride without
me anytime that you get to feeling too anxious, you know. This time I‟m
going to start by counting backwards from ten, and suggesting with each
number that you get more relaxed. Ready?”
“Yes.”
I did a typical countdown to get her relaxed and to help her have a more
vivid experience. After setting the boat scene and seeing she was relaxed, I
took her a step further. The boat drifted into a dark cavern, but in the distance
she could see a Light. “You are floating toward the Light and gradually enter
it. You are bathed in this beautiful white Light, wh ich you realize is the Light
of God. It surrounds you with love and protection.
“Now you have left the cave and the boat and you find yourself in a
hallway. You see closed doors on both sides of the hallway. Behind one of
these doors is an experience waiting fo r you which will help to heal your pain.
Can you see the door?”
“Yes.”
“Describe it to me.”
“It‟s a big wooden door with intricate carv ings all over it . The doorknob
and hinges are made of pure gold. It‟s beautiful!”
“Just admire it for a mo ment, and when you are ready, open it and go in.”
“I‟m afraid to go in.”
“Just wait for a while until your fear subsides. Remember, there is a good
experience wait ing for you behind the door.”
“Alright, I‟m ready now,” she said after a few mo ments.
“Then go in as slowly as you like, and tell me what you see.”
A wondrous smile and tears of joy appeared on her face. “It‟s a paradise!
I‟m standing on a hill looking over a beautiful valley. The grass is so green!
There are flo wers and trees. At the end of the valley is a gorgeous Light
surrounded by a rainbow. I want to go to that Light. I know where this is! Th is
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is heaven!” Happy tears flowed fro m her eyes, and to my dismay, I found my
own eyes overflowing. The therapist isn’t supposed to cry, I thought, but I
couldn‟t help it. Th is was too much.
My voice cracked when I said, “Look for a path that will lead you to the
Light.”
“There it is. A stone path leads off to my right and down the valley.
There‟s a stream running beside it. Can I go?”
“Of course.”
“There are some children play ing leapfrog on the grass. They‟re running
and jumping and rolling down the hill, having a wonderful time! I wish I
could play with them.”
“You can if you want to. It‟s alright.”
“No, I might get my pretty white dress dirty. I always wanted to have a
dress like this. It has ruffles and bows all over, and I‟m wearing shiny white
shoes and white socks with lace on them.
“I‟m going down the path next to a border o f trees, getting closer to the
Light. I‟m here! This is God‟s Light! I‟ve never felt such love and
acceptance!” Tears of rapture continued to flow. I was almost as moved as
she.
“Just enjoy what is happening. Don‟t try to talk. You can tell me about it
later.”
A few minutes passed. “I‟m ready to come back now.”
“Find the path that leads back to the door and follow it.”
“There are the children again. Do you think I could play with them?”
“I think you need to play very much. It would be good for you to enjoy
yourself for a change. This is heaven, you know.”
“This is fun!” She laughed with childish abandon. “Okay. I‟m finished
now. I‟m ready to come back.”
“I will count fro m one to ten, and with each nu mber you will feel yourself
becoming a little mo re alert until you are fully awake and aware of your
surroundings in this room and of your body. You will feel refreshed and
wonderful.” I counted her up, repeating these suggestions in various forms
until she opened her eyes at ten.
“You‟ve got tears in your eyes,” she said. I reached for the tissues. “I
never saw a doctor cry before.”
“It was a very beautiful experience to watch. I feel very privileged to
have been with you while you made your trip to heaven. I didn‟t expect
anything so awesome to happen.”
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“It was a wonderfu l experience. It was so real! I knew that I was totally
accepted. There was no condemnation, no judgment, just love. I never felt
anything like the love that came fro m that Light.” She beamed. “Thank you so
much.”
“No need to thank me. I had very little to do with it. All I did was lead
you to a hallway of doors. You did the rest and God supplied what you
needed. It was an answer to prayer, wasn‟t it?”
“Oh yes! I never felt so totally accepted. He didn‟t care anything about
my faults and mistakes. He loved me just as I am.”
“Isn‟t it wonderful to know that you don‟t have to be perfect to have such
love and that God wants you to be happy and to love yourself the way He
does? Do you think you can do that?”
“I can try.”
“Good. Now go and think about everything that happened and let it sink
in. I think you‟re going to start feeling much better now.”
“Thank you again. Do you mind if I give you a hug?” Because they can
be misinte rpreted, I normally avoided hugging clients, but I knew that she
needed one fro m so meone who wou ld not abuse her. We emb raced and she
left . I could not have been more p leased. It tru ly was a new beginning fo r
both of us.
The next time I saw Marjie she approached me in the hallway. “Can I ask
you a question?”
“Sure. What is it?”
“How can a person go to heaven if they aren‟t dead yet? It must have
been my imagination.”
“Can you honestly say that the emotions you felt weren‟t real or that the
love you received wasn‟t real?”
“No. It was one of the most real experiences of my life! But it goes
against what I have been taught.”
“Read your Bible closely. Jesus taught that the kingdom of heaven is
within you, not out there somewhere. You went within and you found it. He
told us that we should live in the kingdom, not die into it. So don‟t let anyone
tell you that you have to die to go to heaven! The kingdom is at hand! Enjoy
it!”
I chuckled to myself as I walked away thinking, Let her chew on that for
a while.
Marjie later shared what she had written in her journal about her first
trance experience as follows:
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The love I was experiencing was perfect. It could never harm me. I would
never be abandoned by it. It was mine to keep and would continue to flow
within me. I had entered God’s love before death.
I felt so much shame as a child that I had no self-worth. I became like a
starving child, looking for morsels and crumbs of love. I couldn’t get enough
to quench my thirst. In the Light, I realized if He could accept me as I was,
then I could accept myself. I was learning that self-acceptance equaled
personal power. I was being unified. All my energies could be centered and
begin to flow outward…my ego…was positioning itself to make real choices.
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Little One Speaks
Through July and early August I continued reading material related to my
renewed interests and began counseling a few church members at Unity on
Sundays after services. It was soon clear that their concerns were the same as
those encountered at any mental health center, which was a disappointment.
Most of them d id not need hypnotic regression.
I had promised the Creator that I would pursue spiritual work, had asked
for His guidance and help, and my first attempt with Marjie had been
dramat ically rewarded by her encounter with His love. I felt a strong
conviction that God wanted me to work with her, so I contacted her to find out
if she was interested. After exp lain ing my motivations to her, I said, “You are
an excellent candidate for this type of work, and I need the experience . I know
you believe in God and look to Him for guidance as well, and based on your
last trance experience, I believe God wants me to do this. If you agree, we will
meet as friends seeking His guidance. There will be no charge for our
sessions. I want you to invite your husband to our sessions to let him see for
himself what we are doing and possibly to participate. I also want you to
continue with your psychiatrist and your current counselor. What we will be
doing is very different fro m the type of counseling you have been receiving.”
“Do you really mean it? You would see me for free?”
“Yes.”
“The few sessions we had did more for me than any of the counseling
I‟ve had since then. I don‟t see what I have to lose. When do you want to see
me?”
Marjie had to come alone to our first session due to her husb and‟s refusal
to get involved in any efforts to help her. She told me later that when she was
looking for my office, five miles fro m the nearest town, she had thought,
What the hell am I getting myself into? However. she didn‟t allow her an xiety
to interfere with our session,
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I asked how her counseling was going. “No one else is comfortable with
the Little One, she said. “They think she‟s a figment of my imag ination and I
need to get rid of her. To them she‟s just a symptom. My counselor never
gives me any direction. No matter what question I ask, he always asks me
what I think or how I feel about it and then repeats whatever I say . Any
progress I‟ve made is by my own effort. I‟ve been reading self help books and
copying down the parts that are most helpful. Here are some drawings and
some notes I made and some by the Little One, too.”
Little One‟s writ ing was like that of a young child, and completely
different fro m Marjie‟s pretty hand, as were the pictures she had drawn. Little
One wrote that she would put Marjie away in a safe place whether she liked it
or not if she thought anyone was about to hurt her, including her counselors.
She also expressed her anger toward the counselor for not believing she was
real. He would not speak to her nor draw pictures and color them with her
when she asked him to.
I cons idered Litt le One to be an ally . She wanted to end Marjie‟s
suffering and so d id I. If Marjie eventually acqu ired so me of Litt le On e‟s
assertiveness, so much the better; Marjie had been a v ict im far too long .
Ho wever, M arjie also had doubts that the Litt le One was real. “I don ‟t
kno w if she is a childhood vers ion of me or if she is an entirely different
personality . I don‟t see ho w she can be me, because in my image o f her
she has bright o range hair and g reen eyes. She doesn‟t loo k anything like
me. I don ‟t kno w what to make o f her.”
“Is it possible for me to speak to Little One d irectly?” I asked.
A child‟s voice answered. “Yes you can, but I won‟t talk to you if you
treat me like I‟m not real the way that other man does. He doesn‟t know
anything! Do you believe I am real?”
“Of course you are real. You are talking to me, aren‟t you? I may not
understand you entirely, but that doesn‟t mean you don‟t exist.”
“Good. What did you want to talk to me about?”
“You know that I want to help Marjie and I know that you won‟t let
anyone hurt her, but sometimes people have to face unpleasant truths in order
to get better. I want to help her overcome some of the really bad things that
have happened to her, but she will have to remember them, and they will
upset her. How can I help her if you won‟t let me do this?”
“Terrible things have happened to her and she‟s not strong enough to face
them all at once. How do I know that you won‟t make things worse?” This
was a smart little girl.
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“I will let her explo re them at her own pace, so that she isn‟t
overwhelmed by them.”
“How do you do that?”
“Maybe it would be best if I gave a demonstration. Do you know of
something that scares you that we could work on?”
“Yes. I don‟t like snakes. She doesn‟t like them much, either.”
“Okay, we can work on that. First I have to make sure that you‟re good
and relaxed, so I‟m go ing to help her and you do that.” I counted down fro m
ten with instructions to relax and suggested that she go to her little boat and
into the loving Light at the end of the tunnel. Then I said, “Would you like to
take a trip with me?”
“Where are we going?”
“I thought we might go to the zoo. Do you like the zoo?”
“Oh yes. I‟d like that.”
I described a walk through the zoo, pointing out the various animals, and
we came to the Reptile House. “Would you like to go inside with me?”
“Yes. It‟s nice and warm in here. Look at those turtles over there. Aren‟t
their shells pretty?”
“Yes, and I like the little red marks on their necks. I think they call them
red eared turtles. Look at those with the big mouth and the hook on them like
a bird‟s beak. Those are snapping turtles.”
“There are some crocodiles. They can really b ite, too,” she said. I was
delighted that she was taking the initiative in this imag ined trip. It was
obviously very vivid for her, which was important for successful
desensitization.
“There are the snake terrariu ms. Look at all the pretty colors. Some have
very beautiful markings, and they‟re not at all slimy like some people think.
They are really clean and dry and very smooth. They feel good to touch . Here
comes the zoo keeper. I‟m going to ask him to do us a special favor and take
us behind the cages to where he feeds them. Would you like that?”
“Yes.”
“He‟s going to take one of them out of the cage so you can see him up
close. He‟s picked a little one with stripes on it. They call it a garter snake.
Can you see it?”
“Yes.”
“He‟s holding it behind the head so that it can‟t bite. Would you like to
try touching it? If you think you would, take your time. You can just put one
finger on it if you want to. He can‟t hurt you. I used to play with snakes when
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I was a teenager. A friend of mine kept them and we would let them crawl on
us.”
“This is fun! I like this snake! Can I hold h im?”
“Sure, until the keeper has to put him back up.” A few mo ments passed.
“I‟m finished now. He‟s going back in the cage.”
“Did you enjoy the trip?”
“Oh yes. Can we take another trip so meday?”
“Sure, I‟d like that. Now that you‟ve seen how I work, would you let me
talk to Marjie?”
Marjie answered. “Little One says you are a nice man and that I should
trust you and you can help me.”
“I‟m g lad to have Little One‟s trust. I hope that we can be a team and
help you together. Now I want to work on your problems. Are you ready?”
“Yes.”
“Remember the hallway you were in when you found the door that lead
to heaven?”
“Yes.”
“I want you to go back there now. Are you there?”
“Yes.”
“Look for a door that will help you to identify th e source of your
problems.”
“I see the door.”
“Are you ready to step through it?”
“Yes.”
“Then go inside and tell me what happens.”
“I‟m a little girl again.” In her ch ildhood voice, Marjie described
several incidents in which her father had sexually moles ted her. I helped her
to vivid ly experience the feelings associated with each incident , having her
back away when they became too intense until with repetit ion, she could
face them more easily. She spoke of ho w much she feared her father and
how he ruled the family. He to ld her sisters lies which made them jealous of
her and deliberately created other conflicts. She felt hated by her sisters fo r
being the one he favored, because he would take her places without them,
but only to molest her. Because of the things her father did to her and the
constant crit icis m she received, she believed that she was a very bad litt le
girl.
“You were not a bad little girl at all. You tried very hard to please your
parents. You were obedient and always tried to avoid punishme nt. It was your
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father‟s behavior that was terrib ly wrong and you are not to blame for what he
did. You were only a child. He seemed big and powerful, but only a very
small man uses his child as a sexual object. See him as small as he really is.”
“He‟s shrinking, getting smaller and smaller. Why, he‟s tiny! I have no
reason to fear him!”
“That‟s the way he really is inside. Only a small, scared man has to be
such a bully in his own family. A real man doesn‟t use a child for sex. Do you
realize how twisted his mind was and how he tried to make everyone around
him twisted too?”
“Yes. Actually, I can see now that I was a very good child. I always tried
hard to please my parents but I never could completely do it. They always
found fault with me. So did my sisters. I tried so hard to get them to like me,
but they wouldn‟t. So metimes I would get mad and try to get even with
them.”
“That‟s right. You were good then and you are good now. You have
made mistakes and have done some wrong things, as all of us have, but you
are not a bad person. Don‟t allow your father‟s lying version of reality to
control the way you feel about yourself. Remember him as he really is.” I
counted her up. We discussed the session at length and agreed to have another
in a few days.

At our next meeting, Marjie asked, “W ill you keep on working with me
for as long as it takes to solve my problems? I don‟t want to get halfway there
and then be left dangling.”
“Yes. I‟ll work with you for as long as you need me.” We scheduled
another session, and Marjie came with a surprise.
“Little One wrote a note she wants you to read.” She handed me the note,
which was printed with a crayon:
I wish she had a friend to play with her. I have a friend that took me to
the zoo. He’s very important because we got to go where only VIPs and the
zoo keepers go. We were special. I don’t want her to be left out. She needs to
play. A lot. Maybe my friend will want to play with her too. I have to be
careful who plays with her. She gets hurt so easy. I will guard her at all costs.
Maybe she will even be loved one day. She’s the BEST!
“That‟s a very nice note. I‟m g lad Litt le One likes me. Does she have
something she wants to talk to me about today?”
Little One answered. “Do you like word games?”
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“Yes. They‟re some of my favorites. Do you know some?”
“I have a whole list of them. Would you like to see?”
“Sure!”
“Look on the other side of the note.”
She had written the following: Dogwood tree Fir tree Nightmare
Umbrella stand Lady Slipper Foot path Coat tree Hedge hog Milkweed
Crabgrass Black cows Pools of water Gou rds Riding my b icycle under
water Tourist trap Underwater cave Skeletons in the graveyard Siren.
“Can you see the secrets in these words?” she asked.
“Well let‟s see. I guess the dogwood tree is one made out of dogs.”
“Nope, they call it that because of its bark! Get it? Try the next one.” I
chuckled.
“The fir tree has bark made of fur?”
“Yep. It keeps you warm in the wintertime. Try another.”
“A nightmare is a horse that comes out at night.”
“Good. Nightmare is my horse. Guess what color she is.”
“Black, of course. And I guess that an umbrella stand is where a lot of
umbrellas stand around waiting for a bus?”
“No, it‟s a tree. You can stand under it when it rains.”
“I suppose crabgrass is grass that crabs hang out in.”
“No. It ‟s grass that is always complaining about everything. Very
crabby.”
We went through a few more, laughing at her juvenile jokes. Then I said,
“We‟d better get down to business and help Marjie wo rk on some of her
problems, o kay?”
“Okay. Thanks for play ing with me.”
Marjie said, “I have been bothered by feelings of loneliness all o f my life.
I felt alone in my marriages, in my family, and now my children have left me,
too. I‟d like to work on that.”
“Alright.” I took her through the same trance induction as before, leading
her to the Hallway of Doors . “Look for a door which will help you understand
why you always feel alone and abandoned.”
She quickly found it and entered. In a very immature, whispery voice, she
said, “I‟m in my bed. I‟m alone. No one will co me. I‟m cry ing, but no one
comes.”
“Describe your surroundings.”
“My bed has rails. I‟m in a roo m by myself, but I know that there are
other people in the house.”
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“Tell me how old you are.”
“I‟m very small, maybe two or three weeks old. I can‟t help myself. Why
won‟t someone come?” She was crying.
“Allow yourself to fully feel the emotion of abandonment.” She wept
profusely for several minutes before the emotion was exhausted . “Now go
forward in your life to another experience in which you felt alone and
abandoned.”
“I had a little dog that my father bought for me when I was about eight
years old after I had begged and begged for one. I was so proud of him. I took
good care of him and loved him. Brownie was my best friend. I felt closer to
him than anyone in the family. He was someone safe who made no demands
on me and who was always there for me. He loved me without any strings
attached. He followed me everywhere. I had some ro ller skates and he would
pull me around by his leash. I had him for about six months and when I came
home fro m school one day, he was gone. I couldn‟t find him anywhere. I
asked my father what happened to him, and he told me that he gave him
away! He said he was too much for me to handle. That was a big lie ! Brown ie
never caused any trouble and was very obedient. It broke my heart.” She
sobbed deeply, reliv ing her terrible feeling of loss .
“Tell your father how you feel about what he did.”
Still weeping, she screamed, “I hate you for what you did! You are c ruel!
Why did you take away what I loved most for no reason at all?” She
vehemently called him several choice names as I encouraged her to fully
experience her anger and grief. After a few minutes, the tears subsided.
“Couldn‟t you turn to your mother for help?”
“My father intimidated everyone in the family. Everybody did what he
said, including my mother. I remember times when he ate steak while the rest
of us ate hamburgers. My mother never openly refused to do what he wanted.
He made me swear I would never tell her about the sexual things he did to me.
Somet imes he would have sex with me after he told me I had been a bad girl. I
always hated the sexual part because it made me feel dirty. When I was five, I
told my mother I wanted to go away to live somewh ere else.”
“What did she say to that?”
“She said it was okay with her, but I should remember that even if I did
live so mewhere else, things might not be any better.”
“Didn‟t she try to find out why you wanted to leave?”
“No. I thought no one loved me. I thought I was dirty, vile, and unworthy
of love because of the incest. I was broken hearted.” Marjie‟s anguish was
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intense. She was five years old with no one to turn to and nowhere to hide. I
was disgusted by the lack of maternal protection and emotional su pport, but
did not want to impose my reactions, so I stuck to questions that would
eventually lead Marjie to her o wn conclusions about her mother‟s complicity.
“Were there other times when you felt alone?”
“Yes. I remember that my mother always used to say when she put me to
bed that the sandman would co me to help me go to sleep. One night when I
was around five years old I was looking out the window when I saw a bright
light, and a person with really white skin was standing in the light looking in
at me. I thought it was the sandman. I felt real happy and loved and went to
sleep. The next mo rning I told everybody that I saw the sandman and they
wouldn‟t believe me! They said that the sandman wasn‟t real and I couldn‟t
have seen him, but I knew that I did. I know I saw someone looking in at me,
but I‟m not sure who it was. Anyway, when nobody would believe me I felt
really alone.”
My ears had really perked up when I heard about the sandman. Had
Marjie been visited by an ET? I knew that a number o f wo men who reported
early childhood contacts had also been victims of abuse. If Marjie had been
contacted, I knew she would eventually remember more about it.
Whatever it was, I was glad it had made her feel good and not terrified .
“Were there other times when no one would believe you?”
“I got into trouble a lot for things I didn‟t do because one of my sisters
would blame me. My father often said things that I knew weren‟t t rue, but
everybody acted like they believed him.”
It was time for me to counteract the miserable self concept she had at age
five. “Perceive your inner self at that age. See the little g irl that you really
were inside. See your goodness.”
She smiled with joy. “I am pure gold! I am beautiful, not bad! I have been
purified in fire!”
“Absolutely. You were an innocent child who only wanted to please and
be loved. You hated the bad things your father did to you and didn‟t make
them happen. You were too little to make him stop. You were scared to tell
the truth. You knew that you might have to go away if you told the truth, and
that the whole family might fall apart. You were trying to survive.
“If you had told the truth, things might have turned out differently, but
only if so me adult had been willing to help you. You couldn‟t count on your
mother to help because she always let your father have his way. What‟s
important now is that you are seeing the truth, and the truth can set you free

22

Faeries, Angels, Indians and Aliens
fro m the false belief that you were dirty and bad because of what he did. You
were pure in heart and that is what you are seeing now. That is the truth.
Remember it.” I counted her up.
“Revealing the painful truth can often prevent much worse pain caused
by falsehoods told to win approval or to gain a false sense of security.
Somet imes the problems we suffer in life are our own creations. Sometimes
we are trying to work out problems we created in other lifetimes that we can‟t
remember. Until we learn how to resolve conflicts through honesty and right
actions, we are doomed to repeat our mistakes again and again, just as you
have repeatedly married men who were weak and abusive. Through hypnosis,
you can explore the orig ins of problems in this lifet ime which began in other
lifetimes.”
“What if I go back in t ime so far that you can‟t pull me back? What
would happen to me? Do people ever get lost?”
“This work is being directed by your Higher Self, in the Light and
protection of God. Do you think that He‟s going to let you get lost? I believe
that He brought us together to do this work for your benefit and for mine.
Even when people are reluctant to leave a trance, it will eventually end
spontaneously. You won‟t stay in a trance indefinitely, even if something
happened to prevent me fro m guiding you out of it. Your own mind would
bring you back to present reality.”
“I think I wou ld be afraid to go alone. I need a strong guide who can go
with me and not let me drift or lose my way.”
“I will be here. God will be with you. You will be safe. I won‟t force you
to do any more than you want to do an d feel ready to do. I just want you to
think about it and realize that regression can be very helpful to understanding
yourself.”
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Marjie began the next session by saying, “I‟m beginning to understand
that the only way to happiness is to accept the truth about myself and accept
who I really am instead of trying to be what other people want me to be . All
my life I have tried to please others by following their rules even when they
didn‟t make sense to me. It just made me suffer. I‟m ready to begin enjoying
my life by doing what makes me happy even if others disapprove. I‟m ready
to find out more about my true self.”
I asked aloud for the Creator to give Marjie experiences that would help
her in her spiritual growth, and induced a trance. I lead her into the Light at
the end of the cavern. She said, “Someone is here with me. It‟s a man.”
“It must be the guide you asked for last time. What does he look like?”
“He is rather old , not very tall, and he has the most lov ing, kind
exp ression I have ever seen. His eyes can see right through me. He knows
all there is to kno w about me and he loves me co mp letely .”
“Is it someone you know?”
“I„ve never seen him before, but I feel as if I have always known him. He
tells me that he is my guard and my guide. He was sent by the Creator to
watch over me and protect me, but it was his choice to do so. He is an angel of
God! He won‟t tell me his name. He says that it is unimportant. He is here
only to serve I AM and the credit for any blessings I receive should go to
Him.” Gratefu l tears rolled down her cheeks. I too felt very blessed.
“He wants me to travel with him. There are things he wants to show me.”
“Then go. You will be safe. Tell me what you see.”
“We‟re fly ing through space! There are stars all around us! This is
incredible! We‟re going so fast! We‟re coming to a stop now. I‟m in some
sort of a room. He tells me that I must wait here while he gets permission for
me to enter. The roo m is very beautiful. The walls seem t o be made of stone,
but they are full of swirling colors, and the colors keep changing. I could
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watch them for hours. The walls are made of something like pearl, but all the
different colors just keep flo wing through them.
“He‟s back now. He says my name is in the book and we‟re allowed to
enter. We‟re passing through huge doors made of the same substance as the
walls.” Awestruck, she gasped, “There are two long lines of guards. They are
what the Bible calls Hosts. They are magnificent, very big, muscular and
powerful looking. They have swords, but the swords are made of Light, not
metal. They‟re not speaking but I can feel that I am welco me. As I pass
between them, they reach out and touch me, urging me gently fo rward.
“We have come to some stairs. They are clear like glass, but they aren‟t
glass. They have no seams in them, as if they‟re made of solid crystal. At the
top I see this incredibly brilliant Light! My guide says that it won‟t blind me.
It‟s pure and good. It is God! I am before the Throne!” Her t ears were joined
by mine. “I am kneeling down before Him. He speaks to me without words.
He loves me just as I am. His hand is reaching out to touch my head! He says
I am His child. I‟ve never felt such love. His name is I AM. My guard is
kneeling beside me. I am so unworthy of all this! He says I am acceptable to
Him!
“He will grant my wish to know the fate of my dead sons. The old man is
taking me to a place which has plants and trees. I can see two forms
approaching us. There are others around also, but I am focused on them. It ‟s
my sons, Grayson and William! They‟re grown men. They‟re beautiful,
radiant, and happy! They love and respect me. They„re telling me not to
grieve for them. They came into my life and did what they were intended to
do. I fee l so much better about losing them!” I was thrilled fo r her.
“We are traveling again to another place. I can see a group of spirits.
There‟s mama! She doesn‟t know I‟m here. She‟s with a group of others. I
want to speak to her and hug her, but my guide says it is too soon. If she sees
me it will confuse her. She isn‟t ready for that. But she‟s alright. She‟s happy.
“He‟s bringing me back now. He says that he is my guardian angel and
that each of us has at least one. He has always been with me, watching ove r
me. It is time to make himself known to me. When I need help I can call on
him and I can call the Hosts as well. That‟s all.”
I counted her up. She asked, “Do you think that was real?”
“What you had was a real experience. Can you deny that you experience d
it? Your spirit has no limits. If you trust in it, it will lead you to Truth. Spirit
does not require proof of its own existence, just as God does not require proof
of His existence. It just is. Our spirit is of God, and is connected with God.
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Would God lead us astray if we trust in Him? No. He leads to Truth and
Light.”

Marjie craved a cigarette and we went outside to the sunlit deck where
she could smoke. She said, “You know an awful lot about me but I don‟t
know anything much about you.” I gave her th e basics of my personal history
in a nutshell, emphasizing my love of solitude and nature. “I like my privacy
too,” she said. “Could you live on a mountain top?”
“I love the mountains. I once built a cabin on the side of a thirteen
thousand foot mountain in the Rockies, but it was not a place where I could
live year round due to all the snow and my work being in a town forty five
miles away. I used to go there every vacation to work on it, but it began to feel
like a burden. There were other places I wanted to see. I finally sold it. I went
back to take a look at it a couple of years ago, and it‟s still there. I would have
stayed in the mountains if I could have figured a way to live in them and not
forty miles away fro m my work. But even if I could, I would always want to
work with people to help them mentally and spiritually.”
“I have been looking for someone who is not shame-based for a long
time,” she said. “Someone who isn‟t afraid to share inner feelings and who
can accept me as I am. I think you may be that person.”
“I believe that God brought us together to do this work, but I‟m not at all
sure that He intends for us to be mates. I‟m beginning to think that He doesn‟t
intend for me to be married again. Too many efforts to find the right person
have turned sour. I don‟t want to get involved in another relationship that
causes more pain for me or anyone else. Trying to comb ine helping you and
being romantically involved is psychologically risky . Besides, there is the
issue of your sons. Although they‟re with their father, I know that you will
want to have them with you again when you are strong enough to stand on
your own and can support them. You‟re still married, too, and I don‟t believe
in getting involved with a married wo man.”
“My marriage is over. It was never really a marriage to begin with. It was
obvious that he regretted getting married only a few hours after the ceremony.
He just doesn‟t have the nerve to end it. He wants to drive me into leaving
him. I doubt that my sons will ever co me to live with me again. Bart might,
but probably not Tony, who‟s almost eighteen and wants his independence.”
“I have real doubts about trying to raise someone else‟s son. My
experience with my deceased wife‟s son was a disaster. I was deeply hurt by
26

Faeries, Angels, Indians and Aliens
the effort. I couldn‟t face another divided household in which I play the ro le
of an outsider. Even my own sons treat me like a d istant relative since my
divorce. I don‟t want to set myself up for another disappointment.
“There‟s also the problem of your smoking. I‟m very allerg ic to cigarette
smoke and it would be a constant source of irritation for me. Annoying habits
had a lot to do with the failure of my first marriage. I don‟t need that again,
either.”
“Will you set aside a day for play with me just as a friend?”
“I will as your friend, because I know that you really need that.”
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Getting Together
It was early September when we drove to the ferry wh ich would take us
across the Ohio River to Hole in the Rock State Park in Illinois. The day was
warm and sunny and Marjie was in great spirits, especially when we got on
the ferry; she had never been on one before. It was a small barge that would
only hold a few cars, and we stood on the exposed deck to watch the river
flow by as we crossed. She was delighted when I got the operator to blow the
loud horn for her. I enjoyed her childlike pleasure of simple things which
paralleled my own. I knew she would enjoy the spectacular scenery in the
Shawnee National Forest of southern Illinois and visiting the big cave at Hole
in the Rock State Park, which was used by pirates long ago as a base of
operations. The mouth of the cave was a very large opening in the side of a
limestone cliff bordering the river. To reach it we descended a long stairway
and followed a paved path. The cavern was perhaps a hundred and fifty feet
deep with smaller side caverns leading away fro m the main roo m, which I
estimated to be forty feet in d iameter. Once inside, Marjie said, “I can feel a
lot of pain in here. I see motion swirling, out of control. It ‟s in the walls and
overhead.” She shivered.
“You‟re probably picking up impressions of past events. There has been a
lot of violence in this place. The spirits of people who were killed here may
still be around.” I was impressed by her sensitivity to energy traces but was
also concerned that she seemed more cu rious than cautious.
She pointed to a small chamber on the right, and walking toward it, said,
“It‟s much stronger over here.”
“I don‟t think you should stay over there v ery long. We don‟t know
exactly what we‟re dealing with; there may be spirits here who are looking for
a new body. Concentrate on covering yourself with protective Light.”
“I guess you‟re right.” She walked to the opposite side of the room. “It
feels better over here. I think this area is safe.”
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“I don‟t want to take any chances. I would feel responsible if you picked
up something you don‟t want here. Maybe we can come back another time
when you‟re stronger.”
“Do you really think it could be dangerous?”
“Yes. I just read a book, The Unquiet Dead, by a psychiatrist named
Ed ith Fiore who specializes in treating people who have been possessed by
the spirits of dead people. Such spirits often want to make use of another body
and then try to take over. A lot of her clients were perfectly normal until they
suddenly developed habits and cravings that they never had before, such as
gambling or drin king too much. So me of them were very upset to say the least
and traditional treat ment methods weren‟t working. She d iscovered through
the use of hypnosis that she could communicate with possessing spirits to find
out why her patients were acting so strangely. In most cases all she had to do
to get them to leave was to tell them to look for the Light of God and that
someone who loved them would be waiting for them there. As soon as they
went into the Light, the weird behaviors stopped. I know it‟s hard to believe,
but she receives a great many referrals fro m other professionals who know
that what she does often works when nothing else will.”
“I would like to read that book.”
“Okay, I‟ll loan it to you. It‟s very interesting. There are some other
places I‟d like to show you today that I think you will enjoy.”
We wandered around in the national forest and wound up in the town of
Go lconda, where we had lunch on a floating restaurant in the river. It was a
pleasure to be with Marjie, who was unassuming, honest, down to earth, and
appreciative of everything I d id to show her a nice time. I could tell that she
was frugal, kind, sincere, and trustworthy, qualities that I greatly ad mired. She
laughed often and was obviously having a great time; her depression was
definitely better.
It was late afternoon when we returned to her car, which was parked on a
lot in her home town. She asked if I would like to follow her to quiet place in
the country where she sometimes went when she needed to get away for a
while, and I agreed. After fifteen minutes or so she pulled onto a driveway
leading into a field beside the road, and I parked behind h er. We got out and
she led me to a small pond surrounded by large trees. “This is some property
my husband bought a while back. We thought we might build a house here
someday, but that will never happen now.” She put her arms around me,
looked into my eyes and said, “I know that we were meant to be together.
What are you afraid of?”
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“I will let God be the guide. If I am convinced that it is His will, then I
will agree. Meanwh ile, I think it is best if we spend more time together as
friends before ju mping into a commit ment.” We parted after making another
appointment for the following week.
Marjie brought the journal entry she had made about that day to our next
session:
Everything in my life is moving so swiftly. I am not going into more
darkness. I am seeing light ahead. It is pure and cleansing. Each day it is
clearer, brighter. It is Rex’s light. Once I am in it completely, I am not to
leave it. I am to stay within it, to combine mine with his. When we are fully
blended, there is no turning back. What our Lord is creating, I will not
tarnish. I will not obstruct. He led me to this turning point in my life the only
way it would work for me: the move to Paris, the boys leaving me, my illness,
to be here now. All of it was for His divine purpose. During the suffering and
my confusion, I kept asking why. I see the answer. How simple. It had to
happen as it did. He is blessing me with an insight into His master plan…
There is something great which must be done for Him that… requires Rex and
me to combine our spirits. He is combining a tremendous amount of sp iritual
love and strength. What will it be? How fascinating it will be! I am being
shown by Him I am of great value and am needed as a very important part of
His work .
With guidance from Dr. Haire the suicidal death wishes are no longer
with me. I continue to carry on with one last death urge. Smoking. Dr. does
not irritate me when he speaks of it. It’s genuine caring . I know he is 100%
correct that I should stop it. I know I can…. I’m very close. But this is
something that I do for mysel f. Not for anyone else.
The same night she had a confrontation with her husband, and included
some of the things he said in her journal:
You’re a goddamned burden and I wish to hell I didn’t have it. You
always need something. If it’s not money to go to Martin and let that damn
shrink mess with your mind, it’s a damn bill. All you do is sit in my house and
rack up hospital bills which they’re bitching about. First your damn surgery,
now your damn vacation at Lake Haven. Don’t you think I’d like to take some
time to goof off, too?
I asked him what his problem with my Drs. was.
They use people for their own gain, to further their careers and put a lot
of junk in people’s minds about how special they are and how big they could
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be. It is just a temporary ego boost. People don’t change. They just snow
themselves.
How sad. How hopeless he is. I went outside and lost my supper.

Marjie attended First Unity with me the fo llo wing Sunday and thoroughly
enjoyed meeting Isabel and Doris, teachers of the adult class, the discussion in
it, and the service afterwards. As we were driving back from Memphis, she
said, “For the first time I feel as if I have really gained something fro m
church. I could feel the Spirit of God there.
“I definitely want to go back there, but I don‟t want to go back home. I
know that Chuck (not his real name) will fight all the changes I am try ing to
make. I‟m afraid I‟ll have a relapse. I‟m tired of depending on him when I
don‟t love him, but I have nowhere else to go. I don‟t know what kind of work
I will do in the future, but I can‟t go back to factory wo rk. It would be taking a
step backwards. I‟ve always wanted to work with people. I have hoped that I
could go to school to become a nurse‟s aide. I also want to write a book about
my life, especially the wonderful things that have happened since I met you. I
have already begun with my journal.”
I was surprised to hear myself saying, “You don‟t have to go back. I am
willing to share my ho me with you, at least until you can get yourself
reestablished. I can see advantages for both of us.”
“You would do that for me? I‟ll cook and clean house in exchange for my
room and board, and I can help by answering the telephone and sch eduling
appointments for you.”
“Okay, it‟s a deal. I‟ll help you get yourself established in a better job,
help you to get your finances in order, and you‟ll be able to be independent
again. If we decide in the meantime that we are truly meant for each oth er, we
will marry; if not, you‟ll be free to go on your way. Since you‟re going to be
liv ing with me, you might as well start calling me by my nickname. Friends
and family call me Pat.”
A few minutes later, my o lder model Ford, a backup vehicle that I drov e
only occasionally, lurched and bucked with a majo r engine problem. I knew
either the engine timing had gone haywire or so mething had broken inside.
We were a long way fro m a service station in a very rural area. I p rayed we
would be able to make it to the nearest town and find a mechanic, which was
unlikely on a Sunday. Failing that, we needed to find a telephone so I could
call and tell my son Ben to come and get us.
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We limped along until I saw a man in his yard who gave us directions to
the nearest town, which luckily was only a few miles down the road . We
reached the major highway and turned toward town. Within a few hundred
feet there was an open auto repair shop! The manager said they normally
weren‟t open on Sundays, but had to do some cleaning up. It would be
Monday before they could take a look at the car; meanwhile, he let me use the
phone. Although he was usually out with friends on Sunday afternoons, Ben
was at home and was able to fetch us in his car.
Ben and Marjie got along well on the drive back, which was a relief,
since having a new person in the house was going to require adjustments by
everybody. I told him my plan to have Marjie join us when we had a moment
alone together. He was a bit shocked at first, but didn‟t argue. I told him what
I knew of her character, which was all good, and that I thought the transition
would be easy and beneficial to all of us.
Marjie wanted to move in the following day. I rented a U Haul truck, but
left the actual moving to her and a friend that she said would help her. I had
work to do, and like me, she wanted to avoid an unpleasant scene with her
husband. She had decided not to ask for any property in a divorce settlement
except for her personal belongings and all of them would fit into the truck.
Her husband had already said he wanted her gone, and she was freely granting
his wish.
By the time I arrived at home fro m my job, the truck was already
unloaded. We put her packed boxes away and began our first day of living
together.

32

Chapter Six

Possession
Our next session took place the following day. As usual, I prayed for
guidance that would lead to greater insight and understanding before
beginning the countdown. Entranced, Marjie said, “I see Little One. She wants
me to follow her. We‟re now in a cemetery. I‟m loo king at a tombstone with a
sunken grave before it.”
“Look for the name on it.”
“There was some writing on it, but a breeze blew it away. Now there are
some symbols carved on it.”
“Describe the symbols to me if you can.”
“They are in a row from left to right. The first one is a pair of vertical,
parallel lines. Then there are a 6 and a 9 side by side and touching each other,
followed by an infinity sign. Next is a number 3 with an extra long tail on the
bottom, and after that comes a line lean ing to the right with a small circle
attached to the right side near the top. Then there‟s a shooting star, and finally,
a single eye. Above the row of marks there‟s a large, open rose blossom on a
stem with two leaves. The opening in the center of the blossom also looks like
an eye. I don‟t know what any of this means.”
“Ask Little One what it means.”
“She says it‟s a secret and we‟ll have to find out later. My angel won‟t
tell me either, but he says it is a message about our future together. That‟s
all.”
“Are you ready to come up?”
“Yes.”
We had no idea how to interpret the message but were certainly intrigued
by the mystery it presented. Over the next few weeks we sought information
about symbols and their meanings at the university library and among our
metaphysically trained friends, but no one gave an interpretation that rang
with truth. Our library research led us to the Nag Hammadi Library and from
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it we learned about the teachings of the Gnostics, who authored some of the
ancient texts. We were impressed with the spiritual sophistication of the
writings and thought it was too bad that they had been left out of the official
canon of the Bible when it was created in response to the orders of the Roman
Emperor Constantine. Most fascinating to me were descriptions of how the
universe was created by spiritual beings who carried out God‟s instructions.
Our next session was prompted by Marjie‟s strong reaction to Dr. Fiore‟s
book. “I couldn‟t get past chapter thirteen. By the time I got to chapter twelve
I had the strongest feeling that this stuff applied to me, and when I took the
test that shows if you have been possessed, I scored very high. I felt like the
book had triggered someone inside of me.”
“Well, let‟s do a session and see what happens. If there is a spirit in you,
maybe we can lead it into the Light and it won‟t bother you anymore.”
“Are you sure about this?”
“I can‟t say for certain what‟s going to happen but I don‟t see how it can
hurt to try to relieve you of this burden. It‟s entirely up to you if you want to
try it or not.”
“Alright, let‟s try it.”
I asked I AM for love, protection and guidance as usual and counted her
down. “If there is a spirit inhabiting Marjie‟s body, will you let me know by
raising the first finger of her right hand?” When the finger rose, I got a little
anxious. I didn‟t want to make a mistake on my first attempt to evict a spirit.
“Are you willing to speak to me?”
“Yes,” the spirit replied in an unfamiliar, much older voice than Marjie‟s.
“Who are you?”
“Nellie. Her grandmother.”
“Why did you choose to join Marjie?”
“I worked hard all my life and never had anything . As long as I could
remember, even as a child, I always had to take care of other people. There
was never any time for fun.”
“Why was your life so hard?”
“Nothing ever turned out right. I grew up in New Mexico. My daddy
abused me when I was little. I got married, and he was no good. Then my
firstborn son died when he was still a baby. I found out you can‟t trust
nobody. When I finally died, I knew who I wanted to be with, and it was her.
She was young, pretty, and full of life. I chose her so I could have some fun,
too.”
“When you died, did you see the Light?”
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“I saw her light and I wanted it, so I went to it.”
“There is an even brighter, more powerfu l Light than hers. That Light
contains all the love and comfort you could ever wish for. Would you like to
find it?”
“I don‟t know anything about any such light. How do I know you‟re
telling me the truth?”
“If you look for it, you will find it, and in that Light you will see someone
who is waiting for you and who will help you find your way. It is the Light of
God.”
“I don‟t think God wants any part of me. I lived a bad life. I figured He
condemned me a long time ago.”
“God will forg ive you if you ask for His forg iveness. He wants you to
come into His Light. Can you see it?”
“Yes, now I can. There‟s my boy! It‟s John! He wants me to go with
him!”
“Then go to him. You have found your way home. Thank you for talking
with me.”
Marjie‟s posture returned to normal. “Did you feel her leave?”
“Yes. Wow! That was something. Nellie was the black sheep of the
family. Everybody thought she was mean. My sisters didn‟t want to have
anything to do with her. She was always mad. After she died, I was the only
one who wanted a sketch of her that some artist made when she was still
liv ing. I thought it was a fine piece of art, even if she was hard to get along
with. I‟ve still got it.
“I was only seventeen when she died. I can remember that on the day of
her funeral, I started smoking. I never had any desire to smo ke before that. On
impulse, I asked for a cigarette. When I took the first puff, it felt like I had
been smoking all my life, and I smoked a whole pack that first day! Nellie
always smoked.”
“Well, it seems odd that you could smoke a whole pack the first time you
tried them. Most people would get deathly ill. But if Nellie was doing the
smoking, it wouldn‟t bother her. Spirits must be really powerfu l to affect our
bodies that way.”
“I wonder why I was willing to smoke marijuana when I was younger. I
never really wanted to do drugs, but on impulse I tried it and I liked it. I knew
it wasn‟t good for me, but I kept on. I want to get to the bottom of that.”
“Okay. Let‟s try.” I counted her down again to reinforce the trance and
said a prayer. “Father, p lease guide us to the origin of Marjie‟s marijuana use .
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“Is there another spirit inhabiting this body? If so, please raise the first
finger of the right hand.” The finger rose. “Who are you, and wh y did you
choose this body?”
“I‟m Rebecca. I came here because of her Light. It was so pretty and
pink.”
“When and where did you join her?”
“It was at the hospital. I think it was in 1972.”
“What happened that made you join her?”
“Bad dope. I was only 24 years old. I was too young to die of a stupid
thing like that. So mebody gave me some bad stuff. I shot it up and by the time
I realized it was too strong, it was too late. I was out on the street when it
happened. An ambulance came and the next thing I knew, I was going down
the hallway at the hospital. I saw her light, and it was so pretty I just went into
it.”
“Would you like to find a Light that‟s even more beautiful than hers,
Rebecca?”
“Yeah. How can I do that? I‟m getting kind of tired of being here. Bad
things are always happening to her, and she doesn‟t like to party any more.
She never has a really good time.”
“Look outside of her fo r a brilliant, white, loving Light. A ll you have to
do is to go toward the Light when you see it. So meone will be there waiting
for you. Can you see it?”
“Oh, it‟s so beautiful! Thank you!” The change in Marjie‟s posture told
me she had left.
“Marjie?”
“Yes?”
“Did you feel her leave?”
“Yeah. What an experience! I could see through her eyes! She was so
young, but she was really hooked. No wonder she didn‟t want to go when she
died. I felt sorry for her.
“In 1972 I had surgery to prevent Tony from being born prematurely. I
had what they called an incompetent uterus and they had to sew the cervix
closed. She saw this pink Light around me while they were operating on me
and she just came right in. That was something!”
Marjie‟s craving for cigarettes disappeared immediatelty. Our prayers
that she would be able to give up smoking had been answered in a single
session. She had no further interest in taking drugs of any kind and decided to
stop taking the ones prescribed by her psychiatrist, thinking she no longer
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needed them. I cautioned her about doing it without medical advice, but she
was determined.
Marjie‟s susceptibility to possession suggested that she needed to protect
herself in p laces where she sensed spirits. My concern for her safety at Hole
In The Rock had not been misplaced. Her curiosity and loving nature were
very attractive to wandering spirits.
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Meeting Angels
Marjie had been having frequent and often incapacitating sinus headaches
over her left eye and we agreed to search for their source through hypnosis. In
our first session about them she said, “I can see my angel before me. He is
looking at me lovingly. No w he is raising his right hand toward my face.
There are claws on his hand like a bear‟s. He‟s drawing them down the left
side of my face and neck! It isn‟t painful, but I can tell that the claws are
leaving marks.”
Red marks had indeed appeared, but the skin was neither broken nor
bleeding. I couldn‟t understand why a guardian angel would act so
aggressively.
“Marjie, I want you to come back to me right now!” Her expression
changed to a completely new one of supreme calm and self confidence. Her
gaze was penetrating but not hostile, reflecting an attitude of total ob jectivity.
This certainly was not Marjie‟s normal demeanor. “Who are you?” I asked,
giving back the kind of look I was receiving.
“Ah, this one is full of doubt!” a man‟s amused voice answered. “I am her
guard. A messenger of I AM.”
“Why did you put your hand to her throat? That doesn‟t seem like the
action of a protector!”
“No harm was done. It is a sign, something she will remember, a way that
I can let her know I am near. Have you ever known me to harm her?”
“I don‟t think my alarm is unreasonable. I thought you might be an
imposter.”
“I serve only I AM. I chose to be her protector just as your guardians
have chosen you.”
“My guardians? Is there more than one? I‟m not aware of any.”
“There are three of them. They surround you now and always.”
“Three? Why so many?”
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“You need three. They are your constant companions and are devoted to
keeping you safe. The path you have chosen can be dangerous.” His manner
was still formal, but less aloof.
“My scientific training taught me to doubt what I cannot prove. I have not
seen you or my o wn angels. You have come to me only through Marjie.”
“Spirit needs no proof of its own existence. It simp ly is.” I noted he had
repeated my words from an earlier session. “She was brought to you so that
you could find your way. You have been seeking spiritual growth but in the
wrong way. Your light was growing dim. You should seek to know your own
angels. They care deeply for you.”
“How can I do that?”
“You must seek them within yourself. Eventually you will find them. I
will be near. Continue with your work.”
“Thank you.”
“Do not thank me. I am insignificant. Thank I AM, Whose will I do.” He
nodded in parting, as did I.
Marjie‟s posture returned to normal and I proceeded with the sessio n. I
said, “Find an experience fro m your past that will help you to understand the
origin of your headaches.”
“I am in the wilderness, dressed in hides. I am a man. I live alone, away
fro m civ ilization. My only companions are wild dogs. They look different
fro m regular dogs. They have round ears.” She spoke in a deep, masculine
voice.
“Where are you? In what country?”
“Australia. In the outback.”
“What is your name?”
“Edward.”
“Why are you alone? Don‟t you have family?”
“My family immigrated here, but I chose long ago to avoid people. They
can‟t be trusted. The dogs are different. They won‟t let you down. We help
each other stay alive. I know that they care. They don‟t lie.”
“Go forward to the time of your death.”
“I am standing on a high cliff overlooking the sea. I am watching the
storm. The waves are crashing on the rocks below. The dogs are with me. It is
very beautiful and wild. Suddenly a huge gust of wind blows me off the edge
of the cliff! I‟m falling!” He was terrified for a brief mo ment, then relaxed
completely.
“What is happening now?”
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“I can see my body, broken on the rocks. My face has been smashed.
Some of the dogs fell with me.”
“Look around. Can you see the Light?”
“Yes.”
“Go to it. So meone you love will be wait ing for you there.”
“I don‟t re member anyone ever loving me. That‟s why I lived alone. I had
no one.”
“You may not know who, but someone will greet you and be your guide.
Look and tell me who comes.”
“The dogs! They have come for me!” Joy shone on his face briefly,
followed by Marjie‟s calm exp ression. I counted her up from the trance.
Because Edward was not familiar with the Light, I was uncertain as to
whether he was a possessing spirit or a remembered lifetime . Marjie had not
been to Australia in this lifetime, so how could Edward hav e seen her Light at
the time of h is death in order to possess her? Had he been dwelling within her
for years and causing the headaches because of his tragic end? If Marjie had
been reliving another lifetime as Edward, had some frag ment of her spirit
been in limbo before our session revealed the Light? Did we possess multip le
spirits, some of who m had found the Light and some who had not?
Marjie wasn‟t concerned about those issues. She said, “I couldn‟t believe
it when he saw the dogs in the Light. Animals aren‟t supposed to have souls.
That‟s what I was always taught.”
“In order for a thing to be alive, it must have an animat ing spirit within it.
Why should humans be the only living things with a soul? The Creator
supplies the energy for all spirits, no matter what liv ing form they take. If He
calls the human spirit back to its origins, why would He not call the spirits of
animals?”
“I guess that could be so, but it‟s hard for me to accept. Maybe it was just
my imag ination.”
“Whatever it was, there was a connection to the headaches, and that is
what we were looking for. We‟ll soon know if they are any better.”
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Spirits of the Tarahumara
Although she had traveled quickly through the Rocky Mountains in her
early teens when her family moved to Tennessee from Californ ia, Marjie had
never had a vacation there. I had always enjoyed revisiting the area around the
Spanish Peaks, which was not far from Trin idad, Co lorado, where I had lived
for a few years in the early „70s wh ile working at a mental health center. I had
even built a cabin near the west Spanish Peak northwest of Trinidad, and
wanted to show her the Sangre de Cristo mountain range, which is truly
spectacular. We left for Co lorado in late September, 1993.
It was a very good time of year to go, for the summer crowds were gone
and it was too early for the skiers. I had reserved a cabin in the village of
Stonewall, wh ich nestled in the foothills of the peaks. The village was named
for a natural stone dike at its edge which towered a hundred feet or so high. A
very scenic highway which looped into the mountains ran through a gap in the
wall where the village was located.
Basaltic d ikes crisscross the area around the Spanish Peaks. Some of
them continue for many miles above and below the ground as they extend
through the foothills. Seen fro m the air, the dikes at times form right angles to
one another like the walls of ru ined, ancient rooms. There are so me who
believe that beings from the stars created this monolithic architecture in
prehistoric times.
The peaks are two ext inct volcanoes over 12,000 feet h igh connected by a
“saddle” of land between them. They stand side by side, several miles to the
east of the main front range of the Rockies. Because of their unique shape and
isolation, they have been known as the breasts of the earth for centuries, and
were famous landmarks on the old Santa Fe Trail. They are among the first of
the big mountains visible to westward travelers on the high prairie to the east.
Many Native American tribes considered them to be sacred places and went
there to worship. When I lived in Colorado I had fallen in love with them, and
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bought land for a cabin in the foothills of the west Spanish Peak, within easy
walking distance to one of the golden, lichen covered dikes.
The rental cabin at Stonewall sat beside a truly babbling brook of clear
mountain water under big old cottonwoods a short distance from the dike. To
our south was an extremely scenic valley adjacent to the majestic Tercio
Range of peaks, most of which were over 12,000 feet high, which stretched
into New Mexico, about twenty miles away. White patches of recent snow on
the peaks added to their stunning beauty. Most of the valley was uninhabited
except for the old, very s mall min ing village of Tercio, just north of the
border.
It was early afternoon when we finished unpacking, so we took the
highway that lead toward the Spanish Peaks. The winding, hilly road ran
northward through evergreens, scrub oaks, wildflower meadows, and besid e
pristine mountain lakes, afford ing breathtaking views around each curv e,
which had Marjie oohing and aahing all the way. Her p leasure doubled mine,
for she was truly imp ressed. I felt I had returned to my spiritual home.
We turned onto Apishipa pass, a dirt road maintained by the National
Forest Service wh ich traveled up a shoulder of the west Spanish Peak. The
road was interspersed frequently with stones and slabs of granite showing
through the thin soil, but in fairly good condition, with only a few serious
potholes. The pass ascends to just under 12,000 feet before it decends to the
east. The mountain heights provided many awesome vistas of the surrounding
lowlands and of the front range of the Rockies in the west , stretching into the
north and south as far as the eye could see. The occasional snowdrifts in
permanently shadowed places on the road delighted Marjie. It took quite a
while to reach the summit, but there were still a few hours of sunlight left
when we pulled into the parking area. Trailheads on either side of the road led
north toward the top of the west peak or toward a meadow on the south side of
the mountain‟s shoulder. The evergreen forest smelled of rosin and the thin air
was cool, crisp, and clean. We put on our jackets and prepared to t ake a walk.
“I want to show you the meadow this trail goes to,” I said. “We can come
back when we have more time to go up the mountain. There‟s a great view of
the valley and the mountains from the meadow. You can see forever. It‟s not
very far.” Marjie took my hand and we started up the trail. After a few steps
she grabbed her head, a grimace of pain on her face. “Are you alright?”
“My head hurts. I feel dizzy.”
“It may be altitude sickness. It can make you feel dizzy and nauseous and
sometimes causes headaches. One time I came out here to the cabin and I
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fainted fro m the lack of o xygen. It usually goes away pretty quickly if you
take it easy. We‟ll wait here till you feel better.”
“I don‟t want to go up there. There‟s something up there that scares me.”
“What do you think it is?”
“I don‟t know, but there are spirits up there. I can hear them. Can ‟t you
hear all the noise they‟re making?”
“No, I can‟t hear anything. What does it sound like?”
“Like singing and drums beating. It hurts my ears. Are you sure yo u don‟t
hear it?”
“All I can hear is the wind. But I‟m not surprised that you hear them.
You‟re very sensitive to psychic traces. You showed that at Hole in The Rock.
Many Indians have worshipped on these mountains and I think you are
picking up on that. You have nothing to fear long as you ask for God ‟s
protection. Maybe we came here so you could contact these spirits.”
“Okay, I‟ll go if you think it will be alright.” We slowly walked up the
trail which led beside a derelict log cabin that was falling down from decay. I
wondered how long it had been since anyone lived there and how they had
made a living. The winters at this altitude were fierce and the snow could have
covered a cabin. There were some rusty metal items inside and in the yard,
including a „30‟s model pickup. Just beyond was the meadow. Marjie began
to cry.
“What‟s wrong?”
“It‟s so loud! It sounds like thousands of people chanting and playing
drums. It ‟s like a carnival. I must be going nuts!”
I took her in my arms. “No, you‟re not going nuts. You are blessed.
You‟re hearing the sounds of ancient ceremonies. This would be a perfect
place for a rendezvous.”
“I can see them. They are happy, dancing and celebrating. The noise is
louder up at the top of the meadow.” We walked in that direction. I w ished I
could perceive what she did, but I was too focused on the here and now and
was a little disappointed with myself. Marjie said, “I‟m t ired. I need to sit
down and rest.”
We sat down beside a protruding rock, then Marjie reclined, using it for a
pillow. “I‟m going to look around while you rest. I‟ll be right back.” After a
few minutes of admiring the view I lay beside her, looking up at the clear,
azure sky and listening to the mild westerly breeze. I was looking toward the
western mountains when I noticed five ravens cavorting in the wind at the
edge of the meadow, where a sharp drop off created a good updraft. The
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ravens cawed and made guttural noises as if conversing. They swooped and
dipped and hovered like cartoon characters trying to draw our att ention. They
were imp ressively large, about twice the size of the crows we have in
Tennessee. “Look at those ravens. I feel like they are putting on a show for
us,” I said. “They have to know we‟re here, but they show no fear. Most
crows will avoid people for fear of being killed. They have a reputation for
destroying crops. The way they‟re acting is really odd.”
The words were barely out of my mouth when one of the ravens left the
others to come in our direction. He (or she?) flew with in a few feet of us
directly over our heads and circled around as if checking us out.
“Aho!” I said, in an Indian style greeting. “How are you today? I love to
watch your flying. I wish I could fly with you.” He dipped his wing and flew
back to the others. “I don‟t think those are any ordinary crows,” I said to
Marjie.
“I know. I feel like they are t rying to tell us something.”
“The Indians believed that their spirits could be transformed into animals,
and many tribes believed crows were sacred birds who brought messages fro m
spirits. It wouldn‟t surprise me if Indian spirits have inhabited them.”
“I‟m feeling better, now. My head has stopped throbbing.”
“Let‟s go farther up in the meadow. I haven‟t ever gone all the way to the
top edge. I want to see if there‟s a view back toward the east prairie fro m
there.”
We dodged patches of snow in the shaded areas. Marjie was thrilled to be
holding snow in September, but it was too crusty for snowballs. Wildflowers
were b looming here and there.
Marjie was fascinated with minute details of the terrain. She found an
outcropping of granite protruding a few inches above the ground near some
aspens and sat down to examine the lichens and other rocks around it. I
ventured to the upper end of the meadow, hoping to pick up on some traces of
Indians myself, but felt no special sensations. There were too many trees for
me to see the eastern prairie fro m there, so I headed back in her direction,
looking at plants and rocks along the way. She was still sitting, head bent
toward the ground, looking intently at something. “What did you find?”
“Co me look at this!”
I quickly joined her. She pointed at the exposed face of a dark rock buried
in the dirt. It was impossible to tell how much more of it was underground
without digging.
“What do you see?”
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“It looks like the infinity symbol. Like somebody deliberately carved it
into the rock.”
“How d id you find it?”
“Something drew me to this spot. I knew I was looking for something,
but I didn‟t know what. I looked at this rock and then I saw it.”
“I have no doubt you were led to this place. Who could imagine that we
would find a symbol fro m that tombstone Little One showed you on a rock
way up here? The odds against finding this by chance are astronomical .
Maybe there are other parts of the message around h ere, too.” I looked
around. “Look, there are three litt le asters here, like the three in the message.”
“There are bones here. I can feel them. They‟ve been here so long they‟re
covered by dirt,” Marjie said. Soon we had found a rock with markings that
looked like the 69 image and one with parallel lines on it.
We sat down beside a bush and two camp robber birds lighted in it only a
few feet fro m our faces. As if to draw our attention, they repeatedly whistled
single soft notes which seemed to match the light gray color of their plumage.
We were again struck by their willingness to sit so close and talk to us in bird
language. It was getting near dusk, and I suggested we head back down the
mountain to avoid traveling on the pass after dark. As we walked thro ugh the
woods, the birds paced us, landing beside us in this tree and that, continuing
their friendly ch irps.

The happy brook outside our cabin‟s kitchen door cheered us through
supper. We enjoyed a romantic evening next to the crackling fire in the
fireplace. After dark, a bright moon illu minated the countryside with magical
soft light that showed the vague forms of the mountains to the south. A deep
peace settled in my heart as we stood arm in arm witnessing I AM‟s exquisite
creations.
I was awake at dawn and went for an early stroll while Marjie slept. I
prayed that we would be allowed to see some of the abundant wild life that
roamed the Tercio valley when we took our morn ing drive. The snow on the
Tercio peaks blazed pin k and orange in the reflected glow of sunrise.
After breakfast we took the well maintained gravel road that paralleled
the valley on the eastern side, following the contour of the smaller, tree
covered foothills to our left, heading toward New Mexico. My prayer was
answered within minutes. Several large herds of mu le deer were grazing here
and there in the valley. “Look at all the deer!” Marjie exclaimed.
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A short distance farther down the road, two female elks came through the
trees on our left and crossed the road a few yards in front of us, heading into
the valley to graze. They easily ju mped a fence, trotted into the pasture, and
turned to take a leisurely, unafraid look at us before jogging off. I had never
seen large and powerful wild elk so close up and personal.
Soon we crossed a rustic bridge spanning a rushing stream that cascaded
down the hills and emerged fro m trees at a crossroads, where we turned
westward toward the peaks . A large meadow extended southward toward
willow bushes that obscured the same creek. So meth ing that looked like a
ranch dog was running in the meadow toward the shelter of the trees and
bushes, but closer examination revealed it was a wolf! It stopped halfway
across the meadow, turned to look directly at us for several seconds, and then
entered the willows.
The wild life show had just begun. The primit ive road fo llo wed a
meandering path paralleling another rushing creek through stands of pines, fir,
and cottonwoods. We turned a corner and saw about twenty wild turkeys,
including many small chicks, climb ing a hillside to our right within a few feet
of our car. We stopped for the parade, again amazed by their unhurried
behavior. “It‟s as if they are making sure we get a really good look at them,” I
said.
The road circled through the village of Tercio, passing by pastures
filled with cattle and wildflo wers. We were just north of the New Mexico
border, but had no way to cross it because the mining road that lead sou th
was gated and locked with a No Trespassing sign left by the Peabody Coal
Co mpany. Tercio peak, its top covered in snow, soared to well over 13,000
feet a short distance fro m us. Framed by the o ld cab ins, the pastures of catt le
and wildflowers, the evergreen trees and a mountain stream, few places on
earth could equal its beauty.
Having reached the southern limit of our road, we headed back toward
Stonewall. We had nearly arrived when a red tailed hawk roosting at the top
of a telephone pole swooped down within two feet of my side window and
paced us for a few seconds, giving us a careful look. “That‟s just not normal
for a hawk,” I said. “They are usually very wary of people. Why is he so
interested in us?”
In less than ninety minutes we had seen a wider variety of wild life than I
had seen in the several years I had lived in Colorado. Their curiosity about us
was so evident it seemed as if they had been waiting for us to show up! They
behaved like actors in a wild life mov ie.
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At Stonewall we got directions that would lead us to the eastern terminus
of Apishipa pass, which passed by the ranch where I had built a cab in. Fro m
there we could ascend to the summit we had visited the day before by a
different route which would give us many new vistas. We took Wet Canyon
Road, which seemed misnamed, for there was very little water in a creek that
ran beside it fro m the north. The road led through sandstone cliffs and
monu mental rock format ions intermingled with pines, meadows, pastures, and
ranches. We stopped to search the sandy creek bottom for arro wheads, but
didn‟t find any. In an hour‟s time we had reached the intersection with the
pass and began our ascent.
We stopped for lunch at a clearing on an old logging road among the
aspens‟ yellow leaves and took a short hike into the woods, enjoying th e
company of butterflies, birds, squirrels and chipmunks. Resuming our drive,
we stopped at various overlooks to take in the inspiring views of the prairie
and mountains surrounding us and passed through a man -made opening in one
of the stone dikes that crossed the road. Soon we were back at the summit.
Marjie d idn‟t hes itate to retu rn to the meadow and the place wh ere she
had found the in fin ity stone. The early aft ernoon sun was quite warm. We
spread our b lan ket on the g round and held a session among the Ind ian
spirits. The countdown co mp leted, Marjie said , “I see a young man and a
wo man. They loved and p layed togeth er in th is same spot, but they had to
co me in secret . He made a cro wn o f flo wers for her hair. They were
deeply in love, but their relat ionship was fo rbidden by their peop le, whose
spirits are all around us. His father was Ten Bears, an impo rtant man who
had killed many bears . She was shunned because she had used a man‟s
weapons fo r hunting , wh ich wo men were forb idden to do. His family
wou ld lose honor if they were found together, but their love was so great
they couldn ‟t stay apart . One d ay he came here loo king for her and found
her dead body. She had been killed by a bear and there were claw marks
on the left side of her head. Her spirit had flo wn . He was so in love with
her that he set his own spirit free. No w they fly together as eagles and
often co me h ere.” I recalled that her angel had put claw marks on th e left
side o f Marjie‟s head fo r a sign .
“Who are his people? What was the name of their tribe?”
“He‟s telling me but I don‟t understand. He says that they stayed below,
and did not live here. They came fro m another place to worship and to
celebrate here.”
“How is he dressed?”
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“He has some kind of a band around his head that covers his foreh ead
down to his eyebrows. His eyes are deep set and his cheeks very prominent.
They are fading away.
“Now I see a beaded necklace like Indians wear. A choker. Why am I
seeing this? My guard says that I already know. It‟s Doug‟s! He says that
Doug must be told of what I have seen and more.”
“So this has something to do with Doug? Amazing.” We barely knew
him.
“More spirits are gathering around me. My guard wants to know if I am
willing to do the work that I AM asks of me. These spirits are very ancient.
They have been waiting here for this mo ment, when they can travel fro m the
mountain and begin to do their work. He wants me to be their vessel, so they
can travel in me. I‟m afraid!” Tears fell fro m her eyes.
“You know that I AM would not ask you to do anything that will harm
you, don‟t you?”
“Yes, but there‟s at least five of them! My guard is asking me again if I
am willing to do the work of I AM. I have my doubts about this, but yes, I
will. My angel is spreading his arms around all of us, embracing and
squeezing us all together.” She grimaced and said, “This is really
uncomfortable. I feel stuffed!”
“Is that all?”
“Yes.” I counted her up. Simu ltaneously, a camp robber perched in a
bush only inches from Marjie, who was sobbing. I held her in my arms. “I
must be losing my mind! This is crazy! I‟ve really gone over the edge now!”
“No, Marjie, you‟re not crazy. It was real. You are a chosen vessel of I
AM. He considers you worthy of this precious cargo. It‟s a real blessing!”
“It felt so strange when they entered me. I feel so full, like I‟m about to
burst. How can this be normal?”
“It isn‟t normal because you are not normal. You are incredibly g ifted to
be able to accept spirits willingly to do the work of God. You wrote in your
journal that you knew there was a great work that we were supposed to do
when we were united. This is the beginning of that work. We just didn‟t
expect it to be anything like this.” After several minutes, Marjie regained her
composure, but still felt overly full.
We drove around the area for the rest of the afternoon, exploring back
roads and noticing real estate sale signs . It occurred to me that perhaps we
should move to the area near the peaks, where I could begin a practice doing
regression therapy. We had supper at a restaurant in La Veta, a town to the
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north of the peaks. As night was falling, we drove back through the mountains
to our cabin.
The full moon was rising when we reached a large lake . Its light created a
pathway of sparkling diamonds that blinked and danced in wavelets formed
by the gentle breeze. Transfixed by this awesome display of I AM‟s creation
and feeling as if it were made especially for us, we stopped to absorb its
beauty. We remained until the moon ascended and the reflections faded.
The following day we met with a realtor named Jack Britton at his office
in Cuchara, a village close to Apishipa Pass Road . He was very cordial and
shared information about properties for sale in the area. My fantasy of buying
a ranch was dampened when I learned that the least expensive one was priced
at over a million dollars! When we explained what we were interested in
doing, he suggested that we should consider buying the building which
housed his office. It contained several unused rooms on two floors that were
ready to be converted into bedrooms for guests and there was a conference
room downstairs for meet ings. His asking price was quite reasonable; the
location was convenient to tourists and year round residents, and the scenery
was beautiful. His property was surrounded by n ational forest land and a
forest service road ran beside it, providing easy access to trails .
We told him of our experience on the mountainside with the spirits there .
He was a history buff and said that many different tribes came to the Spanish
Peaks to worship, such as the Apache‟, Ute‟, and Tarahu mara, among others.
“What did you say the name of that last tribe was?” Marjie asked.
“Tarahumara.”
“Can you spell that out for me?” He did. Marjie gave me a startled look,
but said nothing else about it.
“I‟ve heard of a lot of tribes in the southwest, but didn‟t know there was a
Tarahumara tribe,” I said.
“They were a very large tribe, and still are, but they mostly lived south of
the Rio Grande‟ in what is called the Copper Canyon country. They came here
for centuries. If you ever get a chance to go down there, you would enjoy it.
The Indians have held onto their old ways and still live in caves in the
canyons. A friend of mine who lives in Texas took me there. You need a jeep
to get down into the canyons, which are huge. They‟re bigger than our Grand
Canyon.”
“They didn‟t teach me that in geography. I never heard of such canyons.
It must be five hundred miles fro m here. You mean that they came all the way
fro m Mexico to worship here?”
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“It‟s closer to a thousand on foot; they didn‟t have horses. Co ming fro m
Mexico, they would have gone up on the mountain through the same route
that you took. But Indians were always big travelers, especially the
Tarahumara. They are famous for running long distances.”
We went to the Forest Service picn ic area ad jacent to Jack‟s property to
have lunch and to talk things over. Marjie said, “I saw some letters in the
trance yesterday when you asked what the name of the Indian‟s tribe was, but
they didn‟t make any sense to me, so I didn‟t mention them. When he spelled
out Tarahumara, I thought I would faint. A ll of the letters I saw were in that
word, but I d idn‟t get the a and the r after the m.”
“Are you serious? He was a Tarahu mara?”
“I thought I was making it up. I never heard of the Tarahu mara, either.”
“The warrior said that his people didn‟t live here, but down below. That
fits Mexico. I sure would like to visit some Indians that have kept up the old
ways. And what about that choker you saw? I wonder how Doug is connected
to all of this. If Doug is supposed to be involved with the Indian spirits,
maybe he would be interested in moving his family to Cuchara with us. He
could probably find work playing his guitar somewhere around here and his
wife can do bookkeeping and other clerical work that might be in demand. I
might be able to work for the new Veterans Admin istration facility that they
are building in Walsenburg. I used to be licensed as a psychologist in
Colorado and could probably renew it without too much trouble.”
“It is a nice build ing. It would make a fine ho me.”
“I‟ll check with the V.A. people on the way back home. I think we‟ve
done about all we can do around here for now.”

Our reservations at the cabin had exp ired. We gathered our belongings
and drove to Walsenburg, planning to spend the night there. On the way I
stopped in at the new V.A. facility, and the admin istrator took time to
interview me. He said that he was unaware of any funding in their budget for
a psychologist, but asked me to send him a resu me‟.
We found a pleasant room at a new motel outside of Walsenburg. It had a
small lake beside it in which the breasts of the earth to the southwest were
reflected. Across the highway was a state park wh ich contained a much bigger
lake. It was late in the afternoon when we v isited the park on foot, climbing
through a barbed wire fence to get in. Just beyond the fence was a snake‟s
skeleton lying in the dirt, co mplete except for the missing head, which seemed
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rather odd. Who or what would want the head and not the rest of it? Its size
indicated that the snake would have been about three feet long. Marjie said, “I
have to collect this and take it with us. Look around to see if we can find
something to put it in.”
“Why do you want to take it home?”
“I don‟t know. I just know that we‟re going to need it.” We found a
discarded container at the roadside and put it in.
We saw a few ducks around the lake but no other game and went back to
our room. Later we g rilled steaks for supper at the city park. We agreed that
our work in the mountains was done, and it was time to go home.
That night, Marjie‟s guard revealed that the spirits who had joined her
would be transferred to Doug when we saw him again . We did not understand
why he was the one to receive them, but accepted that I AM knew what they
needed.
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Commitment
While packing for our return trip the next morn ing, I realized that a
laundry bag full of clothes had been left at the cabin, about fifty miles away
through the mountains. I never liked to backtrack when I had a long distance
to go and I was initially frustrated at the thought of making the long detour,
but I quickly got over it and we both enjoyed another drive on the spectacular
highway. At the cabin we learned that our clothes had been taken by the
cleaning lady to her home in order to wash them for us! Fortunately, we had
to drive by her place on our way out of the mountains and she was at home
when we stopped by to pick them up. While getting back in the car I said, “I
AM found yet another way to bless us. We got another beautiful d rive through
the mountains and clean clothes to boot! The mistake may have been a
blessing for her, too. She accepted the $10.00 I offered for her trouble as if
she needed it.”
Road construction was holding up traffic as we neared Trin idad, so we
took a side road up a hill where we could overlook the Las Animas Reservoir
and have a picnic. Ruined walls of stacked rocks wh ich butted against a
natural stone format ion were just the right height for sitting and munching.
“These walls could be the remains of an Indian dwelling,” I said. “When I
lived here, I knew an archaeologist who excavated places like this. He said the
Indians were smart enough to build above the flood plain, while most of the
white men built houses too close to the river.” We were jo ined by chipmunks
who enjoyed the bits and pieces we fed them. Various birds alighted in the
pinion pines which shaded us and made soothing sounds in the mild breeze .
By the time we had finished eating traffic was moving again and we headed
for New Mexico v ia Raton Pass, which rises to 10,000 feet.
I finally exp ressed the thought that had been growing on me ever since
we left the Spanish Peaks. “I thin k we should get rings to signify our
commit ment to each other.”
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“I have been thinking exactly the same thing. I‟m g lad you brought it up
first.”
“It seems like the right time.”
“Yes. On the way back, I want to go someplace where there are lots of
Indians. I don‟t care what kind they are, I just want to find some.”
“Well, there are a lot of Indians in Oklaho ma, and we have to go through
there to get back. We could go to Anadarko, which calls itself the Indian
Capitol of the U.S.A. That‟s also where they have the Hall of Fame of
Famous American Indians, wh ich should be interesting. I‟ve always wanted to
go there, but never took the time to make the detour. It‟s not the shortest route
home.”
“If you don‟t mind, that‟s where I would like to go.”
Marjie napped for a couple of hours and when she woke up, said, “I was
dreaming of us dancing barefoot in the dust, and I dreamed of a bear putting
his claws on my neck.”
“I imagine that the dancing was related to the lovers you encountered in
the meadow. Maybe we were them in another lifetime. Your guard said that
when you feel bear claws on your neck, it‟s a sign fro m him.”
The detour to Anadarko took longer than expected and we didn‟t arrive
until almost ten p.m. Signs announced that an annual celebration of so me kind
was scheduled for the next day, and I was concerned that we might not find a
vacancy at that time of night, but the first motel that attracted us had a very
nice roo m at a bargain price. Once more we gave thanks for our blessings.
In spite of the hour, Marjie said, “I need to do some trance wo rk before
we go to sleep.”
“Okay. Do you know what it ‟s about?”
“Not really.”
As soon as were settled in, she reclined on the bed and I counted her
down. “I see Little One in the center of a circle of Indians. She‟s doing a
dance which has slow, jerking steps. It is a dance of leadership. She throws
her head back and jerks it forward. She makes thrusting, stabbing movements
with her arms. A lthough she‟s demonstrating it, wo men aren‟t allo wed to do
it. Only one person at a time dances to show their worthiness to the gods . She
is dancing in a spiral, toward the center. The longer she dances the more
clothing and ornaments the others add onto her, until she falls down from
exhaustion. My angel is picking her up and carrying her fro m the center.
“He says the ancient ones knew the spiral dance was a path that had to be
traveled. It is a warrior dance. It was always done in secret, but now it must be
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told. The ancient ones in me are Tarahu mara. Their people have been
searching for them. They must look, or they will never find.
“He says that like the Little One, Doug has to be built up. There is more
of a connection between him and the red man than he knows, through the
beads he wears. He must find his true name. It has something to do with the
claws of a cougar. He is to be a catalyst. His Indian friend who gave him the
choker knows of this dance. He says I AM loves this dance. When we dance,
He dances with our souls. Our minds are blank; our spirit guides each step; we
dance to exhaustion.
“I see God dancing, Pat! He‟s a brilliant Light, swirling this way and that,
and I am mov ing with it! It is warm, caressing, and joyful.” Awed, I d id not
interrupt.
“Now I see a cliff. In the side of the cliff is a cave, and my angel is
standing in the opening. He has some sort of woven basket -like thing attached
to his hand. On top of the cliff I see Little One. On the flat ground below the
cliff are so me men. There are balls that look like stones about the size of a
softball at Little One‟s feet. She is using her toes to push them over the sid e of
the cliff, so that they fall in front of the cave. With one motion my guard uses
the basket thing to catch and throw the stone as far as possible out over the
heads of the men below. Each man tries to catch the ball and to run with it,
kicking it along to keep it in front. If the front runner begins to fall back, the
next man kicks the ball. The ones who win this contest are elevated above the
others spiritually. They are honored by their tribe. That is all for now.”
Out of the trance, Marjie drew a picture of the cliff game to illustrate. I
was full of questions about when and where and to whom we were supposed
to show the secret warrior dance. I hoped the answers would be provided
when we transferred the Tarahu mara spirits to Doug.
In the morning we v isited the Hall of Fame, wh ich was quite interesting,
and discovered that several tribes had headquarters in Anadarko. There were a
lot of Indians in town, but none that we became personally involved with. We
drove to a “living village” where a variety of Indian dwellings were
reproduced and Native Americans in traditional garb were available to answer
questions. The gift shop was quite large and had a huge collect ion of materials
needed to create bead work, jewelry, leatherwork, etc. Anything and
everything needed to make costumes for modern fancy dancers or traditional
styles was available. Many handmade artifacts of excellent quality were for
sale, including paintings and sketches. In my browsing, I encountered a life sized charcoal sketch of an Indian wearing the same kind of headband that

54

Faeries, Angels, Indians and Aliens
Marjie had seen on the Tarahumara spirit. Marjie continued looking around
while I went to the jewelry case to examine rings. I found a matched pair and
said, “Marjie, co me look at these rings. Do you like their design?” Each ring
was a simple band of silver and turquoise. The turquoise insets were divided
into three segments by silver bands, and caught my attention because of the
three in the message on the tombstone.
“Yes. Let‟s try them on.” They fit perfectly. We bou ght them without
hesitation.
“Let‟s go outside to the observation deck and give them to one another,” I
said. A few yards from the shop was a big wooden deck on a steep hillside
overlooking a broad expanse of pasture. “I can imagine that valley being fille d
with buffalo not so many years ago. It also reminds me of the scene that Little
One showed you in the trance where they raced with the ball. I can‟t think of a
better place to say our vows. The vows we make to each other here are the
real ones, because we are making them to I AM as well. He brought us
together, and He knows what is in our hearts, regardless of what any other
people might say. We don‟t need man‟s recognition to know that we are
bonded.”
“I feel that way, too.”
“Father, we thank you for bringing us together. I promise to remain
faithful and loyal to your daughter Marjie and to You. Marjie, I am yours. I
love you.” Marjie vowed her love to me forever, and we p laced the rings on
each other‟s fingers. “Now we are one,” I said.
There was still a lot of daylight left , so we drove on to Hernando,
Mississippi and obtained a motel roo m. We had called Doug in advance to tell
him about our encounter with the spirits and their relationship to him, and he
had agreed to meet us for breakfast the following morning. We repeated the
instructions we had received fro m Marjie‟s guardian angel and everything that
we knew about the secret warrior dance and the choker which connected him
with Indians. He shared that the choker was given to him by an Indian who
was a professional pow-wow dancer, and that his friend knew secret dances
and had shown him some of them. Doug said that he had often celebrated with
Indians at pow-wows after the public events were over, and that he felt more
comfo rtable with his Indian friends than with “ordinary” people. We had not
known any of these things before going to Colorado.
Unfortunately, Doug had a remarkably nonchalant attitude about the
whole affair. I couldn‟t understand why he wasn‟t impressed with the
opportunity that was being offered to him. He slouched sideways in the booth
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with his feet up on its seat, acting like a jaded expert bored with yet another
spiritual adventure. The contrast to my own excitement was unnerving .
Considering his attitude, I couldn‟t understand why he had been chosen, but
this was I AM‟s plan, not mine, and Marjie was eager to unload her cargo,
which was making her physically uncomfortable.
We went to our room to make the transfer. Doug agreed that it would be
helpful if he was entranced before it took place. I proceeded with an induction
after asking I AM to bless our efforts and requested that Doug would have an
experience that would prepare him to accept the spirits. He easily entered
trance and described his experiences. “I am surrounded by a group of white,
shining figures who are standing in an oval circle. I‟m lying on my back, but
I‟m not on a bed; I‟m levitating! What do you want?” he anxiously
demanded, showing some genuine emotion.
“They are here for your benefit, Doug. They won‟t harm you. You are in
the Light of I AM. Don‟t be afraid,” I said.
“They are here to heal you, Doug,” Marjie said. I realized that she was
entranced and was also seeing the beings of Light. Doug relaxed .
“They are doing a healing ceremony. I can feel the energy going through
me. It feels good.” He paused, accepting the healing energies . “Now they
have taken me to a h igh cliff. I am overlooking a vast plain below me. It is full
of Indian dwellings of all kinds, and there are Indians everywhere. There are
thousands and thousands of them! They insist that I put on a feathered cape
and stand before the people. They‟re telling me that I am to unite them, to
bring them all together. How can I do this? There are so many! I see the image
of two forearms, slapping together in the Indian handshake, grasping each
other with their hands near the elbows. The image is repeating itself thousands
of times over and over! The noise is like thunder! I hear the words, Two at a
time.”
Marjie‟s eyes snapped open and she stood up. “It is time,” the voice of
her guardian angel said to me. “Do not touch her or him during the transfer.
Only they must touch.” I nodded in agreement.
Marjie stepped toward Doug with her arms outstretched. His eyes were
closed, but he lifted his hands to take hers, seeing with his mind‟s eye what
his physical eyes could not see. The mo ment their hands touched, Doug
sprang from his chair as if catapulted to a standing position. In her own voice,
Marjie said, “Take them.”
“But there are so many!” Doug‟s eyes were still closed.
“How many will you take?” she asked.
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“All of them.” I felt the same spiritual energy tingling through me which
was causing Marjie and Doug to literally vibrate. Their bodies swayed in
unison as massive waves of energy flowed fro m Marjie to Doug with each of
the transferred spirits. After several waves, his eyes suddenly opened . With a
tender expression that did not resemble h is normal demeanor, Doug caressed
Marjie‟s cheeks, gazed with love into her eyes, and said, “Thank you,” in a
voice that was not his. They embraced and Marjie said to me, “It‟s safe for
you to touch me now.” I jo ined their emb race, astounded by what I had
observed and felt.
“That was something!” I said.
“Man! Did you feel that energy?” Doug, back to his normal state, was
excited.
“Each time one of them left, I could feel this surge of energy travel down
my arms and into you. What a relief! I feel fifty pounds lighter,” Marjie
laughed.
“Yeah. I felt that too. It almost knocked me off my feet when they
entered, one after another. How many did you count?”
“I think it was four. How many did you feel?” Marjie asked.
“That sounds right. Weren‟t they magnificent?”
“Yeah. I don‟t know how, but I was able to see everything that was
happening in your trance. I could see them healing you and putting that cape
on you. It was beautiful! And the sound of all those arms slapping together
was so loud!”
Visib ly shaken, and with tears welling, Doug said, “I have to go outside
to smoke and think about this.”
We stayed behind. “I think he needs a few minutes to compose himself,”
I said. We were exhilarated. After a few minutes we joined him outside. We
agreed to compare notes again the following Sunday at church, and went our
separate ways. It was September 30, 1993. What a trip it had been!
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We didn‟t hold any trance sessions for several days to give Marjie t ime to
regain energy. Meanwhile, I considered a move to Co lorado, thinking that an
Indian reunion could take place near the Spanish Peaks, which I thought
would be appropriate in light of its revered status among Native Americans. If
there was a way we could help Doug accomplish his mission, we were
willing. We shared these thoughts with Doug and his wife when we met them
at Unity.
Doug was very skeptical that he could play any role in uniting thousands
of Indians, and discounted the notion that he and his wife would find work in
Colorado if they were to move there with us. Doug would be delighted to
move, but only if we could support them. I encouraged him to at least take a
step, no matter how small, toward uniting Ind ians, and to let I AM work out
the details. We emphasized that doing the impossible was I AM‟s specialty, as
demonstrated by our recent experiences. Doug said he would at least try to
arrange a meet ing between two of his Indian friends who were on opposite
sides of a political issue affecting local tribes in hopes of reconciling them,
which was encouraging.

Meanwhile, practical matters required attention. Hospital bills left over
fro m my deceased wife‟s illness had to be paid; Marjie had no income; I
doubted that we could afford to move to Colorado in order to start a practice
there without the security of a job. Marjie was still dealing emotionally with
her dysfunctional family relationships. I was getting irritable and impatient,
and Marjie sensed my mood. I finally unburdened myself to her.
“I will do anything I can to help you,” she said. “I don‟t want to be a
burden to you. You don‟t need to worry about my problems. I have been
afraid that all we have shared was coming to an end. I‟ve been disappointed so
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many times that I felt certain being with you was also going to end in disaster.
We don‟t have to go anywhere.”
Our talk cleared the air. I realized that no one was pressuring me to do
anything but I, and I was assuming burdens that didn‟t belong to me. There
were too many things I couldn‟t control and it was pointless to fret about
them. I concentrated on Letting go and letting God. One thing I could do
something about was to cultivate patience, a trait that had never been my
strong point. I was always a go getter and a do it yourselfer. Th is time I
couldn‟t operate that way.
We held another session a few days later in connection with Marjie‟s
persistent abdominal d iscomfort, which she was afraid might be a bladder
infection. Entranced, she said, “I am looking at a round table with these
magnificent beings sitting around it. They are powerful and wise holy men.
There are five of them. My angel is sitting with them and beside him is an
empty seat. He wants me to sit there. I feel unworthy, but he beckons me to
come and sit. To my left is an awesome looking, large man with eyes that
seem to look right through me. He has flowing wh ite hair, a pro minent nose,
and big hands. He is holding one of his hands open and in his palm are
brilliant jewels of different colors. They are shining with light that seems to
come fro m within. He is telling me without speaking that they are the jewels
in the crown of Christ! He says that you are a true dis ciple, a willing one. You
have earned one of them.” Tears of grateful hu mility came to my eyes and I
was too choked up to speak. I didn‟t feel worthy of such an honor.
“He says I AM decrees that the next step is Genesis.”
Finally co mposing myself, I asked, “What does he mean by Genesis?”
“What does man call it?” answered her guardian angel‟s voice.
“Genesis means the beginning; the start of something.”
“You have answered your own question,” he continued. “It is the first
page of the first book. Prepare to learn.”
I assumed he meant the beginning of the reunion of Native Americans. I
asked, “What of Doug? He seems reluctant to accept his responsibility.”
“There will be more meetings with your friend. For now, let her fly!”
Marjie exclaimed, “I‟m fly ing now, through darkness. One of the Hosts is
holding me up on his back. I‟m formless!” A blissful smile lighted her face,
and I waited for their flight to end. “I asked my Host if a healing could take
place. I see a ceiling above me. He‟s leading me down a hallway to a door.
I‟m going through it. It‟s very dark in here. The darkness is my illness. I am
walking through it, searching for Light. There it is! The Host is wait ing for me
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in the Light. He‟s passing his hands over my body.” Gurg ling noises came
fro m her bowels. “He‟s holding his hands over my b ladder.”
A broad smile crossed her face. “Now I see Little One bouncing up and
down on my stomach, laughing at all the noises it‟s making. She‟s getting off,
looking serious now.
“She‟s squatting down on the ground, using a stick to draw a picture. The
first part is three crescent moons. They represent seasons. Next is a stick
figure of a man with his arms raised. Just below him she is drawing a stick
figure of a horse. I guess that means he‟s going to travel. Then co mes a group
of circles. Three sit side by side, with a fourth one below them, a line belo w it,
and another circle below the line. The circles represent spirits. Now she‟s
drawing a circle with rays coming off it like the sun. Next are two peaks side
by side and after them is the stick man again with his arms stretched out
toward the mountains. It‟s the same man, but he‟s different somehow. Last are
many little circles fading off into the distance. They stand for thousands of
people. That‟s all.”
“Are you ready to stop?”
“Yes. I‟m tired.”
Marjie drew the pictogram for me when she left the trance and soon after
fell asleep. I thought that the stick man might represent Doug, who would be
doing some traveling before fin ishing his mission. I was eager to share t he
message with him, hoping it might motivate him to try.
Marjie‟s symptoms were gone in the morn ing. She said she had dreamed
of the message, but had no new insights to add to it.
A few days later Marjie said, “I‟m getting confused about whether Little
One is truly a separate person or a frag ment of my own personality. I‟m
wondering if I‟m just crazy and that‟s why I think she‟s somebody else when
she‟s really just my imag ination.”
“Maybe if we exp lore the beginning of your relat ionship with her, some
of your confusion will go away. Do you want to have a session about that?”
“Yes.” I induced the trance and Marjie said, “Little One is standing in the
Light. She wants me to go somewhere with her.”
“If you feel co mfortable with it, then go.”
“We‟re in a place with a lo w ceiling. It‟s vast but it seems to be an in
between place. It‟s full of books. They‟re everywhere, all ju mbled together on
the floor. Little One says that she got my name out of one of the books. She‟s
looking for it, tossing books this way and that. Now she‟s got it. She says that
this book has all the names of people who have suffered greatly in it. My
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name is written in it and she picked my name out of all the rest as someone
that she wanted to help. She wants me to look in it.
“I see the streets of a big city. It is cold. The wind is blowing and it‟s
raining. There are two children standing on the street. They‟re dressed in
flimsy rags and they‟re freezing. They look like street urchins. They‟re hungry
and have no homes and they haven‟t got an y coats to wear. One of them is a
litt le girl about eight years old and the other is a little boy several years
younger. The little g irl is slowly dying of starvation. She‟s such a beautiful
litt le girl, so loving. She wants to protect her brother, but she can‟t. She‟s
dead!
“Now she has gone to a beautiful place fu ll of Light. There are books
there, the same ones she‟s showing me. She‟s looking through the books,
searching for the one about suffering. She wants me to know that she picked
my name. She is dedicated to helping me, almost like my guardian angel. We
are not the same. She chose me, I didn‟t choose her. She says that I need her
help because if spirits suffer too much they can shatter. I have had all that I
can take and she is here to protect me. She is to help my angel and her job is
to bring happiness and joy, not only for me, but to you as well.”
“Do you still believe that Little One is a fig ment of your imagination?”
“No. I know she is different now.”
The session finished, Marjie said, “I know I‟ll be going back to the
lib rary. There are other books for me to look into and to learn fro m. I‟m just
beginning to learn. Perhaps someday I will be able to help others leave their
suffering too. It‟s a relief to know that Little One is not a frag ment.”

Marjie had another severe headache over her left eye and temple the
following day. The headaches had persisted in spite of all our trance work; we
had not yet unlocked the key needed to end them. Again we sought answers in
the hallway of doors.
“I have found the door. It leads to another lifet ime. It ‟s a triangle made
of stone. It‟s fastened at the top and at the botto m so that it will swivel
when you push on it. I‟m go ing through. I see b lood -red light in here. It‟s
scary. My angel is with me. He says it will be alright. I‟m in so me sort of a
cavern. The walls are glo wing with the red colo r. There are several other
people in here too. They are all old and have infirmit ies. The ground is
shaking ! The air s mells like sulfu r.”
“Why are you here?”
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“They say I am a healer, but I am not sure of my healing power. I only
want to help them. They are precious to me. They have taught me much
wisdom in my life. I could not leave them behind during the danger.”
“What danger?‟
“Our mother is angry. She is shaking, thundering, and spewing forth fire!
I brought them in here away fro m the danger.”
“I want you to go back further in time, before the danger began, to the
events which lead up to being in the cave. Where are you now?”
“I am near water. There are other people here. So me are bathing and
some are washing hides and tools. We have come here to try to heal our
mother.”
“What is wrong with her?”
“She is wounded. Her blood flows fro m her wound. It is very hot. We
have been trying to heal her for a long time. So me of us hav e been trying to
heal her all of our lives.”
“How do you do this?”
“We sit beside her wound and sing and chant. We rub the ground with
our hands, trying to soothe her.”
“Go forward to the next significant event in this life.”
“She is angry. Her wound is growing. So meone has angered her.”
“How d id they anger her?”
“Someone threw the carcass of an animal into the water, spoiling it.”
“At the water where you were bathing and cleaning things?”
“No, at a different place. She is thundering, hurling stones, and the
ground is shaking!” She was terrified.
“Now I want you to go forward to the time of your death. Tell me what
you see.”
“I am an old man, weak and frail. Now a younger one takes care of me . A
stone has fallen fro m the sky, hitting me here.” She pointed to the location of
her headaches. “I am dressed in hides. I live in a simple shelter made of earth
and stone. I have a decorated staff. It has sacred powers. I say prayers of
thanks to the earth, sky and all things. I ask for mercy upon me and my
people.”
“Do you have a mate?”
“No. I have devoted my life to taking care of others.”
“What is the name of your people? What do you call yourselves?”
“I can‟t pronounce all of the sounds right. It‟s very guttural.”
“Can you try to spell it out the way it sounds?”
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“CON KWA‟ TCH‟ ITTA A‟ WA.”
“Proceed to the next important event.”
“It‟s hard fo r me to swallo w.” Marjie gulped and struggled to swallow.
“My throat feels as if it is collapsing. I kno w that it is my time to go. I
cannot breathe.”
Marjie gasped for air. I was alarmed, but her breath ing soon returned to
normal, as if she had passed through death.
“Can you see the Light?” I asked.
“Yes. I am surrounded by all the old ones I helped in the past! I just want
to sleep.” She was very groggy and her voice was weak. “Pat, help me. I‟m
afraid of falling asleep. My guardian angel is pulling me back. He‟s grabbing
my arm, warn ing me not to fall into this sleep. It could be dangerous for me. I
might not wake up fro m it.”
“Be alert! I want you to come back to the here an d now in this bedroom
with me! You can remain in the trance, but do not allow yourself to fall
asleep. Let the old one go his way without you. Are you here with me?”
“Yes.”
“Do you feel alright?”
“Yes.”
I wanted to find out why she decided to maintain th e head pain through
several lifetimes. There was nothing in the old one‟s life wh ich seemed to
require further suffering; there had to be some other reason for it. I knew that
her Higher Self had decided to bring this pain forward and thought it might be
possible to speak to it directly for an answer. “Let‟s go to the in between time,
after that lifetime, when you were planning your next life.”
Her entire demeanor changed dramatically. Her manner was superior,
even haughty, and her posture very erect. I had the impression she was
looking down her nose at me and had no concern about the effect it might
have. I wasn‟t sure who I was dealing with. “May I ask to who m I am
speaking?”
A masculine, snobbish voice answered. “I am Fran k.” I d id not believe
this entity was her Higher Self.
“How d id you come to be here, Fran k?”
“I‟m not certain.”
“Would you tell me about yourself and your life?”
“What would you like to know?”
“The usual things. When you lived, where you lived, if you were married,
did you have children.”
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“I lived in the 1840‟s in the area of the Carolinas. My family was quite
wealthy and I became even wealthier. I was married but we had no children.
We did not want any. My wife was as ambitious as I. We did not marry to
have family but to combine our land. I would not want to bring children into a
loveless marriage. I know what it is like to grow up in such a family.”
“You did not receive much love as a child?”
“No. My parents were too concerned with position and property. They
had little t ime for me.”
“Did anyone show you love as a child?”
“Only Alisa, my younger sister. She always looked up to me, but she died
when I was still a boy. I learned not to rely on love. Property is something you
can count on.”
“Can you put yourself back in your usual surroundings as an adult, and
tell me what you see?”
“I see my p lantation. I am on my horse, surrounded by seconds.”
“Seconds?”
“Yes. Slaves. I have many of them. I enjoy breaking their spirit and
controlling them, especially the rebellious ones.”
“Go forward to the time of your death in this lifetime. Tell me what
happens just before your death, leading up to it.”
“It is night. I am near a cotton gin, rounding the corner of the build ing.
Oh! It is Skunk, one of my rebellious seconds. He has a gun. He shoo ts me!
He is a good shot. I didn‟t think he had the nerve!” Marjie‟s hand went to
her left temp le, where the bullet had struck. She winced with pain, sighed,
and lay still as Fran k passed through death.
“Look for the Light. Can you see it?”
“Yes.”
“Go to it. It is the Light of God. So meone will greet you there to help you
on your way.”
“I see my little sister. She is beckoning to me.”
“Go to her. She will guide you.”
“I can‟t go to her.”
“Why not?”
“Arms and hands are blocking me, the arms of those I have tormented in
the past. My deeds are too evil. I am not wo rthy of the Light!”
“The power that you held over others is holding you back now. Your
desire for power impris oned you in a life without love, but you can have a
much greater power than that. God‟s power can set you free. He can give you
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all the love you could ever want. You can be forgiven but you must ask for it.
You must ad mit your guilt.”
“I know that what I did was terrible. My life was worthless. I had
everything but I had nothing. Hurting others only increased my misery. I hurt
them because I had been hurt. Can you forgive a miserable sinner like me,
Father?” An expression of deep remorse crossed Marjie‟s face for a few
mo ments, followed by a broad smile. Ecstatic, Frank said, “I am free! Oh
sister, I have missed you so much!”
Marjie and I were emotionally drained by the drama of these two
lifetimes; it was time to stop. I expected that we would have to do more
exploration before the headaches were gone. It wasn‟t clear to me whether
Edward was another lifet ime Marjie had lived, or if he was a possessing spirit
that had brought the head pains with him. Frank‟s life was also a puzzle. He
had not seen the Light before I told him to look, but had died in the 1840s.
Had he been in limbo all that time, or had I somehow traversed time to help
him see it at the actual time of h is death? Was the notion of time merely an
illusion, as many advanced spiritual guides have stated? Edward had been
similar. He also had not seen the Light before I spoke with h im although he
appeared to be a past lifetime. Frank‟s guilt p rovided at least some
explanation for a carryover of the headaches. I hoped his confession and
request for forgiveness had reduced the need for their continuation.

Our next exp loration of the headaches occurred a few days later. Marjie
required a longer countdown than usual to reach the level of trance that she
wanted. Once there, she said, “I see my guardian angel. He‟s taking me flying
through space again. He‟s pointing out a tall, slender, pyramid-shaped
building below us and is telling me to remember it. It ‟s important.
“We are at the plane of books again. He wants to speak to you.”
“Good. I am listening.”
He nodded in greeting and asked, “Do you have questions of me?”
“I‟m confused about Frank‟s status. Is he a previous lifetime Marjie has
lived, or was he a possessing spirit?”
“Frank did not possess Marjie. You contacted his spirit. It is possible for
you to contact any spirit through this work, as all are a part of I AM. You will
encounter many spirits in your work together. You will help them find their
way to the Light and you will do many other things.”
“Why did you pull her back fro m the sleep of the old one?”
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“She is not ready for her spirit to leave her body. This would have
happened if she had fallen into that sleep. It is dangerous. One can become
lost and too many are already lost. She imagines that she wants to leave her
body. It can be advantageous for growth, but she must have permission for
this. A spirit can be shattered.”
“I certainly don‟t want to encourage her to do anything that could be
harmful.”
“You will not harm her. You are intelligent. You will protect her. Do you
want man‟s recognition for your work?”
The unexpected question surprised me. “I have God‟s recognition . I do
not want human recognition for myself, but so that others would know that I
can help them.”
“Then it would be good to have man‟s recognition also . Stay in the Light.
I AM‟s love for you is great. A lleluia!”
“Alleluia.” I g lowed in the assurance of I AM‟s love.
“Little One is showing a book to me,” Marjie said. “Th is one is all gold.
The pages have no words, only images. It is a book of laughter. It has the
names of people who need to laugh. If you show them the page with their
name on it, they can share the laughter. It‟s Little One‟s favorite.
“Here‟s a book of colors! It shows everyone‟s special color. It‟s a color
that they like and are drawn to. It looks good on them. She wants to know
whose color you would like to know about.”
After a few questions, I learned the colors of several relatives and that my
color was vio let. I asked Marjie to look fo r her co lor.
“When I try to look for it, I get a headache.”
“Return to your boat, and relax. Enjoy the p eace and beauty of your
pond.” A few mo ments passed. “Are you ready to do some more exp loring?”
“Yes. Little One says I should go fishing, but I don‟t have a pole.”
“I guess you‟ll have to go to the bank and find something to make one
with.”
“I‟m on the bank, but I have changed. I don‟t look the same.”
“How are you different?”
“I am a young wo man with blonde hair. I‟m dressed in the hide of an
animal. I am very unhappy. All the others say I have a strange face because I
don‟t look like them. I have a higher forehead and my eyes are blue. No one
else has eyes or hair the color of mine. My skin is white. They have dark hair,
eyes and skin. They think I‟m strange because I‟m too different fro m them
and they treat me badly. I‟m crying. I feel so alone.
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“I‟m making a spear for fishing. It is forbidden for a woman to hunt with
a spear, which is a man‟s weapon. I decided to leave the band and I must hunt
to stay alive. Somet imes I have pains in my head and I can‟t do anything until
they go away.”
“Do you know what caused you to have the pain?”
“No. It just began one day.”
“Tell me about the first time you had a really bad pain.”
“It was so bad that I fell asleep. When I woke up, I was in the arms of a
young man who looked strange like me. He was the only one like me that I
had ever seen. He gave me medicine to ease the pain. We stayed together. He
did not object to me hunting with the spear. He thought I was brave.”
“What kind of animals did you hunt?”
“It was a large an imal that hopped around on its hind legs. He drove the
animal toward the place where I was hiding and I killed it when it got close. I
felt triu mphant, but suddenly the pain returned, worse than ever.” Marjie was
suffering along with the cave wo man; her pain was too intense.
“Step away fro m that lifet ime and return to your boat and relax.” I d id not
want to return to the death experience, for the pain was too severe.
After she recuperated, I said, “Find another lifetime in wh ich head pain
was an important element. “
“I am male. I am tall and strong and handsome. I wear feathers in my hair
and am d ressed like a Nat ive A merican. I am respected by my people and
known as a strong warrior and a good hunter. My tribe is hunting buffalo with
another friendly tribe. Together we can have more success.
“I have wounded a large buffalo and am tracking it over a hill, away fro m
the main herd and the others, to where it has fallen. I see another hunter fro m
the other tribe thrusting his spear into the buffalo. He does not know I am
watching. I will allow him to claim it as his own. It will be better for the good
will of our tribes if I do not boast that I killed it.
“I said nothing when he told everyone around our campfire that night that
he had killed the big buffalo. The following day, another member of my tribe
who saw what happened heaped honor upon me for my generosity and
humility. I gained even mo re respect fro m the other warriors.
“I was known as a brave warrior, but I despised fighting and killing. I
counseled for peace when there was a dispute with another tribe over hunting
grounds, but when it was decided that we would fight the others, I fought. I
was killed when a brave struck me with his club on the left side of my head.”
We ended the session. Her headaches improved.
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Marjie read books on psychic abilit ies and became fascinated with the
topic of astral projection. She asked me to help her have an out of body
experience that involved astral travel. I didn‟t understand why this was so
important to her, in view of all the traveling she had already done with her
angel and Little One, but I agreed to help her if she got the permission that her
guardian had said was needed.
Meanwhile, I introduced her to a book dictated by Seth, an entity who
was channeled by Jane Roberts for many years, entitled Seth Speaks: the
Eternal Validity of the Soul. Seth identified himself as a master teacher who
had reincarnated many times on Earth in order to educate humanity about the
interactions of spirit and matter. At a time of intense emotional suffering in
my early thirt ies when I was deeply questioning the worth of my life, his book
had given me hope. Seth‟s most basic message is that the material wo rld is
quite literally created through the actions of souls for the purpose of acting out
certain themes and challenges which lead to growth, and that the soul is quite
capable of supporting several lifetimes simultaneously in order to accomplish
its goals. Seth‟s cosmology is quite complex but also much more satisfying to
an intelligent mind than the theology of most western relig ions.

Marjie also became interested in handicrafts. She selected a basket and
was preparing to decorate it with ribbon when she had an unexpected visitor.
“I was sitting down here at the table and I had a bunch of different colored
ribbons I found upstairs. I was trying to decide which one to use when I heard
distinct footsteps upstairs. I got goose bumps and a chill ran down my spine. I
picked out the ribbon I was going to use and in my mind I heard a wo man ‟s
voice saying, Not that color. I chose another one and didn‟t hear any
objection, so I began to weave it in and out around the basket. I never thought
of doing anything like that before, but it turned out real nice.” The effect was
very pretty.
“That looks like something Terresa would have done. I bet it was her
footsteps and her voice that you heard inside your head. She always had very
good taste in colors.”
“You think so?”
“I wouldn‟t be surprised. I wonder if she is planning to stick around.” I
was a little worried that Terresa might try to possess Marjie, who was so
susceptible to spiritual influence, but I kept this thought to myself.
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More Lifetimes
Marjie‟s headaches were less frequent but had not been eliminated by our
explorations. She was prone to allergies which lead to sinus irritation and to
breathing difficult ies at night which contributed to snoring. In our first session
about this Marjie said, “I am on the lawn of a very large, aristocratic home in
England. It is sometime in the 1800‟s. I am p laying croquet with my younger
sister, who was adopted by my parents because they couldn‟t have any other
children and didn‟t want me to be an only child.”
“What is your name?”
“Cynthia Williamson.”
And your sister‟s name?”
“Clarissa Williamson. Before she was adopted, her last name was Lee .
We don‟t get along too well.”
“What is the problem?”
“Clarissa is spoiled. She talks too loud; she always wants her way and
wants special attention. I tolerate her and try to please her but it doesn‟t help
much. One can never please Clarissa for long. She tries to get me into trouble
by accusing me of things I didn‟t do.”
“What sort of things?”
“For examp le, she asks me to comb her hair and then screams that I
ruined it or was co mbing too hard.”
“Tell me about yourself. What do you enjoy?”
“I love nature, my ho me, and my parents. I love to read and write about
the things I love. I try to find just the right words to express my feelings.
Words are magical to me because they can express so much when used
properly.”
“How o ld are you?”
“Sixteen. I already have suitors, but Clarissa is not so popular with men
due to her overbearing manner.”
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“Go to an event in your life that is related to breathing problems.”
“Clarissa asked me to play a game with her. I agreed because she was
having a particularly bad morn ing and I thought humoring her wou ld put her
in a better mood. It‟s a silly game. She wants to tie me to a tree and then
pretend to come to my rescue. She has tied me up, but oh no! She isn‟t going
to rescue me; she‟s choking me! This is horrible!” Marjie briefly struggled for
breath and then was calm.
“Cynthia, now that you are free of your body, why did you plan for this to
happen? What did you want to accomplish by dying of strangulation so early
in life?”
“Before this lifet ime I had the choice of staying with the words t hat I love
or of reentering the physical wo rld. I decided that I could always keep the
words with me, even in a physical fo rm. I decided that I could experience
growth by living again. Clarissa‟s spirit had chosen darkness in the past and
was doomed to nothingness unless she changed her path. It was my hope that
by being kind to Clarissa and by placing myself in a vulnerable position she
might finally turn toward the Light. It was her last chance to redeem herself.
However, I was unprepared for the strangulation and the breathing problems
are intensified by the shock of my death.”
The theme of self sacrifice for the benefit of others was a common thread
in several of Marjie‟s lifetimes. I was curious to know what happened to
Clarissa after she committed murder and I wanted Marjie to know what it was
like to be self-centered and ruthless, the opposite extreme of her present
personality. I reasoned that the comparison might help her to be less
vulnerable in her dealings with others and to strike a better balanc e of
personality traits. “Marjie, I would like for you to enter Clarissa‟s mind and
see life fro m her viewpoint.”
In yet another voice, she answered. “What do you want to know?”
“Why did you strangle Cynthia?”
“She was in the way. She stood between me and the fortune I would
inherit if she died.”
“Did you get what you wanted?”
“Yes. I was very wealthy.”
“Did you find a mate?”
“Yes, but I didn‟t love him. I married fo r position and money.”
“Did you have children?”
“No. I had no use for children.”
“Proceed to the time just prior to your death. What is happening?”
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“I am a very wealthy wido w. I live alone in my mansion in London. I
have no friends save a butler who has been with me most of my life. He is
the only one who seems to have any genuine concern fo r me. I have
excruciat ing pain in my head due to a growth on my brain. My butler is here
and I am in my bed. I have left my body.
“The servants are looting my ho me! Even my butler is stealing! He says
he‟s glad that I‟m gone!”
“Look for the Light.”
“I don‟t see any light.”
Marjie spoke in her own voice. “My angel will not let me go into
nothingness with her. He is pulling me back.”
“Are you alright?”
“Yes.”
“Let yourself just relax. Be in your boat for a few minutes.” After a brief
pause, I said, “I want to explore the orig in of your breathing problems in this
lifetime. Find an experience in the past which will help you to understand
this.”
“I see myself in my early twenties. I have given birth to Tony. I‟m very
tired.”
“What makes you so tired?”
“It took so many days for him to come ho me fro m the hospital. I‟m
exhausted, emotionally drained. He‟s so small. How am I supposed to care for
a four and one-half pound baby? I‟m scared. I‟m afraid to sleep, afraid I won‟t
hear him.”
“Don‟t you have anyone to help, like your husband, your mother, or your
sister?‟
“My husband won‟t help. My mother is sick. My sister just got married.”
“So it‟s entirely up to you. Was there a time when you didn‟t wake up?”
“There were a few times when I don‟t know if he woke me up in a cryin g
fit, or if he had been crying for a long time before I could wake up.”
“But you had this fear of not waking up some of the time?”
“I couldn‟t get sick. I had to keep on taking care of h im.”
“Did you get sick? Did it affect your lungs?”
“Yes, but I got better. Tony was having trouble breathing and I had to put
mine aside. He turned blue on me! I was trying to get him to the hospital. He
couldn‟t get enough air! The last thing on my mind was me.”
“Perhaps you identified with his breathing problems. You mu st have been
afraid that he was dying.”
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“He couldn‟t breathe!”
“Just as you couldn‟t breathe when Clarissa strangled you.”
“And my first two sons had lungs like cellophane that stuck together.
They couldn‟t breathe either!”
“Oh! They suffocated! So all of this reminds you of strangulation.”
“I still strangle in my sleep, like I‟m choking.”
“And now you know where it co mes fro m. Once you really did choke and
you watched your children suffocating.”
“I watched William for three hours.”
“Watched him? Where were you? Go back to that scene now.”
“I‟m in the hospital. I can see William‟s bassinet across the hall.”
“Why are you in the hospital?”
“He was born too early. I‟ve only been pregnant for five and a half
months. The doctors say he can‟t breathe right. His lungs are like cellophane.
They‟re giving him o xygen. I can see him kicking at a mobile that is hanging
over his bed.”
“Are you sure he‟s kicking it?”
Weeping, she answered, “Yes. Every so often he kicks it with his little
foot, almost like he knows I‟m watching. I wish I could hold him! I can feel
him struggling for breath. It hurts!” Marjie clutched at her own chest, feeling
his pain. “I watched him for a long time, until he couldn‟t kick anymo re.”
How horrible, I thought.
“Go on and grieve for him. Let the tears flow.” Marjie sobbed, reliving
the pain of being helpless to ease her baby‟s suffering and her deep feeling of
loss. “Do you realize how remarkable it is that he could kick the mobile over
his bed, especially since he was slowly suffocating? It‟s really incredib le that
he did that. I think it‟s very likely that he was trying to co mmunicate
something to you at a spiritual level. Maybe your guard will help you find
William‟s spirit now and you can find out why this happened.”
“I can see him! He looks wonderful! He‟s telling me that he knew before
his birth that he would die that way. He did it to give me an experience which
would be part of my foundation. He came into my life so that I could witness
a miracle that would make my faith stronger.”
“When you were Cynthia, no one was there to help you when you died of
strangulation. You were murdered, but you allowed it to happen, because you
were willing for it to happen. You gave Clarissa a choice because you knew
that you would survive your death. And you have survived, just as your sons
did. There‟s no longer any need to strangle. You have no need to relive that
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strangulation. You can release it. Your lungs and air passages all work
perfectly now.” We ended the session on that note.
We were fascinated by the similarit ies of the names in different lifetimes .
Clarissa Lee, William Lee , Cynthia Williamson, son William. William derives
fro m the word willing. William and Cynthia were willing to die in order to
help someone else. What love!
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Spiritual Lessons
The session we held the following day had no obvious relationship with
Marjie‟s headaches or breathing problems until much later. Upon entering the
trance Marjie joyfu lly said, “My angel is taking me to a beautifu l staircase
like the one I climbed before when I went to the Throne. I see the spirits of
friends and relatives who have passed away on the steps. They are helping me
to climb the stairs to reach the Light. I know the stairs represen t the path I am
taking for spiritual growth. She began to look troubled and frowned. “ Now I
am in a dimly lighted hallway. It‟s full of cobwebs and dust and it smells
musty in here.” She began to cry.
“What‟s the matter? Why are you crying?”
“I don‟t know. I see a door. It‟s sliding open and I‟m going through it.
I‟m in a room and I see a bed. The frame is made of wood, like a regular bed,
but where the mattress should be there‟s a blanket of gray fog. I don‟t
understand this and I don‟t like it !” She sobbed deeply.
“I‟m asking my Guard ian Angel why it hurts so deeply inside when I cry.
He says suffering makes me stronger. Each time I survive pain I beco me a
litt le stronger.”
“Now I am back at the Throne! I see God‟s Light. He‟s dancing! My
angel says, Behold your future. I see us together in our home in our o ld age.
Tony is with us. He is a fully grown man. Bart is not with us, but I know he is
okay, mentally and spiritually. We are contented with our peaceful existence.
You are busily enjoying some type of craft activity. We are all busy with
things we enjoy.
“Little One is here! She is taking me to a sunny meadow.”
In her own voice, Little One said to me, “Will you play with me?”
“Sure. What do you want to play?”
“You have to use your imagination. Shh! She whispered, “Can you hear
that noise?”
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I wh ispered back. “Yes. What do you think it could be?”
“Let‟s go look. You have to make yourself very small. Now we‟re going
to creep through this tall grass and look for it. Can you do that?”
“I‟ll try.”
“Okay. No w we will go very slow and quiet. I found it! It‟s a little yello w
snake! A ribbon snake. Isn‟t it pretty?”
“Oh yes. What are you going to do with it?”
“Make a ribbon out of it, of course.”
Marjie laughed and said, “I can see Little One. She has got this big grin on
her face and she has a yellow ribbon in her hair, but it‟s a snake!”
I understood the wisdom of Litt le One‟s antics. She had reminded me that
I helped her forget her fear of snakes, and that I needed to help Marjie
overcome her fear of the foggy bed.
“Now she‟s showing me how to mow grass. She has one of those toy
mowers that little kids use, the kind that makes noise when you push it, only
hers makes music, and you can see the notes popping out of it.
“What‟s she doing now? That‟s ridiculous!”
“What do you see?”
“She‟s showing me a co w, but I can only see the back half of it . It‟s one
of those black and white dairy cows. The tail is wagging . Now she‟s showing
me a wagon but only the front half. So mehow it works. Now I see half of a
ball and half of a table. How can that be? It‟s silly! Now she‟s saying, Why
use more than what you need? If you only need half of something to do the
job, that’s all you have to use. I don‟t get it.”
I didn‟t get it either, until a later session. This one was over.
A couple of days passed and Marjie and I were driving to Memphis when
she developed another of her severe headaches. I induced a trance and
suggested, “Visualize the rose you saw on the tombstone in detail. See each
petal and notice the beautiful color. Sme ll the wonderful fragrance. Look deep
into the eye of the rose. There you will find an image that will h elp you. Tell
me what you see.”
“I see a cowboy boot, but not its mate. I wonder where the other one is.
It‟s white, with beautiful fancy stitching in the form of angel wings. It has
gold covers on the heel and the toe. My guard says it‟s a boot for traveling in
rough country. I need the gold at both ends for protection. It represents the
love of I AM, prodding and pulling me forward at the same t ime.”
I wondered what kind of rough country she would be traveling through.
Was the meaning literal, like the rough landscapes we had already visited, or
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was it more at an emotional level? I suspected it might be both. For the time
being there was no more content to this trance, but by the time we arrived at
Unity her headache was much better.
I spoke to Doug after church. He seemed to be reevaluating his spiritual
situation, but continued to make excuses for not introducing us to his friend
the Indian dancer, and continued to show no interest in helping the
Tarahumara spirits.
After we fin ished talking with him Marjie said, “I‟m beginning to feel
uncomfortable around him. I don‟t like his energy.”
We had turned homeward when Marjie said, “I still want to try astral
projection.”
“Well, we can give some time to it when we get home if you like. I don‟t
think we should try it in the car.”
Her angel appeared. “Before she attempts this, she will require
preparation and intense concentration. It is possible for her t o get lost while
traveling in th is way. Her spirit could be shattered.”
“I will help her with concentration before we try it. I want to make sure
she is ready. I didn‟t realize it could be so dangerous. Will you let me know
when she is properly prepared?”
“I am her guard.”
“You know that I have been reading from the book Seth Speaks. Are you
acquainted with Seth?”
“Seth is an angel like myself and therefore a reliab le source of
informat ion. He has many words. Many of the details he speaks of are not
pertinent to the work that you and Marjorie are doing. Praise I AM
continuously and avoid careless accidents.” He referred to a minor injury
caused by a misstep while I was working around the house.
The follo wing morn ing Marjie woke with another bad headache. “I‟m in
a blue mood, but I don‟t know why I feel that way. It‟s like I‟m grieving over
something.” She paused, looking inward. “So mething happened to me last
night. I felt as if someone was trying to possess me against my will.
Somebody was here.”
“That sounds like something we should exp lore. Do you want to do it
now?”
“Yes.” She easily entered trance and said, “I‟m in the Light.”
“Look for the origin of your pain.”
“I can‟t do it. It hurts too much.” She spontaneously emerged fro m the
trance.
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“Well, if that approach doesn‟t work, maybe we should just deal directly
with the pain instead of its origin. Want to try again?”
“Okay.” She quickly went under and said, “My guard is here. He‟s
rushing me into the Light. The Hosts are urging me forward. We are at the
foot of the Throne.” Perplexed, she asked, “How will I get up to Him? My
Lord is coming down to my level! He has a human form, but I can‟t see any
distinct features. He wants me to give Him my pain. I am handing my head to
Him. He‟s holding it in h is arms and he‟s healing it!” Heartfelt tears of joy,
awe, and relief flo wed. Her eyes opened.
“Are you out of the trance?”
“I don‟t know, but I can see what‟s going on here in the room and I can
see what my Lord is doing too! It‟s like half of me is here, and half of me is
there and I know what‟s going on in both places at once. This is neat! My
head is back in place and the pain is gone. I see Little One. She is telling me
to take two aspirin and go play.”
Marjie was no longer entranced. I said, “That was quite a surprise, wasn‟t
it?”
“Yes. It was so amazing when He took my head in His hands, and then I
could sense what was going on in both places at once.”
“You said it was like half of you was here and half was there. So I guess
Little One was preparing you before by showing you that only half of things
could still function, and saying that if only half was all you needed, that was
enough.”
“That‟s right!”
“I wonder why our efforts to go to the source of your pain were blocked.
Did I do something wrong?”
“My angel says you are doing exactly what you should be doing.”
“We didn‟t find out why you felt someone was trying to invade you last
night.”
Her angel answered. “She was feeling the presence of one of the
Tarahumara spirits who stayed in order to teach her. He lo ves the beauty of
her spirit. Eventually this Old One will again be joined with the others.”

When I got home fro m wo rk the fo llo wing day Marjie said , “Loo k
what I made.” A circu lar hoop o f wood had wh ite y arn st rings attached to
its circu mferen ce wh ich jo ined ins ide to make a s maller circle, creat ing
ray -like pro ject ions that reminded me o f a ch ild‟s drawing o f the sun. Five
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black beads were posit ioned at equal int ervals on the inner circle‟s rim. At
the upper right of the inner circle a gray scallop shell was attached with
two red beads dangling fro m it on two short strings of wh ite yarn , and
suspended below them on the same strings were t wo s maller, light g ray
seashells. The wooden rim was covered in wh it e rabb it fur and d iv ided at
equal intervals by three large, gray scallop shells, with the uppermost
being cent ered at the apex o f the circle, like the three corn ers o f an
equilateral t riang le. Hang ing fro m each o f the two lo wer shells were t wo
tails of wh ite fu r, one slightly longer than the other, and eac h of the t wo
longer tails h ad a red bead att ached halfway do wn its length .
“It was really strange,” she went on. “I felt the presence of one of the
spirits from the mountain in me. Th is was his idea, not mine; I could never
think of a thing like this. He told me how to make it. I don‟t know how to tie
knots like that. He used my fingers to do it.”
“It‟s really beautiful. I‟ve never seen anything like it.”
“Terresa helped too.”
“Terresa! What did she do?”
“I didn‟t know where to find black beads. I knew I had seen some
somewhere and went upstairs to look. I searched all over and couldn‟t find
them. I stopped looking for a minute, wondering where to look next , and I
heard her voice telling me to look in the box where she kept buttons. There
they were, exactly five beads and no more. She told me where to find the
shells, too.”
“Amazing. How did the Tarahumara know that there would be five black
beads? Why did he want you to make this?”
“He wants it to be seen by others. It‟s for his people. It‟s a symbol.”
“Are you sure the spirit is one of those fro m the mountain? What can you
tell me about him?”
“Yes, I‟m sure. He‟s the one who looks very old and very wise and very
gentle. He was chanting while we were working. He stayed behind when the
others entered Doug. I like him a lot.”
“Do you remember the second cryptogram Little One showed us, where
there were four dots above a line and one below? Now I think the dots
represented the five spirits, and he was the one separated from the others.”
“Maybe so, but I got a really bad headache while I was wo rking on this
thing.”
We did a brief trance session to discover the reason for the headache. Her
angel spoke to me, saying, “It was caused by her resistance to the spirit
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working through her. She will not be so uncomfort able when she is more
accustomed to this.”
Later Marjie said, “I just picked up the phone to make a call, but instead
of getting a dial tone, I heard a man giving a deep sigh. I said hello, but there
was no answer. Is Ben here? I thought it might be him on the extension.”
“No, he went somewhere.” I wondered if the Old One was trying another
form of contact.
Marjie cont inued, “This came to me when I asked for guidance to
understand the message on the tombstone. I wrote it down.”
Rex and I as man and woman moving forward in synch together
eternally with our minds, spirits, souls traveling toward God through
reincarnations in endless space and time to find truth, peace, and Light.
How are we to do it? The rose: Peel o ff the petals one by one. First petal:
find the Light through faith, quietness, t rust, knowledge -use intelligence.
What tasks do we perform to do Your will? Do what you are already doingcontinue to be receptive. “The rose signifies div ine love and the eye
omn ipotence.”
“That makes sense. I‟ll never look at roses in the same way again.”
In our next session Marjie said, “I see many strings of light, like the bars
of a cell, surrounding me, holding me back. My angel says they represent the
ties to my past. Many of them have been cut, but there are a few large ones
near the center which still bind me. He wants to speak to you.”
We greeted each other warmly and he said, “Many ties that bound her to
the past have been broken, but there are some which cannot be broken. They
represent her relationship to her children. You also have strings which bind
you,” he gently said.
“What strings do you mean?”
“They are connected to small animals whose deaths affected you deeply.”
“I remember feeling badly when I somet imes shot birds when I was a
boy. It was a stupid thing to do. The birds did me no harm. It was a challenge
to see if we could h it them. Most of the time I missed.”
“There were others also. You killed them in order to win the acceptance
of man. Was it worth it?”
“That‟s right! I was a lab assistant and was ordered to kill rats with
chloroform after they had been used in experiments because they were no
longer useful for research. Now I think my boss should have done that, but he
spent very little time doing the work. I didn‟t know that this had such a
profound effect on me. Why do you bring it up at this time?”
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“You violated your conscience to please man. Is on e creature more
important than another? All creatures are important in the eyes of I AM.‟
“Thank you for helping me realize th is about myself. „
“You need to forgive yourself for this.”
“Why is Marjie making the crafts? How will they be used?”
“They were made to be seen and will be shown. Are you enjoying your
new job?” I had recently started working part time at a so -called Christian
counseling center.
“I‟m disappointed that there is so much conflict and stress within the
staff, and little opportunity to talk to people about spiritual matters. Most of
my clients want to deal with ordinary stuff instead of personal growth. I
imagine that you already knew that.”
“Would you care to share an examp le?”
“One of my clients who thinks of herself as a fine Ch ristian wo man wants
me to help her take control of her husband. She doesn‟t want to accept my
opinion that trying to control him is futile.”
“You are the counselor; they seek guidance from you. The One Who
Creates works everywhere through His disciples . Are you not one?”
“Yes.”
“Guide this one. Tell her this: You have less need for frustration and
more need to let Him work through you. Sometimes you need to be reminded
Who controls. When you seek power over others, what do you gain? Guilt.
Guilt at the core is what you gain.”
“Thanks for the advice. Maybe she will listen.” I changed the subject. “I
was surprised to hear that Terresa was involved in helping Marjie to find the
beads. I was not aware that she was lingering here. I am a little concerned that
she might try to control Marjie.”
“She came out of love. There is no need for concern.” He left.

Marjie received fu rther instructions fro m the Old One to make another
work of art to symbolize a spiritual message. This time he requested my
involvement in co mp leting it . Wh ile I was at work, he helped her t ie the
knots in leather strips wh ich held together six pencil-th in sticks of cherry
wood to form a hexagonal frame. He left about eight inches of the doubled
leather strips dangling fro m each knot which held the sticks together. To
each of these strips a hawk bell was attached. Within the frame, a leather
shield appro ximately ten inches in d iameter was suspended by loops fro m
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the six t wigs. Twenty one of the tiny vertebrae fro m the snake skeleton we
had found in Colorado were glued in a curved line across the top of the
shield, paralleling its edge. Three other vertebrae were placed at the three,
six, and nine o‟clock positions. Two snake ribs with a gap between them
curved away fro m each other at the center of the shield; three b lack cro w
foot tracks were placed with one on each outer side of the ribs and one in
the gap. Above them in b lack was an eag le talon.
At the top under the line of vertebrae the fletching feathers of an arrow
were drawn, angling upward to the right. Each of the two feathers was divided
into five segments, painted red on a turquoise background.
In the lower right third a navy blue hemisphere sat on its base and within
it, in wh ite, the phases of the moon were drawn. The full moon was at t he top
center of the hemisphere, with a half moon, quarter moon, and eighth moon
on either side of it, forming mirror images of each other. Below the moon was
an orange sphere, half of which extended below the blue hemisphere, with a
band of the same blue co lor outlining its border.
A red thunderbird, wings outspread, and having a heart of deep blue,
adorned the lower left third of the shield. The wings and tail had five feathers
each.
Superimposed on some of the three designs described above and circling
around the edge of the shield were the black symbols which had been seen on
the tombstone: the infinity sign, the 69, the spirit stick, and the numeral 3, and
each of these were separated by two parallel lines .
This arresting object d’art was about our involvement with Indian spirits,
but the meaning of some symbols was obscure. The repetition of the number
five appeared to refer to the five spirits we had gathered on the mountain. The
number 3 occurred in several ways. The bones suggested death, but the
colored feathers, thunderbird, and earth suggested rebirth. The phases of the
moon apparently reflected the passage of time, and the orange color of the
sphere under a blue sky might indicate that our planet was in d istress.
Through Marjie the Old One asked me to paint the symbols in the colors
he chose because he wanted my energy incorporated into the shield. As the 69
symbol implied, both male and female qualities were needed. It took two days
to complete the shield, and Marjie again comp lained of a headac he when it
was done.
I induced a trance to eliminate the headache. Marjie said, “ I see a small,
elf-like man. He‟s making a painting of a flower bulb in soil. He wants me to
watch it grow. It‟s sending up a shoot and is developing into a lovely white
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lily. He says that it‟s a symbol of my spiritual growth and that meditating
upon it will help my headaches to go away.” She felt better after this short
session.
Two days later we had another session concerning the recurrent
headaches. Once under, Marjie said, “This can‟t be right.”
“What‟s wrong?”
“I am a wolf! But I can‟t be. Animals don‟t have souls. I can‟t go through
with this!”
“Do you remember that when Edward d ied he was met in the Light by his
dogs?”
“Yes.”
“How could they meet him if they didn‟t have an afterlife too? Doesn‟t
that mean that they have spirits as well?”
“I don‟t know. Maybe they do.”
“How can you be certain that you haven‟t experienced life in a non human form?”
“I guess it‟s possible.”
“Why don‟t you just relax and see where this leads?”
“Okay. I‟m hungry. There is no food, no water. The mother has pups. She
cannot feed them. If I do not find food, all will d ie.”
“What do you see around you?”
“There is a man. He has food. I must get it! I rush in and grab the food.
He clubs me in the head. I was foolish. I should have waited for a better
chance. I knew I was not doing this properly. You never come in straight. I
was too weak with hunger to worry about stealth.”
“What happened after your death?”
“I left this earth to find another form. I am again a male. I wear dark
reddish skin. There are feathered ornaments on my upper arms. My hair is
long and tied. There is paint on my face. Others came who wanted to move
the rest of us away from these lands. This was our hunting area. We were
willing to share but they wanted it all. I lost hundreds of my people in a great
battle. I was struck fro m behind by my enemy and killed. He removed my
face with his knife so that my spirit would be blind and not able to find its
way. Now that I have died, I know that to be a false belief.
“After death I became the inhabitant of a golden eagle, a female. I fly
freely, g lid ing on air currents . I dip and rise. I have a mate. I search for him. I
go to the nest, but it is empty. I dive toward the ground. Something lies there.
I see that it is him, cru mp led on the ground. I turn away, feeling loss.”
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Marjie spontaneously emerged fro m the trance. “The eagle couldn‟t bear
to look closely at her dead mate. Her feelings were too strong. That‟s why I
came out of the trance. I had no idea animals could feel so much love for each
other! When I was the wolf, I felt totally responsible for the survival of the
pack. I knew they were go ing to die very soon if I d idn‟t steal the food. I
really felt that Indian, too. He had so much love for h is people.”
Three lives had been experienced in which a tragic death brought great
suffering, and in two, blows to the head had killed her. No wonder she
continued to have headaches.

Marjie decided to go with me to Jackson the next day and wh ile I
wo rked, she v is ited the g raves o f her sons William and Grayson. As we
were return ing to ho me she said , “I was putting flowers on the grave when
my guard ian angel appeared and said he would take me to them. He too k
me flying and I met them. They both loo ked g reat; they are handso me
young men . We hugged each other. I was so happy to see them! Grayson
told me that he was now liv ing a pure life as a hu man being and wou ld
eventually gain great influence and publicity . He said I wou ld eventually
meet h im and we wou ld recogn ize one another. W illiam said he had
chosen a d ifferent path , but he d idn ‟t tell me wh at it was. I asked them
why they had chosen to live on ly a few hou rs aft er their birth , but their
only answer was, Like stays with like, wh ich I d idn ‟t understand. Then
they left.
“I asked my guard to show me more about our connection with Indians.
He showed me the living room of a house somewhere in the southwest where
we were entertain ing a group of Indians. They were dressed in hides which
belonged to their spirit animals. I was serving them drinks in wooden cups.
We felt honored to have them as our guests. That was all I was shown before
he brought me back.”
“I‟ve always wanted to live in the southwest. It would be a great honor to
have guests like them. I wonder what sort of public figure Grayson will be.
Maybe he will be a great spiritual leader, since he said he is living a pure life.”
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The Demon, the Creator and Astral
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In our next session Marjie said, “I‟m in the hallway. I have three doors to
choose from. One is full of books, one holds words, and the third holds fear. I
choose books. That door disappeared! I know what happens next. If I choose
words, it will disappear too, so I may as well choose fear. I feel like I‟ve been
tricked.
“Well, here goes. I‟m seeing flashes of beings that I know are trying to
make themselves look terrifying. They sure are ugly, but they don‟t scare me.
I wonder why they are so unconvincing. One of them is reaching toward me.
It‟s touching me. I know this is my idea of what Hell looks like, but it isn‟t the
same Hell I was taught about. I know this Hell is coming fro m inside me, and
that the other Hell doesn‟t really exist. The one who touched me is my idea of
Satan. He knows that an evil touch is what I fear most. I feel my Light starting
to dim because he‟s trying to scare me and to make me doubt myself.”
“Concentrate on making your Light brighter. Pray for this Satan. Pray
that God will fill him with Light!”
“I‟m doing that, but he‟s still trying to scare me. Get behind me, Satan!
He‟s behind me, but I still feel afraid. My Light is getting dimmer.” Her voice
weakened as she hid her face in her hands. Our dog Mike, normally very quiet
in the house, barked furiously.
“Ask for help! Call on the Hosts! Call your angel!”
“I hear march ing. They are coming! About fifty of them are here with us.
My guard is watching. He says I have to fight this battle myself.
“I‟m facing him. He has several horns sticking out of his head. He‟s
hideous; his fangs are showing. You bastard, you don‟t even have a father! I
have a Father! I will pray for your soul, that you will find and see God, and
become co mplete. He‟s screaming. He d isappeared.”
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Our suspended breath escaped in sighs of relief. Marjie was justly proud
of her conquest. The session was finished.
The following day, Marjie said, “I was washing dishes and I heard this
growling sound behind me. I thought you had slipped up intending to give me
a hug and turned around, but I couldn‟t see any thing there. I got scared,
thinking that Satan had come back to hurt me and I got out of there in a hurry.
I went straight to my Bible and it opened at the Book of Daniel. I read a few
verses and felt better. Nothing else bad happened after that.”
“I think the energy of your fear fro m last night caused it. You told Satan
to get behind you in the trance, and I guess it was still on your mind, at least
subconsciously. It‟s doubtful that anything like that will happen again.”
Fortunately, it never did.
Another three days passed before our next session. Upon entering the
trance Marjie said, “I am looking at people who look like stick drawings with
large round heads. There are hundreds of them. They have these bright dots in
their hands and are placing them all over. In the distance behind them are
thousands of pyramids and they seem to be coming out of them. There‟s a
pulsating Light and I feel myself expanding. I see my angel and I‟m asking
him to tell me what this means. He says that these people were among the first
creations of I AM. Wherever they put a dot is where the planets and stars were
set.”
Her angel man ifested. “What she sees is of such a magnitude that she
cannot stand to see it all.”
“Why is it so important?”
“It will have a profound effect on her s oul. Please take her back to her
boat.” I did, and soon the brief session was over.
About a week later Marjie said, “I feel the Old One wants me to write for
him. I sat down to write, but nothing would come.”
“Maybe he will tell you if we have a session about it.”
“Okay.”
The trance was induced and she said, “I see him very clearly. He‟s very
old, short, and has long gray hair hanging down to the middle of his back. He
doesn‟t have a shirt on. His pants and moccasins are made of soft leather and
the pants have fringes of fur and feathers. He‟s dancing in circles, halfway
crouching. He does a long skip, spins around in place, then skips again and
spins around, doing this in a big circle. Now he is spiraling in toward the
center of the circle. He‟s at the center. He spins in a full circle, then ju mps
forward in a crouch with his arms out in front and stands still fo r a few
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seconds before doing another spin and jump. He does it six times, facing in a
different direction each t ime he stops. He wants me to draw this dance on
paper.
“Now he‟s standing up, facing me. He‟s showing me a pattern drawn on
his chest in black paint. He wants me to make this same pattern on your chest.
Now he is gone.”
I took off my shirt so that Marjie could make the design on my chest with
black acry lic paint, wondering why he wanted it on me. Was it some kind of
initiat ion, or was I to be a walking billboard? Either way, I was bound to help
him if I could, and honored by his regard for me.
The design was simple and rather large, extend ing fro m the top to the
bottom of my chest. It consisted of five pairs of eyes with eyebrows turned
down at oblique angles at the bridge of the missing nose; each pair was
arranged one above the other, with a vertical line that separated the left and
right eyes from the top to the bottom of the whole array.
“The Old One is delighted,” she said. “He is speaking to me in his own
language. I don‟t understand the words enough to write them down, but I am
getting images of what he means, which goes like this: Once earth mother
nurse soul. Tears. Sadness. Taken. Heart stabbed. Pass a way. Wait. Long
journey. Separation. Meet. Talk. Join. Unite. Peaceful . Joyous. Explosion of
delight!” We were also delighted to receive this message from the Old One.
Over the next week or so, Marjie continued to express an interest in astral
projection and asked that I help her attempt it through trance. Her angel said,
“Permission has been granted.”
A trance was induced and after a moment Marjie said, “The left side of
my mouth is going numb. I‟m in a roo m with an oriental man dressed in a
kimono who is sitting and meditating. The room has walls made of paper that
will slide. I am behind him.”
“Why don‟t you move in front so he can see you?”
“He‟s smiling at me. He‟s talking to me with his mind. He‟s delighted
that I have come to him. He likes my b londe hair and blue eyes. He thin ks I
must be a novice at this and is having difficulty understanding the thoughts I
am try ing to send to him. He went to the dentist today, which is why his
mouth is numb. The numbness is like a bridge between us that can be a signal
when we want to contact each other. He has to make a business trip and is
somewhat concerned about the weather, which is why he is med itating at this
time, but he does it every day.”
“What is his name?”
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“He uses his wife‟s well known family name instead of his own for
business purposes, which is customary in Japan. It is spelled To‟lo‟he‟i‟a‟. I‟m
getting tired. He sees that I am beginning to fade. He suggests that I practice
more, and is looking forward to another meeting.”
A day or two passed. Marjie and I were watching a video which featured
the song Somewhere Out There when she said, “My tongue is getting numb.”
“I suspect your Japanese friend is trying to contact you. Do you want me
to put you in trance so you can travel?”
“Yes.” Very quickly they were co mmunicat ing. “I asked him about his
family. He has one daughter and one son. He wants to know where we live.”
Marjie answered, asked him how his trip had gone, and he indicate d that it
went well. She told him about our recent trip to the Rockies, and he compared
their beauty with the mountains of Japan.
“Tell h im that I also love the mountains,” I said. A powerful feeling of
grief engulfed me, and I began to silently sob. I was shocked by the strength
of my emotion, and although I said nothing about it, he indicated that he
understood how I felt, because he also loved nature. Then he suggested that he
should make contact at another time because of my distress.
Marjie said, “He‟s bowing to me, and I am bowing back. He didn‟t use
astral projection to contact me. He used mental telepathy, but I traveled to him
astrally. It was easier this time.” I wondered if there would be another contact.
Marjie‟s guard said, “You are not the only one who weeps for the Earth.
There are others, individuals and groups working to save the environment.
You should stop fighting with your wallet, get out of your chair, and join
others to stop the destruction.”
“Many of our scientists believe that it is already too late to reverse the
damage.”
“Those who say this are part of the problem, not the solution.”
We were driv ing to Memphis to attend church the following Sunday and
were waiting for the green light at an intersection when Marjie said, “My
angel just touched my cheek. He says that you should be on the lookout for
careless drivers ahead.”
“Thanks for the warning.” A few minutes later a man in a pickup made a
left turn fro m the opposing lane, darting suddenly in front of us. If I had not
already slowed down we would have collided. Again we gave thanks to I AM
and his messenger.
Marjie greatly en joyed our meet ing with Isabel and Doris, She was very
happy to be with people who could accept the truth of her recent experiences .
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Doug asked to have a sess ion with me for purposes of inner exp loration
and I was happy to comply. His strongly emotional experience in the trance
work reinforced h is spiritual connection with Nat ive A mericans, and I was
hopeful that it would also strengthen his desire to help the Tarahumara spirits.
Marjie wanted to do some spiritual exp loration as well on the long drive
back home, so we held a session in the car. She had become so proficient at
trance that it was easy for me to drive and facilitate at the same time. “I am
with my guardian angel and Little One. They want me to go for a walk in the
Light with them. I‟m between them, holding hands . We‟re walking on the
Light! I feel like I‟m floating, and the feeling is getting stronger. I‟m floating
above the car! I‟m real high now. I can see our bodies in the car; they look
like dolls.”
I had removed my hand from hers mo mentarily and grasped it again. She
gasped. “That felt like a stake being driven through my head and body, trying
to pin me to the car!” I let go immediately. “That‟s better. Now I‟m floating
again.”
Her guard spoke. “This is being done for her growth. She has wanted to
experience being out of her body while still in this world. I AM is giving her
the gift of astral projection. Earlier today she did not heed my warning when I
first gave it. She is learning to listen more closely. She is very precious to me.
I will not let any harm co me to her.”
“Thank you again for the warn ing.”
“Thank I AM.”
Marjie said, “I was watching you and my angel talking fro m up there and
suddenly I was back here beside you, looking into your eyes. What a trip!”
“You asked and you received. What did your angel mean when he said
you didn‟t heed his first warning?”
“I heard the warning long before I mentioned it. I felt foolish to say
anything because I could see no danger.”
“I would appreciate it if you would tell me any messages that concern me
as well as you right away. You don‟t have to edit and filter them, even if they
don‟t make sense. It always proves to make sense later, and I have a chance to
react more quickly. I think I trust your angel more than you do.” I was a bit
peeved.
“You seem more interested in what he says than what I have to say. I
have a mind. I‟d like to think that my opin ions matter too.”
“Of course they do, but I want to know if your guard is giving both of us
a message. What he says comes directly fro m I AM. Would you want to miss
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a message from that Source just because someone else doesn‟t unde rstand it?”
Marjie still didn‟t comp letely trust her channeling, and it would take quite a
bit more experience before she stopped editing.
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A bad dream woke Marjie up in the middle of the night a few days later.
“Why were you whimpering?” I asked.
“I‟ve been struggling with someone. It felt like I had a weight on my
chest, as if someone was trying to enter my body. My angel was involved in
the dream, too. Now I have a really bad headache.”
“Is it on the left side again?”
“Yes. I‟m awake, but things don‟t seem real. I remember thinking that I
wanted to go to the plane of books again, but not any details.” Neither one of
us understood the meaning of this event.
We attempted another explo ration the following day. Marjie had
difficulty entering the trance and required a second induction. “I‟m the wolf
again. I‟m the leader. There are two females with me. One is a perfect mate.
She recently had pups. She always understands my thoughts, reads my
gestures, and is very good on the hunt. She always works in unison with me.
“The other is inexperienced and impulsive. She does not know when to
hide and does not follow my lead without question. She will eventually get us
into trouble. My mate is running out of milk for the pups. Everything is so
dry. There is no water, no game. It has been too long since it rained. I must
find food, or all will starve. But this time, I do not think I will survive.”
Marjie licked her lips and spoke desperately in a weak, hoarse, wh isper.
“Proceed to the next significant event.”
“We have met others and they are also starving. There isn‟t enough game
to justify forming a larger pack for hunting. We go our separate ways. The
pups are near death. I have never been so weak. If I don‟t find food soon, I
will be unable to hunt. All depends on me.
“Wait. I see a strange creature on two legs. He is dragging a carcass.
Food! I motion to the bitch to hide behind rocks. If we circle, we can come in
fro m two sides and steal it. Stupid! She has jumped cover again! He sees her
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and is going away! No time for caution now! I must have food! I am charging
straight for it. Oh! He has hit me with the stick he held in his hand, hard. Oh,
my head! I knew better than to go straight in; you never do that. No w it‟s too
late!”
Marjie wept, knowing that the others would also die, and said, “He was
so devoted to them. He didn‟t think of himself. I had no idea an animal could
have such feelings for his family.”
She slowly recovered her co mposure. I said, “Tell the wolf to look for the
Light.”
“He has found it.”
“Is there other work that you need to do?”
“I am at the plane of books. The ceiling is low here; it feels like this place
is sandwiched between other planes of existence. I see Little One. She wants
you to play a game with her.”
“Okay. Hi, Little One. What game did you want to play?”
“You be the teacher and give me a word.”
“Independence.”
Marjie said, “She‟s kicking off her shoes and thro wing away her
clothes and anyth ing else that might weigh her do wn. She‟s mot ion ing me
to follo w her with her finger. We‟re at a door. It has an o ld fash ioned
keyho le, the kind you can peep th rough. She is making herself very s mall.
She is tiny. She went th rough the keyho le! I‟m loo king at her th rough it .
She is hopping on one foot and then the other. Every t ime she lands the
surface under her foot changes. No w it‟s dark b lue; now it loo ks like
metal; now it ‟s very g reen grass!
“She wants me to follow her through the hole. I can‟t do that. I‟m too
big!”
“Do you remember the story of Alice in Wonderland? She used magic to
make herself very small. Why don‟t you try that?”
“I‟m thinking of it, and it‟s working. I‟m getting smaller and smaller. I‟m
afraid I may get so small that I‟ll disappear! I don‟t like this. Make it stop.”
“You can stop it yourself, just by thinking of getting bigger. Are you sure
you don‟t want to go through the keyhole?”
“I‟m not ready for that.”
“Okay. Maybe you‟ll be ready another time.” I counted her up. We talked
a while about her becoming more independent.
I wo rked the next day and Marg ie spent a lot o f t ime th in king about
the independence issue. That even ing she shared her thoughts. ”My angel
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was with me all day. He directed me to read th ings like th is.” She sho wed
me so me lines she had written at h is u rg ing :
You can be guided accurately by an inner voice, but your first task is to
separate it from the counterfeits. Someday you will see that this inner sense of
guidance was right all along. Don’t accept that unhappiness is necessary.
Abandon self defeating attitudes. A person rejecting a helpful truth can
pretend that he is a strong and independent thinker who needs nothing from
anyone. Are we willing to give up such unhealthy feelings in order to find
healthy pleasure in psychic maturity? Is it good or bad to remove weeds from
a garden? If it helps us to awaken, it is right. If it keeps us asleep, it is wrong.
The only security is the Truth itself. When there is no fear of the Truth there is
genuine love. Two conscious human beings can exchange love, but two
unawakened people cannot. Love is not of the human self, but of the God
within us. This makes us smile for a dozen reasons; one being that we no
longer need to work at love, we need only to rest in God, which is love itself.
We always have contradictory reactions toward spiritual facts. Part of us
is thrilled but another part is annoyed, even hostile. You see, the Truth
disturbs us. It creates conflict between the false self, which doesn’t want the
Truth at all, and the True Self, which yearns for it at any price. Observe your
resistance. That in itself weakens it.
“My angel also told me that I‟ve been placing too much emphasis on you
and not enough on my relationship to I AM. He said I should do whatever
things that make me closer to Him, and our relationship will take care of
itself. He said I should not doubt my ability to do anything with the help of
God and the co mpany of 10,000 or more Hosts if I need them.”
Marjie took a step toward independence by signing up for financial
assistance to get the training required to become a Certified Nursing Assistant.
She had always been interested in medicine and it seemed a good starting
point for a possible career. She told me about it when I got home. “I was
nervous at first but my guard was with me. He to ld me to step outside the car
and watch myself driving. Then he said, What do you see that could make you
nervous? I realized the answer was, Nothing. I got calm then and stayed that
way.
“The application process went very smoothly and helped me to remember
how easy things can be when I rely on I AM to place the steps. Coming back,
my guard said it was time for me to go through the keyhole tonight.”
“Okay, then we‟ll have a session about that later. I have some reports I
have to dictate first.”
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It was after ten when we started. Marjie said, “My guard is taking me
straight to the keyhole. He is invit ing me to go through it with him. I‟m
holding his hand. He wants me to notice what happens to his body when he
goes through. A rainbow of colors is covering him! I‟m still afraid, but I‟m
going to try it. The same colors are covering me! This is easy! It felt like my
body was covered with water when I went through; that‟s all I felt.
“There‟s a beautiful Light everywhere. I can see sparkles floating and
fly ing out from it. They‟re everywhere! They are the creative thoughts of
God! They‟re like baby ideas. My angel says I may pick one of them up and
hold it if I want to.” She cupped her hands before her. “It‟s like looking into a
screen of shimmering water. It‟s showing me what it is. It‟s an invention of
some kind. This thought will be given to someone who is living in the present
time. My guard says I can continue to hold it, but this thought belongs to
someone else. They will think that it orig inated with th em, but it actually was
a gift fro m God. I don‟t want to intrude on someone else‟s thought, so I‟m
letting go of it.
“I see my guardian angel ahead, moving through a thick, gray fog. He
wants me to follow. He‟s going down a stone spiral stairway. It‟s very
ancient. There are parallel g rooves in the wall about shoulder height beside
the stairs. He says that if I put my fingers into the grooves while I walk down
the stairs, it will mean that I am making a commit ment to serve I AM forever.
He says the grooves take you to God, heaven, and eternity.
“I don‟t know what to do. I‟m asking him if they will they bring me back
to now if I touch them, or will I have to go to heaven for good? He won‟t tell.
He says it is a test of faith.” Her tears streamed as she looked at me. “Pat, you
know that I love you more than anyone, but I have to do it.”
“You should always put God first.”
“What if I can‟t co me back?”
“I will grieve for you, but if it is God‟s will, it‟s for the best. I‟m sure
we‟ll be reunited eventually, one way or another. We will still be on the same
team.”
“I‟m putting my fingers into the grooves.” I placed my hand on her arm,
not knowing what to expect. I didn‟t want to lose her without a last touch.
Would she vanish, suddenly expire, or what? “I‟m keep ing my fingers in the
grooves while I‟m walking down the stairs behind my angel. He‟s looking at
me and says, You will be with I AM.
“I‟m in the Light! I‟m not just in it, I‟m part of it! It feels like every pore
of my body is opening up to the Light. I have p leased Him. I have made the
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ultimate choice to be with Him above all else. Now I have become a part of
Him. I‟m kneeling and my guardian angel is kneeling beside me. The sparks
of ideas are constantly popping out of I AM. My guard says I can take one
with me if I want to. I can keep it or give it to someone else. I‟m going to keep
it. It‟s so cute! I‟m ready to co me back now.”
I counted Marjie up. After we shared our amazement and relief, I asked if
she could tell me what the idea was. She couldn‟t remember, undoubtedly
because it wasn‟t yet time for her to use it.

A few days later Marjie announced, “My angel finally told me what his
name is. It‟s Alta Sha. He said it means loving eyes that see.”
“That‟s a beautiful name. I feel even closer to him now that I know it.” I
had already given Alta Sha my utmost respect. I loved the way he emphasized
actions rather than words as a means of teaching. When he did use words,
they frequently broadened my perspective as I struggled to understand .
Attempting to comprehend had nourished my spiritual growth.
Alta Sha prepared me for another step. “I am going to begin walking in
Marjie‟s body so that she will become accustomed to this. She uses a part of
her brain when I do this which is usually dormant. It consumes a great deal of
energy which has to be replaced. That is why she craves sweets afterwards.” I
had noticed her large intake of sugary foods after channeling and had been
concerned. Now I knew why she did it.
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Coping with Change
Christmas was around the corner and Marjie missed her family very
much. One evening she was permitted to visit, via astral traveling, her
younger sister. She found herself in her sister‟s bedroom, where she was
sitting on the bed, and sat beside her. He r sister showed no awareness of her
presence, so Marjie went to her older sister‟s house. “I see her husband, but
not her. I can read his thoughts. This is neat! He‟s thinking about her being at
the hospital where she works.”
Marjie then traveled to the hospital and located her sister, who was a
nurse, filling out forms. “She‟s looking up because she knows something is
here, but she doesn‟t know what. I don‟t want to interfere with her work, so
I‟m co ming back.”
“I‟m surprised you found it so easy to read her husband‟s mind.”
“Yes. It was very clear. I wish they had been able to see me.”
Her feelings of loss weren‟t allev iated by the astral visits. I had often
offered to drive her to visit her family, but she was ambivalent. She missed
them, but also knew that they really had never been close. Her older sister had
always seemed hostile to her, and her younger sister only showed interest
when Marjie was suffering fro m some misfortune. Now that Marjie had found
a mate who treated her with respect and who had given her security, the
younger sister had completely withdrawn. Marjie had perceived her deceased
mother as her only ally in the family, and said that what she wanted most for
Christmas was to spend time with her mother again.
We had bought an old upright piano that Marjie would occasionally play
with difficulty due to her lack of practice. She had taken lessons as a child, but
had not played for years . Her mother had been the pianist at their church for
many years. Within 48 hours after Marjie said she longed to be with her
mother again, she was able to play the piano effortlessly. Indeed, she couldn‟t
seem to stop and would play for hours at a time.
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Marjie and I often took walks up the hill near our home at night and now
Alta Sha began to walk with me. On one of these walks he said, “During this
lifetime you will see another child of God descend from the sky.”
I was surprised by this revelation, for I had not been thinking much about
ETs for quite some time because I was so absorbed by our work with spirits. I
wondered if there might be some connection between them which had escaped
my notice. I recalled that Ben had recently mentioned hearing a loud , low
frequency humming sound that seemed to surround the house when he was
alone at night, but was unable locate its source.
I asked Alta Sha “Is the noise Ben has been hearing at night caused by a
UFO?”
“Yes.”
“I‟ve been worried about him lately.”
“Ben flies in his sleep. He shares his high intelligence with others for
their benefit, but he does not remember this when he awakens. Alta Sha would
be willing to talk to him but only if he wants to for his growth.”

Shortly afterwards my son Chris revealed that he had experienced a
close encounter with an ET a few months previously. He was walking his
dog at night when he noticed three lights in the sky which, by their odd
movements, convinced him that they were not an airplane. He also realized
that the light of the stars above him was being b locked by a huge, black,
silent, slo wly mov ing UFO. As he neared his house, he saw a short,
apparently male figure who was wearing a trench coat and a weird , fezshaped hat standing under a street light in the middle o f an intersection
about a hundred feet away. The trench coat and hat were inappropriate fo r
the warm temperature . The being suddenly “snapped” his head toward Ch ris
and looked at him with a gaze that felt inhu man ly intense. Ch ris sensed that
a definite mental connection was made bet ween them. To h is astonishment,
the being made a lightning fast, 180 degree turn and shot up the street at an
impossible speed. Each step he took was far too long fo r a hu man to make
and his feet never touched the ground! Stunned, Chris hesitated a mo ment
and then ran d iagonally through the interven ing yards try ing to intercept him
or to get a closer loo k, but by the time he reached the street, the being had
vanished. He was certain that no human could run that fast. The following
day Chris‟s neighbor said he had seen the same being dressed in the same
outlandish way on another occasion.
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Chris also told us that he and his wife had heard a very mysterious noise
on the ceiling of their bedroom on several occasions which sounded like a
plastic “super ball” rebounding on a wood surface, consisting of gradually
accelerating thumps before stopping. Their upstairs neighbors were very quiet
and had no children, so they did not believe it was caused by them. When I
asked Alta Sha if Chris was having ongoing contacts with extraterrestrials that
he couldn‟t recall, his answer was, “Chris flies in his dreams. He dreams of
things that are not what they seem to be.”

Marjie‟s sons spent Christmas Eve and Christmas day with us. On
Christmas Eve She was working in the kitchen at the sink with her back
toward the room when Bart entered and asked, “Where did the sock come
fro m?”
Ly ing in the middle of the kitchen floor was a wh ite, used -looking sock
about the size a three year old child might wear. She excitedly called to the
rest of us to come and see it, asking which one of us put it there. None of us
had ever seen the sock before. The boys swore that they had not brought the
sock into the house, and we certainly hadn‟t. No child of that age had ever
been in our home, and there were no baby clothes in the house. Furthermore,
none of us had any motive to do such a thing.
My immed iate thought was , Little One is playing tricks. She had
previously said to me, “Magic is real, you know.” Apparently she had decided
to provide proof. At our next encounter, I questioned her about it and she
admitted that she put it there. We hung it by the window in the kitchen as a
constant reminder of her reality. Whenever the opportunity presented itself,
we told others where it had come fro m.
Alta Sha announced to me that Marjie would receive the white Christ mas
she had requested about two weeks previously, and in the late afternoon it
heavily snowed. Marjie effort lessly played Christmas carols that evening and
although we tried to get the boys to sing along, they wouldn‟t. They joined us
on a nighttime walk through the glistening countryside, though, and all things
considered, it was a good visit.

Marjie‟s headaches had improved greatly over the course of our many
sessions but suddenly were much worse, and she complained that she couldn‟t
stop playing the piano. These headaches were different, however; they were
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located at the top of her head. She revealed that this was where her mother
had experienced severe headaches. Marjie‟s wish to spend time with her
mother had been more than satisfied. She asked me to help send her mo ther
back into the Light, so we held a session for that purpose. Marjie asked her
mother, “Are you ready to go?”
“It wasn‟t my idea to join you. I came for your sake. Playing the piano is
one of the few things I can enjoy wh ile I‟m in your body. I don‟t li ke being
bound up in flesh again. I want my freedo m back!”
Marjie tearfully expressed her love for her mother and released her into
the Light. Her headache also left.

Four days later, Alta Sha channeled, continuing the household chores she
had been doing. “I want her to be aware of me and of herself at the same time.
I do not want her to attempt creative activities like crafts, however, for that
requires the use of the right side of her brain, which is already on overload.
She will write notes about what s he is experiencing while I remain in her
body.” Marjie later wrote a couple of paragraphs, but stopped when her arm
began to ache.
I received a call fro m Doug about a disturbing dream in wh ich he lost
his family . We discussed it at some length and I encouraged him to take
steps toward spiritual gro wth which I felt would bring his family mo re
closely together. Afterwards I asked M arjie if she wou ld consent to a
session so I could talk to Alta Sha about the conversation and she agreed.
She was quickly entranced and A lta Sha channeled right away, but before I
could question him, h is exp ression changed fro m ut most calm to on e of
concern. “Is someth ing wrong?” I asked .
“A storm of darkness approaches. I must p rotect her fro m th is.” I
closed my eyes and visualized a huge black thunderstorm with bo lts of
lightn ing rap id ly app roach ing . “I wou ld app reciat e your help . Use your
Light .” I imaged hold ing a great hose in my hand fro m wh ich a powerfu l
stream of so lid Light shot forth to dissipat e the storm. Th e stream o f
inv incib le Light weakened the storm unt il it gradually faded away. A lta
Sha said , “The d anger is past. You have done well.”
“Why did the darkness gather now? What is its source?”
“A wave of negativity is trying to undo the work of Light which you have
begun; this will occur again, but you have the help of I AM and all his Hosts
to defeat it.”
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“I am grateful that I was able to help and for the help I received. As you
know, I spoke to Doug this evening. What does his dream mean?”
“You are becoming dependent on Alta Sha. I do not wish to encourage
dependency.”
I thought this remark was unjustified, and got angry. He had said we were
to work as a team and I was seeking my teammate‟s opinion. He had also
encouraged me to ask questions of him at any time I wanted to. “I thought you
wanted me to ask questions. I was only curious to know if you agreed with
me. “
“You have no need for Alta Sha to answer this question. You are an
intelligent man.” He withdrew.
I later realized that Alta Sha would not often co nfirm my correct
opinions, and that he was referring to my constant desire for confirmat ion. He
wanted me to have more confidence in my own ideas. At the time, however, I
was stung by his remark, and I counted Marjie up.
“I feel like something‟s wrong,” she said. “What happened between you
two?”
“I asked his opinion about the meaning of Doug‟s dream and he said I
was becoming dependent on him. It made me mad. He volunteered an opinion
about a client yesterday, so I thought he would be willing to give me one
today. I felt insulted. He knows I depend on guidance from I AM all the time
and then when I asked for it he told me I am becoming too dependent. I don‟t
understand.”
Her eyes flashed with anger. “I‟m going to get an answer fro m him
whether he likes it or not! I can‟t stand it when you two aren‟t getting along!”
“You don‟t have to do anything. If he doesn‟t want to talk to me abou t
this, it‟s for a good reason. I just feel confused. I don‟t like not knowing what
to ask and what not to ask. I‟m only trying to do what‟s right in the eyes of
God.”
“I can‟t stand the tension between you two. I‟m caught in the middle. I
won‟t be able to rest until you get over being mad at him. If he‟s going to
keep making you angry, then he‟ll just have to stop talking to you! I can‟t
stand it! Count me down so I can get some answers.” I reluctantly complied.
“You have to give him an answer to his question!” Marjie demanded.
Alta Sha emerged wearing the look of a parent who was patiently
responding to a demanding child. “The dream represents what could happen
unless he has help fro m h is friends . Be his friend.”
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Another Sacred Object
Nineteen ninety four arrived. We attended Unity on the second day of the
new year and after services met with Doug for a session. This one was
different, in that he wanted Marjie to attend. Not waiting for a trance to be
induced, Alta Sha spoke directly to Doug. “Seek the Light. Let I AM lead
your steps without fear.” They exchanged a few more wo rds and Doug asked
if h is wife, who was wait ing outside, could meet Alta Sha as well.
“Alta Sha will not perform fo r people, but he is willing to speak to
anyone who is genuinely seeking to grow spiritually,” I said. “If Alta Sha
wishes to speak to her, he will, but not if she is only curious.” Doug
enthusiastically told her about the encounter but Alta Sha did not speak with
her that day.

Marjie felt the urge to do another session on our drive homeward, and
once entranced, said, “I am the eagle, fly ing.” Her shoulders and head moved
as if making adjustments to currents of air. “I see mountains below me. I‟m
fly ing over them into a beautiful valley where a river flows. I see a village. I
hear the tinkling of the bells calling to me. I am lighting in a tree. There are
many people here.”
“How are they dressed?”
“They are wearing skins and furs. I hear the bells again. I am moving to a
closer perch. A beautiful white Light is shining down on me fro m above. The
people see me. They seem afraid, in awe of me. They are squatting down. One
is walking forward with his arm outstretched. There is a protective skin on it.
He is holding hawk bells in his hand. I know that the bells are for me. I am
fly ing to his arm and lighting on the fur. It feels good to me.”
“Look into his eyes and tell me who you see.”
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“It‟s Alta Sha! He is telling me to study this vision. The bells are a bridge
and a signal for me. They are mine to keep. It is finished.” Her eyes snapped
open. “That was so real! I can still hear those bells ringing! Can‟t you hear
them?”
“No.”
“Am I going crazy? I must be hallucinating!”
“No, you‟re not hallucinating. I think A lta Sha is making sure you won‟t
forget their sound. He told you they would be a bridge and to study the
vision.”
“Alta Sha says that the bells will dimin ish until they are no longer
audible. He says to enjoy their sound. I have earned them.” In about ten
minutes, the sound faded completely away.

Over the next two weeks Marjie and I worked together to complete
another sacred object follo wing the instructions of the Old One, who pro jected
the image of a “spirit stick” into Marjie‟s consciousness. It was to be made
fro m a long walking stick wh ich should have personal significance. Marjie
had no personal walking stick, which left the choice to me. I picked one about
five feet in length without any bark on it wh ich Terresa had used. He also
required animal pelts, clean soil, the ashes of something precious to each of
us, bones of an animal if hu man ones couldn‟t be obtained, black feathers,
hawk feathers, and hawk bells.
“The Old One says that the stick must first be purified in fire,” Marjie
said. I made a small fire near the house and ran the stick through the flames
several times, slightly scorching it, until the Old One said it was enough.
“Now he wants you to make a line fro m top to bottom on the stick going
around and around it like a spiral.” I got a large nail, and by keeping it hot
over a flame, branded a dark brown line. The top of the staff had a natural
notch in it which I enhanced with a knife until it became the head of a snake,
and burned eyes and a mouth into it.
Meanwhile Marjie made items fro m rabbit pelts that would be at tached to
the staff. One was a s mall bag which was to contain the ashes and another was
to serve as a hand grip near the center of the staff. Marjie made two small
moccasins as well. At both the top and lower segments of the stick, using
brass headed upholstery tacks, we fastened black feathers attached to short
lengths of black leather strips along the spiral groove, leaving space in the
middle fo r other items. We didn‟t have the hawk feathers, animal bones, or
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the pelt of a different animal to make the po uch which would hold the soil. I
felt that a hide taken directly fro m an animal and prepared by us would be
more appropriate than a store-bought rabbit skin, so we waited for I AM to
provide.

In another of our sessions, Little One said, “I know the names of some
people related to you that you would like to meet.”
“Is that so? Why would I like to meet them?”
“They‟re part of your family tree. Their names are Raspar, Minosar,
Pzindea, and Sard i.”
“How are they related to me? Are they siblings, children, cou sins, or
what?”
“I‟m not allo wed to say. It‟s hard to explain.”
A desire to know more about them motivated me to develop the “inner
sight” that came so easily to Marjie, but not to me. I frequently put myself
into a relaxed state and waited for revelat ions to occur, but didn‟t have the
kind of v ivid experiences she did.
I co mplained to Alta Sha that my efforts at searching inward were not
very successful. He said, “You will find among your co lleagues one who
can help you who is also familiar with the use of t rance work.”
“I can‟t think o f anyone I know who does that kind of work.”
“Seek this one at the university.”
A couple of contacts with acquaintances at the local university resulted in
meet ing a very experienced hypnotherapist who agreed to work with me. I
will call h im Dr. X. I exp lained in detail my reasons for seeking trance work
as a means to enhance my inner vision and that I had been advised to try this
route by an angel. I figured that if he could swallo w that, we might be able to
get somewhere. He asked several questions intended to satisfy him that Alta
Sha was not an evil influence. He said that he had often encountered spiritual
man ifestations in his work. Dr. X refused my offer of pay ment for his time
and agreed to a first meeting at my ho me, where privacy was insured.
The first hypnotic session was a disappointment. I did not feel that I ever
entered a trance, although I did become very relaxed. I was a bit dismayed by
Dr. X‟s instructions during the attempted induction that I needed to purify
myself of evil influences that could enter my mind when I was sleeping . After
the hypnotic portion of our session I told him that I was not being infilt rated
by evil influences, and he replied that he mentioned it only as a precaution.
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At our next encounter, Alta Sha asked, “What did you think of your
session with Dr. X?”
“I didn‟t feel that I got into anything more than a superficial level of
trance, and received no images that had an emotional impact. I don‟t know
why he chose to emphasize the need to rid myself of evil influences. It makes
me wonder if he has experienced those things himself.”
“He has experienced such influences and has had to guard against them.
Your contacts with him are to be for his benefit as well as your own. You
should continue.”
“He seems to think that you could be an evil spirit.”
“Ask him about an injury to his leg which occurred in childhood. He will
not remember it, but there are members of his family who will. If he chooses
to explo re this, he will realize that Alta Sha is genuine. When you see him
again tell him that Alta Sha asks, Whom do you worship?”

In Marjie‟s next trance session, Little One told us her name. “It‟s
Perithnea. Make sure you spell it right; PERITHNEA.” I wrote it down just as
she spelled it.
Marjie said, “She wants me to look right into her eyes. My God!” Marjie
recoiled, an xious and fearful. “That‟s terrible! Why did you show me such an
awful thing! What kind of monster are you anyway?”
“What on earth happened?”
“I see ugly, deformed faces of people in there! I‟m calling my Hosts!
They‟re here. They‟ve drawn their swords of Light and are ready to slay her.
All I have to do is give the word. Maybe I should!”
I was genuinely afraid she might order Perithnea‟s death. “There has to
be some reason why she„s showing you those awful faces. Give her a chance
to exp lain. She‟s never done anything to hurt you.”
“She says that I‟m seeing a place where I once was myself, with these
suffering people. I‟m sorry Perithnea. I thought you were trying to scare me. I
thought they were inside of you. I‟ll send the Hosts away.” Was I relieved!
“She wants me to look into her eyes again. These people are in a real
place that exists right now and she‟s asking me to go there with her. We are
traveling. We have arrived. These people are all miserable. They know
nothing about the Light of God.” She spoke to them. “All of you all have
God‟s Light within you. He created you with it. Use your Light; make th is
place brighter.” There was a brief pause. “It‟s working. That‟s it. Keep going.
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“A sentry is standing over there. I‟m sending him some of my Light, and
he‟s getting brighter. He‟s laughing with joy! Keep the Light bright here. If
you need more of my help, call on me anytime.” She looked at me and said,
“I‟m finished now.” I counted her up.
“For a few minutes there, I thought we were going to lose Perithnea. I
don‟t think I could stand that,” I said.
“I‟m glad she wasn‟t showing me something inside her. That place was
awful. It feels so good to know that I helped them to find th eir Light.”
“Even when she shows you s omething that seems bad, there‟s always a
good lesson behind it that can make you happy.”

It was a few days later when Alta Sha informed me that he had been a
human being living on earth during my lifetime! “Where did you live?”
“In a very remote place where there are no roads, near a great waterfall.”
This was a new concept for me. It had never occurred to me that angels might
once have been human.
“How were you chosen to become an angel?”
“I had decided early in life to worship only I AM and devoted myself to
that alone. However, I wrongly believed that I had to go to a stone temple in
order to commune with I AM.”
“How o ld were you when you died?”
“I was about forty years old when I chose to leave my body and join Hi m
in spirit.”
“How would we find the place where you lived?”
“Bring me a map of South America. It is in the country of Venezuela.”
I did as he requested and sat beside him. “Where in Venezuela?”
“See if you can find it without my help.”
I searched the map diligently, but saw nothing that gave me a clue. “I
have no idea where it is,” I finally said.
“Let me see it.” His finger immed iately pointed to some small letters . “A
most appropriate name.” I read the words: Angel Falls.
“Isn‟t that one of the highest waterfalls in the wo rld?”
“It is very high.”
“I would love to go there. If we went, would you be our guide?”
“The place where I lived is not important, nor is the life that I lived. The
only importance is that I serve I AM. Why do you wish to go there?”
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“I want to walk the same ground that you walked. I want to see its beauty
and to understand the life you lived on Earth. It would be a great adventure for
Marjie and me.” He had no comment. Although he did not think it important
for us to go there, I was intrigued.
When I told Marjie about my hopes of going to Angel Falls, she said, “I
can‟t imag ine going anywhere so far away, especially to a foreign country
where I don‟t know the language. What if something happened to you while
we were there? I wouldn‟t have the slightest idea what to do way out in the
middle of nowhere.”
“We would be fine with Alta Sha as our guide. I AM would not abandon
us.”
Alta Sha spoke. “It is permitted for me to go to Venezuela, but she is not
ready for such a long journey. It frightens her to think of going to a foreign
country. She is afraid she might never co me back. I suggest that you take your
trip to the southwest before going to South America. Th is will g ive her a
chance to get used to foreign travel.”
I shared his words with Marjie, wh ich calmed her. We would not attempt
to go to Venezuela until she was really co mfortable with the idea.
Nevertheless, I decided to gather informat ion about Angel Falls as well as
the Tarahumara people. At the university library I learned that Ange l Falls
was indeed the highest waterfall on earth, descending 4000 feet fro m an
uplifted plateau at an altitude of appro ximately 10,000 feet . It is located in a
wilderness with only a few scattered diamond mines in the vicinity. Gu ide
services are available fro m the nearest town, which is a long distance down
river, and primit ive lodging is available near the base of the falls. There was
very litt le information about the Tarahumara at the library.
I went to a travel agency to inquire about the costs of travel to Venezuela.
While I waited to speak to the agent, my attention was drawn to a picture of a
young Mexican boy on one of the travel booklets. I opened it at random and
was thrilled to see the picture of a beautiful Tarahu mara wo man! Beside her
picture was the itinerary of a tour package for visiting the Tarahumara of
Copper Canyon Country. The text exp lained that modern roads led to the
canyons as well as a famous railroad. It also informed that Copper Canyon
was only one of five adjacent canyons, much larger in area than our Grand
Canyon, inhabited by the Tarahumara. The town of Creel, a starting point for
highway travel into the canyons, had modern, overnight accommodations .
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The agent informed me that a trip to Angel Falls would cost several
thousand dollars, as I had expected. It would be quite some time before we
could seriously consider it.

We were going to Memphis to attend Unity when Alta Sha and I
discussed Doug again. Once more I expressed my frustration with his lack of
interest in helping the Tarahu mara spirits accomplish their mission. Alta Sha
said, “He is attracted to the Light, but is easily distracted. Although he has
gifts, he does not fully appreciate them and is unlike you in this respect. He
has been given the gift of healing but has turned his back on it. You should
not place too much confidence in him.”
We continued in silence for a while and he said, “Your sky reaches out
like the hand of I AM.” The sun was shining on fingerlike ro ws of high clouds
stretching across much of the sky. “Alta Sha enjoys your company. I feel no
weight fro m you.” I took that as quite a comp liment.
Reverend Dozier revealed to the congregation that his wife Chris had
required emergency surgery for the removal of a tumor fro m her thy mus gland
which orig inally was feared to be malignant, but was not. He shared how
anxious she had been about the prospect of dying before the surgery, and that
he had said to her, “All is God and God is all that is.”
When he repeated this , I was aware of a bright Light shining at the edges
of his body, and I realized that for the first time I had seen someone‟s aura!
Marjie and I sent healing Light to Chris to assist in her recovery fro m surgery.

After the service Doug approached us and said that he noticed in recent
conversations that he had been saying things which seemed profound and
original, but felt that these thoughts were not his own. He also had been
feeling aches and pains in his right shoulder that he couldn‟t exp lain. I
suggested that we have a trance session to find the cause of the pain.
He quickly entered trance, saying,” I‟m seeing things like spinning discs
and whirlpools.”
“Look closely at the discs and understand their significance.”
“I am in a temple beside a huge lake. My name is Quezca.” Enraged, he
shouted, “These bearded white devils are not like the ones who came before! I
have hidden the treasure where they will never find it!”
“Proceed to another significant event in this lifet ime.”
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“I am standing beside the lake, throwing the stones (gems) into it . It is
very satisfying to know that they will not have them. I am fu ll of pain. Soon I
will be dead. I am ready. I willingly leave my body.”
“What do you see?”
“A beautiful Light. It feels so wonderful to enter it! Oh, no!” Doug
shouted, emerging spontaneously from the trance.
“What happened?”
“I knew that I would have to be born again, and I didn‟t want to leave the
Light. That was fantastic. Now I know why my arm has been hurting. I was
throwing those jewels as far as I could. I was really sick and hurting all over.
How I hated those white devils who only wanted our treasure.”
“We have been thinking of going to South America. Maybe you ought to
go there to find your treasure. If you did, you might have the means of uniting
Indians on a larger scale.”
“I can‟t imagine myself ever doing that.”
Although Doug had been shown another connection to Indians, it had no
impact regarding his interest in helping the Tarahu mara spirits. It seemed
likely that the profound thoughts he mentioned originated fro m one or more of
them.
On the way ho me, Alta Sha expressed his pleasure at Doug‟s trance
experiences and then said, “I have been away for a time to become centered
again in the will of I AM. I had allowed concerns for self to arise which
distracted me. I understand that these concerns will be provided for by I AM
and need not think of them myself. A lta Sha is deeply humb led. I AM has
given me beautiful steps to place in your path. I am not worthy of this task.
These steps will lead to great joy. I have been gathering that which is needed
to prepare them.” He bowed his head and closed his eyes in reverence .
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I was pondering Alta Sha‟s comments when Perithnea spoke. “Alta Sha
has been very busy gathering things. He can move very fast when he wants
to.”
“I wonder what those steps are.”
“I‟m not allo wed to say.”
“Then let‟s talk about something else I‟ve been wondering about. Did you
have human parents who named you?”
“No. I have never been human.”
“But Marjie saw you as a street urchin.”
“That was only a symbol. It isn‟t the way I really am.”
“Would you like to beco me a hu man someday?”
“I don‟t know. I‟m too busy anyway.”
“Do you have friends like yourself to play with?”
“Yes. They are mostly Light, like me.” She bowed her head as if being
scolded.
“Don‟t tell me mo re than you are supposed to. I don‟t want you to get in
trouble.”
“I know something that you don‟t know,” she teased.
“What‟s that?”
“Where I live, we have apples and peaches and pumpkins that can fly. Do
you know why?”
“Nope, why?”
“Haven‟t you ever heard of fruit flies? Actually, you say it backwards. It
should be flying fruits.” I laughed at her little joke. “Did you know that
peanuts can see? They have a little eye on one end and they use it to look out
for elephants. Elephants keep all kinds of things in their trunks, you know.
Some of them are very special treasures that they keep, but if it ‟s something
that they don‟t want, they just blow it out. Bye.”
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I was still s miling at her silliness when Alta Sha returned. “You have
much patience with Perithnea.”
“I enjoy her very much. It doesn‟t take patience for me to be with her.”
“Many others would have turned away from her foolishness. They would
have missed a great blessing. She is a very special entity which does not
assume a hu man form.”
“Is she a faery?”
“Yes. They are very rare.”
“Were there ever more o f them than there are now?” I wondered if they
lived fo rever.
“No.” After we sat together for a few mo ments of companionable silence,
he withdrew.

We had been home for a while when I saw Marjie kneeling beside our
bed in prayer. “Why are you praying?”
“I‟m trying to send healing Light to your father.” He had complained of a
chronic pain in the neck after straining it some weeks ago. “I see an injury
between the fourth and fifth vertebrae.”
I knelt with her and visualized healing Light in th e affected area. I had
imaged a close view of the vertebrae when suddenly a Light, glowing like
mo lten gold, appeared in the space between them. Gratitude for th is vision
filled my heart.

We held a session the following night and Alta Sha again spoke to me .
“You have been given gifts by I AM which you have not worked for and
which will be yours as long as you do not turn your back on them. The gift of
healing has been given. If you want other gifts, you will have to look within.
Your work with Dr X was unsuccessful because he encouraged you to look
outside yourself instead of within. If you wish, Alta Sha will help you find
your angels, but I will use a method not found in the textbooks.”
“I would be very p leased to have your help.”
“Relax. Seek with in a co mp lete darkness in wh ich there is no light at
all. If you see lights, let them pass away. Continue the search for co mp lete
blackness. You will be protected. You r Light still shines.”
“I see the blackness.”
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“In the distance look for a faint gray light. It will gradually assume the
form of three hu man figures as you draw nearer. You will see a man, a
wo man, and a child. Fill in the details of each slowly, in any way that you
choose. They are your angels, and do not have to look any certain way. Tell
me what you see.”
“I see an Indian warrior, strong and muscular, with perfect posture.
Beside him is his mate, sensitive, beautiful, and strong. Their child, a small
boy, about six years old, is quiet, shy, and very watchful.”
“Look into the eyes of the warrio r and see nothing but complete love.”
“I‟m having trouble seeing the eyes clearly. They seem to shift between
the eyes of an eagle and the eyes of a wolf, but they are intelligent, wise, and
compassionate. The woman‟s eyes are dark brown, almost black. She is th e
same wo man I dreamed of when I was six years old. She was always my idea
of a perfect, loving wo man. I cried when I woke fro m my dream of her
because I felt such loss. The child reminds me of myself at that age. Like me,
he is a watcher who learns by looking and hearing rather than by speaking.”
“Give them names.”
“The warrior is Bright Eagle; the woman is Morning Star; the child is
Watching Wolf.”
“They are your angels and will always be present to guard and watch over
you.”
I felt a deep emotional connection with all of them, as if I were co ming
home to a family that I had been missing forever. I was overcome with
happiness.
“Feel the strong hands of your male angel on your shoulders, comforting
you.” I saw tears slide down Alta Sha‟s face. He took my hand and prayed, “I
AM, we thank you for this wonderful gift, of which we are not worthy. Thank
you for being our loving Father.” He handed me a tissue. I needed several
before the tears would stop flowing. What a reunion!
“You should repeat this exercise often,” he continued. “It will help you to
develop your inner sight. You are a Chosen One. Chosen Ones do not have to
enter trance to have visions. They are more spirit than not. Have Dr. X try this
approach with you the next time you meet.”
“I thought that perhaps those strange names Perithnea gave me were the
names of my angels.”
“No. They are indeed members of your family tree.”
“Thank you for helping me.”
“Thank I AM. A lleluia!”

110

Faeries, Angels, Indians and Aliens
“Alleluia!”
“Your angels are really bright,” Perithnea chimed in. “That male one
could blind you! They are very happy that you have finally recognized them
and given them a form.”
“I‟m very happy to know that they are pleased. I feel as if I have
neglected them, especially when I th ink of all the time that they have been
protecting me. Thank you for telling me that, Perithnea, and for telling us your
name. Now I know what to call you.”
“Bye now.”
“Bye.”
I finally understood why it seemed so difficult for me to enter a trance
state, even at the hands of experienced professionals and with a sincere desire
to succeed. I never felt d isconnected from my surroundings or my body in any
way during such efforts.
I counted Marjie up and asked if she was aware of what happened. “I was
set aside while you met your angels. All I can remember is looking at a wall
which had all these different colors of hair embedded in it. It was very
strange. I was pulling them out one by one, and when they fell on my feet,
they attached themselves to me like they were growing there. Why do you
think I saw that?”
“I don‟t know, but I did talk to Alta Sha about my family tree a little. I
guess you could call them Haires, so maybe that was the association.”
Before bedtime, I repeated the exercise Alta Sha had given me,
attempting to get a closer look at my warrio r angel‟s eyes. I was surprised to
perceive the face of Chief Joseph, who certainly embodied the qualities of
love and dedication to his people that I would want my angel to have.

While driving to the office the following morn ing, Ch ief Joseph‟s face
returned to my mind‟s eye. I perceived that he had a connection to my warrior
angel, but they were not the same. Then, like being hit by a ton of bricks, I
understood that I was seeing myself in another lifetime! I had been Chief
Joseph, and his spirit was still with in me! It felt undoubtedly true. Never
before had I thought of having lived as a historical figure with a certain name,
and certainly not as someone so revered as Chief Joseph of the Nez Perce‟.
This stunning insight explained many of the deep and painful feelings of
grief I had experienced for Earth and all of humanity in the last year, which
were not explained by the loss of Terresa. It was now clear why I had often
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felt as if my real family had been lost. My lifelong interest in the plains
Indians, my spiritual connection with the Rocky Mountains, and my anger at
what European immigrants had done to Native Americans finally fell into
place. Deep, wracking sorrow hit me as I felt Chief Joseph‟s pain, which was
too powerful to resist. I freely released it, wanting to cleanse myself of this
sorrow. Powerful insights illu minated my mind; my love of Earth was his
love; my love of hu manity was his love; my love of peace and harmony was
his love; my loathing of vio lence was his loathing.
Although he was admired as a war chief, in actuality Joseph was a peace
chief who did not lead his people into war. When the war chiefs had decided
to fight the white man, his loyalty to his people brought him reluctantly into
battle. His people defeated the United States Army in battle after battle as they
attempted to escape into Canada seeking peace. At last, when most of the
warriors were dead, there was no food, and bitter winter was upon them, the
Nez Perce‟ sued for a truce, with Chief Joseph as their spokesman. He was
promised by the field commander that their wish to be returned to their
homeland would be honored if they would stop fighting, which he agreed to
do. However, as in nearly every other case where promises were made by the
white man‟s government to Indians, the promise was not kept and his people
were sent to a reservation in Oklahoma. Heartbroken, he spent the rest of his
life attempting to get his people back to the land where they had lived for
countless generations.
I felt the grief Joseph had felt when he discovered that his beloved
father‟s grave had been plowed over and the bones removed from their sacred
resting place. His father had once said, A man who would sell the land where
the bones of his ancestors are buried is less than an animal. Joseph‟s failure
to protect his father‟s bones was my failure.
Although these revelations were intensely painful, they were also a great
blessing. At last I knew why I felt compelled to do something at a spiritual
level for Native Americans. My feelings of kinship were no longer a mystery.
Deep within I was one of them, in spite of the white body I currently
inhabited. As I thought and felt these things, my posture became proud and
erect, mirroring that of Chief Joseph. I wanted to make h im p roud of me.
I was still very emotional when I arrived at my office. Fortunately, my
first client was a no-show and I had time to recover. I thought of ways to
express the traditional values of Native Americans which could help today‟s
generation physically and spiritually. A crescendo of spiritual energy flowed
into my body, and an image of myself in a full war bonnet and decorated
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buckskins with Light streaming fro m me came unbidden to my mind. I was so
humbled and grateful for this transforming experience that I got down on my
knees before I AM to give thanks. I bowed my head almost to the floor, and
held my arms outstretched from my shoulders in supplication. This position
triggered another vision of myself as a mighty golden eagle. I felt my wings
beat and saw golden Light streaming fro m my feathers. A new name came to
me: Gold Eagle. After that mind blowing experience, I walked on air for a
while.
The blessings of this incredible day continued in the afternoon. I received
an unsolicited job offer at a time when it was most needed! I had recently lost
two major contracts due to a program closure and downsizing. I was eager to
share the good news of my inner and outer blessings with Marjie.
On my way home I prayed that the pelts we needed to complete the spirit
staff would be provided. The snow had continued during the day and it was
very cold. Within a few minutes, I spotted a carcass lying on the snow beside
the road and stopped to inspect it. It was a freshly dead and frozen mink,
without a single mark of injury on it, and had a perfect pelt. Within another
few minutes of driv ing, I encountered an unmarked and fro zen raccoon
carcass. We now had plenty of hides to complete the staff for the Old One.

Marjie had a severe headache when I got home, caused by her reaction to
the fumes of cleaning agents that had been used at her school. I concentrated
on projecting healing Light into her sinuses through my hands and her
headache quickly subsided. She was delighted to hear about my experiences.
After supper we skinned the animals and put their hides in the freezer.
Doug called to tell me how excited he was about his reaction to a
television program devoted to lost Inca Gold. He had recognized the ru ins of
the temple he had seen in our last session. He couldn‟t get over the
synchronicity, and was eager to do more trance work.
Marjie and I held a session of our own, and Alta Sha said, “You look like
a new spirit.”
“Thank you for helping me to have this experience.”
“Do not thank Alta Sha. Thank I AM. A llo w I AM to place the steps
necessary to achieve your goal before you. Fo llow His lead and do not be too
hasty.”
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The following evening I came home around nine o‟clock to fin d Marjie
compulsively clean ing the house and insisting that the work had to be done
right away. Nothing that she was doing was essential at the mo ment, although
she acted as if it were . Obviously something was bothering her other than the
condition of the house, and after a while, I got her to sit down and talk about
what she was really concerned about. “The other students are getting on my
nerves. The teacher ignores me. I get so tired. Alta Sha popping in and out all
the time is exhausting me. I have too much to do.”
“Co me lie down with me and just rest a wh ile.” I held her in my arms and
comfo rted her.
“I‟m afraid I‟m getting depressed again. I want to go home, where the
children of God live,” she wept.
With her consent I induced a trance and suggested sh e go to the pond
where many of her spiritual journeys began, but she said, “Alta Sha is taking
me to a field of flowers. It‟s beautiful here in the meadow. He wants me to
wait here.”
After greeting me A lta Sha said, “She rests. She will not be overly t ired
by our contact. She is used to this feeling of tiredness. She has known it all
her life. It is an unavoidable consequence of this activity, but it will not harm
her. She emp loys a rarely used part of the brain to do this.”
“Is there something we can do to help the fatigue, perhaps with diet or
some other procedure?”
“She will provide the food that she needs. What she really wants you
cannot provide.”
“What is that?”
“The support of her earthly family. She tends to go astray at this time
because she has difficulty letting go of the past. It is hard for her to believe
that her sons‟ choices do not indicate that she is a poor mother. They merely
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choose a different path. For her it is like losing her children. She has been
devoted to them. She has not moved away from them; they have moved away
fro m her. In the future, one will not be with her. She needs much comforting.
She is about to fall. Are you a good catcher?”
“I‟ll do my best. Thanks for the informat ion.”
I gave Marjie a nu mber of suggestions to imp rove h er attitude and
emphasized that her sons choosing a different path did not represent failure
but a natural process of individuation which all young people go through.
“You are being allo wed to develop your talents while also knowing that your
children are being cared for. So meday they will know how important your
work has been and will be proud of you.”
She wept. “I want to be the one to lead Bart into the Light. I can‟t do it if
he dies first!”
“Your angel has led you into the Light before you died; Bart h as an angel
too. You can help him find his angel, who can also lead him into the Light,
but only if he is willing. Either way, his angel is still watching over him.”
After a wh ile, she felt much better.

Continuing my own quest, I met with Dr. X again, this time at his home.
He seemed impressed when I told him of all the synchronicities that had
occurred in the previous two weeks. His dog jumped into my lap to be petted,
which was fine with me, and he commented that he was very surprised
because the dog is always very shy around strangers. He was amazed that the
dog stayed in my lap most of the t ime while I was there. When I mentioned
that my client had seen the same Inca temple on telev ision that h ad appeared
in his vision, Dr.X said that he had unintentionally taped that program and
would loan it to me. Following Alta Sha‟s instructions, I asked him if he
remembered an injury to his leg in early childhood, and told him why I was
asking. He said he had no such memory, but also said that he would ask his
mother about it. Then I asked him the other question, “Who do you worship?”
He avoided giving an answer, which was a disappointment.
After his relatively brief induction, in which he again invoked the need to
eliminate evil in fluences, I was frustrated by the lack of any imagery of
emotional significance. I had hoped for a more v ivid contact with my angels
and to learn more about Sardi, Raspar, Pzindea and Minosar, but the images
consisted mostly of shifting colors. Our session was also shortened by Dr. X‟s
need to keep another commit ment.
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Upon leaving I doubted that I would have another session with him. The y
weren‟t producing anything that I couldn‟t achieve alone. His reluctance to
respond to Alta Sha‟s questions and his suspicion that something evil might
be involved in our wo rk were serious turnoffs.
I went fro m h is house to the university library to seek more in formation
about Chief Joseph, Incas, and Angel Falls. A convenient parking space was
available near the entrance, which was unusual. I checked out a detailed
biography of Chief Joseph and copied an article containing more complete
informat ion about the geography of the area around Angel Falls.
Chief Joseph‟s biography revealed that his Indian name was (spelled
phonetically) Hin ma too ya lak teck, which means Thunder Rolling in the
Mountains. His people called themselves the Nimipu, not Nez Perce‟, a name
given them by Frenchmen, although they did not pierce their noses. One of
several pictures of Joseph showed twin braids of hair, which is how I had
envisioned him, although I had not seen his hair fash ioned like that in pictures
of him I had seen before. He also sported a tall pompadour, which was a
common Nimipu hairstyle worn by a tribal society known as Dreamers . A
picture of one of his wives showed a marked resemblance to Marjie‟s facial
structure!
I was reading a travel article aloud about the area at the base of Angel
Falls when Marjie said, “Alta Sha is speaking to me so fast that I can‟t
understand what he‟s saying. I‟m getting images of people that we will meet
at the falls. He has slowed down some now and says that we should avoid
traveling with tourist groups. I see us sitting on the porch of a house near the
base of the falls with a person who lives there. He will help us meet the
natives.
“He wants us to take a copy of the sketch I made of him. It should be
protected from the humid ity in plastic. We are supposed to show it to the
natives we will meet, and they will recognize h is face. They will take us to a
place which he says is for all the world. We should follow his people to their
dwellings in the mountains and stay with them for several days, but he
recommends we do not stay longer than five days, since we are not used to the
conditions there. There we will find seven coins, a cape, special sand, and we
will hear the songs of worship which he used to sing. He wants us to take an
empty suitcase for bringing those things back.
“He says I can stay there when you return to the United States and learn
much more about his people. I would never do that! I wouldn‟t want to be
alone there for even a little wh ile. I‟m not ready to go out of the country!”
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“If it would help the work of I AM, I would be glad to stay there for a
while. It would be a great adventure to live among the native people, learning
their customs, knowing that they were Alta Sha‟s people. With him as guide,
what danger could there be?”
“Not me.”
Now that we had our hides, we went to the university library again to find
out how to tan them. Those were the days of card catalogues, and there were
mu ltip le rows of cabinets containing them. We decided to split up to save
time. I went to look under the H‟s for hides, and had been searching for about
a minute when Marjie came back hold ing a drawer of cards opened to A
Guide to Home Tanning. “Perfect. How did you find that so fast?”
“I didn‟t. Alta Sha walked straight to this drawer, opened it, and with one
flip of h is finger went direct ly to this card! It was amazing!”
“More proof that he is what he says he is.”
We went home with the book and quickly learned how to tan a hide,
surprised to find that it would take weeks to co mplete the curing process. First
we had to get the necessary chemicals. It took some looking around, but we
found them and got started.
After supper Alta Sha emerged and spoke of going to Venezuela. “I
suggested that my charge could stay alone with my people primarily to test
your reactions.”
“Were you disappointed by her response?”
“No. I understand her fear. It is normal for so meone who has traveled
very little. I suggest shorter trips would be a good preparation for a longer,
more adventurous one.”
“That‟s fine. I‟m excited about visiting the Tarahumara.”
“She would be less afraid to visit Mexico.”
“You said that I was a Chosen One. We are taught that Jesus was Chosen.
In the Christian religion, Jesus is supposed to b e the only begotten Son of
God. Do you know him? Can you tell me anything about him?”
“Jesus was one who so loved I AM that he never wanted to take his eyes
away from Him. He cared nothing for his physical self, but he was quite normal in
every way, eating, sleeping and working as any man does. He was the son of God,
but not the only son of God, of which there are multitudes. You are the son of
God. You call upon I AM as your Father; you were created by Him; you desire
only to do His will. Only those who call I AM Father can truly be His sons. Until
they do, they cannot receive all the blessings that their Father wishes to give
them.”
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“Dr. X wouldn‟t answer the question of whom he worships.”
“He was uncomfortable with the answer. He has decided that Alta Sha is
an evil spirit. That is why he instructed you to cleanse yourself of impu rit ies.”
“That makes me think that maybe I‟m wasting my time working with
him.”
“By continuing to work with him, you will help to awa ken him
spiritually. A lthough he has witnessed others having spiritual adventures, he
has never seen anyone having a true spiritual awakening. Those who have a
genuine awakening can never turn back. You can benefit fro m working with
Dr. X, but you must learn to ignore his misinterpretations while seeking
answers within yourself and be willing to help him awaken without assuming
the responsibility for h im that you would for a patient.
“It would be beneficial if you would begin taking notes on the content of
your sessions with my charge and of the events that are happening. It is a
great deal to remember.”
“That‟s a good idea. I don‟t want to forget. How were you able to go
straight to that index card without searching?”
“It is very simp le. Whenever Alta Sha has need of so mething to do the
work of I AM, it is provided. There is no need to struggle or search; I reach
and it is there. Th is is true o f all who do His wo rk. Allelu ia!”
“Alleluia.” He withdrew.
Marjie and I were taking a bath in our double wide tub and I was telling
her how difficu lt I thought it would be to seek answers within myself while
trying to help Dr. X. at the same time. I was embarrassed when I realized I
was talking to Alta Sha! It felt very strange to be naked in the tub with him. I
thought, Why is he so insensitive to my need for modesty?
“Help ing someone understand I AM is very simple. He is simp le enough
for a child to co mprehend.”
“Jesus said that we have to become as children to enter the Kingdom.”
“Their innocence and purity is precious.”
“It‟s too bad that adults have to impose social norms of thinking and
believing on them so that their world v iew will agree with society‟s, but
children make choices, too.”
“Some are forced to make choices too early in their lives because of the
abuses of a parent. I know of worlds where this does not happen. If I had
permission, which I do not, I would take all those children to one of those
worlds to prevent such abuse.”
“I also get frustrated at being unable to do more for ch ild ren who suffer,”
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Holding his hands cupped side by side with palms up as if to carry
something precious, Alta Sha said, “This is the way that a child should be
raised. But there are some who try to raise like this.” He made his hands into
fists and held them to his chest. “What will happen to those children who are
treated this way?”
“They will be crushed and broken or they will struggle to be free. They
will be angry and resentful.”
“Those who are treated thusly are forced to make choices too early in life.
The one you are so devoted to learned that she had to make choices very
early.” There was a brief silence between us. “Will you allow me to help you
take another step on your spiritual journey?”
“Yes, but I am t ired. Can this be delayed until to morrow?”
“Would you like for me to step aside for a while?”
“Just for a little wh ile.” He left. I to ld Marjie how awkward I felt talking
to him in the bathtub, and we laughed about it.
In keeping with Alta Sha‟s advice, I began my journal. I had never had a
desire to keep a journal, but the events I had to write about were so interesting
that I was glad to do so. I thought that someday it might become a published
book.
I worried that I might have offended Alta Sha by asking him to step aside
when he made no appearance the following morn ing. I was used to him
speaking daily in recent weeks and he had said that he had another step for
me. I also knew that he would not allow personal feelings to stand in the way
of doing I AM‟s work, and I was eager to take the step he had mentioned.
I went to pick up new bedroom furniture and while at the store I saw a
sofa bed and a love seat with Indian patterns on the upholstery which I
thought would be perfect for our liv ing roo m.
After I told Marjie about it we returned to the store to get her opinion.
She took one look and said, “I love it ! So does Perithnea. She‟s wearing
Indian feathers in her hair and bouncing up and down on the cushions,.” The
image made us smile.
Marjie was working on crafts that evening when she said, “Perithnea is
pouting. She says Alta Sha took her bicycle built for t wo away fro m her
without her permission and won‟t give it back. He told her she was pedaling
too fast. That makes me really mad! I want Alta Sha to tell me why he did
that, but I‟m not getting any answer. It was a cruel thing to do!”
“He must have had a good reason. We should hear his side of the story
before ju mp ing to conclusions. Do you want to have a session about it?”
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“No. I‟m too angry with him. I do have some homework to do, though,
and wonder if you would put me in a t rance to help me concentrate.”
“Sure.” While Marjie studied, I read more about Chief Joseph and his
people. Alta Sha did not make an appearance all day.
The next morning I was awakened by vivid images of an Indian wo man
and of the mountainous, lush valley in wh ich our people lived. I began
weeping uncontrollably at my great sense of loss, and got out of bed so as not
to disturb Marjie. I knelt in the eagle position on the floor and felt myself
soaring through that beautiful valley, radiat ing spiritual Light. I knew that
these experiences were real and was very grateful for them. The Indian
wo man was my wife. The valley was my ho me. My love of them and my grief
at their loss was as real as anything I ever lived through. I had been giv en the
step Alta Sha pro mised in a most transcendent, undeniable way.
Soon, Marjie also woke up and asked, “Why are you crying?” I told her
about my vision.
She said, “I dreamed that the telephone was ringing, but every time I
answered it, no one was there. I was very upset. I knew that it was an
important call and I wanted to cry.”
“We should have a session to learn who wants to speak to you.”
“Okay” She quickly entered a trance.
“I see Alta Sha. He is saying nothing.”
“He told you that when you hear the bells ringing, it is a signal for you to
go to him. Find out why he has called you.”
“He is telling me through thought that I need to continue my spiritual
work. He is asking, How will you feel if you reach for me and I am not
there?”
“He‟s referring to your refusal to talk to him after you got so angry about
the bicycle. I think I know why he took it. The bicycle built for two is our
bicycle, and he thinks we‟ve been going too fast. I have been too eager to go
to Venezuela. The bicycle is just a symbol of the spiritual journey we are
taking. I guess we need to slow it down a b it. I remember h im saying not to be
too hasty.”
“He‟s nodding his head, agreeing with you. I‟m not mad any more. I‟m
sorry for doubting you, Alta Sha. I‟m finished, you can count me up.”

It was still very early in the morning, so we went back to bed. I thought of
how my spiritual gro wth had come about by stepping outside the bounds of
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convention to explore realit ies which most people would consider mere
fantasies. I realized that unless we are willing to open ourselves up to new
viewpoints, we are trapped by the mental boxes that society so carefully
constructs to create an “acceptable” reality that most people will agree with .
We have to step outside the box to grasp a larger reality, and when we do,
there is no turning back.
As if to reinforce Alta Sha‟s admonition that we were pedaling too fast, I
had a frightening dream that night. I was walking on a city street when I
happened upon the first car I had owned, a 1956 Ford sedan, which was
parked near a busy intersection. I was in a hurry to get somewhere and happily
ju mped in and drove away. Soon I was frantic because the brakes wouldn‟t
work and I was headed straight for a busy intersection, where I knew there
would be a bad wreck. I woke just before the crash. While thinking about this
dream I remembered another I had recently had in which I was backing up a
motor ho me I used to own which also had no brakes and was out of control.
Apparently my subconscious also wanted me to slow do wn and do some
safety checks before I got myself into trouble.
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Contact Revealed
The weather was unusually warm when Marjie and I took a long hike
beside a cypress swamp where we hoped to see some wild life. The aba ndoned
road we walked on bordered the water. We had been walking for about a
quarter of a mile when Marjie stopped and stared at something she saw in it.
“What do you see down there that‟s so interesting?”
She pointed at a floating log. “I see Alta Sha riding on the back of a
crocodile. He‟s squatting on it and it goes wherever he directs it. The croc has
no fear. It accepts him as a friend. I think all animals accepted him like that
when he was alive. I know that‟s just a log, but I had this vision of him when I
looked at it.”
We continued until we reached a branch of the Obion River which fed the
swamp. The bridge that once crossed it was long gone. We turned downriver
and walked along the bank. “I have the strongest feeling that we are supposed
to search for something here,” she said.
“What do you think it is?”
“I think it‟s some kind of treasure.”
“Just follow your feelings and let‟s see what they lead us to.” She began
circling around among the trees, looking at the ground, but not finding
anything of note. She came to a stop at the exposed roots of a fallen tree
which were clotted with dirt. The root system was large enough to reach our
shoulders.
“Alta Sha wants us to dig into the dirt around the roots.”
“I guess that‟s why I brought the machete‟ with me. I usually don‟t take it
on a hike, but I had the thought we might need it.” I started digging with it;
Marjie picked up a stick and dug also. “What are we looking for?”
“Alta Sha says we‟re looking for a penny.”
“A penny? It must be a very rare coin if it‟s a treasure. It could be old if
it‟s buried in these roots.”
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We kept digging for another five minutes or so. Marjie said, “This is
stupid. We could dig for hours and never find it. Why does he tell us to do
such silly things? I don‟t get it. Let‟s go.”
“Are you sure? He wouldn‟t ask us to do this for no reason. Why do you
think you‟re supposed to find a penny?”
“Because he said to look for cents.”
“Well if you‟re sure you don‟t want to keep looking, I‟ll go with you.”
“The whole thing makes me feel stupid.”
“Maybe the digging was more important than finding a treasure. Pennies
aren‟t the only kind of cents. Maybe Alta Sha meant sense, not money. Maybe
he wants us to understand that no matter how foolish it may seem, whatever I
AM asks of us makes spiritual sense. He is the messenger of I AM, and I AM
doesn‟t fool around.”
“Alta Sha is saying you are right. He says I have found the treasure he
wanted me to find: I have learned to put my judg ment aside when I don‟t
understand what I AM is asking of me. He says that I will not always
understand in advance what God‟s plan is. He says that I have been
complaining of exhaustion too much, that God knows what he is doing, and
that I need to redirect myself to be in closer harmony with His will. Now I
don‟t feel so stupid. I can accept that.”
As we walked back toward the car, a flock o f low fly ing Canada geese
headed direct ly toward us and the water. Hunting season had just started,
and a lot of hunters who had been firing periodically were wait ing for them
in their b linds. Marjie waved her arms and yelled, “Go away! Tu rn around!”
I pro jected a mental warn ing to them of danger ahead, and they veered
away. We knew the hunters wou ldn‟t appreciate our warning, but we also
didn‟t want to watch a massacre.
I turned to continue our walk and saw a large owl swoop down from a
nearby tree and fly up the road in the direction we were headed. Marjie was
still watching the geese and didn‟t see it. “Wow! I just saw a big owl fly right
across our path. It went down that way. If you keep an eye out, you may be
able to see it somewhere along this road.
“We appreciate your beauty. Please show yourself to us again,” I said.
We continued walking for several minutes. Then, on our right, the owl flew
fro m its perch to land in clear view on a nearby limb, and stared straight at us.
“Thank you for showing yourself to us. Thank you, I AM, for this beautiful
sight.” We continued staring at each other for a minute or so until a small bird
began to harass the owl, who flew out of sight. “I guess he heard me asking
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him to show himself. Maybe Alta Sha isn‟t the only one who can get animals
to do his bidding. I asked that we be blessed with the sight of wildlife, and we
were.”

I started working on the journal when we got home and Marjie started
sewing. After a few minutes she said, “I can‟t get this stupid machine to work
right. I don‟t understand. I never had trouble with it before.”
“Maybe you should do something else for a while and go back to it later.”
“I really wanted to sew, but I do have some homework to do. I just
wanted to put it off. I don‟t think I have enough time to do both.”
“Maybe I can put you in a trance so you can study efficiently and you‟ll
have time to sew, too.” We tried this and it worked. When she went back to
her sewing, the machine worked perfectly.
I was trying to remember some details for the journal and said,
“Perithnea, if you are around and can hear me, will you help me to remember
some things you said last week?” It was the first time I had called on her
without inducing a trance.
“I‟ll try, sir.”
“Were the names of the relatives you gave me my ancestors or my
descendants?”
“They are your children, but they are way, way out there.”
Marjie said, “Alta Sha is saying that they are actually unborn children and
that Perithnea wasn‟t supposed to mention them to you.”
At fifty three years old I certainly wasn‟t expecting to father more
children, but sperm could have been preserved for that purpose by the ETs.
Their names were so alien that I wondered if I had already been contacted by
ETs but had forgotten it. Alta Sha had no further comment about it, which
didn‟t help my unknowing frustration.
After a few hours of typing I stopped to read more about Chief Joseph,
whose father had asked him to pro mise that he would never sell the land
which held the bones of his ancestors, which is why a portion of the Nimipu
tribe refused to sign a treaty giving land in the Wallowa Valley of Oregon to
the white man. I thought, Someday I will travel to my homeland.

Several hawks and crows flew over when I worked in the yard a few days
later. I projected Light to all the animals around me, but nevertheless got very
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annoyed at a mockingbird who kept chasing smaller b irds away fro m the
seeds we had put out for them. I thought that mocking birds were bullies and
nuisances because they were always waking me with their loud, ceaseless
singing in the middle of the night. One preferred to perch just outside my
bedroom window and sang so loudly that he might as well have been inside. I
decided that this particular mocking bird was probably the culprit and I
decided to eliminate him. I got my .22 rifle and saw the bird fly into a bush. I
took aim at its silhouette and fired. The bird fell. I went to inspect, only to
find that I had shot a blackbird instead! I could not understand how I mistook
it for the mockingbird except that it was in shadow when I shot at it. I was
sorry that I had shot the blackbird for no reason, but rationalized that we cou ld
use the black feathers on the spirit stick. I had the feeling that this was not a
chance event and that there was a lesson in it for me, but didn‟t know what it
could be.

When Marjie got home she had another bad headache from the cleaning
chemicals that had been used at her school. I projected Light into the painful
area, wh ich gave her considerable relief, and we were able to go shopping.
She needed some new nightgowns and we found a couple that she liked .
A close look at the decorations around the neck opening of one of the
nightgowns revealed that there were five artificial pearls arranged in a circle
at the center, three pearls in each of two circles on either side, and five loops
of blue ribbon forming flowers in the front. “It‟s like a reminder of the five
spirits you accepted on the mountain,” I said, and there‟s the number three
again.”
“Alta Sha says I look very feminine tonight. He wants me to ask you if it
will be alright for h im to appear to you and look into your eyes without
making you uncomfortable.”
“Certainly. I have been missing our talks.”
She continued, “I‟ve been full of doubts about all this trance work lately.
I feel like I‟m being pulled back by some force behind me. It‟s like I‟m
holding onto a greased stick and someone is pulling at my legs. I want to
know why this is happening to me. Take me down slo wly tonight.”
I gave suggestions that she would receive answers to her questions and
directed her to a beautiful field of flo wers. “It‟s filled with tulips and violets.
I‟m sitting in a patch of tulips waiting for someone to come. Alta Sha is here.
He is beckoning for me to go with him toward a narrow beam of white Light
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shining down fro m somewhere above. The Light is so intense that it looks
solid. It has sharp edges. He is nudging me to enter the Light. I‟m going in.
Now I‟m in a shiny corridor. A shining being with a hu man form is guiding
me, but it‟s so bright that I can‟t see its features.”
“Search your memory. Have you seen this creature before?”
“Yes! I was very little. About five I think. It came to my window and
then it was in my roo m with me. I thought it was the sandman. You know the
one who‟s supposed to come put sand in your eyes so you will sleep? I told
my family the next day that I saw the sandman, but they wouldn‟t belie ve me.
I knew it wasn‟t just my imagination. I know that it loves me very much. I
know it is not human but I don‟t have any fear of it. It‟s magnificent! It has
the protective, nurturing instincts of a mother.
“She is lead ing me through a circular corridor which curves around in a
big arc. We have entered a small roo m on one side. She‟s holding me in her
arms like you would cradle a baby and gently rocking me.” A blissful smile
brightened her face. “I asked for her name, but she says I wouldn‟t be able to
say it. Her name is a number, but not an ordinary number. It measures the
distance and time fro m the mo ment she was created by I AM.”
I was awestruck. Marjie had desperately needed love at age five when the
sandman visited her, and it had been provided by an extraterrestrial source!
“Just enjoy being rocked until you have received your fill of love.” This was
certainly not a frightening abduction, but an act of love toward a very needy
child.
Alta Sha said, “It is good to see you, my friend.”
“And for me to see you. I have missed our talks.”
“My charge is with her loved ones. She needs this contact now to help her
overcome her fears. No harm will co me to her. Are you certain that you wish
to speak to me?”
“Of course. I look forward to our talks. I have wondered when you would
speak to me again.”
“Do you know why I waited until now?”
“I was afraid you thought I didn‟t want you to come back, but you know
better.”
“I thought perhaps you doubted me also. You asked me to leave the last
time we spoke.”
“I only asked you to step aside for a little while. I was tired. I also knew
that you are always present with her. You must know that I don‟t want you to
leave and that I don‟t doubt you. I have told my friends about you. I am
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writing about you. I have defended you to Marjie when she doubted. I trust
you completely.” I realized my defensiveness was making me babble and shut
up.
“I only do my Father‟s work. Do you wish to do your Father‟s work, no
matter what he asks of you, or do you wish to impose conditions?”
“There‟s no other work for me to do, and there‟s no one else to work for.
I don‟t intentionally impose conditions. I can‟t imagine that I would ever stop
doing His work. I know that I am loved and protected and each day brings
some unexpected event to show that it is all part of a wonderful plan. I am
excited about liv ing again. I feel great! “
“This is not a scolding, my friend.”
“It feels like one.”
“Your Father is very pleased.”
“I am glad for that. You said you had another step for me, and I was
expecting you to come back the following day, but you weren‟t there.”
“I was always here. Did you not take another step?”
It dawned on me that I had taken several steps in addition to the vision of
my Indian wife and our valley. I had follo wed the impulse to take th e
machete‟; I had dug for sense; I had communicated with geese and an owl. I
laughed upon realizing that Alta Sha had been subtly guiding me all the way.
“Did the owl respond when you sent out your feeling?”
“I wasn‟t certain.” He raised an eyebrow. “There could have been a dozen
reasons why he landed in that tree. I wasn‟t sure if he was looking directly at
us, or just in our direction, but I felt that it was so.”
He gave me a knowing look and nodded at the word felt. I had a new
insight. “You have taught me the importance of feelings, my friend. Before, I
thought of them only as reactions to events; now I see that they are also causes.
They are actually the glue that holds everything together and makes it all work.
It was I AM‟s love that resulted in creation and His love which makes it all
work in harmony. I wish I had known this sooner in my life. I was raised in a
family where emotions were largely disregarded and controlled, like nuisances
to be eliminated. I learned that lesson too well. I distrusted and ignored many of
my emotions.” He looked to his left as if listening, the way he often does before
quoting Perithnea. “What does Perithnea have to say?”
“She is riding a bicycle with one of the training wheels missing. She says
you had no training wheels .”
“No train ing wheels?”
“Yes. Would you like to have some?”
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“Not unless I need them to learn. I never liked training wheels. Why
would I want to use them, now that I know how to ride?” I was thinking of
actual bicycles and actual training wheels, forgetting that Perithnea usually
communicates in symbols.
“Somet imes they are necessary. Marjie is having difficu lty going
forward.”
“Yes. I‟m eager to go on and she is delaying. Why is she doing that?”
„She is having doubts about me even though she can see me, c an feel me
in her body, and thinks my thoughts. Why is this so?”
“Because she is thinking that you are not perfect and to her this means
that you could be a fig ment of her imag ination and that would mean that she is
crazy.”
“Exactly. She still has to have more experience with me. It takes a long
time fo r her to tru ly trust.”
“But she has had so much evidence of your reality. You have shown you
are real time and time again. Why is she so slow to learn this?”
“Because of her childhood. There was no one she co uld count on,
especially her father.”
“She thinks you will betray her also?”
“She need not fear this. I will never leave her. The ones who are with her
now will always be there for her. Will you help me overco me her doubts and
fears?”
“Of course. What can I do?”
“When she begins to doubt or to withdraw, encourage her to seek the love
of the ones she is with now.”
“I will try to anticipate this need and help her to find her loved ones.”
“Her contact with her biological family was always painful for her. They
are in pain themselves and want to share this pain with her. That is why she
was taken; she could not stand any more pain. She needs to do more
regressions involving each member of her family so that she can understand
her relat ionships to them and to keep progressing.”
“I understand. You previously said that you wanted to discuss the
relationship between Marjie and me soon. Would this be a good time for
doing that?”
“Yes. A change has already taken place between you. You have become
bonded to one another. Soon many people will be aware of your relat ionship.
Because of this, you may want to avoid giv ing them cause to question.”
“I can‟t imagine a future without her.”

128

Faeries, Angels, Indians and Aliens
“Nor can she imagine one without you.”
“I was planning to ask her to marry me when she finishes her course as a
kind of surprise. Then our trip would be like a honeymoon.”
“Have you planned this trip?”
“Do you mean the one out west, or the one to Venezuela?”
“To Venezuela.”
“I haven‟t made arrangements for either. I don‟t see how we can go to
Venezuela very soon unless I suddenly acquire more money.”
“Perhaps you should delay the trip to Venezuela. It is upsetting to her. It
is part of the reason why she hesitates.”
“I remember that she was unable to even think of leaving the country. She
was afraid of the idea of remain ing in South America without me. She asked
how I would exp lain leaving her in the jungle to her sister.”
“She has never experienced such freedom. Her family tries to prevent it.
The ties are difficult for her to give up.”
We gazed with love into each other‟s eyes for perhaps a minute of silence
before he said, “You are t ired. Now you can be alone with your lady.”
Seeing that Marjie was still entranced, I asked, “What are you doing now,
Marjie?”
“I‟m with Perithnea. She‟s got some training wheels and she‟s rolling
them around in circles. She says that I need them.”
She was quiet for a time, and thinking she was finished, I began counting
her up fro m the trance. When I reached ten, she said, “I have to go back.”
“Very well, let‟s go back. Tell me what you see.”
“A black hole. I don‟t like this. There‟s something in the hole. It wants to
pull me in ! Please take me out of here!”
“All right, find your steps and I‟ll count you up. One, two, three, four…”
Marjie began shaking her head and jerked her left leg upwards toward her
body, as if avoiding a grasp. “It‟s got me by the leg! Make it let go! This is
bad!”
“It‟s your fear. Call for help. Call your Hosts. Surround yourself in Light
and make it very bright. Pray for this monster. Pray th at it will find the joy of
liv ing in God ‟s love and doing His work. Pray that it will find the Light and
will realize that there is nothing to fear.”
She smiled. “It‟s gone now. I‟m ready to come back.”
“What happened to you?”
“When I called for help, I saw a long colu mn of Hosts spiraling down
fro m above. They took the monster and passed it up the line toward the Light.
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That was something! It was just an oblong black thing with arms and legs and
it wanted to drag me down into that hole.”
“That monster was your family‟s in fluence. They always tried to hold you
back and to make you afraid like them. They didn‟t want you to be
independent because then they couldn‟t rely on you to solve their problems or
to be their whipping post. They created doubt that you co uld do anything or
go anywhere without them. They made you feel weak and unsure of yourself,
so that you would always be there for them. A lta Sha wants us to do more
regression work to help you understand this and to overcome it . He said you
couldn‟t stand any more pain fro m your family and that‟s why you were taken
by the ETs. You now have a spiritual family that will never confine you, will
never find fault, and will always be there to love you. Whenever you get to
feeling lonesome and depressed about the lack of contact with your family,
you can go to your spiritual family for love. You said you needed family and
now you have one.”
The session was over. Marjie was tired and soon fell asleep, but I was too
keyed up by the knowledge that she had definitely been contacted by ETs
fro m early childhood. Also, nothing indicated that the contacts had been
frightening for her. The ETs had come to give her love, not fear.
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Adopting a Faery
Marjie had a very bad headache when she got home fro m school, and the
healing Light I projected to her had only slight effect. Nevertheless, she was
determined to attend a dinner for the families of honor students at Ben‟s high
school. On the way there she said, “The headache has changed loc ation. It‟s
hurting more at the top of my head than at the front.” I therefore projected
Light to the top of her head, and by the time we reached the school, she said,
“Now it‟s moved to the back of my head.” I then projected Light to her entire
head before we entered the building.
“I‟m starved,” she said. “I haven‟t had anything to eat all day.”
“Maybe that‟s one reason why your headache is so bad.” After eating her
first few b ites of food, she said, “My headache is gone.” It was too soon for
the food to have affected her bloodstream, so I assumed that the Light had
been helpful. We had been projecting healing Light to my father and I called
that night to check on his progress with neck and shoulder pain, and he said he
was much better.
Around eight o‟clock we prepared for another session. “The purpose of
this session will be to exp lore past experiences with your family, like A lta Sha
recommended,” I said.
“I‟m not sure I want to do that. It always makes me feel bad.”
“Alta Sha said it was necessary for your progress. Your feelings about
your family are interfering with your growth. To grow you have to face them.
We‟re both trying to develop our spiritual ab ilities to the fullest for the glory
of I AM. Isn‟t that worth some pain to achieve?”
“Yes, I‟m ready.” I counted her down and she said, “I‟m thinking of my
sister Mona (a pseudonym). No matter what I tried to do to please her, I never
felt that she liked me.”
“Repeat that phrase again and again. Let the feeling associated with it
intensify.”
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“No matter what I do, you don‟t like me. No matter what I do, you don‟t
like me . NO MATTER WHAT I DO, YOU DON‟T LIKE M E!” Tears
streamed down her cheeks. “Every experience I had with Mona was like this. I
would try to please her and she never showed me that she cared fo r me.” She
sobbed for several minutes.
“Look into Mona‟s eyes. Try to see the world fro m her point of view.”
“I can‟t look into her eyes. There‟s too much pain there.”
“What do you do when you find someone in pain?”
“Hold them and co mfort them.”
“Why don‟t you do that for her now? Find her and co mfo rt her.” Marjie
got very still. After a few mo ments, I asked, “What are you doing now?” She
ju mped as if startled. “What happened?”
“I was looking for Mona. I was in her house. There‟s no one there but
Roger and Sherrie. All I could get fro m h im was the thought that she‟s at the
hospital, but I don‟t know wh ich one.”
“I think you can find her, just as you found her husband. Search for her
mentally. Let your mind seek her out.”
“I can see her now. She‟s busy trying to take care of sick people. I don‟t
want to bother her while she is at work.”
“Can you express your love for her without disturbing her?”
“Yes. She is pausing. She knows that something is there, but she doesn‟t
know what it is. To her, I seem like a dis traction of some kind, a stray thought
in her mind. She‟s trying to make some notes in the chart. I don‟t want to
bother her anymore.”
“Very well. Are you ready to come back?”
“Yes.” She was sobbing.
“What‟s wrong?”
“I love you with all my heart, but I still need a family.”
“Remember what Alta Sha said. When you feel this way, you should seek
your Light family. Go back to that field of flowers where you met your Light
Mother. Imagine yourself surrounded by wildflowers. Find your special spot,
carpeted with tulips. Are you there?”
“Yes.”
“Can you see the beam of Light?”
“There is no beam o f Light.”
“Well, just call to your Light Mother.”
Tranquilly, she smiled. She rolled over on her side and curled up like a
baby in a fetal position. She radiated peace, security, and safety. I quietly
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watched her enjoy this experience until she said, “I‟m back . I‟m ready to
come up now.”
“Before we do that, is there anything that Alta Sha or Perithnea have to
say to me?”
“I see Perithnea.” She smiled, but then looked immensely sad. “She‟s
carrying a suitcase. She‟s getting ready to go somewhere. She says it‟s about
time fo r her to go away! She says I‟m getting so strong that I don‟t need her
anymore!”
A huge wave of grief washed over us. I couldn‟t bear the idea of losing
this precious child who had given us so much love. My voice breaking with
tears, I asked, “Perithnea, do you have to go now? I don‟t think Marjie can
take it if you leave her. Can‟t you wait a while? Does it have to be tonight?”
She answered in a soft voice, “She‟s just about all grown up now. She
doesn‟t need me like she used to. She‟s strong. She can protect herself.”
“We don‟t want to lose you! Can‟t you stay anyway?”
“I‟ll have to go look in the faery book.”
“The one with all the names in it?”
“No, this is a different book. This is the ru le book for faeries. I don‟t
know if I‟m allo wed to stay or not. Can Marjie go with me?”
“Of course.”
Marjie said, “I‟ve found the book. It‟s so beautiful! It‟s full of faeries and
sparkles of Light!”
“I want you to look at it with me,” Perithnea said. “It says that I can stay
if I want to, and if you ask me to. But if I stay, I can never leave.”
“We love you, Perithnea. I don‟t know what we would do without you.
Please don‟t go,” I cried.
“Then take my hand.”
Marjie sat with arms enfolded before her, hugging Perithnea, and I took
one of her hands. “No, I mean really hold it,” Perithnea said. I concentrated
harder on feeling Perithnea‟s small hand. “No w you‟re stuck with me,” she
said.
Marjie and I joyfully hugged each other. “Don‟t squash her,” she warned.
“She‟s sitting on your lap.” The image of Perithnea being squashed between
us made me smile. I was thrilled to the core by this wonderful gift fro m I AM.
I knew that I was receiving all the love fro m a ch ild that I could want.
“It‟s fun being a wart,” Perithnea joked.
“You must be a wart on a frog, you ju mp around so much,” I quipped.
“You better not kiss me!”
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“Why? Will it make you turn into a prince, or will I turn into a frog?”
“No, you might get warts on your lips. It ‟s hard to suck through a straw
with warts on your lips!‟
I laughed even harder, mostly fro m the immense relief of knowing she
would never leave us. Marjie had emerged fro m the trance as we hugged.
“Well, you wanted a family. No w you not only have a Light Mother, you have
a daughter as well.”
It was bedtime when Alta Sha emerged, saying, “You are t ired. There is
great joy in heaven among us. You received love and you gave love. You took
another large step.” His words touched something deep within and I couldn‟t
stop the flow of tears. He patiently waited for me to regain control, handing
me tissues which rapid ly disintegrated fro m the flow .
“Hu man bodies can be messy sometimes,” I jo ked.
“All tears shed for I AM are treasured and kept because they are love.
They form a river. Marjie‟s love also sheds such tears.” Tenderly, he touched
the drops on my cheek. “I am happy for you. So is Marjie‟s Light Mother. She
also sheds tears with you now.”
He closed his eyes, as if listening. “I am allowed to share details of th is
river. There are many, many beings who cry these tears. Each different being
has tears of a slightly different color, and each color mingles in the river. All
the different colors of the tears are preserved in the river. I drink fro m th is
river. The current is very strong, but also very gentle. The tears form colu mns
which fall back on themselves, creating a mist of all the colors in the water.
Seek this river in the darkness within.”
I visualized this exquisite scene, breathing the mists of the fountains and
inhaling pure love. I heard a very loud, h igh pitched ringing inside my head.
“Is the ringing I hear the pitch that you have spoken of when you say my pitch
is very high? It sounds like a million crickets singing at once.”
“I also hear this singing. These are the combined voices of all the
mu ltitudes who sing praises to God.”
“But I don‟t hear any voices or words.”
“Somet imes you can hear voices and you can hear words if you listen
very closely, but not always. The sound is made of many different languages.
“How do you imag ine Perithnea to look?”
“I picture her as a s mall creature, mostly of Light, with wings.”
“She is as Marjorie sees her.”
“I always thought this was only a form that she assumed so that Marjie
would be able to relate to her.”
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“No. She is very much as Marjorie sees her.”
“When I spoke to Perithnea before about her playmates, she told me that
they were mostly Light; that is why I imagined her that way.”
“She is made of Light, but Light can be very solid.”
“I have never known of solid Light that you could grasp and hold.”
“The Light which I AM is made of is pure Light and pure Light is
impenetrable. It can be very solid, although not in the usual way that you
think of something being solid.”
“I have seen a Light like that when I attempted to do a healing. I
imagined my hands being composed of a very brilliant, almost solid gold
Light which you could not see through.”
“That is very similar. My words are sometimes confusing to y ou. I do not
intend to confuse. I choose words that are simple to avoid confusion. If you do
not understand something I say, feel free to ask questions and I will explain
further.”
“I hesitate to ask questions of you. I respect you and do not wish to bothe r
you with too many questions.”
“You have no need to respect me.”
“I cannot help but respect you. I know Who has sent you . Anyone sent to
me by I AM is worthy of my respect. I could not accept you and respect you if
I did not respect the One who sent you.”
“She tires. I AM‟s Light will surround you and keep you warm.”
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I was on my way to the office in Dyersburg the next morning when I was
astonished to see a dead hawk‟s wing waving in the wind at me fro m the
med ian strip. I stopped on the shoulder of the nearly deserted highway to
examine it. The unusually large red tailed hawk had apparently been struck by
a vehicle when it flew too close to the road. We needed some of its pristine
feathers to complete the spirit stick. I put the whole bird in the car‟s trunk,
where the lo w temperature would keep it frozen while I worked.
During a break at work I doodled an image of the large eye I sometimes
saw in med itation, remembering Alta Sha‟s suggestion that the next t ime I
saw it, I should look deeply into it and see pure love. I fin ished my drawing
and didn‟t think any more about it after I got busy again.
For the first time in several days, Marjie d id not have a headache that
evening. She was as excited as I about finding the hawk with its beautiful
feathers. We pulled several of the primary feathers from the wings and tail
and put them away before d isposing of the carcass . As we worked, she said, “I
sketched a portrait of Perithnea during a break at school.”
“I drew a p icture of an eye during a break, too.” We discovered that we
had been drawing at the same time, and the eye I had drawn looked very much
like one of Perithnea‟s. Marjie‟s sketch was impressive. Perithnea was very
beautiful and looked more like a young wo man than a child of eight.
Marjie said, “I made some progress today. I listened to the family
problems of another student and realized that I wasn‟t feeling her suffering. I
didn‟t let her pain become my pain. I‟m proud of myself.”
“You have reason to be. That‟s a big step for you.”
Marjie asked to be put into trance for her homework. When she was
finished, she complained of being cold. She was still entranced, and I suggested
that she bathe herself in the solid Light of I AM. Within a few mo ments she felt
warm and I counted her up from the trance.
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Soon Alta Sha joined me and after we g reeted he asked, “How was your
day?”
“It was a happy day because Perithnea is staying with us, and for the gift
of the hawk.”
“There is much happiness among many on this day for the steps you have
taken. Marjo rie has also made many steps today.”
“What were they?”
“She controlled her classmates .”
“She didn‟t tell me about that.”
“Ask her to tell you later.”
“She seems to be identifying less with the bad feelings of her
classmates.”
“Yes. She has made much progress. Many of her old wounds have been
completely healed.”
“I thought it would take much longer.”
“It can happen in a mo ment. You have both had a period of rest. Now the
mo mentu m will pick up. You will find that many things can happen in just a
mo ment.”
“I‟m beginning to realize that. It‟s a good feeling to know that things can
happen so easily when you are doing God‟s work. I really did appreciate the
hawk today.”
“I AM is very pleased with you. You do not destroy what He creates.”
“Except for the mockingbird. I tried to kill him because I thought he was
being a selfish bully. He reminds me of qualities I don‟t like in myself or
others.”
“You were only trying to defend the little ones that you regard as
helpless. You attribute wrong motives to God‟s creatures. You give them
human thoughts and feelings which do not apply to them. You do not
understand how the little ones communicate with each other. Because you did
not understand, you placed yourself in the role of executioner.”
“I know that he must survive also, but why can‟t he let the others have a
share?”
“Did it occur to you that perhaps the others may allo w him his glo ry?”
“It didn‟t occur to me that they would cooperate that way, but I noticed
that there were many of them, and only one of him. They could easily have
chased him away if they chose to.”
“The litt le ones are free to go where they will but they choose to stay near
him.”
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“It doesn‟t seem fair to me. The little ones were there first, and then he
shows up to chase them away.”
“Where did he come fro m?”
“I‟m not sure. Perhaps he is returning from the south, since the weather is
warming up.”
“He came to you fro m I AM. He may have been sent here for you.
Indeed, he may be your best friend.”
“How could he be my best friend?”
“Did you not know that mockingbirds have gone for help when someone
has been injured?”
“I didn‟t know about that. I‟ve never read such stories.”
“They are in your books of words. Do you remember how you told
Marjorie that you were looking at the world through different eyes, trying to
see God in everything? Look at the mockingbird with different eyes in the
future.”
“I realize that I have been hypocritical in saying that others should live in
harmony with nature when I‟m not doing so. Actually there are many qualities
about the mockingbird that I admire. He is brave, clever, and he has a strong
will to survive. He is very creative with his songs.”
“And they can be very protective. You might have shot your best friend,
had you not missed. The day might come when there are no more
mockingbirds to sing. Then how would you feel? You do not need that burden
upon you. The little ones are the best companions that a man can have on
earth, but many of them are overlooked. As the weather improves, look for
them in your surroundings.”
“We do not know how to love and respect our animal friends. Man‟s way
is simply to destroy any animal that is in the way of what he calls progress . If
it comes to a choice between an animal‟s life and what man wants, the animal
always loses. It seems only just that the time may come when the tables are
turned and man might be in the same position, with nowhere to go and
nowhere to hide.”
“That is not justice.”
“If that is not justice, what is justice?”
“Justice is informing, loving, supporting. God is justice.”
“If that is so, why do I read so many stories in the Old Testament of God
taking vengeance on the enemies of the Israelites or on the Israelites
themselves, wiping out men, women and children only because they did not
worship Him? A lot of them were just ignorant.”
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“You should know where that idea came fro m. It is not God‟s way .
There are many things in your Bib le wh ich are not accurate. When a thing
seems wrong to you and feels wrong to you, it is wrong.”
“There was another question I had for you. Doug and I were talking about
the South American Indians such as the Inca, who sacrificed people to their
gods. Why have so many different cultures believed that human sacrifice is
pleasing to God? Is this truly pleasing to Him?”
“Only one needed to shed his blood.”
“Why did even one need to do this?”
“The Light had become very dim on Earth. He did it to brighten it.”
“I guess many thought that by sacrificing themselves they would please
God, and even if it wasn‟t necessary, God was aware of their desire to serve
Him.”
“What seems wrong to you is wrong. Those who gave their lives
willing ly to please God were taken by Him into Himself. He also took those
who were not willing but were forced into sacrifice. It should be remembered
that those who did the sacrificing were not offering themselves for sacrifice,
but someone else.”
“So it‟s wrong to promote the idea of human sacrifice.” He nodded. “I
have noted that there is much being written about American Indians at this
time. Many people seem to be interested in them and what happened to them.
Is this because many who were killed are now being reincarnated?”
“I am not permitted to comment on that.”
“I understand that there are things I am not to know until a certain time
and am content to wait for my answer. It just seemed like a possibility to me
and I am curious.”
“I cannot say more about this. You have all the answers to the questions
you seek within you. You already know the answers, but misinterpret what
you receive. All the answers you seek are within. You do not have to seek
them in books.”
“It is good to know that I can look within for answers.”
“With growth, independence.”
“And the realizat ion of just how dependent we really are.”
He nodded as if congratulating me on my insight and smiled. “You have
been given a beautiful child. She is very precious to I AM.”
“I AM knows how much I appreciate this gift.”
“That is the answer to why she was given to you.” Tears of gratitude
filled my eyes again. “She is tired. You both need rest.”
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“Alleluia.”
“Alleluia.” His gaze p rojected love into my eyes for several mo ments;
Marjie returned. She had heard our conversation. We embraced and quickly
fell asleep.
Marjie wo ke with a headache which didn‟t improve when I pro jected
healing Light. I wondered why it was not effective, for it had been working
rather well recently. Determined to maintain her perfect attendance record,
she went to school in spite of it.
She was not at home when I arrived. I took a short nap and when I woke
up, checked the answering machine for messages. Marjie had left one just
minutes before saying that she was unable to get the car started and needed
me to co me and get her. I was grateful for the impulse to check the machine.
It didn‟t take long to get there and to get the car going.
Unfortunately, she was in a very depressed mood, so I suggested that we
take a walk in nearby woods to discuss what was bothering her. She started
crying and said, “I‟m very hurt by the way my instructor treated me today.
She accused me of doing something I didn‟t do in front of the whole class.
She didn‟t even remember my name. I have given my all to this class and to
being a good student. I have followed all the rules and I‟ve tried to help the
other students succeed as well. Her cr iticis m was comp letely unjustified. It
seems that no matter how hard I t ry, I still get criticized.”
“This is like what happened between you and Mona. You tried your
best to get her approval and love, but you never could. It was like that with
your parents, too. I think that is why this is bothering you so much.
Otherwise, you would just ignore the un justified criticis m.”
Marjie was still very upset and her headache was as bad as ever. “I feel
like I almost understand what you„ve explained to me, but the light bulb
hasn‟t turned on yet.”
“Let‟s have a session about this, okay?”
“Okay.”
“Let‟s ask for a light bulb experience. Dear Father, help us to have an
experience which will illu minate and enlighten us, so that Marjie can
understand why she is reacting the way she is and will be able to overcome
this reaction and substitute a healthier one for it. Help her to continue in her
spiritual growth and to put this behind her.”
I induced the trance and Marjie smiled. “Perithnea is here. She has this
long electrical cord with all these empty light sockets on it. She says we have
to find the bulbs for the sockets and turn them on.”
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“Ask her where we can find the bulbs.”
“She‟s showing me an old piece of popcorn, like one that has fallen on
the floor and is spoiled. Now she‟s showing me an old piece of meat that is
brown and spoiled. Now she‟s showing me a tongue. This is stupid. What
does this have to do with anything? She says it will leave a bad taste, and it
will make you sick, too.”
“She‟s trying to tell you that if you eat something that is bad for you,
you‟re going to get sick. She‟s talking about the way you have related to your
family in the past.”
“She just lit up a bulb. Now she‟s showing me a pair of hands. They are
in a prayerful position but there‟s a gap between them. There‟s a flame
between them. The flame is like something that you warmed yourself by and
you thought it was the source of your comfort and security, but if you got too
close, you only got burned.”
“This is also like your family. You think that they can provide you with the
love you need, but when you try to get close, you just get hurt.”
“She turned on another bulb.”
Perithnea spoke directly to me. “Do you know why she gets these
headaches?”
“No. Why don‟t you tell me?”
“So she can take aspirin.”
“Please explain.”
“People take aspirin because they think it will get rid of the headache,
right?”
“Yes, but it doesn‟t always work.”
“But she doesn‟t need to take aspirin any more, does she? She has I AM
and she has you to help her get rid of her headaches. Only she doesn‟t know if
she wants to trust the new way of getting rid of headaches or if she wants to
keep on using the old way of getting rid of them.”
“Are you saying that she‟s not sure that she can trust me to help her get
rid of her headaches, just as she has had trouble trusting Alta Sha on various
occasions?”
“No. She thin ks she needs the old way and she‟s not sure she wants to use
the new way. It‟s kind of like her family. She thinks that she needs her old
family, even though she has a new family. She has everything she needs, so
why does she keep on wanting to go back to the old family? She doesn‟t need
them, because they have nothing for her.” She seemed genuinely pu z zled by
this persistence.

141

The Faces of I AM
“But people are often like that. They resist change, afraid of what‟s new.
They understand the old ways and know them better, even if they don‟t
work.”
“But they have nothing for her. She doesn‟t need them. All they have
ever done is to cause her pain. Go ing back to them is downright silly. Not
only downright silly, but downleft silly, too!”
“I agree, but it‟s only hu man. How can we get her to take the next step?”
“We have to light up all the bulbs!”
“How do we do that?”
Marjie answered, “I‟m in a room surrounded by Hosts. The floor of the
room is made of hemispheres, like marbles cut in half. They are clear, but
different shades of clear, not really colored. I can see the Hosts, and where
they are, so is I AM. My Light Mother is here, too.” She softly wept. “She is
taking my hand. She is leading me forward a little b it. I AM is pointing to her,
telling me that He has appointed her to be a comfort and a help to me.” She
sobbed deeply. “He‟s speaking to me. He has something He wants t o show
me.”
Alta Sha emerged. “She is with Him now. She will be ab le to recall and
tell you about everything that has happened up to this moment, but not all. He
has many things to show her and she will not remember so me of them for
now. Ho w are you, my friend?”
“I feel a bit pressed for time to comp lete all that I‟m trying to do. I don‟t
want to overlook anything important but I want to work on the book, too.” As
soon as I uttered these words of doubt, I knew within that I AM would
provide the necessary time.
“You should strive for the likeness of I AM.”
“That‟s good advice. Thank you.”
“He is fin ished with her now.”
Marjie returned, her head bowed in reverence. “Yes ma‟am; yes ma‟am.
I‟ll t ry my very best.” I gathered she was speaking to Light Mother. She
turned to me and exclaimed, “She went right through me!” I gave her a few
mo ments to savor this experience, and then counted her up.
Enraptured, Marjie said, “She took me to the Throne. She said, This is
how you worship, and laid down on her stomach with her arms outstretched. I
did, too. It was like every part of her was bowing. Then He spoke to me! His
voice was very loud and clear. He told me that He had something to show me.
He took my hand and led me to a kind of doorway. This is Who I AM, he said.
I looked and saw images of beings shown from the waist up, flashing by very
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quickly. So me were hu man and some were not. With each new picture, He
said, See me again. It was incredible! He just kept showing me over and over
different forms fro m different times. I don‟t know how I knew that they were
fro m d ifferent times, but they were.
“When we fin ished, He told me to look at Mother. Then he said, It is time
for you to begin learning many things from her. She is most precious to me.
He looked at me, touched my face, and said, You are Mine. Then I looked at
Mother‟s hand. It was like a little pad, like a mitten without fingers. Mother
said that my problems with the people at school would be solved if I would
learn not to look at them, but to remember them as they really are behind the
outward form. She told me to Look upon these faces and see I AM.” Marjie
was awash in tears of humility and gratitude. “I‟m not worthy to have been
shown this. When Mother went right through my body, it was like a kiss.”
“Can you describe any of the faces you saw?”
“Some of them were not human. I couldn‟t see their whole bodies, just
the waist up. They went by very fast, like a slide show at high speed. Every
one of them was a part of I AM and they all merged together. What was so
strange was that I recognized every one of them.”
“How could that be?”
“I don‟t know. Some of them had no arms. Some were wounded. Some
were looking away and some were upside down. For some, it was like looking
inside of something, like looking into an envelope and the outside didn‟t
matter. Several were not of this world. One was just a series of vertical lines
but you knew that there was a person there. Another one was like a simp le
outline of a void but it had a personality. Many of them were like saints. I saw
figures fro m the Bible like Adam, Abraham, Moses, Noah, and Sampson.”
“How‟s the headache?”
“Almost completely gone. I feel very fu ll and very strange.”
“Considering all that you have been given, that‟s not surprising.” We
embraced and returned to our cars, heading for ho me.
That night we watched a movie about the faery tale Rapunzel which
Marjie had selected at the video store. In it, a controlling mother tries to
protect her beautiful daughter fro m the real world . She justifies her controlling
actions by persuading herself that contact with the world outside the castle
walls would harm her precious daughter and out of love she should make her
stay within them, turning her home into the daughter‟s prison. The daughter
finally rebels in order to embrace life. Marjie‟s need to escape the stifling
influence of her family was being shown to her again.
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We now had all the feathers we needed fo r the sacred staff and were
able to put the finishing touches on it. The hides had been tanned and
fashioned into pouches, and the hawk feathers were attached to them by
leather strings wh ich allo wed them to dangle in the wind. The barred wh ite
and gray feathers fro m the wings contrasted pleasingly with the russet tail
feathers. The snake vertebrae were arranged in a lo ng string hanging fro m
the middle of the staff alongside several leg bones from the raccoon.
Start ing fro m the botto m of the staff, in succession, were snake and raccoon
bones, a pouch of the ashes of something precious, crow feathers, another
pouch containing pure soil with hawk feathers attached to it, the hand grip
of rabb it fu r, more cro w feathers, t wo moccas ins made of rabbit pelts with
fur streamers, and lastly , mo re cro w feathers. In sy mbolic terms, it
represented a progression fro m death to reb irth , to traveling life‟s path, to
death again. It was the story of reincarnation and spiritual journeys.
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Bart spent the weekend with us. He and Marjie made a medicine pouch
following the suggestions of the Old One, who said it was to be Bart‟s
container for things that had special meaning to him. The Old One also
described the design to attach to it, which consisted of a circle of raccoon
claws surrounding a snake vertebra. A hawk feather was attached to a corner.
Alta Sha told Bart that the leather pouch should be treated as something
sacred and not a plaything.
When they had completed the bag Marjie said, “Perithnea wants to take a
ride in your pouch. She says to be careful with it while she‟s inside.”
Bart agreed and took it upstairs to the bedroom, left it there and quickly
returned.
Marjie said, “Perithnea is staggering around the room like she‟s very
dizzy. Did you spin the bag around?”
“No.”
“Are you sure you didn‟t spin it?”
“Maybe I spun it once.”
Except for Perithnea‟s behavior, Marjie had no way of knowing that Bart
had spun the pouch around, for she couldn‟t see him on the stairway.
Perithnea had again shown him that she was real, and in an embarrassing way
he wasn‟t likely to forget.
We had delivered Bart back to his grandmother‟s house and were coming
home when Alta Sha appeared. “Greetings, my friend.”
“Greetings to you also, friend.” We sat in companionable silence fo r a
while before I asked, “What did you think of the last contact with Dr. X?”
“He again evaded giving an answer. He was holding himself closed. I will
be speaking to Dr. X myself in the near future.”
“Will you be speaking through me or through Marjie?” With a twinkle in
his eye, he said, “Which would you prefer?”
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“If it would further the work of I AM I would be willing for you to speak
through my body, but it doesn‟t really matter to me.”
“That statement is inaccurate.”
“Why do you say that?‟
“You hunger for this experience. You cannot hide anything from Alta
Sha.”
“You are right. I would like to have you speak through me.”
“If you truly wish to have this experience, you have no need of me to do
it.”
“I know what you say is true.”
“Elaborate.”
“I have recently been thinking that when the time co mes for me to spea k
to Indians, other spirits may speak through me in order that the living will
hear my message and will listen. I sometimes feel almost as if another spirit is
within me, ready to come forth. When I thought of myself as Chief Joseph, I
could feel so me of the pride that he had within my body.”
“Seek mo re of this experience.”
“Sure! I‟m doing everything else; I might as well do that too.”
“Do you feel overburdened?”
“Not overburdened. I enjoy it, but it seems that there is so much going on
that I can barely keep up with it and I don‟t have time to master any of it.”
“What would you like to master?”
“My inner vision and my knowing.”
“Very well. Perithnea says she wants to speak to you.”
“I have wanted to talk to her.”
Perithnea said, “I got sick today.”
“You mean when you were inside Bart‟s pouch?”
“Yes. He spun me around and around.”
“I thought that he might have spun you more than he admitted.”
“I almost threw up. He‟s lucky I didn‟t throw up in h is pouch. That would
have been really messy.”
“It certainly would. It bothers me that he didn‟t tell the truth about it. I
guess he was testing you.”
“I knew he wou ld. Alta Sha says you get first prio rity.”
“Why do I need that?”
“Because you‟re important. So we have to pry your orit ies. He says you
have to look within yourself and I do too.”
“Then go ahead.”
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She was suddenly sad. “I see some shadows in there. Alta Sha says we
need to bring light bulbs and make the shadows go away.”
“How do we do that?”
“You have others to help you. What are you going to do with all these
people that you have in your life now?”
“What do you mean?”
“You‟re not used to having so many people around you all the time. After
a while, you begin to think that everyone forgets about you.”
“That is the way it seems to me somet imes.”
“Are you going to want me to go away someday?”
“No. I will never want you to go away. I will always need you. You have
brought a great deal of laughter and sunshine into my life. You are a delight.”
“I‟m a faery .”
“A delightful faery.”
“That sounds like something you eat. I know that you need me and I‟ll
always be around to elbow you.” She stuck her elbow into my side.
“Elbow me?”
“Don‟t you get it? You kneed me and I elbowed you.”
I chuckled. “I‟m slow today. That just went right over my head.”
“And I‟m just a knucklehead.”
“Knucklehead?”
“Yes. You kneed me, I elbowed you, and now I‟m a knucklehead. I know
you need me. Guess who else‟s name was in the book when I found mother‟s
name.”
I was stunned. Perithnea had planned to help me with my suffering long
before I knew her. I had never been forgotten. Tears of appreciation spilled
fro m my eyes again. For much of my childhood I had felt alone and forgotten.
I was quiet and shy and often felt like a p iece of furniture, unnoticed until
needed. I was too sensitive to criticis m and didn‟t know how to respond to
attention when I got it. Perithnea was reminding me, even with her jokes. She
asked, “Guess who‟s been helping you to remember things?”
I had recently been aware of fortuitous cues that helped me to take care of
things I might otherwise have forgotten. Now I knew their source and said,
“Thank you for being such a big help and making my life so much easier.” I
gradually regained my co mposure.
I asked, “Are you going to go to church with us tomorro w?”
“Sure. Would you like for me to make something drop from the ceiling
again?”
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“Again? What are you talking about?”
“Remember the sock?”
“Sure! That would be wonderful, but I wouldn‟t ask you to do it just for
show or just to entertain me. I already know that you can do it. If you decide
to do it, it should be to help in the work we are trying to do with other people.
If it will give us a chance to talk to them about you and what‟s been going on
in our lives, and helps them to find the Light, then do it.”
“I just wanted to play around.”
I thought, Another reminder not to be so serious. We had arrived at our
driveway and I was about to turn into it. “Okay, but we‟ll have to get Marjie‟s
permission, right?”
“No, left. I have to go now.”
I patted her head affectionately and Marjie was back. Although it had been
a long session, she was full of energy. We did some chores and prepared to take
a bath together. She said, “Alta Sha wants us to do some more work while we
wait for the water to heat.”
She lay down on the bed. I sat in a chair beside it, prepared to induce a
trance, but Alta Sha appeared before I could. “Hello, A lta Sha. What did you
want us to do in this session?”
“You said you wanted to master your inner vision and knowing. We have
work to do. I suggest that you turn out the light.” I sat down and relaxed.
“Picture co mplete darkness . At some mo ment, the darkness will meet a point
of Light. Approach the Light when you find it.” I felt as if a hand was placed
on the crown of my head, but Alta Sha was not touching me. My head felt as
if it were expanding and growing lighter. “Enter the Light when you arrive at
its Source.” I wasn‟t succeeding in doing this, though I tried to hold the image
for several seconds. “What are you seeing?” he asked.
“Not very much, I‟m afraid. I‟m noticing physical changes, though. My
head feels as if someone is touching it and it feels larger and lighter. My
hands are vibrating with energy.”
“This is your spirit attempt ing to break free of your body. It wants to fly
free. Hold on to the physical sensations and lie down beside me. Look deeper
into the darkness and attempt to find some experience there.”
“I see a golden eagle. I‟m very close to it. It‟s resting in a pine tree.” I
attempted to enter the eagle‟s body and to feel its talons grasping the limb and
to see things through its eyes. I had some success but was not completely
immersed in the sensations. Meanwhile my body was vibrating more intensely
with energy, which I felt flowing up my legs and arms.
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“Let your spirit fly free.” I tried my best to do this but knew that I wasn‟t
really doing it. After a few mo ments of this, Alta Sha said, “Let yourself be in
the Light of God. See it as a brilliant, solid Light and be in its presence.”
It wasn‟t working and I didn‟t like the feeling of failure. “I don‟t
understand why this is so difficult for me.”
“It is not really difficult. Why do you think that it is?”
“Because it is. If I want a glass of water, all I have to do is to reach for it
and it is there. This is a lot harder. Perhaps it isn‟t intended for me to have
such visions. I want to follow your suggestions, but within myself I believe
that God will reveal Himself at a time of His choosing, not mine. I know God
exists. He shows me evidence every day. I know He cares for me and looks
over me, and that is enough. I want to go to His throne and see Him, but I will
wait until He is ready for me to have that experience. All that I care about
until then is doing His work. I have envied Marjie‟s gifts and have wanted
them for myself. Perhaps it just isn‟t intended for me to have them in th is
lifetime.”
“This shadow of envy has certain effects. It causes you to look outside
yourself at others and to attempt to become what they are instead of being
who you truly are within yourself. There are many who are envious of what
they see in you. You are a Chosen One! So me o f the peop le you have env ied
are not able to approach the level of develop ment which you have already
achieved. You are totally acceptable and precious to I AM ju st as you are.
There is no need for you to attempt to be like anyone else. The many gifts
that I AM has given you prove ho w much He values you. You have
Marjo rie, who loves you completely. You have two fine sons. You have
been given Perithnea, a very rare g ift indeed, and you have a messenger of
God who speaks to you through her.” Once mo re , cleansing tears fell fro m
my eyes as the impact of h is words struck ho me. I was glad to kno w that I
did not have to emu late others whose gifts I admired to be acceptable to I
AM.
“You have saved Marjorie‟s life. Had she gone to another, she would
have been institutionalized. Her voice would have been silenced. Her spirit
would have been shattered. Because of you, her spirit has been set free. You
have started to set the spirit of another free, and you will do another and
another. This is a great responsibility which I AM has given you.”
“It is a great pleasure to do it.”
“You are a child of God. All of your spiritual and physical needs will be
met.”
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“I see now that I do not have to have visions to do His work. I remember
going to a sweat lodge ceremony a few months ago to seek a vision. I got so
hot I couldn‟t breathe and was afraid I might have a heart attack. I left the
lodge and while the others suffered, I roamed the beautiful surrounding hills. I
communed with nature and felt God‟s presence everywhere. It was a
wonderful experience, and without the suffering. I knew that I didn‟t need the
visions brought on by stress to feel deeply connected to I AM.”
“You found what you needed in your own way. You will continue to find
your own way, which is perfect for you, even if it is different than the way of
others. You have taken another large step. Congratulations! You are a good
companion for me. A lta Sha feels no weight fro m you.”
This was a high compliment. I patted his shoulder. “You are also my
friend,” I said, communicating my love and respect through my touch. I felt
powerful pu lses of energy flowing between us.
“Farewell. En joy a very special evening with your lady.”
When reflecting on what had happened, I understood that Alta Sha had
known beforehand what the outcome of this session would be. I would find
my o wn path rather than the one suggested to me by others.

Because Alta Sha had encouraged me, I kept another appointment with
Dr. X, although I had major doubts that I could respond to his hypnotic
approach. If I had not succeeded with an angel, how could I succeed with
him? Much of the time was spent bringing him up to date on the latest
happenings. Upon hearing about my awareness of having been Chief Joseph,
he told me about his wife‟s great admiration for the Nez Perce‟, and that she
had written a scholarly paper about them!
He said that he didn‟t believe Alta Sha was an evil spirit, but wouldn‟t
say who he worshipped and had not checked with his mother about the
childhood injury to his leg. I was not disappointed when , due to lack of time,
he did not attempt another induction. To fulfill my responsibility to him, I had
provided plenty of information intended to stimulate his spiritual curiosity,
and to take it a step further, I invited him and his wife to co me to our ho me for
an informal get together, but he said he didn‟t have the time. I was sorry that
he didn‟t accept. A second invitation the next time I saw him in passing was
also rejected.
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We were on our way to Unity. Marjie was sleeping, as she often did on
the two and a half hour drive. She woke and said, “I had a dream about a
strange animal that looked something like a duck covered with fur and it had
four legs. I can‟t imagine why I d reamed about an animal that couldn‟t exist.
Who ever heard of such a thing?”
“It does exist. It‟s called a duck-b illed platypus and it lives in Australia.
It‟s a very strange animal because it lays eggs but suckles its babies, like a
cross between a bird and a mammal.”
“It‟s amazing that I would d ream of an animal I didn‟t even know existed.
How is that possible?”
Alta Sha interceded. “Her dream was not a dream but a memory. Dis cuss
it with her and help her remember the significance of this experience.”
“Alright. Marjie, d id you hear what Alta Sha said?”
“No.”
“He says that your dream was actually a memory and he wants us to
explore it.”
“That explains why I have had this feeling that I could breathe under
water.”
“He wants you to go back and experience this first hand in regression.
When would you like to do it?”
“Now.”
“Do you want to finish your coffee first?”
“Yes.”
We sipped our coffee and I said, “Earlier Alta Sha told me that he had
access to whatever information he needed to do his work because he had
access to I AM. He told me that I had such access also. It gives me confidence
to know that if I have faith, God will reveal everything I need to know to
accomplish His work. When I told him that I seem to be picking up more
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about the people I evaluate, he said, Your work is to expose. Mine is to heal. I
suppose that if my motivation is primarily to heal, then I will also have more
access to the information that I need.
“I also told him that I sometimes had trouble understanding what he said
because he was speaking so softly that the noise of the car was drowning him
out. He said he did it because if he spoke loudly, the car might be damaged. I
think it was an attempt to be funny, but I also believe there‟s an element of
truth in it.”
“He can speak much faster, too. You saw him do it with Doug.”
“I want to ask him why he spoke so fast to you when he was telling you
about Venezuela. I‟m not sure why he did that.”
“Then I shall answer your question,” Alta Sha said. “Should the time
come when you choose to travel to my earthly home, you will not understand
the language. It will sound confusing and rapid. She will understand portions
of the words. She experienced that when she talked with me. Marjorie must
always be led gently and slowly to prevent shock. She is shown how to test
the water.”
“That makes good sense. Why do I think it‟s important to go where the
Tarahumara live?”
“You needed guidance to become aware of these people. Begin with
them. A ll that you and Marjorie have experienced is a type of map. Follow the
map.”
“Thank you. It makes me laugh because it‟s so simple. I guess that‟s why
I felt so strongly that we should go there when I found that material on the
Tarahumara. it was like a sign post saying, „Go here.‟”
“You are aware of Marjo rie‟s fear of travel.”
“Yes, but Mexico is much closer to home. She‟s not going to be far fro m
the United States and it would be a way of leading her gently to something
more exotic.”
“Exactly.”
“Good. It‟s very exciting. I would love to meet the Tarahumara and to see
what happens. I know it‟s going to be marvelous, whatever it is.”
“Do not allo w yourselves to be distracted.”
“By what?”
“I will not say now.”
“Are you referring to the distraction of the spiritual experiences we are
having?”
“I refer to external d istractions, not internal ones.” He left.
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Marjie was dazed. “Are you alright?” I asked.
“Yes. When he talks to you sometimes I‟m here and aware of it and other
times I‟m not. It‟s like getting bits and pieces of a conversation.”
“That‟s what he wants you to experience right now. Did you hear him
explain that?”
“Yes. It‟s like that time he was speed talking to me.”
“He started training you to get impressions from languages you can‟t
really understand.”
“I see that. Maybe that‟s why I pick up body language so well, and
anymore I barely hear what people are saying. I don‟t really pay attention to
the words. It depends on if it‟s about their spiritual growth. If not, then to me
it‟s almost like a waste of time.”
“I think I was doing that even as a child, because I used to think that so
much of the conversation I heard was just empty words. I didn‟t speak very
much because a lot of what people were saying didn‟t interest me, until I
heard something that rang a bell or struck a chord. Let me know when you are
ready to do the regression.”
“I can‟t see the relevance of remembering something about a platypus.
Maybe I was just wandering somewhere out in left field.”
“I don‟t think so. When you‟re in trance, you do what you need to do.
Spirit directs the work. You‟re not just going off willy -n illy somewhere. It
always has pertinence.”
“Okay.” She easily slid into a trance and said, “There‟s water here. It laps
at my feet.”
“Describe the scene.”
“High cliffs behind me, very near. I don‟t think it‟s the ocean.”
“What are you wearing?”
“I don‟t know; there are no shoes on my feet.”
“Why are you at this water?”
“I need to travel. I have to go through the water to get to my destination.”
“Are you ready to go?”
“Yeah. I‟ve got everything I need.”
“Why don‟t you proceed and tell me what happens.”
“It‟s cool but I don‟t really feel the water on my skin. Like there is no
barrier. There‟s another here like me next to me on my right, so I don‟t have
to take this trip alone.”
“What is your destination?”
“Land. Not the land that I was on before, another one.”
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“Why are you going to this new land?”
“Something‟s pulling. I just have to go.”
“Proceed.”
“It‟s not as big as I thought. I could have walked around the edge.”
“Have you reached the other bank?”
“Yeah, but I won‟t co me to the top of the water. I‟m in a tunnel. Now I‟m
out of the water.”
“Are you in a cave?”
“I think so. It ‟s real soft. It smells good.”
“Who else is there?”
“Whoever was with me is still in the water. I‟m in here by myself. It
smells good in here. Smells safe.”
“Have you been in a place like this before?”
“I can‟t remember.”
“Proceed.”
“There‟s some animal like a beaver or something. No, it‟s not a beaver.”
“Like a platypus?”
“Yeah.”
“What do you feel toward this creature?”
“Curiosity. I‟m like it, but I‟m not.”
“How do you mean, you are like it?”
“I know I‟m shaped like it, but I don‟t think like it.”
“How d id you achieve this shape?”
“I don‟t know.”
“Let yourself drift backwards. I want you to go even more deeply relaxed
as I count down from five to one.”
“I‟m very small. Suckling, nuzzling. There are others beside me. They‟re
warm, so warm! I‟m lying against heat. Soft heat. Gett ing everything I need.
Alta Sha says to stop.”
“Very well, are you ready to come back?” She nodded and I counted her
up. “You felt what it was like to be a baby platypus, didn‟t you? You really
liked it. You had brothers and sisters and you were all together, warm and
cuddly and everything was provided. Was that real?”
“It felt real.”
“Why do you think you needed to do this?”
“I don‟t know.”
“Think about what has been bothering you this week.”
“Give me some t ime to think it over.”
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“I don‟t want to pressure you. Just enjoy what you experienced.”
“It was just great! Just kick back and suck it in. Whew! It g ives me
shivers. I liked that! And that fur against my face; it was so warm. I felt little
bodies on either side of me. They were warm and smelled so good! It gives
me chills.”
“The beauty of this experience is that you received in that family what
you did not receive in your human family.”
“Yes!”
“This is a real experience. It ‟s not something you dreamed up. It really
happened. Alta Sha said it did. You‟re not stuck with just one family to
remember.”
“I didn‟t know to call them a family.”
“You were just an infant sucking on the breast, right after you were born,
probably.”
“I didn‟t know anything but sensation. I could feel my litt le feet and
claws and they were really neat. Oh man, what a rush!”
“You are being shown that your spirit has been around for eons and that
you have lived in many different forms. You have probably even lived on
different planets. You were just in Australia, where you had an excellent
experience and were feeling fine. You had a better time there than you‟ve had in
the U.S.A., and it‟s even farther away than South America. You‟ve been well
prepared for the work Alta Sha has brought to us, through many other lifetimes
but you don‟t remember all the preparation.
“All the regressions that we have done lead up to us being able to
communicate with people who live harmoniously with nature. They know
about such things because they seek trance states as a normal part of their
lives. In trance they know that they have been a hawk or an eagle or a deer or
a platypus. They don‟t deny the validity of their experiences like we are
trained to do. In fact, to them visions are more significant than ordinary
physical experience. When we get down to the caves where the Tarahumara
live, it‟s going to feel like home to you. One of the first regressions we did
involved taking some people into a cave. I wouldn‟t be surprised if you find
it.”
“Wouldn‟t that be great? I know I had really strong feelings that time we
went into the cave at Hole In The Rock.”
“Maybe those feelings were not about that cave, but some other cave. I
was looking through your journal the other day and read what you wrote about
that cave. It wasn‟t just a coincidence. I had almost forgotten about that.”
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At Unity it seemed as if our teachers had been talking to Light Mother
when they explained how we could communicate with the spirit within others
instead of judging what meets the eye! Marjie made several instructive
comments and they listened intently to what she had to say. Her newfound
confidence to make such remarks showed genuine progress.
Marjie showed Doug the sketches she had made of Alta Sha and
Perithnea without identifying them, but he immediately recognized them and
seemed genuinely moved. I also showed him pictures of Inca ruins in a book I
had brought for him to read. One of the pictures gave him the feeling that he
had returned to his home only to find it in ruins. The depth of his emotions
gave me hope that maybe he would try to help the spirits inside him.
Reverend Do zier announced that her physicians were impressed with his
wife Chris‟s speedy recovery from surgery. The healing Light sent by us and
others appeared to be effective.
Alta Sha appeared on the drive homewa rd, and we reviewed the
comments Marjie and I had made in class. “She speaks truth. You would
make an excellent teacher of the spirit,” he said.
“That seems to be the way my life is headed and I‟m glad. I‟ve been
doing it for quite so me time in one way or another.”
“You overlooked Perithnea‟s work in church this morning.”
“What do you mean?”
“There were unexpected problems with the sound system.”
“I didn‟t know it was her doing! I thought she was planning to make
something fall fro m the ceiling. The sound system has failed before, so I
didn‟t think much about it.”
“You were looking for d ramatics, not something subtle.”
“It seems a little bit mean to make it stop working in the middle of
someone‟s song. I didn‟t expect her to do something to cause someone
embarrassment.”
“That was not the purpose.”
“But that‟s what happened.”
“Did he fail?”
“No, he handled it very well.”
“He had to call upon his spirit for strength. Is that what you call being
mean?”
“Not when you look at it that way , and that ‟s exact ly what I said in
class, isn‟t it ? So met imes frustrat ing th ings happen to us as an opportunity
for g ro wth. I keep forgett ing that everything has been taken into account
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when someth ing like that happens because my hu man perspective is too
narro w. It always amazes me how I AM fits all o f this together so well, and
so far beyond my own intelligence.”
“Perithnea and those like her have nothing negative within. Nothing.”
“Why does Marjie sometimes perceive her as quite aggressive?”
“Strength appears as aggression to Marjorie.”
“Is this something she should work on?”
“Always.”
“I‟ll try to help her with that.”
“To Marjorie, strength equals power. Power equals the ability to
man ipulate, equals the ability to cause pain.”
“I can see why she would think that.”
“I will allow her to rest again.”
“Before you go, my impulse is to explain what happened to the sound
system to the minister and to his sound man. Do you think that is wise?”
“Do so.”
“Okay, I will. I couldn‟t get Bernard to show any interest in Perithnea‟s
picture. After he hears what she did, he might develop an interest.”
“He can be aware that there are little ones about.”
“He looked like he was physically uncomfortable in the pulpit today. I
started to offer him help. Should I have?”
“If he needed it, he would ask. There are others you can offer to.”
“Who?”
“Perithnea.”
“What do you mean by that?”
“What is not to understand?”
“I‟m not sure if you meant to offer Perithnea to others, or if I should offer
something to Perithnea.”
“Spiritual hu mor.”
“I‟m not trying to be funny. I really don‟t understand.”
“I was.”
“I missed the point.”
“Of course. I should refrain fro m trying to make you laugh.”
“I usually catch your humor but that time it went right over my head.”
Perithnea piped in. “I know what he means!”
“What?”
“Because I was toying with things today, maybe I need some help. He‟s
not good at jokes.”
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“Not as good as you. But I do like h is sense of humor.”
“He should leave the jokes to me.”
“Did you mean for the microphone to stay off the whole time?”
“Yes. It would have been terrible to turn it on and off!”
“Then you knew exactly what you were doing, which is what I thought,
so why would you need my help? I didn‟t catch the humor. Did he mean that
you need help because you were meddling with things you should have left
alone?”
“Maybe.”
“Yeah, but I think some good came of it, because when I tell what
happened, the sound man might believe it because he can‟t exp lain it. Maybe
he and Bernard will learn something about faeries, and that‟s good . Isn‟t that
what you intended?”
“When I do things that break through to where you‟re at, I‟m just trying
to play and the Big Guy, you know Who, uses the things I do.”
“He turns them into something that helps us to learn about faeries and so
on, is that what you mean?”
“Yes.”
“But you‟re just playing.”
“Yes.”
“Well, that‟s good. It‟s magic and it breaks through the barrier of
people‟s perception of reality, so it can always be used for good, can‟t it?”
“Yes.”
“So it‟s good that you play. What‟s the harm in it?”
“Because I‟m not serious like Alta Sha. I‟m just goofing around.”
“We need a little goofing around, don‟t we? I‟m glad you goof around. It
makes me laugh.”
“You know how he is.”
“He‟s growing.”
“He‟s stuffed!”
“He‟s loosening up a little b it, don‟t you think?”
“I like h im. He lets me work with him. He has very important work to do.
I‟m going to go play.”
“If I AM didn‟t want a sense of humor involved in it, you wouldn‟t be
here, right?”
“Yes.”
“Good. I love you.”
“I love you, too.”
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After a while Alta Sha appeared again. “Perithnea has been chastised for
playing with the electronics of the sound system. I apologize for confusing
you with a poor attempt at humo r.”
“I have noticed that you‟re trying more hu mor as time goes by.”
“And not succeeding.”
“Did I discover the name of your tribe when I was reading about Angel
Falls?”
“My friend, you ask many questions you already have answers for. You
doubt? You have no need for doubt.”
“I need to work on that.”
“If you must have doubt, make yourself the symbol of a question mark
and carry it with you. You should also make a large question mark and put it
on your wall.”
“Why would I want to do that?”
“You would place it without and not within.”
“Good idea.” I made a large question mark on a sheet of typing paper
when I got home and hung it where Alta Sha suggested would be a good
place.
The follo wing day Marjie said that she wanted to go home, meaning she
wanted to be with her extraterrestrial family, so we held a session for that
purpose. I suggested that she go to the field of flowers where she had met
Mother. “I can‟t see anything but a beam of Light. It‟s so bright it‟s almost
blinding.” She put her hands over her eyes. “I can‟t get away from it. It
follows me wherever I go. I feel as if I am rising and falling. Each time I start
to rise, something pulls me back. I don‟t like this.”
“Go back to the field of flowers. The Light is gone.” She quickly calmed.
“Try to find Mother by traveling down the grassy path to the crystal city that
you saw a long time ago. Be careful to surround yourself with bright Light.”
“Okay. I‟m starting down the path, and I can feel myself rising and
falling again.”
“Find Alta Sha and ask him to exp lain. He said you must be led gently.”
Alta Sha emerged with a rather stern exp ression. “She is being led
gently.”
“Good. I wasn‟t sure what was happening to her. I wondered if it was her
doubt or some other problem causing this.”
“It is something she has asked for. It is a reward and it will not harm her.
She does not yet realize what it is.”
“What is it?”
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“I have nothing else to say about it now. Exp lore this with her. She will
eventually remember that she has asked for this.”
“Should we exp lore it tonight?”
“She needs rest.”
I counted her up. “I still feel like I‟m rising and falling.”
“Alta Sha says it is something you asked for and it will not harm you. Just
go with it.” The sensation gradually faded, but she couldn‟t remember asking
for it.
Marjie and I took a walk the following evening and she said, “Alta Sha
wants me to tell you about a student who told me that she saw the spirit of her
father shortly after he died. I told her not to be afraid. He also wants me to ask
you what you did today at work.”
“I talked to a client who saw the spirit o f her cousin after he died. She felt
very guilty about his death although she had done nothing to cause it. I told
her that he was probably trying to let her know that she did nothing wrong and
that he was alright.”
“He wanted us to notice that we were both doing the same thin g today.”
“Like the day we were drawing eyes at the same time.”
Alta Sha stepped forward again and I asked, “Were Marjie‟s memories of
being a platypus primarily for the purpose of having her feel the warmth and
security she had then?”
“That was the primary intent, but you may exp lore it further if you wish.”
“Has she remembered what the sensations of rising and falling were
about?”
“Not yet. I must go slowly with her.”
A neighbor‟s dog barked and walked toward us, and I said, “You better
come and check us out. Make sure we aren‟t hostile.”
With a shocked expression, Alta Sha said, “Are you suggesting that I
could be hostile?”
“Not at all; I was jo king.” The dog stopped barking as we passed out of
his territory.
“It is important that Marjorie have conversations with others who share
your beliefs. It will give her confidence.”
“Do you have any suggestions as to how to accomplish this?”
“You do not need any.” He withdrew after a friendly goodbye.
Although the channeling had lasted quite a while, Marjie still had a good
supply of energy left over. We agreed to invite Doug and his family to co me
to our place for an overnight stay, which would give us a chance to talk at
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length with them. When I called to invite them, Doug said he kept having
feelings of familiarity about the Inca ruins around Lake Tit icaca when ever he
looked at the pictures in the book I had loaned him. He wanted to have
another regression session about it. He said and his wife were planning to visit
us soon.
Marjie wanted to go home again in our next session and once entranced
she said, “I‟m in the curving hallway. A being about knee high is standing
nearby watching me intently. I don‟t feel threatened by him. I can‟t see him
clearly, but I could at least draw his profile. He is holding a small spatula-like
thing which he‟s using to scrape my skin. He wants to sample my scent with
it. No w I‟m in a huge operating room. There is a great deal of activity here. I
see balls of bright light coming fro m behind me and passing by. They dart in
front of my face and speed away before me. They‟re like the small red lights
we saw in that movie Close Encounters of the Third Kind. They kind of
startled me, but I‟m not afraid of them.
“I see clear tubes which must be filled with fluid, because they have
bubbles in them. That‟s amazing! I can see small creatures passing through
these tubes. They are some kind of transportation device. The creatures are
popping out of the bottom of these tubes and they are much larger when they
come out than they were inside the tubes! I‟m taking a closer look at these
tubes. They have double walls. The core is hollow, and the bubbles are inside
the walls. It‟s really fascinating.
“Now I‟m on a table. It‟s an operating table. Light Mother is here.
Several small creatures came out of the tubes and they‟re giving me some
med ication.” She suddenly began speaking more slo wly and deliberately, and
her movements were sluggish, as if she were sedated. “They‟re putting
something in my throat.” She struggled for breath, so I suggested that she
relax and breathe normally, and soon she was comfortable . “Mother is
soothing me. My body feels co mpletely nu mb. I feel d rugged.”
“Ask Mother why this was done.”
“She‟s explaining with telepathy that surgery was done to repair the
damage my first husband did to my rectum. They approached the damage
through my throat because they knew that if they approached me anally, I
would have been even more trau mat ized. They would make good
psychiatrists!”
Marjie continued to act drugged but was quite comfortable, so I waited
for further developments. Alta Sha said, “Her discomfort was due to
remembering the surgery. It was not present when the event occurred.”
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“Are you saying that her discomfort was like the fear people develop after
remembering that they had an encounter with ETs, and they have physical and
emotional reactions to the me mory that actually weren‟t present when it
happened?”
“That is correct.”
“Have other surgeries been performed on her? Has she received an
implant?”
“She has received two imp lants, one in the sinus cavity above her left eye
and one in another cavity at the back of her head.”
“Maybe that„s one reason why she keeps having headaches over her left
eye.”
“She can exp lore this whole experience again in order to recall other
things that she has seen.”
“We‟ll do that after she‟s had a chance to rest. Thank you for the
informat ion.”
“Thank I AM. A lleluia.”
“Alleluia.”
Marjie had complete recall of the surgery. She added, “After I was anally
raped by my first husband my doctor reco mmended surgery t o repair the
damage, but I couldn‟t afford it. Several years later I was examined by another
doctor who commented that someone had done some excellent surgery on my
rectum. I told him that I had never had any surgery done and he said I
certainly did and must have forgotten it. He didn‟t know how right he was!”
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The back roads were slick with ice the following day but the highways
were clear, so we drove to a nearby town on an erran d. On an icy residential
street I made a turn and we started sliding directly toward the curb. My efforts
to steer were futile and I was certain we were going to hit it , but just before
impact the car straightened out and I could control it. “A lta Sha says that we
would have hit the curb if he had not intervened,” Marjie said.
“I believe it. The ice extended all the way to the curb and we should have
kept sliding. I had no control at all. Thank you, I AM.”
It was near noon when Marjie said, “I can see Perithnea eating lunch. She
says she‟s eating dreams. She burped and thoughts came out of her mouth.
She says you‟re a dream eater, too.” I smiled at the image.
“What does she mean by that?”
“She‟s making herself look very serious, like Alta Sha. She says You need
no assistance from me to answer this question. Now she‟s gone.”
“She‟s right. I‟m always trying to digest the meaning of dreams.”
When we got back home, Marjie said, “Alta Sha says there is work to be
done tonight.”
After a bath, we began our session. Marjie said, “I see Alta Sha, but there
are five of h im! I don‟t like this. Why is he frightening me?”
“He‟s not trying to frighten you. I think he wants to show you that he can
provide five t imes as much love and protection if you need it.”
“I see the image of a huge hand.” She was in an awkward position.
“Are you comfortable in that position?”
“It disappeared when you spoke to me. I was getting ready to climb into
it. I feel like I‟m in limbo.” She was getting anxious.
“Back away fro m the experience and view it on a screen.”
“Alta Sha says he appeared in a strange manner because I am about to
witness something which will be shocking. He wants me to see him in a
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different form before I see something else which could be d ifficult for me. I‟m
not sure that I want to go through with this. It‟s making me really tense.”
“What is this feeling about?”
“It‟s like coming to a corner where you know someone is hiding and you
know they are going to scare you when you go around it and it makes you
anxious and angry to know they will.”
“Cover yourself with Light and call for protection. Although it‟s scary,
it‟s for your growth. It‟ll be alright.”
“Alta Sha has his arm around me and is walking me to the corner. He
wants me to go ahead by myself. He‟s nudging me forward.” She gasped,
holding her hand to her mouth in horror, afraid and repelled by whatever she
saw. “It‟s monstrous! It reminds me of a huge spider! I can‟t look at it for
long; it‟s too awful. It has two heads and four arms and four legs! Its body is
very thin, and the arms and legs don‟t have any joints . The hands and feet are
like pads with no fingers. The eyes are very large and black and you can‟t see
into them. The nose and the mouth are tiny. I know who this is! It‟s Light
Mother showing me her true form! She looks like a big bug! I can‟t stand the
sight of her! Why did she have to change?” Marjie sobbed.
“This is the same Mother that has loved and protected you, only in a
different form. The form reminds you of something disgusting, but it is not
the same form as any creature that walks the Earth. Your feelings of love are
still there for your Light Mother just as before. If you will, you can transfer
them to this new form. Remember when Alta Sha told us that there are beings
unlike hu mans who can change their form but not their mind? She is simply
showing you another form but within she is the same. She wants you to know
the truth. I AM wants you to know the truth. You have grown enough to
accept this truth. Look into her eyes and see the love that is still there.”
“This is very hard. She‟s so ugly! She‟s about the same size as me. I‟m
walking toward her. She‟s starting to move very slowly. This is awful!”
“She won‟t hurt you. Don‟t you want to know her as she truly is? Try to
get a little closer.”
“She‟s standing up above me! She‟s much bigger than she was before!
I‟m scared!”
“You are protected. Alta Sha would not ask you to do anything which
would harm you. It‟s only fear of an unfamiliar form. Try to express your love
to Mother in spite of your fear.”
“I love you, Mother. She‟s stroking me, but I can‟t tell how. Her arms
aren‟t touching. It feels good.”
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“Just enjoy these good feelings. Realize that you have nothing to fear
fro m her.”
“She has left. I still don‟t understand why she had to change. I liked her
the way she used to be. It‟s too hard to get used to her this way.”
“Review the whole experience, but see it up on a movie screen. You are
just a spectator, watching what happened.”
“Okay. That‟s better. I‟m ready to come back now.”
Marjie was still upset. “I feel like I‟ve been tricked. Why did she show
me one form when she was really another way? I can‟t take this change in the
form I have co me to love so much.”
“You weren‟t tricked. Orig inally, Mother had to appear in a form you
could accept, so she came to you as the sand man. You would have rejected
her love if she had shown you her true form. She only wanted to give you love
and to prevent you from being terrified of her when you finally saw her true
form. She always intended for you to know the tru th, but you had to be
prepared for it.”
“I don‟t know if I can get used to this new form. It gives me the willies.
Why do I have to find out that the form I loved isn‟t real? It isn‟t fair.”
Nothing I said would calm her. She was so upset that she took a
tranquilizer, which helped a great deal. Alta Sha did not reappear that evening.

The freezing rain that fell overnight created a crystalline wonderland of
brilliant trees, bushes, and grass, each reflecting the sun‟s rays like a million
tiny mirrors. The icy roads made traveling too hazardous to go anywhere.
Ordinarily Marjie would have been thrilled by the beauty but she was still
depressed about the change in Mother‟s appearance. I suggested a session to
allev iate her mood, but she started to cry and said, “I think I need to go back
on that antidepressant I was taking.”
“You‟ve just had a really big shock and are trying to adjust to losing your
belief that Mother was humanoid. It‟s normal for you to grieve, but it doesn‟t
necessarily mean that you are getting clinically depressed.”
“Let‟s try a session, then.” I counted her down after a prayer that she
would be given an experience which would allo w her to accept the change in
Mother‟s form.
“I see Mother in her true form. She doesn‟t look so bad after all. She‟s
letting me look her over real closely and I can‟t find any outlet for
elimination. Now she‟s holding me in her arms and gently swinging me back
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and forth, like you would a baby. She‟s telling me that I am her Earth child
and that she loves me. She is so smooth to touch. Her skin makes me tingle.
Perithnea is here and Mother is swinging her with her other arms.”
Perithnea said, “She was scared at first, but now she‟s better. Remember
what I told you about eating dreams?”
“Yes. That was funny.”
“It‟s true. When you listen to someone else‟s dreams, you take them in
like food and then you have new thoughts which you can share with others.
You can spread them like seeds.”
Alta Sha said, “She has taken a very b ig step. She is again experiencing
the love which she shares with Mother. She will be alright.”
“Thank God for that,” I said, my eyes glistening with gratitude.
“We have all taken a b ig step. Thank you for your help.”
“Thank you and thank you too, Perithnea, my beautiful daughter.”
“And I don‟t cost anything either.”
“That‟s true. You are a magnificent gift. And the cheapest child I‟ve ever
had!”
“I wasn‟t able to help her today. She had to take this step by herself. She
wanted me to take over but I can‟t do that anymore. She has grown up. There
is something you can do for me before I leave, though.”
“What‟s that?”
“Give me a hug.”
“I love you,” I said as we embraced.
“I love you, daddy.”
Marjie emerged feeling more energetic and enthusias tic. We did a few
chores before going outside to play in the ice and snow, and Ben joined us.
We took pictures and had a good time.
After the roads had thawed a bit we drove to town and Alta Sha spoke to
me. “My Pearl is looking within. What will you do with the new knowledge
you have gained?”
“For now I will only make notes but later I will share it at the right time
and place.” He nodded and withdrew.
When we got home, Marjie said, “I‟ve been feeling weird all afternoon.
Things seem strange to me today. I‟m still not sure how I feel about Mother.”
“Perhaps we should have another session about it.”
“Okay.” I did a brief induction and she said, “I‟m in a place with three
other beings who aren‟t human. I can‟t see them well enough t o fully describe
them.” She acted as if she were heavily sedated. “I see three boxes wh ich have
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colored chips in them. The chips look like wood shavings. One box has blue
chips in it, but I‟m so drugged I can‟t tell what the other colors are.” She was
falling asleep fro m the effects of the drug, which worried me.
I said, “Alta Sha, can you help? I‟m worried about her sleeping. You said
it could be dangerous for her to do that in a trance.”
“There is no need for alarm. This is not like the sleep before death. It is
good for her to experience this dozing state while in trance. Through this
method she will gain information fro m other planes. It is a normal experience
to acquire informat ion in this manner when asleep. She will recall some of it
and you will learn fro m it also.”
“I‟m ready to proceed, then.”
“I suggest that you call her back and obtain her permission before
continuing.”
“I counted her up. Marjie was still very sleepy and said, “I want to go to
bed.”
“Alta Sha said I should get your permission to put you back in trance so
that you can gain knowledge wh ile you are sleeping.”
“That‟s okay by me, but I want to get in bed first.”
She was quickly entranced after getting into the bed, but she was so
drowsy she couldn‟t answer questions, so I said, “Why don‟t you sleep and
you can tell me what you learned later.” A half hour passed. Her eyes opened.
“It‟s time for me to stop dozing. Count me up.” I did. “That was amazing!
I was able to see through the opening of my fallopian tube into the interior of
my uterus. Somehow there was plenty of light. On the wall of the uterus near
the cervix I saw a b rown spot.”
“That must be what the ETs discovered before your uterus was removed.”
“I can‟t remember the other things I was shown. I‟m still very tired and
want to go back to sleep.” She slept for the rest of the night.
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The next evening Marjie was mixing batter for a cake when Alta Sha,
continuing to mix, said, “We did not have cake. I never tasted it in my
lifetime. The only sweet we had was made fro m sugar cane. My mother would
trade for the cane, boil it, and pour the syrup over nuts. It was delicious. She
was a kind wo man.”
“What kind of dwelling did you have?”
“It was a shelter of limbs and leaves. You could see the sunrise through the
walls.”
He put the empty bowl in soapy water. “We did not have soap. Soap is not
necessary if you cleanse yourself with water frequently. You must use soap
because of the chemicals you put on your skin.”
“Thanks for sharing these details of your life. Can you describe the
temple where you worshipped?”
“It was made of stone. The history of my people is carved in the stone. I
thought I had to be there to find God. I dedicated my life to seeking God. I
chose to leave my physical form in the temple.”
“I had a question about the sleeping trance. It seemed to me as if Marjie
was experiencing something that was happening in another dimension at that
mo ment instead of remembering something fro m the past.”
“If this had not appeared as a memory you might have thought of it as an
intrusion.”
“I didn‟t consider it to be an intrusion when Mother put a blanket over us
while we made love. It was a blessing, an act of love. Does Mother watch
over other human child ren on Earth this way?”
“No.”
“I find it difficult to speak of her when I have no term other than Mother
to describe her. I don‟t know whether to think of her as a female, a male, or an
it.”
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“The term Mother will do, To Marjorie this one is mother, father, sister
and brother, all that are needed to be family, but you are mistaken about the
sex. Mother is male.”
“Do you have plans as to how I am to use this new knowledge about
Mother?”
“You should realize that Alta Sha has no plans at all for you. Only I AM
has plans for you which I carry out for Him. You should think mo re carefully
about the questions that you ask.”
“Then does I AM have plans for me to use this knowledge?”
“You have no need of an answer to that question.”
I knew he was right. If I had been given the knowledge, it was to be used.
I switched topics. “Can you tell me what small being it was that Marjie
saw flitting between us yesterday in the kitchen?”
“It was a little one.”
“You mean like Perithnea?” He nodded.
“This spirit will decide if it wishes to reveal itself to you.”
“That is fair. I was just curious.”
Alta Sha reached up to his shoulder as if to grasp at a stray hair and then
put his hand in his pocket. “The spirit she saw is about, just as Perithnea is
now in her pocket.”
“I am g lad to have this new litt le one around.”
I saw him gaze at a bloo ming amary llis next to the window. “It seems
almost too large for the pot it‟s in,” I said.
“It is full of life. It is a miracle. When I look upon this beauty, I think
upon I AM.”
“I think trees are miraculous, too. They grow so huge from such tiny
seeds.”
“Hu mans are also miraculous.” Tears welled in h is eyes and he bowed his
head before silently departing.
Marjie felt the remnants of his emotion and said, “He left to worship. It
was necessary.” We embraced and tears filled my eyes as well as I shared the
love of I AM. We discussed what Alta Sha and I had said. He returned in a
few mo ments.
“I meant no insult by leaving so abruptly.”
“I could not think of such love as an insult.”
“I went to express my love for I AM.”
“I ad mire you for your love of Him. I wou ld never be offended by your
need to worship.”
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“We are the same in th is regard.”
“I think you do a better job of worshipping I AM than I do.”
“No one worships better than another.”
“Perhaps not better, just more. I am more easily d istracted than you.”
I reached to remove the dishes from wh ich Marjie had eaten, intending to
take them to the sink.
“Why do you make th is movement?”
“I don‟t like leaving d irty dishes in front of a guest.”
“So I am a guest?” He stood up and took her dishes to the sink. I felt
ashamed.
“You are free to come and go as you please. You‟re n ot really a guest.
Please don‟t take offense.”
He had a slight smile. “No offense taken. You remind me of a child.”
“I am like a child in some ways. I want to be like a ch ild .”
“How then could you grow?”
“I don‟t want to be ignorant, but I want to keep my ch ild like curiosity and
enthusiasm.”
“These are yours.”
“I hope I will not lose them.”
“They are yours to keep.”
“I have always liked that Jesus said we have to become as children in
order to enter the kingdom.”
Suddenly very solemn, he rep lied, “You are in the kingdom.”
“When you were a child on Earth, did someone instruct you in matters of
the spirit, or d id you come by your knowledge naturally?”
“My soul had a need which no one in my family could meet.”
He cocked his head as if listening to someone speaking in his ear.
“Perithnea says to tell you I had an itch.”
“Which no one could scratch.”
He nodded. “There was one I could talk to . He was an outcast, but he
spoke the Truth.”
“Why was he an outcast?”
“The Truth. You have work to do tomorrow.”
“Will I be working only with Doug or with others as well?” He merely
smiled. “I„m sure you already know that Marjie wants to take a ride in a
space-time chariot.”
“She would not be able to deal with such an experience at this time.
Could you?”
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“I would probably be a little afraid since everything would be so strange
to me, but I don‟t think I would be terrified, now that I know the contacts are
benign and there is really nothing to fear. There is so much to be gained, so
much to learn.”
“You will have this experience in the future.”
“It‟s nearly bedtime. Marjie and I were planning to take a bath together.”
He held out his hand, palm up. I assumed he wanted me to take it in my own
and I did so, firmly gripping it with affection.
“That is not a good idea.”
“Why not?” I quickly removed my hand.
“Perithnea is in that hand. No real damage was done; her nose was just
flattened a little. I will return later.”
“I‟m sorry Perithnea! I d idn‟t know you were there.”
I was still th inking about Perithnea in the bath. “I feel confused about
how I should visualize Perithnea. On the one hand she‟s supposed to be the
size of an eight year old child, but she must have been much smaller to fit in
Alta Sha‟s hand. I guess she‟s a real shape changer.”
“She can get very small but she always has the same form.”
“I remember her telling you that she got trapped in the attic space behind
the little access door, and when I opened it to let her out, she complained she
was mashed flat as a pancake. Why did she need to have me to let her out if
she got herself up there in the first place?” I said it loudly because I wanted
Perithnea to hear.
“She‟s here. She‟s been hiding behind the shower cu rtain. She wants to
know why you‟re yelling at her.”
“I‟m not angry. I just don‟t know what to think. It really doesn‟t matter to
me what form she has, I just want to understand what‟s going on. You
remember that little thing that flitted between us in the kitchen? Alta Sha said
it was a spirit like Perithnea. Maybe another faery is about to enter our lives. It
would be marvelous if we had two faeries. Before we‟re finished we may
have a whole houseful of them. They make very good companions.”
“That would be great, wouldn‟t it?”

When Marjie woke in the mo rning she said, “I had a horrib le, strange
dream. You, Bart, Ben and I were together at a lodge in the mountains. Ben
stayed at the lodge while we went someplace. Then we saw this huge fireball
erupt in the direct ion of the lodge. We looked and saw that Ben had been in
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some kind of car accident. The fire was consuming a home where people were
liv ing and Ben was trapped in the car. Then you told me that I had to eat the
body of a wo man who had been burned alive but I didn‟t want to. You
insisted, so I did. When I got to the brain, I got squeamish and didn‟t want to
fin ish, but you forced me to, and I demanded that you had to eat the brain with
me. You said that if we ate her brain, her spirit would wander fore ver. But I
said if we ate her brain, her spirit would always be with us. After we ate it, the
scene switched to the kitchen. You were standing at the sink with big
bandages all over your feet. I asked you why you had the bandages on and
you told me that you had foolishly ju mped on top of the burning car to drag
Ben fro m the wreckage and burned your feet. What on Earth does it mean?”
“It seems to be a dream about me forcing you to make major changes in
your life which other people, like your family, find distasteful. In a sense, we
are devouring your old ways of thinking, so you saw it as eating the brain . I
think Bart was in the dream because of his recent contact with Alta Sha,
which may change his ways of thinking too. Ben has been unwilling to jo in us
in our spiritual search. In your dream this led to his destruction in spite of my
efforts to help him. It also seems that you were projecting the blame for your
actions onto me because I was forcing you to do things you didn‟t want to do.
It‟s really about the anxiety you have over all the changes you have made in
such a short time.”
We were ready to leave for church when Marjie said, “I know what the
dream means. It is to teach me not to blindly follow someone else just because
I love them. I‟m supposed to put my relationship with I AM before any other
and not to allow anyone to lead me astray.”
“I think the burned feet were a message for me, too. If I worry too much
about another person‟s spiritual enlightenment, I may only get burned in the
process. Each person has to find their own way.”
We were driving to Memphis when I said, “Before we met I was worried
about the condition of people everywhere. I believed that humans had lost our
proper relat ionship with Mother Earth, with God, and with each other, and
that most of us were struggling in the dark, comp letely unaware of our
spiritual potential. Huge waves of grief would wash over me a t times when I
thought about those things. I never felt more powerfu l emotions.”
Alta Sha responded. “Have you put these feelings behind you now?”
“They are still there, but not so close to the surface. My attitude is more
hopeful because of all the blessings I have received, including you and the
encouragement you have given me.” We didn‟t speak for several minutes.
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“You are very quiet,” he said.
“I tend to be quiet unless the person I am with is talkative. You are also
rather reserved. I don‟t want to always be asking you questions, many of
which I know you aren‟t allowed to answer anyway. I feel as if I‟m always
pumping you for information, and then sometimes I don‟t understand your
answers.”
He pointed at a man stripping an ad from a billboard and said, “That man
is removing thought.” We were quiet again for a while and then he said, “The
spirit which Marjie saw is one like Perithnea. What would you teach this one
if it decided to remain?”
“I don‟t know if I could teach a faery anything. Perithnea is always
teaching me.”
“You have taught her many things.”
“It has been a privilege to work with her. I would try to teach this one the
same things I would teach anyone about love, about I AM, about spirit.”
“It is your choice what sex this new one will have.”
“I want it to be a male.”
“What name will you give him?”
“Adam.”
I felt a deep and unexpected emotion of sadness at the mention of the
name. I was reminded that Adam was the Biblical prototype of all hu mans
who had lost their spiritual foundations, but I knew that this Adam would not
lose Eden. He would learn that the true garden exists through daily contact
with our heavenly Father.
“He will stay with you and become your child. You have received a great
blessing. Alleluia!” Happy tears filled my eyes. “Inform her of this new one.
It will enable her to be more aware of his presence.” He withdrew.
“We just received another faery, Marjie. He is a boy faery I named Adam,
and he is to be our child.”
Her joyful tears also flowed. “That‟s so wonderful. What a gift! Thank
you, God.”
“Is Perithnea co mfortable with having a brother around?”
“I see her sitting on her treasure trunk. She says that she likes One.”
“Well, we now have one daughter and one son, so her rule of One isn‟t
broken.”
“She‟s not angry.”
“Ask if she knows this one.”
“She‟s got her finger to her lips and is saying shh.”
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“Our lives have certainly become very interesting. I wouldn‟t turn back
the clock to my old way of liv ing for anything. I‟m looking forward to taking
the next steps that Alta Sha has placed in our path.”
Doug and I were talking after church. His children wanted to listen, but
he was unnecessarily curt and told them to leave us alone. I didn‟t understand
his anger, for they were normally curious. I again encouraged him to think of
his potential to affect many lives that he was shown in a vision when he
accepted the Indian spirits. He insisted he could not think of himself in those
terms because he had no advanced degrees or special qualifications. I said, “I
AM doesn‟t care about your social status, only about what is in your heart,
and that is also true about the spirits who joined you.” He agreed I had a valid
point and we set a date for him and his family to co me visit us.
Perithnea spoke as Marjie and I were headed for ho me. “I found
something in my treasure trunk when I fell into it Saturday night while I was
trying to find the answer to your question.”
“What question was that?”
“You know, the one about how I can change my size without changing
my form.”
Marjie said, “She‟s showing me a teeny tiny bed with teeny tiny covers
and teeny tiny pillo ws. She says it‟s her bed. She can make herself small
enough to fit in it when she goes to sleep.”
“Okay. I understand. She can be big or she can be little.”
“Talk to me some more,” Perithnea said.
“What do you do when you‟re playing?”
“I usually play on my swing set.”
“You mean Light Mother is your swing, don‟t you?”
“Yes.”
“Does anyone else play with you on the swing set?”
“No.”
“I guess you and Light Mother have been playing together for a long
time.”
“A very long, long time.”
“Do you like having Adam around?”
“It‟s fine with me. He needs to learn too, just like me. W ill you tell us a
story?”
I told her the story of Chief Joseph and his people. “He is very happy that
he has been given a chance to come back again to show people the right way
to live.”
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“I don ‟t like that story . It ‟s too sad. Why don ‟t peop le just learn ho w
to play? But, when people have something important to do, they can ‟t just
play all the time. So met imes they have to be serious. If they just played all
the t ime, then everyth ing would just be silly.”
“That‟s true, but they have to learn too that there‟s always room for a
sense of humor. There is love and joy and happiness with God. Many
blessings are given. We should never become too serious about anything,
because God will provide.”
“You have a new name.”
“What is it?”
“Dr. Pepper.”
“Why is that my name?”
“Well, you called me a sprite.” I laughed. “Dr. Pepper?”
“Yes?”
“I love you.” She left in a flash.
A while later Alta Sha cautioned me about thinking of entering into a
partnership with Doug in Colorado in order to do the work of I AM. “You
would be limit ing the number of people you would reach if both of are in the
same location. It‟s best to keep things simple. I AM gives many blessings.”
“He gives miraculous blessings; the air, the trees, the animals, assurance
that He cares, and wonderful friends and spirits to help us on our way.”
“I was sent to you as His interpreter.”
“You have certainly been a great blessing to me.”
“You have been told that you are lost.”
“Are you referring to the letter my sister sent?”
“Yes. I would like to speak to you of this. It troubles you.”
“It hurts to know that she thinks so little of me. Perhaps she is trying to
express her love for me, but it always seems like judg ment.”
“She believes Alta Sha is a demon, an evil spirit. She thinks I have
man ipulated your emotions, played on your weaknesses and deceived you in
order to mislead. Could it be that she is correct?”
“You have never done anything to manipulate me. You have never asked
anything of me except to keep my eyes on God. You have always emphasized
that I had free will to do as I pleased. You‟ve never bargained with me or
asked me to do anything that was immoral. You have only asked me to speak
of what I have experienced and have been shown. You have never claimed
credit for anything you did for me, always praising I AM and telling me that
you deserve no thanks for being allo wed to do His will.”
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“I am a real, true messenger of God. I am an angel. I am pure in spirit
because He acts through me. If you believe this, then defend the God you
believe in. Write of your God in a letter to your sister. Then it will not seem so
difficult.”
“It seems like a waste of time. She thinks I am a min ion of Satan. Why
would she listen? Her mind is made up.”
“Is it a waste of time to write of I AM?”
“Of course not, but I have always believed that if she is truly seeking
God, she will find Him.”
“I AM provides all that is needed for those who truly serve Him. He is
beyond any concept that man has of Him. Man is unable to conceive of I AM
as He truly is. There are no limits to His abilities to bless man in any way that
He chooses. Man attempts to limit what cannot be limited. He is the Source of
many rich blessings, including myself. All these blessings are wait ing for
those who will accept them.
“Ask your sister the question: If she always keeps her eyes on I AM, why
is there pain in her heart? Why has she not received the balm that would heal
her wound?”
“Will she know what wound you are speaking of?”
“She will know.”
“You have said something that might cause her to respect you for what
you are. Can I say who asked this question?”
“Yes. What would happen to your sister if she began to believe the truth
of what you say?”
“Her world would be shattered. Everything she has believed in for most
of her life and all her relat ionships would be shaken. She would lose all sense
of security.”
“There is no security for those who do not seek I AM above all else. I
AM has little desire for those who do not seek the Light and who do not wish
to live in His Light. If she does not do this, she will only bring darkness upon
herself.”
“I realize that, but how do I get her to open up her mind to the vastness of
God instead of the limited way she has been taught to think o f Him?”
“God gave us a mind to use to find Him. She should not be so quick to
cry what is of God and what is not.”
“I have never understood why she has passively allowed herself to be led.
She has a good mind. But, if she began to believe differently, it would put a
great strain on her marriage. I have wanted to avoid challenging that
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relationship because I knew that she would probably reject me even more
strongly.”
“What is more important? Her relationship with her husband, or her
personal relationship with I AM? Which would you have her forsake? I AM
does not recognize marriages that are made by man alone. He only recognizes
those He has made.”
“Do you want me to quote you on that as well?”
“On everything. Tell her that I asked you to do this for the sake of her
soul and for her relat ionship to I AM.”
I began the letter as soon as we got home. I thought it was possibly the
most important letter I had ever written, and I was completely focused on
composing it. I had been working on it for perhaps an hour when Alta Sha
said, “It was not intended for you to struggle with this.”
“I‟m almost finished. I want to make it as accurate as I can.”
“I apologize for the interruption.”
“I appreciate you telling me that I shouldn‟t struggle so.”

The following day was marked by an unexpected offer to work under
contract at a mental health agency for as many hours per week as I could
provide. I gave I AM all the credit, for I had not made any effort to find work
with that facility, and He had provided what was needed financially and
psychologically. I would be doing psychotherapy, which was far mo re
stimulat ing and reward ing for me than doing psychological evaluations.
I had just come in fro m work and was heading upstairs to change clothes
when I found Marjie sitting on the steps. She raised a finger to her lips for
quiet. “Shh. Guess who‟s here? Adam‟s sitting beside me. Whisper so you
won‟t scare him. He told me that he might be a little scared because he‟s not
used to being with people and he thinks you are very tall.”
“Fine. I‟ll just sit here and let him get used to me.”
“Guess who‟s sitting behind you.”
“Perithnea?”
“Yes. She‟s sitting with her ch in on her hands.”
“The three thinkers.” We all had our chins on our hands.
“The three thinkers and the three clinkers. All we need are three stinkers,”
Perithnea answered.
We sat quietly for a few minutes before Marjie said, “Adam said he had
to go find Alta Sha. I caught a glimpse of him th is morn ing and again this
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afternoon. He asked me if I would open your treasure chest so he could look
inside. I took everything out for him to see.” She referred to a small cedar box
in which I kept keys, loose change, and a few other items. “I found an old box
of sewing supplies during the day and showed them to him. Terresa was here,
too.”
“I wonder why. I‟m glad you told me about that. I want to know
whenever a spirit v isits, especially if it‟s her. I‟m not sure of her motivation.”
“I didn‟t tell you before because I don‟t want them to interfere with your
work.”
“They don‟t interfere. As far as I am concerned spirits get first priority
around here. We can‟t always stop what we‟re doing, but it is a blessing just
knowing that they‟re here.”
“Alta Sha told me that Adam is a much younger spirit than Perithnea and
will require a different approach. I sense that things are much more confusing
for him than they were for Perithnea. He also said that I didn‟t need to worry
about your day at the mental health center because you were being taken care
of.
“When I went to the grocery store, I got 15 long stemmed roses for free!
They were left over fro m Valentine‟s Day. I was checking out and they asked
me if I wanted them, since they wouldn‟t be sold now. Aren‟t they beautiful?”
“Absolutely. I AM truly is generous with His blessings. I had a great day
at the new office and think I‟ll really en joy working there. No one seems to be
playing backstabbing games like they used to at the office here . Do you want
to go out to celebrate?”
“Perithnea really wants me to go out to eat,” Marjie said, and we d id.
After we took a walk on the university campus, enjoying the sunlight filtering
through the old, majestic trees. “I can see Adam and Perithnea playing around
us,” she said. “Adam wants me to pick up that piece of red p lastic ribbon on
the ground.” Later he asked her to pick up a bottle cap and the stem of a pine
cone. A twig along our path flipped ahead of us for no obvious reason. “Adam
did that,” Marjie said. I was imp ressed that he was already showing us his
abilities.
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Interdimensional Surgery
We held our usual evening session a little after nine. Marjie lay on the
bed and went to the field of flo wers, where she met Light Mother. “I‟m still a
litt le uncomfo rtable with her real body. She is touching me now and I feel
complete peace. She is taking me to the operating roo m. Many ETs are around
me. Mother is overseeing their activit ies and comfort ing me. I see rectangles
about the size of credit cards on a table beside me. Somehow they are making
these cards pass over my body, but without holding them. The cards are
lighting up with different colors as they pass over me. It‟s like they‟re taking a
reading of some kind and they make me have strange sensations .”
I watched as Marjie tilted her head back as far as possible. “Why are you
arching your head back like that?”
“Mother wants me to. She keeps touching my chin so I will leave it th is
way. I have strange sensations in my head. She wants me to look only at her.
She‟s so pretty. I don‟t like this. It‟s uncomfortable.”
“Do you mean the position or other things?”
“My whole body. I want it to stop.”
“I think you‟re supposed to go through with this. It‟s for your benefit.
Perhaps we can speed up the process, move it forward a little faster.”
“I wish they wouldn‟t do this.”
“They wouldn‟t do anything that‟s unnecessary. Are you sorry that they
fixed your uterus?
“No.”
“I imagine that something else needs fixing.”
“I don‟t have anything else to fix! I feel like I‟m hanging upside down.
They‟re doing something to my head. Mother doesn‟t want me to see the
others. I want it to stop.”
I was very reluctant to interfere with what was probably a very delicate
procedure because it might actually harm her. The physical and emotional
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reactions I observed told me it was truly happening in real time. I had no
doubt it was being done to help her, even if it was uncomfortable. I asked,
“Can you move your body?”
“I can breathe and talk to you. That‟s all.”
“Are you still uncomfortable?”
“I feel kind of long, like I‟m hanging upside down.”
“You aren‟t really upside down. You‟re on your back and your head is
lower than it was. Let‟s try to make you more comfortable.” I reached over to
adjust her pillo w.
“I know you moved my pillow but I‟m still upside down.”
“Maybe they want you in an upside down position for a good reason.
Somet imes our doctors put patients upside down on a rotating bed for medical
reasons.”
“I‟m leveling back off. The bed actually did rotate, but I‟m not strapped
down! Ho w co me I didn‟t fall off?”
“They have better equipment. Just try to bear with it. It‟s going to pass in
a few minutes. I see that your arm is moving now.”
The uncoordinated, jerky movements made me think they were caused by
artificial stimulation of the muscles or the brain. “Is someone else moving
your arm?”
“It‟s some guy doing it. It feels like my arm is a glove and he just put it
on. It feels weird.”
“Is he doing it to check your coordination?”
“If he is, he‟s not doing too well. I don‟t like this.”
“Do you want to ask them to stop?”
“Yes. Where is Alta Sha?”
“He‟s not far away. He wouldn‟t let any harm co me to you. He is your
guard. If this wasn‟t okay, he wouldn‟t allow it .”
“It doesn‟t make any sense to me.”
“Just because you don‟t understand it doesn‟t mean that it makes no
sense. We don‟t understand God either, but He makes perfect sense. Ask
Mother to explain what is happening and why.”
“We‟ve been looking in each other‟s face the whole time. She just wants
me to keep looking at her and to relax.”
“Can‟t you do that for a little while longer? She‟s your Light Mother. She
won‟t let any harm co me to you.” I noticed that her right arm was again
moving, but much more s moothly than before. “Is he movin g your arm
again?”
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“He‟s got a magnet or something. I want to look at him, but Mother
wants me to keep looking only at her.”
“She doesn‟t want you to be scared.”
“Would I be scared?”
“You might be. It could startle you and that would not be good.”
“His color is dark. That‟s better.”
“What‟s better? Are you feeling better?”
“Yes.”
“Good. Maybe they got it fixed, whatever it was .”
“Nothing was broken.”
“Who is telling you that?”
“Alta Sha. He said I can straighten back up.” She sat up. “It‟s fin ished.”
“Is this all you need to do in this session? Are you ready to stop?”
“Yes. I don‟t want to do any more.”
I counted her up. “Will Alta Sha explain what that was all about?”
“I don‟t know.”
“Alright. Is your shoulder hurting?”
“No. Alta Sha said I should believe in you. I really felt like I was there. In
the back of my mind I knew I was still here, but it was so far away it wasn‟t
real. Being with Mother was reality.”
“I expected you to float up off the bed at any minute.”
“Well, I was upside down. That was weird! Gosh! It was like I was like
that, with my feet up higher than my head.” She demonstrated with her hand.
“That didn‟t happen until I took the pillow away.”
“I was aware of that and it was like you just tilted me down. Mother
didn‟t want me to see what was going on. I saw whatever it was there with
her, but I honestly don‟t remember what it looked like. It‟s just a blank. I
really wanted to remember that.”
“You‟re not supposed to remember it right now.”
“When I saw Mother, I could feel her love. I wanted to go to her, but
there was that hesitation until she made contact, and then it was okay . I don‟t
like feeling hesitant. I miss the way it was before, when I was so eager to be
with her. She hasn‟t changed, though. It‟s me who has changed.”
“She is the same spirit in a different form. You have trouble coping with
the form, but you are getting past that. You said how pretty she was. That‟s a
step in the right direction.”
“Yes, she is. I heard a high pitched ring ing sound that came fro m her, like
she was singing. It was exquisite. It felt like my arm was an evening gown
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glove and that guy just slipped right in it, and I was thinking, Buddy, you’re a
little bit awkward.”
“I think he was learning something about how your arm worked and
whether it was working the way it was supposed to. He didn‟t have to make a
lot of movements to find out. Your fingers were moving one at a time and he
could tell by moving them just a litt le bit if they were working right.”
“I could feel all the muscles and tendons up and down my arm. It‟s like
he was exploring.”
“Maybe he was checking to make sure that whatever they did to your
head didn‟t mess up your arm. Maybe they were trying to prevent something
fro m going wrong with it.”
“There‟s nothing wrong with my arm. It was like, my arm didn‟t have the
weight of metal, but I could tell he was coaxing it, like a magnet draws iron
shavings, and that really felt weird.”
“I‟ve heard reports of people being levitated into space ships, being floated
across the room and through the ceiling. Once before you walked down the
corridor and said your feet weren‟t really touching the floor.”
“No, I couldn‟t feel my feet on the floor. But what he did wasn‟t
levitation. I thought, Are you going to keep pulling until my arm co mes off? ”
“Your arm didn‟t move more than a couple of inches.”
“It felt like he moved it much farther. I wanted him to let go of it. I
wanted him to give my arm back. Several times I wanted out of it.”
“Alta Sha wouldn‟t have let them do it if it wasn‟t necessary. Don‟t you
trust him?”
“Yes, but I didn‟t see him until they finished, and then he spoke to
Mother for a few minutes with his back to me. I couldn‟t hear what he was
saying.”
“That‟s the first time you‟ve seen him co mmun icate with Mother.”
“Tonight it was like he took me to her and then he left after telling me to
go on by myself. Like , Take one more step and Mother will be there. I had
some questions I wanted to ask him. It‟s easier when I can see him face to
face and see his reply. I don‟t really understand what happened tonight.”
“Do you remember the day he told you to dig into the roots of that tree to
find sense? After a while you thought the whole thing was nonsense and then
he exp lained that you will be asked to do things that don‟t make any sense to
you but you have to be willing to do them anyway.”
“Tonight I was recalling some of those painful experiments.”
“They weren‟t really painful, were they? Just uncomfortable.”
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“They passed those plastic looking cards over my body before they
began the operation. When they went zipp ing over my chest I felt a litt le
heartburn. They were about the size of a credit card and they had all kinds
of lines and blanks all over them. They were just lined up beside me on a
little shelf or maybe it was the edge o f a table.
“Over there (she pointed to the side) something was flo wing and I
looked to see if it might be one of those clear tubes , but I couldn‟t see
anything. I was just aware o f someth ing flowing, just a steady movement.
Then I remembered that I had been there before and drew a picture of it . I
drew the table and the chair and the curved hallway and the curve o f the
roo m. I can see them clearly in my mind fro m last time. It wasn‟t hard to
draw, but I guess I didn ‟t draw that mov ing thing. I don‟t thin k I exp lained
any of it very clearly tonight but I did the best I cou ld.”
“Well, you feel okay now and nothing bad happened. It was just scary
because you weren‟t used to it.”

The follo wing afternoon Marjie asked, “Did you hear those heavy
footsteps on the stairs?”
“No. I was doing some hammering, upstairs. Maybe that‟s what you
heard.”
“I heard them after that. They were defin itely footsteps.”
“I can‟t imagine what spirit would be stomping on the stairs.”
“I don‟t know either.”
At our evening session, Alta Sha said, “I have put her aside so that she
can rest. Do you have questions for Alta Sha?”
“What were they doing to her body last night? Was it for her benefit, or
for the benefit of those who worked on her?”
“It benefited all.”
“How were they able to work on her bra in wh ile she was in the roo m with
me?”
“She was more with them than she was with you. There was a very thin
thread between her and what you call reality. To the bein gs in the operating
area she was like an apparition, only much more intense and vivid. If y ou had
not been in this room to observe her, she might have been completely absent.
What she was experiencing was actually mo re real than what you perceived in
this world.”
“What kind of beings was she with?”
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“There were many different kinds. Although different, they are all
children of God and they serve Him.”
“I was afraid they might have caused some sort of damage to her brain or
were try ing to control her.”
“They do not control her comings and goings. She is always in the hands
of I AM and I am sent by Him to protect her. That‟s why I was able to end the
procedure when I did. It was not their intention to harm her , but it was my
duty to see that they did not overdo it.”
It was still not clear to me how she had been physically helped. I
wondered if they could have been working on her imp lants. The arm
movements could have been a way of testing the accuracy of the circuits. Alta
Sha‟s assurances alleviated my concern that they might try to control her.
“She has been very anxious about her school work lately ,” I said.
“Her p itch has grown lower because she has been involved with too many
non-believers on a daily basis. They have a draining effect on her. I cannot
stress enough the importance of her being able to spend time with enlightened
ones who can help raise her tone. Her trance experiences will beco me more
intense. This is necessary to counter the draining influence she has
experienced.”
“Perhaps the visit by Doug and his family will help.”
“Yes. This will be very good for her. Doug‟s wife has also seen the Light
but she glances away too often. The ones Doug carries with him will be
pleased to be reunited with the Old One who remains here.”
“Is her lowered tone a reason why Perithnea and Adam have been so
quiet lately?”
“Yes. The effo rt needed for co mmunication was beginning to feel like a
burden to her. She is growing tired. I will say farewell for now. You are much
loved by your children.”
“I love all of you very much,” Tears of appreciat ion glistened.
Marjie agreed that she felt drained by the negative attitudes of several
other students. She was relieved to know that this was not due to a return of
chronic depression, but situational reaction.

A couple of days later I was outside doing some yard work in preparation
for the visit of Doug‟s family when it occurred to me that I had recently been
too focused on physical matters and not enough on spiritual things and made a
silent commit ment to change. As if to confirm that I AM was attending to my
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thoughts, a magnificent red tailed hawk soared directly over our house. I had
never seen a hawk fly so close to it before.
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Chapter Twenty Seven

Changing Places
The Sunday when Doug and his family were to visit us finally arrived.
After Unity services we gathered outside the church for the trip to our home. I
was concerned about the mostly bald right front tire on Doug‟s c ar and
suggested that we put his spare on before driving a hundred and twenty five
miles at highway speeds, but he didn‟t have one. He thought the tire would be
okay and didn‟t have enough money for a new one, so I drove slower than
normal and constantly checked on them in my rearview mirror to make sure
his family was okay.
Our faery children had not spoken to me that morn ing but Marjie said that
Perithnea had appeared to her as a large raindrop with big green eyes when we
were d iscussing the possibility of rain. Adam was also present but she was not
able to obtain much informat ion about him, perhaps because he was so new.
The tire held up, but threads were showing through the rubber when we
got to the house and I resolved to get them a better tire before they drove back
to Memphis. I told Doug his front end was so far out of alignment that it
would be a waste of money to buy a new tire. I thought I could find an
inexpensive used one that would last until he got the car fixed.
We spent the afternoon discussing our spiritual experiences. Doug and
Jean (a pseudony m) spoke of past encounters with d isincarnated spirits .
Doug thought of them as nuisances. He then warned Marjie about the
dangers of astral t ravel because he had a frightening personal experience in
wh ich he genuinely thought he would not be able to return to his body. It
seemed impo rtant to him that she be as afraid of such travels as he was. He
didn‟t accept that Marjie‟s travels were done with the protection of Alta
Sha and I AM, who cou ld overco me any negat ive s ituations that might
arise.
We had a cookout for supper and afterwards sat on the front deck talking
about the Tarahumara spirits he and Marjie had accepted. Marjie grasped
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Doug‟s hand and said, “The Old One is leaping with joy at being reunited
with the spirits you carry.”
“He told us last November that there would be a joyous reunion,” I said.
“It makes us feel very good to be a part of their miss ion, even if we don‟t
completely understand it.”
Doug looked at Marjie and said, “It seems to me that you need these
spirits in your life to give your ego a boost. I don‟t need them in the same way
that you do. I am not aware of any special activ ities on their part.”
He cont inued talking in th is vein for a wh ile to my gro wing irritation.
I finally said, “I thin k you‟re missing the point. Th is is God ‟s plan, not
ours. Marjie didn‟t go looking for these spirits because of some personal
need. The spirits came to her because of their need. The same is true of
those who were t ransferred to you. There is so mething that needs to be
accomp lished which requires all of our part icipation. Our job is to try and
understand what that is and to do our part. I have no doubt that something of
real importance wh ich involves these spirits is go ing to take p lace, whether
you believe it or not.”
He answered, “Whatever will happen, will happen. I don‟t believe I need
to accept any responsibility to make it happen.” I was disheartened by his
callous attitude, so different fro m how deeply moved he was by the healing
and vision he had received even before they joined him.
“I AM‟s plans will be carried out eventually, but if you don‟t take steps
toward the goal, they may not happen in the same way. I have found that if I
take a step in faith, things begin to happen which I could never have predicted
or planned. Miracles happen. But I have to take steps, even if they are in the
wrong direction.” We let the topic drop.
When we were alone, Marjie said, “The Old One got very quiet when
Doug said what he did about the spirits. He is resigned to Doug‟s attitude, but
it put a damper on the joy of their reunion.”
Jean asked if she might speak to Alta Sha. “He has said before that he
will speak only to those who are genuinely seeking spiritual growth,” I said.
“That is my goal,” she replied.
Marjie asked us to gather around and for me to put her into a trance. Alta
Sha appeared. I was shocked to see there were tears in his eyes. He said,
“Thank you for releasing me.” He greeted each of us in turn, accurately using
nicknames for Doug and Jean that Marjie and I had never heard them use,
thereby revealing that he had knowledge of their private lives. He turned first
to Doug. “You are still circling yourself. You take steps forward and then you
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double back to see where you have been. Your path is not straight, but you
continue to make progress.”
Doug asked, “How many more circles must I make before I reach my
destination?”
“None. You should walk a straight path.”
“Were the statements I was making earlier about the nature of time
correct?”
“Yes.”
“I often have trouble finding the right words to describe what I think.”
“The worship of I AM does not depend upon having the correct words.
They are not as important as actions and attitudes. That is a language that
others can easily understand.” Doug argued at length that choosing the correct
words was very important to avoid confusion, etc. Alta Sha replied, “Why do
you not listen when you are given the answer to your questions?”
He then turned to Jean. “Do you have questions for Alta Sha?”
“I want to know how I can resolve the conflict between being a good wife
and mother versus being a spiritual seeker.”
“You chose the family ro le befo re this lifet ime began. It is crit ical to
your spiritual develop ment or you would not have chosen it. There is no
conflict between being a devoted mother and wife and spiritual gro wth.”
While he spoke, she started sobbing. After wait ing fo r Doug to show so me
sign of co mpassion for her, I stood behind her and placed my hands on her
shoulders in support. He continued, “You have seen the Light of I AM, but
you allo w yourself to stray into the shadows. You should stay focused on I
AM. Then you will feel no conflict. Later, when y our children are grown ,
you can concentrate on your growth in other ways.” She was soon calm
again.
He asked if I had questions. “Why has Adam been so quiet? Is he
uncomfortable around me?”
“You have not been aware of Adam‟s presence because you have not
invited him. He needs encouragement to manifest more easily.” After a few
more minutes of discussion he said, “Marjie is tiring and needs rest.”
Addressing Doug again, he said, “Look for the wh ite. Alleluia.”
“Alleluia,” I replied. He withdrew.
Soon afterwards we all went to bed. Marjie had school in the morning,
but I was free for the day.
Marjie had already left for school and I was cooking breakfast when
Doug asked, “What was that blue light I saw outside before dawn?”

188

Faeries, Angels, Indians and Aliens
“Maybe we were v isited by ETs. Remember Alta Sha saying to look for
the white? Maybe he was referring to the white-looking aliens.”
“I don‟t remember any contact.”
We found a note from Marjie saying that Alta Sha wanted Doug to try to
remember when he had seen the white. We then recalled th at Doug had
spoken of seeing a white being looking at him through his bedroom window
when he was a small child. “This white thing came into my room and hovered
over me and spread itself out like a b lanket. I felt protected by it,” he said.
“It sounds as if Alta Sha expects you to have another visit from it or
someone like it, and wants you to expect it. Maybe that blue light was a craft
and you had a visit fro m a gray that you don‟t remember.”
Doug went with me to town to purchase a good used tire. I then escorted
him and his family to the highway that led back to Memphis. I was blessed
along the way by the sight of several hawks, especially one that flew close and
low, cry ing out several times as if in greeting. I pro jected thanks for sharing
its beauty with me.
After supper that evening Marjie indicated that Alta Sha wished to speak
to me. I started the countdown to induce a trance but before I reached three, he
was already channeling and nodded his greeting, as did I. After a silent pause,
I saw tears in his eyes again. He said, “Your path and Doug‟s path are not the
same. The steps that you must take are not his. You should give up the burden
for Doug that you carry in your heart. It is not necessary for you to carry this
burden.”
I was suddenly overcome by a powerfu l, deep emotion and began to
weep. Until that mo ment I had not realized just how concerned I was for the
welfare of the Tarahumara spirits he carried. Through my tears I said, “I
feared that the Tarahumaras might be trapped in him and be unable to reach
their destination. They are precious to me. His lack of concern for them is a
sacrilege as far as I am concerned.”
“You must remember that Doug is not an intelligent man. He will not be
allo wed to prevent these spirits from doing the work wh ich I AM intends. I
AM does not make errors. These spirits do not depend upon Doug for their
existence. For the present, Doug is the perfect vessel for them. If he kept his
eyes only on I AM he could not contain them.”
“Why not?”
“Because he would become dysfunctional. One of the spirits left Doug
last evening and is now with me.”
“Did so mething happen to Doug when he saw the blue light last night?”
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“I would prefer to discuss that later. I am more concerned with the spirit
of the old ones, particularly the one who is with me. He is in need of a new
vessel.”
I surmised that he meant me, but I hesitated to ask and waited for him to
say more. Then I understood he wouldn‟t ask, for he knew that I would do
anything he asked of me. I smiled and asked, “Are you looking for a
volunteer?”
“Are you willing to do this?”
“I would be honored to accept him.”
“The church you attend teaches the importance of being open, receptive
and willing. Th is is all that is required of you to receive him.”
I closed my eyes, silently praying that God would make me a worthy
vessel. I felt a subtle change in my body and noticed a vivid red color behind
my eyelids along with a sensation of fullness inside my head. I opened my
eyes. “Is it over?”
“Yes. It has been completed.” Tears again filled my eyes. I had been
found worthy! I thanked I AM fo r the opportunity to serve in this way.
“This one is a very gentle spirit. He is a healer. He will remain with you
for a time. The transfer had to be simple so that your precious ego would not
interfere.”
“Yes, we must have our precious ego,” I laughed.
“Your ego is truly precious. Someday, you will release it.”
“Release it? Does this mean that my ego has an existence of its own?”
Smiling gently, he said, “We are here to learn, are we not?”
“Yes.”
“Then we will learn together. It is time for me to release her.” He
extended his hand to me. I grasped it firmly and for a few mo ments we gazed
with brotherly love into each other‟s eyes until his closed. Marjie‟s pained
expression showed that something bothered her. “What‟s happening?”
“I‟m hearing a very loud, echoing noise like thunder. It‟s so loud it‟s
hurting my head.”
“Do you want me to count you up?”
“Yes. It hurts. I don‟t like it.” I began counting but when I reached three,
she said, “The sound is getting even louder.”
“Fill yourself with Light.” I gently touched her forehead. “Follow the
sound to wherever it leads instead of fighting it.”
“It‟s right here, in this roo m.”
“Is the Old One causing this?”
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“No.”
“Does the sound bring any images into your mind?”
“Yes. I see two arms and hands being slapped together in an Indian
handshake. This is being repeated over and over by thousands of arms,
making the thunder. It‟s making my head hurt even more. Make it stop. Count
me up.”
“Okay. One, two, three, four, beginning to come out of it. When you
reach eight, you will understand the message and your mind will clear of the
sound. Five, six, when you reach ten all will be normal again. Seven, eight,
message understood, nine, ten, feeling normal.”
“That‟s better. The noise is gone now.”
“How‟s your head?”
“A little sore but it‟s passing away.” I told her what had transpired
between me and the healing spirit. “No w I know why I saw the Old One
followed by all those arms slapping together. When Indians greet, each one
grabs the forearm of the other, not the hand. The noise was made by all those
arms slapping together.”
“When Doug received the spirits, he was shown thousands of Indians
slapping forearms together. They must be glad that another one has come
home.”
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A Bagful of Lessons
Through a client who was part Cherokee, I learned that Dr. Evangeline
Lynch, a half Chero kee, taught Native American history classes to students at
various schools. I felt that I AM wanted us to contact her and left a message
for her at a high school where she worked. It was our first effort to seek a
relationship with a Nat ive A merican who took her heritage seriously .
While jogging that evening I visualized myself filled with the Light of I
AM, invited my guardian angels to join me, and felt that the spirit of the
Tarahumara healer was also enjoying the run. My steps seemed lighter than
normal and my energy increased as I developed this image. I thanked I AM
again and again for all the blessings we had received.
I discovered the following day that Dr. Lynch lived near the route that I
traveled on my way to work. I obtained her telephone number and left a
message on her answering machine that I would like to discuss our mutual
interest in Native A mericans.
Upon vis iting the local library to look fo r a good road map of Mexico ,
I d iscovered An Atlas o f North American Indian Tribes , wh ich contained
concise descript ions of the history and customs of the tribes I was most
interested in. I read about the ghost dance trad it ion of the plains tribes
wh ich was pract iced in the 1890‟s due to the belief that a retu rn to the o ld
ways wou ld enable a messiah to co me and help the t ribes obtain contro l
over their ancestral territories again. It was believed that the spirits of many
warrio rs and of the slaughtered buffalo wou ld be able to return to life
through the performance of the sacred ghost dance. Were the ghost dancers
right about the return , but w rong about the timing? A hundred yea rs later
we were involved with powerful Indian spirits preparing to reincarnate,
and buffaloes were being commercially raised and flouri shing by the
thousands on protected habitat. Was the effect o f the dance mani festing
now?
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Dr. Lynch returned my call a couple of days later. I felt awkward at first
when explaining to her that we had been working with spirits of deceased
Tarahumara Indians and that we were supposed to reach out to living Native
Americans as well. She told me of her lifelong dream to visit the Tarahumara,
and that she would be delighted to meet with us to discuss our mutual
interests! We set a date for a face to face contact.
I immersed myself over the next several weeks in read ings about
famous Nat ive A mericans and the leaders who t ried to un ite them in order to
resist the incursion of palefaces into their ho melands. The cons istent failu re
of wh ite men to honor treaty promises was clear ev idence of the historically
low mo rality of Un ited States polit icians and bureaucrats. I also learned that
many tribes fought against each other due to the westward expansion of
whites wh ich forced d isplaced Ind ians to seek new hunting grounds already
held by others. So me, when rewarded by white men to do so, would help
them to hunt down their own kins men. Indians were not saints. So me
specialized in killing their enemies in horrible ways, which p rovoked
indiscriminate hatred toward all Indians by many wh ites who regarded them
as savage, subhuman beasts. Many thought that the only good Indian was a
dead Indian. The dead ones I had met were certainly good, but not because
they had died.

My adjustment to the new work environ ment was going quite well, but
Marjie was suffering emotionally fro m the d istressing treatment of patients
she observed in the nursing home where she was obtaining practical
experience. She was literally sick with anger at the poor patient care, callous
attitudes of staff, unsanitary conditions , and the flippant, insulting manner of
the administrator toward students and residents. She knew some of the
residents from prior contacts in their community, wh ich intensified her
sympathy for them. Her identification with their suffering was making her
miserable. We agreed to have a session about it.
Entranced, she found herself surrounded by Hosts . “They are offering
their protection to ward off the negative energies of the place and the
administrator,” she said.
“It‟s very important that you surround yourself with Light whenever you
enter that place and to project healing Light to the ones who are suffering
instead of embracing their pain,” When she said she was feeling better, I
began to count her up.
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“I‟m not finished. One of the Hosts is saying I am to take them along with
me when I go back there.”
“Use the healing powers you have been given to help the residents and let
the Hosts protect you,” I said. She was then ready to emerge and felt much
relieved.
Marjie was in good spirits when she left for the nursing home the next
morn ing. When she got home she said, “I had a wonderful day at wo rk. Alta
Sha and a whole army of Hosts went with me. My patient was a wo man I
already knew named Jewel. I prayed with her and shared my Light. Nobody
has been able to get her to eat anything, but she ate about seventy five percent
of her breakfast for the first time in months! The staff couldn‟t believe it and
kept asking me how I d id it, so I told them the truth.
“They also gave me the worst job a nurses‟ aide has to do. I helped to
remove a fecal impaction fro m an old man. I was actually proud of myself for
being able to do it. I got all my work done on time and the staff said they were
impressed with me.”
“You should be proud of yourself for taking such a big step. Today you
didn‟t absorb their suffering.”
“That‟s right. Then another unusual thing happened to me on the way
home. I think I had some sort of a blackout. I was almost to Cypress Creek
Road and the next thing I knew I was about two miles past it. It scared me to
realize I didn‟t remember anything about driving those two miles. What if I
had wrecked the car? I sensed that I had been with Mother but couldn‟t
remember any details of what happened. Alta Sha told me that I had an out of
body experience, but in a different way than I expected. I don‟t remember h is
exact word for it. He said there was a better word for what I did than astral
projection.”
I said, “What word did you use, Alta Sha?”
“He‟s not answering.”
“Perhaps he wants you to remember.”
“I remember. He called it expanded spirit.”
“Remembering you were with Mother suggests to me that you may have
actually been transported to her dimension along with your car. It‟s happened
to others who‟ve been contacted. I doubt that you were ever in any danger of
wrecking. Were there any other clues that you might have been taken besides
being in the wrong place?”
“I noticed when I was undressing that the belt on my uniform wasn‟t
through one of the loops, and I always make sure I don‟t miss one.”
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I received a call fro m my cousin about the death of his mother, one of my
favorite aunts. He invited me to be a pallbearer at her funeral in Memphis. We
made arrangements to be there and also to visit with Doug at the club where
he played his guitar with a band. He said that knowing I had built our house
had inspired him to write the best song of his career, wh ich he entitled With
These Hands, and he wanted us to hear him perform it. He also said that there
was a good chance the Apache‟ dancer would be present.
At Marjie‟s request, we held another session that evening. She explained,
“I want to go home,”
I suggested that she go to the field of flowers where she had last seen
Mother, but she said instead, “I‟m in a place that looks like a tunnel. There‟s a
brilliant Light at the end which reminds me of the sun. It looks sort of like a
child‟s drawing of a sunset. Rectangular beams of Light are radiating out from
it, but they are actually side passages that lead away from the tunnel. I
somehow know that Mother is through one of the openings and I‟m going in.
There she is.”
This is similar to the hallway of doors, I thought. Each doorway has led
to spiritual growth, leading closer to the Light of I AM at the end. “How do
you feel about seeing her this time? Does her appearance repel you?”
“No. I‟m very happy to see her.”
“Do you see Perithnea?” I remembered that Perithnea had been with them
before, enjoying her “swing.”
“Yes. She‟s riding Mother‟s back. Mother is leading me down the curved
corridor to my bedroom. She‟s opening up little doors in the walls, like the
doors on cabinets. She‟s showing me things in them, but I can‟t really tell you
what they are. They have something to do with numbers. I don‟t understand.
She is leaving me alone here for a while. I don‟t like th is. I don‟t understand
what I‟m looking at. It‟s really frustrating.”
“I‟m going to count you deeper.” I thought things might become clearer.
“Mother is back. No w she‟s showing me certain hand movements that she
wants me to imitate.” I watched as she made several graceful movements,
which reminded me of sign language. Then she laughed. “I can‟t do that one!
She rotated her hand 360 degrees!” Marjie then made caressing movements
with her hands. “I‟m feeling her face. It‟s beautiful. I‟m asking if she can see
you. The answer is yes.”
I projected my thoughts to Mother, believing that she would receive them
telepathically. I know that you love Marjie. I love you too and am not afraid to
look at you.
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“Mother says that I should not linger in the fives, and to be on the lookout
for the turtle. It‟s like I‟m not supposed to step on the turtle. If I do I might
hurt it and I might hurt myself, too. The turtle is very small and hard to see. I
don‟t understand this.”
There was an interval of silence. “What is happening now?”
“I‟m standing on land now. There are three beings o f different sizes that I
can‟t see clearly walking across the horizon. They‟re back lighted by a sunset.
I also sense a darker being beside me but I can‟t get a clear look at it . Mother
says it is time to stop.”
I counted to ten, but Marjie said, “I can‟t keep up with you.” I
remembered that I had put her deeper into trance and counted up again, which
brought her fully back. “It‟s so frustrating that I can‟t remember everything
and don‟t understand the significance of much of it,” she comp lained .
“You‟re probably not supposed to remember all o f it at this time for
specific reasons. We are dealing with superior intelligences. The mysteries
keep us curious. It‟s best to accept them for the time being.”
We headed for Memphis with plans to attend the funeral, t o watch Doug
perform, to stay overnight and to attend Unity the following day. Marjie read
to me fro m Robert Munroe‟s Journeys Out Of The Body, fascinated with h is
description of how all of his senses were active during astral travel. “I want to
experience full sensations during my next attempt,” she said . She then fell
asleep and napped most of the way. Upon awakening she said, “I know what
the turtle is now.”
“What is it?”
“I dreamed that I was swimming and a giant turtle came up to me. It said
that until now I have only used my v isual sense but that I can experience all
my senses simply by try ing. I realize now that the turtle represents me being
unable to experience all of my senses, like I had a shell around me and hadn‟t
completely left my body. I want to do a session about this.” She was excited.
We talked about it for a few minutes, and then she fell back asleep, which
surprised me until I recalled Alta Sha said she would begin to learn things
while sleeping in a trance state.
When she woke she described a dream. “I was trying to teach a young
boy who spoke a foreign language how to count by making tally marks. We
compared our d ifferent names for the numbers, counting up to about thirty
that way. Each time I reached a unit of five I would make a hash mark. I had a
feeling that each unit of five had a special significance with in itself.”
“Remember Mother telling you not to get lost in the fives?”
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“Yes. I wish I knew what she meant.”

We easily found a nice motel roo m in Memphis and unloaded our stuff
before going to the funeral ho me. Within minutes of entering, Marjie said,
“There are a lot of spirits hanging out around here.”
“Be sure to protect yourself with Light. You don‟t want any of them
joining you uninvited.”
“I already am.” She had protected herself without being warned, another
step forward.
We greeted a number of my rarely seen relatives. I was very p leased to
see my cousin Ed ward, who was friendly as always. He was taking his
mother‟s death well, having expected it for a long time and believ ing that
she was in a better place. He shared that he was seriously ill himself with an
inherited disease affecting h is liver, kidneys, and heart, wh ich wou ld be
terminal if he did not get a transplant. I immediately wanted to do some
healing work with him, but it wasn‟t the right time or place. I hoped for a
future opportunity.
Shortly after Marjie and I sat down for the service she turned to me with a
look of wonder, saying, “There‟s a spirit sitting beside me. He‟s an older man.
He says he was drawn to my Light. He feels lost. He‟s wondering where h is
wife is.”
“Mentally direct him to the brighter Light instead of your own.”
“I see Alta Sha. So does the spirit. I am telling him to turn to the left
where Alta Sha is standing. Alta Sha is escorting him away!” She was
delighted, as was I, that we were allowed to participate.
We had returned to the motel and I was watching television while Marjie
slept. Suddenly she woke with a start, saying, “It‟s time!”
“Time for what?”
“Alta Sha wants to have a session.”
After the countdown and our greeting, he said, “It has been some time
since I spoke to you this way.”
“It seems as if you stayed in the background to allow us time to absorb
what we were exposed to when Marjie met her Light Mother.”
“I have not been in the background. I have been keenly aware of
everything. She did well with the spirit at the funeral home.” He smiled. “I
was quite pleased by her telling it to turn to the left. Her Light is very bright.
It is confusing to spirits, who are attracted to it by mistake. She is very
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vulnerable to them because she is so generous in her willingness to accept
them. How many spirits do you think she can safely contain?”
“I think five. We have been exposed to this number in so many different
ways and I have always thought that there were five on the mountain who
joined her because of the symbol in the cryptogram which showed four
separated by a line fro m the fifth. I assumed that the one by itself is the one
who stayed with Marjie.”
“That is correct. She will encounter many spirits. She must learn to
protect herself fro m the tendency to reach out and embrace them. Th is could
lead to problems for herself and for them. She must learn that it is not
necessary for her to solve the problems of everyone she meets. She should
direct them to the Light and send them on their way.
“Tonight you are going to a place of entertainment which is full of
disembodied spirits. Many of them are lost. You will both need a great deal of
protection.”
“Why do I need it?”
“You are also susceptible. You received the one very easily. Do not fear;
you will be given all the protection that you need. Be alert to what you will
see. There will be many who enjoy the darkness, but tonight they will see a
spectacular Light. You should not mention I AM while you are there.”
This struck me as very odd, but I accepted it quietly. We held hands and
looked intently into each other‟s eyes, sharing our spiritual energy and love.
After a few mo ments he withdrew.
On our way to the nightclub Marjie said, “We are surrounded by all our
familiar spirits as well as a number of Hosts. We have a car full!” We entered
the parking lot. “Perithnea and Adam are not allowed to go in due to the
darkness inside.”
We were shocked to discover that the veteran‟s club was full of people
who looked as if they had lived through WWII. Doug had not prepared us for a
gathering of octogenarians. I had assumed he played to young people, but we,
in our middle age, were the youngest ones there. We felt very out of place to
say the least and I was astonished by Doug‟s failure to tell us what to expect.
At first all eyes seemed focused on us. I wanted to blend into the background ,
but Doug informed everyone of our presence from the stage. We received even
more attention when it was announced that we had won the door prize, which
was a quart of Ethan Williams bourbon. Many of the patrons appeared to be
widowers and widows trying to recapture the feelings of youth. Some were
already drunk, though the evening was still young. Others danced in spite of
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the arthritic stiffness of their movements in the bittersweet atmosphere of this
sad place, decorated with pictures of men in the uniforms of WWII and Korean
veterans.
Marjie and I danced to a couple of tunes and s he said, “There‟s a Host in
each corner of the room. Alta Sha is here, too. This place is loaded with
spirits.”
“Alta Sha said there would be a bunch of them here.”
Doug sat with us during his breaks. Out of habit I spoke of I AM ,
completely forgetting my instructions. “You weren‟t supposed to mention I
AM,” Marjie said.
“Oops! It just slipped out.”
“Alta Sha says no harm was done.”
Doug was aware of the spirits in the room and the need for protection.
His solo song about us was quite good. He apologized for the quality of the
band. He was clearly a much better musician than the others and I wondered
why he had settled for play ing below h is level of ability.
We were disappointed that the Indian friend who had given him the
choker and who was supposedly familiar with the secret warrior dance, was
not present. A chance to meet him was a main reason for our being there. I
suggested that Doug phone him to jo in us. He said he might call, but didn‟t.
His manner suggested that he didn‟t want us to meet him.
We left rather early and stopped for a sandwich. As we were eating, Alta
Sha asked, “What did you see at the club?”
“It reminded me of a funeral ho me. I saw a great many lonely people who
seemed fro zen in the past.”
“If she had gone into that place without the preparations she has received
and without the new relat ionship that she has with I AM, she would have been
overwhelmed by spirits. She would have been devoured.”
“Devoured?”
“Her spirit would have been shattered by the possessions which would
have occurred.”
Isabel, Doris, Marjie and I were alone for our Sunday class, which
allo wed for a lot of free discussion. We told them of our work with Native
American spirits. They were quite interested and very supportive. Isabel
suggested a couple of books pertaining to the spiritual beliefs of Native
Americans, but neither of them was in the church library.
I had to laugh at the synchronicity of our minister‟s sermon about the
ability to remain calm even when others are engaging in obnoxious behavior.
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A woman sitting behind us was loudly chomping on a snack with her open
mouth and noisily crumpling the package it came in for most of the service,
and I had been practicing patience by trying to ignore her rudeness.
Although it was breezy and ch illy , we decided to vis it a nearby state
park that Marjie had not seen before. We ate cheeseburgers beside a lake
and then went to a more sheltered, isolated place where we could hike in the
woods. I unintent ionally left the car keys in the ignit ion and out of habit ,
locked the car when we got out. The windows were closed tightly and there
was nothing I could use to jimmy the lock. We didn‟t have a cell phone, so I
started walking toward the ranger station a couple of miles away to get help.
Marjie stayed with the car in case a Good Samaritan came along.
Within a few minutes, a friendly young couple offered me a ride to park
headquarters. I learned that the young man had lived in Mo ntana and Florida,
just as I had. The young lady told me she had lived in Ho mer, Alaska, which
was the location of a mental health center to which I had once applied to for a
job. Could all these coincidences be mere chance? What were the odds against
that?
It took only a few more minutes to reach headquarters, where I learned
that a ranger had already been dispatched to unlock the car! Another ranger on
patrol had spotted Marjie and radioed in for help. The young couple gave me a
ride back and refused any payment for their trouble. The ranger had the car
unlocked within a minute or two of my arrival. What had at first seemed like a
major, t ime consuming blunder on my part had been corrected within thirty
minutes. Needless to say, I was very thankful to I AM for His intervention.
We decided a hike wasn‟t a good idea after all and started for home.
For a change of scenery we took some back roads homeward and Alta
Sha joined me again. I mentioned my gratitude for the blessings we received
and asked, “Why didn‟t you unlock the car for us?”
“I could have easily opened the door but I also need to grow in spirit and
such an easy task would not require growth. Do you need to relearn the lesson
you were taught with your previous automobile of having a spare key hidde n
in a magnetic bo x?” I had not mentioned doing this to Alta Sha or to Marjie,
but he knew about it anyway. He continued, “How is your relationship with
the spirit who jo ined you developing?”
“Fro m my viewpoint it‟s fine. I hope that the spirit feels the s ame. I don‟t
know what the future holds, but I think the transfer occurred at this time
because he is going to Mexico with us.”
“You also have an appointment scheduled soon , do you not?”
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A spiritual thrill coursed down my spine as I anticipated that the Indian
spirits might be active when we met with Dr. Lynch. “Will the spirit in me be
transferred to her?”
“No. This spirit is for you. It entered easily because you are very
compatible.”
“I would be sorry to lose this spirit. I have grown attached.”
“Allow this spirit to exp ress itself in your meet ing. Be receptive to its
urgings.”
“Is there a connection between the Tarahumara and some of the other
North American tribes, such as the Apache‟?”
“All the tribes are connected. If they were brought together to s hare their
histories and legends, they would discover that they have more in co mmon
than many of them realize. The Tarahumara are ad mired by many Indians who
know their history because they never bowed down to the white man. They
had this.” He made a fist and forcefully clapped it against his chest over his
heart.
“What do you mean by that gesture?‟
“Interpret it yourself.”
“I think it means that you have grasped an idea and have taken it into
your heart, holding it fast.”
“That is correct, but it also means strength. Many of the Tarahumara still
have this within them. They have not allowed themselves to be dominated by
any man. There are some who may seem to be dominated but really are not.
This is true of some of your country‟s Indians as well.”
“Would it be wise to invite Dr. Lynch to go with us when we travel to
Mexico?”
“I have no advice on this question. You are again asking me to predict the
future. You will not be allowed to wander fro m your path, whether you invite
her or not.”
“I really don‟t want to ask anyone to go with us. I think this trip is only
for Marjie and me.”
“You could bring up the subject, allowing her to say yes or no according
to her own free will.”

We were listening to a tape of a wo man claiming to be a Ple iadean with
messages for earthlings which didn‟t ring true to me at all and I asked, “Is
there any truth to what the woman said about the Ple iadeans?”
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“You should trust your sense of what is true and what is false. You have
been given the ability to make this distinction in spiritu al matters. The woman
is entirely hu man and is very confused about what she has received.”
Marjie inserted another audio tape of relaxat ion instructions follo wed by
suggestions to help people travel out of body to places where they would
receive informat ion about the past and future. Marjie fo llo wed the relaxation
instructions before saying, “None of the other suggestions registered in my
mind at all. I wanted to go places.”
I asked Alta Sha, “Why couldn‟t Marjie fo llo w the astral traveling
instructions?”
“The suggestions were blocked because she is not ready for this
experience. It will co me at a later time. She will be allowed to experience the
vibrational state that she has been reading about which sometimes precedes an
out of body experience. It will be strong enough to vibrate her off the bed. She
will be allowed this experience, although she does not need it, because she
requested it. She will not wish to seek it again. Will you assist me?”‟
“We can have a session this evening.”
“You are growing tense.”
“Yes. I‟ve noticed that I get tense when we are getting close to home.”
“Examine what this tension means to you.”
“I think it‟s my anticipation of an another unpleasant encounter with Ben.
I feel guilty about having such a good time when he is so unhapp y. Perhaps I
feel h is unhappiness is partly my fault and I have let him down.”
“You have not. You deserve your contentment. You need it and it is what
you have sought. He is not seeking this contentment. Nevertheless, his soul
continues growing even though you are not aware of it.”
That evening we held the planned session. Marjie entered the trance and I
attempted to guide her to the desired vibrational state by first suggesting that
she attune herself to the vibrations of Earth‟s own frequency, which didn‟t
work, and then by suggesting that she was a giant tuning fork v ibrating, which
also didn‟t work. “Perhaps you had better ask Alta Sha fo r help,” I said.
“He wants me to go deeper.” I counted her down again. “My body feels
like I‟m being squeezed. I‟m having trouble breathing.” I was expecting her to
vibrate and this was confusing. I had the sensation that there was a large lump
in my left forehead and my brain felt as if it were squirming inside my skull,
especially at the very top of my head! Then my entire skull felt as if it was
being painlessly opened and my brain was expanding outward. I closed my
eyes for a few mo ments and when I opened them, every thing appeared as if
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shrouded in a fine mist. I left myself open to this sensation, knowing that I
was intended to explore it for my g rowth.
Meanwhile Marjie co mp lained, “I can‟t breathe right. I want to stop.” I
counted to ten but she was having trouble coming out of the trance.
“Look for steps that you can climb wh ich will bring you back here.”
“I can‟t find them.” Her breathing was labored and I was getting anxious
for her welfare .
“Concentrate on breathing in Light and love which open your lungs.”
“I still can‟t breathe. It‟s not working!” I was afraid she might actually
suffocate if something didn‟t happen soon, but I didn‟t know what else to do.
She weakly said, “Put your hand on my chest.” When I did her breathing
immediately returned to normal and she came out of the trance, but was very
distressed. I stroked her head to comfort her and she said, “I was standing
beside the bed watching myself having trouble breathing. I couldn‟t control it. I
was afraid I was going to die!”
“I certain ly didn‟t expect anything like that to happen. Alta Sha said
permission had been given for you to have an out of body experience. I
expected him to help you experience the vibrational state you wanted to enter.
Maybe it had something to do with you knowing how it felt when your son
William died of suffocation. You were also choked to death in another
lifetime by your sister. Alta Sha said you would vibrate yourself right off the
bed. In a way, he was right. You were standing beside the bed watching
yourself suffocate. That qualifies as an out of body experience.”
She gradually calmed down and Alta Sha spoke. “She was not in any real
danger. She wanted an out of body experience and she received one. The only
way to truly leave the body is through death. She wanted to leave her body
entirely. To do so would have caused her body to die.”
“Why would leaving the body in astral travel cause it to die? I have read
many accounts of people successfully traveling in spirit to distant places.”
“The spirit remains attached to the body by means of a cord. This is not a
single cord, but is composed of 52 separate strands, half of which are physical
and the other half spiritual. If the strand is broken the body dies.”
“Why are there 52 strands?”
“Thin k of your physical co mpos ition and you wil l understand.”
“Aren‟t there 26 pairs of chro mosomes in our genetic makeup?”
“They are half of the strands. A spiritual strand is attached to each one of
them. So me of these strands were severed in Marjie‟s attempt to separate fro m
her body. I acted as a repairman.” That exp lained the breathing problem.
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“Why were the lungs the affected organs?”
“If another organ had been selected, you would not have been aware of it.
Also, a brief interruption of breathing causes no harm. I will not allow any
physical harm to come to her. I doubt that she will attempt another out of body
experience. What about your own experience?”
I described the sensations and asked, “Why did they occur?”
“You were trying to act as her guard yourself. The sensations are a
bridge, as the numbness which she felt in her mouth was a bridge to her
Japanese friend and the headaches she has experienced when I wished to speak
with her. I am pleased that you did not attempt to interfere with the process. I
will discuss the meaning of the sensations in your head and the connection
between spirit and body at a later time.”
After the following busy day Marjie comp lained of another headache. I
projected healing Light to her but it didn‟t help. “Maybe Alta Sha is calling to
you.”
“He is. I thought you were too tired to do a session.”
“As long as I am conscious, I won‟t turn down a chance to talk to a
messenger of God.”
I began the countdown but Alta Sha said, “I do not require that.”
“What caused you to call?”
“Deep within herself Marjie still wants to have an out of body experience.
She has not yet learned that it is truly not for her.”
“I worry that she will sever all the connections if she does it again.”
“It is not possible.”
“If she has free will and it is what she wants, how can it be prevented?”
“I will remind you that some time ago she made another choice. She
chose to dedicate herself to I AM. Because of this choice she cannot
completely leave her body. Deep within she still has much pain and she thinks
to escape fro m it.”
“I didn‟t realize she still had that much pain. She has been hiding it very
well. Shall we begin immediately?”
“It needs to be finished.”
“Then let‟s do it.”
“You are a glo ry to I AM. A lleluia.”
“Alleluia.”
Marjie was alert. “Alta Sha s ays we need to work on the pain you still
have inside.”
“I don‟t want to. Are you angry that I didn‟t tell you how I felt?”
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“No.”
We had a long discussion about those feelings and why she had been
hiding them. She began to cry. “The things I have seen at the nursing home
have been very discouraging to me. I don‟t know if I am able to fo llo w
through with my plans to be a nurse‟s aide. I‟m worried that I won‟t be good
enough for you.”
“You don‟t have to worry about that. If you don‟t want to be a nurse‟s
aide, so be it. You don‟t have to hide your feelings. I won‟t hold them against
you. Alta Sha has an experience planned which will help you feel better.”
She eventually was ready to do a session and quickly entered a profound
trance state. “I‟m surrounded by faces but they look like the images seen in a
shattered mirro r. I don‟t recognize any of them but I know that is not
important. They are spiraling away now.” Her breathing got progressively
slower and she was quiet for a few minutes.
“I‟m feeling a constriction in my throat again. Now I‟m looking at a wall.
It‟s smooth on the inside and jagged on the outside. It‟s getting taller and
taller. Now I realize that I‟m the one who‟s building it.”
Again she was silent for a few minutes. I didn‟t intervene, allowing the
process to unfold naturally. Simultaneously, I felt sensations surging within
my skull fro m one temple to the other. I was not alarmed, only curious, and
attended to them as well as to Marjie. Unexpectedly, in a weak voice, she
said, “Help me co me up.”
I placed my hand on her chest as I had done the night before and her
breathing immediately returned to normal. “Can you feel your body?”
“Which one do you mean?”
“Are you finished with your work? Are you ready to return?”
“Yes.” I guided her fully back into her body and slowly counted up. She
was still dazed when we discussed what happened to her, and Alta Sha
emerged.
“She is still experiencing the physical effects of the session, wh ich will
persist for a wh ile. She learned a great deal. She learned that if she assumed
too much responsibility for the problems and suffering of others that she can
also beco me a shattered spirit like those whose broken images she saw. By
identifying too strongly with the suffering of others she is piling stress on
herself wh ich will eventually cause her to build a wall o f protection. This
wall will lead to isolation and suffocation. A lta Sha is very pleased with the
work that has been accomplished. Perhaps in the future we can wo rk as
teammates.”
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“I have been reluctant to ask you questions during the sessions for fear
that I would interfere with your work.”
“You and I will always be able to communicate no matter what she is
undergoing.”
“That‟s a relief, because I don‟t always know what is happening with her.
Are those shattered spirits she saw ever able to put themselves back together
again?”
“They are not forgotten. Their names are recorded. They are not lost.”
We silently expressed our affection toward each other and he left.
“How do you feel?” I asked Marjie.
“A lot better. Now I understand why Alta Sha revealed my secret fears to
you. This relationship isn‟t going to be like any of the others I‟ve had.”
I thought that she had truly learned the lesson of not identifying too
closely with the suffering of others. She was confident and eager to return to
the nursing home with her new insights the following morning.
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I read an article wh ich purported to be filled with messages from the
Pleiadeans. Some of the informat ion seemed valid and some d idn‟t jibe with
what I had learned about spiritual matters. I was discussing this with Marjie
when Alta Sha said, “There are no such things as Pleiadeans. The author is
confused about the name and has misinterpreted things that were revealed.
She places too much emphasis on people being controlled by others. This is
inconsistent with spiritual law. All have free will. Aspects of truth are
contained in what she wrote but Truth is true throughout. Be careful in your
reading. Many writings contain only partial truths. You should look for such
flaws. It will be good for you to familiarize yourself with false ideas which
might mislead others.”
“It seems to me that many of the people who write these articles are
trying to make money fro m channeling. I don‟t want others to perceive us that
way, although I realize that some will denigrate our work simp ly because they
don‟t want to hear the truth.”
“If you were motivated by greed, you would not be in contact with Alta
Sha or with the other spirits. The important difference between you and some
of the others is that you are speaking Truth.”
I was wo rking on our inco me taxes when Perithnea said, “Hello.”
“Hello to you, too.”
“Where have you been?” she asked.
“I haven‟t been anywhere. You‟re the one who acts like you don‟t live
here anymore. We hardly ever see you.”
She laughed. “I like the joke about the pony who wouldn‟t talk. Do you
know it?”
“No. Tell me.”
“He couldn‟t talk because he was a little horse! Get it?”
“Sure,” I chuckled.
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Then I asked, “Do you know what kind of horse you can‟t ride unless you
have a brush?”
“No.”
“A paint!”
“That‟s a good one. It makes me sad though to see what you‟re doing.”
“Why?”
“Too many papers. Too many trees have to die. But they get even.”
“How?”
“They stink.” I knew she meant the awful smell of paper mills.
“Is Adam around? Or does he think he‟s too good to speak to us?”
She laughed again. Marjie answered, “I don‟t sense him being with us.”
A little wh ile later she asked, “Did you hear that?”
“What?”
“That little piece of paper just flipped over! Are you sure you didn‟t hear
it?”
“No, I was concentrating on this. Maybe it was Adam. Perhaps he‟ll do
something else to show us he‟s here.” The little piece of paper moved again.
“Thank you Adam.”

Marjie checked the oil in her Chrysler and found it to be a quart low. She
said, “You just changed it about two weeks ago. It normally doesn‟t use any
oil. I wonder what happened to it.”
“Maybe it‟s beginning to use oil. It does have a lot of miles on it. You
might want to think about trading it in for something newer that we could use
on our trip to Mexico. My car is too new to trade in and too little to hold
enough luggage.
“How d id your day at the nursing home go?”
“Good. I didn‟t get involved with the suffering. I was able to be cheerful
and comfort ing. I was proud of myself.”
After supper Marjie wanted to have another session in order to “Go
home.” I counted her down. As soon as she entered the trance she said, “I feel
like I‟m a spectator watching myself. I‟m looking at a boulder. It‟s about
waist high. It‟s beautiful. It‟s full of swirling light that keeps changing colors .
Mother is standing behind me. She‟s putting my hand on the rock, sho wing
me a particular spot to touch. Oh! Look at that! When I touched it the colors
turned into a thousand shades of green, constantly changing! The palm of my
hand has turned green too.
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“She‟s showing me a different way to move my hand over the rock.
When I move it to this spot everything turns red. This is so neat! I‟m looking
at Mother now to show her how much I like this. She‟s making a movement
with her hand over the rock now. That‟s really strange!”
“What‟s so strange?”
“She‟s showing me a color that isn‟t really a color. I know it represents a
color but it‟s not like any color that I‟ve ever seen.”
“Perhaps she is showing you that the boulder itself has an energy
signature which can be represented as light. Everything has its own energy
field.”
“I don‟t understand how there can be a color that isn‟t really a color.
Mother understands my confusion.
“I see some very steep, narro w steps. They are so narro w that only my
toes will fit on them. She wants me to climb them, but I don‟t want to. The
steps are too tall and I‟m afraid I‟ll fall. She‟s going to carry me. She‟s got
me in all four arms. I like this. It‟s like gett ing a hug fro m both of my sons
at once. She‟s knocking things out of the way as we go up but I can‟t tell
what they are. They‟re just in the way, unimportant. We‟ve reached the top.
Oh! I see my car down there! She‟s letting me know that oil was removed
fro m the car for analysis. She tells me that I should have realized that both
of us were taken when I discovered the missing oil. She says the session is
fin ished.”
After discussing the session I said, “I think we should consider getting
married before we go to Mexico. If we‟re t raveling as man and wife, there
will be fewer questions by those who may doubt our mot ives.”
“I‟ve been thinking that it was time, too. When would you like to do it?”
“Why don‟t we give ourselves a month to get ready and to be sure it‟s
what we want? We could do it in early April.”
“April second?”
“That sounds good to me. We wouldn‟t want to do it on April Fool‟s day.
The second is the Saturday between Good Friday and Easter Sunday, a good
day for a new beginning.”
It was around four o‟clock the next afternoon wh en I had an urge to call
Marjie fro m my office, thinking that she might need my help. Ben answered,
telling me that she wasn‟t feeling well and was asleep in bed.
When I got home I asked, “What‟s wrong?”
“I think I may have picked up the flu. My head is pounding and my
stomach feels lousy, but I don‟t have a fever.”
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“I doubt that it‟s the flu if there‟s no fever. M aybe you picked up
something fro m one of the patients. I think we should have a session right
away to get at the source.” She agreed and was soon entranced. “I AM, we
seek the origin of this discomfort and wish to understand it.”
“One of the patients that hasn‟t talked to anyone in a long time told me
today that she loved me. She asked me to help her stop hurting. That‟s when I
began to feel bad. I guess I let her suffering get into me.”
“Fill yourself with Light and let this darkness go. Tell it to look fo r the
true Light and put it outside of yourself.”
“I see Alta Sha. He is taking the darkness in his hands. He‟s folding it
over and over in his hands and each time it gets a little brighter. He‟s telling
me that this darkness is very special because it is of spirit and could become a
star.”
He said to me, “Thank you for your help. A lleluia.”
“Alleluia.” The session was over.
“I feel much better,” Marjie said. “Alta Sha wants me to eat something
and then to get more rest.”
We returned to the bedroom after s upper. “Adam and Perithnea are
around,” she said.
“Maybe Adam will show me he‟s here by flipping the bookmark on the
table.” Nothing happened.
“How was your day?” she asked.
“I worked with a seven year old girl who has been severely abused
physically, sexually, and emotionally. She has become quite antisocial already
and doesn‟t get close to anyone.”
Marjie began to cry. “She reminds me of myself.”
“You are making the mistake of adopting another person‟s pain instead of
letting it be theirs and helping them with love.”
“Perithnea is trying to co mfort me by doing a beautiful dance like a
ballerina.” Marjie quickly calmed and was almost asleep, but said, “Adam has
been playing with your things .” The bookmark was turned over.
“Thank you Adam. We love you.”
Before going to bed I read fro m Gary Kinder’s Light Years: An Investigation
into the Extraterrestrial Experiences of Eduard Meier, about a Swiss gentleman who
has been claiming contact with ETs for years and who has taken many
fantastically clear p ictures of their craft which no one had been able to prove
were faked. Meier said that the ET wo man who often contacted him was fro m
the Pleiades. So me th ings she said seemed true to me and some not.
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I spoke to Alta Sha about this the next day.
“The ETs are not from the Pleiades. This is a distortion which Meier
intentionally introduced because he turned his eyes away from I AM. It is
very difficult for ETs to exp lain to humans where they come fro m because of
your narrow views of what constitutes reality.”
“Do they come fro m another dimension?‟
“Yes.”
“Is it true that the human race was almost destroyed once before, as the
ET claimed?”
“Yes, but it was not due to actions of the ETs. It is not their nature to
enter into war. It was man‟s own warlike nature which caused the
destruction.”
“Is it true that the ETs have altered humans genetically in the past and
that this continues now?”
“Yes. It was necessary and has been allowed by I AM. Certain humans
are chosen to interbreed with the ETs because their pitch is very high in order
to create a better type of human being. This type is more developed
spiritually.”
“We need to be altered. We are entirely too selfish, too greedy, too
warlike. Are the ones who interbreed with us the kind you told me about who
can change their form but not their mind?”
“I am not at liberty to answer that now.”
“It would make sense to me to choose our opposite, since the product
might be an imp rovement on both.”
When I reflected on this thought later, I realized it was faulty. How would
a more advanced spiritual type be improved by lowering its pitch with human
genes? I supposed that their offspring might be more adaptable to particular
environments, such as a dimension vibrating at an in between level, and
therefore might be a better “model” than their ancestors in some respects.
“You should be alert to the presence of Adam and Perithnea today. Adam
will appear as a twinkle during your first session at your place of work. Adam
delights you.” As usual, his prediction came true. I noticed a flas h of light in
the office during my first session. I was happy to know that Adam wanted to
man ifest for me.
I was beginning to think that there was a spiritual connection between the
Tarahumara spirits and ETs and I half expected that we would witness a
meet ing between them when we got to Mexico. I anticipated ext raordinary
events but my expectations proved to be quite inaccurate.
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Since receiving the Tarahumara spirit, my own ailments had diminished.
It seemed that the more I used healing Light on others, the more physical
benefits I received. The problems I had been having with minor arthritis in
fingers and shoulders were imp roved, as was the sinus congestion which had
occasionally caused serious headaches.
I searched used car lots looking for a suitable traveling vehicle and found a
Toyota van in very good condition that seemed perfect for our needs. It would be
economical, had plenty of room, front wheel drive, good ground clearance for
rough terrain, and we could sleep in it. Marjie loved it at first sight. She
especially liked sitting higher than most other vehicles on the road. Although she
was sad to part with her trusty old Chrysler, she was very happy with the van.
I drove her car to pick up the van in the afternoon and then went to the
vocational school to give her a ride home in it. On the way there the check
engine light came on momentarily although the van was running perfectly. I
wasn‟t going to drive to Mexico without having the problem corrected.
When we got home, Marjie said, “I‟m in a daze this afternoon.” Later she
was washing dishes and said, “I just saw a Light in the drain. It made me thin k
of the Light at the end of the tunnel that I see in trance. I‟m losing it.”
“No you‟re not. You‟re just getting an invitation to the fourth dimension.
Alta Sha said to watch for Adam‟s Light.”
“I need to go home again.” We went upstairs to answer the invitation.
When entranced, Marjie said, “I am being escorted by Alta Sha to a gathering
of Mothers. There must be thousands of them here! So many! It‟s awesome!
They‟re worshipping at the throne of I AM. Many Hosts are intermingling
with them, but as worshippers, not guards. I want to go to my Lord. Alta Sha
is urging me to jo in them. Oh Pat, I can‟t!”
“Why can‟t you?”
“An invisible barrier is stopping me. I don‟t belong among them. They
are too beautiful. I feel naked and ugly. It‟s as if they can see right through
me. I‟m embarrassed.”
“If you didn‟t belong they wouldn‟t ask you to join them. They see the
beauty of your Light. Forget your physical appearance and look only at the
beauty of your spiritual Light. Can you see it?”
“Yes.”
“Then you can join them. You are beautifu l too.”
“I‟m going forward.” There was a silence of several minutes as she
worshipped. “Mother says I have done enough.” When she came out of the
trance she said, “It was my doubt which placed the barrier befo re me.”
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“To think that we aren‟t good enough to accept an invitation to God‟s
throne is a kind of sin, because it separates us from Him. If God thinks we‟re
good enough, who are we to say He‟s wrong?”

The follo wing day we shopped for wedding clothes. Marjie tried on an
outfit that she thought might be appropriate. She was looking in the mirror
and said, “Alta Sha just said, If I might make a suggestion, no.” She put it
away. Local choices were very limited in our small town, so we decided to go
to Paducah, Kentucky, which has a large shopping mall, on another day,.
By then it was dark and we took a walk on the university campus under a
star filled sky. Perithnea channeled. “Did you know that whenever a faery is
born a new star appears in the sky?”
“No. Can you show me where your star is?”
She pointed toward the north. “It‟s too far to see without a telescope, but
it‟s in that direct ion.”
“Where is Adam‟s star?”
“You can‟t see it fro m here.”
“That‟s too bad. I‟d like to see both of them.”
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Releasing Anger, Fear, and Grief
It was a strange night for me. While Marjie slept an exhausted sleep, I
woke up around 2:30 a.m. and distinctly heard footsteps on th e stairs leading
to our bedroom. Cold chills ran up my spine. I was afraid that it could be a
malevolent spirit and surrounded myself in Light while sending a blessing to
it and urged it to go on about its business elsewhere.
Shortly before dawn I had a nightmare about vicious black dogs attacking
Marjie, our little dog Mike, and me. We had managed to evade the dogs, but a
ferret eviscerated Mike, who looked at me and said, “I think this one has
severed my intestines.” I was enraged that the owner of these ferocious
animals had allowed them to run loose. At the last moment I remembered the
power of Light and covered them with it, which made them ret reat. I wo ke
grieving for our dead dog.
I told Marjie about the footsteps and the dream as I was dressing for
work. “I think so me dark force is trying to frighten us, make us doubt, and
tear down the good we are accomplishing. Be alert today to anything like that.
Use your Light to dispel any fear that tries to creep in. You ‟ve almost finished
your training, we‟re about to get married and go to Mexico on behalf of the
spirits, and there may be forces that would like to stop us.” She agree d to be
on guard.
The dream had left me in a bad mood. To counteract it, I reviewed all the
blessings that we had received from I AM. I realized that I had been focusing
on unimportant details which I had allowed to irritate me, and resolved to
eliminate my habit of giving minor frustrations the power to control my
emotions.
As if to reinforce my thoughts, Over breakfast I read three stories on a
single page of the newspaper in which treachery, betrayal, and violence
played a major role. They were a good reminder of the need to release anger
before it caused serious damage.
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My mood was much improved by the time I got home. Marjie had a
delicious meal waiting and after supper we decorated our wedding clothes
until around 9:30, when we held a session. Alta Sha appeared before I started
the countdown. He rose to a sitting position as usual, and again there were
tears in his eyes. I felt great co mpassion for his sorrow and asked, “What‟s the
matter, friend?”
“A spirit who was very dear to me has passed on.”
“Did you know him in your life on Earth?”
“No. All is well now. It is a blessing.” He paused. His tears stopped and
he said, “Marjorie needs to do some work tonight. It will be difficult for her at
times and she will struggle, but you should allow it to be completed. All will
be well.”
“Before we start, can you tell me why I dreamed of those vicious dogs
last night?”
“They were wolves. You dreamed of wolves because you have been
looking at pictures of them. They symbolize your fear. Do you know what
you fear?”
“I think I‟m afraid of rid icule. What will people think of us if we wear the
Indian costumes we are designing for our wedding? I have never been one to
draw attention to myself and this certainly will. Most people won‟t
understand, not even my parents. They‟ll probably think we‟re crazy.”
“Whom do you wish to please?”
“I AM.” I suddenly had tears in my eyes.
“Whose ridicule is it that you fear?”
“My parents‟.”
“Those who might choose to ridicule are in darkness. You should not let
their opinions sway you. You are doing this to please I AM and He is greatly
pleased. You have nothing to fear when you act to please Him.”
“What caused the footsteps that chilled me this morning? Was it a spirit
passing by?”
“It was a physical manifestation of the fear which you had dreamed of.
You do not need contact with other entities at this time.”
“I‟m glad that I was allowed to experience my fear in that way. I was able
to get more acquainted with it, to pray for it, and to send it on its way.”
“You have taken another step. You are taking many other steps also,
some of which you are not aware. You have been steadfast. I AM appreciates
your efforts. You should relax and enjoy your wedding and enjoy the other
things that you do for I AM.”
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“I intend to enjoy it.”
“You could not do otherwise. You always enjoy doing the work of I
AM.”
I turned my attention back to Marjie, hoping that I would handle her
struggle appropriately, and counted her down. She quickly said, “I‟m watching
a car wreck. I don‟t know any of the people in it. Wait. I just saw Bernard and
Chris drive by in a convertible! I don‟t understand why I‟m seeing this. Now I
see the image of a man in a body cast, but I don‟t know him.” She was silent
for a few mo ments. Our min ister and his wife were going to Florida soon.
Perhaps they would witness an accident.
“What‟s happening now?”
“Nothing. I‟m here in the roo m with you.”
I noticed twitching movements in her right hand and neck. “Why are you
twitching?‟
“I don‟t know.”
“Alta Sha, what is causing these movements?”
“Continue,” he responded.
“Marjie, exp lore the meaning of these movements.” I placed my hand on
hers.
“You‟re hand is passing through my body. You keep going right into my
arm.” I wasn‟t aware of doing any such thing. Mystified, I watched her turn
onto her side and begin to make walking movements with her legs. “Now you
are walking through me. I wish you would stop.” I perceived she was
speaking to someone else. She turned onto her back. “It feels like electric
shocks in my right arm.” It was twitching again. “I don‟t like it.”
“It will be alright. A lta Sha has said that you need to complete this. Try to
bear with it until it‟s over.” About ten minutes passed before the twitching
stopped and the discomfort eased. A change of posture and facial expression
indicated that Alta Sha was channeling. “Is this a continuation of what
happened before with her hand? Were the ETs man ipulating her body?”
“Yes.”
“Are others besides those she already channels planning to use her body
in some way?”
He paused for a several mo ments as if carefu lly co mposing his reply. “Do
you mean her hand?”
He seemed evasive, and I got irritated. “Her whole body was involved
this time.”
“Why are you asking this question?”‟
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“She said she didn‟t know why this was happening and I want to be sure
that she knows what she is allowing to be done. I don‟t like the idea that
someone might try to turn her into some kind of robot.”
“You will recall that Marjorie agreed so me time ago to do whatever I
AM wanted her to do and that included the use of her b ody. You should also
realize that I AM has no desire to program anyone or to turn them into a
robot. She has the protection of I AM. It is my duty to protect her. She is in
the pure Light of I AM and no harm will co me to her. You have no cause fo r
concern.”
“Whenever I see her in distress I am concerned for her welfare, just as
you are. I also want to protect her. I can‟t help but wonder what is happening
to her and why.”
“I am not at liberty to tell you more at this time but soon much more will
be revealed so that you can understand. Soon it will be time for you to begin
showing your Light to others instead of hiding it as you have in the past. You
will remember the song you learned as a child about how this little Light will
shine. It will be very simp le, just like the rhyme.”
“I guess I‟ll have to be patient and let the answers come in their own
good time.”
“Because of I AM‟s great love for you, you will have no choice. He will
not harm you by revealing it all at once. No w I suggest that you both get the
rest which you need. Allelu ia!”

There was ice on the trees in the morning but not enough on the roads to
deter us from going to school and work. It was snowing again when I drove
home. Marjie had dreaded going to the nursing home in the morn ing, but was
enthusiastic about her day when she got home. “They gave me three easy
residents to take care of who basically didn‟t need any nursing. I felt protected
by the Light all day. At lunchtime, I saw the administrator and something told
me he liked to fish. I went up to him, said hello, and told him that he looked
like a cat fishing man to me. You should have seen him light up. He told me
all about his fishing, and we had a really nice conversation. I was amazed at
myself for being able to approach him that way. On e of the other students
watched the whole thing and said she was going to stick with me fro m now
on.” Our prayers for protection and confidence had worked. We celebrated her
victory over the anger and disgust she had felt for him, wh ich was a very big
step for her.
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Over supper I asked if she knew where Perithnea and Adam had been.
“They‟ve been very quiet lately,” she answered. We knew it was time for
another session, which we held after supper. Perithnea appeared immediately.
“Hello, Father Bright!”
“Hello, Daughter Bright! What have you been up to? We haven‟t heard
fro m you in a wh ile.”
“I‟ve been playing a lot on my swing, swinging back and forth and fro m
side to side, like a pendulum. I have some books I want to show you at the
book place. Will you go with me?”
“Okay. I would like that.” I visualized us arriving at the plane of books.
“Pick any book that you like, but you can only pick books that have
already been planted.”
“I want to look at a book about healing.”
“It hasn‟t been planted yet.”
“Then I want a book about memo ries.”
“It hasn‟t been planted yet, either. Ask for another.”
“Show me a book about how faeries grow.”
“Sorry. That one‟s not planted either.”
“Well, where are all these books that aren‟t planted?”
“They are just floating around and you can‟t access them right now.
They‟re rolled up into a ball so if they fall down they won‟t be bent and will
just bounce back. You get one more chance.”
“Okay. Get me a book about Indians.”
She gave me a big s mile. “There is a book about them you can se e. The
cover has a buffalo on it. I‟m opening it up. The first page has a feather on it.”
“Very appropriate fo r a book about Indians.”
“The second page has a feather on it, too.” I had the image of a book full
of nothing but feathers, which I found hilarious. “What do you think is on the
third page?”
“Another feather!”
“No, this page has a buffalo on it.”
I laughed some more. “Feathers and buffaloes, what else could there
possibly be in a book about Indians?”
“The next page has names.”
I was suddenly stricken with a wave of grief. “These are the names of
dead Indians, aren‟t they?” I felt like I had lost my family.
“Yes. Some of them are special names and are underlined. They are the
names of those who are coming back.” I was overwh elmed with competing
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emotions: grief for the dead and hope for those returning . Tears rolled down
my cheeks. “Alta Sha says for me to turn the page. He doesn‟t want you to
grieve this way.
“The next page is blank but it‟s special. It will answer any question that
you have about Indians.”
This took some thought. “Who should I look for among the Tarahumara
who will understand why we are there?”
“That‟s two questions and the book will only answer one.”
“Who should I attempt to meet among the Tarahu mara?”
“This book is really happy with that question. It‟s flapping all over the
place! It‟s flapping so much I can‟t even look in it or put my hand on the
right page! Settle down! Finally . This book has ears too, and they can hear the
answer to any question.” She manipulated Marjie‟s h ands as if examining the
page from all angles. “I‟m not sure how to say this word.”
“Can you spell it for me?”
“Yes. It‟s WACHITIQUE.”
I tried to pronounce it. “Wa shee tee qu.”
“No, the last part is pronounced choo.”
I practiced saying it several times until I thought I had memorized it.
“Thank the book for the name. Are there other books to look at?”
“No, we can go back now.”
“Have you seen Adam? How is he doing?”
“He‟s growing. He can go very fast, zoo ming here and there.”
“There were a few t imes lately when I saw h is Light.”
“He has been with you a great deal of the time.”
“I‟m happy that he‟s growing and that he shows me his Light now and
then.”
“It‟s time for me to go play. Goodbye.”
Alta Sha instantly joined me. “You have seen owls recently. Why do you
consider them to be symbols of death?”
“I have read that some Indians regarded them as omens or messengers of
death.”
“Do you believe this is true of the owl who sits in your tree?”
“I‟m not sure. You recently said that someone would die unexpectedly
and Marjie dreamed of an accident which could have caused death, so I
thought it might be.”
“You should not be so concerned with death. You should think more of
the future.”
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His words evoked the grief I still felt for the dead Indians. “I‟m surprised
by the strength of my feelings for those who died.” I sobbed uncontrollably
and had to use several tissues to keep up with the tears and my runny nose.
“That is because you do not understand their origin. It would be better to
look forward to those who will return instead of those who have passed on.
Do not emb race this feeling of g rief. Release it. Soon much will be revealed
that will help you understand all that is taking place. Perhaps it is time to
show you some of the names of those who will return.”
“I started to ask Perithnea that question but thought it would not be
answered since it is about the future.”
Alta Sha wore a puzzled look. “I do not understand why , but I am not
allo wed to reveal a specific name. I on ly see an image. I have an impression
of color around the mouth. He is an old one who has many children. His mate
has passed away. I am sorry that I cannot tell you more and that I cannot
explain why it is not revealed. Perhaps it is an opportunity for Alta Sha to take
another step also.”
“It is alright if I don‟t know. At least you have given me something to
look fo rward to. I en joy the mystery. Could the one you saw be Wachitique?”
“No. It is not the same. She still has much work to do. You should take
her back to the place where your journey began. There are many doors in the
hallway which she has not yet opened. Intermittently she should return to this
hallway to open another door.”
“I am ready now.” We exchanged a long, affectionate gaze. I saw that he
was studying the borders of my face. “Your Light is very bright and beautiful.
It shines all around you. You should embrace this Light. I also see two brown
eyes.”
“Do you mean my eyes, or those of the Indian to come?”
“Yours. I don‟t see one brown and one black. Another failu re at humo r.”
I then remembered that Marjie had said earlier that in the dim light of the
bedroom, one of my eyes looked brown and the other black. “Sorry. That one
went right past me.” He withdrew.
I gave Marjie suggestions to return to the hallway and find the
appropriate door. “I have found it, but I don‟t want to go in there.”
“Describe it for me.”
“It‟s small and gray and shiny. Light reflects fro m it.”
“It‟s the door you picked. It must be the one you need to enter. Take your
time, turn on your Light, and ask for help if you need it.”
“Oh! So mething grabbed my hand when I t ried to open it.”
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“Ask Alta Sha to help you.”
“He‟s going to go in with me. I‟m afraid that when I go through, there‟s
going to be a lot of emotional pain on the other side.”
“It‟s something you need to face in order to get over it. Alta Sha has said
you need to do this. It is the will of I AM.”
“Okay but I still don‟t like it. I‟m inside. It‟s very dark here. There are
mach ines in here that are moving around. They‟re walking around on things
like stilts. I don‟t like them. Now I‟m up on some kind of observation deck.
This place is huge! I can see a lot of vehicles down below. They are doing
something but I can‟t tell what. I just know that they have a purpose. They‟re
very fast. I feel like I have been here before. This has something to do with
Mother.
“There‟s something here with me. I feel a litt le scared of it but I can‟t tell
what it is. Mother is here. We‟re in some kind of a litt le booth -like thing with
windows, and it‟s moving down to a lower level wh ere those machines are.”
She coughed and gasped for air. “What‟s wrong?”
“The fumes smell like ammonia or something. They‟re too strong. I think
someone put the fumes in this booth on purpose like so me kind of a test. It‟s
getting stronger as we go down.” The coughing got worse. “Pull me up. It‟s
time to go.”
“Does Alta Sha agree that it‟s time to go?”
“Yes. Count me up.” I d id, and although her eyes opened, she said, “I‟m
stuck. I can‟t get all the way up.”
“Do you have a suggestion, Alta Sha?”
“Try to physically awaken her.”
I rubbed her forehead and shook her shoulder a little. Her eyes began to
focus, and I repeated the count. She was alert but quite tired. “Mother was
with me. I remember being there before with her. It felt as if I was on another
planet. Those machines seemed to be making something and there were
smaller ones fly ing around with lights on them. The place was just huge! I
couldn‟t keep my eyes off the machines. They were so neat!”
“So, although you were afraid at first, nothing bad actu ally happened to
you. When the ammon ia got too strong, it was time to co me back. You may
have smelled the atmosphere of that place. So me planets in our solar system
have a lot of ammonia in their at mosphere.”
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It appeared to me that I AM was orchestrating things so that I always had
sufficient time to do the necessary tasks without getting overly tired or
pressured. Whenever I needed a break, one was provided. I hadn‟t received
the deluge of cases I expected when I started working at the mental health
center.
Since I wo rked some evenings, it was nine o‟clock by the time I got home
and I was surprised to find Marjie cleaning house, which was highly unusual
at that time of night. She said she was running a little behind, hadn‟t started
supper, had a big test to study for and some other chores to do before going to
bed. Obviously, something out of the ordinary was going on.
“How are you going to cram all that in before bedtime?”
“Oh, I‟ll find the time.” She was abnormally cheerfu l and made crude
jokes about unpleasant things that had happened with the nursing home
residents, which was totally out of character. She lightheartedly announced
that one of the residents had croaked.
“Something strange is happening to you. This is not the way you
normally react to things. I think we need to have a session about this.”
“Alta Sha has been telling me the same thing, but I don‟t have the time. I
have to study.”
“I‟ll help you concentrate on the studies afterwards.”
Before we began Alta Sha said, “She needs to be cleansed.”
“Did a spirit join her today?”
“Yes.”
“Very well, I‟m ready to begin.” Marjie was quickly entranced. “Look
within for a newco mer.”
“I have found it.”
“When did it enter?”
“When I was walking past the room of the resident who died.”
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“Can I speak to him?”
“I‟m afraid to let him speak through me. He was a very angry, nasty sort
of man. No one liked him because he would try to hurt you. You shouldn‟t be
holding my hand. He might try to slap you, or he might try to go into you
when he leaves me.”
“You cannot stay here,” I said to the spirit. “You are in the wrong place.
You should look for a b righter Light and go to it.”
“He doesn‟t want to go. He‟s spitting at the Light and cussing it.”
“The Light won‟t harm you. So meone who cares for you is waiting in it
for you. You can enter it.” Marjie‟s body thrashed around in the bed while she
resisted his efforts to control her.
“He still isn‟t going for it. This is such a bad spirit I‟m kind of afraid to
let it go. It might go to Ben downstairs if it doesn‟t go to you.”
I wanted to command it to go, but because of Marjie‟s concerns, wasn‟t
sure that this would be a good move. It was time to call on my teammate.
“Alta Sha, I need some help with this one.”
“You have no need of Alta Sha.”
“I am at a loss.”
“You are not lost, my friend.”
“I don‟t know what to do next. Should I send it into the darkness, or keep
trying to get it to go into the Light?”
“Why is this spirit acting this way?”
“It is afraid.”
“This one does not trust the Light. Therefo re you must find something it
does trust.”
“Marjie doesn‟t want it to speak. It‟s hard to carry on a conversation with
him.”
“She is wise. It would not stop at controlling her voice alone.”
“Okay, I‟ll give it another try.” Speaking to Marjie, I said, “Why is he so
afraid to trust what I‟m telling him?” Marjie‟s back arched alarmingly. “Why
are you doing that?”
“He remembers a time when the attendants at the home kicked him in the
back. He‟s struggling with them.”
“Why did they do that to him?”
“They‟re trying to force him to defecate in the wrong place. They want
him to do it in the shower and he doesn‟t want to. It‟s the wrong place to do
it.”
“What happened to make him go to the nursing home?”
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“His wife died. He was very angry about being left alone and missed her
very much. She was the one person he knew he could trust.”
I spoke directly to the spirit. “If you listen carefully, you will hear your
wife‟s voice. She is asking you to join her in the Light.”
“He can hear the voice but he‟s afraid it‟s just a trick and she won‟t really
be there.”
“This is no trick. It really is your wife. You can trust her. If you follow
her voice you will find her standing in the Light. You have nothing to fear. I
have no reason to lie to you. I want to help you find happiness.”
“He‟s beginning to walk toward the Light now. He sees her. She has her
hand out toward him but he isn‟t sure that it‟s really her.”
“You can believe what you‟re seeing. She has come for you. She loves
you.”
“He‟s taking her hand. They‟re together in the Light.” We sighed with
great relief. I thanked I AM for this blessing.
Marjie said, “I want to clean my insides. He left a big mess behind him.”
“Let the pure Light of I AM wash throughout your body, cleansing any
impurities.”
“It is done. I‟m clean again, but I‟m exhausted.”
“Why don‟t you take a nap? In this nap, time will be co mpressed. An
hour will seem like a day, and a minute like an hour. While you sleep you will
mentally review everything that you need to know for yo ur examination with
your subconscious mind. You will see it all very clearly and retain it in your
conscious mind for the test. When you wake up, you will feel refreshed.” She
went fast asleep, and after five minutes I said, “You have slept the equivalent
of five hours and have reviewed everything you need to know for the test, and
will retain it in your conscious memory.” I counted her up from the trance.
“Did I study?”
“Yes, you did. You will remember it all.”
“I need a shower. I still feel d irty.” She took her shower and soon was
asleep for the night.
Marjie‟s mood was still a bit silly in the mo rning, which made me wonder
if more work was necessary, but it would have to wait until evening. Her
manner was still a bit flippant when I got home fro m work. “Alta Sha told me
today that I would soon hear fro m my sister, but not which one,” she said. The
only one that had ever called our house was her younger sister, and those calls
had been very unpleasant for Marjie. I hoped the next one would be better.
There were errands to do in town and she went with me.
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On the way back Alta Sha jo ined me. “More cleansing is necessary.
There are other spirits affecting her. You were hesitant in your approach to the
one yesterday.”
“My impulse was to cast it out, but I have no experience in exo rcis ms.”
“It may become necessary.”
“That makes me nervous. What if I say the wrong thing? Couldn‟t that be
risky?”
“The precise words used are unimportant. If you keep your eyes on I AM,
He will be there to assist you and all will be well.”
“I wasn‟t sure whether to cast him into darkness or to encourage him to
go into the Light. I was concerned he might enter Ben when Marjie thought
there was some danger of that happening, but I didn‟t want to condemn h im to
darkness because of a misunderstanding.”
“You are surrounded by the protection of I AM. This protection extends
to everyone in your home. It would not have been allowed to enter Ben.”
“I‟m glad to know that now but at the time I didn‟t. That‟s why I wanted
your advice.”
“That one was a shattered spirit. So metimes they must be cast out. Do
you now understand what a shattered spirit is?”
“I understand a little.”
“You know enough. You will do well in your next attempt.”
Although I was tired fro m lack of sleep, I told Marjie that we ha d more
trance work to do. “Alta Sha says that other spirits are at work in you . We
have to find them and get them to leave.” We were reluctant after the stress of
the last experience, but it was necessary. Perhaps I was also being trained to
work under the stress of fatigue.
Marjie was entranced before the countdown was complete. Her body
language suggested she was already involved in activity at a spiritual level.
“What are you doing?”
“I‟m outside the house, searching for something.”
I thought the spirits might be trying to get her to vacate her body so that
they could take over. “Co me back to your body.” I saw no obvious change in
her behavior so I asked, “Where are you now?”
“I‟m in t wo places at once. Part of me is here, and part is still outside. I
feel that there‟s something outside I will find if I just keep looking.”
“I think you should come back altogether. This may be a diversion to stop
you from confronting the spirits.”
“I‟m back now.”
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“I command any remaining spirits to leave Marjie‟s body now, in the
name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost.”
“I hear screaming,” she said, putting her hands over her ears.
“You must leave. You cannot remain. You have the choice of darkness or
of Light, but you must leave now!”
A contemptuous, masculine voice sneered, “I am not impressed. Who do
you think you are to order us to leave?”
“I was sent by I AM. I am a son of God, sent to do this work and in His
name I tell you that you must leave!”
“I don‟t think you have the power to make us leave. We‟re staying here.”
“Why do you want to stay where you don‟t belong? She is sacred, a
Chosen One. You will not be allowed to interfere with her work. I AM gives
all the power that I need to do His work. You can‟t resist it. But I offer you a
choice. You can go into the Light or into the darkness. What do you choose?”
“The light is good here. We have no desire to leave.”
“In the name of I AM, you must leave!”
Screams which didn‟t belong to her issued from Marjie‟s mouth . I
repeated the command to leave again and again as she struggled in the bed.
After a minute or so she momentarily relaxed, then began breathing in huge
gasps. “There is pressure on my chest.” Her back arched upward alarmingly.
I put my hands on her chest, forcing Light into her and commanded,
“You must leave! In the name of the Father, the Son and the Holy Spirit, you
cannot stay in this body!” Her breathing gradually returned to normal. I felt
my o wn tension subsiding with relief.
“I feel like a chair that someone has been sitting on and they just got off.”
Unexpectedly, she jerked her right leg upwards as if someone had grabbed her
foot.
“What happened?”
“Nothing.”
I was suspicious. “Why did you jerk our leg like that?”
“I don‟t know. No reason.”
“I know one of you is still here. You must leave. You can not stay in this
sacred body. If you go into the Light, you will find peace and tranquility. You
won‟t have to be wrapped up in negative emotions like fear and anger. You
can have beauty and love.”
An unfamiliar feminine voice said, “I don‟t want to leave!”
“You must. I command you!” Marjie jerked onto her side and hung her
head off the bed, retching and coughing. She gasped for air. I got out of my
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chair, straddled her with my knees, and used my hands to put Light into her
back and chest. Instinctively I ran my hands from her abdo men toward her
throat to force the spirit out. I then rubbed my hands all over her body, saying,
“This one is full of the Light of I AM! No darkness will be allo wed here! You
must leave!” The vio lent coughing continued for another endless minute or
two, while I kept up my makeshift exorcis m. Finally Marjie relaxed and lay
back, breathing normally. “Just rest now. En joy the Light of I AM. Let it
refresh your body.”
I sat down on my chair again and Marjie sat up, assuming the familia r
posture of Alta Sha. “She rests.” He smiled and crossed her legs. “Now you
are a warrior for I AM! Earlier you told me that you did not like to be
aggressive but you trembled for only a mo ment before you showed the
necessary aggression.”
“It‟s a pity that I had to use aggression.”
“I agree, but with shattered spirits it is sometimes necessary.”
“Did any of them choose the Light?”
“One did and is now with I AM.” Gratefu l tears again filled my eyes. “I
AM is very pleased with you. She needs to do more work on things from her
past that she has not yet examined. There are still scars left to be healed and
not much time befo re your trip to the Tarahu mara.”
“Will there be enough time if we have a session every day for an hour or
two?”
“It will not take that much time. Just as you are being prepared for your
trip, others that you will meet along the way are being prepared. Each person
that you will contact has a spirit assigned to prepare them for it. I AM has all
the knowledge necessary to make the journey a success. There are many
preparations which need to be made.”
The last statement confused me. I thought we had already done most of
the physical preparations. “Do you mean physical preparations as well?”
“Did I not make myself clear? It troubles me that you have difficulty
understanding my words at times. I should learn to speak more clearly. I was
referring to all of the preparations which need to be made, not only by you,
but by others as well. There are no special preparations which you must make
in addition. Perhaps it would be better if some other spirit worked with you
who would not confuse you.”
“I don‟t want to work with any other spirit. As long as I can ask questions
to clarify my confusion it isn‟t a problem. I certainly don‟t want you to leave
me!” The very idea grieved me.
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He bowed his head and seemed pleased. You may always ask questions
of Alta Sha.” He took my right hand in both of his and I did the same.
“Alleluia.”
“Alleluia!”
After a mo ment of basking in the feeling of success, I asked Marjie if she
was ready to be counted up, and she was. She was exhausted by the session
and didn‟t remember a great deal of it, which was just as well. I told her all
that had happened. I felt surprisingly rejuvenated and thanked I AM profusely
for all the blessings.
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On a sunny Saturday we took Ben, Chris, and Valerie to a beautiful lake
where we hiked after a picnic. Marjie was fascinated with tiny details of rocks
and plants which she would closely examine. Alta Sha had told me that this
would occur at this point in her development and several times we patiently
waited for her to finish. A friendly husky that looked exact ly like a wolf
stayed beside Marjie and me like a like a magnet in spite of being called
several times by its master, who was walking a short distance away. The day
before I had attached a cloth picture to my wedding shirt of two wolves with
markings identical to the husky‟s!
Chris agreed to be best man at our wedding and Valerie offered her help
with preparat ions. Ben shocked everyone by giving me a b ig hug and telling
me how much he enjoyed being out in the woods with his family aga in.

We went to Memphis on Sunday and I was dictating notes for the journal
while driving. Each time I paused, a crow or a hawk would co me into view.
Several of them altered their flight path to veer toward the car as if
deliberately showing themselves. Like an Indian, I would often greet them
with “Aho!”
We had just passed a small airfield when Marjie said, “I saw a wrecked
airplane on that hillside. It was yellow. There weren‟t any trees on the hill like
there are now. When I looked again, it was gone.”
“What else can you tell me about the plane?”
“It happened too fast. I don‟t understand why I could see it one second
and not the next.”
“I think you must have had a vision of something that happened a long
time ago. This field may have been used for training flights back in World
War II. The Naval Air Base at Millington had a lot of small fields scattered
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around the countryside that pilots would use. I think a lot of the training
planes were yellow, but so are a lot of crop dusters.”
We were driving through Arlington, another small town. I had made a
right turn onto the main highway when Marjie said, “Did you see that woman
standing on the corner?”
“No. I didn‟t see anyone.” I looked back at the intersection where we had
just turned to confirm no one was there.
“She just vanished!”
“What did she look like?”
“She had long black hair and her skin was copper-colored like an Indian.”
“Alta Sha said your consciousness was expanding. You‟re either seeing
into the past or the future.”
At Unity, Doug stood in for Bernard, who was out of town. He did a
credible job of giving the sermon. Alta Sha gave me h is unmistakable nod to
let me know he was channeling as we listened. I smiled at him and thought,
How amazed people would be if they knew who was sitting in the
congregation. On the other hand, why aren’t we amazed by Who is with us at
all times and places? When Doug spoke of how he got started on his spiritual
path, Alta Sha said, “Alleluia!”
We shopped for wedding things after church. I wanted some hawk bells
to attach to my boots so they would jingle when we walked down the aisle.
Marjie wanted silk flo wers and ribbon for the bridal bouquet that she was
going to make. After searching unsuccessfully in different shops, she said,
“Terresa will help me find the things I need. She‟s telling me where to find
them in the craft supplies at home. We already have everything!” Without
Terresa‟s help, Marjie would not have known where to look. There were
many craft items she hadn‟t seen stored in closets.
We used part of the driv ing time to have another session about Marjie‟s
traumatic past. She chose a door leading to memories of childhood and her
sisters. “Carmen (a pseudonym) and Mona were always jealous when my
father would take me places and leave them behind . Carmen was also furious
when a girl who used to be her friend became my friend. Carmen dropped the
other girl, and they weren‟t friends anymore, but she was still mad about us
being friends. She stayed mad about that for three years and didn‟t stop until
we moved away to Tennessee.”
“Can you see Carmen now?”
“Yes.”
“Tell her what kind of relationship you want to have with her.
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“Tell her that you understand her anger and explain why it is unjustified.
Tell her that there is nothing you can do about her anger that you have not
already done and that if she wants to give it up, she will have to seek to serve I
AM in her life and look to Him to satisfy her needs instead of having
expectations of you that you can never meet. I want you to put this entire
relationship in the hands of I AM, who knows best how to work this out.
Accept His will in this.”
“I‟m doing that.” After a few mo ments of silence, she said, I‟m finished. I
feel at peace about Carmen now.”

We spent the evening working on wedding apparel. I decorated my shirt
and Marjie fin ished her exquisite bouquet. She had a real talent for arranging
flowers. Around nine thirty she said, “Adam is ready to talk to you. He wants
to use the crayons like Perithnea does.” I got excited; our first conversation!
I picked up Joseph Campbell‟s The Way of the Animal Powers, which is
about shamanism and has many interesting pictures we could look at. I knew
crayons and paper were somewhere nearby. Marjie was soon entranced and
Adam jo ined me . After saying our hellos, I asked, “Would you like for me to
read one of these stories to you? They are the stories different people tell ea ch
other about the creation of Earth and human beings.”
“Yes.” Adam pointed to a word at the top of the page and read, “Light.” I
was impressed that he could already read.
I read the creat ion story of the Pima Indians, whose culture is similar to
that of the Tarahumara. Adam shook his head in disagreement with their
legend. We then looked at Native American drawings of various spirits and
Adam whispered in his shy voice, “Why do so many of them look funny?”
“How do they look funny?”
“They don‟t really look like people or like any sort of god to me.” He was
quickly bored with the book, so I got out some paper for drawing, but the
crayons weren‟t in their usual place. “Look on the floor beside the table,” he
said, and there they were. He selected a green one and I chose red. “I don‟t
know what to draw,” he said.
“Anything you like. I‟m making a little flower.”
He drew a hollow tree stump with broken branches jutting from it. He put
four dots on the stump with curly lines radiating fro m three of them and a
straighter line fro m the fourth.
“Tell me about your picture.”
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“This is a special tree where I hide.”
“Do you like dead trees?”
“Yes. No one would bother with an old dead tree. It‟s a good place to
hide.”
“Is it near here?”
“You can‟t see this tree.”
“Do you hide in this hole?”
“Yes. I like the animals that come in there too.”
“What kind of animals?”
“The kind of an imals that hide. The dots are my friends. They are like
me.”
“Do you talk to them and go places together?”
“We don‟t talk. They go places together but I don‟t.”
“Why not?”
“I can‟t fly like them. They can fly like this.” He indicated the curly lines.
“I can only fly straight.”
“I bet you could ask them how to fly like that and they would show you
and would let you go with them.”
“Do you really think I could ask them?”
“Of course you could. They would probably be happy to show you how
to fly that way and to have your company. I don‟t know what you look like.
Can you draw me a picture o f yourself?”
He d rew a rectang le with a s mall dot in one corner. “That ‟s me.”
“Are you really that small? Just a dot?”
“I‟m very little. I know I‟m supposed to get bigger.”
“Why do you think you need to get bigger?”
“Perithnea said I have to.”
“Do you want to?‟”
“I don‟t know.”
“If you want to get bigger, you can be as big as you like.”
“How b ig do you want me to be? I thought I was supposed to be small.”
“Why did you think that?”
“Because of my name.”
“Can you spell your name?” He made another dot. “That‟s not how to
spell your name. That‟s just a dot.”
“It‟s an atom.”
“No wonder you think you‟re supposed to be small! That‟s not your
name. Your name is Adam.” I slowly printed it, naming each of the letters. “I
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picked this name for you because you are my first son born entirely of Spirit
and because Adam is the name of the first man, according to our own creation
story. He is very famous.”
He studied the letters. “That looks like a slide.” He po inted to the leg of
the A. “And that looks like a chair.” He indicated the d. “You could sit in the
chair and watch me slide down,” he s miled.
“Yes, I would enjoy that. Now can you draw me a part of yourself?” I
wanted to know just how distorted his physical form was due to Perithnea‟s
concerns about it. He drew a tiny mitten-like shape.
“That‟s my foot.”
“You need a bigger foot than that. Would you like for me to draw you
one?”
“I would like that very much.”
I drew a realistic foot big enough to fill a quarter of the page. “How large
would you be if you were big enough to use this foot?”
“That would be very big.”
“It‟s not too big for you to be now, and later you can get even bigger.”
“I like this foot very much. When I ask my friends how to fly I‟m going to
show them my foot. Thank you. I like you.” This was very high praise to my
ears.
“And I like you Adam. I‟m proud to be your father. Will you come back
again soon so we can talk and play some mo re?”
“Yes. I would like that.”
Marjie was very upset when she got home fro m school the fo llowing day.
“I discovered a dent in the passenger door of the van. I was afraid to tell you. I
thought you would go into a tirade and blame me fo r it.”
“How d id it happen?”
“I went to Wal Mart on the way ho me and when I came back out, there
was this big dent. Nobody was parked next to me so I couldn‟t tell who did it.
They just left!”
“Why would I get mad at you? It wasn‟t your fault. You can‟t help it if
someone runs into you and then leaves the scene. The same thing has
happened to me before.”
In spite of my reassurances, Marjie was still very anxious about the
incident hours later. “Will you help me get over this? I feel so bad inside,” she
said.
“Has Alta Sha been working with you?”
He‟s just been standing there staring at me and not saying anything.”
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I laughed. “I guess he wants you to get over this too. Let‟s have that
session I suggested earlier.”
After a quick countdown Marjie said, “I want to see Mother. Here she is.
She looks like she used to in her human form. She‟s co mfo rting me.” She
smiled and relaxed. “Now she‟s changing into her normal form. She‟s taking
me for a ride. Her movements are very quick and so smooth. I love the way
she moves. If you were riding on her back and held a cup of water you
wouldn‟t spill a drop.”
“Where are you?”
“We‟re back on the ship, going past the operating room. We‟ve stopped.
There‟s some kind of panel in front of us. It looks cloudy, as if you could see
through it and something is back there, but I can‟t tell what it is. Mother is
putting her upper arm against the panel like you do when you get scanned for
identification. She wants me to do it too. It feels rather strange but it‟s neat.
Now we‟re going through some doors. They‟re all locked. We‟re co ming to a
place where I can hear a lot of wailing and crying. It‟s so loud!” she put her
hands over her ears. “There are lots and lots of people in here and they are all
screaming and crying. They are behind some kind of wall which co mes up to
their necks. All you can see is their heads. They all have these awful,
miserable exp ressions on their faces. I know some of these people! There‟s
your mother and your sister and your ex-wife! I can see my sisters and my
dad. There are two of the girls that dropped out of my class .
“Mother is telling me that this place is for people who are happy in their
misery. They are exactly where they want to be. If you try to take them away
they wouldn‟t like it. I shouldn‟t try to change things for them. If I did it
would only make them unhappy. They feed off misery, not only their own, but
others‟, too.”
“She‟s showing you that you needn‟t feel excessive compassion for
everyone who is miserable. It isn‟t up to you to make them happy.”
“I can see that they could leave this place if they want to but they won‟t.
All they have to do is to walk around the end of the wall. Now I can see why
Carmen always appears when she knows I„m suffering. When I‟m happy she
loses interest. I have been thinking about my father recently, letting him grow
larger in my mind. Now I see that there‟s no point in worrying about him.”
She began to cry. “Tony and Bart are here, too.”
“They have been given a chance to enter our world, which is full of hope,
and they have chosen not to for now. Eventually they may decide to leave this
place of misery,” I said.
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“We‟re leaving now. Mother is taking me up to a higher place. She can
fly! I didn‟t know she could float like this. Mother is taking things out of me.
They are dark and ugly. She‟s flinging them away as if they are garbage.
She‟s fin ished now.”
“Look to see if Alta Sha is around.”
A big smile lit her face. “He‟s smiling at me.”
“Ask him if there is any more work for you to do. Does he want to take
you to your Father?”
“No.”
To put a positive ending to this session, I said, “Find a beautiful
experience in the future that you can look forward to.” She wore a happy
expression as she visualized a scene. “What are you doing?”
“I‟m looking at your boots.” She swallo wed several times.
“Are you alright?”
“Yes. I‟m finished.”
Alert now, she said, “I know that Mother did some other things to me but
I can‟t remember what.”
“What happened in the future? Why were you looking at my boots?”
“I don‟t remember any boots. I feel like I could go back under. I need to
go back under.”
“Why don‟t you, then.” It wasn‟t necessary to count her do wn, for I could
see that she was deeply entranced.
“I‟m looking down on us from high above. I can see you, me, and
Mother.”
I felt strange sensations, stronger on the right side, as if my brain were
squirming inside my skull. My skull felt like it had been softened and was
being mo lded into an expanded shape. I thought Mother was ca using these
sensations. Without conscious intent, my head swayed fro m side to side in
harmony with the movements Mother was making with Marjie‟s head. I felt
great compassion for Marjie and sensed that it emanated from Mother, who
was channeling her emotion through me. I mentally welco med Mother,
telling her that I was not afraid because I knew she was good and that we
were friends because of our mutual desire to help Marjie. I th anked her for
helping me.
“We‟re back up to that high place where Mother took me before. We‟re
in a roo m with many windows. I keep hearing noises which sound like ships
being launched. I see accordion-shaped structures like you see at airports that
passengers use to walk onto the planes. I know that if I walked through this
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one I would fall because there is nothing on the other side. The ship was just
launched.”
“I think Mother is showing us something fro m the future.”
“She wants me to remember this. She‟s holding my hand. She says it is
fin ished.” She was instantly alert, as if propelled fro m the trance by Mother.
She got out of bed and down on her knees before me. She was radiant. We
embraced. I felt deeply grateful for the visions she had shared with me a nd for
Mother‟s amazing and unmistakable touch, unlike anything I had ever
experienced before I began to work with my astounding Marjie.
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Ben called just before I left for work saying that he had to have a check
brought to him at school to pay for a class trip that he had forgotten to
mention the night before. I was afraid the detour would cause me to be late for
my first appointment. I should have been late, for the detour took an extra
fifteen minutes of travel t ime, but as if by mag ic, I was on time and without
speeding. So mething unusual had occurred with time and also within me, for I
didn‟t get the least bit upset at the prospect of being late due to Ben‟s mistake.
I had spoken to Perithnea about the little girl I was treating who had
been severely abused for much of her early childhood. Perithnea advised me
that she needed adults to play with her, to carry her and to talk to her only
about nice things that would help her get over her bad feelings. Perithnea
also said to give her an invisib le gift which she placed in my hand. “This is
something that the litt le g irl wants and needs to make the pain and the tears
go away and to feel loved. She will recognize it when she receives it.” I was
to see her later that day.
The magic continued during my session with the child. We heard the
sound of something falling on my desk, but saw nothing there that could have
fallen. The girl asked, “What was that?” Her stepmother was with us so I was
didn‟t say that I thought it was a faery playing tricks. When we were alone, I
told the child about Perithnea and offered her the invisible gift. The child took
it in her hand as if it were real, and did not ask what it was.

Marjie was accosted by one of the female patients at the nursing home,
who pulled her hair when she bent over to tie a man‟s shoelaces. She
extricated herself without much difficu lty and wasn‟t upset when she
mentioned it, which was definitely a step forward. That evening she wanted to
walk by herself for a change and I went for a jog. We were watching the star
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filled sky afterwards and she said, “Mother walked with me. She asked me if I
could see writ ing in the sky. I couldn‟t figure out what she was talking about.”
“Maybe we should have a session about it.”
“I didn‟t want to impose on you.”
“It‟s not an imposition. I enjoy it. Besides, it‟s only a couple of weeks
before we leave and we still have a lot of work to do on your past.”
As usual I began with a prayer to I AM. “Bless us with a learning
experience wh ich will prepare us to do Your work.” Marjie went to the
hallway of doors to find one she had not entered before.
“I‟ve found one but I‟m afraid to go in.”
“I‟ve noticed that you are almost always afraid to go through these doors.
I want you to trace this feeling back to its beginning. Let the first time you had
this feeling be your guide.”
“I‟m about four or five years old and I‟m standing in front of my parent‟s
bedroom door. My father is in there alone. Mama is gone somewhere. She
told me that I have to go in and say goodnight to him before I go to bed, even
if I don‟t want to. I can‟t make up my mind. If I don‟t go in I‟ll get a
spanking, but I don‟t want to!”
“You want to do what they expect to please them, but you really don‟t
want to do it. Isn‟t this what happened so many times in your life? You felt
you must do what others wanted even if it made you unhappy. Do you
understand why forcing you to show affection which you didn‟t really feel
was wrong?”
“Yes. She didn‟t have to force me! I s houldn‟t have been threatened like
that.”
“Okay. Now I want you to go through the door to your father but this
time I want you to use what you have learned from going through other doors
where there were frightening things. Go through that door as a four o r five
year old but tell h im what you would tell h im if you were going today.” I
waited for her to comp lete the task, and saw a smile on her face. “Are you
afraid o f him now?”
“No. I saw him shocked by what I told him. I saw him as one of those
behind the wailing wall.”
“Are you ready to leave the room?”‟
“Yes.”
“Good. Let‟s go back to the hallway of doors and find the one you need
to enter.”
“I see one at the end of the hall that I have been avoiding.”
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“Let‟s go to it. Do you feel afraid to enter?”
She smiled. “No. I‟m reaching for the knob. Mother is here. She‟s
reaching around and opening the door for me. Is that okay?”
“Surely. Mother knows what she is doing.”
“She‟s slowly opening the door.” Marjie‟s face lit up with joy. “I see a
whole new world! It ‟s full of life and all different colors of light. The lights
are forming together to make geo metric patterns like cit ies. Cit ies with in cit ies
but they‟re not solid matter, they‟re cit ies of light! Beautiful! There are other
lights that are moving around. There are crafts, but most of the lights are
liv ing beings. Some of them are dancing together in groups, swirling about.
I‟ve been here before. I remember this. There is someone here in this city who
is meant for me. So meone who will make me feel who le and t ake away my
suffering. I don‟t know who it is but I know he is here.”
I sat back to let her enjoy this experience without interruption. About five
minutes passed before she said, “I‟m through. It‟s time to go.”
I counted her up and asked for more details.
“It was something like you would see in outer space. There wasn‟t any
ground for it to rest on. It was very dark in the background but the city itself
was brilliant with light. There were moving lights everywhere. Others were
dwellings and some were just part of the scenery. They were all different
colors, but none of them were flashing. There were so many lights that it was
like daylight there. It was really nice.”
“You said there were all kinds of life there when you first got there.”
“I knew everything that was there was alive. It wasn‟t like a dead ghost
town type city. It was alive.”
“You didn‟t see countryside then?”
“It was a city of light. I never saw any land. It was just light.”
“There weren‟t any buildings?”
“The lights were the structures.”
“No hard surfaces?”
“Not outside of the lights. They were just where they were supposed to be
and some would swirl and seemed almost musical. I didn‟t hear music but it
could have been musical.” We wondered who the mysterious man in the city
could be.

Driving home fro m work the next day, I saw a tiny bright light on the
inside of the driver‟s side window wh ich I thought might be Adam, and told
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Marjie about it when we were getting ready for bed. “They‟ve been around
me a lot today. Alta Sha has been hanging around, kind of in the background.
He says there‟s no rush, but we still have a lot of work to do.”
“Does Adam want to talk or draw?”
“Not tonight. I‟m t ired.”
“I read a section today in my boo k about Indian relig ious beliefs that
reminded me of Mother. There‟s a legend in so me t ribes about Great
Grand mother Spider who was the mother o f all liv ing th ings on Earth and
who loved and cared for every liv ing being. May be the Indians who
believed that had contact with someone like Mother.”
“Mother is stroking your face right now. She‟s saying you have taken a
step closer. Do you know how handsome you are?”
“Thanks.” I gave her a kiss. Within mo ments she was fast asleep .
I had too much energy for sleep and went for a jog, awed by the majesty
of the heavens which I AM created. Back in the bedroom again, I noted that
Marjie was shaking her head, as if distressed by something in a dream. I
remembered that Alta Sha said she would begin to experience things while
sleeping which were important to her growth. She was obviously distressed,
so I asked, “What is happening, Marjie?”
“I‟m looking at a bunch of doctors. They are showing me a lot of needles,
too many! I‟m afraid they‟re going to stick too many in me at once. If it was
on the hip I think I could take it but I don‟t th ink it‟s going to be there.” She
was suddenly awake.
“They were funny looking doctors, wearing masks. One of them had a
bunch of syringes in his hand sticking out like fingers.”
“I wonder if this is connected in some way with the back pain you
mentioned earlier. Maybe they were helping you.”
“My back does feel better.”
I was amazed in the morning to see a white hawk land in a tree beside the
highway as I was on my way to work. I didn‟t know wh ite hawks existed and
decided it must be a good omen. Based on Marjie‟s report later that evening, it
certainly could have been.
Marjie said, “The state inspectors made a surprise visit to the nursing
home today. I was so glad to see them! Maybe now something will be done
about the lousy care they give the residents. Th e staff was going crazy,
especially the ad min istrator, who looked petrified. I told the nurses that they
should be happy that the inspectors were going to show them a better way to
do things. I think our instructor must have called somebody after she heard all
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our complaints. It was our last day there and the students were ju mping for joy
because we don‟t have to go back. But guess what; the admin istrator‟s wife
offered me a job! I said no thanks.”
Though elated, she was also tired, for she had grown mo re a ttached to
some of the residents than seemed possible after only five days of training,
and saying goodbye had been difficult. Her instructor, who Marjie at first
thought was treating her unjustly and ignored her, had asked her to give a
speech at graduation because she was at the top of her class. Marjie had never
given a speech, and although she was happy to be recognized, she was also
quite anxious about it, and had homework to do as well.
I tried to allev iate her strong feelings of loss and guilt over leaving the
residents and her anxiety about her assignments. “You left your patients in the
hands of I AM. He will watch over them just as He watches over you. You
will have enough time to accomplish all that you need to do for graduation
and for the wedding. We have seen again and again how I AM makes sure
that we have ample time and everything that we need to finish our tasks.”
“Thanks for the reminder.”
We had a session after supper, in which Marjie found herself back in her
bedroom aboard a craft. “I hear a signal that means I‟m supposed to go
someplace, but I don‟t remember where it is.”
“Just follow your instincts and do what you used to do.”
“I‟m going down a hallway that curves to the left. Wow!”
“What happened?”
“I just shot straight up in the air! Ho w neat! I‟m in another place, just
hanging here. I‟m suspended in the air. I know this place has walls but I can‟t
see them. I‟m surrounded by a bunch of other beings that are floating like me.
They look very strange. This is too much to handle all at on ce. Let me co me
back until I get used to this.”
“Okay. Just let yourself be here in your bed while you get used to this
new situation. When you‟re ready, you can return to the place where you
were.” It only took a few mo ments.
“I‟m looking at some of the others near me. Far below us, lights are
moving around. Some of them are forming clusters and then shooting out in
all directions. Now they‟re co ming up to us. They‟re flying around us like
they‟re checking us out. This just can‟t be. It can‟t be happening. I don‟t
believe what I‟m seeing!”
“It is safe. Don‟t be alarmed. Take your time and look around at the
others. Tell me what you see.”
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“I don‟t believe this. Next to me is what looks like a big noodle, long and
flat, but with curves. I know that it is intelligent. It looks very prim and
proper, very dignified. It doesn‟t seem to mind that I am staring at it. It
doesn‟t have any arms or legs but somehow it holds itself erect. I can see eyes
but no mouth or anything. I must be imag ining this.” Suddenly she jerked.
“What happened?”
“There‟s one here who looks human. He has white hair. His eyes are
penetrating. They seem to look right through me. I felt a shock go through my
body when I looked at him. I know he‟s very important to me but I don‟t
know why. I see Mother.” Her eyes popped open and she was instantly out of
the trance. “She kicked me right out of it.”
“You were being shown someone who was very significant to you.
Maybe it was the one whose presence you felt in the city of lights.”
“I just know that whoever he was, I have seen him before. Those eyes
were really something.”
This was a very significant session. We had gone from Indian spirits to
extraterrestrials, and although their connection was not clear, I was learning
that there was much oral history of Indians having contacts with heavenly
beings, just as we were. Around three in the morning I woke up to flashes of
light co ming through the window and went outside, half expecting to see a
UFO landing, but it was only distant lightning.

As soon as Marjie wo ke in the morning she told me about her dream. “I
was searching around on my hands and knees under the pews of the church
for my wedding dress. Everyone was waiting on me. There were about fifty
small children holding very bright lights who were part of the ceremony. One
of my girlfriends was trying to help me find the dress. The church was very
large, what you would call a double decker, and it was comp letely full. I was
really upset that everyone else was ready and I was n‟t. What do you think it
means?”
“You are still having some anxiety about the wedding, especially
appearing before others and being embarrassed. The large number of people
you saw probably represent the spirits who will be attending. Everything will
work out just as I AM has planned it. There‟s no need for worry.”
We spent the day getting a marriage license, wedd ing rings, and
ordering a wedding cake. As if our way had been prepared, every task was
easily acco mp lished. The unusual rings we chose had a basket weave design
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stamped into wh ite gold, with three small d iamonds equally spaced with in
intersections of the woven strands. We were reminded of the nu mber 3 in
the cryptogram on the tombstone which Perithnea had shown us at the
beginning of our adventures . The weave also reminded us of Indians, and
although these were the only two rings of this design on hand, they fit us
perfect ly. We accepted them as yet another indication of I AM‟s approval of
our bond.
The baker took a special interest in decorating ou r wedding cake with the
unusual Unity symbol, wh ich has the form of a winged disc representing the
Spirit in its ascending journey. We also asked that she put a red rose to
represent I AM‟s love on it. She wanted to be certain that she would do it
exactly the way we wanted it.
We held our usual session in the evening. Marjie was escorted by
Perithnea to a door. “It‟s the one she showed me before with the keyhole she
went through. This time I‟m go ing to go through it. I‟m inside now, in a place
which is totally quiet except for the sound of our tapping footsteps. Perithnea
says there isn‟t supposed to be any sound in this place at all and to wait a
minute while she fixes it.” Just then, a loud jet flew over the house. “The
noise from that plane pulled me back. A lta Sha wants to speak to you.”
For a few mo ments we quietly enjoyed each other‟s company, and then I
asked, “Is everything progressing fast enough to accomplish all that needs to
be done before the trip?”
“All will be acco mplished. You have nothing to be concerned about.
Your pitch is still h igh.”
“Was I right in thinking that the city of light is a place where Marjie has
been in the past?”
“Yes. It is not only a memory but a place to which she will return in the
future. You should be prepared to take a step in the near future which man
would say is a large one.”
“I have been expecting that it was time for me to take a step but I didn‟t
know what kind.” I had been wondering when I would meet the children of
God, as Alta Sha called them. “I have wondered if Mother was getting ready
to take me aboard a ship.”
“Will you be afraid to take this step?”
“I don‟t think so, but you never know until you actually have the
experience. I‟ve co me to know Mother rather well; she is loving and
trustworthy. I can see no reason to fear her. I‟ve noticed that I have funny
feelings in my head when she is near. Can you tell me what causes this?”
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“It is her touch that you are feeling. You could experience more of her
touch if you would relax and allow yourself to be immersed in it. Would you
like for her to come now?”
“Certainly.”
“If you will take my hand it will be so the mo ment you touch it.”
The sensation of my b rain being manipulated returned immediately.
Closing my eyes, I relaxed into the feeling. I opened my eyes a few mo ments
later and saw that Alta Sha was swaying Marjie‟s head back and forth in the
same way as Mother does , with a look of great co mpassion. “Are you
imitating her movements?”
“I thought it would be helpful if I did so.” We continued for about five
minutes and I was feeling wonderful. “Marjorie is tiring. It is time for me to
go. Mother enjoys her visits.”
“She is certainly welco me.”
“Alleluia,” he said, head bowed.
“Alleluia.”

On Saturday we were on our way to pick up Marjie‟s sons and to take
them on a p icnic when Alta Sha said, “I will be shadowing you throughout the
day.”
“Good. I‟ll enjoy the company. Can you tell me anything about the man
Marjie saw in the city of light?”
“He is one of her instructors.”
“Is he the one she felt was waiting for her there?”
“Yes.”
“Why is he so important to her?”
“You will have to wait for this knowledge. Do you understand the need
for wait ing?”
“I have learned to wait for many things. It satisfies me to know that the
answer will be supplied later. I a m content to watch God‟s plan unfold and not
to know everything before it happens.”
“Once one adopts this attitude it is easier to be at peace and to be more
med itative.”
“Is there anything that I can do to help Tony and Bart get out fro m behind
the wall of misery?”
“Simp ly share yourselves with them.”
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I noticed a small sign advertising rabbits for sale in the yard of a house. I
pulled into the driveway and saw fro m the change in Marjie‟s expression and
posture that Alta Sha had stopped channeling and said, “I thought you might
want to get a rabbit for the boys as an Easter present.”
“That‟s a great idea.” A nice teenage boy proudly showed us his
collection of rabbits in well kept cages b ehind the house. Marjie was
immed iately drawn to a white bunny with large black patches and floppy ears
which we bought. Marjie doted on it so much that y the time we reached our
destination, I could tell that she really wanted to keep it for herself.
Nevertheless, she presented it to Bart as we had planned. After playing with it
for a wh ile, Bart decided that it would be a good idea for us to keep it at our
house, where we already had a large pen. He could play with it on his regular
visits. Marjie was thrilled to know that she was able to give it away yet to also
keep it!
Bart had invited a friend to go with us, and we headed for the scenic
Shawnee National Forest in southern Illinois. At one point we were behind a
purple pickup truck and Marjie said, “They should call it Purple Passion.”
When I passed it, we saw those words written on its side. “How did I know
that?” she asked.
We intended to take the ferry across the Ohio River but it was not
operating, so we had to make a detour to a bridge which led to Harrisburg.
Our destination was Garden of the Gods, but I had not approached it fro m that
direction before and didn‟t have an Illinois roadmap. Although I wasn‟t sure
what roads to take, I took one that seemed to be going toward the area where
it was located. We had driven a long way down a back road and I was about to
admit I was lost when we came over a hill and saw two men standing beside a
pickup with a tractor chained to it. One looked to be about forty and the other
twenty-something. I stopped beside them.
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The older man, whose sparkling blue eyes were full of vitality and whose
smiling expression was remarkab ly friendly, walked up to the passenger side
where Marjie was sitting. “Can I help you with something?” he asked.
“Can you tell us how to get to Garden of the Gods?”
“Just keep going down this road. You‟ll see a sign on the right. Can‟t
miss it.”
“Do you need any help? Looks like your tractor bro ke down.”
“No, we‟re just fine, but thanks for asking. Have a n ice day.”
Although it was a very brief encounter, all of us were impressed by how
nice he had been. Marjie said, “I knew the minute I looked in his eyes that he
was placed there to help us.”
“Maybe he was an angel in disguise,” I said. Within a mile we came to
the sign and follo wed the road we re membered to our destination.
All of us enjoyed climbing around on the fantastic formations of sandstone
and lava cliffs that overlooked a great gorge at the aptly named Garden of the
Gods. We had just started down the trail leading to the cliff edge when Marjie
said, “I‟m hearing a strange, warbling kind of singing, but the words aren‟t
distinct. It makes me think of Indians.”
“Is it just one voice? Is it a man or a wo man?”
“Alta Sha says I don‟t need to share all of this in front of the boys.” We
had already shared plenty with them, so I d idn‟t quite understand why this
needed to be withheld, especially since the boys had walked on ahead of us,
eager to explore. I was a b it frustrated to be missing out on her impressions,
for knowledge of anything connected with Indian spirits was imp ortant to me.
Marjie got very tense when the boys walked near the cliff edges and was
worry ing so much about them that she wasn‟t enjoying the beauty. She said,
“Alta Sha says that there‟s more danger of them being hurt on their
skateboards than climb ing on the rocks. He says no harm will co me to them.”
She began to relax.
After climb ing over the cliff tops we too k a trail that led to the lo w
ground beneath. It took us right next to a lava pro montory wh ich had
evenly spaced grooves on its side, like the markings fingers wou ld leave in
wet clay. They were remarkab ly like the envisioned grooves in stone beside
a descending stairway do wn wh ich A lta Sha had prev iously led her. She
had put her fingers in the grooves then, pledging to follo w I AM no matter
where the jou rney might take her, even if it meant leav ing her body. Ou r
forest trail also descended at that point, and Marjie said , “I can‟t resist
running my fingers th rough the g rooves. I p ledge my life to you, I AM.”
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I replied, “Isn‟t it incredib le that we were led to this spot which reminds
us of our commit ment and we didn‟t even know it was here? I AM is so
fantastically intelligent to be able to coordinate all these small details in our
lives. There are billions of people on this planet and every one of th em is
capable of being led in the same way. What kind of mind can do that? Thank
you, Father.”
It was nearly eight o‟clock when we got the boys back to their
grandparent‟s house. Bart announced that he had decided to keep the rabbit
with him after all, which I knew wou ld upset Marjie. Bart didn‟t exp lain why
he changed his mind. I suspected it was intended to hurt his mother‟s feelings,
which he had also done the previous time we parted by not giving her a hug.
He knew she was eagerly anticipating having it live with us, but she didn‟t
complain. It saddened her to leave the boys and the rabbit.
Feeling deprived of the psychic imp ressions she had received at the
Garden, on the way ho me I said, “It‟s really impo rtant to me to know anything
you receive about the spirits of a place. Can you tell me more now that we are
alone?”
“I really don‟t remember all of it, but mostly I just heard voices singing. I
know you won‟t like it, but I‟m craving a cigarette.”
“I thought your cravings were co mpletely gone. The loss of the rabbit,
leaving your boys behind again, and the things you felt at Garden of the Gods
may be the reasons you want to smoke. Do you want to have a session about
this?” She agreed and easily entered the trance. “Exp lore your craving for a
cigarette to find out if there is a spiritual influence at work.”
Alta Sha answered. “Her craving is due to the fact that she has been
smoking for years and occasionally she will experience it again. When she has
these cravings it is a signal that she could experience more healing fro m the
effects of cigarettes on her body.”
“Thanks. I think I know what to do now.” I gave Marjie suggestions that
she fill her lungs with healing Light rather than the smoke she craved, and
after a few minutes she said that it helped.
We went to bed and fell asleep shortly after we got ho me. During the
night she got so hot it felt like I was in bed with a heater. In the morning I saw
that she wasn‟t wearing her nightgown, which was a first. I asked, “Why did
you get so hot last night?”
“I know Mother was doing something with me but I don‟t remember
what. I know my tailbone is sore, though. I can‟t remember doing anything to
make it sore.” I had been concerned about Marjie‟s comp laints of her back
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hurting for a few days and had suggested that perhaps Mother could do
something to help it. Had she received a treat ment?

As we drove to church on Sunday Marjie again complained of her back
hurting and I projected healing Light to it. She entered a spontaneous trance
and I suggested that she also send Light to it. “Mother is with me. She‟s doing
something to my back.” I heard a distinct popp ing sound emanate fro m her
back and the pain stopped.
Doug and his wife presented us with a much appreciated book entitled
The Tarahumara as a wedding gift. There were a lot of pictures and
descriptions of customs and ceremonies that we had been unable to find
through local lib raries. Doug said he came across it while browsing through a
bookstore and knew that it wou ld make a perfect weddin g gift .
He invited us to join him and his family for a visit to a man -made grotto
with a relig ious theme which featured statues of characters from the Bib le in a
nearby cemetery that had made a big impression on him. I had vague
memo ries of seeing it once as a small child when I lived in Memphis. He was
so eager for us to see it that we agreed to go. However, Marjie and I were
disappointed to find that the statues were crudely made and garishly painted,
which left us comp letely unimpressed.
A walk through the flower gardens on the cemetery grounds was much
more en joyable. Eventually the path took us to a large, underground
mausoleu m. An overhead skylight allowed the sun‟s rays to illu minate its
attractive central atriu m, which contained several plants. Hallways radiated
fro m it which contained the remains of many deceased people behind
engraved slabs of marb le. As soon as we entered Marjie said, “This place is
full of spirits.” There was a foul odor inside which caused me to retreat after a
brief look around, but Marjie lingered.
“Keep your Light strong. I‟m go ing out for some fresh air,” I said. After a
few minutes she followed.
Doug had remained outside hav ing a smo ke and when we jo ined him
he asked M arjie, “Do you see the au ra around the mausoleu m?”
“Yes,” she answered. “It‟s a dark purplish color.” I saw nothing.
“It‟s a wall of energy intended to contain the spirits. I want to free them.
Let‟s all join hands and make a circle. You too, kids.” We did as he asked.
Marjie took one of h is hands and his wife held the other. The ch ild ren and I
completed the circle. I assumed he was going to say a prayer for the
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deliverance of the trapped spirits, but in a loud voice he commanded, “Spirits,
come forth! You are free to go on with your travels!” I didn‟t feel much of
anything but I silently thought Doug should have asked for the protection of I
AM before giving orders to spirits.
It was time for us to get started on the long drive home, so we went to the
nearby parking lot, said our goodbyes, and left. “What did yo u think of that?”
I asked Marjie.
“I thought he was putting on a show for us. I saw those spirits come out
of that place and head straight for us! I put up my guard right away to protect
myself.”
“Where did the spirits go?”
“I‟m not sure. Some of them jus t took off. I can‟t believe he invited them
to come forth without telling them where to go.”
“I know. He d idn‟t even mention the Light or ask for protection, as if he
thought he could play God. Why would he risk his children? We‟ve heard him
talk about the dangers of encountering evil spirits and then he pulls a stunt
like that. Somet imes I wonder if he even knows how to let I AM direct the
work.”
“My throat suddenly got sore when we started for the car. It was fine just
a few minutes ago.”
“Maybe it‟s a reaction to the pollen fro m all those flowers.”
Within a half hour, Marjie‟s throat was getting worse and her stomach
was hurting as well. I counted her down to enhance the effects of the healing
Light I was projecting to her throat. “I keep seeing the color red everywhere,”
she said.
My suggestions for healing and projection of Light were ineffective. “I
think you may have been possessed by one of those spirits that Doug called
forth who got in before you put up your shield, but it might be a fast acting
virus that you picked up in that smelly mausoleum. Your sympto ms remind
me of Legionnaire‟s disease, which could be serious. You might need to go to
an emergency room. Alta Sha, can you help us?” I pleaded.
“It is not one of the spirits Doug called forth causing this discomfort, but
the effects of the spirits he invoked who joined him. He d id not do the work
properly and because she was holding his hand and did not think to protect
herself fro m their physical contact, she was contaminated. The spirits could
not enter her because she was already full; they could only leave traces in her
body.”
“Why is she seeing red?‟
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“It is the color of pain. Mother has given her medication to ease her
pain.” Marjie suddenly relaxed and he withdrew.
“How does she do that?” Marjie asked. “The pain is a lot better.”
“I don‟t know but it obviously works. Just accept it.”
Alta Sha returned, saying, “I am putting her to rest wh ile we speak so that
she will not be drained. She will recover. When you arrive at your home
Mother and I will work with you to help her heal rapidly. This will allo w her
to go to school tomorrow.” Marjie had her heart set on completing her course
with a perfect attendance record, so this was good news.

Knowing she would be alright, I turned to other subjects. “Why did
Marjie have a vision of Bernard and Chris driving by an accident a few days
before they left for their t rip?”
“She was being shown that although there was an accident, Chris and
Bernard were safe.”
“Why was it important for her to know that?”
“She was given an opportunity to ask questions to discover why it was
important but she failed to take advantage of it.” I recalled that she had
thought the incident was insignificant.
We sat silently for a while until my thoughts turned to M other. “What
kind of being is Mother?”
“She is an angel.”
“An angel! Your fo rm is very different fro m hers.”
“You will remember that I said I appear to Marjie in a form wh ich she
can accept. It is not my true form.”
“Does that mean that you have the same form as Mother?”
“All angels have the form which I AM gave them.”
This didn‟t really answer the question but I decided to let the subject go,
for it didn‟t really matter to me if all angels had the same form or not. Their
forms were adjusted to suit the situation and were not nearly as important as
their deeds.

When we arrived at home, Alta Sha helped to unload the car and
accompanied me upstairs to the bedroom, channeling in order to keep Marjie
at rest. He retreated as she was getting undressed. She took a shower and got
ready for bed. “Alta Sha wants me to put on these heavy pajamas. I‟m going
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to get very warm and they will absorb my sweat.” She got into bed. “Mother
wants your assistance. She wants you to use your hand to help her remove
certain things fro m me.”
She was already entranced. I closed my eyes and waited for the touch that
would signal Mother‟s presence. In a few mo ments I felt the impulse to place
my right hand toward Marjie, sensing that Mother wanted me to. “Move your
hand toward the east,” Marjie said. This was in the direction of her stomach; I
stopped when she said, “That‟s the place.” I visualized my hand being
intensely bright with healing Light. As if by its own accord, it moved toward
her throat. “Don‟t give me too much heat.” I sent cooling thoughts to my hand
and felt it cool as it neared her throat. I held it there for several minutes,
feeling Mother‟s presence more strongly.
“I feel better.” Marjie sat up in bed and hugged me. A powerfu l urge to
hold and to rock her welled up fro m with in and I willing ly cooperated . The
rhyth m of the movements matched my heart beat and I felt I was being
rocked with her by Mother. “You‟re rocking just like Mother does.” I
imaged my body composed of pure white Light. I remembered A lta Sha
saying that I cou ld experience mo re o f the sensations of Mother if I wou ld
relax into them, and this was a powerfu l con firmat ion. “Mother says that
you two make a good comb ination fo r healing . She wants to work as a team
fro m no w on .”
“I would be honored.” After we had a snack I read to Marjie fro m our
new Tarahu mara book until she fell asleep.
I went to town the following afternoon to complete some errands and
rented a video entitled Copper Canyon, which I hoped might be about
Tarahumara country, and another about crop circles. Marjie woke fro m a nap
and we started to watch the movies. Copper Canyon wouldn‟t play at all, so
we started the crop circle video. After seeing some very impressive crop
circles made in England, the television image turned to pure static although
we could still clearly hear the soundtrack. Marjie said, “I saw Mother. She
was shaking her head as if to say, Don’t watch this, just before it turned to
static.” We had been allowed to see the largest design before the date of the
film, which was about three hundred meters in length, very complex and truly
beautiful. It wasn‟t clear why Mother didn‟t want Marjie to see the rest. I
wondered about technology that could turn the image to static wh ile
preserving the sound.
I fin ished reading the Tarahumara book early in the day. It was
discouraging to learn that increased population and economic pressures in
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Mexico were causing the forests and grazing lands on which the Indians
depended for their traditional way of life to be taken fro m them. Many
Tarahumara had been forced to seek emp loy ment because the land would no
longer sustain them as it had done for centuries. Others depended on sales of
handcrafts to tourists for income.
“I want to take a picture of the Spanish Peaks with us for the Tarahumara
to see when we get to Mexico,” I said. “Do you think you could put a cross
stitch design of the peaks on a sweatshirt? Maybe it would remind them of
times past when they went there to worship, and they would ask us questions
about them. I wonder what impulse spurred them to go so far north of their
homelands in Mexico.”
“They have gone much farther than that,” she replied.
“How do you know how far they have gone?”
“The Old One is speaking to me. He says that they have gone a distance
of twenty days‟ travel. I don‟t understand exactly what he is trying to say. It‟s
giving me a headache.”
“Then don‟t worry about it.”
“He says that by the time we actually meet some Tarahumara they will
probably be expecting us. They will send word fro m rancho to rancho to
spread the news.”
“I wonder what we should take as gifts. I don‟t want to contaminate them
with modern technology. They may distrust white men bearing gifts anyway,
considering the history of Indians everywhere.”
“We‟ll think of something.”
Perithnea made another surprise visit. “Hello Father Bright!”
“Hello, Perithnea. Do you know why mother wasn‟t allowed to watch the
crop circle video?”
“It would be too much for her to absorb right now. She‟s not ready for it.”
“Well, I saw enough to satisfy me, but why was I allowed to find this
movie and then not allowed to see it?”
“You found it because you thought of it.”
“I don‟t remember thinking of it beforehand. Perhaps my subconscious
thought of it.”
“Exactly.”
“How can we help that little girl I‟ve been wo rking with to believe in
faeries?‟
“Her name is in the book too.”
“It is?” Has someone picked her name?”
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“Yes, another faery, and I know who.”
“Tell me about her if you‟re permitted to.”
“She has silver hair and purple eyes that shine.”
“Really silver, or just very white?”
“Really silver, and she wears purple clothes but they‟re invisib le.”
“How can you tell that they‟re purple if they are invisible?”
“What color is my hair?”
“Orange.”
“How do you know?”
“Marjie told me. She‟s seen it.”
“It‟s orange even if you can‟t see it.” Grateful tears filled my eyes to
know that my small client would have a faery to help her suffering. Perhaps
her stony little heart would soften. “This faery has a great deal of experience
in helping those whose names are found in The Book of Suffering.”
“It will take a very experienced faery. She‟s been deeply damaged.
“Will you tell me mo re about the Faery Rule Book ?”
“What would you like to know?”
“What are some of the rules?‟
“The first rule is that you have to be small, and you have to fly, and you
have to swing, and you have to be happy, and you have to love, and you have
to feed your horse.”
“Oh yes, Night mare.”
“And Daydream.”
“You have two horses now?”
“I always did. I ride Nightmare at n ight and Daydream in the daytime.
There‟s another rule. You have to tickle and make people laugh. You can tell
the little girl that anytime she gets tickled, she can know that it was her faery
tickling her. You can tell her that maybe she can try to find out her faery‟s
name and get to know her better.”
“Thank you Perithnea. You‟ve given me something to help the little one.
You‟re a real blessing. How is Adam doing?”
“He is showing everyone his blue foot. They‟re all v ery interested in it.
He‟s very proud of it.”
“I‟m g lad to hear that he is talking to others now. It sounds like he is
growing.”
“He‟s growing a lot, but he looks odd.”
“Why?‟
“He only has one foot. You only drew one.”
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“Please tell him that he‟s supposed to have two of them.”
“Okay. He‟s been helping me build someth ing.”
“What?”
“It‟s a secret. Mother is getting tired. I‟d better go. Bye.”
In the middle of the night I woke, and unable to go back to sleep, went
downstairs. Although I had closed my eyes to meditate, a mysterious bright
band of white light filled the top half of my inner visual field. I opened my
eyes to see if there was something in the room causing it, but saw nothing.
The sharply defined light reappeared briefly, followed by images of shifting
and swirling colors, which had a soothing effect. I gladly accepted these
images.
Befo re gett ing out of bed in the mo rn ing I was again treated to rap id ly
changing images with defin ite patterns that remind ed me of the geo met ric
designs seen on ancient Ind ian pottery and cloth ing. Th ese were mo re
viv id and colo rful than any I had seen before. As soon as one imag e was
sharply defined, another wou ld take its place. Twice I saw b right images
of crosses. It occurred to me that the healer with in was co mmun icat ing
with me through these images.
Mother‟s touch was evident several times during my workday, especially
when I was giving others relaxation instructions. It was very inspiring to have
her working with me.
Just before arriving at home I had the thought that Marjie was ill, and she
indeed was asleep when I did. I anticipated that we might have a demanding
session and grabbed a quick bite to fortify myself before returning to her side.
She was semi-awake. Her hair was wet with perspiration but she had an
electric blanket covering her.
“How are you feeling?”
Apparently confused, she anxiously said, “My hair is all wet. I can‟t find
the definition. I need it. Can you help me find it?”
“Maybe Alta Sha and Mother can help us find it. Let me count you
down.” I felt Mother‟s very strong touch and allowed her to guide my hands. I
felt energy waves emanating from my hands as I circled them over Marjie‟s
body. The sensations were stronger near her head. Mother guided me to put
one hand behind her head while holding the other in front, palms inward, and
I visualized a ball of Light between them which bathed it with healing energy.
After a few minutes Marjie said, “You don‟t have to keep doing it. I don‟t
want to tire you.” I stopped, thinking it was Mother‟s intent. “I still haven‟t
found the definition. I‟m not going to be able to help my people.”
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“Which people?”
“The ones I have to work with tomorrow. I‟ve been fighting this illness
ever since those spirits tried to enter me at the cemetery. I got too tired. I can‟t
fight it any more.”
“Why did you think you had to fight the illness?‟
“I‟m letting you down. I‟m letting the patients down. I want to have a
perfect attendance record.”
“I don‟t feel let down. It‟s normal for everyone to get sick now and then.
You‟re no different fro m anyone else. Look to Alta Sha. Ask for his help to
find the defin ition you need.”
“The word is perfection. He says I‟ve been trying too hard to find the
definit ion.”
“Perhaps you‟re afraid to find the defin ition because if yo u did you would
decide that you‟re not perfect.”
“Yes.”
“When you strive too hard for perfection what do you find?”
“Imperfection.”
“It‟s foolish to try too hard for perfection. You don‟t need to be
concerned about the awards people can give you for perfect attendance. Man‟s
rewards are nothing in the eyes of God. As long as you know you are winning
His approval, you don‟t need other rewards. You already have a perfect
attendance record at His school.”
“That‟s true.”
“Did the healing seem to help?”
“I felt the energy in my head. It felt like it was being wrapped in
something similar to what Mother was also wrapping around my head. She
was wrapping something else up too, but I couldn‟t see what it was. Then she
started to put something on my head to make it feel cooler and I can still feel
her doing it.”
“Is there something else Mother wants me to do?”
“Mother says she has received a great deal of help fro m you and is
pleased. My hair still feels a little wet.”
“I felt Mother very strongly. I thank her fo r her help also.”
Marjie went to the bathroom to clean up. She still felt a little ill, but
improved as the evening progressed. She fully recovered by mo rning.
When she got home fro m school she said, “You‟ll never guess what
happened to me today.”
“What?”
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“I went on a ho me health call and started talking to the man I was treating
about his family. He told me about his wife and the more he said the more I
thought she was a woman I‟ve been treating at the nursing home. It was her! I
told him that she‟d been able to talk some sense to me, which made him very
happy. He thought her mind was completely gone. I told him she said she
used to milk cows and he said it was true. I told him it was a miracle that God
sent me to him so I could let him know his wife had not completely forgotten
him. It was just great!”
“It‟s hard to believe something like that could happen by accident.”
“We need to do some work after supper.”
When Marjie was under, she said, “I see Perithnea riding on Mother‟s
back. Mother is looking very closely at me, making sure that no bad effects
fro m the spirits remain.”
I heard a strange noise. “I‟ll be right back. I heard something downstairs.”
I went to check it out but saw nothing unusual and quickly returned.
“Mother says that in the future you should avoid situations that could
interfere with the work you do together because you need to work at the same
pace. It‟s important that you not be distracted fro m unfin ished tasks.”
“I apologize. I meant no disrespect.”
Marjie jerked. “Call me back!”
“What‟s wrong?”
“Something horrible is standing behind Mother! I just caught a glimpse of
it and then it disappeared. Wait a minute, Mother is telling me that I was
seeing a reflection of the illness I had. It‟s what she was wrapping up in order
to contain and separate it from me last night. I don‟t have to see it again.” She
relaxed. “Mother is putting me on a table. She gave me something. I‟m getting
sleepy. I feel nu mb all over. She‟s looking at me very closely and examining
you very closely too.” I felt the intense sensations of my brain being probed as
I held Marjie‟s hand. She used her free hand to move mine away. “It feels like
your fingers are going right through me. It hurts.” Without thinking, I
automatically reached to comfort her and touched her right forearm. “I feel
pain where you are touching me.” Feeling foolish, I instantly withdrew my
hand.
I felt intense energy surging through my body, which was probably the
cause of the pain, and I sent healing Light to the places I had touched. “I feel
really intense heat,” Marjie said. I raised my hand above her arm about 6
inches and felt the energy pulsing between us as I slowly moved my hand up
and down its length. “It‟s still hot!”
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I visualized my hand turning to ice in order to send cooling energy to her.
“It‟s getting cooler, but not much.”
Holding my hands on both sides of her arm without touching it and
visualizing it as ice, I said, “Imagine your arm being cooled by a mountain
stream.”
“Mother says this is good play for us. My arm is starting to feel numb
fro m the cold.” I stopped the imagery and said, “Your arm will return to a
normal temperature. It‟s no longer being cooled.”
“It feels good now.” She laughed. “Mother is tickling me. She says that
now she‟s going to remove some of the false and ug ly beliefs that my
parents taught me as a ch ild. She‟s reach ing into my chest, pu lling these
awful loo king th ings out one by one and throwing them to the g round.
They‟re shattering into a thousand pieces. They sound like g lass breaking .”
Marjie flinched each time Mother destroyed another ugly belief. Then she
smiled. “She‟s making a game of th is. She says that I have been taught
many bad things and if I want I can be free of them. I can beco me a pure
vessel for the work of I AM. I want this! I don‟t need them and I want to be
rid of them!”
“Do you understand that you will be a different person without these
beliefs?”
“Yes.”
“Then they will be eliminated with the help of Mother and I AM.”
“Mother says she loves you. It‟s time for her to go.”
My eyes glistened in response. “I love you too, Mother.”
“I‟m ready to come back.”
Reluctant to lose contact with Mother, I slowly counted Marjie up, but
had an intense feeling of loss, and realized I also wanted to be comforted.
“I‟m still under.”
“It ‟s all right . You ‟ll be out of it in a few minutes. Mother is still here.
I want to co mmune with her fo r a litt le wh ile.” Tears were streaming do wn
my face fro m my closed eyes. I felt a light touch on my right eyelid and
then on my left as Mother wiped my tears, and knew that she d idn‟t want
me to be sad. I was sad at being separated fro m Mother‟s dimens ion, but
happy to have conscious contact with this magn ificent being , who loved
me! Mother bathed me with her love for a few mo ments, and I counted
Marjie up ag ain.
Marjie read after we d iscussed the session and I then went for a jog.
Under the beckoning stars I pondered our wondrous adventures with those
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awesome beings from the spiritual realm, and the everyday, mundane
concerns of this world seemed so unimportant. I wanted all my actions in this
dimension to have a spiritual purpose.
Before going to bed I read fro m a novel based on accumulated
archaeological knowledge about some of the prehistoric Indians of North
America. A feeling of awe passed through me when I learned there were five
circles tattooed on the main character‟s forehead. No matter what I did, the
number five was being presented to me time and time again .
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The next day I shared what Perithnea had said about her with my little
girl client. I described her faery‟s silver hair and purple eyes and clothing, and
told her that she might be able to find out the faery‟s name if she thought
about her a lot. She was intrigued with the notion of having a faery of her very
own.
The child had a history of molesting pets but had been allowed to adopt a
stray puppy that had an eye infection. I suggested that she could ask the faery
to help her heal it, in hopes that the attempt to heal would help to change her
behavior towards animals. Mother‟s touch was very strong as I shared my
thoughts about healing with spiritual energy. I was pleased to learn that the
child had sat in her stepmother‟s lap and cried for a long time about the abuses
she had experienced, which was a majo r step for her. She had previously been
very hateful toward her stepmother, and I began to feel more optimistic.
Marjie agreed to have a session so I could speak to Adam about his
growth. Entranced she said, “I‟m with Mother. She is very active, moving her
heads and all four arms around. I didn‟t notice before that the arms on both
sides move together. They follow each other. I think she‟s trying to
communicate something to do with you through her gestures. I understand.
She‟s showing how the things you are putting forth to others are s preading out
and drifting down.
“She disappeared. Adam is here. He has the shape of a litt le boy now. I
can see his feet clearly. His arms s eem to be a little short though, and he
doesn‟t have any hands .”
I started drawing a realistic hand to go with his feet and saw the change in
Marjie‟s body language that revealed Adam‟s presence.
“Hello father.”
“Hello Adam. It‟s nice to be talking to you again. I have missed you.
How do you like your new feet?”
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“I like them very much. Perithnea loaned me a mirror so I could see my
foot and I used the reflection to make another one.”
“Wonderful! She always has good ideas.”
“I‟ve been showing them to my friends. They were very interested in
them. They‟ve been showing me how to fly crooked.”
“I‟m so happy that you have made friends with them.” I remembered that
Marjie had saved a pine cone that he told her he wanted. “Are you enjoying
your pine cone?”
“Yes. I can draw one. Could I have a crayon?”
“Certainly. Here‟s some paper.”
He drew a good likeness and asked, “Did you know that pine cones have
tiny seeds inside?”
“Yes. Isn‟t it amazing how such large trees can grow fro m something so
tiny?” He was drawing a small, bare tree, and I drew a large one, beginning
with leaves in various shades of green and leaving gaps where the limbs
would go. “People can gro w just like trees fro m small beginnings.”
“That looks like a path.” He pointed to the gaps in the leaves. I added the
trunk and the limbs. “What a beautiful tree!” He to ok another crayon and
added leaves to his.
I drew a circle at the top of the page and said, “Some people think the
circle is a symbol of all creation. It has no beginning and no end, and every
part of it is connected to all the other parts. That‟s why a lot of Indians
considered it to be sacred. They liked to have meetings in a circle, they
danced in a circle, and a lot of them lived in dwellings made in a circle. In
numbers, it‟s also the symbol for nothing. It‟s called a zero.”
“I was like that once. I was nothing. I didn‟t exist. Now I have feet. I‟m
growing,” he proudly said.
“Have you been travelling with those feet?”
“I‟ve been looking for bugs.”
“Did you find any?”
“I think so.”
“How could you tell if it was a bug?”
“Because it had a Light and it had a smile, but it doesn‟t have a soul.” He
drew a few bugs and then a tall, pointed triangle which he co lored.
“What‟s that?”
“It‟s a place I have to go.” I drew a three dimensional pyramid similar to
his own, remembering that Alta Sha had told Marjie to remember this form
because it was important.
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Adam pointed to it and said, “That‟s the place I have to go. I have to go
inside.” He drew little dots around the pyramid.
“Why do you have to go there?”
“I don‟t know. I have to find out what‟s in there.”
“What are those little dots?”
“These are more bugs. I‟ll be able to find it from the Light that they
give.”
“Would you like to have some hands to use when you go there? I drew
one for you.”
“Yes. Thank you.”
“You can use a mirro r to make another one.”
“Or I can just turn this one over and copy it.”
“That‟s right! You‟re very clever.”
I drew the largest crop circle we had seen in the video, curious to see how
he would react to it. It consisted of a triangle with an inside circle touching the
sides, and from each of the three points wheel-shaped symbols projected, each
differing in detail. Adam drew a circle and rectangle connected by a line
between them. Fro m this axis other lines projected at right angles and lines
parallel to the axis joined them. I said, “My drawing is a very big crop circle
that they found in another country. What did you draw?”
“It‟s another one.”
I drew a thunderbird. He drew a flying saucer with struts hanging below.
“What‟s that?” I asked.
“You can fly in it. Would you like to fly in the thunderbird?”
“Oh yes. Have you been flying in that?” I pointed to the saucer.
“Yes.” I was surprised.
“Perhaps I‟ll fly in one someday, too. I would like to be able to fly like
you can, but I haven‟t learned how to yet. In a way we are alike. You‟re a
spirit who needs to grow your body, and I have a grown body but I need to
grow in spirit.”
“I‟m getting tired, father. Will it be alright if I go and play with my hand
now?”
“Of course. I love you and look forward to our next talk.”
“I love you too, father.”
Adam‟s serious, dignified manner was very different fro m Perithnea‟s
silliness. Fro m his co mments about the flying saucer, I gathered that ETs were
already working with him. I supposed that Perithnea had already introduced
him to Mother, or perhaps Mothers habitually worked with faeries.
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That night Marjie and I watched the video which another student had
loaned to her of a major pow-wow held at Lo retta Lynn‟s ranch at Hurricane
Mills, Tennessee. We enjoyed the elaborate dance costumes and strenuous
movements of the fancy dancers and of the more traditionally dressed Indians.
Eventually I had the impulse to go outside while the lengthy tape continued
playing. I ad mired the full moon and remembered the Old One had told us to
bless the sacred staff when the next full moon appeared. We turned up the
volume of the tape so that we could hear the beat of the tom and took the staff
outside.
Facing the east, I held it horizontally above my head and offered it first in
that direction, then to the south, the west, and the north, then to the sky and
finally to the ground. “I AM, we ask you to bless this stick which has been
made for Your glory. We do not know how You intend for this stick to be
used, but we pray that it will have meaning to those who see it. Give us the
wisdom to know how to use it well.”
Marjie took one end of the stick in her right hand. “The Old One says
there is more. Ho ld the other end with your right hand.” We lifted the stick
horizontally toward the sky and faced the full moon, allo wing it to absorb
moonlight for several mo ments. We then held the stick vertically and slowly
lowered its base to the ground. “That‟s all,” she said.
Alta Sha channeled, “You did well, my friend. It was necessary to do the
ceremony under a full moon because it symbolizes a new beginning.
Alleluia!” he said, and so did I.
Just after he spoke, a cloud bank obscured the moon. I wasn‟t sure what
had prompted me to go outside at precisely the right time, but I suspected the
healer within me had something to do with it. “That was simple enough,” I
said to Marjie. We hugged and went back to watching the video. I thought,
How appropriate for her classmate to loan us a video of Indians with the tom
and chanting for background music on the very d ay we needed to do the
ceremony, and when we didn’t even know there would be a full moon. This is
the plan of I AM unfolding.
We spent much of the following day doing yard work, although Marjie
was not feeling her best. Nevertheless, that evening we attended an art exhibit
at Murray State University where some of Chris‟s work was on display , along
with that of other students. We enjoyed being with the children and had a very
pleasant visit, although Marjie was still congested. We were driving home
when she said, “Alta Sha would like to speak to you.”
“Good.”
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He nodded his greeting. “She is not yet over her illness.”
“I know. Why does it linger so?”
“The effects of the spirits Doug called to himself were very strong.”
“Why didn‟t he know better than to invite lost spirits to us without the
protection of I AM? If he is so spiritually developed, why did he make this
mistake?”
“Doug‟s pitch is high but it is off center. Because of this it is possible for
him to continue transmitting illness to Marjorie if she touches him. She is
feeling some an xiety about coming into contact with him to morrow.”
“What can we do to prevent that from happening?”
“She should not touch him. It will be safe for you to touch him,
however.”
“Why doesn‟t Doug get centered? Surely he knows how to do this.”
“Yes, he does know how, but he prefers to remain the way he is.”
“Will this be a problem at our wedding? Should I get someone else to
sing for us? I don‟t want Marjie to be uncomfortable and I don‟t want to have
to worry about contamination.”
“No. By then all will be in o rder. My charge will be safe.”
My efforts at using healing Light to help with her congestion were not
very effective. Her stuffiness persisted through the night and into the next
morn ing, and she slept restlessly. We decided not to attend church due to her
symptoms and to avoid contact with Doug. We also held a session for healing.
I felt Mother‟s touch and powerful energy filled my arm and hand, which she
guided over Marjie‟s chest and head. Marjie said, “Mother is working on me.
She seems to be packing my throat with something.” She had a fit of deep
coughing and afterwards felt much better.

At lunchtime I asked Marjie to choose what we would eat instead of
always rely ing on me to do it, but she wouldn‟t, and I co mp lained. She finally
admitted that she was afraid she would choose something that I wouldn‟t like.
I tried to convince her that she didn‟t have to worry about displeasing me to
the point that she couldn‟t make minor decisions, and that I wouldn‟t find
fault with everything she did like other men had done. She stayed in the
discussion, a step forward, and said, “Mother has been here with us. She filled
up the whole room. Did you feel her?”
“Yes.”
“Once when I was looking at you, I thought I was looking into her eyes.”
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“That doesn‟t surprise me. She loves you as much as I do. We only want
you to be happy.”
Tears filled her eyes. “Alta Sha is talking to me.”
“What is he saying?”
“I don‟t want to say right now. Just let me wash the dishes. I‟ll tell you
later.”
When she had finished and I had done some chores as well, we went to
the bedroom. I said, “You need to go back to bed. A nap might do you some
good. I can put some menthol on your chest.”
“Don‟t leave. We have work to do.”
“Are you ready to start?”
“Yes.”
Before I started the count, Alta Sha said, “Hello, friend. Marjorie remains
upset.”
“I know. What‟s bothering her so much? Is it her illness?”
“That, and Doug has been trying to make a psychic connection with her
several times today and it is bothering her. She has been afraid to tell you
about it.”
“How can we stop him?”
“I have told her that it will be d ifficult work. This is what was upsetting
her at the table. She is still ad justing to all the dramat ic changes which have
taken place in her life. She needs your patience.”
“I forgot to have patience with her about choosing what to eat. I still need
to work on that.”
“Together we can help her. We can push Doug back toward his center.
Are you willing to do this?”
“Sure. What do we need to do?”
“You have to become one with her.”
“I‟ll try.”
“It is simp le. Put your right hand on her chest. We are in the Light of I
AM. We do this with His permission and only to help Doug get centered, not
out of anger or resentment. Picture Doug tall and proud of himself. Picture
your hand on his chest and we will give him a push.” I visualized myself
within Marjie‟s body pushing Doug firmly away. I applied a steady pressure,
and for several seconds imaged us as invincibly strong. “Push him down to h is
knees.” I saw him kneeling before God and praying to be allowed within the
Light, surrounded by it and I AM‟s love. “Fo llo w my movements. Do not lose
contact.” I mirrored A lta Sha‟s actions as he moved Marjie‟s free hand toward
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my left shoulder and down my left arm, until our hands completed the circle
and joined. He removed his hand from mine after a mo ment, leaving a small
gap between them for a few seconds. “I have left him. We were successful in
pushing him back toward his center.”
“Is he centered now?”
“He moved in that direction. He will center eventu ally. Congratulations.
You have taken your first test flight today. Your pitch is very high.”
“I have felt that it was getting higher.”
“Did you feel any discomfort?”
“Not at all. I feel a great deal of energy. I‟m not sure what to do with it
all.”
“You have been holding this energy close to your breast. This is good
because you treasure it. However, I have been consulting with others and they
are all agreed that it is time for you to care fo r more.”
“That sounds good to me.”
“Alleluia!”
“Alleluia.”
“Marjorie is going to have a difficult week ahead. There will be many
firsts for her.” He looked aside as if listening. “Perithnea says it will be
dynamite.”
“Dynamite?” That sounded alarming.
“She says it will b low her mind.”
I laughed, but Alta Sha‟s expression remained quite serious, as if to say
she wasn‟t kidding. I realized it might be harder than I expected. We said
goodnight.
Marjie asked, “What happened?”
I described the session and she admitted that she had been very nervous
about making preparations for the wedding, about Doug‟s attempts to intrude
on her with mental telepathy, and about having to give a speech to her class.
“Remember that each person you speak to is actually a manifestation of
the Creator. You can think of yourself as speaking to only one person, and
that person will be God. If you can speak to Him, you can speak to a million
people and it would be all the same.”
“It‟s like speaking to Mother. She has two heads but there‟s only one
her.”
“Yes. We‟re getting married to please I AM and no one else. It doesn‟t
matter what anyone in the audience might think of the ceremony so long as
He is pleased.”
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“Thanks for that. I‟m going to rest for a wh ile.”
When she woke fro m her nap she said, “Mother has been flooding me
with images. We went down in an elevator into some type of shaft where
Mother showed me many things but I can‟t remember them. She told me that I
would retain them all even if I couldn‟t remember them now.”
At intervals throughout the day Marjie made sketches of the things she
had seen. One was a circle with parallel ro ws of dashes projecting from one
side. The dashes represented light. Another, drawn in block form as if on a
digital display, consisted of the numbers 7174, wh ich were written upside
down and backwards, like a mirror image rotated 180 degrees. The third
image was composed of a circle with three Xs joined to one another at
different angles and attached to its edge. Across the page was a device that
looked like an overturned vase with a flared top, a narrow neck, and a fuller,
rounded base. At the open end was a spiral with arrows radiating fro m its
circu mference. At the bottom of the spiral, lines representing energy beams
shot downward toward a tall, slender pyramid. Standing beside the pyramid
was a stick man, with rays of Light radiating fro m his head and extremit ies. I
had the impression that the vase was releasing energy into the spiral, which
directed it to the pyramid and thence into the person beside it, who then
distributed it elsewhere.

As if summoned, Doug telephoned in the afternoon to ask why we had
not been at church, which was very unusual for him. All of his previous calls
had been due to concerns about himself rather than us. I suspected he was
responding to the push Alta Sha and I had given him, but I wasn‟t going to
mention it unless he gave me an opening. I told him Marjie had been very sick
since leaving the cemetery. He acted as if he didn‟t have a clue about
possession by the spirits, nor of their effects on Marjie. He didn‟t even ask
about the nature of her illness. We discussed the wedding and the book of the
Tarahumara briefly before hanging up.
I was tired and took a brief nap, and then went to the kitchen to see how
supper was coming along. Marjie said, “Did you try to project yourself down
here a few minutes ago?”
“No, I wasn‟t even thinking of you. I was trying to communicate with
that mockingbird singing outside the window who keeps me awake, asking it
to go somewhere else in a nice way. It d idn‟t work.”
“Well, it felt like you were right here.”
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“Oh. I forgot to tell you that Alta Sha said I had to become one with you
in order to push Doug away. Maybe you‟re still feeling the connection. Isn‟t it
something that he called right after we shoved him?”
“I was expecting him to call. Mother is here.”
“I feel her touch.”
“She wants to speak to you.”
“Let‟s go upstairs and I‟ll count you down.”
Fro m the mo ment I sat beside the bed, Mother‟s touch intensified. I felt
that she wanted me to t ilt my head back as far as I could and I did so to the
point that it was becoming painfu l. I decided it would be mo re co mfo rtable if I
lay down on the bed, and after that the sensations in my brain were even
stronger. There was a powerful pressure and a dull ache in the left temporal
area wh ich felt like so mething penetrating my sku ll and entering my brain. I
thought, An implant or something is being installed or adjusted. There is no
need for panic. Mother is an entirely benign servant of I AM. Protect me with
your Light, Father. I thank you for all the blessings you have bestowed. I felt
at ease and accepted this discomfort as a part of His plan, although I didn ‟t
know exact ly what was being done.
Images more viv id than any I had seen before were being projected by
Mother into my consciousness. The forms were very structured and looked
organic, but unlike anything liv ing on Earth. As soon as one image was clear
it was replaced by another before I had t ime to analy ze o r identify it.
Thousands of these images flashed before my inner vision in only a few
minutes. Some looked like anatomical features such as noses, eyes, horns,
teeth, claws, and mouths, like a kaleidoscope of unknown or extinct animals.
At times it seemed that I was peering through the viewport of a space craft at
strange structures suspended in space. Many of the images emerged fro m a
background of brilliant, purplish-blue Light.
My body vibrated with so much energy that I thought I would levitate.
The energy seemed to oscillate in the form of an in fin ity sign, looping first
one way and then the other. Just when it seemed I might take flight, Marjie
touched my chest. I had the impression she had been directed to do so.
Immediately the image of a vertical shaft of brilliant, golden-wh ite Light
shining on me like a spotlight that illu minated my body within and without ,
emerged. Marjie removed her hand and the images continued.
“What‟s happening?” she asked, in an iron ic reversal of ro les.
“I‟m getting all kinds of images from Mother.” They faded away. I
started to get up from the bed when Marjie touched my arm again.
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“Why are you touching me that way?” I wanted to know if she was being
directed to do it by Mother.
“I am here, my friend,” said Alta Sha. “Who is it that I co mmune with?”
“I don‟t understand what you mean.” He co mmuned with many beings, to
my knowledge.
“You speak of Mother often. Spell.”
“M, o, t, h, e, r.” I didn‟t understand why he wanted me to spell it.
“Do you see?”
I searched for some insight that would explain what he meant. I sensed it
was important for me to find a connection of some kind . An unbidden image
of Leonardo da Vinci‟s The Last Supper came to mind.
“Are you referring to the disciples?”
“You will see.” I started to ask him another question, but he was gone.
I told Marjie to listen in while I dictated an account of all that had
transpired. It was too important an event to put it off. I got the recorder and
lay down on the bed beside her. Before I could start dictating, Mother‟s touch
was again too strong to ignore.
“I feel Mother. Do you?”
“Yes.”
Brilliant images of formless, pulsating, purplish -blue Light filled my
mind. With each pulse the Light‟s shape changed like a dancing amoeba.
After each wave of color an afterimage of the edge appeared on a yellow
background, making forms that looked like the characters of an unknown
language. The pulsing rhythm was slow, regular, soothing and comforting.
Gradually the image of an eye formed in the blossoms of Light. It had a
reptilian, yello w iris and a vertical, slit pupil. I felt very peaceful as I observed
this eye. It was replaced by the image of a huge flying disc covered with
beautiful lights hovering above us which was so vivid, I wondered if it were
physically present over the house.
Again I sensed that Mother wanted me to tilt my head back as far as
possible until it hurt my neck. I held it there for as long as I could stand it.
When I straightened my neck out, Mother‟s touch faded away, and I felt
wonderful.
Marjie said, “Did you know that when you tilted your head back there
was a red rash on your throat? It disappeared while you held it back.”
“I didn‟t feel it. I saw an image of a fly ing saucer just now that was so
real I thought we were about to be beamed up. You know, it doesn‟t really
matter if you go aboard physically if you can mentally t ravel there.”
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“I think we‟re going to go physically one day, and I hope it‟s really soon.
I really want to go. I want my who le family to be watching so I can throw
them the bird on my way up!”
I laughed. “I think it would be fun if I could land on the lawns of some of
my family members and casually walk up to them and say , I was in the
neighborhood and stopped by to say hello. Then I would say, I have to go
because I have work to do. I would get on the ship and let them watch me
leave.”
“If we did that, within twenty four hours they would convince themselves
that they had been hallucinating.”
“You‟re probably right.”
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To my delight, the pesky mockingbird didn‟t wake me up at first light by
singing outside the bedroom window as he had been doing for weeks. I hoped
he had finally gotten my mental message to sing in a different place.
Insufficient sleep sometimes interfered with my alertness at work. Anything
that interrupted my sleep was significant, for once awake , I had difficulty
going back to sleep.
I was looking at the drawings Marjie had made of the pyramid and the
figure standing beside it and was reminded of a painting of two slender
pyramids shown at the art exhib it at Murray State. The tip of one of the
painted pyramids was penetrating a sphere as if to puncture it. The weird thing
about this was that a person I had hypnotized a few days before the art show
had also envisioned a pyramid penetrating a circle! At the time it occurred, the
vision had no obvious significance to the client or to me, but its repetition in a
totally different context rein forced the notion that there were no coincidences
in our lives. Pyramids were coming at me fro m all direct ions and I didn‟t
know why.
When I got home fro m work, Marjie was haggard and had a severe sinus
headache. She agreed to have a session for healing. We had just started a
session to deal with it when Ben called on the telephone to say that he was
locked out of his car and wanted me to rescue him. I apologized for the
interruption to Marjie and all our spiritual helpers.
She said, “They‟re all laughing.”
I returned within the hour to find that Marjie was still in pain and had
gone to bed. We asked Mother for assistance before the countdown. When I
moved my hands over her face to deliver healing Light, I felt fields of energy
like barriers wh ich were stronger over her left eye and cheek. I concentrated
on smoothing out these areas of resistance while v isualizing that she was
being cleansed of any negative spiritual influences that remained.
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“My throat is burning. I can feel the sinuses draining. It‟s really hot!” I
put my hand near her throat and felt a great deal of warmth. She placed my
hand over her left eye, keeping her hand on mine. Within a few minutes we
were finished with the healing, but she indicated that there was more work to
be done. To deepen the trance I counted her further down and suggested that
she go into the Light of I AM.
“I see everyone around me, Perithnea, Adam, Mother, Alta Sha and the
Old One. They‟re making room for someone else. He‟s coming through the
opening toward me. I can‟t see him clearly.”
Her head started moving in a slow, rhythmical pattern, going up, down,
and side to side, as if examining several things before it that were
symmetrically placed. An unfamiliar, so mewhat machine-like, masculine
voice said, “Greet ings.”
“Greetings to you.”
“Why do you offer greetings to one you do not know?”
“I trust my friends. They would not let you through if you were not
friendly.”
“You are wise. Others advised me of this. I have requested information
about you and it has been received. I know essentially everything there is to
know about you. I have been informed that there are certain things for which I
must ask permission. What is it that you would forbid to me?”
His regal manner and formality of speech was impressive, bu t suggested a
superior attitude as if indulging an inferior species, which I found amusing .
“I‟m not sure I know what you mean by that question.”
“If I must ask permission then there must be something which you would
not allow.”
I thought, I am actually speaking to an extraterrestrial! I restrained my
excitement in order to maintain a level of dignity in keeping with his. I said,
“The only thing I can think of at the moment that I would forbid is
involuntary contact. I do not wish to be taken aboard a ship or examined
without my knowledge or consent. I would consider it an immoral act.”
“That is easily agreed to. We are not monsters. We never take anyone
without their previous consent.”
I was startled by this unexpected assertion because I had heard so many
stories about unwanted and terrifying alien abductions, but I instinctively
believed he was telling the truth, and people who thought they‟d been
kidnapped were actually volunteers. He continued, “Marjorie has traveled
with me on many occasions. When she is asleep she rises and we travel.”
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“What is the purpose of these travels?”
“To prepare for the future and to help her overco me her fear o f travel.”
“Why is it taking her so long to overcome this fear?” I had a sudden
insight. “But of course, it is due to her father‟s abuses of her when they
traveled together.”
“I would not call the man who occupied the same dwelling with her and
who did those unnecessary things to her a father. Surpr isingly enough, I feel
disgust toward him. What name would you have me call you? To me your
identity is a number.”
“My friends call me Pat. What should I call you?”
“Simp ly call me a visitor. I am aware that humans use the term friend
very loosely. They do not always act in a friendly manner toward those they
call friend.”
“Sad, but true. Where are you located?”
“It would be very difficult to exp lain that in terms you could understand.”
“You have me at a disadvantage. I know so little about you and you know
everything about me.”
“I am also at a disadvantage. I have been told to contact you but I have to
operate through the woman.”
“I would be happy to meet with you directly if you would tell me what to
do.”
“I understand that you mean to meet physically, form to form. I am not
sure that this would be a good idea. It might cause damage to my fo rm! Are
you not concerned about your reaction to such a meeting?‟
“I am not particularly afraid of it. Why are you concerned?”
“We live in very different environments. You think of me as alien.”
“Don‟t you think of me as alien also?”
“Yes, but I understand you have a history of violent reaction to a previous
contact.”
I was stunned. “I have no memory of that. It‟s unlike me to be aggressive
unless I feel threatened. What did I do?‟
“You were quite young. At first you welcomed contact but you became
frightened by movements you did not understand. You grabbed one of us and
shook him quite v igorously. It was very disturbing to him.”
“Forgive me. I was only a child.”
“You have been forgiven, but I cannot afford to take unnecessary
chances. It is necessary for me to have a high level of security because of the
sensitivity of my position.”
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“You must have an important job.”
“My position is that of a Nucleus. What does the term mean to you?”
“A nucleus is at the center of things. It is a powerhouse fro m which life
radiates out into the rest of the cell.”
“That is correct. There are not many of my kind among those like the one
you call Mother.”
“You must be respected by many. I am honored to be speaking with
someone so important.”
“You are also very impo rtant.”
“The work I do is important, but I‟m not.”
“We share the same attitude. There are many others for whom I have
great respect. Are you interested in traveling like the wo man does?”
“I certain ly am. Fro m ch ildhood I have read stories about traveling to
other p lanets and meet ing other creatu res. I had d reams o f b eco ming an
astronaut when I was younger. I actually never expected to have a face to
face contact with so meon e fro m another wo rld.”
“Many who have been contacted have been traumatized by their
experiences. Are you not afraid of this happening to you?”
“It was knowing about that kind of trauma that attracted me to do this
type of work in the beginning. I wanted to help people get over their
unmanageable fear.”
“The fear which people have of their contacts is of their own choosing. I
find human beings very strange. It amazes me that you have survived for so
long. You hate the fear which you love.”
“Hate the fear which we love?”
“Yes. You seem to enjoy frightening one another from the first breath of
life.”
“Now that you mention it, I can see the truth in what you say. We used to
spank babies when they came out of their mother‟s womb and we scare
children by saying Boo! and telling them that the boogey man will get them if
they misbehave. We like to watch horror movies and do things that are scary,
like rid ing roller coasters.”
“I agree. It is very strange indeed how you enjoy what you say you fear.”
“We do seem to have an odd mixture of t raits. On the one hand we seem
to be something half sublime and on the other we can act like beasts toward
each other. We can be very dangerous to our own species and to all other
liv ing things. Some of us want to live in peace and harmony with the life
around us, but many do not.”
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“I am very aware of this. There are many of my kind who have interests
elsewhere who believe that my interest in humans is a waste of time. I do not
agree with them. Do you agree with me?”
“Yes. In the grand scheme of things I suppose that even genetic errors are
not a waste because we learn fro m them, although a great deal of suffering
often occurs before we learn. But all is fo r growth.”
“I agree. There is marvelous diversity among God‟s creatures. Even
those who have many similarit ies are still quite d ifferent fro m each other.
That is true not only for hu mans but fo r my kind as well.”
“I enjoy this diversity among people. Everyone I meet is unique. If we
cannot meet face to face, then I will be happy with this verbal contact until the
day for physical contact occurs.”
“I have been told that you are a person of honor.”
“I certain ly try to be.”
“There is informat ion I will share with you about Marjie‟s future but I
will ask you not to reveal it to her now. It will be shared with her when she is
ready.”
“You have my word of honor that I will keep it secret.” The information
was consistent with the meaning of the symbolic message Perithnea had
shown us on the tombstone.
“It is time for me to depart and to pass through again.”
“What do you have to pass through?”
“It is a kind of entrance.”
“What form does it take?”
“I am reluctant to share this with you.”
“Is it a good guess that it takes the form of a t riangle?” I hadn‟t b een
seeing pyramids for nothing.
“That is a good guess.”
“I would like to learn to travel through this entrance myself so that I
could come to your world as you do to mine.”
“That would be truly delightful. Do you wish to say goodbye, farewell, or
some other parting words?”
“I prefer until we meet again.”
The peculiar head movements that had been present throughout the
conversation stopped, and I assumed he had withdrawn. “Marjie?”
“She is sleeping,” Alta Sha answered. He sat up in the bed. “What do you
think of your new visitor?”
“I‟m delighted with him. He came as quite a surprise.”
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“The others and I agreed that it was time,” he smiled. “Th is is the new
step that was prepared for you.”
“It‟s a wonderful blessing. Thank you, Father. I am also very happy to
hear about Marjie‟s future. She will be thrilled when it is revealed to her.”
“Don‟t forget your pro mise not to share this with her now.”
“I have no intention of breaking my p ro mise.”
“She will begin to remember her travels when she no longer has any fea r
of traveling.”
“She hasn‟t seemed particularly afraid of going to Mexico.”
“Yes. You have helped her to overcome many fears. You will encounter
great beauty on your trip, both in the land and the people.” For unknown
reasons, this comment brought another great wave of grief to the surface
which made me cry. I struggled to keep my co mposure.
“Your reaction is extreme.” He wore a concerned expression.
Still sobbing, I said, “I don‟t know why it‟s so strong. It‟s like the feeling
Chief Joseph had when he mourned for his land and his people. His land was
beautiful and so were his people and their way of life, now gone.”
He put an arm around me and softly said, “You should let this feeling go.
Make room for the things you will gain instead of the things you have lost.
Would you receive Mother at this time?”
I choked out, “Yes.”
“Lie down on the bed and allow her to caress you.”
I lay on the bed next to Marjie, closed my eyes and tried to relax. I sensed
Marjie moving above me and opened them. Mother swayed over me, moving
her arms back and forth in rhythm as if holding an invisible object over my
body. I felt her touch my head, prompting me to imitate the movements of her
own. Her hands lingered over my left shoulder, where I had pain, and it
dimin ished until it disappeared entirely later in the evening. After about ten
minutes of Mother‟s min istrations, my grief left me, and she withdrew.
“Why did you get so upset?” Marjie asked.
Another wave of sadness came, but not as strongly. “I feel so much
compassion for all those who lost their lives to the white man. We were pure.
We could be very violent ourselves but we did not have the power or desire to
utterly destroy a whole people and their way of life. Perhaps if we had been
less violent toward each other, we wou ld not have been open to the invasion
of the whites. If we had lived in harmony with each other, perhaps the white
man could not have taken our country from us. All of the tribes sought pea ce
and harmony with the Creator in their o wn way, but we used our differences
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as a reason to hate and kill one another. If we seek a violent solution to our
differences, then we defeat ourselves. If we emphasize our love for I AM and
His love for all of His creations and harmonize with His power, there is no
force on Earth that can overcome it.”
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Marjie graduated on March 30th. I bought a cake, a graduation card and
some other gifts, and surprised her with them before we left for the ceremony.
She was so overcome with this unexpected gesture that she wept, saying none
of the other men in her past had been so thoughtful.
The graduation party was held in the private room of a local restaurant .
The small group consisted only of other classmates and very few guests. The
instructor asked for a volunteer to say grace over the meal, but no one stepped
forth, so I accepted the challenge. “Thank you, Father, for the spirit of
adventure and creativity You have given these women wh ich they needed to
attempt the training they have received. Continue to bless them with courage
and strength in their efforts to help others. Thank you for all the blessings we
have in this country which we take for granted, unlike so many others in the
world who have nothing. Amen.” Several of the students later said that they
appreciated my words.
Marjie was still a b it nervous about giving her speech but did it very well,
with poise, confidence, and maturity. Her genuine sadness at saying goodbye
to her classmates was evident to everyone. Several of the students had sought
her advice and considered her to be a friend. She was thrilled by receiving
two awards, one for perfect attendance, and the other for having the highest
grades.
I was surprised at how tired I felt when we got back home, but Marjie
was eager for another session. I began the countdown and each time I said a
number, Perithnea said the next one. When I reached one, she said, “Hi! What
have you been doing?” I gave her a rundown of the day‟s activities and my
attempts to make Marjie happy. “Is it making you happy too?”
“Yes. When she‟s happy, I‟m happy. What have you been do ing?”
“Playing. Adam‟s been playing with me.”
“Are you happy with Adam‟s growth?”
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“He‟s growing lopsided. He looks funny.”
“Why is he lopsided?”
“He only has one hand.”
“I thought you gave him a mirror so he could have two.”
“He lost it.”
“Doesn‟t he know he can make his own hand? He said he could turn my
drawing over to make another one.”
“He‟s being a big baby and waiting for you to help him. He really is into
your picture thing.”
“Well, he can draw a good picture himself.”
“Can he draw as well as I do?”
“Not quite as good. Do you want to draw a p icture now?”
“I would like that.” I got the crayons and paper and she drew a curling
line around the edge.
“What‟s that?”
“It‟s a dream.”
“Whose dream is it?”
“You pick one.”
“I want it to be a dream about something I would really like. Make it a
dream about me finding my way through the triangular entrance and meeting
my new friend.”
“That‟s sneaky!”
“Why is it sneaky?”
“It just is.”
“It isn‟t sneaky. You‟re just saying that because you don‟t want to draw
it. It is a dream I would like to have.”
She drew a tall triangle that cast a shadow on the ground. Across the tip of
the shadow she drew a curving line to represent a path. She drew a human
figure which was me, just to the left of the shadow, my feet on the path. My
head was a large globe of light with golden rays emanating from it. Before me
and slightly above my head were the numbers 4717, but upside down and
reversed. “These numbers are his name,” she said. Below the numbers and
slightly below me was the face of a rabbit. Behind me was a rose with an AllSeeing Eye in the middle.
“Why is there a rabbit in this picture?”
“Because you are a Haire.”
“What does all of this mean?‟
“The path shows the way you have to travel to get to your friend.”
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“I see it goes through the shadow of the pyramid, not the pyramid itself.”
“Yes.”
“Why is the rose in the picture?”
“It‟s a symbol of love. Who is love?”
“I AM. What does the eye in the rose have to do with getting through the
entrance?”
“You have to find the eye. You will understand it eventually. Maybe you
should sleep on it.”
“I will. I‟ll have a dream about this picture.”
She started another drawing. “What‟s that going to be?”
“It‟s a necklace.” It reminded me of the silver and turquoise necklaces
made by southwestern Indians . It had five squash blossom shapes on each side
and five squash blossoms in the form of a horseshoe-shaped pendant.
“Why are you drawing a necklace?”
“It‟s a magic necklace. It has special powers. It can make things happen.”
“But why are you drawing it now?”
“Because you are going to find it when you take your trip.”
“Really? That sounds excit ing. What can we do with it?”
“You‟ll have to wait and see.”
“Is it lost, or does someone have it in their possession?”
“Someone is keeping it but they don‟t really have it.”
“Do you mean like they just take care of it but don‟t really possess it?”
“It‟s theirs, but they don‟t know how to make it work. It‟s very important
to your work. It‟s time for me to go now. Adam says Hi.”
“Tell him I said hello. I hope he likes the face I drew.” I had been
drawing a boy‟s face as we spoke.
“He does. Bye.”
“Goodbye, sweetheart.”
Marjie smiled. “What do you see?” I asked.
“I see Perithnea skipping away with a piece of paper in her hand. Where
did she get that paper, I wonder?”
“She must have made a copy of what she drew for me.”
“How could she do that?”
“I guess the same way she made that sock.”
“Mother is here.” I felt her touch. “She has work for me to do. She‟s
taking me to a pyramid. It isn‟t stone, though. It‟s some kind of metal. It ‟s
very smoky-colored, like cast iron. Mother is reaching out and stroking the
edge of the pyramid. A thin layer of the covering is peeling back, making a
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small gap between it and the pyramid and you can see a hairline of light
shining through the gap. If you travel through that gap you can enter another
dimension. The gap is tiny, like only a single beam of light could get through
it. She‟s taking me into it with her. It feels like when you take a glove off and
you peel it inside out, but I have that same feeling in my body as if everything
has been turned inside out.” Like a mirror image, I thought.
“We‟re on some kind of a moving walkway. We have come to a place
where there is a cloud before me, a reddish -orange cloud. Everything is
happening very slowly, like in a slo w motion mov ie.”
“Perhaps Mother is going slowly so you won‟t be afraid.” Mother‟s touch
was very powerful. My head began moving in concert with hers, and I arched
my head back as I knew she wanted me to do, but not with as much
discomfort as before. I felt that this was to counteract neck pain fro m sitting
hunched over my desk for long periods of time. I straightened up after a few
minutes, during which Marjie had been quiet. “What is the next step?”
“Someone is here but I can‟t see them clearly.” Her breathing was mildly
labored. “My sinuses are draining. Pat ! Pat!”
“I‟m right here. What‟s happening?”
“Mother is taking things fro m me, so me sort of samples fro m my throat
and nose. It‟s uncomfortable!”
“Just go with it. I‟m sure she‟s only trying to help you.” The painless
process continued for several minutes, while Marjie shifted her head fro m side
to side and lifted it fro m her pillow at intervals. I felt Mother‟s intense touch
until quite suddenly she was gone. Marjie simu ltaneously relaxed. “What did
she do?”
“I don‟t know exactly. She told me before she left that I had done well
and that she didn‟t have to use the pain medication that I needed before.
Please count me up.”
I did. “I can‟t see good. Everything looks blurred, like when you look
through the bottom of a coke bottle.” She blinked her glazed eyes. “M y eyes
feel as if they have thick mucus on them.” A minute passed. “That‟s better.
Now I can see. I don‟t know what she was doing , but she took something
fro m my throat and did something to my sinuses. I saw this long needle but I
told her I d idn‟t want it.”
“That may have been for the pain medicine she mentioned. Whatever she
did, I‟m sure it was for your benefit. We‟ve been told that we‟re going to live
a long time and maybe she‟s doing preventive maintenance to make sure that
you do.”
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Before going to bed I read a passage from People of the Earth by W.
Michael and Kathleen O‟Neal Gear, about a man and woman who were
brought together by the Great Spirit to do great wo rks among their people, and
in order to do this they had to find a “spirit bundle” with mag ical properties.
Now we had to locate a mag ical necklace! Another amazing synchronicity.

On the last day of the month I again saw the little girl Perithnea had
shown an interest in helping. She hadn‟t found out the name of her faery, but
said she knew what the gift was that Perithnea had given her. “It‟s the gift of
caring,” she said. She also had brought me the carefully wrapped gift of a
small angel. I continued to fervently pray that she would learn to accept and to
give love in spite of the severe abuse she had received.
Mother‟s touch was very strong at the end of the workday and continued
on the drive home. When I was about ten miles out, I saw a stationary red light
near the horizon in the direction of the house. The closer I got, the more
convinced I was that it was very near our place. It never blinked and remained
stationary. I had to make a sharp turn which required my full attention and
when I looked back a second later, it was gone. Simultaneously, in front of me
and to my left, I saw a slowly moving set of lights blinking in a very
unconventional way and very close to the ground, paralleling my line of travel
and headed in the same direction. I thought, Is this one with the other one? It
eventually passed behind the horizon of trees ahead of me and was seen no
more. I felt I had been looking at one and possibly two alien ships.
I was in our kitchen a few minutes later and Marjie quite excitedly, said,
“I‟ve been hearing some very strange noises coming fro m the ceiling just over
the stove. It sounded exactly like someone had dropped a BB on the other side
of the ceiling and it was bouncing up and down until it stopped. It happened
over and over. I thought at first maybe a mouse was up there but no mouse
could make a noise like that. I went over to the stove to look up at the spot the
noise was coming fro m but Alta Sha warned me not to get directly under it.
He said it was a kind of rod, but I couldn‟t see anything.”
“I saw a bright red light that I thought was right over our house. Now I
believe it defin itely was. I‟m sure it was a UFO. I wonder if they were just
trying to get your attention. They certainly got mine.”
We agreed to have a session after supper to find out what we could about
this compelling development. As soon as she entered trance, Marjie said, “I
see my instructor standing in the corner of the roo m. He looks comp letely
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human except that his eyes are totally black. He‟s very handsome. He has
chiseled features. His hair is white and he appears to be in his thirties. He‟s
very tall. He seems to be moving things around over there as if preparing
something but I can‟t see what it is he‟s moving, only his arms.”
She started making the same head movements our ET contact had made
before, and he said, “Good evening.”
“Good evening to you. I don‟t know what to call you except Nucleus.
Don‟t you have a name?”
“I am referred to by a number. I believe you have seen this number
written down. It is my identity.”
“The number 4717?”
“Yes, but we condense it. If the numbers are written in block form and
you imag ine all of the numbers superimposed on one another, it becomes an 8.
That is my nu mber.”
“What does it signify?‟
“I don‟t know. I have never considered it.”
“I would prefer to call you by a name. Nu mbers are so impersonal.”
“Then you may give me a name. Have you one in mind?”
“Marjie and I thought of calling you Uncle Nuke.”
“After your nuclear?”
“No. You said you were a Nucleus. It was just for fun, a nickname.”
“How charming! Uncle Nu ke it shall be. What shall I call you?”
“You can call me Pat. I reserve it for close friends and family. It is short
for Patrick, my middle name.”
“Very well, Pat. I understand that you have many questions which you
would like to ask. I am prepared to answer as many of them as I can.”
“Marjie says that you have been her instructor. Have you known her for a
long time?”
“We met when she was quite young. She has always been an excellent
student.”
“Have you thought any more about the possibility of a face to face
contact?”
“There is the possibility that we could each do harm to the other
unintentionally because we would bring things with us which the other might
not be able to tolerate. You might bring aspects of your env ironment to my
dimension which could threaten my ability to maintain my physical form. It
would be wise for both of us to take necessary precautions. It is a pity we
must do this.”
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“I agree.”
“Aren‟t there other questions that you would like to ask?”
“Was that one of your ships that I saw hovering over our house this
evening?”
“Yes. I was aware that you were p leased with their light.”
“Did they make those strange noises?”
“They were investigating the technology of your appliances. They are
really quite primitive, you know.”
“Surely this knowledge was already available to them.”
“Of course, but those who came had not previously requested it. Now that
Mother and I have shown interest in you, there are many who are curious.
Would you object if these others also come to investigate? It is like playtime
for them.”
“I don‟t mind them co ming, but will they be involved in the work Marjie
and I are doing or just visiting?”
“For the present they are merely curious, but eventually they will become
involved in the work.”
“Good. It‟s fine with me if they want to investigate.”
“I have noticed that you keep animals in your home. Do you have a
special interest in them?”
“They are our pets. One of the dogs I have owned for a long time. The
other belongs to my son, Ben.”
“Why do you keep them inside and yet you interact with them so little of
your time?”
“Marjie gets much more attached to pets more than I do and gets more
pleasure fro m them. I don‟t need them in the same way.”
“I have a pet too. He is my constant companion. I get much pleasure from
him. If something were to happen to him I would be grieved.”
“What do you call your pet?”
“Iktupchik. He would seem nearly inanimate to you. His form is
somewhat geometric, like a hinge, and he forms an angle wh ich can rest
comfo rtably on my shoulder. My pet is quite conscious and we communicate
through emotions, touch and thought. He is very sensitive to me and soothes
me.”
“Iktupchik? Is that how you say it?”
“Yes.”
“I am surprised that your pet has a name.”
“Why should that surprise you?”
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“Because I thought that everyone in your system had a number instead of
a name which signified a time at wh ich they separated fro m I AM.”
“I am not familiar with such a system of numbering. I will have to
investigate this further.”
I thought, If he were the same kind of being as Mother, he would have
known this.
“Where did you find your pet?”
“They are kept at a central location much like one of your pet shops. But
we do not pay for our pets. Perhaps at some future date we can get to know
each other‟s pets better.”
“I will loo k forward to that. Go with God.”
“Until we meet again.”
Alta Sha joined me again. “You did not ask many questions of your new
friend.”
“I don‟t like to pry. He will let me know more as time goes by and we
become more accustomed to one another. Besides I was afraid the he wouldn‟t
answer the questions I really want to know about. He seems very concerned
about security. I was curious about just what kind of being he is, though. He
gave his pet a name, wh ich makes me think he isn‟t a being like Mother.”
“You were not talking to a being like Mother. He was and is Marjorie‟s
instructor.”
“The similarity of head movements made me think they might be the
same kind.”
He looked surprised by this observation. “The head movements are the
only similarit ies. You will be visited by others also. There are many different
types. I am pleased that you are getting along well with each other. I
introduced you in hopes that many of your questions would be answered in
detail.”
“Now that I understand you wanted me to ask mo re questions, I will do
so. But I prefer to learn things fro m experience instead of simply being told by
someone else what is going on, how things work, and so forth. I like to see
firsthand.”
“I understand your desire to see for yourself. Be patient. The time will
come when there will be more contact at a physical level but preparations
have to be made first.”
“Since you have encouraged questions, what is the connectio n between
the ETs and the Tarahumara? Why are we join ing together like this? Are
UFOs going to be present in Mexico when we meet with the Tarahumara?”
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“You should realize that all of these contacts are occurring in accord with
spiritual growth and that they are progressing at a similar rate. All of these
occurrences mesh together. Eventually it will become clear to you how they
fit. Thin k of these events as being like feathers. If you wish to build a wing
what must you do?”
“Make the feathers overlap.”
“Yes, and I am making a wing which you will use to fly. If you tell others
that you have seen UFOs in Mexico they will probably say that you have had
too much tesquino or that you have swallowed the worm.”
“I‟m sure some would say that, but there are others who would not and
who would know that what happened was real. Do the Tarahu mara have a
history of contact with UFOs?”
“They are a very ancient people. They have had contact , but they describe
it in d ifferent terms than your own.”
“I thought so. It would mean a great deal to them if UFOs were to appear
again when we meet.”
“Will you object if in t wo days time I attend to you?”
“We would be very disappointed if you were not there.”
“I will be there with bells on as the saying goes.” He smiled and we
touched hands, saying “Alleluia!” together.
Marjie was ready to return from the trance state but when I reached the
count of ten she said, “I feel so mething tugging at me. Mother is with me.
She‟s holding me and caressing me.” After a minute or so, she said, “I‟m
ready now.”
While we were discussing the session, she said, “Shh! Did you hear those
footsteps downstairs?”
“No.”
“Well, I d id. So meone is down there.”
“Let‟s go check it out. Maybe our visitors have returned already.” The
toilet was still filling fro m being flushed when we got downstairs. Ben was
not at home, and there was no one else to flush it that we could see. With
some trepidation I anticipated seeing an ET in our ho me at any time .
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Wedding Bells and Odd Tales
Dr. Evangeline Lynch came to visit. Her cultured manner made a strong
and favorable impression on both of us. She was very attentive to our tale of
contact with Tarahumara spirits and how the artifacts were produced. The
spirit staff made such an impress ion on her that she wanted to borrow it for
some of her presentations. The Old One told Marjie he would be delighted for
her to use it. Although Dr. Lynch believed in the spirit world, she expressed
disappointment that she had not had conscious contact wit h any spirits,
including that of her deceased son. We discussed the possibility of Marjie
acting as a med iu m through which contact with her son could be made. By the
end of our meeting, we had formed a warm bond and embraced at our parting.
She invited us to visit at her home and to share our stories with her husband,
who was a minister.

I built a stand which had the form of a triangle to hold Old One‟s art ifacts
for display at our wedding. It turned out quite nicely. It had the shape of a
triangle superimposed on a cross, with the arms of the cross forming the base
of the triangle. In view of the importance of the pyramid shape , the triangle
seemed appropriate. We suspended the shield and the mandala fro m each of
the side points and the sacred staff stood in the center.
Our child ren spent the night with us so that we could get an early start on
our drive to Un ity for the wedding. When I shared Perithnea‟s picture of the
pyramid and how one used the shadow as a doorway to other dimensions,
Chris got excited, saying that computer graphics (his specialty) of three
dimensional objects depended upon the use of the shadows an object would
cast when rotated in various directions. We shared more of the fantastic events
of the past few days in hopes that it would open their minds to the existence of
other realit ies besides the material world.
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The wedding proceeded like clockwork. The ceremony, the music, the
cake, the decorations, our outfits, and the company were all fine. The only
glitch occurred when Doug‟s tape recorder at first wouldn‟t work and when it
did it was so loud it dro wned out the words of his song, like a metaphor for
his life.
Marjie and I tremb led with energy as we walked down the aisle. Many
spirits were watching and rejoicing as we said our vows, and we tingled as
Spirit flowed through us. My voice cracked and my vows came out a bit
shorter than planned due to my excitement. Marjie looked like an angel in her
shining white dress and said her vows without a hitch. Reverend Do zier was
impressed with the Unity symbol on our wedding cake, and suggested it
should be designated the official cake for Unity weddings.
A few of Marjie‟s classmates who had attended expressed a lot of
interest in the Old One‟s artifacts, and I was thrilled to have the opportunity
to interpret them. In a nutshell, I perceived the spirit staff as symbolic o f
life, death and rebirth after traveling through the spirit world on the upward
spiral path to reunion with the Creator.
The shield appeared to exp ress the same basic theme, but with added
meaning invo lving the movement through dimensions and the need to heal
the ailing planet. The circle of the mandala represented the interconnection
of all of I AM‟s creat ions, as did the inner web of connecting strings. The
triang le o f scallop shells rep resented the portal to other dimensions and the
five beads the spirits of the Tarahu mara who wou ld be reborn. The two red
beads and scallop shells in the center rep resented Marjie and me as helpers
along the Tarahu maras‟ spiritual path.
A distinct, repetitive thu mping sound on the passenger side of the van
had begun shortly before we arrived at the church. I feared that the right front
tire might be about to blow, although fro m the outside it loo ked normal. I
was about to jack up the van to inspect and change it if necessary, but the
other men p resent insisted on doing it themselves. There was a bulge on the
inside of the tire that caused the problem. I was relieved that the thumping
was due to a faulty tire and not to a mechanical problem which could have
left us stranded.
The spare tire was quickly mounted without any effort on my part . It was
the first time anyone had changed a tire for me on the road, and I was very
grateful to my friends as well as to I AM for provid ing such welco med help.
When we got underway, Marjie said, “Alta Sha told me that it was only
the tire causing the noise, but I forgot to tell you.” I thought her forgetfulness
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was probably in divine order as well, for my ignorance of the source
contributed to being helped by others to correct the problem.
The boys had fallen asleep in the back of the van when Alta Sha said,
“Many spirits were present at the wedding. More and more unusual events
will occur.”
“Will they include more contact with Uncle Nuke? Can you tell me more
about the kind of being he is? Why doesn‟t he know the meaning of his
number?”
“His numbering system is different fro m Mother‟s. He has a solid form
just as you do. He would be vulnerable to infection in meeting a genetically
different being.
“A Nucleus is much like a controller who operates a computer-like
system through which he receives information and then instructs others at
various locations what they are to do. Such individuals are very much like
humans and have similar emotions. They are highly intelligent and are sought
out for their knowledge and expert ise,”
It occurred to me that Nuke might be a perfected hybrid with the
enhanced abilit ies of both grays and humans.

Because of my hurry to get home, I was stopped by a highway patrolman
for going 71mph in a 55mph zone on a long, empty stretch of highway. I was
concerned about the cost of the fine and the effect a ticket might have on my
safe driver insurance premiu ms, but the trooper said he would lower the speed
on the ticket to 64, wh ich would put the fine in a considerably lower bracket. I
thanked him for his friendly gesture. When we got underway again, Marjie
said, “I saw Mother standing behind him. She was influencing him to go easy
on you.”
“Thank you Mother! What a nice wedding pres ent!”
We delivered the boys to their grandmother‟s house. It was dark by the
time we arrived at ho me.
We took a walk around the yard and noticed a bright white light in the
clear eastern sky which at first I thought must be a planet. However, it began
to move in an erratic but subtle manner, and got quite dim before brightening
again. There was no doubt in our minds that it was intelligently controlled .
As I continued to stare at this awesome sight I noticed that the oth er
objects in my field of vision seemed to shift into a negative image, in which
the dark and light areas were reversed like the negative of a photograph. This
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repeated effect would last just a second and then shift back to normal.
“They‟re doing something to my vision.” I said. “I thin k it has something to
do with my imp lant. I‟m seeing negative images of things. Are you?” I asked.
“No, but I„m getting worried about those clouds behind us that are
coming our way. I don‟t like their looks. They give me the creeps. I think we
should go inside.”
The clouds looked normal to me. “What is it about them that bothers you?
Is there something in them? Maybe we should wait a few minutes.” I knew
that clouds often preceded the sighting of UFOs.
“I‟m getting scared. There‟s something wrong with them.”
Alta Sha said, “I do not wish to encourage her fear, but it is best if you go
inside.”
“What was it you saw?” I asked when we had entered the house.
“It was just a feeling. A lta Sha said it was a distraction I didn‟t need on
my wedding night.”

Isabel had given us a wonderful book by Clinical Psychologist Jeffrey
Mishlove, Ph.D., entit led Roots of Consciousness. Fro m it I learned that
several geniuses, such as Swedenborg and Bacon, had written books detailing
their conversations with angels, something I was never taught in any of
numerous psychology courses. Swedenborg, a most practical man who was
regarded as the best engineer of his time, had written volumes about angels. I
was looking at the picture of M ishlove on the book‟s wrapper when his face
changed into a completely different one! As I kept watching, the alternative
images switched back and forth several times. To Marjie I said, “Look at this
picture and tell me if you see anything unusual.”
In a few seconds she said, “The face won‟t stay the same!”
“What does the other face look like to you?”
She described a man with a full b lack beard and longer b lack hair, as
opposed to the clean shaven author. I had seen the same bearded face.
“Maybe that other face represents an alter ego or dual personality which is
somehow is being transmitted to us through the captured energy of the
author‟s photo.” The book is about a wide variety of documented
paranormal pheno mena and the attempts of serious investigators to
understand them. I felt a psychic connect ion with the author due to our
similar interests and train ing. Perhaps that psychic connection was the key
to perceiv ing the alternate face.
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I had a restless night, preoccupied with the strange things that had been
happening and half expecting to encounter a gray ET in the house at any time.
I had to admit that maybe I wasn‟t emotionally ready for that, although
intellectually I wanted to make a physical contact in this dimension. Every
time I closed my eyes I saw images of b ig, black eyes and other strange things
I couldn‟t name. I wondered what caused Marjie to fear the cloud. Was there
an evil in fluence about? She had just suffered through several days of misery
due to the influence of unhappy spirits, and before that I had to exorcise
several who were definitely up to no good. Taking no chances, I mentally
bathed our twelve acres and everything on it, including us, in protective Light.
I was not immune to fear of the unknown, even though it fascinated me . Like
Uncle Nuke said, humans love what they fear.
Finally I gave up on sleep and read further in Mishlove‟s very interesting
book, which traces the development of our concepts of the supernatural
throughout history. It is one of the very best books I have ever read and I
recommend it to anyone unfamiliar with paranormal phenomena.
Fro m M ishlove I learned that the Rosicrucians regarded the rose to be a
symbol of God‟s love, which is deep, passionate, and many layered. To reach
the eye of the rose, the petals have to be peeled, just as we have to peel the
layers of illusion to find the I AM within ourselves. When we exp lore the
inner rose petal by petal, we reach the eye, which stands for I AM. When we
discover this greatest of treasures, we can become, like I AM, unlimited. We
also learn to love ourselves as an aspect of the One Who loves us and Who
receives our love in return. How can we say we love God, Who created us, if
we do not also love ourselves? True self love, like the love of parent for child,
means learn ing how to become the best we can be spiritually. When we find
our true self, we also find I AM.
After very little sleep I expected to be tired and grouchy in the morning ,
but instead I felt quite rested. Over breakfast I questioned Marjie again about
what she feared in the cloud. Somewhat peeved, she said, “Alta Sha insists on
talking to you right now. Why can‟t it wait until I finish eating? He says that
when we fin ish eating he has to take me someplace.”
We were putting away the dishes when I asked, “Is this trip going to be a
physical change of location or a spiritual journey?”
Alta Sha said, “Follow me.” He led me into the living roo m to stand
before the large question mark he had advised me to put on the wall. “What
do you see?”
“I see my doubt.”
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“And what was it that made you afraid during the night?”
“My doubt.”
“Alta Sha is near. Mother is near. Ten thousand Hosts are near. Perithnea
is near. Adam is near. You have no need to fear anything. Her fear was not of
something she needed to fear, but due to a memory.”
“Thanks for reminding me.” He left.

We visited a wildlife area near the Tennessee River where we saw
kingfishers and ducks and heard beautiful birdsongs in the woods. A back
road took us by large, stony cliffs near the edge of the Buffalo river, where we
got out for a walk. At a washed out area I paused to examine the exposed
rocks, thinking we would find something of interest . Marjie also closely
examined the rocks and picked up a dark colored stone which had a vein of
some reddish mineral running through it. “This rock is important. I don‟t
know why, but it has to go to Mexico with us.”
“How do you know that?”
“I don‟t know. I just know that it has to go.” Tears fell fro m her eyes.
“What‟s wrong? Why are you crying?”
“I don‟t know. I can‟t explain it.” I held her for about a minute and the
tears stopped. “I‟m alright now. I don‟t know what came over me.” I was
familiar with that feeling. Perhaps it was the sadness of the Old One whose
heart had been stabbed.
We drove past a pool where, in her teens, she had gone swimming with
her family. Farther downstream we parked at a bridge and walked down the
bank to a large sand bar which was covered with small stones. As usual, we
looked for interesting rocks, and I soon found one shaped like an equilateral
triangle, again reminded of the pyramids . Within a few minutes I had found
two more triangular rocks. The third, which was in the water, was long,
slender, and perfectly formed, just like the ones Perithnea and Adam had
drawn. I shivered with a spiritual thrill. I wasn‟t looking for t riangular rocks,
but three had been presented. I walked back toward Marjie and a grey, cubical
rock caught my eye. Upon picking it up I discovered that it was hollow and
had two small holes on either side of one of the edges, which lo oked like eyes
separated by a nose ridge. It reminded me of a gray‟s face. By the time I
reached Marjie, I had discovered another large, triangular rock.
We drove homeward into a g lorious sunset. I asked, “Do those clouds
frighten you?”
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“No. I see Mother between me and them.”
Suddenly Alta Sha was present and after a greeting I asked, “Am I right
in thinking that Mother wanted to protect her fro m her fear o f clouds?”
“She is protecting in her own way, just as I have my ways of protecting
her, and as you do.”
“Is it a good idea to deal with this fear now?”
“It would be appropriate if that is your wish. We are all trying to dissipate
her fear so that it does not interfere with her spiritual growth.” As if in
response to his words, the clouds, which had been substantial, were quickly
dissipating for no obvious reason. “Your sunset is beautiful tonight . You saw
something beautiful last night as well.”
He referred to the dancing light. “Yes! It was a wonderful experience. I
noticed that the longer I looked at it, the more things around me seemed to
shift position and to assume a negative image. I wondered if I was catching a
glimpse of another dimension.”
“You were. You and Marjorie will begin to have experiences now which
will seem incred ible, impossible, and perhaps even absurd. You should not be
surprised by these events. They are a part of her preparat ion and yours.” We
said goodbye.
I told Marjie what he said and we agreed to work on the fear, but not
before eating supper. We soon stopped at a café, ordered our food, and waited
for it to arrive. A group of teenage boys sat at a neighboring table, and a few
feet away stood an unlighted juke box which had an Out of Order sign taped
to it. Like us, the boys looked incredulously at it when it spontaneously lit up
and played a record! No one had gone near it. The record finished and it went
dormant again for a short time before playing another tune, which made us all
laugh. The improbable was already happening. By the time we left , the
jukebo x had played three songs free of charge.
Alta Sha resumed our conversation. I asked, “Would it be appropriate for
Marjie to act as a mediu m fo r Dr. Lynch‟s departed son, or should I help her
make a d irect contact?”
“Either approach may work, but you and Marjorie should work as a team.
There are specific things which she needs from Marjorie. Marjorie can be a
med iu m through which spirits can speak when it is appropriate for a particular
individual.”
“I have noticed increasing sensations inside my head at my temp les
which are strong enough to border on pain. Are they due to some type of
alteration to my brain?”
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“They are not due to any alteration fro m outside yourself. You have made
it clear that you do not wish to be touched without your permission and that is
being honored. Due to your own growth, parts of your brain are being
activated which were previously dormant. That is what you are feeling. These
awakened parts will make it possible for you to know more and to do more.”
“I‟m g lad to know that they haven‟t been operating on me without my
permission, but I wouldn‟t object if I knew it was the will of I AM. I don‟t
believe they would do anything to harm me.”
At the doorway to our home, A lta Sha said, “The entrance is open.”
“The entrance to the house, or to some other place?”
“To more than your dwelling. The sky is clear tonight. There are no
clouds to obstruct your vision.”
I expected to see the craft in the east again and there it was, shining
brightly and making subtle movements . We saw a similar light making
movements in the west. Marjie shouted, “Co me and get me!” They didn‟t, so
we went inside.
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We were in our bedroom again preparing for a session to deal with her
fear of clouds and I said a prayer for wisdom and insight before the
countdown. When she was under I asked, “Can you find a significant
experience in your life when you felt a fear of clouds?”
Distress registered on her features. “What‟s happening? Where are you?”
She answered in a childish voice, “I‟m looking up at the clouds. There‟s
something up there. I‟m scared.”
“How o ld are you?”
“Five. They‟re taking me up in the clouds! I‟m in a roo m like that place
where they operated on me. There are a lot of other children up here, t oo.”
“What is happening?”
“Some of them are pretending to be asleep. They‟re snoring. They don‟t
like the things they do. If you‟re asleep, they won‟t bother you.”
“Do you mind the things they do?”
“I‟d rather p lay with the other kids.”
“Are you sleeping too?”
“No. They‟re here. They know I‟m not really asleep. Now they‟re doing
things to me.” She t witched and squirmed as if reacting to an unpleasant
touch. I was getting a little worried.
“Are you in pain?”
“No. It doesn‟t hurt, but it doesn‟t feel good.” Her right arm and hand
moved slowly and tentatively. Her fingers responded as if to brain stimulation
instead of conscious intent. I removed my hand fro m underneath hers due to
the problems such contact had caused during other procedures. Her left arm
remained suspended in place like that of a catatonic person. It was noticeably
stiff when I moved it to a mo re co mfo rtable position on her stomach. The
twitching movements continued.
“What is happening?”
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“They want me to ro ll over but I don‟t want to. I don‟t l ike that.” My
thoughts returned to an out of context question she had asked earlier in the
day about why people went into specialties like gynecology , proctology and
urology. She had spoken about the humiliating and vulnerable positions
wo men patients had to be in for examinations. Those questions were now in
context as she turned on her side into a fetal position. “They‟re doing things,
putting things in me down there. I know they don‟t want to hurt me.”
“Do you know why they are doing those things?”
“Something is wrong and they‟re fixing it.” The process lasted for several
minutes. When I asked Marjie to tell me again what they were doing she said,
“I can‟t think about everything that is happening because my mind keeps
fading.” Her thickened speech, uncoordinated, stiff movements, and impaired
alertness suggested she was sedated. Nevertheless she said, “I see figures
dressed in dark green but they can change to a light green color. They seem to
be in front of some windows . Maybe they are behind them. The windows look
funny. They aren‟t round or square. They‟re sort of egg shaped. They‟re real
hard to see through. They‟re finished now.”
I counted her up and we reviewed the session. “I know what made me
afraid now.”
“I think they were repairing damage caused by your father‟s sexual
abuse.”
“I must have been five years old when I told my mother that I had a pain
between my legs.”
“What did she do about it?”
“Nothing. I told her I wanted to go live somewhere else.”
During the night Marjie‟s body again generated intense heat. She woke
with considerable anxiety about a nightmare. “I had a really bad dream about
Tony. He had a nail stuck in his heart. So meone had accidentally shot a nail
gun at him. He was turning pale and I thought he was dying. We were waiting
for the rescue helicopter to come. It was terrible.” She had read an article
about a man who actually had such an experience. After some comfort ing she
was able to go back to sleep, but I wasn‟t.
It was around four in the mo rning when I got out of bed to see if the
bright UFOs were still present, and they were. I scanned the sky for others and
spotted eight of them scattered about! They were clearly gyrating against a
background of stationary stars, but not going in a sustained direction. They
appeared to be deliberately arranged in groups of three, forming long, slender
triangles. Fascinated, I kept watching them and saw a small, red, unblin king
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light move rapidly fro m west to east at extremely high altitude. It did not
follow the straight path expected of an airplane, but jiggled at intervals as if to
show it was not a meteor, but intelligently controlled. It continued toward the
crescent moon, eventually disappearing in its glow. Soon a second jiggling
red light like the first traversed the sky in the opposit e direction, as if to
confirm my impression that these truly were UFOs. I found myself thinking of
Mother and wondered if she had caused the UFOs to put on a show for me.
I was trying to sleep again when I perceived that I was surrounded by
others in our brightly lighted liv ing roo m. I recognized Marjie even though I
could neither see her face nor the others‟ faces clearly. I had the imp ression
that they were all family members. Marjie was sitting and holding a baby
which I knew was ours although I had nev er seen it before! She was
reluctant to give it to me when I asked to hold it and abruptly stood up. “I
have to go talk to Ben,” she said . I cou ldn‟t understand why she needed to
do that and I was preparing to ask why, when I saw her face change befo re
my d isbelieving eyes. Her co mp lexion paled to nearly white and became
almost translucent; her nose shrank to a mere button; her eyes, now almond
shaped, turned completely b lack; her face was elongated with pro minent
cheek bones, a pointed chin, and in profile , was slightly hatchet-shaped; her
hair was very fine, white, and combed straight back against her enlarged
skull, making it almost invis ible; her mouth was much s maller, with very
thin lips. Frightened chills ran down my spine as I thought, She is a hybrid!
Has she been possessed by the spirit of some other being ?” We have to find
out what this is all about! I need to count you up right now! Five! Four!
Three! Two! One! I jo lted awake, feeling that the experience was too real to
be any ordinary d ream.
My counting woke Marjie and she asked what happened to upset me.
After I told her all about it, she pointed to her right shoulder and said, “Mother
just gave me an in jection.”
“Why?”
“Your dream scared me.”
“I don‟t think you need to be afraid. It wasn‟t necessarily a prediction. It
probably just reflects my anxiety about everything that‟s been happening, like
your dream about Tony. Relax. I‟m going to make coffee.”
She joined me in a few minutes. “I feel really strange.”
“Maybe you should go back to bed for a wh ile. I‟ll be up in a few
minutes.” I finished my coffee and went upstairs. “Let‟s have a session to see
if we can get to the bottom of this, okay?”
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She was soon with Mother, receiving injections in other parts of her body.
“I don‟t understand why she has to give me all these shots. I don‟t like them.”
“Why don‟t you ask her?”
“She is telling me telepathically that I need them to prevent me fro m
causing harm to others. Ho w could I cause harm? She says I have
organis ms in my body as all hu mans do, wh ich can cause harm to other
species. The in ject ions establish a balance in my body wh ich eliminates the
threat.”
“Is this preparation for a face to face contact?”
“She says yes. Why do I have to have the injections now if I have been
with the others so many times in the past?”
“Perhaps it‟s because you were in that cylinder and couldn‟t contaminate
them. Remember when you met your instructor recently you were in a tube of
some kind?”
“I can see him now. Uncle Nuke is here. So is Alta Sha. I‟m going to be
seeing Nuke again in person. They have to get me ready. Mother is telling me
that they tried to prepare you for a meeting in the past but you resisted. She
says you became violent. You shook one of them. It disturbed his vibrations a
great deal. They left you alone after that.
“Now she is telling me that I am truly an offspring of hers . Some o f her
own genetic material has been combined with mine.” This shook me to my
roots! “She‟s showing me more of herself, taking me inside of her bod y. She
is vast! Inside of her it‟s like a huge city, full of Lights!” I understood now
why I thought of Mother when I looked at the stars. The dream image of
Marjie as a hybrid was valid. “They‟ve finished with me now.”
“Ask her if it will be necessary to make such alterations to me in order to
continue working with Nucleus.”
Alta Sha answered. “You have seen enough for now. The entrance will be
closed for quite some time.”
“Will Marjie have any aftereffects fro m the medication?”
“What she has learned about herself is very disturbing to her. She will
fear rejection or rid icule fro m others if it is revealed, and especially fro m
you.”
“You know I will not reject her. Why did she dream of Tony?”‟
“It was purely symbolic. She fears losing someone she loves and the life
that she has known up until now.”
“Was my dream of her changed form related to what we have just
learned?”
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“Yes. You visited another dimension. That is her appearance there. I AM
allo wed this alteration to occur. He is the Source of all creatures, including
yourself.”
“Of course. We are all His children.”
“Alleluia.”
“Alleluia.”
Marjie left the trance spontaneously. She was even more stunned than I
was, and afraid th is would cause me to withdraw fro m her.
“I don‟t think any less of you for being a hybrid. In fact, I am hono red to
be your husband. You are a very special person, a mediator between two
dimensions. How could I not be proud to be your husband?”
“I‟m not really any different than I was before you married me.”
“I know. You were wonderful then and you‟re wonderful n ow. Isn‟t it
great to think we may really have babies in that other dimension?”
Marjie was very tired and slept.
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A New World
The following evening Marjie said, “I know I need to do some trance
work, but I don‟t know what I‟m supposed to work on.”
“Why don‟t we just have an open session and see what develops?” I said
the prayer for guidance and understanding and counted her down.
Upon entering the trance Marjie said, “I‟m seeing many images but they
are going by so fast I can‟t tell what they are.”
“Why don‟t you go to the hallway of doors and find the one that will help
you understand why you fear losing a loved one and leaving behind the life
you have known?”
“I have found it but I don‟t want to go in.”
“What does it look like?”
“It‟s very big. It has all these horizontal black stripes on it, but they don‟t
go all the way across. I‟m starting to open it but it‟s getting smaller. I‟d better
go through before it gets too small. I‟m still seeing all these images that I
can‟t quite make out. Everything in here is foggy and out of focus.”
“Go forward until things are clearer.”
“I‟m taking some steps. The entire floor just dropped out from under me!
I‟m floating. Nucleus is here.”
His familiar head movements began and he smiled. Marjie‟s eyes
remained closed. “I am aware that you were pleased with the lights you saw.
You were like a child on Christmas day.”
“It was much more exciting than Christ mas. I never expected to see so
many ships at once.”
“The eight that you saw were not there only for your benefit. They are
doing work with others on Earth as well. Many were aware of their presence.”
“What others? Do you mean humans?”
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“Yes. There are many humans involved and some of them work
ceaselessly with those who were present above your planet.”
“What does the work involve?‟
“It is a construction project.”
“Do you mean a physical object being constructed somewhere on Earth?”
“It is physical but it is much too large to be contained on your planet.”
“Can you tell me what you‟re building that would require the assistance
of humans?”
“It is a New Planet.”
I was stunned. Was this the New Heaven and the New Earth spoken of in
the Bible?
“I can‟t imagine how our primitive construction skills could be of any use
to you. How is it possible for humans help you with such a project?”
“They are not involved in the construction. They are consulted for their
suggestions.”
“That imp lies that it might be intended for use as a human habitat. Is that
a good guess?”
“Not exclusively for hu mans.”
“Is it in this dimension?”
“Partly.”
“Are there scientists or members of our governments who know that it
exists?”
“Yes. Scientists and government officials fro m many countries are
assisting. They help us to know what is needed in order that humans will be
comfo rtable there. I believe that you have already bumped into one of them.”
“Can you reveal the name?”
“Search your memory. It is not my place to reveal the name of anyone
who is working with us.”
“I only wanted to know because I thought we could communicate with
each other and become better acquainted.”
I suggested the names of several people I thought were likely candidates,
hoping he would indicate it if I made a lucky guess . His head movements
suddenly stopped.
Marjie‟s form sat up in the bed, crossed her legs, and silently stared at
me. Thinking she was still channeling Nucleus 8, I said, “Why are you staring
at me like that? Do you want me to ask more questions?”
Alta Sha answered, “Or perhaps give more answers. You have placed
Nucleus in a delicate position by asking for the identity of others. It would be
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unfair to them if he did so without permission. When the time is right you will
meet and know each other and everyone in the network knows this.”
“I didn‟t mean to compro mise him. I just wanted to help. I won‟t ask for
names.”
“Then I suggest you finish your conversation.”
Nucleus was instantly present. “Did you hear what Alta Sha and I said?” I
asked.
“Yes.”
“Is it a great distance to travel fro m your dimension to mine?”
“There is no distance involved in traveling from one dimension to
another, but once within a d imension, there are vast distances to traverse.”
“Are there more than four dimensions? I gather from your co mment that
you can travel to others.”
“There is no limit to the number of dimensions. The concept of limited
numbers of dimensions is absurd. It is irrational.”
“How does one find the entrance to your dimension which Mother has
shown to Marjie?”
“The entrance to another dimension exists at a specific place and only at
that place. Even I am not aware of the locations of all the entrances to other
dimensions. There is one I am interested in locating which I have not yet
found.”
“If I may ask, what dimension is that?”
“It is a part of my past which I need to recover, something I have
forgotten.”
A tear rolled down his face; he wasn‟t so robotic after all. I had great
empathy for h im. “It must be very important.”
“It isn‟t an object that I search for but a part of myself wh ich is very
important to me.”
I didn‟t wish to pry and waited to see if he would say more, but he didn‟t,
so I changed the subject. “How were you selected for your position? Did you
train for it? Was it your choice, o r have you always done it?”
“I made it known that I was interested in this kind of work and it was
given to me.”
“Are there many like you doing similar work?”
“There are not very many who do exactly the wo rk that I do.”
“Is your home on a planet or do you live where you work?”
“My home is not on a planet, and neither is my workp lace. I have no need
for solid ground beneath me.”
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“How do you manage that?”
“I am always in suspension. It is maintained by thought. I eat, stand, sit ,
walk around and sleep just as humans do. I have easy contact with many
friends here.”
“Why, if you are in suspension all the t ime, do you need to s it?”
“I sit because I want to.” I recalled that Marjie said he was floating the
first time she saw him in trance, as were the other beings around her. She was
the only one on a platform.
“Where do you obtain your food? Do you grow it in suspension, or in
soil?”
“We do not grow our food. We make it.”
“Has it always been so? Surely there must have been naturally growing
food which your species used before they learned how to make it. Did it come
fro m a particular planet?”
“I am unaware of any other kind than what we make.”
“Have your kind always been suspended?”
“It has been so for as long as I can remember.”
“Was there ever a time when you walked on the surface of a planet?”
“I don‟t know of any such time.”
“What would happen to your body if you were to enter Earth‟s
gravitational field? Would you be injured by the force of gravity?”
“I would if not protected.”
“We humans always think in terms of evolutionary changes in species,
which is why I am asking all these questions . It seems logical to me that at
some distant past your kind may have lived on a planet before you developed
all the technology you now have. I was interested in how your species has
adapted to change.”
“We are capable of adapting to changing circu mstances such as meeting
someone like you, but I do not change. I have been around for a very long
time.”
“Our scientists estimate that the Earth is approximately four billion years
old. Ho w old would you be in comparison to that? Can you tell me your age
in Earth years?‟
“I must think about that.” A second or two passed, and then he looked
completely surprised. “This is remarkable! It is the same as my nu mber!”
“What number do you mean?”
“Four thousand seven hundred and seventeen. That is my age in Earth
years! Don‟t you find that surprising?”
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“Yes. Our scientists believe that is the approximate age of the great
pyramid in Egypt.”
His head jerked as if slapped. “Don‟t you find that truly amazing?”
I felt grateful to have found this “coincidence” so easily and thought,
Perhaps for the first time he is beginning to understand that he has a personal
connection to the Earth; this connection could explain his lifelong interest in
humans. Did his kind build the great pyramid using a form which allows
travel to other dimensions? I had suddenly become his teacher instead of his
pupil. “Perhaps I am helping to open that entrance to the past which you have
been seeking.”
“You have a spirit, don‟t you?”
I was intrigued by this turn of subject. “Of course.”
“Of what use is this spirit to you?”
“If I had no spirit my life wou ld be mean ingless. It wouldn‟t be worth
liv ing.”
He paused again as if pondering my answer. “You have given me much
to think about, Pat. Thank you.”
“Thank you, Uncle Nuke.”
“Until we meet again.”
“Auf wieder sehen.”
Marjie‟s expression replaced his. “What are you experiencing now?”
She pointed toward a corner of the ceiling where she had first seen
Nucleus. “I see something closing over there. I can‟t tell exactly what it is but
it‟s closing. I can hear singing.” She smiled with pleasure.
“Just enjoy the singing and rest.” I wanted her to have time to regain
some energy before returning to normal. A few minutes passed.
“I‟m ready.” I counted her up.
After reviewing the session, we looked at Dr. Mishlove‟s picture again.
This time we saw mu ltip le faces replacing his! “Maybe they‟re the faces of his
past lives,” I suggested. I read some passages aloud from the book until she
fell asleep and soon I follo wed her examp le.
I speculated about Uncle Nuke‟s Earth connection on the way to work. I
knew that the ancients believed in levitation and that in current times there are
reports of holy men in the east doing this. I wondered if the ancient legends of
gods fro m the heavens who came to earth to teach humans how to live were
literally true. As one writer said, any technology sufficiently advanced from
our own would appear to be magic. Perhaps some of us were literally the sons
of gods from outer space who deliberately shared their genes with primitive
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man. Nucleus had said that levitation was normal fo r him. Perhaps some of
the ancient monuments made of megalith ic stones which modern equipment
cannot lift, much less move many miles, sometimes over mountains, were
actually built by those gods as the legends stated. Perhaps they levitated those
huge stones into place.
The wings often depicted on the gods of ancient times may have
represented their ability to fly around in space ships or to levitate. The
veneration of birds of prey co mmon in so many cultures around the world
might also be related to observations of “the gods.” Horus , the hawk, was very
sacred to ancient Egyptians, mediating between the worlds of the gods and of
men. The eye of Horus symbolized o mnipotent, all seeing and all knowing,
creative power. A few days prior to the latest conversation with Uncle Nuke,
Marjie had said in trance that she felt as if she could fly around the room. Her
desire for astral travel may have been an attempt to recapture the sensation of
levitation wh ich she had experienced on his craft.

We were eating supper when Marjie said, “I had the strongest feeling
today that Terresa might materialize right in front of me. I felt great warmth
fro m her toward me. I also felt the Old One‟s presence very strongly. He gave
me images of a spiral woven with feathers and bark, but the image wasn‟t
clear. I thin k he wanted me to make it.”
“Perhaps Terresa came to help you. She loved basket weaving. It
wouldn‟t be the first time she helped you create one of his images.”
“I‟ve been experimenting with putting myself into a trance by lying on
the bed and counting myself down. As soon as I fin ished counting today I was
talking to Alta Sha. He said that things were happening almost too quickly
and the pace needed to be slowed to avoid a possible overload. He said we
needed to concentrate on the trip and that I should give up contact with one of
the beings we are involved with. He left it up to me wh ich one to choose, but I
wanted to talk it over with you first.”
“Thanks for wanting my input. If we need to give one up, perhaps it
should be the most recent addition. Nucleus doesn‟t seem to need us as much
as Adam and the Old One, and Perithnea brings more to us than she takes.
Mother is not a drain. Terresa seems intent only on helping. Nucleus said that
he needed time to process the latest ideas I gave him about his origins. I know
you want to learn more about your past with the star people and so do I, but
there should be time for that in the future.”
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“I think your idea is a good one. Adam needs to have more of our
attention.”
A while later Marjie said, “I have the strongest feeling that you should
call Polly right away.”
“I don‟t know why, but earlier I was thinking of calling her, too. I‟m glad
you reminded me.”
Polly was happy to hear from us and invited us to attend a regular
meet ing of her support group the following weekend. After Alta Sha‟s advice
to have Marjie talk to people who had similar experiences, this was perfect. In
another amazing synchronicity, Polly said that a contactee who had some
vivid memo ries of surviving a crash on the Spanish Peaks would be there,
which was the clincher. We had to go.
I was describing Mother‟s appearance to Polly when I felt her d istinctive
touch on my brain. Co incidentally, Po lly said that she and some friends had
been discussing the significance of the mult iple arms and sometimes multip le
heads on Hindu gods only the day before. A trip to Atlanta to meet other
contactees with whom Marjie could openly talk would fu lfill her need to
speak to people like herself and we were excited about going.
Meanwhile, Marjie wasn‟t feeling too strangely about her dual identity,
saying, “I‟m happy to know more about myself since our last session. I‟ve felt
more co mplete today than I can remember ever feeling before.”
I received a call out of the blue fro m the Chairman of the Psychology
Depart ment at the local university who asked if I wou ld be interested in
teaching a course in Introductory Psychology the following semester. I took
time to consider the o ffer befo re accepting , but thought that I might be able
to weave so me spiritual teachings in with the standard fare, which wou ld
make it worthwh ile. Marjie was enthusias tic about this opportunity and
encouraged me to do it .
I read an article the next day by a man I had met at the UFO conference a
year before in which he claimed to have witnessed a UFO change its discoid
shape into an older model automobile and drive away! I was reminded of Alta
Sha‟s prediction that we would encounter things that seemed impossible or
absurd.
While I was at work, Marjie had gotten a new hairdo which I found quite
attractive. She had traded her long, frizzy curls for a much shorter cut which
would be a lot easier to maintain. She said that Alta Sha had encouraged her
to do it. We lay on the bed to relax and meditate and discussed all the changes
of the past few weeks. “I feel Mother,” I said.
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“So do I.”
Mother seemed to be probing my brain just above my left eye and around
my nose. My hands, which had developed mild arthritis, ting led with vibrating
warmth and felt comp letely energized. This continued for about fifteen
minutes. “I think she‟s healing my hands,” I said.
In the evening we held a session in which I hoped to spend some time
with Adam, who had not been getting much attention. However, Marjie saw
Perithnea first. “She‟s holding a brilliant light in her hand. Now she‟s
swallowing it. The light is shining from her eyes. It looks creepy . I don‟t want
to look at it.”
“Perithnea will not hurt you. She wants you to see this for a reason. Try
to look into her eyes again.”
“I see my own reflect ion. I can see my flesh being stripped away . One
layer after another is being stripped away and they dissolve. You‟re in here,
too. I can see us lying on a long table of some kind. We are head to head.
Both of us are losing our flesh layer by layer. All o f it is gone. We have
been reduced to our Light but it is not very bright. Alta Sha is standing
beside us. He‟s putting some kind of a cover over us like a white, shining
sheet, one on you and one on me. Perithnea is wrapp ing us in this cloth
almost like you would wrap a mu mmy . I see a brilliant turquo ise Light
shining up fro m belo w us, shining through us and through the sheets as well.
It‟s beautiful!” Tears flowed fro m her eyes. I had a clear image of this in my
mind. She paused. “Alta Sha wants us to face each other on our hands and
knees, like we are crawling.” We assumed that position on the bed. “He says
you should kiss me.” I d id.
Alta Sha said, “What she has seen in her mind really happened.”
Being wrapped in sheets made me think of Egyptian mu mmies. “Did this
occur at this mo ment, or so metime in the distant past?”
“It happened one and one minutes ago.”
“Where did it take p lace?”
“It happened where I AM is.”
“But I AM is not in a particular p lace, is He?”
“No, but it happened where I AM is.”
“Why did He have us kiss?”
“At that mo ment your spirits were joined. It really happened. Remember
what you were told earlier about yourselves.” He referred to the cryptic
message on the tombstone, I thought.
“Why were we wrapped?”
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“The little one wrapped your new bodies.” I was overcome with emotions
of gratitude and amazement. “Because of this you will not suffe r any serious
illnesses in the future and you will not age as quickly as others. This is a gift
of I AM to ensure that you will have long lives in order to continue His work
for many years to come. Tell her these things when she is out of the trance.”
While I enthusiastically repeated these words, Marjie had trouble
maintaining eye contact. She would look at me for a few seconds, turn her
eyes away, and furtively look again. I was perplexed when tears spilled fro m
her eyes. “What‟s the matter?”
“I‟m supposed to share everything with you, right, even if it doesn‟t make
any sense?”
“Yes. You can tell me.”
“Give me a piece of paper and I‟ll draw what I see when I look at my
reflection in your eyes.” She drew the face of a typical gray! “It won‟t go
away. Why do I look like that?”
“Do you remember the dream I had the other day in which I told you that
you looked like a hybrid? I thin k you‟re seeing the same image.” I drew my
own version of what I had seen.
“It feels true.” She then gazed into my eyes with curiosity and
fascination.
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Strangers Like Us
Ben came to our roo m later the same evening and asked if he might speak
to me about some problems he was having. I was happy that he wanted to talk
for a change and we had a long conversation. I saw what appeared to be a
UFO through his window, and we hurried outside and watched as it made
small movements and flashed with d ifferent colors. We embraced and ended
our talk on good terms. I promised to keep his confidences, but when I
returned to our bedroom, Alta Sha already knew everything that had been
said, although Marjie could not have heard us. He urged Marjie to write down
a poem for Ben to receive before going to school in the morn ing:
Look out at the stars
Where angels sit;
While you battle yourself
One quietly guides their course.
I made sure that Ben got the poem and told him that although I did not
reveal it, Alta Sha knew the content of our conversation. He had no comment.
My thoughts returned to a book I was reading about Paleolithic
Amerindians liv ing in our southwestern region. The parallels to Marjie‟s
trance memories of a past life were remarkable. A main character was a very
old wo man known for her healing abilit ies. She lived in an earthen dwelling in
an area that was actively volcanic and had taken some of the sick into a cave
to protect them. There was no doubt that Marjie had not read this book.
A therapy session with a fourteen year old boy who was detained in a
group home for delinquents was extraordin ary. He revealed that he had
experienced several spontaneous trance states in which he would have very
intense experiences involving all of his senses and emotions. In one of them
he experienced being a wolf chased by hunters. In another he entered and
explored an attic and discovered later that it was identical to the attic of the
group home, which he had not been in previously. He had dabbled with a
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variety of psychic phenomena but said he had lost interest in them before our
meet ing. He hoped that hypnos is might help him uncover the causes of his
delinquent behavior, which was creating very serious problems for h im.
To test his suggestibility, I gave relaxation suggestions and had him
imagine himself as a hawk fly ing over beautiful countryside, finding prey,
killing it, and perching in a tree to devour it. Upon emerging fro m the trance,
he excitedly told me that hunters attacked him with spears just before I ended
it. His vivid experiences had taken on a life of their o wn without any guidance
fro m me. I was concerned about him being hunted, but thought this might be a
clue to the causes of his delinquent behavior which we would exp lore in later
sessions. It was my hope that an in depth explo ration of h is spiritual life might
lead him to give up antisocial behavior. He was a very good candidate for
trance work, and we scheduled another appointment.

My attention was drawn to two bright lights in the sky on the way home.
Marjie and I went outside to look at them. A very small light suddenly
appeared and rapidly traversed from south to north at high altitude and just as
suddenly disappeared. A few mo ments later a similar light crossed from west
to east, suddenly appearing and suddenly disappearing like the first. They
were mov ing far too slowly to be meteors.
Later Marjie said, “Alta Sha informed me today that he will not perform
for others and will not submit to any form of testing. I don‟t know why he
brought that up. Also, I have been seeing a group of letters that seem to spell a
word but they don‟t make any sense to me. I know it‟s a name, but I don‟t
know who it belongs to.” She wrote out Na majneb.
“That‟s weird,” I said. She agreed.
“I have to study for my final exam tonight. This is the one that determines
if I will get a Nurse‟s Aide Certificate.”
“Do you want me to count you down to help you remember?”
“That would be great.” She easily entered a deep trance.
“Everything you need to remember already exists in the mind of God.
You have access to that knowledge, just as Alta Sha has informed us.”
“I see Hosts standing nearby. They look unusual, somehow. Now I see.
Each one of them has the directions for a nursing procedure on his chest. Alta
Sha is telling me that I only need to summon the Hosts when taking the
examination to know what I need to remember. This is great! What a
wonderful g ift!”
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“That is a great gift. Is there anything else that he wants you to do?”
“He wants to know if I want to travel with him to the presence of I AM. I
do. He wants to know if you will acco mpany me.”
“I‟ll do my best to follow.”
“We‟re traveling through the stars again. We have reached the pathway to
the doors. The Hosts are lining each side of it. They„re so magnificent!
They‟re stopping us. Alta Sha is explaining to them who you are and they are
letting us pass. We‟re in a kind of anteroom. The walls are swirling with
colors. So beautiful! Alta Sha says that you are to wait while I go in alone
and then he will escort you when I am finished. He doesn‟t want me to be
distracted by your presence.” She soon wore a blissful smile, which continued
for a few minutes.
Alta Sha then said, “Are you ready to enter also?” Something about his
manner suggested to me that he wasn‟t sure of what I would perceive, so I
asked, “Will I see something different fro m what she sees?”
“Are you ready to create this experience?”
“Yes.”
“Then proceed.”
Initially I tried to construct the image of I AM as I had heard Marjie
describe it, but I stopped, believing that I was “faking it.” I wanted images to
come to me without conscious effort on my part. I was aware of a powerful
sensation at the top of my head as if God‟s hand touched me and I bowed and
closed my eyes. Images of violet and purple blooms of Light that constantly
changed from one amorphous shape to another swirled before my mind‟s eye.
Vague patterns mo mentarily appeared and disappeared in the Light, which at
times was almost pure white. Eyes of different shapes came and went, and it
occurred to me that all eyes belong to the Creator and He sees through them
all. The experience was very soothing, but not the stupendous event I had
expected. I was neither awe -stricken nor tremb ling in His presence. I felt
comfo rtable, at home, and at peace, with a quiet feeling of bliss. I was
disappointed. Where were the trumpets? Where was the blinding Ligh t?
Where was the mighty force which struck fear in the hearts of the prophets?
There must be some mistake. I decided I had failed to enter the depth of trance
necessary to experience the ecstasy that Marjie so easily attained. After about
ten minutes of this I opened my eyes to find Alta Sha waiting for my reaction.
“I don‟t think I made it to the Throne.”
“If one sees the face of I AM there is no doubt about it. One knows.” I
described what I had seen and felt. “You perceived the waves of His energy.”
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“I don‟t think I am ever going to see God on a throne the way Marjie
does. I can‟t conceive of Him sitting on a throne somewhere. God is
everywhere. How can He be confined to one place or be seen like a person or
even a single Light? I can‟t imagine I AM as having a face like a portrait. One
would have to see everything there is to see all o f Him. My experience of Him
will be more at an emotional level than the kind of visual experience which
she has, I think.”
“Everyone‟s experience of I AM is different.”
“To have a single face would limit Him and He is limitless. Any face that
He used would only be a temporary construction for a particular purpose.”
“Does not the universe have a face?”
“It has an appearance, but I wouldn‟t use the word face to describe it.”
“Alta Sha chose the wrong word.”
“Regardless of what I saw, I know where I stand and I don‟t have to see
the throne of God to know it. If I am ever to see Him face to face it will be at
a time of His choosing. I don‟t want to substitute something that I crea te out
of my own imagination.” Although I uttered these strong words, I d id feel
frustrated and thought perhaps I was not worthy. I was surprised to find that I
was crying.
Very gently, A lta Sha said, “Put those tears where they belong.” He
referred to the river that flows fro m the throne. For a while he looked at me
with utmost compassion and then prayed. “Alta Sha is lower than Your son. I
am Your servant. Thank You for being the Source of all that Alta Sha needs
before I even think of them. Use me. Teach me to praise You forever. Allelu ia
and Allelu ia.” He withdrew.
His lovely prayer moved me deeply. He was always referring to me as the
son, but I was shocked when he said he was lower. I couldn‟t imagine him
thinking he was lower than I, who felt so infe rio r to him.
As I counted Marjie up fro m the trance she said, “Mother is here.” We
discussed the session and soon fell asleep.
I was in a depressed mood when I got up the next morning and couldn‟t
identify the reason for it. I felt as if I had reverted to my old ways of thinking
and perceiving and that everything we had experienced in our spiritual search
was an illusion. The mood didn‟t last long, but I was dismayed that it had
occurred at all.
Everything we needed to do that day happened with minimal effort. The
new sofa with the Indian design was delivered at a convenient time; at every
place I had to go, a parking space was waiting near the entrance; a call to my
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emp loyer insured that my pay check would be ready the day before we left for
Mexico. I found myself thanking I AM for blessings throughout the day.
Marjie was worried about her perfo rmance on the exam when I got home.
I suggested a session to help her stop fretting about it and said, “Go back to
the place you went to last night.”
“Mother is holding me and rocking me.” She s miled contentedly and
enjoyed the ride for a few minutes, and was then ready to return.
“Before you come back, we s till don‟t know what the word Na majneb
means. Can you find its meaning?”
Perithnea answered. “I know what it means! You need to get a mirror.” I
went to get one hanging on the wall. “You don‟t have to take it down. You
need to get a piece of paper and write it down and then hold it up to the
mirror.” The unexpected result then seemed obvious.
“It‟s Benjamin! But you wrote it wrong. You put an a in the last syllable
instead of an i.”
“That was on purpose. He‟s been forgetting the i in his name.”
“You mean the eye in the rose, don‟t you?”
“Yes.”
We left in the late afternoon for Atlanta, drove until nightfall, and stopped
at a motel beside a scenic lake in the Cumberland Mountains. In the morning,
a dazzling view of the lake in its mountain-walled valley greeted us as we
walked the dogs.
Our next stop was Chattanooga, where we toured the huge aquarium that
Marjie had never seen before. She loved it.
In Atlanta I got lost looking for Polly‟s house and finally asked a middle
aged man walking down a residential sidewalk if he knew where her street
was located. He did, which I thought was rather astonishing, considerin g that
it was two miles away in an obscure litt le cove. We accepted this as a literal
example of divine guidance.
After locating her house and finding that Polly was not at home, we got a
comfo rtable motel room at a convenient location and waited for the e vening
hour of the group meeting. We napped and had supper at a nearby restaurant.
Arriv ing at her house on time, we found several others already there.
Soon we were introduced to a young woman who had been having
contacts with ETs fro m early childhood. She said they had affected her
profoundly, leading her to spend seventeen years studying under her guru at
an ashram. She said that everyone living at the ashram had told of ET
contacts. Her peaceful, co mposed manner was imp ressive.
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Several others in attendance made reference to God, spiritual searching
and love as aspects of their ET encounters. Some claimed to have developed
psychic and healing abilit ies after contacts began and a number spoke of
miraculous events.
An attractive, tall, long haired brunette stared intently at me fro m across
the group circle. She seemed vaguely familiar. I sensed that she wanted to
speak to us privately. In the group discussion she expressed her residual fear
of ET contacts and said that she was trying to make sense of them. I felt a
strong urge to help her overcome her fears. After the meeting she approached
us and, knowing of our involvement with Tarahu mara spirits, shared that she
was part Cherokee. She also showed us drawings of scenes she remembered
fro m her contacts. The experiences had left her feeling confused and
depressed. She and Marjie exchanged addresses and phone numbers and I
offered my services if she could arrange to visit us.
Another woman in the group said that she had been shown by ETs that
the tissues taken from so-called animal mut ilations were being used to create
new animals to live on a new world which the ETs had created! Such
confirmat ions of our sources were always welco me.
A very pretty blonde woman with almond shaped eyes, who looked 28
but said she was 38, told the group that her DNA had been altered to slow the
aging process, and that she had birthed numerous hybrid children currently
liv ing with the ETs. However, she was worried that they were not being raised
with the proper spiritual knowledge and were not allowed to express their
emotions. She described her an xious attempts to telepathically convey to them
the importance of those things.
A quiet middle aged woman sat beside me. I recognized her fro m the
training visit I had made to Polly‟s hous e. Although she was friendly, she
didn‟t say anything in the group about personal ET experiences. She left
before most of the others and after she was gone I asked Polly about her. Polly
said that she was the woman who remembered crashing on the Spanish Pe aks!
At my request, Polly then called her to exp lain who we were and why we
were interested in talking to her.
Donna (a pseudonym) listened to my account of our experiences at the
Spanish Peaks and openly shared her own. Donna had no memory of the crash
before a psychic friend of hers had taken her to the peaks, telling her in
advance that an important experience awaited her there. When Donna had
arrived at the top of Apishipa Pass, she was smitten by a powerful, highly
emotional flashback. She vividly recalled being the pilot of an out of control,
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disabled craft that struck a shoulder of the west peak, skipped twice more on
the mountainside, and came to rest above timberline. She relived dragging her
companions from the burning wreckage, including one who died in her arms.
She felt agonizing grief and crushing guilt, for as pilot, she was responsible
for the safety of everyone else. She died with them. She said the crash site was
still v isible as a string of treeless meadows where the ship gouged into the
previously forested hillside. I had walked in those meadows years before and
had wondered why the thick surrounding forest did not also cover them.
Her psychic friend also took Donna to the Hopi reservation, which she
had never seen before in this lifetime. Although it was night when they
arrived, Donna found that she was comp letely familiar with the lay o f the land
and could point out various landmarks even though they were not clearly
visible in the dark, and was able to give directions to the village they were
seeking. While there she had another flashback of flying her space craft to the
mesa in the past, removing the crystals that were used for propulsive energy,
and burying them so that no one else would use them. She believed it was her
duty to eventually retrieve the crystals and the disabled ship for another
journey. A Hopi elder assured her that the Hopi legend of having been
brought to Earth fro m another star was true. After hearing her story and
sharing more of our own, we made plans to maintain co mmunicat ion as events
unfolded.
I was eager to see what the next steps were going to be. Talking with
others like herself had been very good for Marjie. “I felt at home with them.
Now I don‟t feel like some kind of a nut.”
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While driv ing toward home through Alabama, Marjie said, “I feel as if
I‟m being drawn to something.”
“Do you mean a p lace?”
“Yes. Turn off at that sign.” The sign advertised a private attraction called
Natural Bridge. We enjoyed a walk around the area, collected a small fern to
transplant, and found a few interesting rocks to collect. “I still feel like there‟s
something wait ing for us on up the road,” she said.
I suggested to Marjie that we go back home via Corinth, Mississippi,
where I had lived in the late 70‟s . As we discussed my life in Mississippi, I
remembered that my son‟s playmate said he had seen a UFO in the vicinity of
our home. This triggered memories of other places I had lived and of hearing
stories of UFO sightings in each of them. I began to wonder if I had been
drawn to those locations because of their association with ETs . Alta Sha had
recently made reference to a corridor being opened. Were there corridors in
those other places where I had lived?
We drove on to Tishomingo State Park and had a picnic beside a stream
where, according to a roadside marker, Tishomingo had received his power to
heal and to see the future. Although we toured the whole park, nothing out of
the ordinary occurred, and Marjie d id not feel that we had found whatever it
was that was pulling at her.
I showed her the house I had lived in and we continued on to Memphis,
where we made an unsuccessful attempt to contact Doug and Jean, and turned
north toward home. Marjie asked me to count her down. “I want to find out
what‟s been tugging at me all day.”
Alta Sha emerged as soon as she was entranced. “I was pleased with your
meet ing. You were able to distinguish those who needed further contact
without any guidance.”
“The blonde woman worried about her child ren and the brunette?”
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“Yes.”
“Working with them could be difficult s ince they live so far away .”
“You can communicate further by letters and other means. This would be
a good experience for Marjorie.”
“We got the phone number and address of the brunette and she has ours.
We‟ll try to make contact. I hope I d idn‟t say anything in the group which was
incorrect or misleading.”
“I AM will not allow you to make false statements. If you should say
something that is incorrect or wh ich might lead others astray, it will be as if
you never spoke those words. They will not be heard.”
“That‟s a relief. I want what I say to be accurate but I know I am an
imperfect human and can make mistakes interpreting what I have been told.
Somet imes I think I AM must love imperfect ion because He created so much
of it.”
“There is no imperfection in I AM.”
“But awareness of our imperfection makes us long for union with a
perfect God. He must have intended for us to go astray so that we could know
our need for Him.”
“We were created with perfect spirits, a body to inhabit, and were given
free will to do as we p lease. It is our own choices which lead us astray, not the
intentions of I AM.”
“Nevertheless, we are all aspects of God and that would seem to include
our imperfections.” We couldn‟t agree about this and continued debating the
issue without rancor. I got so involved in the discussion that I missed the turn
to a shortcut which would shave a lot of time off the return trip. By the time I
realized my error it was imp ractical to turn back, and I was irritated over the
mistake after a long day of driving. Alta Sha was no longer channeling. I said,
“If I hadn‟t been arguing with Alta Sha, I wouldn‟t have missed my turn! I
don‟t know why he didn‟t remind me. No w we ‟ll have to drive for another
thirty minutes.”
“The tension in here is thick enough to cut with a knife,” Marjie said. “I
can‟t stand this. If you and Alta Sha are going to argue, then I just won‟t let
him co me through any more!”
“It was only a debate, not a battle. We‟re still friends. I‟m angry at myself
for making the wrong turn. I don‟t like going out of my way and I can‟t figure
out why it happened. I‟ve gone that way at least a hundred times. You don‟t
seriously mean that you would terminate our contacts with a messenger of
God because of a simple d isagreement, do you?”

316

Faeries, Angels, Indians and Aliens
“Yes. I feel like I‟m in the middle, and it‟s my fault. I don‟t want to cause
you any anger, Pat. If you and Alta Sha are going to argue then I don‟t want to
do any more trance work.”
“Just because we had a difference of opinion doesn‟t mean we don‟t like
each other. He is my friend and I trust him. He usually won‟t engage in a
debate. It makes me think he may have intended for us to come this way,
knowing that we would have this convers ation and that you would realize that
things will be different in the future. We are not like other men you have
known.”
Marjie chewed on that for a while and then said, “This road goes through
Hu mboldt, doesn‟t it? That‟s where the boys are buried. Could we stop by
their grave?”
“That must be the reason why Alta Sha didn‟t correct me; I AM wants us
to go there.”
Marjie was still upset. Conflicts with family members in her past had led
to chronic resentments and sometimes violence. Abuse by her first husband
had contributed to the premature births and deaths of her babies. By the time
we reached the cemetery she was crying. It was dark and a thunderstorm
threatened to start at any moment. After standing by their graves for a few
minutes Marjie was ready to leave.
I said, “Give me a minute to say a few wo rds. I kno w they are not here,
but perhaps they will hear. Ch ild ren, than k you for sacrificing your lives to
help Marjie beco me what she is today, and for helping me to become what I
am, through working with her. You have helped us to grow spiritually and
have helped yourselves as well. Than k you I AM, for the wonder of our
relationships, not only with these children, but with the others you have sent
our way .” As I said these wo rds, their headstone shimmered with inner
Light that alternately expanded and contracted. The first raindrops fell and
we left.
By the time we got home and after more assurances that Alta Sha and I
were still on good terms, Marjie had relaxed. It was late and we were in the
bed when she said, “Do you see the violet glow in here? It ‟s very bright.”
“I see a faint purplish haze near the windows.” Rain pattered on the roof.
“It was so bright I thought the outside light was still on. Is it?”
“No, I turned it off. I wonder what‟s caus ing it.” It gradually faded away.
When I later asked Alta Sha what it was, he said, “It was the Light of a
spirit that was passing through. It was attracted to the Light which radiates
fro m you and Marjorie and stopped briefly out of curiosity.”
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We spent a good deal of time preparing the van for the Mexico trip the
following day. The engine light had been fixed through a simple resetting of
of the engine computer. I got a bargain on some rugged all terrain tires to
replace the worn ones in the back and took the rear seats out so we could sleep
on the floor if we wanted to. Marjie made curtains for the windows to give us
privacy and to block light when we were sleeping. As if blessing our journey,
three red-tailed hawks circled overhead while I was thoroughly cleaning the
van. Seeing three together seemed significant.
Marjie was in a sad mood and didn‟t know why. I asked to speak to Alta
Sha about it and she replied, “He‟s been trying to speak but I wouldn‟t let
him.”
“Why not?”
“I was afraid that you two would get into another fight. I feel torn
between you. I want to please you both and I feel like I can‟t!”
“I promise you we will not fight. We didn‟t have a fight last night, just a
difference of opinion. Let me count you down so that we can get past this fear.
It‟s interfering with our relat ionship.” As soon as she entered trance, I asked,
“Alta Sha, why is she so distressed? What can I do to help her?”
“She is fearful for Alta Sha. She is afraid that if you and I argue, you may
do something that would harm me. She has no need for this fear.”
“Our difference of opinion isn‟t important to me. What is important is
that we both serve the same Father. I know that God is good and that I can
rely on Him and that is all I need to know.”
“I AM can rely on you also. Allelu ia.”
“Alleluia. I am glad you are still my friend. I can‟t imagine anything ever
changing that.”
“There will never be a time when we will not be friends , because we
serve the same One.”
He receded. Marjie started crying, releasing the tension that had bothered
her all day. “When I was little we were not allowed to disagree with my
father. If I did there was going to be punishment. Whatever he said was the
way it was, and that was it. It was like that with one of my husbands. I wasn‟t
allo wed to vote unless I voted the same way as him.” She gave several other
examples of being punished for voicing her opinions. Her mother had
encouraged her to agree with false statements to avoid problems. “I was afraid
you would prove that what Alta Sha said was wrong. That would mean that he
isn‟t really an angel and that the whole thing has been a big mistake. I thought
I would lose one of you because you wouldn‟t be friends anymore.”
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“It‟s as if the whole situation was designed so that you would see that I
can disagree with Alta Sha and not have to end the friendship. When you
speak to groups in the future someone is bound to call you a liar and try to
discredit you. You can‟t give in just to please others.”

Marjie felt much better with dinner at a favorite restaurant. She told me
that Perithnea was riding one of the blades on an overhead fan and laughing
with her red hair blowing in the wind like flames . Supper finished, we walked
on the university campus under the venerable trees dotting the quadrangle.
The campus was nearly deserted, but the doors to the biology building were
standing open. Marjie went up the stairs, looked through the opening , and
said, “We have to go in here, Pat.”
“What‟s so important?”
“Co me and see.”
A thrill passed through me when I looked down the central hallway to a
display case at the far end where a stuffed golden eagle with widespread
wings was enclosed. Having walked to the case for a better look, we saw a
card below it indicat ing that it had been electrocuted on power lines. The
feathers around its head and neck were truly golden.
Marjie loved walking through the building, looking into classrooms and
seeing other exhibits. She had never been in university buildings before,
which made it a special treat. Even a hall clock with faces on both sides
fascinated her. It was fun to observe her pleasure at such simple things. We
ventured into other buildings and saw more exh ibits of fossils and minerals,
etc. In the Fine Arts building we overheard an accomplished musician playing
his violin, which was very entertaining. Who would think we would find so
much to enjoy on a simple campus walk?
A thunderstorm blew in at bedtime. Marjie said, “Can you hear that
buzzing sound in the thunder? I‟ve never heard thunder sound like that
before.”
“No, but I‟m sure you‟re picking up on something. I notice that you‟re
not afraid of it, though.”
“No, I‟m not. How about that?”

Over breakfast she said, “I got up in the middle of the night and went
outside. The blooms on the dogwood tree had turned completely white instead
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of that yellowish color they had before. I could see them very clearly, as if a
light was shining on it. I was still d ry when I came back in the house.”
“That‟s really strange. It was actually very dark outside because of the
clouds.”
“How could I have been outside looking at the tree without getting wet?
But I know it was real.”
“Maybe the buzzing you heard was a UFO and you had an encounter that
you don‟t remember. Maybe they lit up the tree for your benefit.”

Two crows flew very near my car on my way home fro m work,
paralleling my direction of travel. I saw what at first appeared to be a smaller
blackbird dogging one of them, but a closer look showed that it wasn‟t a bird
at all. It was a b lack sphere! I watched the little sphere pursue the crows for
several seconds before they flew away and I lost sight of it. A couple of
minutes later I saw it or one just like it, in the cloudless blue sky ahead of me.
It was there for only a mo ment and then vanished! It didn‟t fly away or fade
away, it just disappeared. Alta Sha said there would be days like this.
I told Marjie about other strange things that happened at work. “Twice
today I saw a bright spot of light, once when I was reading and once when I
looked at the floor. It was very intense, very small, and lasted only a second. I
thought it might be Adam. I also saw shadows from the corner of my eye but
when I looked, nothing was there. That reminds me, did you remember any
other strange happenings last night?”
“No, nothing but the buzzing and the dogwood.”
I was busy with dictation for the rest of the evening and there was no time
for a session. There were many things I wanted to explore with Marjie but not
enough time!
I wondered on the way to work the next mo rning if Adam had found the
pyramid he was looking for. I really wanted to speak to him.
The fourteen year old psychic boy came for a second appointment. He
said he had to draw someone for me. “I‟m getting a flash of someone. It‟s an
old Indian.” He drew a stick man hold ing a staff at his side. “This Indian has
red and white paint around his mouth and is holding this spear.”
“Are you sure that it‟s a spear?”
“No. It looks like a spear, but it has some kind of feathers at the tip
instead of a point.”
“What color are the feathers?”
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“Black.”
“Are there other colors?”
“Some are red. There are other things hanging from it.”
I felt sure he was describing our staff, and that somehow he had made
contact with the Old One. Alta Sha had said that he saw an image of one with
color around the mouth when he sought the names of the Indians who would
be reincarnated. I described the staff we had made to the boy. When I
mentioned the min k pouch that had soil in it, he said, “It sy mbolizes reb irth.
The black feathers at the top symbolize death but also represent t he spirit
fly ing away.” He drew a cholla cactus next to the man. “I can see him dancing
with his staff, mov ing it in a rhythm.”
After more discussion of the staff, he said, “Wait. I am getting more
images. The old man is a medicine man. He spent many skins to obtain a
completely black hawk fro m another tribe. He was the seer for his village and
helped the people to find places to live where it would be safe. After he got
the hawk he learned how to see through its eyes. He would release it in the
morn ing and could see the surrounding countryside through the eyes of the
hawk and could warn the people of any danger that approached. In the
evening the hawk would return to him.”
“Where did the man live?‟
He drew two mesas with a valley separating them. “They lived on the
cliff sides of this valley. A stream flowed through it and there were trees
beside the stream.”
“How would the Indian call the hawk to him in the evening?”
“He wo re a kind of leather cuff on his arm where the hawk would land.”
The longer he spoke, the more excited I got about the correspondence
between elements of Marjie‟s trance experiences and his visions. I didn‟t
understand how he had tapped in to the same info rmation, but his repetit ion of
it served as a partial confirmation. Knowing that someone else had the same
visions would bolster Marjie‟s confidence that she had not manufactured them
fro m her subconscious mind. “Was anything attached to the hawk‟s feet?”
“Yes. There‟s a bell on its right leg.”
I shared the experience Marjie had of being a hawk with a bell and having
a master who wore a leather cuff. “The bell and the cuff suggest that you may
be seeing the spirit who instructed us to make the spirit stick. We do not know
his name.”
“In English the one I see would be called White Wolf. That sounds like a
strange thing to call a person. I didn‟t know Indians were g iven animal names.
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I know that these people lived somewhere in the southwest, possibly in
Arizona in pueblos on the sides of cliffs. There are some sort of temples on
both sides of the valley entrance, up high. Beyond them are houses on the cliff
walls and some dwellings on top of the cliff.”
“There are many cliff dwellings in the southwest and I have visited
several of them but the biggest one that I know of wh ich is like the one you
are describing is at Mesa Verde‟.”
“Mesa Verde‟! That‟s it!” He described more of the natural and
man made features of the surroundings which definitely suggested Mesa
Verde‟. “There‟s a museum there. At one time they had mu mmies of an
Indian wo man and her baby. The ch ild fell fro m a cliff and the mother
grieved so much that she decided to join him by diving off the cliff. They
were discovered sometime in the late „30s. Someone stole them. They were
removed fro m the museu m around 1973.”
“Have you been to Mesa Verde‟ yourself?”
“No, I never heard of it before. There‟s more. I see a young boy lying on
a ledge above the main cave. He has been there for days without food or
water, seeking a vision. He‟s almost dead. He‟s telling the others that he has
seen the old man dying and that it‟s his time to beco me the new medicine man
of the village.
“Now I see a stone, shaped somewhat like a rectangle. There are words
carved on it but I can‟t quite make them out. There‟s a design carved in the
lower right corner but I can‟t see it clearly. It‟s a sun or maybe a rose, with a
design in the center of it. The ground in front of the stone is sunken, like a
caved-in grave. They put the stone out in the flat land before the entrance to
the valley and put the old man on top of it. They allowed the vultures to eat
his flesh so that his spirit could return to nature. It was near a place on the
desert where the stream that runs through the valley begins to run dry.”
He was unable to give any more details about the location of the s tone,
which was at least similar to the one Perithnea had shown Marjie. The sunken
grave, the carving on the tombstone and the rose matched. The main
difference was that the one he saw was not upright. Remarkable!
There was still mo re. “I see the cover of a book. It has a picture of a
young boy holding a bow, looking toward some pueblos below him. The tit le
of the book is People of the Mesa by a woman named Ardath something. It is
the story of this young shaman who tried to save his people. Before the white
man came these people had many treasures , including jewels. They kept their
grain and other food in storage rooms.”
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Spiritual chills had been running up and down my spine through most of
his account. His knowledge of so many details was amazing, as was th e
correspondence with Marjie‟s visions.
“It is no accident that we met,” I said. “Your visions are helping me and
my wife on our spiritual journey and I believe that I can help you by teaching
you more about your own spirit. I wish we could talk more abou t these things,
but the time is up and your ride will be waiting.”
We walked to the reception area to make his next appointment. When we
got to the counter, he said, “Get me something to write on! There are some
words that I am getting that are for your w ife. I don‟t know what they mean
but they‟re important.”
He quickly wrote down these mysterious words:
Eko Eko Asalara
Eko Eko Zo molo k
Eko Eko Cerenos
Eko Eko Aradiia
I sensed that these words were a greeting to ancient spirits who had lived
at Mesa Verde‟ and that we were to use them. I imagined that we would need
to go to Mesa Verde‟ when possible to investigate what the boy said.
“Thank you for all that you have shared with me today. I‟m looking
forward to seeing you again,” I said.
When I discussed the content of his visions with Marjie and showed her
the words he had written, she said, “I feel pain inside when I look at them.”
“There seems to be some spiritual connection with the shaman at Mesa
Verde‟ who had the black hawk and a spirit staff like the one the Old One had
us make. The Old One is Tarahu mara, but the old shaman fro m Mesa Verde‟
would be Anasazi. I suspect that their beliefs and lifestyles were very similar.
The Tarahumara live in caves on cliff sides like the Anasazi did, but no one
knows today what language the Anasazi spoke, or their tribal identity. The
word Anasazi just means ancient ones. We do know that there was a lot of
interaction between the pueblos in the old days. You were told that the
Tarahumara traveled much farther than to the Spanish Peaks, and Mesa
Verde‟ is as close to Copper Canyon country as the peaks are. The Old One
and the Mesa Verde‟ shaman could be incarnations of the same Oversoul.
That might explain some of the similarities , like the sprit staff. Wouldn‟t it be
something if we could find that stone with the carving on it, and what about
the magic necklace?”
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A Carpet of Flowers
April 15th arrived at long last and we headed for Mexico. We had been
driving for about an hour when I asked Marjie, “Would you like to go to Mesa
Verde‟, too?”
“I‟d love to go there. I‟ve been feeling drawn to it ever since you told me
what that boy said yesterday, but do you think we‟ll have time to do both?”
“I guess so, if we can find the Tarahumara right away. I wonder if Alta
Sha thinks we should try to do both. Which one should we go to first? I
wouldn‟t want to spend too much time at Mesa Verde‟ and not have enough
left for Mexico.”
“Have not all the steps been laid down before you?” Alta Sha answered.
“Yes, but do you mean up until now, or into the future as well?”
“I have prepared steps for beyond today also. You allowed me to guide your
steps last Sunday; you should continue to let me guide them.”
“That‟s fine with me. I can just go with the flow and not try to plan the
trip.”
“There is no need for you to plan it. It has already been planned.”
“I would really enjoy taking Marjie to see the cliff dwellings and perhaps
to see some new ones myself.”
“Then you should do that.”
I had a strong urge to head straight for Mesa Verde‟, but decided to wait
and see what developed. We had hundreds of miles to travel before the paths
to either location diverged.
A severe thunderstorm was brewing as we entered Arkansas and headed
south on I-55 fo r I-40. The crosswind was so strong that I had to fight the
wheel to stay in my lane. The rain came down in sheets that at times destroyed
visibility. To our north ominous black clouds filled the sky across the entire
horizon. According to the weather report, the folks in southern Missouri were
already flooded; the streams we crossed were out of their banks. It was prime
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tornado weather. I hoped that the low ly ing highways we would be on in the
rice g rowing delta would not be underwater when we turned westward. Marjie
was not frightened of the storm although it was potentially dangerous.
Fortunately most of it remained to the north and soon we drove out of it into a
glorious, sunlit morn ing. The earth and sky looked and smelled marvelously
clean.
Near Little Rock, a red-tailed hawk perched in a tree inexplicably flew
directly in front of us, shot straight up into the sky, dove straight down, and
returned to his limb. The performance seemed timed for our entertain ment.
Farther west on I-40 we encountered thousands of mult icolored
wildflowers growing in profusion in the median and on the banks of the
highway, and we felt as if a beautiful welco me carpet had been laid before us
by I AM. We were fascinated by the many varieties of flo wers and would
point out each new one that we saw to each other. I sang silly songs in my
happiness to be underway on our spiritual journey, and in my pleasure that the
van was performing so well.
It was nearly five o‟clock when Marjie asked me to count her down. “I
can see Perithnea. She‟s riding a bicycle. I‟m on a b icycle too but I‟m riding
in the basket up front on the handlebars. Someone is pedaling behind me but I
can‟t tell who it is. Perithnea keeps riding in circles, making a spiral. She
keeps making the circles wider and wider. Now she‟s too tired to go any
farther. She‟s e xhausted; she‟s going to fall! I caught her. This represents
some kind of dance which the Indians do to the point of exhau stion.”
“I love you, Father Bright!” Perithnea said.
“I love you too. I‟ve been missing you and Adam today.”
“Adam‟s busy. He‟s climb ing down. Bye.”
“I wonder what Adam is climb ing on?” I said to Marjie.
“I have no idea.”
A little while later, Alta Sha nodded a greeting to me. I said, “Good
evening, friend.”
“You are tired. You should consider stopping soon.”
“Very well, but I feel I could go on.”
“You should stop ahead. You will enjoy it.”
We soon had entered a town and saw many motels. Alta Sha suggested
we stop at the first one we came to, wh ich was a Motel 6. I turned in and he
surprised me by saying, “You are the precious son of I AM. You follow the
path He lays without hesitation.”
“Somet imes I feel a little hesitant.”
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“But you are walking the path now without hesitation.”
“That‟s true. I‟m very eager to go forward with the path that I am on now,
but there are some things that make me a little nervous. What is the
significance of the boy to all that is happening?”
“When you first started working at your place of employ ment you had
some doubt that it was the best place for you to be. Do you have any doubts
now that you are in the right place? The boy was provided because you need a
verifiable source of informat ion.”
“Is he right about Mesa Verde‟ being the location of the old one he saw?”
“Why would the name have been mentioned if it were not correct?”
“Was the old one he saw with the colors around the mouth the one you
told us we would encounter on this trip?”
He smiled. “You expected this one to be a living person but he fits the
description even if he is a spirit. Spirit does not cease to be.”
“You weren‟t able to give us his name before. Are you able to give it
now?”
“To tell you the name is not necessary; you will find it yourself.”
Then I remembered the boy had said the shaman‟s name was White Wolf.
The boy‟s image of the tombstone seemed to correspond with Marjie‟s, but
being laid flat out on the desert didn‟t match with the upright stone she had
seen, which was puzzling. I thought, Are there two different stones? Was one
only symbolic (Marjie’s vision) and the other a physical reality? Why would
our tombstone be in the boy’s vision? Was he picking up impressions from
more than one source which became confused in his mind?
The inexpensive motel room was actually quite pleasant, and at a nearby
restaurant we were served by a very friendly waitress with a thick Spanish
accent who said she was from the Philippines. The food was excellent and we
stuffed ourselves. Afterwards we decided that a brisk walk was called for to
burn off some of those calories. We were on the second floor balcony of the
motel and about to leave for the walk when we saw an intensely bright, white
light which I immediately thought was a UFO. It appeared to be about a mile
away, moving very slowly and silently just above the tree line. It grew larger
as it approached, and it was too big and too close not to be heard if it were a
conventional aircraft. Alta Sha had certainly been right when he said I would
enjoy our stay in this town.
After the walk we exp lored a hobby shop where Marjie purchased a book
of instructions for making Indian beadwork designs. The Old One wanted her
to make a spiral like one shown in the book. When I browsed through the
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book I asked, “Did you notice how many of these designs look like UFOs and
pyramids?”
“Yes I did. So me of the rays coming off them look like energy beams.”
“I wonder if the Indians were t rying to depict things they had seen in their
contacts with ETs. It makes sense that they would record important events in
symbols and pictures, because they didn‟t have a written language.”

We were driving through Fort Worth the following morn ing when three
ear-splitting F-15 Eag les zoomed over us after taking off fro m a nearby
airbase, shooting up until they disappeared in the clouds. “Three eagles;
another good sign,” I said.
Our hunger said it was time for a late breakfast. We stopped at a third
restaurant after rejecting two others that didn‟t look very appetizing and were
glad for our choice, for it was decorated in southwestern style and had a
display of very good Indian jewelry. Our breakfast was large, delicious, and
inexpensive. “Alta Sha has certain ly planted some nice steps for us, and it was
number three again,” I said.
The terrain beyond Fort Worth changed into the dramat ic, mesa-filled
vistas of the genuine southwest. Intermixed with this inspiring backdrop were
mu ltitudes of gorgeous wildflowers growing everywhere we looked. I
remembered Alta Sha saying that we would encounter much beauty in t he
land as well as the people, but we didn‟t expect so much. I had been to the
west many times without ever seeing such a profusion of color.
Near Big Springs Marjie said, “Do you see those two helicopters over by
that Mesa?”
“Yeah. They look like the big ones with double rotors. I wonder what
they‟re doing over there.” They hovered near a cluster of buildings perhaps a
mile away at the base of the flat-topped mountain. We watched them for
several minutes and they never moved. “Why would two big helicopters hover
in the same place for ten minutes?” The wind currents were quite strong; we
had seen several large dust devils dancing around on the desert floor, and the
van was swaying in the gusts, but the helicopters remained completely
stationary, which wasn‟t normal. The winds would force them to maneuver at
least a little. I suspected that they were not what they appeared to be. I knew
of many reports of strange, silent, unmarked “helicopters” which often
appeared where UFO sightings, animal surgeries, and crop circles had
occurred. These appeared to be another absurdity.
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To pass the time, I tried to repeat the words the boy had written so I
wouldn‟t fail to say them correctly at the right time. For an unknown reason I
thought I would be the one to speak them instead of Marjie, although they had
been designated for her by the boy. I had a gift for remembering the exact
words of conversations that were important to me, and although these were
some of the most important words I had ever heard, I couldn‟t fo r the life of
me seem to get them right. I kept mispronouncing or forget ting one or another
of the names that I intended to say. After numerous trials, I finally managed to
get them straight and said them several times to memorize them.
As if a consequence of my insistence on saying them correctly, Marjie
and I simultaneously developed severe sinus headaches minutes later. I
wondered if I had caused the problem by not waiting to speak the names until
the time was right. “I think Mother will help us get over these headaches,” I
said. Within an unheard of ten minutes, the headaches were gone. For me,
such a headache would normally have lasted an hour or more and even longer
for Marjie.
The scenery remained magnificent all the way to Fort Davis, where we
decided to spend the night. It was a relatively short hop to the Mexican border
fro m there, and there was a state park outside of town where we thought we
could spend the night. We found a sheltered spot in the park beside some
house-sized boulders which were s cattered about the area. It was a warm n ight
and the clear sky was filled with millions of stars illu minating the picturesque
surroundings. Unfortunately, the sleeping pads were thin and the floor of the
van was hard, so we didn‟t get much sleep, but were compensated by the
sheer beauty of the night.
The clear, crisp morning found us driving through the low mountains of
southwest Texas. A forest of giant Yuccas covered in white, bell -shaped
blooms interspersed with various species of blooming cacti feasted our eyes as
we curved amongst them on an empty highway. Small herds of grazing
antelope watched unconcerned as we passed nearby, adding to our enjoyment.
Co ming over a rise fro m wh ich we could see the small town of Marfa
lying in the distance, we encountered a lone sign which read, Be Sure To Ask
About The Mysterious Lights of Marfa, and we resolved to do so when we
stopped for breakfast. A large grain elevator at the edge of town had the name
GODBOLD written on it. “That‟s us. I have to take a picture of that,” I said.
Just up the street we stopped at a popular café. The young waitress gave us a
blank look when we asked about the lights and said she had never heard of
them. I told her about the sign outside of town and suggested that maybe she
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ought to ask someone about them herself. I later learned that groups of
moving lights were often seen in the desert north of town and had been
reported for as long as anyone could remember. Whenever someone tried to
get close to them they would disappear.
Our next stop was to be Presidio, where we would cross the border. A
buck antelope jumped a fence on our right and ran across the road in front of
us, but couldn‟t jump the fence on the left. We slowly drove very close to him
before he panicked and went under the fence.
The road was deserted. I was driving 65 instead of 55 and got stopped by
a state trooper, who kindly gave us only a warning. He informed us of a place
in Presidio that would be open on Sunday where we could exchange dollars
for pesos. When we arrived at the town, Marjie suggested we go into a
building advertised as tourist informat ion center, but it was actually a gift
shop. We asked for directions to the money exchange place but she advised us
to wait until we got into Mexico, saying we could get a thi rd more pesos for
our dollars if we went to a certain store in Ojinaga. We decided to chance it,
thinking that it would be interesting to drive around in a Mexican border
town.
Passing through the Mexican border station was amusing. I had a little
anxiety about the Old One‟s artifacts due to the hawk feathers and pelts, not
knowing if they would be considered contraband. However, they posed no
problem at all. Once inside the small building we were directed to the customs
desk, where a polite officer examined our Passports, car registration, driver‟s
license, etc. and then sent us across the room to get an entry permit fo r the
van. The young girl in charge of this department appeared to be in her teens.
She didn‟t know what a passport was, didn‟t know what t he dates of
expirat ion on the passport meant, didn‟t know what the letter from the bank
that had a lien on the van and therefore kept the title was for, etc. After about
15 minutes she decided that our papers were okay and sent us back to the
customs officer so he could double check them. He had us sign a form and
then sent us back to the girl, who filled out other forms while chatting with
her girlfriend on the telephone about a dress. We were definitely learning how
to keep Mexican time. After another thirty minutes we were given permission
to enter the country, pending an inspection of our van, followed by placement
of a sticker on the window. Mexican auto insurance was required by law and
the local monopoly had the market sewn up. We had to pay a rather steep
premiu m for a few days of coverage, but at last we were in! We laughed at the
silly back and forth, gratefu l that it was such a small place.
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We had obtained a map of Ojinaga and were able to find the store where
money could supposedly be exchanged, but the proprietor said that they had
never exchanged money there, and we would have to go to the regular
exchange business up the street. The only problem was that it was closed on
Sunday. Fortunately we had filled our tank on the U.S. side and had enough
gas to get to the capital city of Chihuahua, where we expected we would find
an open exchange. If not, we could spend the night there. I was a bit miffed at
first because Alta Sha had said that each person we would meet was prepared
in advance, which I had assumed meant no bum steers . However, if I had
listened to the nice trooper, there wouldn‟t have been a problem. On the other
hand, the misdirect ion had caused us to see the poverty of a Mexican border
town up close. At every intersection where we stopped, several small boys
would immediately start cleaning our windows, hoping we would pay them
for the service.
The highway to Chihuahua was incredibly bad. Even the potholes had
potholes. It appeared to have been made by paving a primit ive path which
followed the contour of the hills, resulting in a very curvy, up and down road
which climbed a low mountain range before reaching the interior. Although
the country was quite scenic, trash littered the shoulders and fields beside the
highway everywhere we went. Most of it was plastic bags that had been
strewn all over by the persistent winds of the semiarid desert.
We had to stop about fifteen miles inland at another border station to
have our permits checked. The officer was friendly and courteous and it took
only a minute. Soon afterwards we encountered a middle aged woman
trudging along with a large, loaded shopping bag. No houses were visible for
miles along this lonely stretch of road and we wondered where she could have
come fro m. “Does Alta Sha want us to stop and give this woman a ride?” I
asked.
He answered. “There will be many like her along the way. Do not stop to
help until you have exchanged your money.” We drove for another three miles
up and down the steep hills before we reached a small village wh ich we
assumed was her destination. Her endurance and determination were
impressive. Not many middle aged wo men of the U.S. would dare undertake
such a journey.
Soon we entered a forest of giant Yuccas which dwarfed the impressive
ones we had seen in Texas and dazzled us with their white blooms. They
covered the landscape as far as the eye could see in all directions. This was
the real Mexico!
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Our road map showed that we had to make a left turn somewhere in the
town of Almada, but we didn‟t see any highway markers to direct us onto the
right road when we got there. I miraculously spotted a small and sagging
wooden arrow pointing to the left with the faded, barely visible word
Chihuahua written on it, and made the turn. To double check I stopped to ask
the first man we saw if we were on the road to Chihuahua, and we were. The
traffic soon got crazy. Most of the townspeople apparently were either taking
a Sunday stroll or slowly cru ising the boulevard, stopping anywhere to talk to
pedestrians or other drivers. They paid no attention to traffic laws and it took
some imag inative maneuvering to get around them. Nevertheless, it was
pleasant to see so many colorfu lly dressed people enjoying a good time.
Traffic remained heavy on the two lane highway the rest of th e way to
Chihuahua. The road surface gradually imp roved as we neared the big city,
but slowpokes kept everything moving at a snail‟s pace and there was no
room to pass.
On the outskirts of the city signs pointed to the “International Airport.” I
presumed that money could be exchanged at a place where foreigners would
need this service even on Sunday. I was wrong. Although going to the airport
was a detour from the most direct route to downtown, we wound up on a four
lane, div ided boulevard which took us to the heart of town with very little
traffic and much less bother. It also led us to the big hotels, and it occurred to
me that they might exchange money for foreign guests. After circling around
several times trying to figure out how to negotiate the many one way streets,
we finally found a parking spot near the Park Plaza Hotel. Marjie waited in
the van, keeping watch over our things, while I went inside and persuaded
(begged is more like it) a female cashier to exchange one hundred dollars for
pesos, which was her upper limit. She exp lained that there was a bank in Creel
where we could exchange money the following day. I could finally relax,
knowing that we had enough Mexican money for essentials like gasoline and
food, and gave thanks.
I drove around town looking for the highway that led to Creel. After
several confusing turns we finally found the right road and headed west. We
stopped at a toll plaza about 45 miles down the highway and used the
restrooms to clean up a bit. A nice lady in the toll booth explained the
difference between old pesos and new pesos, clearing up a lot of confusion. A
new peso was worth 100 old pesos. The toll was 17,500 old pesos or 1750
new pesos. It didn‟t seem like much of an improvement to me. Why not make
the new ones worth 1000 o ld ones? It would save a mountain of paper.
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A little farther west and a little higher in the foothills of the Sierra
Madre, we came to the first trees we had seen in Mexico. They were a
welco me sight after nothing but cacti and Yuccas, even if they were stunted
fro m lack of mo isture. We made another left turn at the busy little city of
Chuatemoc, wh ich seemed like the wrong direction to me. Due to the lack of
highway signs, I turned back to a Pemex station we had passed to make sure
of our direct ions. I bought gas and asked if anyone there spoke Eng lish. The
blue eyed Mexican attendant spoke English well enough to steer us in the
right direction. In Spanish he told a compan ion that we were going to Creel.
The man shook his head, as if this was a silly notion. The attendant
explained, “There aren‟t many people there who speak English.” However,
he confirmed that there was a bank there where we could exchange money.
Once mo re someone who spoke English was available when we needed help .
I bought a road map of the state of Chihuahua at the station and followed
his directions to the right highway. A glance at the map revealed that many of
the highways were not numbered and distances between towns were not
indicated. Without verbal directions to go with the map, it would still be a
guessing game as to exactly where to make the necessary turns.
It was time to eat and we decided to have a picnic under some trees at a
turnout beside the highway. A dirt road led down to a dry wash under some
cottonwoods, where we parked in the shade. Again I was dismayed by all the
trash left wherever it had fallen. Mexicans seemed to have no compunctions
about littering.
Soon we were ready to go. I assumed that the road would lead us back to
the highway and drove forward, but came to a washout too deep to cross. I
backed up to turn around and my rear wheels got stuck in the sand of a
shallow ditch. I couldn‟t get any traction in the sand and started looking for
something I could put under the wheel that it could grab hold of. After
looking the situation over, I didn‟t see how to get unstuck without help. The
angle at which the van was resting was too steep, and I couldn‟t jack the
wheel up without a flat surface to support it. “Of all the stupid things to do,” I
muttered aloud. We were miles fro m a town, had no cell phone (who would I
call, anyway?), and hadn‟t seen a house for miles. The only option was to flag
someone down and hope that they spoke English. I told Marjie what I was
going to do and turned to walk back to the highway, when I saw a p ickup
truck loaded with Mexican youths pull into the turnout. I hoped they weren‟t
looking for ripe pickings among the stuck gringos. My stereotyped thinking
wasn‟t justified.
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The very friendly driver said he had learned English while working in the
U.S. He had seen our predicament and stopped to help us, and in a very few
minutes the group had pushed the van out of the ditch onto solid ground. We
thanked him, his friends and I AM profusely. He would not accept the money
I offered.
According to our map, we had to make a turn onto another highway at a
litt le village to go to Creel. Without any sort of warning we encountered a
series of tall speed bumps spanning the highway and I jammed on the brakes.
We assumed that this was the village, for there were a few houses at this
place, but no sign or highway marker to indicate where we were . However,
there was an intersection. Hoping this was the right place, we turned
southward. After about two miles through desolate, barren land scape we
encountered a highway marker with the correct number and below it the
single word, Creel. We felt rather proud of ourselves to have guessed
correctly.
The road crossed a plateau where poorly nourished horses and cattle
grazed the pitifully sparse grass behind flimsy fences. A dead cow on the
shoulder warned us to look out for loose stock. We saw a few adult male
pedestrians in this nearly empty country and a few horses grazing on the right
of way where the grass was much thicker than in the serious ly overgrazed
pastures.
The descent from the plateau brought us into a much more scenic, hilly
area and eventually to a small town where there was a sawmill and little else.
A great deal of logging was going on in the forested countryside. Many of the
people we saw were undoubtedly Indians. By then it was early evening and
everyone was out walking or d riv ing around. A few were defin itely
intoxicated, but everybody seemed to be in good spirits. The unpaved road
through town was very rough from log truck traffic and our tires churned up
thick dust. “I wouldn‟t want to be driving through here in a rainstorm. Th is
kind of dust is like ice when it gets wet. We‟d be stuck in a heartbeat,” I said.
Although it was time to look for a place to sleep, we obviously were n‟t
going to spend a peaceful night in this town, which already had too many
drunks wandering around. Creel was still about fifty miles away and no towns
showed on the map in between, so we drove on, prepared to sleep in the van .
Soon the highway was paved again and ascended into the mountains,
following a steep and twisting course. At the summit there was large turnout
area which looked pro mising. Several logging roads branched away from the
turnout and one led us quickly to a good campsite which overlooke d a canyon
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under some aromat ic pines. As always, there was plenty of litter scattered
around to keep us company. I gathered some firewood and soon we had a
blaze go ing to keep us warm.
Except for the trash it was a lovely spot on a rocky promontory,
surrounded by an evergreen forest. We were facing the haloed moon which
cast a dreamy, romantic light into the tree filled canyon before us. A breeze
sighed in the pines and junipers, enhancing the peacefulness of the place. We
had just settled in when a car drove into the turnout and stopped. We heard
loud voices and music and it seemed that a party was in the making. Our site
was screened by trees and bushes so we were hidden fro m v iew.
Unexpectedly, a pocket of gas in one of our burning logs exploded like a
gunshot! We heard frightened shouts from the turnout and the car sped off
into the darkness. Saved again by the unexpected, we bundled up against the
cool night air and peacefully slept.
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Chapter Forty Four

Homecoming for the Tarahumara
I was up at daybreak and took a walk while Marjie snoozed. We appeared
to be at the edge of a feeder canyon which merged with the much bigger
canyons outside of Creel. I saw a house on the opposite side of the highway a
litt le distance away. A dog near it barked when he sensed me, which wo ke
Marjie. After looking around and eating a quick breakfast, we headed for
Creel.
It was only seven o‟clock in the morning when we arrived. The town
stretched along a railroad and the paralleling highway for about a mile. Creel
only had three main roadways crossed at intervals by unpaved side roads . We
noticed two modern looking motels while driv ing through town and upon
reaching the city limits, we doubled back on another thoroughfare, looking for
a place where we would like to stay. We passed a large lu mberyard and
sawmill on our right and just beyond it saw a rustic tourist camp with old
fashioned cabins bordering a field and a large co mbination house and office,
which was exactly the kind of place I was look ing for. The grounds covered
an acre or two and included a number of big cottonwood trees. A shaded,
fenced area corralled a couple of friendly deer and a lot of do mesticated
rabbits. The rabbits had dug a hole under the fence and freely roamed in and
out of the enclosure. We parked nearby, laughed at their antics and fed them
and the deer while we waited for some sign of life fro m the main house. We
didn‟t want to wake the owners up.
A short, stocky, Indian wo man emerged fro m the cabin nearest us,
fetched some firewood, and went back in; there was smo ke co ming fro m the
chimney, although the weather was warm. Soon an averaged sized man came
in our direction fro m the main house and introduced himself as Federico
Garcia. He was quite friendly and spoke excellent English. They had a
vacancy for a few days and he invited us to join him for breakfast in the same
cabin the woman had entered, which was actually a kitchen/dining room. We
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sat with him while the cook prepared oatmeal on a woodstove. She served the
delicious cereal with tasty cinnamon sticks. We explained to Federico that we
had come to Creel to meet some of the traditional Tarahumara and that we
were looking for one named Wachitique. He had not heard of this person but
said he knew some A merican missionaries living nearby who spent a good
deal of time in the canyons and who might know him.
After breakfast he introduced his wife, who also spoke English very well,
and who said that they had received university degrees in the U.S. He was the
manager of the lumber mill next door and had to go to work. She gave us
directions to the missionary‟s house and to the bank. We rented the cabin,
unloaded our things and headed for the bank.
The main street was busy with pedestrians and traffic and there were
interesting shops which we p lanned to exp lore later. The teller at the bank said
that we had come at the right time because it was going to close permanently
at the end of the month. She t ried to g ive me a huge wad of old pesos in
exchange for two hundred dollars , but I requested new ones, which easily fit
into my wallet. I would have needed a shopping bag to carry the old ones, and
was very glad we had been educated about the difference.
The bank was located adjacent to the small town square, as were the train
station, hospital, school, trading post and Catholic Church. After a brief look
around, we drove up a mountainside to the location of the missionary‟s home,
but no one was there. Due to the lack o f street signs or address numbers, we
weren‟t positive that we had the right house. We asked a neighbor if she knew
where the missionary lived, but she didn‟t understand English.
We drove back to the cabin, not sure of what to do. I had no idea how
long it might take to find Wachitique and the canyons covered a vast area. I
was eager to get going to our rendezvous with the traditional Tarahumara and
felt quite frustrated with the lack of direction. “Let‟s ask Alta Sha for his
advice,” I said.
He answered, “Mingle with the people. Beco me one with them.” It was
hard for me to accept this, because I was so keen on getting into the back
country, but I took his advice. Marjie and I returned to town and explored the
plaza and the shops on Main Street. We entered the trading post, which was
full of handmade Tarahumara crafts, consisting mostly of colorful woven
goods, goatskin drums, carved masks, souvenir dolls dressed in traditional
clothing, and the softball sized oak balls that they kicked along during their
footraces. We purchased a carved mask, a drum, a detailed map of the canyon
country, and a book by Richard D. Fisher entitled Mexico’s Copper Canyon,
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which contained many colorful photographs of the people and their canyon
homeland. He had arranged for a group of Tarahumara racers to run in several
grueling marathons in the U.S. wh ich they had easily won wearing their
traditional sandals, which they preferred to specially designed racing shoes.
The winner o f a one hundred mile race was 52 years old!
Father Verp lancken, the Catholic p riest who had devoted his life to
helping the Tarahumara through education, health care, and commerce, wrote
an essay for the book in wh ich he described them as the true Christians,
because they actually practiced the golden rule instead of giving it mere lip
service. He also wrote that their true tribal name was Raramu ri, not
Tarahumara, an incorrect name given to them by Eu ropeans.
I reasoned that after 40 years of contact with the Tarahumara, Father
Verplancken might know Wachit ique. I walked across the plaza to the parish
house where he was saying goodbye to some other A mericans. When they
fin ished their conversation I introduced myself and asked for a few minutes of
his time. He was about to leave for a distant city, but his manner was
welco ming. I quickly asked if he had ever heard of a Tarahumara named
Wachitque, but he had not. I was sorry we d idn‟t have more t ime to talk, but it
wasn‟t meant to be.
We saw Raramu ri wo men weaving cloth belts on finger loo ms outside the
train station. I wanted a purely traditional design, but the only ones they had
included the word Chihuahua, like a typical souvenir. I bought one anyway.
We browsed through some shops, bought a couple of oranges, and returned to
the cabin for lunch. Federico was there and volunteered to escort us back to
the missionary‟s house to be sure we had found the right one.
It was the same place, but now there were children playing in the yard
and a vehicle parked outside. Federico introduced us to the family and we
were invited inside by the housewife, but her husband was away on business
and not expected to return until the next day. She did not know who
Wachitique was, nor did a Mayo Indian who did odd jobs for them and whose
family lived in the canyon country. We had a long conversation about our
journey and the reasons for it and enjoyed the visit very much.
I was really getting frustrated with our lack of progress. “We seem close
to finding out where Wachitique is, but who knows how long it will take? I
feel like a carrot is being dangled just out of reach for us to follow. Th e
canyon country is huge. There are three main canyons and a couple of smaller
ones that cover hundreds of square miles. If we don‟t get specific directions,
we could search for months. A whole day has nearly passed without any
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progress. If everyone we meet is prepared for our visit, why don‟t we get
some answers? This is beginning to feel like a wild goose chase.”
Marjie said, “Maybe we should take the train to the next town and start
fro m there. Isn‟t that where a lot of people stop before going to visit Copper
Canyon?”
“Yes, but we would have to hire someone to take us in, and we don‟t
even know where to look. We might receive some guidance when we get
there, but what if we don‟t? We would have to spend the night there and wait
for a train to bring us back tomorro w, and lose another day.” I was getting
angry.
After eating supper at the cabin, I asked Marjie if she would have a
session so that I could speak to Alta Sha, and she agreed. He greeted me with
a rather aloof manner, as if I shouldn‟t be bothering him with my concerns,
which further upset me. “What is it you seek?”
I thought he already knew what I wanted and got even madder. “Why are
we suddenly running up against all these obstacles and getting nowhere?
Where is the guide you said we would find? How can I ask someone to guide
us if I don‟t know where we‟re going? I don‟t know whether to take the train
to the next town or go down in the canyons in our van. We could be searching
for days!”
“All the steps have been prepared for you althoug h they are not the ones
you imag ined. You have free will. You can turn back now if you choose.”
“That‟s insulting! I didn‟t come fifteen hundred miles to do I AM‟s work
just to turn back without accomplishing anything! I didn‟t co me here to be a
tourist; all I want to do is to find Wachitique, do whatever it is we are
supposed to do, and be on our way.”
“And when you find Wachitique what will you do?”
“I have no idea what we are supposed to do!”
“What do you hope will transpire?”
“I hope that I will meet a friend and that together we will do whatever I
AM wants us to do.”
“Perhaps you should allow the steps of I AM to unfold as they have been
planned and stop trying to plan them yourself. Are you willing to take the
steps I AM has planned for you? Why do you turn that which was intended to
be a beautiful experience into a struggle?” I had no answer. “It is not
necessary for you to reply. I already know why you do this.”
“I don‟t understand why everything has to be such a mystery. It only adds
to my an xiety and prevents me fro m enjoying myself as much as I could.”
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“There is no need for you to worry. Whatever choices you make will be
taken into account so that the plan is accomplished. I suggest that you go and
act like a tourist.”
“Okay, I‟ll try to relax and let things unfold the way I AM has planned.”
“Alleluia.”
“Alleluia.”
It took a major adjustment on my part to Let go and let God. Being in a
foreign country, not speaking the language, not knowing how much I should
pay for anything, not knowing what was safe to eat or drink and not having a
definite destination was a lot less structure than I was used to. I liked for
things to be planned and organized. Surprise! I AM doesn‟t always work that
way.
I had envisioned all kinds of scenarios between us and the Raramuri,
most of which included some kind of friendly group gathering around a
campfire and possibly being joined by ETs. I was learn ing that it never pays to
anticipate too much, but my ego wasn‟t quite prepared to give up all its hopes.
My problem solving skills were itching to be used and it was hard to accept
that there were no problems to solve! Surely I had to engage my brain to find
Wachitique; things couldn‟t be that easy, could they?
Upon emerging fro m the trance, Marjie said, “I‟ve been feeling pressured
to come up with answers for you and I don‟t have them. I‟ve just been going
on my gut feelings and common sense. It‟s making me nervous. I wish you
could calm down. I don‟t like being in the middle.”
“I don‟t mean to put you in the middle and I don‟t expect you to kno w
all the answers. I just want to be sure that our decisions are being led by
Spirit and not by our own hunches, which I don‟t trust. It wasn‟t co mmon
sense that told us to come here. Co mmon sense would have told us not to
come so poorly prepared. But I am go ing to relax. Alta Sha says not to
worry, everyth ing has been planned, so I‟m just going to chill. Ho w about a
drin k?”
We spent the rest of the evening strolling and driving around town. Creel
was a very peaceful place with lots of friendly, s miling people. There wasn‟t
much to do in Creel after sunset. We don‟t frequent bars and no other
entertainment was available, so we spent a quiet night at the cabin. We
reviewed our map and read some mo re about the Raramuri.
I took a closer look at the drum, which was about 20 inches in diameter
and about six inches deep, with hide stretched over both sides. The head was
painted with a red rattlesnake circling the perimeter and nearly bit ing its own
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tail. In the center was an open cross shape with different phases of the moon
in each of the four arms in black. Between each of the four arms a black star
was painted. It made a deep, satisfying sound when struck with the padded
drumstick that came with it.
The lifelike mask had the face of a Raramu ri carved into it who looked a
lot like the one on the cover of Fisher‟s book about them. It had a wide
headband typical of Tarahumara headgear and like that of the Tarahumara
warrior Marjie had seen in her v ision on the Spanish Peaks.
We woke to the sound of tinkling bells and goats bleating just outside our
window, which was unusual enough to be charming. They were munching
away at the grass growing along the edge of the cabin. Considering the goats,
the rabbits and the deer, our lodgings felt like a pettin g zoo, which was just
fine with us.
Hoping that the missionary had returned, we went back to his house, but
he was still gone. His wife suggested that a guide who conducted tours of the
canyons might be able to direct us to Wachitique, and gave us directio ns to his
nearby home. He also was not there, but his brother-in-law said to look for
him at the town Plaza, where h is tours began.
By the time we got there, nature was urgently calling and I walked toward
the train station, which had the only public restroom in town. A Raramu ri man
in traditional dress stood gazing at the trading post entrance, as if debating
whether to go in or not. I gave him a smile and a slight bow, holding forward
my open palms in a gesture of good will. He gave me a smile and a nod in
return. The restroom was locked.
I went back to the Plaza. Marjie had found the guide and was talking to
him. He appeared to be in his early thirt ies and spoke with an Irish accent. I
thought, Who would expect to find an Irish guide in remote Mexico? He was
friendly and very helpful. Using our map, he showed us the road to Batopilas
Canyon, where many of the traditional Tarahu mara still lived. He said that
when we got to the village of La Bu fa, we would find a retired American who
knew almost all the Indians around there and who might be able to d irect us to
Wachitique. He assured us that we did not need four wheel drive or his
services as a guide to get there, which saved us several hundred dollars. He
also suggested that the manager of the trading post might have heard of
Wachitique because she also knew most of the traditionals in the area. He
volunteered to introduce us and to ask after Wachitique, so we went inside.
I held the Tarahu mara book behind my back as we waited in line to talk
to the manager. Marjie tapped me on the shoulder and gestured to the same
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Raramu ri I had greeted outside, who was standing behind me, peering at the
picture of an Indian on the cover. “He wants to see your book,” she said.
I handed him the book and as he studied the picture he spoke to the guide
in Spanish, who said, “The man whose picture is on the cover is a good friend
of his. He knows some of the other people in the book, too. He‟s fro m La
Bufa and is friends with the American who lives there.” He introduced us to
Ignacio Roderiguez, a Raramu ri who had just walked a distance of about fifty
miles fro m Batopilas Canyon to get some supplies for his family.
I said, “Ask him if he wants a ride back to La Bufa. He can go with us
and be our guide.”
After mo re discussion in Spanish, the Irishman said, “He has a new baby
and he needs to buy some condensed milk and a pan for boiling water. He has
to get a few other things too, but he can meet you back here in an hour.
Everyone calls him Nacho. He‟s pretty well known around here because he is
a good fiddle player.” We shook hands and Nacho went about his shopping.
I asked, but neither Nacho nor the trading post manager had ever heard of
Wachitique .
We went back outside to the guide‟s jeep, which was parked near the van.
He said that if we had car trouble in the canyon to get a written message to
him and he would come to get us. We had his address and he said everybody
knew h im because of his guide work.
We had noticed that he was limp ing and I asked, “What happened to your
leg?”
“I broke three bones in my ankle a few weeks ago and I‟m just now
getting around without a cast. It still hurts, though.”
“We‟ve had some success in helping people heal by projecting energy to
them through our hands. Would you like for us to try that on you?”
“Sure. I‟ll try anything that could help. What do you want me to do?”
Marjie directed him to sit in his car facing us . We held our hands to
surround but not to touch his ankle and I prayed for healing Light. We all felt
warm energy flo wing into his ankle and after only a few minutes he said, “It
already feels better.”
“Great. I‟m glad we were able to do you a favor after all you‟ve done for
us. We really appreciate the help and the offer of rescue if we need it. We
didn‟t expect to have a traditional Tarahu mara for a guide.”
Excited by this blessing, we reloaded our van at the cabin and paid our
bill, for we didn‟t expect to be spending the night in Creel. An hour later we
found Nacho waiting for us at the Plaza and holding a mesh shopping bag
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with several items in it. He was only about five feet three inches tall, and
easily found a comfortable spot on the floor of the van where he could lean
against our luggage, because I had removed the back seat.
Fortunat ely , I had studied Span ish in g raduate schoo l many years
before and remembered a few wo rds. As we were leav ing to wn , Nacho ,
with gestures to supplement h is Span ish, let it be kno wn that he wanted to
stop at a co mb inat ion bar and liquo r store to get so me win e. We waited
outside. He was back in a coup le of minutes with an unopened bott le o f
wine, and we assu med he wou ld use it fo r celeb rat ing the b irth o f his baby
with family and friends.

The scenery on the lengthy drive to Batopilas Canyon was spectacular.
The highway passed by a large, clear water reservoir above town which was
surrounded by evergreen forest. Several locals were fishing and picnicking on
its shores. The road was paved and quite good for twenty miles or so, then
gradually deteriorated into gravel and finally dirt, wh ich was thick with dust.
It curved down into the upper reaches of several smaller canyons and back out
again. We admired the white cliffs and many large boulders that had fallen
into the valleys. The landscape consisted of numerous pastures mixed with
broadleaf and evergreen forests. We saw occasional homesteads made of
stone or logs, none of which appeared to be very prosperous. The road
climbed to a plateau covered with pine forest where a great deal of logging
was taking place. Several inches of dust coated the road and seeped into every
available crevice of the van, especially around the edges of the dented side
door, threatening to cover everything inside. We gave Nacho some cloth to
plug the gaps.
Nacho indicated in Spanish that there had been no rain for a long time
and that the people were suffering. According to Father Verplancken‟s essay,
the meaning of the word Raramuri was “Children of God”, and I told him that
Marjie and I were also Niños de Dios. I had a strong feeling that one reason
we had come was to pray for rain , and told him we would do so as best I could
in Spanish.
Marjie and Nacho were soon exchanging vocabularies. He would give the
Spanish word for a plant or bird , etc. and then the Raramu ri word for it, which
Marjie would repeat. If she knew the English name for it, she would say that
to him, but many were unfamiliar. He told us the uses of some. We learned
that his baby was only a few weeks old and that he had older child ren as well.
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He ad mired a new, unused tea kettle in our luggage which had a capped
spout that would whistle when the water boiled. He was fascinated with the
spring loaded cap, which he opened and closed several times, as if he had
never seen one before. He showed us the new pan he had bought for boiling
water and told us what he paid for it, wh ich seemed like too much to me. To
Marjie I said, “I‟d like to give him that teapot, if it‟s okay with you. It would
be real handy for boiling water. But I want to wait until we get to La Bu fa.”
“I like that idea.”
Nacho had a beautiful smile and was a great companion, cheerful and
talkative. “He‟s so handsome he could be a movie star,” I said. We stopped at a
scenic overlook and I took some pictures of him and Marjie standing side by
side like old friends. He only came to her shoulder.
Before long we passed a remote school with many children playing
outside who smiled and waved as we passed. Soon we were at a crossroads
where there actually was a sign pointing the way to a village, but Nacho said
to keep going straight. Within a few miles we had reached Batopilas Canyon,
which was indeed impressive. The road into it was mostly dirt but had been
recently graded for most of its length. This was truly a blessing, for we began
a harrowing descent full of narro w curves where only one vehicle at a time
could pass and there were no guard rails to prevent one fro m going over the
edge to plunge hundreds of feet down sheer cliffs.
Batopilas Canyon road is considered one of the most scenic in North
America. Huge, vertical cliffs of white stone marked the upper walls of the
canyon, with steep slopes of talus below. These were crisscrossed with trails
that looked fit only for goats, but I had read that the Raramuri not only used
them. but generally ran fro m one place to another instead of walking. Their
sense of balance must be fantastic.
The road dropped thousands of feet in only two or three miles to the
canyon floor. At intervals there were places wide enough for two vehicles to
pass, which was a good thing, for several overloaded hay trucks were also
using it. The hay was stacked so high and wide on some of the old,
dilapidated trucks that it seemed that a slight push could tip them over as they
swayed around the curves. I worried about the condition of their brakes and
their wo rn tires. If one of them lost control behind us, we could be sailing over
a cliff stuck to its front bumper. I was imp ressed by the courage (or the
foolishness) of their occupants.
About halfway down at a wide place in the road, we passed a house
whose door opened almost directly onto the road and where a s mall corral
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held a significant number of goats. An occasional loose burro was seen along
the road as well.
At the bottom of the canyon was the Batopilas River, wh ich, because of
the drought, was little more than a creek. Its waters were an unnatural
turquoise color due to minerals leached fro m the now abandoned silver and
copper mines in the vicinity. There were several small waterfalls and rapids in
its main channel, which was about thirty feet down in a small gorge. A one
lane bridge floored with thick planks and no side rails was the only way
across. One of the main planks had a hole in it, but I reasoned that if those big
trucks could safely cross, so could we. At the far end a sign read La Bufa.
The road paralleled the river for about a mile before we came to any
dwellings. La Bufa wasn‟t really a village, but the site of an abandoned mine.
Huge piles of tailings which had been leveled off at the top bordered the river
and made an excellent parking place, where Nacho indicated we should stop.
Across the flattened area was a modern frame house. There were other
man made p iles of mine tailings the size of s mall mountains around us, which I
thought must be continuously polluting the river. We hoped that the Indians
didn‟t drink the water, for it certainly looked to xic.
Nacho spoke to some people on the porch of the house who told him that
the American was at home. He gestured for us to follo w him at a difficult to
match pace up a steep path that climbed toward the top of the canyon through
thick underbrush. Scrub oaks, cacti, and other prickly plants crowded close to
the trail, making it impossible to see our destination in advance. The sunny
sky, birdsongs, exotic plants and pungent smells made for an enjoyable, even
if hot and sweaty, hike. It only took a few minutes to reach the American‟s
house, but we were already tired fro m the climb.
We emerged at the base of a long stairway that led to the entrance of a
flat topped, concrete building built into the side of the cliff. Nacho called out a
greeting and a rather tall, moderately obese white man who looked to be in h is
late sixties came to the door. Nacho exp lained why we were there and Jeff
Candler introduced himself, clearly happy to have some visitors. It was
surprisingly cool in his home due to the thick concrete walls. He said it was a
converted jail that had been used when the mines were operating to house
drunken miners until they sobered up. He had bought it about fifteen years
before after retiring fro m his pilot‟s job at American Airlines, had added onto
it, and had all the conveniences he needed, including a refrigerator and a two way radio. He offered us a cold drink. Marjie had tea, I had a beer with him,
and Nacho had a coke.
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Jeff had grown up in the southwest and always had an interest in Indians
and their cultures. His parents were friends of the ranchers who “discovered”
the ruins at Mesa Verde‟ before it became a park. He loved living far fro m the
crowded cities and the “rat race” of modern civilization, and didn‟t even like
going to Creel every few months for supplies. However, all was not well in
paradise. “The whole canyon is going downhill. We don‟t get as many of the
migrat ing birds as we used to. Parrots used to come up here in the summer by
the thousands. There are fewer each year. It hasn‟t rained in four months and
this is the rainy season. Once the rainy season passes, we get almost no rain. I
hate to see it happening.”
We described first hearing about the Tarahumara fro m our contact with
spirits at the Spanish Peaks, making the artifacts for the Old One, and the
guidance given by Alta Sha. “We came to find the pure Tarahumara who still
live in the old way,” I said.
“Well, you found „em. You‟re right in the middle of the few remaining
traditionals. They don‟t get any purer. But they‟re losing their culture. They
don‟t have many of the old ceremonies any more. I used to go to all the
celebrations in the villages around here and they got to where they trusted me.
I have seen a lot of things they don‟t normally let white people in on. I wanted
to write it all down before it got lost. They taught me a lot about plants and
what they are good for. I had some bad ulcers until I started drinking aloe vera
juice mixed with to mato juice and it cured them.”
“We‟ve been told to look for someone named Wachitique. We think he is
a shaman or a med icine man of some kind.”
“I don‟t think they have any shamans left. The last one I knew of died a
few months ago.” He asked Nacho if he knew any shamans. Nacho shook
head. “Nacho has been my neighbor for many years. He lives across the river
and down the canyon a little ways in a cave. He is a first class fiddle p layer
and is in demand whenever there is a ceremony. He doesn‟t know of any
liv ing shaman, either. But that name you gave me doesn‟t sound quite right
for a Tarahumara word. Write it out for me.” I d id. “That‟s your problem. It
wouldn‟t be spelled that way down here. They would leave out the T sound
and would spell the rest like this.” He wrote Guaguachique. “It‟s not a man‟s
name; it‟s the name of a village. It‟s right above us up on top of the canyon. It
means place of the goats. You‟re in the heart of g oat country right here.”
Marjie and I felt a jolt spiritual energy cours e through us, leaving goose
bumps. The singing of the spirits was very loud. I said, “No wonder nobody
ever heard of him. All this time we‟ve been looking for a man , not a village,
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but we were led to the right place anyway. We never would have found this
place if we hadn‟t been led. Now we have to figure out what we‟re supposed
to do.”
“Did you plan to stay in the canyon overnight?”
“Yes, if there‟s a good place to camp.”
“There‟s a wide spot down this road beside a little creek under some
cottonwoods where you can camp. It‟s only a mile or so and it‟s real pretty
there.” We thanked him pro fusely for his hospitality and his help. Nacho was
ready to go and so were we.
At the bottom of the hill Nacho collected his overflowing shopping bag
and prepared to leave. I emptied a colo rfully striped canvas shopping bag we
had bought for the trip and handed it to him along with the tea kettle, bowing
to him and saying the Raramuri word fo r sharing , “Korima!” and the Spanish
for thank you, “Muchas gracias!” Marjie also gave him a hug and said,
“Thank you so much!” He beamed his wonderful smile at us, put his things in
the striped bag, held his teakettle up for the people on the porch of the house
to see, and announced the receipt of his gifts as he hurriedly walked way
toward his family ‟s cave.
We would have cherished a visit with his family, but were not invited. It
was just as well. Our presence might have been a burden to these
impoverished people who are bound by custom to share everything they have
with strangers. An old saying expressed it: “No one need ever go hungry in
Tarahumara country.” We took great pleasure in knowing we had brightened
the life of h is family with our small gifts.
We marveled at the improbable way we had been brought to the right
place in spite of our misunderstandings and misspellings. It was as if the
errors had gone uncorrected at first so we would fully appreciate the
inevitable fruition of I AM‟s plan, wh ich didn‟t depend on our understanding
or reasoning, but upon our willingness to be led. This lesson in humility had
taught me a lot.
We passed a few small houses perched on the canyon wall, but didn‟t see
anyone outside. It didn‟t take long to find the camping s pot, which was only a
wide p lace in the road. There was very little traffic however, and the surface
of mine tailings was not dusty. It was early evening, with plenty of daylight
left.
Three cottonwood trees which were joined at the base sheltered our van,
and some thoughtful soul had hammered large nails into their trunks at
shoulder height, which were perfect for holding the Old One‟s artifacts in
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plain view. The setting seemed staged for our purposes. “It never occurred to
me to bring something to hold the artifacts up so people could see them,” I
said. “I AM arranged everything.”
The small brook we had forded before reaching the campsite splashed
and gurgled below us on its way to the river. We were treated to the ant ics of
two small green parrots, called love birds in the U.S., who cavorted above the
gorge. They cried out in their shrill voices, flew straight up and then dived at
tremendous speed into the ravine in a dazzling display of color, motion and
sound.
We made a fire pit with stones, gathered s ome dead wood from the gorge
for a fire, and when we finished, Marjie said, “I feel eyes watching us fro m up
there on the canyon walls. A few minutes ago I saw someone up near the top
in those rocks.” I couldn‟t see them, but there were a million places to hide.
About that time a dark-skinned young man wearing a cowboy hat,
western shirt and blue jeans came strolling by. He said hello and asked in
English if we were going to Batopilas, a large town downstream, and took a
close look at the artifacts. When we said no, he continued on his way with a
wave and a smile.
Dark gray c louds had been gathering in the sky above the highlands
next to the canyon and I thought, Now is the time to pray for rain. I was
wearing the white sweatshirt on which Marjie had emb ro idered a p icture o f
the snow capped Spanish Peaks as they would look if seen through a rustic
wooden frame. I hoped it might evoke ancient memo ries of journeys taken
their by the Raramuri‟s ancestors.
Taking the Old One‟s staff in hand, I stood in the roadway where any
curious Indians would surely see me. I g rasped the staff with a hand at each
end, held it horizontally before me and faced the east, the south, the west,
the north, and then pointed it to the sky and finally to Earth while pray ing in
a loud voice. I gave thanks to I AM for the blessings of the Earth and sky
and asked for the rain which the peop le so desperately needed for their
crops, their livestock and themselves. With in a few minutes the raindrops
started. It rained lightly where we were, but in the h ighlands above the
canyon where the crops were grown, it was pouring. The t iming could not
have been better. I felt like an actor in a g rand play designed to remind the
Indians of their ancestors and the power of the shamans who looked to th e
Great Sp irit fo r gu idance and b lessings.
We took shelter in the van until the rain subsided in the canyon. It was
still light outside so we walked to a promontory where the road made a sharp
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turn, enjoying a panoramic view up and down the canyon. A hawk floated on
the wind before us, framed by the towering wh ite cliffs of the canyon walls.
It was nearly dark when we got back to the campsite and time to start a
fire for the evening meal. We chose a can of beef stew which we set on a
stone next to the fla mes. Marjie asked me to count her down.
The count was barely fin ished when Perithnea said, “The people here are
very simple. I mean simp le in the head. That‟s why they didn‟t understand the
word Wachitique.”
“It was spelled wrong, too.”
“They didn‟t unders tand the correct way to spell it because they‟re
uneducated, so they spelled it Guaguachique. It‟s a Spanish word, not
Raramu ri. There really is a village by that name near here.”
“I guess we‟ll have to go there tomorrow, but it looks like it could be a
long drive, even though it‟s close as the crow flies.”
“You don‟t have to go there. You can just leave a written message with
Jeff. He can translate it and make sure that someone reads it to the people who
live there.”
“Is that going to be good enough for I AM? I don‟t mind driv ing there if
that‟s what He wants us to do. I‟ve had my heart set on meeting a shaman and
I‟m kind of disappointed. I thought Nucleus might show up in one of h is ships
and take us all fo r a ride or something.”
“You drove right through Guaguachique today. Guaguachique is
something the people here live with. It isn‟t so much a village as it is a goat.”
We had indeed driven by a herd of goats coming down the canyon road.
“The people here are too simp le for their own good. Their religion
doesn‟t liberate them, it binds them,” she added.
“Maybe our presence here will cause them to question some of their
beliefs and help to liberate their minds.”
“There‟s something else you have to do here, too, but you won‟t like it.”
“What‟s that?”
“When the people who live around here have gone to sleep, you have to
let the spirits go. This is their ho me. They have come back.”
I felt the sting of tears. “I wasn‟t prepared for that. I had no idea we
would be leav ing them here . I‟ve become very attached to them.”
“Don‟t cry. You are going to have even more fun down the road. Or is it
up the road? More Indian spirits are going to join you! These guys aren‟t
quiet like the ones you‟re going to leave here. Boy, they‟re tough! There‟ll be
a lot of action with them around.”
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I struggled to control my grief. “What‟s going to happen to the spirits
when we release them? W ill they enter someone else‟s body?‟
“Not right away.”
“Who will show us how to make the things we didn‟t finish if the Old
One is gone?” I felt like a child bargaining for one more ride on the merry go
round.
“Terresa helped Marjie before. She‟ll still be around.”
Now I understood why Alta Sha had asked if I was willing to take the
steps I AM had planned for me even if they were not what I had imagined. We
didn‟t have to come to Copper Canyon to meet Tarahumara shamans. We had
been associating with them for months! The Old One and the Healer were
Tarahumara shamans! Besides, there were no living shamans for us to meet.
That’s why it is so important that these have returned; they have work to do
for I AM. “How will we know when the people are asleep?”
“They‟ll put out their fires.”
She withdrew. I told Marjie the heartbreaking news. She sobbed along
with me and we embraced, try ing to comfort each other. I told her about the
new spirits we would receive. It took a good while to recover our composure.
In the darkness we could see dots of light in the canyon marking the fires of
the cave dwellers. While we waited for them to be extinguished, I co mposed
the letter that Perithnea had recommended I write:
April 19, 1994
To God’s Children of Guaguachique, from two of God’s Children from
Martin, Tennessee:
Today we brought into your holy land two of your ancient spirits. These
spirits joined us on the sacred Juahatolla Peaks in Colorado, U.S.A., where
your ancestors used to worship and where the spirits of your ancestors still
worship. They told us of the Raramuri. With the help of God, I AM, we have
released them here on this night to rejoin you in spirit. One taught us to make
the medicine stick. One is a great healer. These spirits are almost ready to be
born again among you in the flesh to help your people survive. You are a very
special people. Many other tribes have great respect for your purity and your
love of the old ways. Many of them would like to talk with you and to know
you as brothers, even those in Tennessee, like the Cherokee. Although we are
white by our skin, we are Indians in our hearts. We love the Earth and all that
dwells in it. We respect the spirit in all things and in you. We wish to live in
harmony and peace with all people and to care for our sacred Mother, the
Earth. There are many, many spirits in heaven and on Earth who know what
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is in your hearts. Continue to pray for the Great Spirit to heal the land and to
restore the proper balance between the people and the Earth. Every tear you
shed for God and His creations is preserved in a beautiful river of all colors
which bursts upward in fountains of joy and creativity and love. May the
songs of God forever sing in your hearts and spirits. Alleluia. We signed it.
It was getting late so we walked hand in hand toward the promontory,
where we would be able to see when the fires of the Raramuri were
extinguished. A few silvery clouds floated in the dim starlight of an otherwise
clear sky, pushed along by the occasional cooling breeze. Then I heard, “You
are holding the hand of Alta Sha, my friend.”
“Good evening. I am sorry fo r being so impatient with you yesterday.”
“You have taken the steps which I AM made for you in total darkness. He
is very pleased with His son.”
“It has been a valuable lesson in patience for me. I hope that I have
learned well how to walk in His steps even when I have no idea where they
lead or why.” I saw a tiny light across th e canyon. “Is that a Raramuri
dwelling?”
“We should take another look to see if it is.”
“Is it time to release the spirits?”
“We should wait until the people have retired fo r the night.”
I basked in the beauty of the night and the honor of holding the hand of
an angel. He stopped and looked up at the canyon wall above us. I heard the
clatter of a rock falling on other rocks, but saw nothing. He raised his hand,
palm outward in warn ing, and commanded in a loud voice, “Go!” I thought it
might be a mountain lion stalking us, because he spoke so sternly.
“What was it?”
“I did not mean to frighten you. It was only a curious small spirit.”
The light across the canyon was still shining when we reached the point. I
felt spiritual energy flo wing through my body. “Spirit is very strong here,” I
said.
“It is indeed very strong.”
“I hope the rains come back.”
“The land is very sacred and the people are strong. The rains will co me
and the people will survive.”
“I am g rateful for that. Alleluia.” The fire b linked out after a short wait.
“It seems that our friends have gone to bed.”
“Yes. It is time. I will need your help to release them. Are you ready?‟
“Yes. What do you want me to do?”
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“Do as I do. When the wind rises again we will release them.”
As if on cue, the breeze freshened. Following his example, I raised my
outstretched arms widely before and above my head. I felt spiritual energy
building within.
“She is resisting. I need your help.”
“Marjie, you have brought the Old One home. His spirit wants to fly. I
know how much you love him and will miss him. If you truly love someone,
you must be willing to let them go where they will. It is time. You will meet
again in spirit.” I felt spiritual energy gather fro m my feet up my legs, into my
torso and gradually through my arms and out my fingertips, as if the Healer
were softly saying goodbye and was in no hurry to leave. I lowered my arms,
and Marjie lowered hers simultaneously. The spirits had flown together.
She said, “I saw them head straight across the canyon into a cav e in the
other wall.” There was a catch in her voice. “I will miss him.”
“So will I. If we had not let them go, they would not be able to help their
people.”
“I know, but I will still miss the Old One! He gave so much to me! I
won‟t hear him singing any more.” The lu mp in my throat kept me fro m
speaking. We held each other for several minutes and started back for the van.
“Alta Sha, what will they do now that they have returned? How will they
help their people?”
“They will wait until it is time to reincarnate. Their spirits will once again
inhabit their people. They have much to teach.”
“Perhaps one of them will enter Nacho‟s baby.” That would be a fitting
development, I thought.
“Perhaps.”
I couldn‟t sleep in spite of my fat igue. Being in a strange pla ce at
roadside and the residual emotions of releasing the spirits all contributed to
my restlessness. I heard footsteps on the road in the midd le of the night and
went outside to find three cows meandering by. Later a dog came to sniff at
the van. Next my nose started bleeding as it sometimes will at high and dry
altitudes. I grabbed a paper napkin to stem the flo w and took a walk,
communing with I AM‟s glorious creations and feeling hu mbled by the
privilege of transporting the treasured spirits back to their ho meland.
Near daylight a farm truck trundled by with another huge load of hay
going toward La Bufa. I felt rested in spite of my lack o f sleep and after a
quick breakfast we drove back to Jeff‟s place. We told him about releasing the
spirits and why we had written the letter, which he said he would get to the
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Indians at Guaguachique. He was going to get his Raramuri cook to help him
with the translation, he said. To cover any expenses he might incur, I gave
him a hundred pesos, which I hoped might also insure that the letter was
delivered.
Jeff was in a talking mood and spoke about his desire to understand the
Raramuri customs in detail, and his dismay that no one else seemed very
interested in them. He had attended many ceremonies, and at each of them he
had seen a new dance. He knew that there were still other secret dances he had
not seen. We told of the dance that the Old One had shown us and of his desire
that it be seen again.
When we shared that Alta Sha had lived as an Indian near Angel Falls, h e
blew us away by saying that he had been there many times when he flew for
American Airlines, circling over it so that the passengers could get a good
look. He had always wanted to visit it at ground level, but never got around to
it. We pro mised to write him once we were back ho me. I envied his peaceful
home in such a beautiful setting, surrounded by such good neighbors.
The drive up from the canyon floor was as engrossing as the trip down.
Three buzzards soaring above the canyon caught our eyes, as did two
beautiful gray birds with wh ite tipped tails that flew into a roadside bush
together. We drove through a herd of goats being tended by a beautiful young
Raramu ri girl with a dazzling smile, who ran close to pick up some newborn
kids next to the road. Marjie asked if she would let us take her picture through
gestures and words, and she allowed it. Another young goat ju mped and
frolicked, making us laugh. The girl was thrilled with the length of red ribbon
which Marjie gave her. We drove very slowly past her to a nearby stone house
at the roadside which appeared to be her home. A man and woman were
standing outside and we said hello. The wo man gestured for us to stop, ran
into the house, and quickly returned holding two handmade dolls, one male
and one female. They were fashioned fro m brown cloth stuffed with cotton
and dressed in traditional Raramu ri garments. The needlework was precise
and the costumes complete in all details; the girl doll even had earrings and a
necklace. We bought the girl doll with no thought of haggling about the price,
glad for the opportunity to help this family make a living.
Traffic was heavier than the p revious day and I had to back do wn to a
wide spot to allo w t wo big farm t rucks to pass. The one in front had a load
of hay and the other was tailgating it with a load of irrigat ion pipe. At other
places we saw b ig trucks parked at the roadside with stones under their
wheels to prevent them fro m ro lling away. I wondered if their brakes were
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so bad they couldn‟t rely on them to hold the trucks in place. Rocks large
enough to do serious damage to a person or a veh icle littered the road at
intervals, having fallen since the previous afternoon, p robab ly loosened by
the rain. At one point a stubborn burro in the midd le of the road would not
move, fo rcing us to squeeze by at the cliff‟s edge.
Near the top of the canyon the road required less concentration. As if
wait ing for this opening, Perithnea spoke up. “That nice man is going to make
sure the message gets to the Indians. He‟s working on it right now. He won‟t
be able to help himself.”
“Thank you for telling me that. I wasn‟t sure he would do it, but I thought
he would. I hope the spirits we left here will teach him mo re about plants for
healing.”
“They will.”
Not long afterwards we saw a Raramuri man of only average size
(smaller than most American men) carry ing a log about ten feet long and ten
inches in diameter on his shoulder as if it were an easy load while walking
down a steep hill! I couldn‟t have picked it up. Alta Sha was righ t when he
said the people are strong.
We had been d riving fo r nearly t wo hou rs by the t ime we reached the
relat ively lev el terrain of the mesa top. The rain o f the p rev ious n ight had
settled the dust and it was still cloudy, wh ich helped to coo l the air. W e
stopped for a b reak on a logg ing ro ad lead ing into th e forest, got a snack,
and walked around to stretch our legs. Marjie turned over a ro ck she was
ad miring to find a s mall b lack scorp ion underneath . She s mashed it with
her foot as it tried to escape the light . “Why did you kill it? It was only
try ing to get away.”
“I can‟t stand the idea of it being nearby. I can‟t stand spiders, either.”
Her reaction helped to explain why Mother‟s true form had been so repellent;
it looked so mewhat like a spider.
We drove on toward Creel, passing ranchos where stock grazed on the
sparse vegetation. The cliff walls had numerous caves in them, some of which
also had stone walls with doorways in them across their openings. I was
reminded of the cliff dwellings of our own southwest. “Have you noticed how
skinny all the stock around here looks? Even the people are thin. Everything
looks undernourished.”
“Yes. They‟re so poor. It‟s hard to believe they live in those little caves.”
By now we were both eager to be back in the States. There were still a lot
of miles to cover before reaching El Paso, but the roads were much better past
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Chihuahua City and we were making good time. I continued to be dismayed at
the hundreds of plastic shopping bags clinging to whatever vegetation had
caught them for miles across the landscape on both sides of the highway.
At sundown, we were on a four lane highway, booking for the border. To
our west the ridge of the Sierra Madre was visible in the distance. Through a
circular opening in the broken storm clouds the setting sun shone like the eye
of God, edging them in gold. “A perfect end to a beautiful day,” I said. “I feel
as if we‟re being reminded that I AM is watching over us.” Marjie began to
cry. “What‟s the matter, honey?”
“I miss my friend Nacho. I may never see him again.”
“We can write him letters and can send him pictures of our house through
Jeff. Maybe Jeff will help him write to us, too.”
“I‟ll still miss him.”
“I‟m sorry we didn‟t have the chance to get to know him and his family
better.”
For part of our trip northward, five crows flew beside us for miles like an
escort of Indian spirits. We reached El Paso around nine o‟clock. At U.S.
customs, the officer asked if we had any fruit with us. “We have an apple in
the back somewhere. I can get it out if we can‟t take it across,” I said. I was a
lot more worried about the hawk feathers. He said it was too much trouble but
to be sure never to bring fruit fro m Mexico into the states again. Saved once
more by I AM.
We got a little lost in downtown El Paso and wandered around until we
found our road leading north. I didn‟t want to stay in the noisy city so we
drove several miles out of town, where we found a new motel next to an all
night restaurant. We took long, hot showers to get rid of all t hat Mexican dust
and enjoyed a good meal before turning in.
“By tomo rrow evening, we should be at Mesa Verde‟,” I said. “We‟ve
got a necklace to find and new spirits to meet. Only I AM knows ho w the next
adventure will turn out.”
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Ancient Ute’ Spirits
In the clear, cool morning of April 20, 1994, we continued our journey to
Mesa Verde‟ National Park. Musing about the spirits we had released as we
drove along, I said to Marjie, “There are still things that I don't understand
about the spirits we set free in the canyon. Why were they waiting on the
Spanish Peaks for us to come along, and why did they need to be transported
by humans to their homeland?”
She answered, “I think they waited because they knew that we would
eventually come. By entering me they helped us to grow. We grew in faith;
we had a great adventure, and they learned a about life in the modern world at
the same time.”
“It humbles me to think that they might have been waiting hundreds of
years for us to come to the Spanish Peaks. I know that time means nothing to
a spirit, but it means something to me. I AM certain ly does work in
mysterious ways. Wasn‟t it great to see it start raining last night to end the
drought after I d id my ceremony with the sacred staff? What timing!”
By afternoon we were in the Navajo Reservation near the border junction
of Arizona, New Mexico, Co lorado and Utah. In the d istance lightning danced
beneath huge cumulus clouds with brilliant white tops above their gray
bottoms. Ghostly white sheets of hail rippled fro m some of them. It was easy
to understand why those awesome, life bringing clouds were rega rded as
powerful spirits by many Nat ive American tribes. To the north majestic, red walled mesas leaped dramatically fro m the desert floor. A large raven flew
directly above our windshield for a wh ile but couldn't sustain the 65 mile per
hour pace, and banked off to the left.
Perithnea had told us we would find a magic necklace on our trip, and we
stopped to look for it at a trading store/pawn shop on the reservation without
luck. Upon leaving, I was pleased to help a very elderly and dignified Dineh
(Navajo) wo man push her cart across some cracks in the pavement.

Ancient Ute‟ Spirits
As we approached the massively impressive Ship Rock butte, I pointed
out a huge white cloud in the distinct shape of an upraised fist, which is a
symbol of pride for many Native A mericans. So me of the enormous, fast
changing clouds in the deep blue sky looked quite solid wh ile others were
light and wispy. My heart soared with them.
Just south of the Colorado border we spotted the first hawk of the day.
The very large, almost black raptor was being harassed by three ravens. It
reminded me of the trained black hawk that my young male client had seen in
his vision of a Mesa Verde‟ medicine man before we started our journey. We
passed many strangely shaped, colossal buttes, that Marjie said looked
“creepy.” To the northeast a brilliant chain of snow covered mountains known
as the San Juan Range was visible in the lowering sunlight, revealing why the
Indians called them the “shining mountains.”
The Anasazi Motel sign g reeted us when we arrived at Co rtez, and due
to its most appropriat e name, we checked in . Our roo m had a great view o f
the distant mountains. After supper at the adjacent restaurant we were t ired
and ready for bed. Ho wever, Marjie said , “Will you count me down? Alta
Sha has so me wo rk for me to do.”
She was soon entranced and within seconds began jerking convulsively.
Startled, I asked, “What‟s going on?”
“I see some really tough looking dudes! They‟re so powerful it makes me
shake all over!”
Her demeanor instantly changed and I recognized that Alta Sha was
channeling in his normally calm manner. “Do not be alarmed. No harm will
come to her. The spirits she sees are those of the ones you now call the
Anasazi. She is feeling the great po wer of these spirits, who are eager to
enter her. To mo rro w you will travel to the ruins where they await. One of
them is called Cliff Palace. It is there that they will enter. No matter ho w
many others are viewing the ru ins, you are to do what is necessary to assist
them. Do you agree to th is?”
“Certainly. That‟s why we have come. What am I to do?”
“You have no need of Alta Sha to tell you this. When the time co mes,
you will know. I will protect her from the sight of the other people there. You
should show her as many of the ruins tomorrow as possible. It is for her
growth. Allelu ia.”
“Alleluia.”
Marjie returned. “Those were really rough looking customers. Talk about
power! I don't know if I can hold all of it.”
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“You won't be asked to do more than you can tolerate. Perithnea told us
to expect this. We'd better try to get a good night's rest; it looks like we're
going to have a busy day tomorrow.”
We arrived at the park early and joined about ten other people for the first
tour of the day to Cliff Palace. As we stood atop the cliff wait ing to descend
the stairway to Cliff Palace, I ad mired a panoramic view of desert and mesas
in the blue distance beyond the canyon‟s mouth. A lone buzzard lazily soared
toward the barren plain.
Situated on the mesa top across the canyon from us was another large
ruin named Temple of the Sun. Cliff Palace and the Sun Temp le were
strategically placed to view the mouth of the canyon, which held many other
ruins within its walls.
The ranger in charge of our group was a middle-aged veteran who I
assumed would know the history of the park quite well. I asked, “Were a
female mu mmy and her ch ild ever displayed at the park museum?”
“Yes. They were removed some time ago because of complaints by local
Indians that it was offensive to have the bodies of their ancestors on display. I
can't say that I blame them. I wouldn't want my grandmother to be gawked at,
either. The Park Service still has the mu mmies in cold storage, where they are
preserved and treated with respect.
“The way we got them is kind of interesting. A man found them near
some old ruins outside of Durango and took them home. He was hosing them
off on his driveway when a neighbor reported him to the police, who called
the Park Serv ice. They were kept in the museum for many years.”
“When were they removed?”
“Around l972 or ‟73.”
I thanked him for the information. He had confirmed everything that my
young male client, who had never heard of Mesa Verde‟, had told me about
the museum and the mu mmies, including the fact that they had been “stolen.”
I appreciated the ranger‟s genuine respect for the Anasazi, which was evident
in the excellent talk he gave us as we toured the ruins.
We were standing in the midst of Cliff Palace when Marjie started to
shiver. “What‟s going on?” I asked.
“They really want to come in now!”
“Let's find a private spot.”
“No, Alta Sha wants us to do the transfer on top of the Mesa. They'll just
have to wait a while longer.” When we reached the parking lot she said,
“Drive down the road to the next overlook.”
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The parking area was empty, so we had no concerns about privacy. We
walked through the pungent junipers and pinion pines to the edge of the cliff.
Marjie sat between my legs on the beige colored sandstone, leaning back into
my embrace. It was an immensely peaceful place. We absorbed the loveliness
of the vast landscape and the azure sky. Distant storm clouds behind us
provided a background of dramat ic thunder.
“Are you ready?”I asked.
“Yes.”
“I‟ll count you down, then.” I said a prayer of preparation and blessing
and induced the trance.
Alta Sha said, “Call to them.”
I shouted the words given to us by the prophetic young man into the
chasm before us. “Eko eko Asalara! Eko eko Cerenos! Eko eko Aradiia! Eko
eko Zo molo k!”
Marjie shivered and jerked for a few seconds as each spirit quickly
entered her body, and then she relaxed. Turning her body to face me, A lta Sha
said, “There is one other who would enter you. Will you accept him?”
I was humbled and grateful that I AM entrusted me to receive one of
these powerful ancient spirits. “I would be honored. What should I do?”
“Reach out to him with your heart. You will know he is near when you
hear the wind in the trees. Accept him.”
I closed my eyes and concentrated. As if summoned, a breeze sighed in
the junipers beside us. The colors in my mind's eye changed from red to
orange to yellow. My legs and arms tremb led involuntarily and my spine was
infused with a powerful flow of spiritual energy which felt wonderful.
Alta Sha continued, “The one who entered you is He Rides the Wind. He
is the spirit of the golden eagle who was a friend to one of the others.”
I recalled the viv id subjective experience of beco ming the spirit of a
golden eagle several months before. Was that a premonition of this joining?
“I am b lessed. Alleluia,” I said.
“Alleluia.” He nodded and withdrew.
“That was incredible!” Marjie said. “Two of them were so eager they just
dove right into me! The third one was very big and actually fat; he just
strolled in. The last one was small and old and seemed a little reluctant.”
“How do you feel?”
“Full. These guys are really tough! Let's go.”
We proceeded with our tour of the park, talking over what each of us had
experienced. At the museum we were imp ressed by t he variety of lovely
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Anasazi pottery and other artifacts. Our attention was drawn to their method
of making feathered capes of woven yucca fibers; a previous trance session
indicated that such a cape would be worn by one who would unite thousands
of Indians in the future.
At one of the excavated pit house ruins on top of the mesa, Marjie said,
“A lot of children used to come to this house. The wo man who lived here
always welco med them. She was like the neighborhood Kool-Aid mo m and
everyone came here fo r a treat.”
At another pit house she said, “So meone d ied in a fire here.” She
paused as if listening to an inner voice. “I need to look for so mething on the
ground around here, but I don‟t know what it is.” I fo llowed in her
footsteps. “There are stones here that one of the spirits wants me to find.”
We searched the area outside of the excavation for ten or fifteen minutes.
“Let ‟s go. I can ‟t find the right ones. It ‟s frustrating.”
We drove on to the next site and I asked, “Will the spirits answer
questions about themselves?”
“Yes.”
“Who were their people? When did they live here? Why do they need our
help?”
“They tell me that they are the Ute's (pronounced by them as Uteee!) of
old times. They need to travel with us but I don't know where.”
At another of the pit houses, one of the walls contained a stone in the
shape of a nearly perfect equilateral triangle unlike any of the other
rectangular ones. “Look at that triangle,” I said. “They keep showing up on
our outings. I wonder if the Anasazi thought a triangle was a portal to other
dimensions.” Marjie again searched the nearby ground on behalf of one of the
spirits, but couldn‟t find the particular stones he wanted.
Our next stop was at the Sun Temple, where numerous circular kivas
were interspersed among the rectangular roo ms. At one of the kivas Marjie
said, “It goes much deeper than this. If they would excavate farther, they
would discover the ledges we‟ve seen in others.” A little farther along, Marjie
stopped and intently examined a stone wall.
“What are you looking for?” I asked.
“I'm not sure. It's them. They‟re trying to find something.” She continued
for a few minutes, and said, “Here it is! See in the mortar here? It's a
fingerprint. One of them left it here; they helped to build this place!”
We walked to the nearby canyon rim. I had some blue Indian corn I had
bought at the Laguna Pueblo Trading Post in my pocket. I knew that this corn
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was considered sacred by the ancient ones and I intended to make an offering
to the ancestral spirits of that place. I thanked I AM for guiding our steps and
introducing us to His servants. With the mention of each name, I
simu ltaneously tossed a few kernels into the abyss and tingled with spiritual
energy. I grieved for their lost, thriving culture, long ing for the same kind of
fellowship, unity and love that they had for each other. A breeze whispered in
the nearby pines and He Rides The Wind stirred inside.
Marjie turned to me. “The oldest spirit wants me to look for rocks here.”
“What kind of rocks does he want?”
“He wants white, red, b lack and yellow ones. They are good for making
paint, and he uses them in his worship.” Within a few minutes, we had found
a few s mall rocks of the right kind. “He used to sit at the edge of the canyon
right here and use his rocks to see into the future.”
It was awesome to know that our Ute‟ spirits had lived here at the height
of this ancient civilizat ion.
After viewing many more ru ins as Alta Sha had suggested, we left the
park in mid afternoon. The thunderclouds had reached the mesa and rain
poured from them just as we descended the winding road fro m the mesa top.
“It waited until just the right time to start raining,” I said.
“It‟s their way of saying farewell. They leave the gift of rain for the land,
the plants, the animals and the people on it.”
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The Magic Necklace
“We need to find that necklace Perithnea told us about pretty soon. It
won‟t be long before the shops close, and we have to head for home to morro w
morn ing,” I said.
Alta Sha replied, “You should relax, my friend. The necklace is here, and
you will find it. Look in the shops. Enjoy the search.”
We ventured into most of the several gift and pawn shops in Cortez and
saw many exquisite things, but not the right necklace. It was a quarter to five
when we reached the end of the shopping district. “There aren‟t any more
shops south of here in Cortez,” I said. “We must have passed it by.”
“There‟s that one shop near the middle of the main drag we didn‟t go in,”
Marjie answered.
“It‟s a quarter to five right now. If we hurry we may be able get there
before it closes.” We beat the clock to the Arrowhead Gift Shop, which was
empty except for a sales clerk.
Marjie immediately spotted the necklace in a display case near the door
and whispered, “That‟s it!” In comparison with the elaborate, turquoiseencrusted necklaces we had been looking at, its plain design was not very
impressive, but Marjie felt its power.
The sales clerk said that it was made of German silver alloyed with tin,
which has a dull sheen like pewter. There were five “squash blossoms” on
each side of the necklace, and five others forming a horseshoe-shaped pendant
at the bottom. The round bases of the blossoms were hollowed out in a
shadow box style and within each was a small turquoise stone. The clerk said
that it was an older design. It had been pawned only two weeks before by an
old Indian, and he wanted fifty dollars for it. “That's more than I wanted to
pay,” Marjie replied. “I'll give you forty.” He quickly accepted.
I purchased a large, hand carved golden eagle with uplifted win gs, and a
piece of red sandstone carved to resemble the head of an Indian wearing a war
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bonnet. At the back of the headdress, cliff dwellings had been etched into the
stone, which made it a perfect reminder of Mesa Verde‟.
As we drove away fro m the store, Perithnea exclaimed, “You found it! I
said you would!”
“Yes, we did! You were right about the salesman. He didn't know what
he had.”
“If he had known what it was, he would have wanted a lot more for it.”
Marjie put it on and said, “It feels much heavier around my neck than in
my hand, like it‟s pressing against my chest.”
“I guess that‟s due to its power. There‟s still a lot of daylight left. What
do you say to getting some supper and driving on until we get tired? If we do
that we can probably get home by tomorro w night. That will give me a day at
home before I have to go back to work.”
“That sounds good to me.”
We stopped at a Chinese restaurant. After we ordered , a large family o f
Nat ive A mericans entered and sat at a table near us. Throughout our meal
the adults kept loo king at the necklace as if drawn by so me mysterious
attraction.
Unexpectedly loud, Perithnea announced, “Did you notice that I was
out?” I was caught off guard, for normally she whispered in public p laces so
that her childish voice wouldn‟t embarrass Marjie.
“I certain ly did.”
“I don't do this very much when people are around.”
“I know. Is that because you‟re you afraid of them?”
“I'm not afraid of people; I just don't come out much when they ‟re
around.”
“What magic are we going to work with this necklace?”
“I'm not telling. She shouldn't wear the necklace all the time, though. It's
too powerful.”
“The boy who told us about the Anasazi shaman said that he had been
buried on a marked stone out in the flatlands. Should we look for it as well
before we go ho me?”
“No, you‟ve already done a lot on this trip, and that would be too much.
The spirits in Marjie wouldn't understand. It would only confuse them even
more than they already are. They don't know anything about that stone.”
“Why not? Was he from a different tribe?'
“Yes.” That cleared up some of my own confusion.
“Then I guess maybe we'll find it on another trip.”
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Our fortune cookies were encouraging. Mine read, An unexpected event
will soon bring you good fortune. Marjie's read, Discover the power within
yourself.
The weather remained partly cloudy as we drove toward Durango. The
combination of clouds, sun, and snow-capped mountains was gorgeous.
Noting the comb ination of fives in its number, we turned southward on U.S.
550 toward Aztec, New Mexico. There had been five Tarahumara spirits and
now five Ute‟s, including Rides the Wind. The day ended with a marvelous
sunset. Three huge rays of light speared through a thunderstorm on the
horizon where my riad raindrops captured its orange-gold color, falling like a
heavenly curtain onto the thirsty brown earth.

The vivid colors of the terrain dazzled us in the brilliant light of morning.
Bands of yellow, purple, pink and wh ite boldly striped the sandstone cliffs.
Where the grass was not green, it was a rich gold. Yellow and white boulders
lay piled in ju mbled masses below the heights from which they had fallen,
contrasting with the innumerable shades of green in the plants among them.
The sky ranged fro m deeply v ivid b lue to dark gray to blinding wh ite as the
cloud-gods continued their journey fro m the west. Bouquets of white
wildflowers lined our gorgeous path. “I never expected to be surrounded by so
much beauty in the desert,” I said. “I AM thin ks of everything, doesn't He.”
We stopped at a convenience store in Jemez to get gas, where I had the
honor of pouring a cup of coffee for an elderly Native A merican, whose two
grandsons were treating him with great respect. It was a pleasure to witness
their courteous behavior toward the elder, something t oo often missing in our
industrialized culture. Their s miles showed their appreciation of my friendly
gesture.
Hawks and ravens were visible everywhere we went. The ravens often
veered toward us as we passed by. One perched in a tree beside us when we
stopped at a roadside park and intently watched us. Whenever I saw them I
said a friendly greeting.
We stopped for gas at a Love's station on I-40 east of Amarillo. A mongst
other souvenirs and gifts, we spotted a large framed portrait of a handsome
warrior. Captioned below him were these words: Nothing is so strong as
gentleness; Nothing is so gentle as real strength. Marjie said, “This is the one
the spirits want. They really like it .” I had already planned to buy it and to
hang it in our liv ing room.
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We were driving again when Marjie said, “I need to have a session. They
want to talk.”
I counted her down and she rapidly sketched four small faces on a sheet
of paper and wrote names below them. Showing them to me, she said, “This
one is Aradiia. His name means Travels by Feet. This is his younger brother,
Cerenos, whose name means Shadow of the Feet. This big one is Zomolok,
which means Dancing Rocks. They called h im that because he was so big, like
the boulders that fall fro m the cliffs. When he comes, people get out of his
way!
The little one is much older than the others. His name is As alara, which
means something like Watches Fire in the Sky. He is a healer; he is calling
your name, saying that he is a spirit doctor like you.”
“Ask him if they were acquainted with the Raramuri.”
“He says yes. They traded and shared with one another. Th e Raramuri
never had to be dunked.”
“Dunked? What does that mean?”
“If someone began to think too much of themselves and began to act
conceited among Asalara's people, it was their custom to dunk him in the river
before the rest of the tribe to humble him.”
“Did they build their houses in the cliffs because of enemies?”
“No. He says that they had few enemies when they were still living. It
was after they died that their people had enemies. It may have been due to
others being pushed into their territory by the white man. Before the white
man came they got along well with all their neighbors and shared freely with
them.”
“Why did Asalara choose to join you?”
“He says it‟s because I like to talk. I have a happy mouth. I was also
chosen because there are many tears in my heart. I am also opposite to them in
race, coloring, language, and so forth. Asalara says that they know the truth
when they hear it, and his people do not care whether it co mes fro m a white
person, a black person, or an Indian. The color doesn't matter. It is the truth
that matters.”
“Does he also have things he wants us to make like the other Old One
did?”
“He wants me to work with stone and earth colors instead of leather.
They used soil and plants to make their art.” Marjie sighed. “I'm getting a
headache.”
“Why don‟t you take a nap?”
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About an hour later she woke. “I was dreaming about being a child
playing with rocks with many other children. Then I was a very old person
with no teeth who could still suck corn off the cob, which really imp re ssed
people.”
“I think it was something Asalara wanted you to see.”
We stopped at a Phillips 66 station in Altus, Oklahoma so that Marjie
could use the restroom. When she got back in the car she said, “That guy
doesn't know how lucky he is. He was very rude. He didn't even look up at me
when I asked him where the restroom was. He just kept reading his book and
told me it was down the hall. What popped into my mind was to take my
spear and stab him in the heart! I know it wasn't me who thought of that.
When I left I told him I was sorry I had bothered him and I would be certain
never to do it again, and to make sure none of my friends bothered him,
either!” I thought the image of Marjie brandishing her spear was hilarious.
We spent the night at El Reno, Oklaho ma. After supper and a walk
around the small town, we watched an educational program on telev ision
about how genetic coding determines the sex of a fetus. Light Mother's touch
in the right temporal area of my brain was intense. “Do you see Mother?” I
asked.
“Yes. I need to do some trance work.”
“What are we supposed to do?”
“I don't know, but you are to guide me.”
I counted her into the trance and asked, “Are you with Mother?”
“Yes. I'm walking down the corridor with her. Look what I found! Right
there on the floor! I wondered what happened to it!” Tears were flowing.
“What is it? Are you okay?”
“Yes! I found my toy frog. You wind it up, and it rocks back and forth ,
like it's getting ready to ju mp . I loved my frog. When I was about thirteen ,
I couldn 't find it , and it made me so sad I cried. I'm so glad to have it back!
I must have left it here where Mother works.
“Now we‟re in my roo m again. Mother is showing me a lot of pictures
that I drew here. My, they‟re quite good! Many of them are faces of
Presidents.”
She was crying again. I reached to wipe the tears away. I remembered her
saying that she was no good at drawing faces, and how surprised she was
when her sketch of Alta Sha turned out so well. I thought she might have
suppressed her skill in order to avoid the emotional shock of remembe ring
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faces she had seen at the Station. Perhaps Mother was revealing it now
because Marjie was ready.
“Now Mother's showing me something like a d rawer that you can pull out
of the wall. It has a pad in it, and Mother wants me to lie down on it. I don't
want to.”
“Do you see anything to be afraid of in the drawer?”
“No.”
“Has Mother ever asked you to do anything that would harm you?”
“No. Alright, I'll get in it, but I'm not sure I like this.
“Oh! She just took hold of the side of the drawer and walked me right
through the wall with it ! Now we‟ve stopped. I'm sitting up in the drawer.
There are all sorts of other creatures here. It's kind of dark, but I can make out
the faces of the others. Two of them are made like Mother. There‟s a small
gray and a taller type that looks like some kind of reptile. It has a rounded
snout. Its eyes face forward and are very round. I can't see its mouth. I've
never seen anything like this one before! Hey! Did the lights in here just
flash?”
“Yes, they just flickered.” I was surprised that she noticed with her eyes
closed.
“They just turned on some really bright lights that are shining in my face.
Now they want me to lie down on this thing that looks something like a
stretcher. Mother is tilting my head back, so that I won't see what they‟re
doing to me down there.”
Marjie‟s voice had changed to that of a child, suggesting that she was
reliving a much earlier experience. I asked, “Ho w old are you?”
“Eight. They‟re taking samples of hair fro m my head, my arms and my
legs. They can't take any fro m my genitals, 'cause I don't have any yet. Now
they are scratching my skin with something. They‟re taking skin cells fro m
under my arms. They‟re using something like claws, but t hey‟re not sharp
enough to hurt me, and using them to make rows across my body from my
neck down to my stomach, going left to right.” She demonstrated with her
fingers.
“Mother is telepathically telling me that this was done so that they could
make babies fro m my ova. They did this many times. They have a way of
accelerating the growth of a fetus, and can use my eggs even though I'm only
eight. The eggs were very good at that age because they weren‟t contaminated
by chemicals.”
“Were the eggs fertilized in your body?”
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“Yes. It was the best environment for them. Once they had grown enough
they were removed and fin ished growing somewhere else.”
“Why was this permitted?” I didn‟t like the idea of her being used as a
baby factory when she was still a little g irl.
“I agreed to it. Nothing was forced on me. I wanted to help them make
babies.”
“How many babies did you make this way?”
“I don't know exactly how many, but it was a large nu mber. This is a
better way of making babies. It doesn't involve any pain. I knew that the
babies I made this way would be smart, and that they would have more Light
than completely hu man babies. Now I know why I had so much trouble giving
birth the normal way. I made so many babies this way that I didn't have
enough of the chemical that makes the mucous plug form in the cervix after
you get pregnant. I wonder where all those babies are? I'd like to see them.
Mother is telling me that I will get to see them sooner than I think.”
“Does it bother you to know that you have many children tha t have been
taken fro m you, and you don't even know who they are?”
“No, it doesn't. I was glad to do this. Now I‟m wondering if my first two
earth babies, the ones who died, were part ET. Mother says they were entirely
human. She‟s leaving now.”
I counted her out of the trance. It was very understandable that the ETs
would want Marjie to be the mother of hybrid ch ild ren, for she is one of the
most unselfish, loving people I have ever known. I asked, “What do the Indian
spirits in you think of all this? Are they shocked?”
“No. It co mes as no surprise to them at all.”
“Then they must have already known about it! The ETs were probably
doing the same things with them. No w I'm beginning to see the reasons for
our involvement with both the Indian spirits and the ETs. ETs would certainly
have been interested in the genes of people who knew how to love all of
nature and to live in harmony with it. They were already doing the things the
ETs keep telling humans we must do if we‟re going to prevent an ecological
disaster on Earth.”
Marjie emerged fro m the trance. We had been given a lot to think about.

I AM‟s promise relayed by Alta Sha that each person we would meet on
our journey had been prepared for our coming was fulfilled again at the
Stuckey’s near Lake Eufaula. The cook told us that he liked to imitate singers
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like George Strait, Elv is Presley, and Conway Twitty. He pointed out that we
could save money by ordering the breakfast special which included everything
that we had ordered a la carte. His wife and daughter were equally nice to us.
Before we left, I silently asked for a blessing upon all of them, while
envisioning divine Light bathing the building and everyone in it. Within
seconds, Marjie said, “Alta Sha wants me to put the necklace on now, but I
don't know why.”
“I was saying a blessing for these nice people. Let me hold your hand
while you have the necklace on. Maybe it will amplify the blessing. Perithnea
said it was magic.” Her hand was unusually cool. I wondered if the necklace
had caused that.
“I wish I knew more about this necklace,” I said as we were leaving. “I
want to know who made it, and what was it supposed to be used for.” Marjie
had no insights, and Alta Sha remained silent. I decided that in t ime, all would
be revealed.
We were blessed with the sight of more ravens, a heron, hundreds of
geese migrating to the north, and a hawk as we continued eastward toward
Tennessee and home.
The crosswinds in Arkansas were quite strong; Marjie asked if the spirit
in me was reacting to it. “I thin k Rides The Wind and I are so similar that it's
hard for me to tell the difference. Normally, a wind like this would irritate me
while driving, but it isn't bothering me at all. I feel more Indian than ever.”
Perithnea said, “Hello, Father Bright!”
“Hello! What do you think of all these Indian spirits we have with us?
I‟m wondering what we‟re supposed to do with them.”
“I wonder too, but at least we have plenty of room for them. I especially
like the one who‟s sitting on your shoulders. He knows how to fly v ery well.”
“Is he of a different tribe than the others?” I asked.
“No, he is Ute' too. It's important that they all be the same kind. He
whispers on the wind when it blo ws real strong.”
“I'll have to listen for his voice, then.”
“Mother thinks maybe we should call him Talks on the Wind.”
After a pause, I continued. “Why were Ute's chosen to join us?”
“They were a very strong people, but they also loved beautiful things, and
they loved nature. This is what people need to know about right now.”
“Will they be speaking to other Ute‟s?”
“No, but they will be teaching the people that they do contact. I have to
go now.”
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“Goodbye, dear.” I had become used to her sudden appearances and
departures. I watched Marjie's face change into the familiar expression of Alta
Sha. He nodded and reached out to touch my arm. I s miled and nodded in
return.
“Greetings, my friend. Marjorie can hear what we are saying. I AM is
very pleased with both of you.”
“We always hope to serve Him and to be His children.”
“You do not have to hope for this. You already are His children.”
“I meant that I always want to be serving Him, and never want to stop
being His child.”
“You and Marjorie are I AM's way of expressing Himself to others. You
are all One; you, Marjo rie, and I AM.” This blessing brought tears to my eyes.
No other words could have pleased me more. Tears also filled Marjie's eyes.
“It humbles me that He finds us worthy.”
“I AM knows all that is in your hearts. He knows all of your needs, and
He will provide.”
“Alleluia,” I said.
“Alleluia!” He was gone.
We were blessed with another good meal and a cordial waitress when we
stopped for lunch at the Pancake House near Brin kley, Arkansas. We
estimated that our next stop would be home, and it was. The clear, moonless
night was perfect for star gazing and we enjoyed a late stroll around our yard
before retiring.
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Adam’s Adventure
We spent most of our first day at home working in the yard. The exertion
was good for me, and I kept it up until I was about to drop. At several times
during the day unusual breezes would rustle the trees. Was Rides the Wind
responsible?
The evening was spent preparing for a lecture Dr. X had invited me to
give to his class on comparative religions. Marjie and I decided to share the
things we had learned about the Tarahumara‟s customs and religious beliefs
and to show the drum, the wooden mask, and a woven belt we had purchased
at their trading post in Creel, Chihuahua.
Marjie also wore the magic necklace to the lecture. I p rayed for guidance
and my words flowed smoothly. I mentioned that Father Verp lancken, a
Catholic priest who had served them fo r fo rty years, considered the
Raramu ri/Tarahumara to be true Christians because they actually practiced the
Go lden Ru le. They lived by the principles which Jesus taught, sharing with
one another, loving one another and loving God. This had always been the
basis of their culture, he said, and they had not needed a missionary to
“reform” them. We spoke of the many unusual blessings we received along
the way that helped us to find the homeland of the few remaining
traditionalists, and of how they were blessed by rain after a long drought when
we arrived.
After the presentation, several students expressed the thought that if the
Raramu ri didn‟t know Jesus and accept him as their savior, they were doomed
to spend eternity in hell. I reminded them that according to the Bible, Jesus
told people not to worship him but to worship his Father. I repeated that our
trip to Mexico was undertaken purely out of a desire to serve God and to
encourage the Raramuri to keep their trad itions. Dr. X was very pleased with
our presentation and said he might ask us to do another.
That afternoon Marjie said, “A lta Sha wants to speak to you.”
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Before I could begin a countdown he said, “Perhaps it is time for us to have
another talk together. I hope that you would enjoy talking also.”
“I always enjoy our talks, Alta Sha, even when I don't fully understand
the words you say.”
“Your Father is present in everything that you do. He is with you at all
times. He desires to please you, as you desire to please Him. Don't separate
the family.
“The Tarahumara spirits that you released in the canyon lived about five
hundred years ago. The one that you held within you was called White
Mountain. The one within Marjorie was called Rocks that Slide, similar to
what you would call slate. After their deaths, they decided to rest on the
mountain where you first encountered them. They waited for Marjorie to
come. For them the wait was a mo ment.”
“What were they doing during their wait?”
“They were becoming more familiar with themselves.”
“What were the names of the three who stayed with Doug?”
“I cannot reveal that while they remain with him. The spirits who have
joined you now will remain with you longer than the Tarahumara. They have
much to teach you. You will be surprised by the things that you will learn
fro m them.”
“What can you tell me about the ball game and the dance that Marjie was
shown? Were they done by the Tarahumara?”
“Of course.”
“I'm sorry that I didn't mention these old customs to Jeff when we were
there. He could have said something to Nacho about them.”
“You could continue your correspondence with the Raramu ri. Perhaps
you would regard Father Verplancken as a reliable interpreter. Marjorie might
enjoy such correspondence.”
“It never would have occurred to me to communicate through him, but he
would be a very good choice. The Raramuri certainly would believe him.”
We discussed a few other issues and then he took my han d. “We are in
the Father, and the Father is in us. Allelu ia.”
“Alleluia.”
Marjie felt compelled to make larger, ind ividual drawings of the four Ute'
spirits. While she worked on them, I wrote a letter to the people who had
helped us in Creel. In it I exp la ined why we had gone there and what we had
done. I wondered if any of them would ever write back. I am sorry to say that
no one did.
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I was dictat ing a report one evening when Marjie and I heard the back
door slam shut. No one was in the house with us, and neither of us heard the
distinctive sound it makes when it is opened. How could it shut if not first
opened? We supposed that some spirit had decided to announce its presence
in that way. A while later Marjie was at the foot of the stairs, preparing to
go up, when we heard the sound of our bedroo m door firmly closing, but
there was no draft to b low it shut.

Returning to the flatlands after visiting the mountains where I felt most at
home had put me in a blue mood. I shared my feelings with Marjie, and a
walk with her after supper lifted my spirits a bit. The bottoms of distant
thunderclouds turned fire red in the rays of the setting sun while bolts of
lightning shot through them.
Upon our return to the house, Marjie wanted to have a session so that
Adam could speak to me. I was glad, for it had been too long since we talked.
While we prepared to start in the upstairs bedroom, we heard the sound of
another door shutting downstairs, follo wed by a sound like a tennis ball
bouncing on the downstairs floor! Odd noises continued throughout the
session.
I counted Marjie down and in his soft, shy voice, Adam said, “Good
evening, Father.”
“Good evening to you, Adam! It has been a long time since we talked.
I‟ve been missing you. What have you been doing?”
“I was traveling, but I knew it was time to co me back. I was missing my
friends.”
“Do you mean the ones who stay in the old tree stump with you?”
“I meant you, mother, and Perithnea.”
“Well, we are certain ly friends as well as family. We all love you very
much.” He s miled. “Perithnea tells me that you‟ve been showing your foot
and hand to everyone.”
“Yes, but I would like to have some on the other side.”
“Then I'd better draw them.” I quickly drew a foot and said, “I'm not very
good at drawing hands.”
“I'd like one like yours.”
“Really? That's easy enough.” I outlined my left hand with a crayon.
“How does that look?”
“I like it, but I will have to make it smaller to fit me.”
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“I'm sure that you can make it just the right size.”
“I could have done that myself,” Adam said, as if surprised by this
concept.
“How could you have outlined your left hand when you don't have one? ”
“I could have turned my right hand over.”
“That's true, and very clever of you. Where did you go on your travels? ”
“I have been to the triangle, father.”
“The one that leads into other dimensions?”
“Yes. When I went through it, it s melled like o ld spices.”
“Old spices? Why would they leave the odor of spices there?”
“It‟s to protect them fro m intruders. They seem to think that there might
be some monsters who could come to harm them, but there really aren't any
monsters. Perithnea says to tell you that they use old spices so they can
splash it on their faces.” I laughed. “Perithnea also says you will say I've
been hanging around her too long.”
“I think humor does add a lot of spice to life, don't you?” The noises
downstairs increased in frequency and intensity. “Do you know what‟s
making all that noise?”
“It‟s a kind of energy, but it won't hurt you. It‟s coming fro m a child of
God. It's just trying to get your attention. Alta Sha won't let it speak through
mother, but he wants to speak to you about it later.”
“Good! I'm glad it's a child of God like us. I'd like to know more about it.
Why did you go to the triangle?”
“I was supposed to. It was so I could grow some more.”
“What did you do when you got there?'
“I enjoyed looking at the different lights that were fly ing away fro m the
triang le in all directions. Each of them was follo wed by a thought.
So met imes the thoughts would bump together and jo in. I liked watching
them do that.
“I met many different individuals. They taught me lots of things. Some of
them had many different kinds of hands, and wrote with all of them at once on
a wall and never made any mistakes. They were very s mart.”
“What were they writ ing about?”
“About space and dimensions. They let me draw too. I drew a circle, but
kept making it smaller, like this.” I watched as he drew an inward spiral. “But
no matter how far in I got on this spiral, it kept expanding so that I always had
room to make more of it. I traveled to many different places along it. I found
out that I could travel anywhere and see anything that I wanted to see while I
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was drawing it. At certain places the line was marked with numbers by the
people.”
“Why did they do that?”
“So they won't forget them. These are places that they want to go back to,
to do some work in the future. They travel all the time.”
“Why do they do so much traveling?”
“They like to fix things. When they find something wrong somewhere,
they try to make it better.”
“I think I would get along with them real well. I'm a fixer-upper, too. Did
you find a place you wanted to go back to?”
“I want to go back to the place where I drew the circle. They want you to
try to do things. I could try anything I wanted; I didn't have to succeed, just
try.”
“Did you try some other things, too?”
“I tried to learn how to dream, and I did!”
“Wonderful! I'm so happy for you, Adam. Dreaming is very important to
humans; I guess it's important to faeries, too, especially since dreams are your
food. That sounds like a good place to go back to.”
“I enjoyed being with those other people, and I think that they liked
having me there, too. They said it was fun to have me around.”
“Of course it is. I also enjoy teaching others and helping them to grow.”
“I told them you were my daddy. And I met someone there that you
know.”
“Who was that?'
“Four thousand seven hundred seventeen. You call h im Uncle Nu ke. He
has a last number on his shoulder which is 8. So me o f the others had this
number on their shoulders, too. He said he had a message for you.”
“Really? What is it?”
“He wants me to write it down. It‟s a code.” He wrote down some strange
marks. “Not all of the marks are letters. Some of them show the beginning of
a thought and others add to the importance of certain letters.”
“Well, it could take me a million years to break the code. I'm not good at
things like that.” The characters were in two groups. The first group consisted
of five symbols and the second of eight. The last symbo l looked like two
squares connected by a short, horizontal bar, reminding me of an 8 on its side.
“What does it mean?”
“You already know in your subconscious. He said he wants to tell you
himself.”
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“If I know this already, that means that I am familiar with Uncle Nuke's
language. I must have had more contacts than I realized. Maybe I know it
subconsciously, but right now it might as well be Greek. I'm glad somebody's
going to tell me what it means.”
“I had to find my way back all by myself.”
“Was it hard to find your way back?”
“Yes. I had to start at the top of the triangle, go to the inside edge and
climb down to the bottom. It took a long time, but Perithnea would co me by
and tell me not to get tired and not to give up, and to hurry up. Mother is
getting tired, father. I should go.”
I gave him a big hug. “I love you Adam. Welco me back. Enjoy your new
hand and foot, and don't wait so long to talk to me again, okay?”
“Yes, father. I love you too.”
“Do we need to do any more work before we stop?” I asked Marjie,
remembering that Alta Sha wanted to speak to me about the energy form
causing the noises.
“I'm stuck down here in a bunch of roots.” Marjie answered.
“What kind of roots?”
“When you counted me down, I found myself here in all these roots in
some kind of a tunnel. I think they‟re tree roots. Everywhere I turn, the roots
are blocking my way. The tree seems to be hollow, because when I look up, I
see light.”
“Perhaps you should go up through the tree itself.”
“The minute I looked up, the opening closed. I feel like I'm going to
smother in all these roots. Get me out of here, Pat! I'm starting to get sleepy. I
can't breathe.” She was gasping. I quickly counted to ten with suggestions that
she emerge fro m the trance.
“I can't co me up. Each time that I try, the roots seem to pull me back. I
seem to be trying to build some kind of a wall with these roots. I can't get
through it.”
Alarmed, I said, “Use your Light. Call on the Hosts!”
“I'm too tired. I'm getting really sleepy.” Her breathing had nearly
stopped.
“You have to try! Alta Sha! What can I do?”
“Mother is here,” Marjie whispered. “She's clearing away the roots.” She
began to breathe normally.
Relief flooded me. “Thank you Father and thank you Mother!”
“Why did I go there, Pat?”
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“I think the roots have to do with your past. Your roots are trying to hold
you back. When you built the wall with the roots, you were trying to protect
yourself, but all you really did was to wall yourself in. That's why you
couldn't come up, I think.”
“Maybe you‟re right.” I counted her up again, but she took more time
than usual to become fully alert and her memo ry of the trance was very vague.
We went downstairs and I told her all that Adam had said about his
journey and about the source of the noises. Alta Sha didn't appear to explain,
probably because of her fatigue.
“I feel as if something outside wants my attention,” I said, and went out.
The wind was blowing and there were flashes of lightning in the distance, but
I didn‟t receive any clear message. Speaking to the entity th at had been
making the strange noises, I said, “We are happy to have you here, child of
God. If you have something you wish to say to me, I want to hear it, but I
don‟t want to be kept awake all night with noises.” After this, the noises
stopped until much later in the evening. They stopped again soon after I told
the spirit that I was getting ready for bed and would appreciate some peace
and quiet.
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Working Together
Based on instructions received fro m one of the Ute' spirits, Marjie made a
striking bead necklace of three strands unlike any I had seen before. At their
urging she unsuccessfully tried to make a s mall loom for creat ing a beaded
headband, and so we decided to buy one. We speculated about the source o f
the noises. “I don't think it was actually a disembodied spirit,” she said. “I
think it was just some form of energy.”
After our evening walk I was feeling tired and tense, especially in my
neck and shoulders. I said, “I‟ve been feeling Mother's touch very strongly; I
think she wants us to do some work.” Marjie agreed. Mother's touch
intensified when we entered the bedroom. I sensed that she wanted me to
stretch my neck. I tilted my head backwards as far as it would go, arched my
back, and kept stretching until it hurt, holding this position for several
seconds. After repeating this exercise a second time, my neck and shoulders
felt better.
After the countdown Marjie said, “I'm watching someone carving a
person out of wood. When they finish, it will beco me flesh and bone and be
alive. This is good.” A few questions revealed that nothing else was
happening in the trance, so I counted her up.

We were the only people attending the Sunday class taught by Isabel and
Doris, which gave us the opportunity to talk freely about our most recent trip
to the peaks. They were most interested in what we had to say. The lesson
concerned having access to higher wisdom through awareness of the Christ
Spirit with in, and being freed fro m any particu lar dogma by this knowledge.
Marjie was able to share how stifling her fundamentalist relig ious background
had been and how much she appreciated the freedom of thought encouraged
by Unity teachings.
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Marjie and I also conversed with Doug, who still had three of the
Tarahumara spirits within himself. As usual, he was indifferent to their needs,
saying that as far as he was concerned, they were on their own. He thanked
me for help ing him to overcome his fear of ETs through trance work, but
complained that he couldn't seem to focus on practical things, like making
money to support his family. Marjie and I shared our belief that God would
provide if Doug was willing to do His work. Doug said that our suggestion
was impractical, wh ich seemed ironic in view of his statement that his normal
methods weren‟t succeeding.
We had lunch with Bernard Dozier and his wife Chris. We told them about
our trip and our experiences with the Ute‟ spirits. They seemed quite interested
and invited us to their home for more discussion. Chris revealed that she was
quite upset with working conditions at her new nursing job and had recently
developed neck pain. We obtained her consent to apply healing Light and stood
side by side behind her as she sat at their kitchen table. We held our hands a few
inches from her neck and with prayer, projected healing energy into it.
Alta Sha joined me, projected healing energy to Chris through Marjie‟s
hands, and said to her, “You are precious to I AM. He loves you very much.
He is aware of your efforts to serve Him and He wishes to serve you also. Do
not be discouraged by the attitudes of others. Keep your mind always on I
AM, and He will safely guide your steps. Alleluia.” He withdrew Marjie‟s
hands.
“We're finished, Chris,” I said. “Thank you, Father.”
Chris turned and looked at Marjie. “That wasn't you speaking, was it?”
“No, it was Alta Sha, my guardian angel. That was the difference you
felt.”
“I had a very strong emotion when he touched me, and I could really feel
something happening in my neck. It isn't hurting anymore,” she said.

After napping in the car as I drove toward ho me, Marjie said, “In my
dream I met myself, but at the same time I also knew that I wasn't really two
separate people. I don‟t understand how that could be possible. Can we have a
session about that?”
“Sure. Let‟s wait until we get home.”
When we were ready, I prayed for insight into the meaning of the dream,
into the origin of the household noises we had been hearing, and for
informat ion about the meaning of the written message Nucleus had sent
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through Adam. Entranced, Marjie said, “I‟m in a very deep place, but there‟s
nothing here.” She paused. “Now I see Mother.” I didn‟t recognize the voice
which then spoke in clipped and incomplete phrases.
“To whom am I speaking?” I asked. After a long pause the voice, which
was Uncle Nuke‟s, said several nu mbers. “What‟s causing our communication
problems?” I asked.
“There‟s a disturbance in your atmosphere and around your location
which forces me to make a number of t wists and turns to reach you.”
“Will it help if I put Marjie into a deeper trance?”
“Yes.” The reception got much better after I counted her deeper. His
scanning head movements began. “Good evening, Nucleus. I wasn't expecting
you.”
“Hello, Doctor Doctor. I understand that you are curious about the
mean ing of the message I sent you.”
“Yes, I am, but why do you call me Doctor Doctor?”
“That is what the message I wrote says: Hello, Doctor Doctor. You
deserve the double title because of your interest in healing the mind and your
recent interest in healing the body.”
“I see, but I would claim to be a physician.”
“It‟s just a figure of speech.
“You mentioned the noises that you have been hearing in your home. I
hope that they didn't disturb you too much. I can order that they be stopped.
My staff has been making them for your entertain ment and as a form of
communicat ion to make you aware of their presence.”
“No, I wasn‟t disturbed, just curious. My only request is that they don‟t
make them after my bedtime, which is around ten o'clock.”
“Your request has been noted.”
“Why were those particular noises chosen?”
“We thought they would be better than a scream.” I laughed. “I have also
noted that you search your sky a great deal for our craft. Unfortunately, you
live in an area where few craft visit in solid form. The noises were provided
instead for your entertainment.”
“I appreciate your thoughtfulness.”
“I know that you desire physical contact between us, but for the present,
that would be unwise.”
“Why? Are you afraid of me?'
“No, but such contact might put my physical form in danger. You might
bring organisms with you that would be harmful.”
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I thought, Surely they have ways of preventing unwanted infections, or
they would not be so involved in contacting other humans. They have given
Marjie preventative injections; why not give them to me? I chose to ignore this
issue. “Whether we meet face to face or not, what part do I play in your
plans?”
“There are things you can do.”
I thought, Possibly he is being evasive for security reasons. I changed the
subject. “Are you interested in American Indians?”
“Not as a people separate from other humans. My interest is in the human
race in general. I must say, though, that there are many in my society who find
my interest peculiar. They are not at all interested in humans.”
“Are you aware of the work that we have been doing with Indian spirits?
Do you know about the necklace we found?”
“No.”
“Why do humans interest you?”
“I am interested in them because in comparison to other life forms, it
amazes me that you have survived as long as you have. You always seem t o
be looking fo r new ways to destroy yourselves.”
“I agree that we are very self-destructive. I believe that there must be
some major flaw in our genetic make-up which causes us to do this. I hope
that you and your kind are trying to correct it.”
“It is an important part of our work.”
“Is the structure you have been building on schedule?”
“There is nothing that your race can do to stop it and I believe it will be
completed on schedule.”
“We met a wo man recently at a gathering of people in Atlanta who
described having many contacts with your kind over a period of years. She is
middle-aged and blonde. Do you have any knowledge of her?”
“I know of her because Mother has informed me.”
“Is she sincere in what she says? I had the impression that she might be
exaggerating.”
“She is quite sincere, but she has a vivid imagination. So me of the things
she reported were rather far-fetched, don't you think?”
“Yes, but at least she didn't seem to be disturbed by the contacts, unlike
many of the others.”
“I am aware that many at that meet ing were d istressed by their contacts.
This disturbs me. What should have been a grand experience for them was
turned into something undesirable by their polluted minds.”
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“I wanted to offer my services to several of them, but they are so far away
it‟s imp ractical.”
“My travels have been productive, also,” he said.
“Have you been searching for the part of yourself that you had lost?”
“Yes. I discovered that I was born on Earth! Isn't that amazing?”
“Yes, but I thought it might be so. Why were your parents here?”
“They took a human form in order to assist in the building of the
pyramids in Egypt.”
“Did they build them?”
“They assisted, but did not do all of the work themselves. They would
place certain stones where the Egyptians could not imagine how to do it.
Somet imes they would move these stones at night so their activities wou ld not
be detected.”
“Did they remain hidden fro m the Egyptians?”
“No, they took on human form so that they could interact with them.
They also assisted them in ma king certain calculations.”
“I have a book entitled Secrets of the Great Pyramid which describes the
mathematical properties of the pyramid and how its dimensions relate to the
size of the planet, and so on.”
“I would very much like for you to read that book to me sometime.”
“I would be happy to, but it is a very long book and it would take quite
some time to read it.”
“Could you place it in my hands?”
“Of course.” I went to get the book, handed it to him and watched as he
stroked it for about a minute, occasionally arching his eyebrows.
“Most interesting. A good deal of it is quite accurate.”
“Was it built in Egypt for the reasons Mr. Tompkins says, because it is
the geographic center of the land masses of Earth?”
“Yes. It was also built there partly because it needed to be in a flat place
and where it would be noticed. It was intended to be mysterious and to make
people question why it was there and how it came to be.” Much like the crop
circles, I thought.
“Why was the form of a pyramid chosen? I have been told that this form
is very important, but I'm not sure why.”
“This form is very important to us. I use it quite a bit in my everyday life.
I use it for my writing instru ment, as decoration, and as a paperweight.”
“You use paper? I‟m very surprised!”
“Why do you find this so amazing?”
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“I assumed that your technology was so advanced that paper would be an
obsolete thing of the distant past.”
“You humans waste a great deal o f paper. Rather than see it go entirely to
waste, I make use of it myself. I play at writing fro m t ime to time in different
languages.”
“Is that your idea of fun?”
“What I really enjoy is research. For examp le, I have grown interested in
this spirit that you talk about. What does your spirit do for you?”
His apparent lack of knowledge on this subject stunned me. These people
routinely worked with the etheric bodies of humans. How could he not know
about spirit? Maybe he’s playing dumb to draw me out. “You asked me that
question once before.”
“Yes, but I thought that perhaps your answer would have changed.”
“It hasn‟t changed. If I had no eternal spirit, life would be meaningless .
There are times I have wished that I could leave my human fo rm and just be
in spirit.”
“Truly? That seems very unusual. It has never occurred to me that any
being might wish to leave its physical form in order to be pure spirit.”
“I find that my body is very limiting. Although I haven't experienced
everything that a human being can experience in a physical form, I would not
be reluctant to leave it. However, I will stay in this form as long as it is the
will of I AM for me to do so. As long as He has work for me to do in this
form, then I will be content to stay in it.”
“I appreciate that you say things to me which provoke me to create
questions that I will have to research.”
“Of course, if I were in your form, I might not feel so limited. You have
many more options open to you than I do, it seems.”
“If you were in your spiritual form, what would be your destination?”
“I can't be sure what destination I would choos e because there would be
so many things to explore that I have not experienced before. I don't even
know what all the possibilities are.”
“This also gives me something to research. You seem to enjoy asking
questions which create curiosity in others.”
“Yes, I like to say things that make people think about other possibilities.
I have always been interested in doing that for myself as well as for others.”
“You seem to have made a career for yourself out of it.”
“Perhaps it‟s what I AM intended for me to do in this lifetime, to make
people question their limitations.”
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“I'm afraid that I have other duties I must attend to. If you would like it,
perhaps we can speak again.”
“I will loo k forward to it.” We said our farewells, and he was gone.
“Where are you, Marjie?”
“I'm in a deep place. I still want to know how there can be two of me at
the same time.”
“Ask Alta Sha to help you with this.”
“He says something about I should get down on my knees and hold my
breath. I don't understand what he‟s try ing to exp lain to me.”
“I know!” piped in Perithnea.
“Hi! Perhaps then you can explain it to Marjie.”
“I want to talk to you first. I want to play.”
“What would you like to play?”
“I want you to take me on another trip. Do you remember the time we
went to the zoo?
“Sure. How could I forget?‟
“Take me to a new place.”
“Okay, let's see.... I know. Let's go to another planet. This planet is all
orange. It has trees with white bark and blue leaves. There are white birds
fly ing around, and the grass is pink. The water is purple, and the sky is green.”
“I like this place! It's pretty. Thank you for taking me there.”
“Now can you tell what Alta Sha means?”
“He means that there are two of mother. One is strong and one is weak,
but they are both the same to all outward appearances. The weak one is
getting bigger, and if it keeps growing too much, I'm go ing to have to step in
and make it stop!”
“Why is the weak one getting bigger?”
“The strong one is confused. It's confused about its romance, it's confused
about its children, its job, and it misses the old friends and family. It misses
the spirit she left in Mexico. The strong one is like someone who‟s been born
already grown up, and it's just too much to understand all at once.”
“Well thank you. No w I have some idea of what to do.”
“I want to go play in that nice place you created for me. I'm going to put a
swing in that tree.”
“Will you be seeing Adam? If you do, say hello to him fo r me.”
“I'm go ing to take him there with me. Bye!”
“Bye!”
“Did you hear that, Marjie?”
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“Yes. It's true. I'm worried about all of those things. I'm afraid I won't be
good enough for you and that you'll get angry and stop loving me.”
“I‟m not going to stop loving you. I AM put us together. I want what He
wants; you know that. You don't have to give up your old friends or your
children to be with me.”
We talked for a while longer until she felt better. “I can get off my knees
now. I'd like to visit the Old One in Mexico,” she said.
“Then go there in spirit. You know how.”
“I'm flying through the canyon. It's very wet; they‟ve been getting a lot of
rain! I can see the cave. Oops!”
“What happened?”
“I got to the entrance, but I wasn't allowed to enter. I was bounced right
back here. I guess he doesn't want company.”
“I'm sorry. I guess our business with him is finished. I miss him, too, but
I'm sure someday we‟ll be reunited. I think our wo rk with these Indian spirits
must have something to do with the New Planet that Nuke‟s people are
building. I think they‟re going to be there to help those who are transported to
learn how to take care of it so that we don't make the same mistakes again. It ‟s
good to know that the rains the Raramuri needed so badly have returned, just
as Alta Sha said they would.”
“Will you count me up?” We talked about the session. She had not heard
my conversation with Nucleus, so I filled her in.
Marjie was in good spirits in the morning but she felt unexpectedly blue
by evening. She complained that her younger sister had called her only to tell
her that she didn‟t have time to talk and asked Marjie to call her back in the
evening, when she would “probably” be home. She also said that she had
written Marjie a long letter.
Marjie questioned, “Why couldn't Carmen wait to call me when she had
time to talk? It doesn't make any sense.”
“I think she‟s trying to manipulate you into coming to visit her. You need
to be on guard against her misery-spreading conversation.”
A day later Marjie said she was having doubts about her sanity again, so
we agreed to have a session. I began as usual with a p rayer. “Father, we ask
again for your guidance. Lead Marjie to an experience wh ich will help her
overcome self doubts and will help her to know the direction in which she
should go.” I counted her down.
“Alta Sha is here. He‟s telling me that I‟m not going crazy. He's just
standing there, giving me this loving look.”
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“May I speak to him?” He nodded in greeting, which I returned with a
smile. “I‟m concerned about her becoming depressed again. She seems so full
of doubt.”
“Although I am surprised that it is still so after she has been led
successfully through the darkness, her past is still troubling her. We will put it
aside so that it does not interfere with her future growth. She tries very hard to
take forward steps, but now she is stepping backwards. It will be n ecessary to
go back to the beginning once more.”
“Perhaps some of my comments about her family have stirred up her
thoughts of not being a good mother.”
“You will not be allowed to interfere with the work of I AM. This is a
necessary step for her at this time. I am going to work exclusively with her for
a time. I will be making many suggestions to her in future sessions. Some of
these may not seem to fit when they are given. Do not concern yourself with
this. Marjie has great things to do with you in the future. This wo rk will not be
prevented. Your song is quite beautiful.”
My tears flowed with gratitude and humility. “Thank you for teaching me
how to hear it. Mother has been with me many times today. The singing is
louder when she is around.”
After gaining control of my tears I asked, “Do you know the meaning of
the message she received earlier today about Ralph needing to call Mary?
Neither one of us knows anyone by those names.”
“She was receptive and allowed the thought of another to enter her mind.
This is a small but very important step toward the development of her psychic
abilities. She should seek training under someone who has such abilit ies who
can help her develop them.”
“She said she didn't know who the message came fro m. What if she
receives other messages that she can't interpret? Won't that just confuse her
more?”
“I am still her guard. I will not allow any harmful influence into her life at
this time. I look forward to working with you in future sessions.”
“As do I. Alleluia!”
“Alleluia!”
“Marjie, are you ready for me to count you up?”
“Yes.” Out of the trance she said, “Just before you counted me up, I was
looking at a wall co mposed of millions of tiny squares that were all different
colors. It was receding very fast, but was very clear. What do you think it
was?”
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“Walls usually signify a barrier. Maybe you were moving away from it,
instead of it moving away fro m you. Maybe you were getting away fro m the
barrier of your past, which you have to do if you are going to progress. Alta
Sha said we will have to return to the beginning and re-examine the past in
order to put it aside. He‟s going to help us.”
“Not again! I don't want to have to go through all that!” She cried softly.
“I'm so tired of having problems. I know you must be getting sick of being
married to someone who always has something wrong with her.”
“Don't worry about me, I‟m fine. Th is is the work I AM wants us to do,
and I don't mind doing it. It won't be as difficult this time. We have been
given some structure and direction, and the work will be successful. Alta Sha
is the best therapist you could have and he is going to be quite active, but for
now, I th ink we should call it a night. You need your rest.”
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Ties that Bind
While I was at work Marjie went to the lib rary to look up organizations
that could provide the training she needed to develop her psychic abilities.
When I got home she said, “Alta Sha wanted me to call a psychic hot line that
was advertised on television, but I thought it would be a waste of time and
painted the upstairs bedroom instead. I thought that by the time I finished , the
program would be off the air and I could just forget about it. But when I
turned the television back on, there was the number again, so I made the call.
I got in touch with someone in California who guessed right away that I
didn't want a reading. I told her I wanted to talk to someone who could help
me enhance my psychic abilit ies. She suggested that I go to a psychic
workshop, but didn't have any information at hand on them. She tried to save
me some money by telling me to hang up and said she would mail the
informat ion to me, which was thoughtful of her.”
“It was. Hopefully you'll get some information soon, and you can go to
one.”
“It seemed like a dead end to me. I didn't really get anything out of the
call.”
“Alta Sha wouldn't ask you to do something that has no purpose.”
“He just told me that I heard what I needed to hear. I should go to a
workshop somewhere.”
“Maybe one of those associations you found out about will have some
informat ion about that.”
I was curious to find out how Alta Sha would help Marjie deal with issues
fro m the past in our next session, and was eager to work with him. We started
after supper.
Upon entering the trance, Marjie said, “I see the word picture in front of
me.”
“Look at it closely and see what comes to mind,” I suggested.

Ties that Bind
“I see a picture of myself when I was about seven years old. I‟m standing
in a fog and I can't see my feet. I'm searching for something that I can't find,
and I'm really mad. I feel defiant.”
“Explo re this feeling mo re deeply,”
“I don't want to go back to those people. They say that they are my
family, but they really aren't .” She cried angry tears. “I don't like any of
them! They don't know how to love. I‟m happy where I am. The people here
accept me and love me just because I'm alive. I don't have to prove anything
to them. I know that I am very good. Why don't those people who are
supposed to be my family kno w th is?”
“What can you do to help that little g irl? She seems so unhappy about
having to go back to her family.”
“All I can do is to promise her that someday she will not have to go back
to them again. She keeps asking why she has to go back to those people. She
doesn't understand!”
“Would you like to go back in time to find the answer to this question?”
“Yes.”
“Relax mo re deeply. Go back to the time before you were born, when you
were making decisions about what kind of life the present one would be.”
Marjie's demeanor changed to one of deep tranquility and I sensed fro m
the unaccustomed assurance in her calm, strong voice that I was speaking to
her Higher Self, who spoke in a more refined, educated manner than was
normal for Marjie. I had the impression of great wisdom. “I see my angel. I
have no body. He wants me to sit. He has the most loving eyes.”
“What are your purposes in this lifet ime?'
“I have to learn to control the strong compassion that I have for others
who are suffering. I want to help people who do not know the way to I AM.
This means a great deal of self-sacrifice on my part. Many will not understand
the message and will not be able to give me the love that I need to be happy. I
will only leave traces of myself and my message with the fami ly that I am
choosing to have, because they are not ready to obtain the whole key.
“I am choosing a life of struggle and suffering because it will lead to much
growth on my part. There have been other lifetimes in which I did not struggle. I
wanted this one to be one in which I grow a great deal.”
“Project what will happen in this lifetime. Will you reach a point where it
is no longer necessary for you to struggle?”
“There will be periods of rest when my spirit will travel to other planes.
This will be very beneficial to me. I am going to gain a great deal of strength
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in this life; I will learn to cope better because of the struggle. I will undergo a
great deal of spiritual gro wth in the latter part of this lifetime. This will result
in a powering of strength which will influence many, many people. I‟ m
looking forward with eagerness to complete this lifet ime.
“In order to complete my journey, I will need the help of two males. One
of them is with me,” she said, referring to Alta Sha. “Who are you? I have
never spoken to one such as you before.”
“I believe that I am the second male who is going to help you.”
“It is indeed a blessing fro m I AM to have this experience.”
“It is for me as well. I believe that it is time for us to proceed. Thank you
for speaking with us.”
“It has been a pleasure.”
“I'm going to bring you back to the present, Marjie, but I want you to
remember everything that has happened so that you can use it to help you.”
Awed by what she had experienced, she wept humble tears as I counted her
up.
“There is so much power in my future! I don't know if I‟m up to it. When
I die, I have the feeling I'm going out with a big bang. There will be a real
power outage.”
“You chose it and I'm sure you'll be up to it when the time co mes. It‟s a
gift of God. Let's go to town and get some ice cream. We'll celebrate.”
On the way to town we talked about what she had learned fro m the
trance, before Alta Sha unexpectedly nodded his head in greeting. “You
surprised me,” I said with a s mile.
“I did not intend to startle you.”
“I just wasn't expecting you.”
“You have done well. My charge was receptive and she learned a great
deal. Perhaps you were just what the doctor ordered.” He smiled at his little
joke.
“I hope that I wasn't too active in the trance.”
“You were not. She will require mo re of such work. Everything that she
has experienced in the past must be faced to prepare for the future. It should
not be difficu lt. She is very receptive.”
“Can you tell me more about the necklace? Why does Perithnea say that
it‟s magical?”
“Marjorie's pitch is in tune with that of the necklace. It spoke to her and
she heard it. It can be used to enhance her psychic abilities. It acts as a
receiver, somewhat like a magnet. It draws spiritual energy to itself. This is

389

Ties that Bind
the reason why the people who sat near you in the restaurant turned to look at
it. It records that which it receives and can then be read like a book. It does
not create things which do not already exist.”
“When was it made?”
“It was made twenty years ago, but it is more important that you know
about the one who created it. He was an Indian who knew before he made it
that it would have special powers because this had been revealed to him. It
was made for a woman for whom he had great love and respect. She had
many gifts of spirit. Before he could give it to her, her spirit had been set
free.”
Tears of compassion for his uncompleted act of love came to my eyes. I
knew fro m personal experience how frustrating that would feel.
“He kept it fo r all those years because he knew of none other worthy of it.
At last he decided to set it free to find the one it belonged to. That is why he
pawned it.”
“Did he regret giving it up?”
“He regretted only that he had received money for it, but it did not trouble
him a great deal. The money was a minor matter. He did not know when he
set it free that it was part of I AM's plan to give b lessings to you and Marjorie,
just as many who have helped you recently were unaware, but nonetheless
were used by I AM.”
“Thank you for telling me these things .”
“Thank I AM. A lleluia!”
“Alleluia!” I whispered.
Several t imes during the fo llo wing day I felt Light Mother‟s penetrating
strokes in my brain. The sensation was strong and unmistakable. Her touch
often came when I was speculating about the meaning of th ese recent, strange
events, as if to confirm my thoughts. I deeply appreciated her interest and
love.
Marjie and I continued to explore her past in the evening. Following Alta
Sha‟s instruction to go back to the beginning, I suggested that she return to th e
mo ment when she was conceived. She arrived, but nothing emotionally
significant was happening, so I suggested, “Go forward in t ime until you are
aware of your mother's feelings as you are being born.” This also wasn't very
productive. I was pondering what else to suggest when Marjie said, “I can see
Perithnea. She walks toward me, and then she turns around and walks away.
What is she doing?'
“Maybe she wants you to follow her back in time.”
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Marjie laughed. “A neon sign saying BACK just lit up on her back! I'm
following her. She's leading me to Clem (a pseudonym).”
We then reviewed the deep feelings of abandonment she had in her last
marriage and how her ex-husband‟s behavior caused her children to move in
with their paternal grandparents. “The children couldn‟t understand why I
chose to stay with someone who was treating me so badly. I just knew that it
was God‟s will for me to remain there, even though I didn‟t know why.” She
was wracked by spasmodic sobs.
“Perhaps someday they will understand why you had to stay.”
“There's a hole in me that I can't fill since they left. Help me fill it, Pat.”
“Imagine yourself as a kind of huge magnet, like a black hole in space.
See all the beautiful stars being drawn into yourself to fill this hole until it is
full and overflo wing with light and beauty.”
After a brief interval, Marjie said, “Thank you! No w I know what to do
with my hole. It doesn't feel so empty now.”
“You can do this whenever you need to,” I said. Our session was over.

Perithnea popped out later as we were going to town. “Where have you
been?” I asked.
“I've been teaching Adam how to run in circles instead of just flying in
circles all the time. I showed him how he can go in one direction and then
how he can turn around and go in the opposite direction. He‟s learning how to
use his body better.”
“That's good news. I didn't realize you had to teach him those things.”
“I've been polishing his wings, too.”
I laughed. “Polishing his wings? What do you use to polish them?”
“Faery spit.” I laughed harder. “Do you know what they look like when
they are all polished up?”
“No. Tell me.”
“They look just like crystal.”
“I didn't know that you used wings, especially since you told me that you
weren't a faery like Tin kerbelle.”
“Of course I use wings. I use them when I p lay most of the time. I have
them when I want them.”
“That's nice to know. What do you think about Marjie? Has she finally
put Clem to rest?”
“Yes. She did very well. She won't worry about him anymo re.”
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“Can I have a fairy kiss?”
“Yes. Goodbye now!”

The following day Marjie applied mu lticolored dots of paint resembling
beads formed into intricate designs onto wooden plaques and showed them to
me when I got home fro m work. “One of the Ute‟s told me how to do that,”
she explained.
“It‟s very pretty. I‟ve never seen that technique before. Those Ute‟s really
do like beautiful things.”
We had another session in the evening, but instead of suggesting the past
experience she needed to revisit, I asked I AM to guide her. As soon as she
was entranced, Marjie said, “I‟m standing in the center of a circle of strings
arranged like a tubular net around me. The strings are white. They're attached
to my feet and also somewhere above my head. I feel like I‟m t rapped in a net
of fibers.”
“Pluck one of these strings and let your mind resonate in harmony with
it.”
Her body shuddered, vibrating with the string. “When I hold the string, it
melts. I'm touching another, and it‟s melting too. I see Perithnea. She says I
should strum the strings like a musical instrument. Now I hear a tune like the
kind you would hear fro m a music bo x. Perithnea wants me to guess what that
kind of sound is called. I don't know.”
“I don't know, either.”
“She says it's important.”
I went to get the dictionary. When I returned, Perithnea asked, “Are you
still looking for the word?”
“Yes, but I can't find it. Why don't you just tell me what it is?”
“She already knows what it is.”
“Tinny?”
“Close enough. What happens to tin?”
“It bends easily.”
“And what happens to tin if it gets wet?”
“It will rust.”
“That's right. And when it rusts, what will happen?”
“It will b reak.”
“That's right, and if mother works very hard and lets it rain on her cords,
then they can all be wiped away.”
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“Then let's make it rain.”
“Goodbye.”
I repeated Perithnea‟s questions to Marjie, who gave the same answers as
I had given, and said she was ready to eliminate the strings which bound her
to the past. I said, “Imagine a storm forming. It is beginning to rain. Let the
rain do its work.”
“The rain is falling on the cords. They‟re changing into people I have
known. I have to leave them behind, but it makes me sad.” She wept. “They
are melting away as the rain strikes them. On ly a few are left.”
“Which ones are left? Do they also need to be left behind?”
“The ones that are left are not strings any more. They are like colu mns,
but I can easily walk between them. They don't bind me.”
“Does Alta Sha say that they have to be eliminated?”
“It‟s not necessary. I don't see them anymore. Please count me up.”
I did and she said, “The pillars are people that I will maintain contact
with, such as my sons, some of my friends at church, and a few others. The tie
that represents Carmen is dissolved, and so is the one which represents Ben. I
hope that doesn't hurt your feelings.”
“I can‟t blame you for giving up on being close to him. He‟s just not
going to let it happen, at least not in the near future.” Before bedtime, I said a
prayer that Marjie's sons would contact her in the mo rning, which was
Mother's Day.
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Upon awaken ing fro m a nap as we were driving to Memphis, Marjie said,
“I had a nightmare. I felt someone's hands around my throat trying to push me
back down on the bed when I wanted to get up. I can't imagine why I dreamed
that.”
“It probably represents the people who don‟t want you to change. Do you
want to have a session about it now?”
“Yes.” I made the necessary suggestions and she entered the trance.
“I hear a voice. I don't recognize it, though I know I have heard it before.
It isn't my voice, even though it seemed to come fro m inside me many times
in the past.”
“Try to associate the sound of the voice with someone you know.”
“I can't. I just know that it isn't me.”
“It sounds to me like you might have another stowaway. You know what
we do with possessing spirits. We either lead them into the Light, or we
extricate them.”
She forcefu lly shook her head. “This one doesn't want to be led. It‟s not
listening to what you say. The voice is getting much deeper in my throat, like
a man‟s. Before it was like a wo man‟s voice, but harsh.”
“I would like to speak to this spirit d irectly.”
Alta Sha intervened. “It says that it was stupid in allowing Marjie to catch
it last night. Until now it has been cleverly hiding itself. Let this spirit rest for
now. It is agitated. You may contact it again in five days.”
“Why has it been allowed to stay?”
“By being with her it has softened somewhat, and Marjie has become
more aware of such possessions.”
“I will wait. Can I ask you some other questions now th at you are here?”
“You may always ask Alta Sha questions.”
“Does Nuke know that Indians tried to live in harmony with nature? ”
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“He sees all humans as one. He is aware that some of you have tried to
live in harmony with the environment, but perceives that y ou always seem to
begin destroying it. You should share with him what is in your heart, and
invite him to share what is within himself.”
“I would consider it an honor to share myself with him. I have noticed
that you avoid saying anything about yourself wh en we talk. Is this typical of
angels, or is it your preference?”
“I am of no importance. All that I wish to do is the will o f I AM.”
“Do angels converse with one another?”
“There is contact when I AM wills it, but not otherwise.”
“Isn't simple curiosity enough of a reason to communicate?”
“All knowledge necessary to do the will of I AM is provided. All are one
in I AM. You should enjoy your day with Marjo rie,” he said, and stepped
aside.
Marjie was aware of the conversation. My thoughts reverted to our recent
trip to Batopilas Canyon and I said, “I remember how frustrated I was in
Mexico when I thought we were looking for a person instead of a place. I still
don‟t understand why this crucial bit of information was withheld fro m us until
the very end of our search. I understand that acting on faith without full
knowledge can lead to soul growth and I also know that when we had need of
it, the information necessary to find our destination was provided, but I still felt
like a fool after I told several people we were looking for a person instead of a
place. Why wasn‟t my mistake corrected before I told all those people
something that wasn‟t true? I think I need to talk to Alta Sha about this.”
“Very well, my friend,” he answered. “I will speak to your ego. Your
concern that others perceive you as untruthful is misplaced. There is no such
problem. The people that you spoke to each had their own thoughts and ideas
about the significance of what you were saying about Wachitique. Most of
them thought the notion that you were to meet a person by that name was
farfetched. Therefore, no real damage was done. There were many people
involved in your journey and many steps were laid which you found and took.
There will be other times and places when you will meet your Wachitique.”

We held no sessions over the next two days. On the morning of the third
day, Marjie said, “I felt a strange man was toying with me in my dreams. He
said we were acquainted, but I didn't recognize h im. In one of the dreams he
was a biker living next door. I thought he was disgusting. He kept implying

395

Reluctant Spirit
that we knew each other, or could be friends, but I didn't want anything to do
with him. In the next dream, he was walking around me making sexual
remarks, and asking me if I d idn't recognize him.”
“I think this must be the spirit that Alta Sha said we shouldn‟t contact for
five days.” Our waiting wasn‟t finished, so we didn‟t explore the dream
through trance.

Light Mother's wisdom was again revealed to us the following day.
Marjie said, “I d iscovered a black widow spider under the wood pile and I
caught it and put it in alcohol, without knowing exact ly why I was doing it.
Mother says I'm go ing to have to hold the spider in my hand. I hate spiders!”
“She must think it‟s time fo r you to give up that fear.” We picked up the
container. “This is really a pretty spider, don‟t you think? Look at it real
closely.”
“Well, it is shiny black and the red hourglass is pretty.” She closed her
eyes and said, “Put the spider in my hand.” A shudder of revulsion swept over
her when I merely touched the palm of her hand with a finger. She opened her
eyes and said, “You tricked me!”
“I was only try ing to desensitize you a bit. You reacted to the thought that
there was a spider in your hand. The fear is in your mind, not in th e spider.”
“This time you have to put the real spider in my hand. No more tricks,
okay?” She reacted only slightly to the feel of the dead spider, then opened
her eyes and was able to calmly examine it . Her change for the better was
impressively quick. I didn‟t realize that this incident was preparation for a
more challenging experience.

The following day Marjie said, “I want to receive guidance on how to
help others set themselves free fro m the problems that bind them so that they
can have experiences like mine. Can we have a session about that?” Upon
induction she said, “Perithnea wants to give me a party. She's showing me all
the sessions I have been through and all the growth I have accomplished. She
says it was almost too much for one person to do in su ch a short time. There
will be many gro w lights at this party.” She started to cry with appreciation
for the praise.
Mother‟s touch was powerful. Marjie said, “Mother is remind ing me of a
time in this life when I was the substitute teacher of an elementary class. She
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says that now I am ready to teach a different subject. She is beckoning to me.
She‟s showing me an escalator. It‟s made of a whitish -gray substance. It goes
up to another level, but I can't see a landing at the top. I'm going up.
“I'm at the top, but I can't get off unless I jump into Mother's arms. I'm
ju mping. I wasn't even scared! Mother is holding me close to her breast. I can
feel her body for the first time, not just her arms and legs. She is letting me
stroke her the way she strokes me. She has made herself just as small as I am
so I can hold her and give her back what she has given to me. This is a side to
her that I know she has rarely shown to any other person!” Tears fell.
“Remember the session when you were invited to a large gatherin g of
Mothers but you felt unworthy to be with them? She‟s showing you again that
you are equal to her. You are worthy. She‟s allo wing you to do for her what
she has done for you. That makes you equal.”
“Alta Sha is here. He says it is time to stop. I'm bac k in the roo m with
you, but I have been pulled over to the side, where I can see all that is
happening. I can see myself on the bed and you beside me. Mother is here
too. She‟s filling the roo m. I don't want to leave her.”
This continued for a few minutes. Alta Sha appeared and nodded but said
nothing. I asked, “Why did you ask Marjie to stop stroking Mother?”
“It was to be an equal gift. Mother made herself equal to Marjorie so that
she would see that she is worthy to be with Mother and her kind, just as y ou
said. She must learn to limit herself. She would have overdone it with Mother
if not stopped. Then the gift would have been overbalanced. Marjorie is now
ready to begin instructing others.”
“Should she obtain a job as a CNA to do this, or is it more imp ortant for
her to do it in other ways?”
“Now that she is ready, the things that will fu lfill her will beco me
available. You are both weary. Perhaps you will have another session
tomorro w. A lleluia!”
“Alleluia!”

Another awe-inspiring demonstration of I AM's ability to connect
seemingly unrelated details occurred the following day. Dr. X sent us a note
of appreciation for our presentation about the Tarahumara to his class and
invited us to do another during a special summer session for outstanding high
school students. Enclosed with his note was one fro m a student who expressed
her enjoyment of our first lecture. We were astonished to find that her last
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name was Godbold. We had seen that name only once before, written in big
letters on a grain elevator in Marfa, Texas, while on our way to Mexico! It
was mind boggling to us that someone by the same rare name had attended a
lecture about the Tarahumara spirits months after we had released them. The
statistical odds against such a “coincidence” were astronomical. I had not met
anyone with the same last name befo re nor have I since.
Another of the Ute‟ spirits inspired Marjie to paint the brightly colorful
image of a Kachina spirit on a board. “They said they are training my eyes
and hands to do other things in the future,” she added.
Marjie related another fascinating dream. “I was with a group of people
who each had a un ique talent. Many of them were very talkative, but I was
quiet. I knew that I was special because I had too many brain cells. I got
tired of all the talk and asked everyone to leave me alone in the room. When
they left I began to paint a picture. I was comp letely uninhib ited, painting
without much thought at all. I was really enjoy ing myself, throwing globs of
paint at the wall with amazing results. It was a very realistic p icture o f
people sitting at a table in a cafe' talking to each other, as well as other
people who were represented by swirls of light and color alone. I was using
a round brush that I would just jab at the wall, but the paint formed words.
The wo rds would be spoken aloud fro m the paint ing whenever somebody
looked at them. I can't remember all the words, but some of them were will,
can, go, don‟t .
“When I finished painting, I invited everybody to look at it. Some of
them were so impressed that they called their friends and told them to come
and see the artistic triumph of the twentieth century. Others pretended to
understand it and said all sorts of outrageous things about what it represented
which weren't true at all. I thought they were full of it.
“You were in the dream too, but not in your usual body. You had some
kind of equipment that you used to separate the tones of sound in a person's
voice and then you would comb ine the sounds of many different voices to
create a verbal collage. You liked my painting but took it for granted that I
could do it. You asked me to co me and celebrate with you. What do you make
of it?”
“I think it‟s a representation of the things you‟ll be doing in the future
that will have great impact on many people. The idea of me forming a collage
fro m the words of many people is very similar to what I do as a collector of
ideas and beliefs which I try to synthesize into an understanding of human
nature.”
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We drove to a West Memphis salvage yard to get a used door to replace
the dented one on the van. The three hundred mile errand gave us plenty of
time for thinking and talking. The five days we were told to wait before
contacting Marjie‟s aggressively possessive spirit had passed and I was
contemplating a way to cautiously approach him. As an experimental test of
my abilities, I mentally pro jected Light into Marjie‟s body in order to protect
her and filled the resisting spirit with it without telling her. I reasoned that if
the spirit‟s motivations were evil, he would not be able to tolerate the intense
Light and might leave spontaneously. After a while I asked Marjie, “Did you
sense the Light I‟ve been sending to you and that spirit?”
“I‟ve been hearing this deep, guttural scream welling up inside of me but
I pushed it aside and tried to ignore it. Whoever it is, he‟s in a lot of pain. I
don't think we should try anything else until we get back.” I read ily agreed to
stop my experiment, satisfied that my efforts had at least been noticed.
It was nearly nine o‟clock at night when we got back with our used side
door. Marjie said , “I've been getting mo re tense and nervous the closer we
got to the house. I feel like I need to take a p ill and get d runk.”
“I don't think that‟s a good thing to do before we have a sessio n. I don't
know what might happen if you‟re under the influence. I wish you would wait
until we‟re finished.” She repeated her desire to take a tranquilizer but I
persuaded her not to. “I think the spirit wants your senses to be dulled to
undermine the intensity of our confrontation and to make it easier for h im to
resist.”
After taking a shower, Marjie trudged upstairs to the bedroom, sighing,
“Okay, let's get it over with.”
I felt slightly an xious in anticipation of the confrontation. I counted her
down but before attempting to speak to the spirit, I asked A lta Sha if he had
any special advice to offer, but he didn‟t. Although I was expecting a battle of
wits, I had no idea that the struggle would last two hours!
“May I speak to the spirit who remains within Marjie?” I asked.
Her face assumed a superior, haughty expression, and a man's sarcastic
voice answered. “What do you want?”
“To learn why you have chosen to inhabit Marjie‟s body.”
“It‟s none of your business. Leave me alone.”
“May I at least know your name?”
“A shadow, because I have shadowed her since she was age five.”
“You can‟t stay inside her, you know. You are interfering with the work
of I AM.”
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“That is of no concern to me. Who is going to make me leave? Certainly
not you. You don‟t have the power or the strength.”
“You must be rather weak yourself to have chosen a defenseless five year
old to inhabit.”
That stung him. Angrily, he said, “You don't know what you‟re talking
about! I intend to inhabit her until I am no longer capable of doing so.”
“Why did you have need of her body to begin with?”
“I was abandoned. I had nowhere else to go.”
“When were you abandoned? How did it happen?”
“You are boring me.”
“I am here on behalf of I AM, telling you that you were not abandoned.”
“You are here for your own ego and for no other reason.”
“Whether I am here for my ego or not, my ego and every other part of me
is dedicated to serving I AM and you know it.”
“There is no I AM, and if there is, I have nothing to do with Him. He has
nothing to offer me.”
“If I AM did not create you, then who did? Did you create yourself? Have
you created any planets lately?”
“It does not matter. I was abandoned.”
“If you had created a living being and had given it the potential for
growth, would you abandon and forget about it?”
“I would if I had lost interest in it. If I AM had any interest in me, I would
not have been abandoned!”
“Who are you to judge the mind of I AM or to say that you know what
His plans are? No one has sufficient intelligence to do that.”
“You bore me with your silly argu ments.”
“I imagine that the life of a shadow must be very boring indeed. Having
to inhabit the body of another must be very limit ing. Why would a spirit
choose to be so limited?”
“It is you who are limited and it is you who are attached to the flesh.”
“At least it is my own flesh, not borrowed fro m so meone else.” In spite of
his bravado, it was clear that he believed no one cared for him and he felt very
alone and hurt.
“Can't you think of so mething more intelligent to say than that?”
“You seem very concerned with intelligence. I know of people who are
quite intelligent, but who have little wisdom. I really don't care whether you
think I‟m intelligent or not. I want to offer you a way out of your predicament.
You believe that you were abandoned.
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“I want to show you that you have not been abandoned. It is you who
abandons I AM, not He who abandons you.”
“I like to make my o wn decisions.”
“What other kind of decisions are there? Only you can make decisions for
yourself. No one makes decisions for me. I choose to do the will o f my Father.
He does not force Himself upon me. He wants me to have free choice. It
seems to me that you decided to build a wall around yourself. It is up to you to
take the wall down. If you do, you will find God waiting on the other side.
There is a Light there which will envelop you in love.”
“I am not interested. There is no such Light for me. I told you I was
abandoned! I have no intention of leaving until I am ready.”
“You have been allowed by I AM to remain with in her. Do you really
believe that you can resist the power of I AM?”
“You will need more assistance than is truly available to you to remove
me.”
“You are resisting an irresistible tide. You can either swim with it to
receive great joy and love, or you can try to swim against it. Many have
broken themselves in the attempt to resist God‟s will.”
Over the next hour or so, he remained obstinate, ext remely evasive, and
refused my suggestions to look for the Light. Every personal question I asked
him was turned back upon me. He was fu lly aware of all that had transpired
between me and Marjie and used that knowledge in an attempt to persuade me
that I could not dislodge him. Nevertheless, I knew that he had witnessed
other possessing spirits being led into the Light, even if he would not admit it.
Finally I had used all the arguments I could thin k of. I was tired and knew that
Marjie must be exhausted. I rested in silence for a few minutes to recoup, and
then started again from a different angle.
“You must have been in great pain to enter the body of a child. Can you
tell me about it?”
“There was pain.”
“Reunion with your Father will allev iate your pain. It is a way to escape
it.”
“Has Marjie had no pain since she found her God?”
“There is no guarantee that you will have no further pain at all, but I AM
has given her the strength to deal with it and not to be destroyed by it.”
“Perhaps I should test this by giving her body pain.”
“I doubt that I AM will allow you to do that. The time is coming when
you must leave. You can choose to leave with the Light, or you can resist it.
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You can continue to live in the shadows or you can turn around and go in a
different direction.”
I avoided commanding him to leave because it might provoke him into
hurting Marjie. I did not want to put my ability to prevent that to the test. If I
failed, it would on ly strengthen his resistance.
To my vast relief, Alta Sha appeared just when I could th ink of nothing
else to do. He held out his hand for me to take and loo ked gently into my
eyes. “I have altered this one's perception so that it will not be aware of our
conversation.”
“Good. He is very resistant and very intelligent. I hope you have some
suggestions. I know that he feels abandoned by I AM, and I can't get h im to
believe that I AM still cares.”
“This one does indeed feel abandoned. He believes that he is the only one
of his kind, and does not realize that are other spirits like himself who were
left behind.”
“Is he one of those spirits we were shown before who were in the
container that I AM tipped over to set them free?”
He smiled, p leased that I remembered. “Yes. He was one of those who
were left behind, but the leaving behind was not the choice of I AM. It was
the choice of the spirits who were afraid to fly, and who were given the
opportunity to grow through their refusal. This one has not grown. He has not
taken the first step to learn how to fly, and therefore feels abandoned,
although he is not.”
“Are there spirits in the Light that he can call upon who are waiting for
him?”
“Not in the sense that you mean. Th is one never had a family.”
“But he was with other spirits in the container. Could he call on them? ”
“This one does not know how to ask for others. It knew only the One
before it was left alone by his choice. It had no need to ask for anything
because everything needed was already supplied. There was no need for
questioning, no need to wonder, no need to struggle, no need to attempt
anything. When it lost this contact, it did not know what to do ”
“What advantage is it to this spirit to inhabit Marjie's body?”
“It is not alone.”
“Then it is despair and loneliness that drives this one to remain. It‟s afraid
to leave.”
“Yes. This one is very intelligent. If you command it to leave, it will only
resist. You were chosen for this work because you are wise enough to

402

Faeries, Angels, Indians and Aliens
recognize this. This one needs to be teased and coaxed. You should prepare a
step for this one which it will find very hard to resist. It should reach out for
other spirits like itself.”
“I will try, but I don't know what would be irresistible to him. He has told
me so little about himself.”
“You have all the tools you need.”
“Am I going to have to argue with him much longer? Marjie is getting
tired. Maybe we should postpone this to another time.”
“It will not take much longer to accomplish the goal. Are you ready to
proceed?”
I was a bit surprised, for I was thinking it would take a number of
sessions to persuade this one. “I suppose so.”
He left. I decided to put off another difficu lt confrontation until later, and
started counting Marjie out of the trance while hold ing her hand. “The spirit is
still here,” Marjie said.
Having no other choice, I continued. “Have you been considering what I
said to you?”
“I am surprised that you have been able to sit so long without saying
anything. Usually you talk too much.”
“I was conversing with an angel.”
“I heard nothing.”
“I know. It 's just one of those little things that happen when one works for
I AM. Why are you still paying attention? I thought you found me too boring.
Why don't you just go back to being a shadow again?”
“I am intrigued by the way you have engaged with me.”
“I know that you were once with I AM along with many others like
yourself. I also know that I AM intended to set all of you free, but th at some
of you did not want to have freedo m, and tried to stay within the container. I
AM did not leave you behind. You chose to stay behind and He let you have
your way. Do you suppose that you are the only one who made that
choice?”
His eyebrows raised in surprise. Indignantly, he said, “When I realized I
had been left, I searched for others but could find none. There weren't any.”
“Why do you believe that because there were none in the vicinity that
there were no others like yourself? Did you continue looking?”
“How can you have knowledge of something that you cannot see?”
“I cannot see South America, but I know that it is there.”
“You see nothing, you understand nothing!”
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“How do you know that you were forgotten just because you were alone?
What proof do you have of this? I am here talking to you. I am proof that you
were not forgotten.” Empathic tears for h im filled my eyes. “I AM did not
abandon you. He knew that in order to grow, you had to be set free. He acted
like a b ird that has to nudge its fledglings out of the nest so they will fly. He
released you, but He did not forget you. The tears you see on my face are tears
of co mpassion for your loneliness. They come fro m the love that I AM has for
you and all of His creations. Others like you also stayed behind by their own
choice; they are wait ing for you to call out to them. They want to help you fly.
All you need to do is to ask them to come and they will appear to you.”
A blissful expression suddenly appeared on his face, and he exclaimed,
“They are coming! I can see the Light again!” A few seconds passed, and in
an infin itely kind voice he said, “Sir, I am deeply indebted to you.”
Overwhelmed with relief and gratitude, I said, “Alleluia! Thank I AM for
this blessing.” I watched Marjie's body jerk as he departed. Out of her
compassion for him, she sobbed so deeply that she choked. My tears flowed
like a river. I could hardly believe that I had been allowed to help one find his
way home who had been with I AM at the dawn of creation!
I helped Marjie to sit up, embraced her and said, “Breathe in rhythm with
me.” When she calmed enough to breathe normally, I counted her up.
“That was so beautiful!” she said.
“I know. I was holding his hand when he saw his companions and found
the Light. I felt his thrill throughout my body. What an experience!”
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Chapter Fifty One

Mystery of the Spanish Peaks
Within 48 hours of being told she was now ready to instruct, Marjie
received a call fro m Patty (a pseudonym), who had approac hed us after a
meet ing of ET contactees in Atlanta. In response to Alta Sha‟s suggestion,
Marjie had written a letter to her, and Patty wanted to discuss her ET
experiences. In her memories of contact, Patty had seen a hooded figure
whose face was hidden, but she had felt no fear of him. Marjie exp lained that
often faces were obscured for the benefit of the person contacted to prevent
them fro m having a negative emotional react ion. Marjie described some of
Perithnea‟s activities and Patty said that she and her husband had heard
invisib le children laughing in their ho me and had seen fast moving “things”
out of the corners of their eyes. Twice, a light on her Christ mas tree had been
moved by an unseen hand fro m one locat ion to another and was then left
undisturbed when Patty left it alone. To allev iate Patty‟s anxiet ies , Marjie
described her beneficial contacts with ETs. She en joyed the conversation
very much and hoped for mo re.

In our next session Marjie said, “Perithnea is taking me to the plane of
books again. She is rummaging through the piles of books, burrowing under
them like a gopher. Now she has the right one. There‟s a picture of a mountain
on its cover. It‟s the west Spanish Peak. I‟m opening it and I see a lush, tree covered mountainside. There are two large gashes in the forest where the
rocks and soil are exposed. Perithnea is telling me to step into the book.
“I‟m standing on the mountainside, only now I‟m a middle -aged Indian
man. I‟m amazed to see a bright silver egg-like th ing flying rap idly toward
me. It‟s jerking around as if out of control. Now it‟s passing over me, headed
for the mountainside.”
I asked, “Why did you come to the mountain?”
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“We came to worship. We are trying to make it rain. In some p laces it has
been very dry, but there are places on the mountain where it stays very wet.
“I‟m walking down the mountain with my companions. Soon we will
each go our separate ways to our own people. We hear strange voices coming
fro m the sky. They speak to each of us in our own language. The voices come
fro m all d irections at once. We are very afraid of the spirits who are doing
this. We hurry to get off the mountain.
“We meet a few white people on the mountainside. We are enraged by
their intrusion into our sacred place and kill them.”
Marjie said, “He‟s gone.”
“Can you identify the wh ite people who were killed?”
“Their names were Bill and Jennifer. Jennifer was very frightened and
called for Uncle Bill. I'm not getting a last name. After killing the whites, the
Indians separated and continued to their homes. That's all.”
Many questions remained in my mind. Why was this scene chosen for
Marjie to witness? The gouges were undoubtedly left by Donna’s craft when it
crashed, and now we know that there were Indian witnesses to UFO activity,
but why is that important? Seeking answers, we held another session the
following day.
Entranced, Marjie said, “I‟m walking down a spiral staircase. I have co me
to a point where I can't go any farther without your help.”
I took her hand. “Okay, now we can go on.”
Marjie said, “We have come to the place of books. I see a book about the
Spanish Peaks. I‟m stepping into it, but things aren't clear. Count me further
down.” I did. “I'm deep now, but my mind is very clear and I feel comp letely
alert.”
“Perhaps this is the breakthrough you have been looking for, and
everything will be clearer and more detailed. Tell me more about Bill and
Jennifer.”
“The word Oklahoma is co ming to mind strongly.”
“Did Bill and Jennifer come fro m Oklaho ma?”
“I'm not sure. I can't seem to pick up anything more precise about them.”
“Maybe it will help if you go back to the mountain.”
“I‟m there.”
“What are you receiving?”
“I‟m looking up into the sky. I see a bright object flashing by over my
head.”
“Can you see the spot where it went down?”
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“Not clearly. The trees are b locking my view.”
Since nothing much was co ming through, I suggested that she would
sleep and that her subconscious would give h er dreams that would help her
understand the material in the book and to clearly remember what she h ad
been shown. “I will give your subconscious a means of communication. It can
raise the right index finger for yes, and the corresponding left finger for no.
Will this be satisfactory?” The right finger rose. “Thank you. Perhaps you can
give her an info rmative dream.”
I went into the other room to gather some papers I wanted to read while
Marjie was sleeping.
A few seconds later I went back into the room with my papers and saw
that her left finger was raised, signaling no. I set the papers aside and asked ,
“Subconscious, do you want me to ask you questions?” It responded yes.
“Would you prefer to speak to me in words?” The left finger signaled no,
which made things difficu lt, since I could not ask the most important
questions of all: Why did the ship's crew speak to them? What was the
message? What was the history of the relationship between the
extraterrestrials and the Indians?
I did the best I could with nothing but yes and no to work with. “Will you
allo w Marjie to clearly see the place where the ship struck the mountain? Two
fingers rose. Either her subconscious didn't know, or my question was worded
improperly. I decided to change my line of questioning.
“Had other Ind ians seen ships near this mountain befo re these d id? ” A
right finger fo r yes. “Did the words wh ich the Indians heard co me fro m the
ship?” Right finger. “Did they kno w where the words were co ming fro m?”
Left finger. “Did any of them share these wo rds with their o wn peop le?”
Right finger. “Do their descendants rememb er th is story?” Left finger. “Do
you know the name o f the Indian who saw the UFO?” Left finger. “Did any
of the Indians who heard the words ever spend time in the meado w where
Marjie made contact with the Tarahu mara spirits?” Left finger. “Is there any
written record o f Bill and Jennifer‟s death that we can find and read?” Left
finger.
Fro m further questioning, I learned that at least some of the Indians in the
group had been to the sun temple on the east Spanish Peak. The one who saw
the flying object went back to his people, to ld them about it, and returned to
the mountain at a later t ime. The Indians went in different directions when
they left because they were fro m different tribes, but at least one of them was
a Ute'. After leaving the mountain, some of them went to the west and some
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of them went to the south; although angry whites pursued some of them, they
all made it safely ho me.
Although interesting, the session didn't add much to our knowledge. I
thought that there was more to be learned from the book and that Uncle Nuke
might know something about those events. The history of the sun temple also
might be in the book. We planned to have another session about it the
following evening.
I was home fro m work the next day when Marjie said, “I‟ve been feeling
all day long that the Ute‟ spirits want to talk to me, but I haven‟t been able to
pick up the message. Can we have a session about this?”
“Sure.”
Entranced, she said, “I feel like I‟m both myself and something else. The
something else is a bird. I am flying, looking at the wall of a cliff where I can
see houses. They are like the ones at Mesa Verde‟, but in a d ifferent place. I
have been here before. I see people. One is a wo man with children nearby.
The young ones have no clothing on, but an older one is wearing a loincloth.
The woman carries a pottery jar with water in it. My master is here. The
people like to see me gliding on the wind in front of their dwellings. I have
been given food here. I want to go closer to see more details, but a barrier is
stopping me. I can only s ee them fro m a distance.”
“Describe your appearance.”
“I am mostly black, but there are some brown feathers and a lighter color
edges the feathers on my breast.”
“Are you a vulture?”
“No. I have talons and kill my food.”
“Can you find your master?”
“Yes.” She looked quite pleased. “I am going to him. It gives him
pleasure to see me.”
“Describe him.”
“He is very old. His hair is gray and he wears a headband. His
cheekbones are very prominent and his cheeks are sunken in. There are deep
clefts beside his nose and mouth, which have the form of a pyramid fro m the
base of his mouth to the bridge of his nose. His eyes are closed and cannot
see. When he opens his eyelids, his eyes are a milky color which matches the
color of h is hair. They look odd, but not repulsive.
“My perch is nearby. I make marks on it with my talons, but when I land
on the arm of the old one I do not make marks.”
“What name does the old one call you?”
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“Utay‟oee.” She gave strong emphasis to the tay sound.
“Can your master see through your eyes?”
“I do not know.”
“Can you read the thoughts of the old one?”
“Yes.”
“Are there any thoughts that the old one wishes to share with us?”
A look of confusion appeared on Marjie‟s face. “It is too difficult.”
“Perhaps he would be willing to speak directly to me through the
wo man.”
Marjie said, “Until now I have been seeing through the eyes of the bird,
but now I can feel the old one. I have been aware of myself at the same time
that I was the bird, and I feel the same about the old one. He wants to say
something.”
He spoke. “Many people have come to this place seeking great wealth.
They have looked on the heights and on the lowlands. They have looked all
around, but only I know the resting place of this wealth. Many came and
turned away.”
“I see a very big U, like on a traffic sign,” Marjie said.
“When you and the woman co me here, you will find the stone you seek
under a cluster of stones. In your travels you will move in circles, but will not
be retracing your steps exactly. You will move slightly t o the side of the
circle.”
“I see the image of a spiral,” Marjie said.
“Is the stone you speak of your resting place, which the youth saw in his
vision?” I asked.
“No. Have you ever ridden the wind?”
“Somet imes I do.”
“I speak to the wind. The girl spirit through whom I speak will
understand the meaning of this. In how many days and ten hours from the
time the girl‟s spirit first contacted me, there will be understanding of the way
to find the treasure. Look for the sun.”
“My main interest is not in finding buried treasure but in spiritual growth
and in knowing what I can do to help you accomplish your purposes.”
“He released the hawk into the air just as he said that last sentence,”
Marjie answered. “I am fly ing above the plain again near the mesa, enjoying
the view. I‟m getting tired. I need to stop.” I started the count up to ten but
when I reached five, she said, “Oh, wow!”
“What‟s happening?”
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“Keep counting.” I finished and she said, “I was enjoying being the hawk.
I could actually feel my insides changing into the hawk‟s body, and I decided
I liked it too much. That‟s why I told you to keep counting.
“I found out that there never was a river flowing through the valley of the
cliff dwellings at Mesa Verde‟. They had to travel to get their water fro m a
river wh ich is on the plain below the mesa. The stone can be found on the flat
area near the river and away fro m the mesa. I got the impression that the old
one was giving us clues that weren‟t entirely clear and would give us more in
the future.”
I assumed that he meant the stone upon which an old shaman was placed
after his death, according to the vision of the youth who had given us the
names of the Ute‟s. The youth had seen carving on the stone, and had also
said it was out on the plain. I began to think that there might be an actual
treasure under the stone. The Indian‟s comment about the number of days and
ten hours from first contact was confusing, since the time of first contact was
not entirely clear. Marjie had experienced being a trained eagle in two
previous sessions. In the first, she had seen the eyes of Alta Sha when looking
at her master. The second was considerably later. Then there was the day the
Ute‟s entered her. Which was the date to count from?
“I think that there is a treasure of knowledge and spiritual growth to be
gained fro m the search,” Marjie said.
“Solving the mystery would be worth its weight in go ld. Contact with
these spirits is priceless, anyway.”
“I feel like I need to paint a picture,” Marjie said. She gathered her
brushes and paints and created flowery designs on paper and then said, “This
isn‟t satisfying. I need something else to paint on. I know; I need to paint on
glass. I have the feeling that I can make some beautifu l works if I use glass.”
Her first effort on an old pane of glass was a desert scene with plants like
those of the four corners area. She wasn‟t happy with the colors, which were
not bright enough to suit her. It was too late to continue, so we went to bed.

Marjie had a pounding headache the following day and we had a session
to deal with it. I began with a prayer for assistance and placed my hands over
her left eye to project healing Light into the area. I felt a good deal of heat and
counted her down to enhance the effect. Before I had given any suggestions
for healing she said, “I‟m seeing big flashes of brilliant Light coming right at
me.” Her body shuddered with each flash. “They‟re almost solid.”
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“Is a spirit trying to enter you?”
“No. These Lights are fro m God. They are an imated but they are not to b e
feared. One has stopped right before my face. Alta Sha is standing behind me.
He is pushing me toward it. He wants me to go into it. It has thoughts in it
which are fro m I AM. I have entered. I am accepted just as I am. God wants
me to be this way and is pleased with me. I am enveloped by the Light. It is
going into all the openings of my head. I can feel it in my nose, my mouth, my
ears and my sinuses. My sinuses are draining.”
A few mo ments passed. She said, “We have work to do. You are to use
me to answer any questions you have about anything.”
“I want to know more about the Indian spirit we spoke to last night.”
“Put me down deeper. Push on my shoulder.”
I put one hand on her shoulder and another on her forehead, counted her
further down and said, “Picture yourself at the Mesa. You are breathing the
clean air of the mountains and it is helping your sinuses to drain.”
“I am aloft.”
“What can you see?”
“I am flying above the mesa. Belo w are rocks and scrub, covered with
dust. I see food.”
“Are you hungry?”
“No, but I cannot pass this up.”
“Then do what you do best.” She made movements indicating that she
had caught her prey. “Did you catch your food?”
“Yes. It was strange; I would not have killed the prey this way if I did not
know my master.”
“How would you have killed it?”
“I would have destroyed the head. I know that the master wants the head
for himself, but the meat is mine to eat.”
“What kind of prey is it?”
“It is a snake that makes a buzzing noise.”
“Are you going to eat the meat now?”
“I will eat it by the master. I am going to him now.”
In her own voice Marjie said, “The wings are very long and strong.”
The eagle spoke again. “I am with my master. He is sitting, facing away
fro m the cave opening toward the dwelling at the back. I sever the h ead of the
snake fro m its body and fling it toward h im. He thanks me and I eat.”
“Did he call your name?”
“Not this time.”
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“How d id he thank you?”
“With words.”
“Is it possible for me to speak to him d irect ly?”
“Yes.”
“Greetings, seeker of wisdom,” the old one said.
“Greetings to you, wise one.” I waited respectfully for him to say more.
After a period of silence, I asked, “What is the meaning of the eagle‟s name?”
“Do you mean the significance of the call, or the meaning of the words? ”
“The exact meaning of the wo rds.”
“Feathers That Sparkle.”
“How d id you lose your vision?”
“I looked at the sun because I thought that the sun was God. It made me
blind. Others said after I lost my vision that my eyes had faded.”
“But your visions were clear.”
“Yes, my visions are clear.”
“Are you one of the cliff dwelling people that are called the Anasazi?”
“I am an old Ute‟, but they do not say it right. We say UTEE! The tee
part is always said as a shout, with great pride.”
“Why don‟t the modern Utes say it like that?”
“They have become lazy. They have turned what was a matter of pride
into shame. When we said our name the proper way, people would turn and
stare. This eventually became embarrassing and they allowed it to be
shortened to Ute.”
“Why can‟t the modern Utes remember their history?”
“Over the years the ones familiar with the old ways died and little by little
knowledge of the past was lost.”
The telephone rang downstairs, but I ignored it out of respect for the
oldest Ute‟. When it stopped I heard footsteps on the stairs. I asked to be
excused and went to the landing to find out what Ben wanted, but there was
no one on the stairs and he did not answer when I asked what the call was
about. I returned to the old one. “I apologize for the interruption,” I said.
“Why was there an interruption? In my time no one would walk away
fro m an old one like me unless someone was dying or it was war. Any other
reason was unacceptable. If young ones had respect , they would never
interrupt their elders.”
“I allowed the interruption because I thought my father might be ill or
dying, and wanted to know what my son had heard. My father has been
talking as if he expects to die soon.”
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“I understand that things are different now than they were then. I have
spoken to many others that sought wisdom and I en joy doing so.”
“Do you know where any of these others might be found?”
“I have no knowledge of maps.”
“Have you spoken to any modern Ute‟s?”
“Yes.”
“Would any of them be found near Mesa Verde‟?”
Marjie rep lied, “He says that traveling through the air is somewhat
difficult but enjoyable, although it is sometimes hard to make things clear.”
“Exp lain to him that I would like to know if there is a modern Ute‟ on the
reservation who could act as a guide because he is familiar with the spirit of
the old one.”
After a pause, the old one said, “When I prepared to go hunting in the
past, I would always send scouts out to locate and count and bring back
reports of the game. Can you not do this before your next hunt?”
“Perhaps. Will you share your name with us so that others might
recognize it?”
“I‟m not getting a clear response,” Marjie said. I‟m getting an image of
the tan colors of the cliffs where the dwellings were. The name has something
to do with the word tan. It‟s not coming to me in words or sounds but in
images.‟
“Will he say his name out loud for you to hear?”
“He says I‟ve already been given the name and he waved me off to leave
as the bird.” She made brief flying movements and said, “Bring me back.”
When I reached the count of nine she held up her hand for me to stop. After a
mo ment she said, “I lost it.” At ten she was alert. “I saw the face of the eagle
fro m the side, right in front of me. It was real and it is definitely a golden
eagle. I saw the twin kle in its eye, the serrations of the feathers, and the details
of its beak. It was awesome.” There were tears in her eyes. “It was real, so
real!”
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There was no moonlight, which made it very dark when we took our
evening walk. Thousands of lightning bugs had gathered in the field next to
the road, creating a dazzling display. Perithnea said, “The places I visit look a
lot like that. Do you remember God having thoughts like little lights that
mother saw?”
“Yes, I remember she was allowed to pick one of them up and held it, but
she didn‟t keep it because she knew it belonged to someone else.”
“She didn‟t know that the thoughts of God can be shared by man y at the
same time.”
“If each thought is a light, does it have to divide to be shared?”
“No, because it radiates in all directions at the same time. People don‟t
understand the mind of God although he gives them examp les of how he
works, such as through the lights of the bugs.”
“Have you been back to visit the Tarahumara? Did they learn the secret
dance of the warriors yet?”
“You have to give them time. You always want everything to happen
right now, not yesterday or tomorrow, but right now.” As if to illustrate, she
started running.
“I know it takes time.
“I‟m supposed to write a letter about the dance you showed us, but I‟m
not sure I remember just how it‟s done. Will you show me again?”
She skipped twice, then spun in a circle, skipped twice again and then
spun in the opposite direction, making a figure 8 on the ground. “That‟s how I
remembered it. Have you been playing in any special places lately? ”
“I‟ve been playing in your shoes.”
“Why in my shoes? Isn‟t it smelly in there?”
“No. I had to play in there so I could get my stamps licked.”
“By the shoe‟s tongue?” I laughed. “Who are you sending letters to?”
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“Other faeries.”
“What has Adam been doing?”
“He‟s been growing and learning how to walk like you do by walking in
your shadow. He‟s been walking behind me too, but sometimes he bu mps into
me so I told him to walk in your shadow instead.”
I looked at my shadow and there was a little glo w inside of it. “I‟m
flattered that he wants to walk like me,” I said, then changed the subject.
“I‟ve been looking at those bright planets up there and wondering if they
are really light ships in disguise. Do you know if they are?”
“No. I know a lot about stars but I‟m only interested in the ones that have
spirits in them.”
“Don‟t they all have spirits?”
“Not all of them.”
“Have you been to where the old Ute‟ is?”
“Yes. He seems very wise to me.” She suddenly changed the subject.
“Mother isn‟t really getting fat , she‟s just getting old.” She referred to a
negative co mment Marjie had made about herself.
“She isn‟t very o ld in years, but I think she‟s been aged by the use that
has been made of her body.”
“Whose use?”
“The ones who made so many babies fro m her.”
“She has always felt old and tired even fro m the time she was a baby. It
was like everything had been drained out of her before she was born.”
“But this is the life she chose for herself. Maybe she will actually start to
feel younger as she grows older.”
“I‟m glad that her life has turned a corner.”
“I have always felt older than my years, but not in my body.”
“You are older than your years and you carry a lot of wisdom with you.”
“Thank you.”
“Why did you thank me?”
“It was a co mpliment.”
“I was only telling you what you carry.”
“Well, it ain‟t heavy and I don‟t mind.”
“You carry it very well.”
“I‟m interested to find out what new wisdom the old one will share with
us. Do you know anything about the boy who had the vision?”
“He sees inside himself just like the old one. He will eventually co me
back to the group home. You will meet many others who can see within.”
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I suddenly felt sad, missing the kindred spirits we had released. Perithnea
sensed my mood and began skipping in circles, first turning to the right and
then to the left, stopping after several turnabouts. This distracted me fro m my
sadness and I imitated her until I caught up. “Did I do the dance right?”
“Yes.”
“Was this the same dance, or just play?”
“Both. The dance is supposed to be fun. I know a secret.”
“What‟s that?”
“You‟re going to be talking to someone who has already died from h is
body, but is going to tell you things that can be checked which nobody else
knows.”
“That would be a fine thing indeed. People like things that can be
checked. It helps them to open their eyes. The world needs enough proof to
start questioning.”
“Yes. It needs credibility. I have something for you.”
“What?”
“A faery kiss. Goodbye.”
Co ming out of the trance, Marjie mysteriously said, “Someone‟s opening
a door.”
“What kind of a door?”
“I don‟t know. The words just came to my mind.”
In our next session, Marjie said, “I‟m under water looking up at Alta Sha,
who‟s standing above me. I don‟t understand this. Why is there water between
us? He says that when one is focused on one‟s own growth it can make
communicat ion with others difficu lt. I don‟t get it.”
“Try to go with the flow of the water. You‟re being given this experience
for a reason. It‟s not meaningless.”
“The water is keeping me from getting anywhere. I‟m getting a lot of
confusing images. None of this makes sense. It‟s too frustrating.” I counted
her up. “I‟m sorry the session was so confusing. I don‟t understand why I
couldn‟t get anywhere.”
“It‟s okay. Let‟s just relax for a while and if you want we can try again
later.”
After doing some yard work we had a more successful session. For the
first few minutes Marjie was very quiet. Then the distinctive head movements
of Uncle Nu ke appeared. He spoke in a whisper. “Good evening, Doctor
Doctor.”
“Good evening. Are you having trouble? Your voice is a wh isper.”
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“She needs warming up.” Another few mo ments of silence ensued before
he continued in a clear voice. “That‟s better. I attempted to contact you earlier
within an hour of your time but was unsuccessful.”
“Was that the reason she had so much confusion?”
“Yes. I have wanted to ask you some questions since our last session.”
“Go right ahead.”
“I do not understand why you are prepared to do things and to go to
locations that you do not know very much about and do not even know why
you are going. Can you explain this to me?”
“Like when we went to Mexico to find the Tarahumara?”
“That is an excellent examp le.”
“I knew that I AM wanted me to go, so I went.”
“How d id you know this?”
“I received instructions from Alta Sha, and if Alta Sha tells me I need to
do a certain thing, I do it.”
“Why would you do whatever this Alta Sha says to do?”
“Alta Sha is a messenger of I AM. What he suggests comes directly fro m
the Creator.”
“So Alta Sha is only a transmitter of knowledge and messages?”
“No. He is an angel. He worships I AM and does His will. He has no
other desire than to serve I AM.”
“That is truly amazing. I was visited by Alta Sha in my quarters.”
“He told me he was going to visit you.”
“No one is able to visit me without going through multip le security
checks. He did not have the necessary clearances. He just appeared. It was
very disturbing.”
“I told you he works for I AM. There is no security that I AM cannot
penetrate. You need not be alarmed, however. Alta Sha would not harm you.
He only speaks truth. It was the will of I AM that he come to you.”
“A message appeared on my system screen telling me that I should
make contact with you. Th is should not have happened. It was a very
serious breach of security. My system could neither accou nt for the source
of the message nor was it ab le to prevent it fro m appearing. It caused me a
great deal of concern.”
“Another proof that I AM has brought us together. Nothing is impossible
to I AM. I AM is the source of all knowledge. I do not have to worry about
knowing everything in advance when He is directing me, for He knows what
He is doing and why He is doing it. His plans are much better and more
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elaborate than any I could think of. Alta Sha has access to all knowledge
needed to carry out I AM‟s work.”
“You are an amazing person. Our conversations are a marvel to me. You
say things that are very provocative.”
“I find you pretty amazing, too. If I say something that provokes you to
seek knowledge of I AM, that is wonderfu l.”
“I also have access to knowledge through my system. Did I AM provide a
manual for people to follow in order to serve Him?”
“We have what we call the Bible, which many believe exp resses His
wishes. There is much disagreement however, as to how it should be
interpreted and whether it is accurate.”
“May I see this Bible?” I went to get one. “I would like to read it. Will
you place it in her hands?” He held it, running his hands over the cover and
said, “You should see my console. All of its lights are shining and it says that
this book is very powerful indeed, but it is filled with contradictions. Why
would your Creator leave behind a manual wh ich is confusing instead of
enlightening?”
“The Bible was created by human beings many centuries ago fro m
collections of scriptures written long before. The people who created it
selected the scriptures which they liked best. So me people believe that every
word in it is literally true and came d irectly fro m the mouth of God.”
“That is ludicrous.”
“There were many other books that were excluded and, in my opinion,
some of them offer more en lightenment than the ones which were included.
However, the primary message of the Bible is that we should love one another
and should worship and serve God in faith. The two most important
command ments are to love God and to love others as you love yourself.”
“Perhaps God will decide in the future to create a more current manual
that you can follow to do His will.”
“I am not interested in living my life by a manual.”
“You are not? I am surprised that you would say that.”
“I prefer that life have some mystery and am willing to watch I AM‟s
plan unfold before me without knowing everything in advance and to be
amazed at the results. God works many marvels in my life to show me that He
is in control, has plans for me, and is revealing them to me.”
“Why do you use the term I AM when you speak of God when there are
so many more beautiful terms in the Bible and your language to describe
Him?”
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“When I say the words I AM, such as I am here, it reminds me of h is
presence within me. Alta Sha always refers to the Creator as I AM, and I
follow his examp le. There is a verse in the Bible in which, when Moses asked
for his name, God is quoted to have said, I AM That I AM.”
“I look forward to a time when you and I can watch God‟s marvelous
plan unfolding together.”
“That would be wonderful.”
“Playtime is over,” Nuke said.
“I enjoyed playing with you.”
“I had a good time also.”
“Until we meet again.”
“Of course. Unt il we meet again.”
Marjie rejoined me. “Are you finished?” I asked.
“I want to do some more exp loring.”
“Good. Proceed.”
“I‟m back in the water again.”
“Go with the flow and let yourself experience what is being shown to
you.”
“I was resisting before, trying to control what was happening, and I
interfered with what God wanted me to experience. I knew that I was lying on
my back on the bed, but if I thought about it, I realized that I could experience
lying on my stomach in the water as well.”
“What would it have meant if you had allowed yourself to be on your
stomach?”
“It would mean that I was doing what God wanted me to experience, not
what I told myself I ought to experience. I have to learn to stop trying to
control what comes through. I only prevent myself fro m having a better
experience than the one I think I should be having. God thinks I‟m worth the
time and effort it takes before I finally understand what I have to do. Alta Sha
is stroking my face and co mfort ing me.” She smiled. I counted her up.
“You are learning the hard way, like I have been doing, that I AM has a
better plan for us than we could ever imagine and it‟s best to let Him lead us
on the path He has prepared. It‟s hard to believe we can give up control.”

Marjie suggested a walk under the star-filled sky. We had been strolling
for a few minutes when she said, “I see a star over there that looks like two
stars, one on top of the other. None of the other stars look like that.”
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“It‟s sparkling more than any of the others, too. Maybe it‟s a craft of
some sort,” I said.
“I think I‟m being trained to work with beings from other dimensions so
that I can speak to them about our Father and perhaps enlighten them
somewhat.”
I felt her hand on my back and Alta Sha said, “There is no other purpose
for serving I AM.”
“Greetings, Alta Sha. I hope you didn‟t mind me telling Uncle Nu ke
about you.”
“Of course not.”
“What did he think you were when you appeared to him?”
“To him I am a co mmander.”
“A commander above him o r belo w him?”
“Above him. He is in for a big surprise when he explo res to find out more
about Alta Sha.”
“I am always pleased with the surprises and the wondrous experiences
which I AM gives me that I could never imagine having.”
“You are His son.”
“Uncle Nuke seems to have so little awareness of the Creator, so little
enlightenment.”
“You were brought together because of this. You will cause him to
question. You are wrong if you think you do not also need to be enlightened
through this experience.”
“I have received a lot by learning that he exists, that he is constructing a
New Planet, and that you are working with him.”
“Alta Sha is not involved with the construction , but with Nucleus 8
because he is involved with it, and that is another reason why you were
brought together.”
He handed me a weed with seeds still attached to its head. “Continue
planting seeds,” he said .
He gestured toward the small Dachshund that was walking with us and
said, “Francis has grown .”
Francis was several years old, so I knew he was referring to her
psychological growth. “Yes, she is friskier and happier than she used to be.”
“Alleluia.”
“Alleluia.”
Marjie said, “What just happened? The last thing I remember we were at
the top of the hill.” I repeated the conversation with Alta Sha.
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We had arrived at the house when she said, “Something just crawled over
my foot. It felt like someone running a hose over it.” We looked to see what it
was, but nothing was visible.
“Maybe it was a spirit snake,” I said. She d idn‟t care much for that idea.

In our next session Marjie entered a trance spontaneously. “I see
Perithnea. She‟s swinging like she did the first time I saw her. Now she‟s
showing me the way I was when I went into the hospital for depression and
she had to take over. God, I was in pitiful shape! She was so brave to protect
me.” The sad memo ry made her weep.
Perithnea emerged, saying, “I have watched you carefully fro m the very
first time mother entered the hospital. I spoke to the staff at the hospital and to
her counselor and I wasn‟t impressed with him at all. He wouldn‟t color with
me and didn‟t believe I was real. I remember you taking me to the zoo and
seeing the snake.”
“Why were you afraid of snakes?”
“They used to crawl into my bed and it scared me. Now I know they were
just bullies and I am a lot bigger and stronger and they don‟t scare me
anymore.”
“What did you think of that big snake we saw a few days ago?”
“He is very wise.”
“It wasn‟t too wise to expose himself like that.”
“He is wise because he has lived a long time and got so big. He knew
what he was doing. He had no fear because of your Light.”
“I didn‟t know animals were aware of the Light.”
“Oh yes, they are especially aware of it. After you go to work in the
morn ing mother goes outside and raises her hand to a black bird that flies near
her.”
“Will she be mad at you for telling me her secret?”
“No. She knows I talk a lot. Do you remember telling her when you first
started working with her that you wouldn‟t be able to work with her for too
long?”
“Yes.”
“Why did you say that?‟
“I was afraid she might become too attached to me. I guess I was giving
myself a way out.”
“Well, you did become two attached.”

421

An Introduction to I AM
“I don‟t think we‟re too attached. I think we‟re attached just right.”
“Yeah, that‟s just what I mean. Two, attached.”
I laughed. “I like the way you play with words. I always liked word
games.”
“They‟re fun. Do you know how to spell fun?”
“P h u n.”
“That‟s right.”
“I wonder why people ever thought that a p and an h together made an f
sound.”
“It would be hard for people to say puhone, so they just said fone. Those
letters are like the ones that come after your name. Ph.D.”
“They could stand for fun doctor.”
“Yes, with an f. Do you know why this is a day for so much
remembering?”
“Not really. It‟s just been that kind of a day for me.”
“Maybe you‟ll th ink of it later. I have to go now. Bye.”
We hugged and I said “Goodbye, Daughter Bright.”
Marjie said, “Count me up.” I d id. “I feel exhausted.”
“Why don‟t you let me count you back down so you can rest?”
“Okay.” I led her through a very relaxing image of being in her little boat
on a pond and traveling through the tunnel into the Light.
“I‟m in the Light. Now I‟m stepping onto solid ground. Perithnea says it‟s
my foundation. Now I‟m in the hallway of doors again. I‟m co wering, afraid
to open any of the beautiful doors, like I was when I first went into the
hospital. I don‟t know why I‟m seeing this. So mething strange is happening.
I‟m seeing little circles forming in front of me. In each one of them, little by
litt le, a bit of color is being added. They are forming a mosaic, like beads, on
the face of Watches Fire in The Sky. I can see him very clearly. Now he is
gone. Count me up.”
It was evening when Perithnea joined me again, this time in tears. Her
distress troubled me. “Why are you crying? Faeries aren‟t supposed to cry.”
“I‟m crying because I almost left and if I hadn‟t stayed I wouldn‟t be able
to have my first birthday.” I realized then that a year had passed since the day
she revealed herself to Marjie. That was why it was a day for remembering!
“I‟m very happy that you stayed. I didn‟t have any idea that it was your
first birthday. I‟m so sorry I forgot. I hope you will have many mo re with
us.”
“Me too.”

422

Faeries, Angels, Indians and Aliens
I sang Happy Birthday to her and said, “I don‟t know what kind of
present to give a faery.”
“Give me a faery kiss.” I kissed her lightly on the lips. “Did you notice
that the bigger I get the more I talk like a little girl?”
“It does seem like you‟re a lot mo re carefree.”
“Mother acts like a little g irl somet imes, too. It‟s good for her. She should
never lose that part of herself. Goodbye.”
Marjie said, “She‟s skipping off like she used to, toward her swing.”
“It‟s her birthday. I forgot.”
Marjie teared up. “I forgot too. She says it‟s alright.”
“We need to write down the dates of her birthday and Adam‟s too, so we
don‟t forget again.”
I called Marjie at lunchtime the next day fro m the office. “I had an
accident today while I was painting outside,” she said.
“What kind of accident? Are you okay?”
“Yes, thanks to Alta Sha. I was on the stepladder. The ground was not
level and I was standing at the next to the top step when the ladder started
tipping over. I had nothing to grab hold of to stop it; I was turned sideways
and I knew that I would fall on top of it when it hit the ground and that I could
be seriously hurt. The thought raced through my mind, I don’t want to fall this
way, Alta Sha! The ladder stopped falling just long enough for me to turn and
drop to the ground feet first. I didn‟t even get jarred when I landed. It was as if
my weight had been lightened so I wouldn‟t be hurt, even though I fell about
five feet. I know A lta Sha stopped that ladder so I could straighten out.”
“I believe you. He stopped our car fro m hitting a curb that time on the
ice. A ladder wou ld be nothing compared to that. Thank you, Alta Sha!”
That evening Marjie was grieving deeply because her sons were not
liv ing with her. “I have a physical pain in my chest. I feel like my children
have been stolen from me.”
“Let‟s have a session about this.”
“Okay.”
I prayed that I AM would grant an experience that would help her deal
with the pain. A fter the countdown Marjie was silent, so I said, “Try to release
all the feelings of hurt, grief, separation and anger.” She turned onto her side
and I rubbed her back, saying, “Breathe out all those feelings. Imagine that
you are breathing them into a large cloth.”
She sobbed wretchedly for about ten minutes. “The cloth looked white
when I started, but now it looks black,” she said.

423

An Introduction to I AM
“Tie the ends of the cloth together and make it into a bundle.”
“It‟s much too large for me to be able to reach across it.”
“Ask for help with your burden.”
“I‟m not supposed to dispose of it.”
“I was going to suggest that we take it to the Father and let Him deal with
it.”
“It‟s not necessary. He is already dealing with it. I feel raw inside where
the bad feelings were.”
“Breathe in colored Light fro m the river of living water that flows from
the Throne.”
“I‟m breathing in the mist fro m the fountains. Alta Sha is here. He‟s
playing, splashing me with the water. I wish you could see him this way. You
wouldn‟t know h im. I‟m feeling much better.
“I see Hosts all around. They are clean ing up the mess made by the bad
feelings. I hear the voice of I AM calling me.”
To I AM she said, “I want to be used by You. You matter more than
anything to me.” Ecstasy shone on her face. “I‟m fin ished. I AM told me to
rest. I‟m really t ired after all that, but I feel peaceful.”
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The following night, Marjie said, “Mother has been buzzing me. I want to
find out why.” I counted down and she quickly entered the trance. “I‟m
walking down a hallway with Mother. The wall is curved. Mother says it‟s the
outer wall of the craft. She‟s also saying that she spoke to you once.”
“I don‟t remember that.”
“Neither do I. She only said one wo rd, Lower.”
“Now I remember. I was trying to get a spirit to leave you and had my
hand on your stomach. I thought it was you who said lower.”
“She would like to speak directly to you again.”
“I would like that.”
Marjie continued, “The wall has a line in the middle. Above it there are
lights rotating from right to left and below it other lights rotating from left to
right. Each t ime the bright pulse of light goes by, it‟s a sligh tly different shade
of color, and it changes through all the colors of the rainbow.
“Mother is taking me to the central power source. She‟s going through
the lights in the wall and the wall itself. Gu ide me so that I can follo w her.”
“Look for an opening.”
“I don‟t see one.”
“If Mother can go through the wall, you can too. You have traveled out of
your body through walls in the past. Just will yourself through the wall.”
She s miled. “It felt good to go through the wall. In front of me is
another wall that looks like it‟s made of mesh. On the other side of the
mesh is a huge colu mn of very bright, wh ite Light. The edges of the light
are sharp ly defined . It „s so rich and pure it loo ks solid , but I kno w it‟s not.
It‟s very beautifu l. It pulses slower than my heartbeat. It goes up so far that
I can‟t see the top, and down below the floor too far to see where it stops. I
know it goes a long distance. There are other p laces like th is one where the
Light ‟s energy is being tapped. I don‟t kno w ho w I kno w, but I do .

A Powerfu l Light
“The room goes all the way around the Light. There are little machines
going around it on the floor, but I can‟t see them clearly. They are making a
really deep sound that is like the lowest sound there is. They direct the sound
at the Light, wh ich is absorbing it. I don‟t know why they‟re doing that. There
are some things following the machines around that are shaped like the fins
you‟ve seen on pictures of dinosaurs, the kind that had a row of big fins on
their backs. There are four or five of those in a line on top of a platform. They
are clear and sparkly. They clean up the traces that are left behind by the
mach ines that make the noise.”
“Do you see Mother?”
“I know she‟s in the vicin ity but I can‟t see her. She‟s not saying
anything. I want to explore.”
“Why don‟t you do that?”
“I see 4717. He says Uncle Nuke.” She smiled. “He wants to know if you
have questions about what I have seen.”
“Greetings, Uncle. Mother showed her your power source. Can you tell
me anything about it?”
“He will answer if he may. What would you like to know?”
“Where does it come fro m? Ho w did you discover it?”
“He says that the Light was discovered through the attempt to move
objects with the mind alone.”
“How do you produce the Light? How do you use it to move things?”
“It is produced through the cooperation and desire of all the entities
involved. They give themselves fully to the creation of this Light. It is actually
a product of intelligence. There are individuals who can tap into this Light and
direct it to where it is needed.”
“Are there entities who decide not to cooperate and rebel against the
group‟s will?”
“That is not possible with this Light. All who participate give themselves
fully and do not hold anything back.”
Marjie said, “We‟re communicating mentally with one another. I‟m
asking him to prove that he is real. He wants to know if I‟m sure I want to see
what is real. I to ld him to make me lev itate so I would know he is real. He‟s
amused, but he thinks my request is somewhat pathetic, and is saying
something like You poor humans. I‟m going to try to levitate on my own.
“Iktupchik is on me. He‟s explo ring my face, my arms and my torso. He
tickles.” She rubbed various places on her body. “I don‟t know why he‟s
doing it, but it isn‟t unpleasant.” This continued for about two minutes.
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“Uncle Nuke is asking if I want to see where he works. Now we‟re in his
workspace. That was quick! There are a lot of big screens on the wall in front
of where he sits and a console with a lot of buttons and other controls. On one
side there‟s a board with lots of lights that flicker on and off. I see something
on a screen that‟s really amazing. He doesn‟t want me to remember what it is
and the image in my mind is getting foggy.” She pleaded, “I want to see; let
me see; please let me see it! He won‟t let me.” Suddenly she acted as if
Nuke‟s “mental fogging” made her very sedated, dramatically slowing her
speech and movements. “I‟m fin ished. It‟s time to co me back.”
Marjie drew sketches of what she could remember of his console and we
went to the kitchen for a snack. “I just caught a glimpse of someone over
there,” she said, pointing to her left side. “Whoever it was had reddish hair.”
“Maybe it was Perithnea.”
“I couldn‟t tell.” I envied her ability to see s uch things.

We celebrated Marjie‟s birthday on the 26th of May with candles on the
cake, ice cream, and a gift . As we ate cake, Marjie said, “I‟ve been thinking
about Adam all day long.”
“Maybe it‟s time for us to talk again,” I said. “Do you want to have a
session?”
“Yes.” Marjie sat up while entering the trance. Drawing materials were
handy in case Adam wanted to use them. She said, “I heard a voice saying it
heard art. I don‟t know who said it or what it means.”
“Remember that dream you had about your painting that could speak to
people? Alta Sha told us that everything has its own pitch and that the pitch
expresses everything there is to know about it.”
“That‟s what the words were about. I see Nucleus 8, but he didn‟t say the
words. Adam is standing beside him. He‟s gesturing that Adam should speak
to you before he does.”
A dramat ic increase in self confidence and maturity was evident when
Adam spoke. His manner was that of an assured young man whose respectful
behavior toward me was very formal for a beloved son. Oddly, Marjie‟s eyes
remained closed for much of the contact.
“Good evening, father.”
“Good evening to you, Adam. It‟s a delight to speak to you again.”
“I appreciate all the lessons I have been learning fro m you. You are very
wise.”
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“It pleases me that you think so. Have the lessons been useful?”
“I have been using them for my gro wth. I have been staying very close,
watching everything that you do. One thing I have learned about you that
doesn‟t change is your love of God. I have watched you pray . I have noticed
that sometimes you present your body in a different way when you pray than
you do at others.”
“Do you think it should always be the same?”
“I don‟t know.”
“I don‟t think it is necessary to pray in the same way all the time.”
“I see the emot ion with wh ich you speak and I know the source fro m
which it co mes.”
“My emotions are not always what they should be. I have some growing
to do myself.”
“I meant no crit icis m.”
“I know, but I want you to know that I am not perfect by any means. I
think it‟s good to try and be prayerful at all t imes. So met imes praying out
loud isn‟t necessary at all because I AM already knows what is in our hearts
and minds. He knows if we are paying homage to Him, if we have reverence,
respect, love and a desire to serve. We can have this attitude no matter what
we are doing. I have never been much for ritual. Praying out loud is
sometimes more for other people‟s benefit than for God‟s, but it can seem like
an interruption of the real, silent prayer.”
“That is very perceptive. Ritual would be a kind of interruption if one
were pray ing continuously.”
“Yes. Stopping to have a ritual is like saying that there is a certain time
when one should worship.”
“Thank you for teaching me this lesson. Now I can see that the emotion
you have is not just there when you speak the words, but is throughout you all
the time. I see that it is possible to love God continuously.”
“If you learned that from me, I taught you well. I‟m sure there are things
you can teach me also.”
“Someday I would like to do that. Thank you for being my father.”
“Thank you for being my son.”
Marjie said that her back was hurting due to Adam‟s very erect posture,
so I counted her up.
I was honored to know that this precious faery child was learning the love
of God fro m watching me! It was always my desire to teach my child ren the
value of this love.
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I was joined by Alta Sha, who said, “I thought it would be pleasant if we
sat for a while together. I see that you are smiling.”
“Yes. Adam is learning the love of I AM. I‟m p leased to see you again.
Has Nucleus checked you out yet?”
“Of course.”
“He must have been surprised by the results. Do Nucleus and his people
understand the true Source of the Light?”
“A few of them do.”
“I have my doubts that Nucleus does. I would like to know how their
mach inery interacts with the Light.”
“The small machines that she saw rotating around the Light are
humorous. They do nothing really useful, but if you were to tell Nucleus this
he would not believe you. The low sound which they emit is already
contained in the Light. Do you really want to know the complex details of the
interaction between the Light and their equipment?”
“I probably wouldn‟t understand the technical details, but I would like to
know in a general way how they use the Ligh t for propulsion. There are more
important things to discuss, like why Marjie is having so much trouble finding
a job.”
“There is no difficu lty.”
“Why is it taking so long?”
“Marjorie is growing. She took a very important step when the ladder fell.
She had agreed to the fall, but asked for a mo ment to prepare herself for it and
this was granted. It was an important lesson in teamwork. She trusted that her
request would be granted and it was.
“I want to return to the topic of your new friend. When he made his
inquiry about Alta Sha he was shocked because access to the information he
sought was denied. To him this meant Alta Sha was so far above him in
command that he was not allowed to know things about him. In his society,
asking a question to which the answer is not freely g iven is considered an
intrusion. Perithnea suggests that I point out that these beings ride the fence.
“Nucleus felt some trepidation that his unanswered inquiry might cost
him h is position. The next time you speak to him, tell h im you kn ow
something he does not expect you to know, which is that access to
informat ion about Alta Sha was denied. This will vastly raise your status in
his eyes. It will mean that you have access to information wh ich he cannot
obtain and will raise serious questions about how it is possible for you to
know things about his system which he does not know himself.”
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“I‟ll be happy to convey this message and to carry out any further
instructions that will encourage Nucleus to acknowledge I AM . It ‟s an
honor and a priv ilege to th ink I may help Nucleus find h is way to the
Creator. I am hu mb led.” Unbidden tears welled up as I considered the huge
number of beings who could be influenced by h is examp le.
“Marjorie was not allowed to remember what she saw on the screen at his
work station in order to protect confidences, not because revealing the
informat ion would pose a threat.”
“It was done only to protect their privacy?”
“Yes.” We said our goodbyes.

In our next session we hoped to discover who the redhead was that Marjie
had seen in the kitchen but eager to talk, Nucleus 8 quickly greeted me in a
friendly manner, which I happily returned.
“To what do I owe the honor of your visit?” I asked.
“Friendship.”
“I‟m g lad that you think of me as a friend. I kno w that has real
significance to you, as it does to me. How has your work been going? ”
“It goes well.”
“So does mine. Marjie said she heard some computer-like sounds this
morn ing when she woke up. Did they come fro m you or one of your
associates?”
“It was not me, but others. I am sorry for making the error. I have been
making more than my share of them lately.”
“We weren‟t offended, only curious about who made them. Was there a
ship nearby when we heard it?”
“It wasn‟t necessary because it was produced by a form of tho ught. I
apologize again and will make corrections.”
“I am surprised to hear you say that you have been making mo re than
your share of errors. I was under the impression that you rarely make them.”
“That is true, but I have made one very large one.”
“Do you want to share it with me? Oh, never mind. I shouldn‟t pretend
that I don‟t know what it was when I already do.”
“What do you mean, you know what it was?”
“I know that when you inquired about Alta Sha you were denied access.”
With eyebrows arched and a look of surprise, he asked, “How do you
know that?” He was definitely shocked by another breach of security.
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“Alta Sha told me. He was the one who denied access. He is not part of
your System but he placed the coded message on your console which stated,
Further inquiry will not be accepted.”
Uncle Nuke looked quite worried. His head movements suddenly stopped
and he sat very still. Then he anxiously said, “I have never done you any
harm.”
“Neither A lta Sha nor I intend to harm you in any way.”
“You have created a great fear in me for the security of my System.”
“You need not be afraid. Alta Sha is an angel of God. He serves only I
AM. There is no security system which can prevent I AM from being present
and aware. He is in everything which exists. Nothing is produced without His
knowledge. It is not the will of I AM that you have any fear. You have no
need to fear retaliation from Alta Sha, for he is not offended by your
question.”
“How do you know these things?”
“Alta Sha explained it to me less than twen ty four hours ago and
specifically asked me to give you this message.”
“Who is this God you speak of? Why do I have no knowledge of Him?”
“He isn‟t contained in your System. He is much too great to be contained
in any system. He is within it and everything involved with it, but not as
something you can look up with technology. Many in your society have
forgotten the Source from which they came and the Source of the Light which
they use.”
“How can I find out about this God?”
“You can find Him within yourself.”
“I know myself quite well.”
“I‟m sure that is so, but you must seek within to find the Creator and His
Light. One of our great prophets said, Seek and you shall find; knock and it
shall be opened unto you; the kingdom of heaven is within you . You read that
in our Bible only recently.”
“Indeed I did. Why does this Alta Sha have an involvement with
Marjorie?”
“He is her guardian angel. She does nothing without his knowledge.”
“She is his captive?”
“Not at all. It is his will that she have complete freedom to make her own
decisions. He is her instructor and her protector.”
“What must she do for this service?”
“The only thing required is to love God.”
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I added, “The Father of us all has a great deal of interest in Marjie, and
wanted her to have a guardian angel. Alta Sha willingly accepted the position
out of his love of I AM and of Marjie.”
“He is her employee?”
“Alta Sha works for no one other than I AM. He desires only to do the
will of I AM. The being we call Mother also works for I AM.” He raised his
eyebrows in surprise. “Mother also instructs Marjie, loves her and shows
much interest in me as well.”
“I am very familiar with Mother. We have collaborated on projects at
times. I remember how shocked Marjie was when she first saw Mother‟s true
form. I was present when it occurred.”
“Why were you present?”
“I take a heartfelt interest in her also. She is my student. It was an
important event in her life, so naturally I was there.
“It is time for me to terminate our discussion. I must attend to other things.
My whole console cleared itself when I made the inquiry and the only thing that
appeared on my screen was that small, inconspicuous message saying , Further
inquiry will not be accepted. The shutdown of my equipment would be
equivalent to someone pulling the plug on your computer, but on a much larger
scale. Many will be aware that I made an unsuccessful inquiry but there have
been very few questions about it, which is astounding. Everyone has been most
cooperative and no one has accused me or caused me any difficulty.”
“That is also the work of I AM. There was no intent to cause you
difficulty, only to make you ask questions and to motivate you to seek the
Creator.”
“I look forward to our next meeting.”
“So do I. Alleluia.”
Upon her return to me Marjie said, “I‟ve been seeing pictures of faces.
They were old, primitive faces with different expressions, made with just a
few brush strokes. They were very unusual.” She didn‟t pick up anything else
about them, so we ended the session.
My next conversation with Alta Sha occurred as we were on our way to
attend Unity services. He waited to speak to me until Marjie‟s son Bart, who
was visiting for the weekend, had fallen asleep on the back seat of the van.
After our greeting I asked, “Has Uncle Nuke been asking questions and
seeking answers?”
“In private he has been asking many questions.”
“Will he have negative repercussions because of the system shutdown?”

432

Faeries, Angels, Indians and Aliens
“There will be none.”
“That‟s wonderful. It will help to convince him that it was a miracle.” He
said nothing for a while, and I said, “I‟m wondering what the next step will
be.”
“You are already taking it.”
“Do you mean by taking Bart to church with us?”
“Yes. Bart is ready to grow.”
“Then I‟m all for it. It would please Marjie a great deal if he took an
interest in what has been happening with us.”
“His presence is a balm to her. She is growing stronger by not allowing
him to manipu late her feelings and to control her.”
“I noticed that. She‟s been confronting the discrepancies between his
actions and his words, and his behavior seems to be improving.”
“It is a beautiful day. You should enjoy it.” He withdrew.
To Marjie I said, “I wonder if Doug will give us any details about the
pow-wow he said is co ming up in Memph is.”
“Alta Sha says no. He says I have seen Doug as he truly is and Doug
knows it and is avoiding us.”
“I guess that‟s why we haven‟t seen him in church lately. I think it might
be better for us to go to the pow-wow in Lexington anyway. It‟s closer and we
won‟t be bothered with Memphis traffic.”
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That evening Marjie said, “Bart wants to know if he can watch our
session. I‟ve felt Mother tugging at me as if she wants my attention.” I noticed
that she was limp ing.
“It‟s okay with me if it‟s okay with you. What‟s wrong with your leg?”
“I think I sprained the arch of my foot when we were outside playing
Frisbee.”
“Maybe Mother would like to help you with that,” I said.
Marjie exp lained to Bart, “Mother wants me to tell you that she is like a
queen and you should behave toward her the same way that you would toward
a queen when she is present. She wants to touch you if you will permit it.”
Turning to me, she continued, “Mother wants you to guide him toward an
awareness of her.” I described the high pitched chirping sounds that I heard
when Mother was near and a feeling of being stroked on my head. To Bart
Marjie said, “Her face is right in front of yours.”
I counted down, and after a brief silence, Marjie continued, “Mother is
taking me to another dimension. I‟m standing before an archway of huge
stones. There‟s a wall on either side of the archway. The stones are mostly tan
and brown colored, with some green here and there. The ground is green, too.
This is on another planet. I know the arch is ancient, although I‟ve never been
here before. Mother is walking around the wall instead of through the arch,
and the pitch of her singing is changing. The colors in the stones are blending
together. It‟s as if the colors are fading into the air, which is very thick. When
you pass through it, you feel resistance, like you would if you were walking
under water.
“Mother is going through the portal. The arch is very low. I am fo llo wing
her. Everything got much smaller when I went through it. I‟m in a roo m t hat
has tables in it. I‟ve been here many times before, but this time all the tables
are different colors and I get to pick the color I like best.
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“I‟m on the table. Mother is gazing intently at my left foot and at my
hips. There‟s a gray here who is working very fast with fidgety movements.” I
held Marjie‟s painful left foot in my hands in order to assist Mother by
projecting healing Light.
“Don‟t bear down,” Marjie said. I was barely touching her foot, but
moved my hands away a few inches. “A large, black, cone shaped instrument
is being pointed at my left hip by the grays, and then at my right hip.” This
continued for a few mo ments. “Mother is finished. I‟m back.” No counting up
was necessary, for Mother had ended the trance.
I asked Bart if he had any special sensations when Mother had looked
intently at him. He said that he barely heard the chirping sounds, and that he
didn‟t feel her touch on the skin, but as if she touched him inside his head. I
had deliberately not mentioned that feeling, but was happy to know that he
had indeed felt her touch.
The next morning I told Marjie and Bart about a dream in which I was
being judged by a group of people concerning my professional activities. I got
tired of waiting for them to let me speak and took the floor to tell them the truth
about my deeds, not caring whether they approved of them or not. I knew I was
risking my professional status, but felt compelled to speak the truth. The dream
proved to be quite prophetic, although similar events did not occur unt il several
years later.
Marjie had returned Bart to his grandmother‟s house wh ile I was at work.
After supper she said, “I feel like I‟m go ing to explode inside. I have to do
some trance work. I don‟t know what‟s going to happen but I can feel it
building up.” As soon as the countdown was fin ished, she started crying. “The
strings are flowing! The strings are flowing! They‟re all falling down!” She
held her stomach, in pain fro m her extreme d istress. “The big skins! The big
skins!”
“Do the strings look like fringe on the skins?”
“Yes.”
“What are the big skins?”
“I can‟t say exactly.” She was jerking her feet up toward her body and
exclaimed, “The snake is striking at me!”
I thought this might be a memory that belonged to one of the Ute‟s and
asked, “Who is speaking?”
A soft, masculine voice spoke words in the old Ute‟ language which
sounded like this: “Wahkee chicalla. Tay hay wah tay. Chikalla. Wahkee
chikalla. Cheehay wah Utay.” There was more, but the quiet voice was hard to
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hear. They rhymed like a poem, with the word Utee! at the end. Marjie‟s hand
lifted to her chest and the same voice said, “My heart is sore.” Tears fell fro m
her eyes.
“Was the snake‟s bite the cause of your death?”
“No. It‟s fin ished.” I counted her up.
“What was that all about?” I asked.
“I released what was building up inside of me.”
“Was the spirit mou rning?”
“No. I saw the clear image o f an Ind ian‟s face in a heart. It wasn‟t a
Valentine heart, but a real hu man heart. His head was bowed and his
expression was one of deep grief. I‟m supposed to make a d rawing o f th is.”
“Are you supposed to make a drawing of the skins and fringes, too?”
“That doesn‟t come through so strongly.”
“Do you remember the poem? I couldn‟t get all the words.”
“No, but the images were very vivid. The snake was s triking at me and it
felt like it really bit me, but I remember thinking that my medicine was strong
and it couldn‟t harm me, and it left.”
“Why were you holding your hand to your chest?”
“There was an actual physical pain in my heart. I don‟t know why the
pain was so deep.”
“I remember that the Tarahumara Old One spoke to us of a heart that was
stabbed.”
While she drew the Indian I started to dictate my notes about the session
into a recorder. Marjie said, “I‟m distracted by the dictation. I‟m losing the
image.”
“I‟ll count you down so you can draw without distractions.”
“Okay.” I d id the countdown, left the roo m and stopped dictating so she
wouldn‟t be disturbed. When the drawing was finished, she was very happy
with the results, as was I. “This is the old one, Asalara,” Marjie said. His head
was bowed with eyes closed, and he looked very sad. His portrait was
superimposed on a human heart.
“This is very good,” I said. “It‟s nice to know how he looked when he
was alive.”
“Alta Sha just said that I‟m learning to become a good Indian wo man.
I‟m learning to keep my mouth shut.”
“I‟m used to you being chatty. When you get quiet, I think you‟re
unhappy.”
“No, it doesn‟t mean I‟m unhappy. I‟m just learning to be quiet.”
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That evening Marjie said, “I‟ve been receiving images today and I have a
very strong feeling that I‟m going to meet someone at the pow-wow who‟s
been having dreams that relate to me in some way. We will find each other
without your help. I‟m supposed to find her in my o wn way, by speaking my
own words.”
“That‟s fine with me. I‟ve been anticipating that I will be very reserved at
the pow-wow. I‟ll wear the shirt with the feathers and the picture of the
wolves on it and I‟ll carry the sacred staff so it can be seen, as the Old One
wished. If anyone there needs to talk to me, they‟ll co me to me.”
We held a session after our customary nighttime walk. “Why don‟t you
wear the necklace this time?” I suggested. “It may enhance your psychic
impressions.”
“Okay.” We were looking for it when Marjie said, “I‟m already hearing
some Indian words.” She then put the necklace on and said, “I see five upright
beams of wood that are about one foot by one foot thick. They are standing
side by side in a straight line. They are carved to look like Indians, but the
features are cut squarely so they fit between the sides of the beams. The
grooves are not very deep. Each face is different. They are wearing breast
plates and breech cloths. Each cloth has a different kind of flower design on it.
The borders of the cloths have designs like squares divided into triangles,
rectangles, arrow shapes, and zigzags.
“I‟m being pulled in two different directions. There‟s some interference
going on. Uncle Nuke is trying to come through. Help me.”
“Uncle Nuke, will you wait a while longer? We‟re in touch with Indian
spirits at the mo ment. You may want to observe this.”
One of the spirits began speaking in the Ute‟ language, but the words
were so unfamiliar I had no confidence that I was writing them correct ly.
They sounded like Wahno hanyay Utee tayhaynay.
“He‟s fin ished,” Marjie said. “It was something about the black bird that
shadows us. I got the image of a group of people walking away fro m their
homes. So me p lants had been trampled on the ground and they were crying. A
large black raven was flying between them toward the sun. It was as if
something had ruined their crops and they had to leave. It was very sad.”
“If the vision is finished, Uncle Nu ke can co me through now.”
“I can‟t call out to him.”
I was puzzled by that, but proceeded. “Greetings, Uncle Nuke.” His
agitated head movements began.
“Greetings. I apologize for intruding on a private time.”
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“The Indian spirits are very important to us and I thought you might
enjoy watching.”
“I am receiving a great deal of static on my equip ment, much mo re than
usual.”
“It may be due to the necklace Marjie is wearing.”
“What can you tell me about this necklace?‟
“It is some type of spiritual energy amplifier. Do you want me to take it off
her neck?‟
“It would help if you disengage it.” His head movements slowed to
normal when I did . “Dear friend, I have been slower to respond than usual of
late. It has been a quiet time for me.”
“For me also,” I said.
“Do you think that this will be a quiet year?”
“I don‟t know but I have been feeling quiet inside, as if wait ing for
something.”
“What are you waiting for?”
“Our next step. Why were you slower to respond?”
“I have been stung.”
“Stung?”
“Perhaps bitten is a better word. Is it?”
“Either will do. Hu mans sometimes speak of stirring up a hornet‟s nest
when they put their nose where it doesn‟t belong.” I smiled at my little jo ke.
“Ah. Do you find my situation amusing?”
“No. Your situation is not amusing, but perhaps your anxiety is for
nothing and there will be no inquiries.”
“My programming makes me think there will be. I have been surprised at
how quiet things have been since my error.”
“Do you mean your personal programming or the programming of your
system?”
“My personal training.”
“It is not the will of I AM for you to suffer any repercussions from your
inquiry and Alta Sha also does not intend any harm to you. It is very likely
that any inquiry into your actions will be prevented in order to avoid any loss
of credibility or confidence that others have in you. An inquiry into your
actions would also tend to undermine your faith instead of making it
stronger.”
“What do you mean by this word faith?”
“Faith is to believe without proof.”

438

Faeries, Angels, Indians and Aliens
I then told him the story of going to Mexico on faith without making
prudent preparations such as being able to s peak the language, and not
knowing where to find Wachitique but trusting in the guidance of Alta Sha,
who had informed us that every person we would encounter was prepared in
advance by a spirit to help us.
“To me it would be chaos if everyone wandered around without knowing
where they were going or why and without any knowledge of what they were
to do. Can you not see this? What of those people who do not have a guide as
you do to tell them what steps to take?”
“I think perhaps everyone has a guide within themselves if they will seek
him or her out.”
“What more can you tell me about how to receive guidance?”
“I was thinking of you when I was discussing a book entitled Talks on Truth
with some of our new friends at church. It‟s not a very long book. It was written
by Charles Filmore, a man whose spiritual beliefs many people consider
profound. I don‟t agree with everything that that he says about I AM, but much
of it I do agree with. Are you interested in reading it?”
“Is he one of the writers of your Bible?”
“No, but he interpreted it on a metaphysical level because he thought it
was not intended to be taken literally.”
“I would like to read it.” I put the book in Marjie‟s hands. He handled it
much longer than he had the Bible. For the first time he freely manipu lated
Marjie‟s hands, touching the front and then the back of the book, and held it
close to her head. He was very quiet as he absorbed its contents.
“How quickly will one obtain results if one begins practicing faith and
asking for guidance?”
“There is no set formu la. With some it happens very quickly and with
others it takes much longer.”
“It sounds like a d rain to me.”
I told him the story of my desire to work with people who were
traumatized by their contacts with ETs and how I had asked I AM to g uide me
to do this work according to His will.
“After the commit ment was made, I began to meet people who helped me
accomplish my goal, and then I met Marjie. Working with her made this
contact with you possible. If it had not been for my step of faith, n one of this
would have happened and we would not be speaking to each other. I AM
wanted to please me, just as I wanted to please Him. He knows it thrills me, to
be able to talk with and Mother, and at the same time I am doing His work.

439

Lessons in Miracles
“The construction project you are involved in is not occurring only
because of the planning and effort of your people, but is part of a much larger
plan and I am a part of that plan also.”
“I am aware of this.”
“The plan comes from I AM. There are those among your kind who ha ve
not forgotten the Source.”
My words sobered him. “Your story is very touching. How can one begin
to have this faith?”
“First you have to be willing to be a ch ild of God, and to be his child, you
must regard Him as your Father.” He raised his eyebrows at the mention of
the word father. “He is our Leader and Guide and we should obey. When we
please Him, He pleases us. The work we do for I AM need not be willy -nilly,
disorganized and thoughtless. I walk in the direction I think God wants me to
go and wait to see what develops. I don‟t have to be able to predict the
outcome because whatever I will need is provided. For example, when I
unexpectedly lost one source of inco me, a better one was provided. I have
learned a great deal in the year that I have been working with Marjie and other
contactees. If you want guidance, you must seek to do God‟s will every day,
in everything that you do. Like it says in the Bible, seek and you shall find.”
“I also have needs like the one you have to wo rk with contactees.
Thank you fo r sharing so much with me. I now have to d igest it , and I will
seek. I have been receiv ing so me of Marjo rie‟s thoughts. She has missed
the sounds that we have made. She finds them entertain ing.”
“I don‟t object to the sounds .”
“That is good. They will begin.”
“I only ask that you don‟t make them between eleven at night and seven
in the morning. I‟m a light sleeper.”
“I know that you are, and I know a great deal more as well. On that
teasing note, I will say goodnight until we meet again.”
“Good night and good luck in your search.”
Marjie was quiet. She raised her right hand as if acknowledging a
greeting and within a few seconds said, “I‟m sinking.”
I counted her up. She was quite tired fro m all the channeling.

Dr. X had asked us to give a presentation about our spiritual journeys to
top high school students fro m around the state who were attending
Governor‟s School during the summer break. I thought it would be very
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interesting if they could hear the recorded words of one or more o f the Ute‟
warriors speaking about their culture through Marjie, and she agreed to have
a session for that purpose. Before I fin ished the countdown, her head and
shoulders began to move like those of an eagle focusing on its prey while its
body shifted in the wind. “She flies,” Rides the Wind wh ispered in an eager
voice.
“Where do you fly?” I asked.
“To my friend, the old one.”
“Ah, that is good! I wanted to learn more about him. W ill you tell me
what you see?”
“He is sitting upon the ground. Before him on a skin are things he holds
sacred: rattlesnake fangs and colored stones. He places them in certain
positions and they speak to him. He knows the colors by their shapes.”
“What do the stones signify?”
“Red is for everything that lives, flesh, blood, and plants which sustain
life. Yellow is the light of the sun, the Creator. White means purity, ice, or
water. Black is for transformat ion, spirit passing from one form into another,
death and rebirth. He pours the fangs from his hand onto the skin and rea ds
the future. He motions me to go. The ceremony is not to be witnessed by
others.”
I waited for a few mo ments until Rides the Wind said, “The old one is
ready to talk.”
Another masculine voice said, “Speak.”
“We are honored that you have chosen to join us. We know that you are a
wise one who has lived many years, and that others come to you to hear your
words of wisdom. Soon we will be speaking to a group of young people. I hope
that you will share your wisdom with them also.”
“How will they co me to me?”
“They will not have to come to you. If you will speak into this, (I held a
mini recorder in my hand), I can take your words to them.”
“How can you take my words?”
“This will take in all your words and keep them until I am ready to share
them with others. It is something that did not exist when you were still in your
body. Your voice will be heard just as I hear it.”
“You want me to speak to the box?”
“Yes.”
With evident distaste for the recorder, he said, “Men are like corn and
wheat. They grow fro m the Earth until they burst forth with seed and fruit.
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They repeat this over and over, never ending. Today, they walk upon the
Earth but they do not embrace it. Why are they afraid to embrace the Earth?
Every man would be wise to lie on his belly and to emb race the Earth.
“You should listen to the old ones for their wisdom, not to those who are
young. Who among the young has wisdom?” He pushed the recorder away.
“Thank you for your words. They are good.” He withdrew.
Marjie said, “The others want to speak also.”
“Very good. Who wishes to speak next?”
“I am Zo mo lok.” He spoke in the ancient Ute‟ language, which I have
written phonetically, without benefit of a translation.
“Peenay. Peenay Cheecalla. Doo no washeenay. Seenay a hay kay.
Cheecalla. Utay!” He boldly shouted the last word.
Marjie said, “He wants me to seek my own v ision.”
“Good. Do what is necessary.”
“I‟m fly ing again,” she said in the voice of Rides the Wind. “I am
admiring the old one and I am glid ing close enough to be admired by him.”
“Why do you admire him so much?”
“He is very strong but very kind.”
“How d id you and the old one become joined?”
Cerenos, one of the Ute‟ warriors , answered, “Before the old one lost his
sight he was a scout. He watched over vast stretches of land fro m the heights
for the protection of his people. He lived in a cliff dwelling before his people
had to leave.
“One day he saw two eagles fighting in the sky. One of the eagles was
inju red and fell fro m a great height. Because he saw this, the old one was
responsible for the life of the wounded eagle and brought him back to health.
They became friends for life. When the old one went b lind, he learned to
prepare hides and after that was known as Softener of Skins. He wants you to
tell others everything that you know about him.”
“Are there other words the old one would like for me to say?”
“Why do you ask this question?”
“Who am I speaking to?”
“You are speaking to many. Can you not hear the wind? Have you
forgotten how to hear? Can you not feel what needs to be said?”
His words stung me so deeply that I didn‟t know how to reply. With a
disdainful look, he withdrew.
Marjie said, “I will seek my v ision another time.”
“Do you want to be counted up?”
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“Yes.”
When she was alert I asked, “Wasn‟t that a vision?”
“Yes, but it wasn‟t for me. It was for you.”
“I‟m sorry you didn‟t have the vision you wanted for yourself. We‟ll try
another time if you like.”
I erased extraneous noises from the recording to make it mo re presentable
to those who would hear it. Meanwhile, I was still feeling angry and hurt by
the last recorded words.
I said, “I‟m going outside for a while to listen to the wind. I was really
offended when the Ute‟ crit icized me for not understanding what the wind
was saying. His manner offended me more than anything. I felt I was being
dismissed for not being able to hear what they hear in the wind. I‟ve done my
very best to show that I respect these spirits.”
“I‟m sure they meant no offense.”
“I need to go outside until I can calm down. I‟ll be back in a little b it.”
The Ute‟s questions had stimulated preexisting thoughts of personal
shortcomings due to not having the keen psychic perception that came so
easily to Marjie. I thought that I had disappointed them in spite of my best
efforts, but also thought that the criticism was unjustified. It wasn‟t my fault if
I couldn‟t hear wo rds on the wind like they could.
I had to rid myself of those feelings of hurt pride if I wanted to continue
working with the Ute‟s, and I believed it was the will of I AM that I should. I
asked Him why I was being treated this way and prayed for the serenity I
needed.
When I had calmed down enough to go back inside, Marjie said, “When
you were angry with the Indian for what he said, I felt that you were
criticizing me as well. I feel like I‟m about to fall into a pit of depression
again.”
“I love you and I‟m not criticizing you at all. You are only relaying a
message. You‟re not responsible for the content. I don‟t believe that I AM will
allo w you to get depressed again but if it will help, we ca n stop having
sessions until you feel you‟re ready to do more work. I don‟t believe that we
should give up the work I AM has given us to do, and I don‟t want to abandon
these spirits and the other plans that He has for us.”
We rested until t ime for bed. Ma rjie‟s head was on my shoulder when she
said, “Count me down quickly.”
I did, and in a compassionate voice, Softener of Skins said, “You have
wound. Exp lain this wound.”
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Though I tried, I couldn‟t hold back the tears that his words evoked. I was
wracked with grief for all the Nat ive A mericans who were killed by white
men who took their land and their way of life, and for my feelings of
ineptitude. I couldn‟t speak.
“I have heard,” he said. “Your hands are clean.”
I choked out, “I know that I have been one of you.”
“I have seen this. You are wise. You should heal th is wound fo r
yourself and fo r many. My b rothers are coarse, but not callous. They meant
no inju ry by what they said. Is it permitted for the wo man to exp lain in her
own voice? ”
“Yes.”
“They lived in a place where they felt the wind blowing and it touched
them and spoke to them in a physical sense. When you did not answer the
spirit‟s questions about the wind, he thought that you could not actually feel
or hear it.”
“Of course I can hear the wind but it does not speak to me in words or
thoughts.”
“The wind also speaks to them in words now because their brother spirit,
Rides the Wind, speaks to them.”
“I can‟t help this lack in myself.”
“They now understand this.”
Softener of Skins said, “Try to heal your wound. Cerenos would like to
speak to you, if you will allo w it.”
“I would be honored.”
“Thank you for not casting me out. I spoke without care and caused you
injury. I meant no harm to you. You are wise and I have learned much fro m
you.”
Filled with relief, I quickly regained my composure. “No harm was done.
I misunderstood you. Do you have words you would like to share with the
young people of today?”
Reluctantly speaking into the strange box, he said, “So mething I know.
There was a time when I sat at the feet of the old ones to hear their words.
They have much wisdom. They can see out to what is to be and can tell what
was before. The knowledge they gave me is mine forever. It goes with me
wherever I travel and no man can take it from me. The greatest honor one can
pay them is to ask for their knowledge. Seek wisdom where it can be found.
Are you wise?” He pushed the offending recorder away.
“Thank you.”
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“That‟s all,” Marjie said. I counted her up. “I‟m g lad you guys came to an
understanding. I hate it when you‟re upset with the ones I channel. I feel like
it‟s my fau lt that you feel bad.”
“I wish it didn‟t affect you that way. You aren‟t responsible for the
misunderstandings between others. I know that you do the channeling out of
love and don‟t want anyone to be hurt by it. You have to learn to let it run its
course without taking it personally. Would I blame the telephone for letting a
telemarketer call me? I love you no matter what message comes through.”
My grief returned, and I didn‟t fight it, knowing that by releasing it,
perhaps it would go away. Marjie wept with me. “I don‟t want you to be in
such pain,” she said.
“I have to get this out of my system. When the spirit asked me if I could
not feel what needed to be said, all these feelings of loss came to the surface. I
have to let them out. Don‟t worry about me. I‟ll be alright once I cleanse this
out of my system. I need to do it on my o wn.” I went downstairs and let the
tears flow. I was no longer angry, and appreciated the great respect Softener of
Skins showed by coming forth to help me understand. It took a while, but the
flood finally subsided. I slept fit fully that night.
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Native American Wisdom
A couple of days later we attended the annual intertribal pow-wow at
Loretta Lynn‟s ranch, arriv ing there around three thirty in the afternoon. Upon
entering the grounds, we heard Native A merican Richard Parker singing
beautiful songs about saving the Earth and restoring the old traditions,
accompanied at times by the beat of a tom dru m. His music evoked waves of
spiritual energy throughout my body. We spoke to him after his performance
and learned that he was headed for Nashville in hopes of making an albu m. I
gave him a business card which had the heading Transformational Psychology
on it and he said, “You really did get my message, didn‟t you.”
We wandered by the numerous vendors‟ booths admiring the beautiful
handicrafts made of natural materials such as turtle shells, deer hooves, bones,
feathers, hides, and wood. We became separated by several yards as we each
looked more closely at the things that interested us.
Marjie motioned for me to join her conversation with an Indian woman
fro m Oklaho ma who made the large variety of jewelry she wa s selling.
Several beautiful dru ms made by her husband were also for sale. Marjie sat
beside her, closely watching as she fashioned an ear stud from silver wire. I
listened in while she told Marjie different methods for enhancing psychic
abilities and described some of her personal visions. She said that water was
our mother, since it existed before the land and was very wise, and advised
Marjie to drink a half glass of water at bedtime, to ask it to reveal its wisdom,
and to drink the remaining half in the morning. Without my assistance, Marjie
had discovered the woman who had something for her at the pow-wow within
minutes of arriving.
I was wearing my feathered wh ite shirt with a picture of wolves patched
onto the back, teal colored pants and black cowboy boots with their attached
hawk bells, and carried the sacred staff. Marjie was decked out in her wh ite,
fringed wedding dress with its turquoise beads and silver conchos. We were
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quite a sight and fit right in with the Native Americans in their wonderful
costumes. I was careful to exp ress the pride of Chief Joseph by walking in an
erect and dignified manner, with a smile on my face for everyone. I noticed
that many of the Native Americans did not walk with pride, which was a sad
thing to see.
Although our unique sacred staff drew a lot of curious looks fro m the
crowd, I was somewhat surprised that not one Indian asked questions about it.
Nevertheless, it was at least seen. Our white skins were not out of place
among a number of the costumed Indians who were as white as we were
instead of the dark, rusty color of the full bloods.The professional dancers had
lavished a fantastic amount of effort, expense and creativity on their costumes.
I figured it would take thirty minutes of close examination to appreciate all the
small details of a single outfit. I learned that some of the costumes were worth
as much as five to six thousand dollars, especially those of the fancy dancers.
Nevertheless, my preference was for mo re tradit ional costumes made of h ides,
feathers, antlers, etc., wh ich had an unmatched natural beauty.
At the first intertribal dance in wh ich everyone could participate, Marjie
was up on her feet and in the arena before I knew what she was up to. I felt
self conscious about carrying the staff while dancing and therefore sat the first
one out while I enjoyed watching her having fun. Later I joined her in a rather
fast dance in which everyone followed in single file. The leader led us out of
the arena, and thinking the dance was finished, we took our seats. To our
surprise the line of dancers continued around the circle and eventually reentered the arena, where the dance stopped. The master of ceremonies
announced that if we had not dropped out, we would have been declared the
winners. It wasn‟t actually a contest, but it was nice to be recognized.
We got into a conversation with a t raditionally dressed, middle aged
Chippewa man and his wife . They didn‟t look like Indians at all, with their
white skin and blue eyes, but they were nonetheless proud of their mixed
heritage. The man spoke enthusiastically about a new school being built on
the reservation with revenues from a tribal casino. He was upset that the I.R.S.
wanted to tax the revenues, which many Indians considered to be illegal, in
that reservation lands are supposed to be sovereign territory. “Every time
Indians start getting ahead, the government finds some way to put us down,”
he said. “They complain about us being too dependent, and now that we can
be financially independent, they want to take it away fro m us.”
The dances, the drum beat, the songs, the crafts and the costumes, created
an unforgettable experience. We stayed for several hours before going home.
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On the way back to Martin we visited Tony, Marjie‟s 17 year old son,
who had just passed his GED test, intending to congratulate him and to
present him with a gift in recognition of his accomp lish ment. Marjie was
doubly happy to see him, fo r he had not visited with us in several months. He
expressed affection toward me for the first time and p romised to visit when he
had the chance.
There wasn‟t time for a session that night, but just as we were getting
ready to go to sleep, I saw a flash of light on my left toward the ceiling of the
bedroom. “I wonder if our children are around,” I said.
Perithnea answered. “I‟ve been around all day but you‟ve been too busy
to notice me. I made mother laugh once today. Adam says hi.” I remembered
Marjie acting silly and laughing at her own little jokes and remembered
thinking at the time that she was acting like Perithnea. I had been in a good
mood myself.
“Say hi back. Did you dance at the pow-wow?”
“Yes.”
“I hope you enjoyed it.”
“I did, and I d idn‟t have to pay to get in! Adam danced too. You should
have danced more.”
“I really wanted to do the warrior dance you showed us but I wasn‟t
dressed right and didn‟t want to look foolish.”
“You should do what Marjie d id and just make the people invisible.
That‟s how she was able to stand up in front of all those people with her
blonde hair and blue eyes and her white dress on.”
“She looked like an angel in it.”
“Everyone noticed her and you too.”
“You‟re right. I should have danced for Spirit and not worried about what
people thought. I should have danced for God.”
“You should have danced for Chief Joseph.”
That comment brought a tear to my eye. I had tried too hard to be
dignified instead of dancing the warrior dance. I shouldn‟t have let my white
skin stop me. Chief Joseph is within and so is Rides the Wind, and my
guardians are all Indian. How much more Indian can yo u get?
Marjie had bought a small loo m for making beadwork at the pow-wow
and started weaving a headband of traditional design which was going to be
quite beautiful. She discovered that the written instructions she had previously
been following were wrong, and that she could work five times faster by
following those that came with the loo m.
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Another bad headache was plaguing Marjie when I got home fro m work on
Monday and we held a session to deal with it. I held her hand as I prayed and
counted her down. I was very tired but felt Mother‟s intense touch.
Marjie said, “I can feel your hand tingling. It feels good.”
“I feel it all over my body.”
“Energy is building up in me. It‟s so strong I feel like I could run. It ‟s
collecting in my solar p lexus.”
In spite of the energy boost, I was feeling more and more fat igued. A few
mo ments of no activity passed and Marjie said, “My headache is gone.
Mother just kicked me out of the trance.”
“I‟m really tired. I need to take a nap,” I said. Marjie went about her
business while I lay down. I felt Mother and energy coursed through my
muscles, sore from the hard work I had done on the house the previous day. I
felt that some kind of procedure was being done to my jo ints and muscles to
keep them fro m becoming too inflamed. The s ensations were unlike anything
I had ever felt. At times they were so strong in my legs that I wanted to jump
out of bed, but I sensed that I should wait until they were fin ished. I visualized
my body full of Light and finally fell asleep for about ninety minutes. I woke
feeling quite refreshed and ready to resume the installation of new flooring in
the living room.
Marjie read that night that spiritual energy can be gathered in the solar
plexus, which is known as the altar within. Simultaneously, I read in Roots of
Consciousness that several of the founding fathers of psychology had strong
beliefs that disembodied spirits were real and could communicate with
humans. As if something to be ashamed of, these facts had not been taught in
any of my psychology classes at either the undergraduate or the graduate
level. Talk about suppression of the unfashionable Truth!
When I got home fro m work the next day, Marjie said, “I was mo wing
the grass and it was about to rain, but Alta Sha said he would hold it back
until I finished, and he did.”
“I didn‟t know he could alter the weather, but with I AM all things are
possible.”
“The paint fumes fro m the flooring made me sick. I‟ve got a headache
and my stomach is queasy.”
“Let‟s do a session now to get rid of that.”
Alta Sha greeted me as soon as she entered the trance. “It has been quite
some time since we spoke direct ly,” he said.
“I have been wondering about your silence.”
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“Perhaps we could talk now.”
“That would be fine. I feel a trip co ming on.”
He smiled. “Where do you wish to go?”
“Back to the four corners country.”
“Are you making preparations?”
“I have written the editor of the Mountain Ute Reservation newspaper,
but you already know that. Our house is about ready to receive visitors.”
“You should invite more to your home. You are guarded and need not
fear. There is no need for you to hide.”
“I‟m not hiding. I just don‟t know anyone around here to invite. Is Uncle
Nuke still searching?”
“He suffers fro m dreams.”
“What do you mean by suffers?”
“This is not my word. It is his way of thinking about dreaming.”
“Does it mean he is unaccustomed to dreams, or that the dreams are
bad?”
“He is not used to having and recalling dreams at all and finds it
disturbing. Your questions have caused him to question also.”
“Is Uncle Nuke the only one of his particu lar genetic type?”
“Yes.”
“Doesn‟t that result in a great deal of loneliness for him?”
“Inwardly it does. This is one of the main reasons why he is beginning to
dream.”
I felt great compassion for Nucleus upon hearing this and couldn‟t stop
the tears that came to my eyes. I understood the feeling of loneliness too well
fro m past experience.
“Perhaps you should attempt to contact him instead of waiting for him to
make contact. Marjorie is the instrument that has been used to make contact in
the past.
“Marjorie has feared that she is los ing her mind because she is having
so many thoughts that she cannot keep pace with them. She must have
blan k spells like th is at times in order to rest. She is receiving a great deal
of in format ion wh ich is being imparted d irect ly fro m I AM . She cannot
recall very much o f it because there is too much to share, but it is being
reg istered. She is doing His wo rk and need not worry about the fact that
she is otherwise unemployed . She has difficu lty with the concept that you
could accept her lack o f emp loy ment and be contented with it as long as
she is doing the wo rk of I AM. It is the opposite of all her cond it ioning .
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She is in a new env iron ment and it is hard for her to realize that th is is
true.”
“I will continue to reassure her about this.”
“It pleased me to halt the rain for her because it pleased her so much. It
delighted me that she sang children‟s songs when she understood what was
happening.”
“I often encourage her to sing but she thinks she doesn‟t have a good
voice.”
“It is music to I AM‟s ears.”
“She sings softly so that no one will hear her.”
“This is so.” He studied me intently and said, “I can see that you are
about to enter a new plane of development. You have partly penetrated the
barrier to a higher level, but have not made it co mpletely through.”
“I have been aware of changes, as if I was about to have a breakthrough.”
“Keep striving to break through the barrier. You are a glorious sight in
the eyes of Marjorie. Perhaps she can describe this in more detail. She has
rested and it is time for me to withdraw. I want to plan an adventure for you.”
“Alleluia.”
“Alleluia.” He looked at me with pleasure for a few mo ments and left.
“My stomach is feeling better,” Marjie said. “I‟ve been on my bed in the
craft. Mother was swaying over me and said I had p icked up an infection fro m
someone in town and that, plus the paint fumes, was making me sick. I‟m
ready to be counted up.”
I repeated what Alta Sha had said about the overload of info rmat ion and
that neither it, nor the periods when her mind was co mp letely b lan k, meant
that she was mentally ill. She cried with relief at the good news. I assured
her that unemploy ment was nothing to worry about, for she was employed
by I AM and do ing a fine job.

We were driving to Unity when Marjie asked if we could have a session
to find out if she had any Indian ancestors. I induced the trance and she said,
“I‟m flying, but not as a bird. I have my own arms outstretched. I‟m co ming
to a village of teepees. I can see my own teepee very clearly. It has the hand
marks of my brother on it, with one pointing up and the other pointing down.
There is a horse painted on it too, and red, black and yellow bands around the
top.”
“What is your name?”
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“Little Toes. My mother is Whispers to the Wind. I know she‟s my mother
because of the feeling in my bosom when I look at her. She is beautiful and
kind, and stayed beautiful even in her old age.”
“Do you see your father?”
“I don‟t think I know who my father is. My b rother is the only man in our
lodge.”
“How o ld are you?”
“I‟m not sure.”
“Where is your village located?”
“At a place called Clouds Sit on Rocks. There are mountains nearby.”
“Do you recognize any of the land marks?”
“It isn‟t a place we have seen out west.”
“What is the name of your tribe?”
“I don‟t know. I‟m very tired. My arms have been outstretched the whole
time.”
I counted her up. We concluded that she had tapped into the life of one of
her earthly ancestors.
We were returning to Martin from Memphis when Marjie said, “Look out
for a three wheeler up ahead on the left.” We rounded a curve and topped a
hill, seeing a boy on a three wheeler at the side of the road.
“How d id you know it was there?”
“I don‟t know. I just had an image in my mind.”
“Your clairvoyant powers are getting stronger.”
That night Marjie was ready for another session. I had hopes of speaking
to Adam. Once entranced she said, “I‟m in my boat. Alta Sha is rowing. He‟s
wearing dark brown clothing. I don‟t know why an angel is wearing such dark
clothing. He doesn‟t exp lain.”
“Perhaps it‟s the kind of clothing he wore in his earthly life.”
“He says you are acting like an intelligent man again. I see the outline of
an eye on his back but when you look into it, it is bottomless. He says the love
of God is wrapped around him.
“We are leaving the tunnel. The clouds are red, but their reflection in the
water is blue. This is not Earth. The clouds are boiling and rolling and I feel a
strong wind. He is still rowing. I can see a vertical colu mn of solid yello w in
front of us. We are about to enter it but Alta Sha is holding his oar crossways
in front of him and we have stopped. I don‟t like this place.
“Alta Sha says the yellow line represents feelings of unjustified guilt that
must be eliminated before I can travel on. They are retard ing my growth.”
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“Exp lore th is feeling of unjustified guilt and find what it is connected to.”
“It‟s connected to things I said to others that hurt their feelings even when
I didn‟t intend to.”
“Why do you have this feeling?”
“When other people got mad at someone else, they often blamed me
when it wasn‟t my fault. I had only told the truth, but I accepted the blame.”
“You accepted blame even though it wasn‟t your fault?” She nodded.
“There is no need to feel guilt about telling the truth. If others react with
anger or hurt, it is their choice to feel that way, not something that you did to
them. They may want to blame you for their feelings, but you didn‟t make
them have those feelings; you just told the truth.”
“I can understand that now. The column is gradually changing from
yellow to white. We are passing through.
“Now I see thousands of small, rectangular, black things. They are all the
same size and have rounded corners. They are bits of information, facts and
knowledge that I have been given but as of now they are disorganized. I like
watching them.‟
“Perhaps if you keep looking they will begin to fo rm patterns.”
“They are making patterns and now they have colors and they‟re
changing shape.
“Now I see vertical and horizontal lines on an apron-like thing that goes
across my lower abdomen and legs.” She used her hands and fingers to
gesture. The lines look like white porcupine quills on a russet background.
They are attached to leather that also has beadwork on it. It is very be autiful.
It‟s an Indian design.” She looked at it for a few seconds and her shoulder
movements indicated she was flying again as an eagle. Rides the Wind then
said, “I am looking down on a village of people who live in mud houses. My
master would like to speak to you.”
“Greetings, wise one. What would you like to talk about?”
“I am bound. I want you to unbind me.”
“What is it that binds you, and how can I help remove your bonds?”
“The past is binding me.”
“Are you grieving about the past?”
“No.”
“Is it freedom that you want?”
“I am already free. I am a spirit. But I am limited because I have no body.
I cannot pick up things, I cannot speak, I cannot make people co mprehend and
I need someone to work through.”
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“Do you want us to speak to your people for you?”
“There are no others that I wish to speak to. What can I say that will help
my people now? I know that they cannot return to the past and have to go
forward.”
“In my opinion, the advice which all people need everywhere is to seek
the will of I AM in all things and to do His will.”
“So many names for the Great Spirit Who Dwells in the Sun, but all
mean ing the same thing.”
“We should learn to seek the Great Sp irit within ourselves and within all
liv ing things.”
“I do not disagree.”
Marjie‟s shoulders adjusted to the wind currents as Rides the Wind flew
again. “What do you see?”
“I have flo wn out toward the flats. Belo w me I see a mud house.”
“Whose house is this?”
“I do not know.”
“What else do you see?”
“Something on the ground.”
“Where is this place?”
“The way you would approach you would see the legs of two walls, one
on the right and one on the left.”
“Is there much space between these legs?”
“Not enough to be secure. As you would app roach first you wou ld see
the leg on the right and then you wou ld see the leg on the left and beyond
the leg you wou ld be secure , and there is the mud house. And befo re the
mud house there is so meth ing on the ground .”
Marjie said, “I am finished.” I counted her up. “I have to draw what the
eagle saw.” When she was finished, the meaning of the eagle‟s words was
clear. The legs he referred to were project ions onto the flat ground fro m the
sides of a mesa that curved around in a large U shape. Within the “legs” of
the U was a sheltered area like a small canyon. Up high on the wall o f the
mesa to the left was an adobe cliff d welling.

Marjie had been hired by a home health organization and on her first
assignment spent time at the bedside of a hospitalized, 94 year old man who
was delirious and combative. “Nothing I said to him was helping,” she said.
“When I tried to comfort him, he would only get more upset. There were
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Hosts standing between me and him and facing me. I d idn‟t understand why
they were standing that way.”
“I think maybe they were trying to protect you from h is negative energy.
He might have tried to possess you if he had died while you were projecting
Light to him. You have needed protection in the past.”
“That makes sense.”
I received a letter fro m the young man who had revealed his vision to me
about the Ute‟s at Mesa Verde‟. He revealed that a part of his vision had been
contaminated with material fro m a novel he had read about a shaman who had
made use of an evil spirit. That in formation helped to clear up some of the
discrepancies I had noticed between his vision and the content of Marjie‟s
channeling, although there was a great deal of accurate overlap.
Marjie picked up the letter, saying, “Alta Sha told me to hold it. I feel
sparks flying off of it. I thin k he‟s trying to pass along some of his interest in
the demonic and I want no part of it. I can see him sitting at a long wooden
table writ ing the letter. He is very angry with someone who has been messing
with him.”
“I guess Alta Sha wanted you to exercise your psychometry.” We had no
further contact with the boy after that.
I had been trying for several days to locate a troublesome leak in the
water line beside our very long driveway leading fro m the road to the house.
Although we had received some guidance fro m Alta Sha as to where to find
the leak, Marjie and I had misinterpreted the clues and I had dug several deep
holes in the wrong places looking for it. At a point near the house the line
crossed the driveway. I had first dug a hole on the east side of the driveway
without finding the leak and dug another on th e west side, where I discovered
a split in the line. I was tired after doing all the digging and repair and left
both holes open to be sure that the leak was truly fixed before going to bed.
I said goodnight in succession to all the spirits we had been working with,
including the Ute‟s, Uncle Nu ke, Alta Sha, Mother, Adam and Perithnea.
Perithnea answered, “Good night, John Boy.”
I laughed. “I d idn‟t know you watched The Waltons, too.”
“Mother does. You need to rest. Your body is tired.”
“I think I found all the leaks.” I was hoping for a confirmat ion but she
said nothing. “It‟s all right if you have no comment. Alta Sha was right when
he told me we had enough information to find the leak.”
“I asked Alta Sha why he wouldn‟t let me tell you exactly where to dig,
but he said it was important for you and mother to do it on your own. He also
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says to tell you that Marjie has flaws and it will take mo re time to get them
straightened out.” I gathered that he was referring to her variable ability to
understand and accurately transmit what she received.
“I love you.”
“I love you too. Good night.”
Marjie wo ke me in the morning by saying, “We have a big leak in the
yard.” Water was pouring out of the east hole, where there had been no leak at
bedtime. I discovered that an old union of two pipe sections had never been
properly glued and had come loose. If I had filled the hole without repairing
the weak joint, it probably would have leaked anyway. I had been frustrated
by having to dig on both sides of the driveway to find the orig inal leak, but if I
had not done so, the second leak would have gone undetected. I also installed
a shutoff valve in the loose section which would be useful for locating future
leaks. I felt sure that Alta Sha knew this would happen in advance of my
digging. The digging had forced me to get on my belly at times to embrace
Mother Earth in an up close and very personal way. I had also been given a
chance to practice patience and persistence, and to be thankful for the strength
needed to do the work.
I phoned Marjie in the afternoon to make sure that no new leaks had
shown up. She said, “I woke up about four this morning with the thought that
we had a leak, but I dis missed it as nonsense and went back to sleep.”
“It‟s too bad you didn‟t heed the warning. It wou ld have saved us about
three hours of water running at full b last. But at four in the mo rning I might
not have listened, either. You‟re still learning to trust your inner voice and not
to doubt it.”
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Chapter Fifty Six

Crossing Boundaries
We agreed to attempt a contact with Uncle Nuke in the evening. After the
countdown I suggested that Marjie seek Mother first and she said, “Mother
has gathered me up and is taking me to a wall that has lines on it. They cross
at right angles to each other, going up and down and across. I see lights on the
wall. I don‟t know what this is.”
“Just observe without trying to analyze.”
“I see a light that looks kind of like a fiber optic, but it‟s not contained in
a fiber. It can form into different shapes and it can change colors, too. Mother
is telling me that with her assistance, the light is reacting to my thoughts. Now
it looks like a banana. She wants me to hold it in my hand.” She held her
palms up as if accepting the light, and in a few mo ments Uncle Nuke‟s
scanning head movements began.
“Good evening, friend. It is a pleasant surprise to be contacted in this
way. How d id she find a window and an available channel?”
“Light Mother assisted us.”
“She would certainly know if a window was available.”
“What do you mean by a window being available?‟
“Just as you can have a busy line in your telephone system, my windows
can be occupied by others, preventing contact. The light form wh ich Marjorie
holds is controlled by thought and is a channel for communication. It is
connected to my own co mmunication system and is individualized to her
particular personality and will not respond to any other.”
“I see. It‟s a pleasure to speak to you again.”
“It‟s even more of a pleasure to me because you do not approach me with
questions about my work. You speak to me of things which are to me in the
nature of play, a diversion.”
“We come in the spirit of friendship. How have you been?”
“I have been well and the work is going at a steady pace.”

Crossing Boundaries
“I have been thinking about your origins and questioning if you were
genetically unique.”
“There are others somewhat like myself, but I am unique.”
“Alta Sha told me that you were.”
“Your questions always cause a disturbance in me.”
“Why is this question disturbing?”
“It stirs something deep within me which makes me feel as if I might lack
something.”
“When I heard that you were the only one of your particular kind, I was
overwhelmed by compassion and empathy. Th ere have been times when I felt
as if I belonged to a different species from the hu mans around me.”
“You are unique in co mparison to other humans.”
“Does your uniqueness create problems of loneliness for you?”
“I have my co mpanion Icktupchik and many colleagues.”
“I felt quite alone after the death of my former mate, but I had hopes of
finding another and then I met Marjie. Do you ever long for a mate? ”
“I understand that to make a bond with someone for life is very serious
and one should be very careful not to choose someone that one will become
bored with. Many humans do not seem to understand the importance of this
kind of bond.”
“Have you ever considered bonding with someone?”
“Once, but I quickly decided to return to my work.”
“I wanted you to know that I am acquainted with loneliness.”
“My parents have passed away. I was their only child. My primary
companion is my pet.” (We learned much later that his parents were not dead
and he was not an only child, facts he did not kno w.)
“Even when I had no mate I did not feel co mpletely alone because I had
my Father.”
“Your human father?”
“No. My heavenly Father, the Creator.”
“I thought He was your commander, and in return for your obedience, He
shared some of His power with you.”
“He is infin itely powerfu l, but our relationship is like that of a parent and
child. I love Him and He loves me. I want to please Him and He wants to
please me.”
“To me, power means force.”
“It is not His desire to force anyone to do anything, although He can
make anything happen if He wills it. He wants His children to have the
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freedom to choose. It is important that service to I AM be freely chosen, not
coerced. He blesses those who serve Him, but also those who do not, in hopes
that they will eventually recognize their importance to Hi m.
“Although I have never suffered a lack o f the basic necessities, I have
experienced the emotional adversity which was necessary for my growth. It
would be difficu lt for someone who is highly intelligent, is very capable, is in
a position of high authority and has an abundance of material possessions, to
realize that they need to have a relationship with their Creator.
“It was a miracle when your System shut down. It breached your security,
which you believed was impossible, and no one questioned it. Thos e who
should have known about it showed no awareness. God demonstrated His
power to you and also protected you from any negative consequences.”
“You are speaking of immense power indeed. Does this God have more
power than my co mmander?”
“Of course He does. Not one particle of matter or energy could exist
without His will. He also gives us personal power to use for good or for ill. He
knows that if we use our power to do wrong, we will eventually learn the error
of our ways and turn to our Source. He rejoices over everyone that turns to
Him.”
“Are there other positions like yours which are freely given?”
“What do you mean by position?”
“You must be in a very high position if you are speaking to me. Only
those in high positions are allo wed to speak to me. What qualifications do you
have for your position and what is your term of office?”
“I am not in any position other than being a child of God. Anyone can
choose to recognize God as their Father and therefore will receive the many
blessings He gladly bestows on his children. Many do not receive all the
blessings they could have because they do not know Him as their Creator and
the Source upon which they can rely. He blesses me in ways I never expected,
such as having this conversation with you. Nothing gives me mo re pleasure
than to help others find the Light of God and to recognize Him as their
Father.”
“How does your Father communicate with you? My commander
communicates with me by…” He stopped. I assumed he did so to prevent a
breach of security.
“Your co mmander has some means of commun icating messages which
you receive and respond to. God does not speak to me directly in wo rds. He
sometimes communicates to me through the spirits with whom we work,
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through feelings that I have, and through events I can‟t explain unless I
acknowledge His presence.”
“Is God nearby?”
“He is within everything He created as a Force. That Force is certainly
capable of co mmunicating with words or thoughts if It chooses to do so, but It
doesn‟t always communicate in that way with everyone. I have not heard the
voice of God, but Marjorie has.”
“Is it possible for me to become a servant of the Father and to be blessed
by this contact? I have done nothing which is detrimental to life.”
“God realizes that you respect His creations and that is one reason why
He has brought us together. He is using me to co mmun icate His love for you.”
“Is Marjorie in distress? Her signal is getting weaker.”
“She is uncomfortable because she has been maintaining the same posture
and channeling for quite a while. We should speak again on another
occasion.”
“We certainly will speak again. A new window has been established. You
have given me a great deal to think about and I will want to discuss it with
you further. Until we meet again.”
“If you want to contact the Father, you need to approach Him with an
attitude of desire, reverence and prayer. If you search , you will find. I AM
will not allow any of His children to wander aimlessly. He will receive
anyone who turns to Him with open arms. Go with God.”
Mother had been with me throughout our conversation, stroking in new
places on my forehead, behind my left ear, under my left jaw, and at the side
of my nose, which made me itch so that at times I had to scratch. I had never
felt her so strongly before.
Marjie was quite uncomfortable and I quickly counted her up. She had no
memo ry of the conversation with Nuke so I filled her in, telling her how
privileged I felt to be introducing an ET hybrid to I AM, especially one who
had influence over countless other intelligent life forms!

At bedtime I read from Ed Walter‟s book, The Gulf Breeze Sightings, about
his UFO and ET encounters in Florida. I had lived in Gulf Breeze for a short time
in the mid „70‟s, and was acquainted with the work of the hypnotherapist, Dan
Overlade, whom Mr. Walters consulted when his fears of those contacts became
overpowering. It was apparent to me that Ed persistently misinterpreted the
motivations of the ETs who were working with him, although they repeatedly
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tried to calm him and did not physically harm him. In view of his expressed
desire to understand his earthshaking experiences, I felt the impulse to contact
him.

Marjie again attended to the 94 year old patient, who was no longer
delirious. “I found out that he is quite religious and well versed in the Bible,”
she said. “He recalled bits and pieces of the things I said to him the first time
and he told me how much he appreciated my help. Before I left he held hands
with me. We shared Light and he gave me a kiss goodbye. It was great! Alta
Sha said that the Hosts stood between us when he was so angry because he
was already in the Light and didn‟t need that kind of help fro m me.”

We were returning from our evening walk when Marjie said, “Alta Sha is
telling me that if I wish, I can release the Ute‟ spirits.”
“You said you wanted to go back to the Spanish Peaks. Maybe you‟re
supposed to release them there.”
“I‟m not willing to release the old one yet.”
“I‟m not eager to let them go until the time is right. They cause no
problem and we can still learn things from them. I think they are also learning
fro m us.”
Marjie worked on a cross stitch design and I read more of Ed Walter‟s
book. He wrote that he felt compelled to go to Tumacarami, the highest
mountain in southern Venezuela, located in a trackless jungle where the fierce
Yanamo mo tribe lived. “He wants to go to Venezuela just like me, and we
both knew Dr. Overlade. Th is seems too coincidental to be mere chance.
Maybe we have work to do with Mr. Walters,” I said.
“Alta Sha wishes to speak.”
“I will be delighted to speak with h im.”
“I don‟t want to stop my cross stitching.”
“That shouldn‟t be a problem.” Alta Sha continued cross stitching in his
rapid, precise manner, wh ich was considerably faster than Marjie‟s normal
pace. After we greeted I said, “I have the feeling that my reading of Ed
Walter‟s book is not a coincidence. Can you shed any light on this ?‟
“You should realize by now that there are no coincidences in your lives.”
“Did you ever travel to Tu macarami in your earthly life?”
“In what form do you mean?”
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“In any form.”
“When I meditated I wanted my spirit to be completely unbound and
unlimited, so I would not select any particular goal for it, only the will of I
AM. I found my spirit in that part of Venezuela. I am familiar with the people
and the terrain.”
“If we were to contact Mr. Walters about being able to help him find
Tumacarami, would you be willing to act as a guide? I know that you would if
it is the will of I AM.”
“That is humorous. You know A lta Sha very well.”
“I assume that if we are going to help Mr. Walters find Tumacarami then
you will be with us, for you are her guard.”
“Of course, but before you contact Mr. Walters directly, perhaps you
should speak to his doctor by way of introduction.”
“What doctor do you mean?”
“His thought Doctor.”
“Dr. Overlade?” He was deceased.
“You are colleagues, are you not?”
“It hadn‟t occurred to me to contact his spirit.”
“They are still in co mmun ication with one another.”
“I got the imp ression from his book that Ed stopped looking into his past
and his motivations after Dr. Overlade died. He doesn‟t mention having any
hypnotic sessions afterwards. He seems to have little or no understanding of
the spiritual aspects of what has been happening to him.”
“He knows more but did not include it in his book because it had all that
he could put in it. There is unevenness between you and Dr. Overlade in your
understanding of what is happening to Mr. Walters. If you were to exp lain it
to him, it would be to his benefit and would be a good introduction to Mr.
Walters.”
“I am quite willing to attempt this contact. Do you have any suggestions
about how to proceed?”
“You are intelligent. You do not need my help to proceed.” I laughed at
this familiar phrase, already half expecting it.
“The only way I know how to do it is through Marjie. I thought you
might suggest a way that I could do it myself. Somet imes I feel like I‟m using
her to do what I ought to be able to do alone.”
“If you could do this work alone then you would d o it alone. In the eyes
of I AM you two are one. You prefer to use your right hand. Do you take
advantage of it?”
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“Yes, I take advantage of its greater strength and dexterity to accomplish
things more efficiently, but I know there is nothing wrong with that. It is only
natural that I would take advantage of the benefit.”
“I AM gave you Marjorie as a gift and it is His pleasure that you enjoy
the gift. Just as a father giving his child a present is pleased when the child
enjoys the present and wants to use it, your Father wants you to be pleased
with the gifts He gives to you.”
“I have always been a do it yourself kind of person and it‟s hard to get
used to the idea that it‟s okay to use Marjie‟s gifts instead of my own.”
“It is good that you have suggested to her that she recall some of your
work in earlier sessions. She will begin to recall more of your earlier wo rk but
you should also listen for her subconscious mind. Much of what she has been
receiving fro m I AM will begin to surface. Thank you for allowing me to
come and talk. I en joyed it.”
“I did also.”
“Alleluia.”
“Alleluia.”
I discussed the possibility with Marjie that we might be able to help Ed
Walters find his mountain with Alta Sha‟s guidance. Marjie wasn‟t afraid to
try it, and was also willing to contact Dr. Overlade through trance when we
had the opportunity. “The other night in your sleep you said One point three
million. That’s a lot. I wonder if the two things are connected in some way. If
you were talking about money, we could sure do some traveling with that
much.”
Before Marjie went to sleep she said, “I‟ve been seeing the image of a
yellow dog, but I don‟t know why.” (I have to interject here that a few hours
before I began editing this paragraph, thirteen years and six months later, a
yellow dog I have never seen before or since, crossed the road in front of our
property. As Alta Sha said, there are no coincidences in our lives.)

My son Chris and his wife Vanessa (a pseudonym) came to have dinner
and to celebrate Father‟s day with us. They seemed very happy to see us
again. We shared our recent spiritual experiences and our plans to return to
Colorado and asked if they would like to go with us. They weren‟t sure that
they could take the time off fro m school, but definitely wanted to go. We
explained that Marjie was feeling such a strong tug from the spirits to return
to the peaks that we didn‟t think we could wait much longer.
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They gave me a recording of Australian Aborig ine music entitled Winds
of Warning which featured traditional instruments as well as modern ones in a
fascinating combination of sounds. Some tracks included aboriginal songs.
We had a great visit and were looking fo rward to another in the near future.

Rather late in the afternoon a day or two later, Marjie said she was tired
and wanted to take a nap after supper. I asked, “Do you want me to play the
aboriginal music wh ile we eat?”
“Yes.” It wasn‟t long before I noticed that listening to the music had
induced a trance.
“Marjie, where are you?” She jerked to attention with a slightly dazed
expression.
“I went into a trance, didn‟t I?”
“Yes. If you want to, we‟ll have a session after supper. I‟ll turn the music
back on so you can find out why it had such a strong effect on you.”
“Good.”
When we started she said, “Perithnea is taking me to a little campfire.
We‟re in the middle of the Australian outback. It‟s a very dark night.
Perithnea is wearing a short, woven grass skirt and has a little grass hat on her
head. She‟s dancing around the fire and wants me to join her. There are other
people sitting around the fire. I‟m dancing with her.”
“How are you dressed? What color is your skin?”
“I‟m not aware of that.”
“Do you recognize any of the people?”
“No. I can‟t see the faces of the ones outside of the fire circle. Now I‟m
standing outside the circle looking toward the fire. They have designs painted
all over their bodies and are sitting around their small fire making music.”
Marjie‟s voice changed to that of Edward, a d isincarnated spirit fro m
Australia who m we had led into the Light months before. Edward, a white
man and hermit, lived in Australia with wild dogs, his only companions.
I asked him, “Why have you returned to this time and place?”
“When I heard the music of the natives, it stirred my soul as deeply as
possible. So metimes I would go to their campfires because I longed for human
words and because the music drew me. I wore many shells. When I joined
their circle, the others would look at me warily fro m the corners of their eyes.
They did not know exactly who or what I was. They may have thought I was
crazy, but I didn't care what they thought. I just enjoyed the music.”
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“Why did you live with dogs instead of people?”
“I just preferred it that way. We did no harm. I worshipped God. I knew
God's spirit was in everything. I loved nature because it is good to us and
because it tests and challenges us. It separates the weak fro m the strong, the
skilled fro m the unskilled, and the intelligent fro m those who are not.”
Remembering that a sudden wind had blown h im fro m a cliff to his death,
I said, “The lucky fro m the unlucky.”
“I did not believe in luck, only in skill.”
“The way you died seemed like a bit of bad luck to me.” He flinched as if
he had pain in his left side. “Are you uncomfortable?”
“The music is controlling my body.”
He had nothing else to say, so I counted Marjie up fro m the trance.
“Edward was just here,” I said. “I don‟t know why the music drew him back.
Have you felt him since we led h im into the Light?”
“I haven‟t had any sense of Edward staying with me.”
“I guess he somehow heard the music on the spiritual plane and let it
draw him here.”
“I know that he would come out of the blackness of the night into the fire
circle for a while, and then go back into the blackness. The nights were so
dark at times that their tiny fires could be seen for miles. I was seeing and
feeling things through his body at first and then it felt like my thumbs were
much farther back up on my arm and away fro m my fingers.”
“That‟s where a dog's thumb is located,” I pointed out. “His dogs went
everywhere with him. Apparently you were able to witness the scene from the
dog‟s viewpoint as well. That‟s pretty amazing, but you spent a lifet ime as a
wolf, which might have made it easier.”
We held another session after our evening walk. Before the countdown I
asked I AM to choose the most appropriate experience for Marjie‟s g rowth.
Perithnea jo ined me at the number three and I let her finish the countdown
alone.
After our hellos, she said, “Adam is very busy and doesn‟t have much
time for me. He‟s try ing to make his feet gro w bigger. He doesn‟t need me for
that. But I can still fly better than he can.”
“What have you been doing when you‟re not needed?”
“I just play on my nice swing. It is very smooth and very quiet and very
soft.” I knew she referred to Light Mother, who would swing her gently in one
pair of her arms.
“Have you been riding your horses lately?”
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“Fro m t ime to time.”
“I don‟t want you to feel that we don‟t need you. We do, very much.”
“Don‟t worry about that. I just play until I‟m needed again. That‟s what I
AM wants me to do.”
“Did you enjoy the music we were listening to a while ago?”
“Yes. They reach a very low level. It makes you feel like you‟re
bottoming out, like mother said.”
“Have you ever been to Australia?”
“Of course I have.”
“Do the aborigines know about faeries?”
“They see us, especially their children, but I don‟t think they know what
we are. I know where your line is now.”
“What line?”
“You know what I‟m talking about.”
“No, I don‟t. Are you talking about my water line?”
“Don‟t you remember when you put your head through the line? ”
“Oh, yes. I almost forgot.” (In an earlier session we had been standing on
a narrow dimensional plane and I was urged to put my head up through the
top of the plane so I could enter a higher level. I was able to get my head
through, but not my body. Alta Sha had told me to keep working at it and
eventually I would succeed.)
“Do you know where your line is now?”
“I‟m not sure but I have a feeling about it.”
“Where do you think it is?”
“About here, right below my shoulders.”
“That‟s right.”
“I don‟t know how I knew it was there.”
“Because you felt it.”
“We might be going to Venezuela. We read in Ed Walter‟s book that the
natives are very fierce where he wants to go. Do you know them? Are they as
dangerous as the book says?”
“There aren‟t many people where they live. Strangers keep coming there
and they don‟t like for them to come.”
“Why not?”
“They don‟t trust them. They co me and they take and they never give
back.”
“I don‟t blame them for wanting to keep things as they are.”
“You are a very wise man.”
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“Why do you say that?”
“Because you understand them.”
“I‟m just trying to practice the golden rule. Do unto others as you would
have them do unto you. I wouldn‟t want people coming into my territory and
taking and never giving back. No one would want that. When we get to the
jungle, maybe you can help us find a way to make friends with the Indians
and show them we can be trusted. That could be your assignment.”
“Okay.”
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Perithnea continued, “I know why mother wants to go back to the
mountains. I have read all about it in the book.”
“Can Marjie see the book?”
“Yes. I left a marker in it fo r her.”
“When can she go to look at it?”
“Now, if she wants to. It‟s time for me to go. Goodbye.”
“Goodbye, sweetheart.
“Do you want to follo w Perithnea to the books, Marjie?”
“Yes. I‟m looking at many, many books. Some of them are massive,
bigger than the record books you see in the county clerk‟s office. Perithnea is
showing me a book with mountains on the cover, but they are three
dimensional, like a holograph. The cover is very dusty so I‟m brushing it off.
We‟ve opened the front cover and on the inside there‟s writ ing. It‟s cursive.”
“Remember what you read. Read it aloud if you like.”
“If you find me, cling to me, care for me, grow from me, give me. The
writing is very beautiful. It looks like it was done with a quill pen. It reminds
me of the script in the Declaration of Independence. This book is very old; the
paper is brown at the edges. I‟m turning to the next page.
“There‟s a moving, fluid force of some kind here that reminds me of a
waterfall flowing down fro m above. I can‟t see where it‟s co ming fro m or
what surrounds it. It‟s not water, but that‟s what it reminds me o f.
“I‟m looking at the next page. It‟s a lush, deep green color, but it doesn‟t
look like vegetation. I see marks in it which look like semicircles, or like
some circular object had dug into the green, then dug into it again in a straight
line. This is the track which some object made in the green before it crashed
into an opening and was partially buried by an overhang.
“I‟m turning to the next page. I‟m a man, standing on the mountainside
looking toward the sun. To me the sun is God, the Creator. I‟m very thirsty
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and it‟s very hot and dry. The thirst makes me think of drought in place of the
lushness that was here before. I see a black object passing in a vertical line
between me and the sun. It‟s crossing in front of the sun and then going
straight over my head. I don‟t know what it is.”
Marjie took my hand in hers, made the outline of a peak on my palm with
her finger, and pointed to a spot within the outline. “He was standing there.” I
felt that she referred to the West Spanish Peak.
“I‟m turning the page. I‟m looking at several others who are very
distressed and confused.”
“Are they humans?”
“Yes.”
“Why are they confused?”
“They are confused about the words they have heard.”
“What is the source of these words?”
The distressed male Ind ian answered, “That is what is confusing. The
answer cannot be given. I am concerned, fo r it is my duty to help these
others find their way ho me. How can I do that and concentrate on the
meaning o f the words at the same t ime? We are silent walkers.”
“Are you walking silently out of fear?”
“There are others searching for us. We must be cautious.”
“Where do you live?” He pointed his finger to indicate the direction.
“I‟m turning the page,” Marjie said in her own voice. “Who is Uncle
Bill?”
I was confused by the sudden change of topic. “You mentioned Bill being
on the mountain once before.” The unfamiliar voice o f a d iscernibly white
male said, “Th is is the place where they wiped me out.”
In her own voice Marjie said, “There‟s a little girl here about ten years
old named Jennifer. Th is is confusing. I don‟t understand. The meaning of
these pages isn‟t as clear as the first ones. Perithnea says I should shampoo
my hair with the contents of the book.”
“I think she‟s joking, like the song says, “Wash that man right out of your
hair. Go ahead and do that.”
“This is so exhausting.”
“Do you want to end the session and return to the book another time? ”
“I‟m not sure what page this is. They all have a digital number 8 at the
top. There has to be a code or some method for finding out what the actual
page number is, h idden below it.”
“Put a marker in the book so you can find your place later, okay?”

469

Ute‟s, Aborigines, ETs
“Yes. The last thing I‟m supposed to remember is the name of the little
girl. It‟s Jennifer.”
I counted her up but her trance was so deep that I had to repeat the count
before she was back to normal. She said, “I saw the black thing very clearly. It
was shaped like a hat bo x but without a top and it was big enough for an
eighteen wheeler to fit inside of it. It was taller than it was across but not by a
lot. I clearly saw its sharp edges, and it was very black.
“Where I was standing I could see a long range of mountains extending
down to my left that had snow on top of them. There was a big prairie belo w
me and you could see for many miles before there were more mountains in the
distance. Behind me there was this huge, massive presence.”
Her description matched the view westward from a meadow on the side
of the West Spanish Peak where I had stood many times. Apparently the
Indian on the peak had witnessed the crash of a UFO wh ich gouged the
mountainside in two places before co ming to a halt against an overhang of
rock. It was the same scenario Donna had described in telling us about her
memo ries of being the ET pilot of a crashing vessel, and a slightly different
version of a previous trance.
“I was really deep that time. I had the feeling that this was a new level
and if you had only asked more specific questions, I could have given very
detailed answers.”
“You said there was a hidden page number under the 8 at the top of every
page. That‟s like Uncle Nuke‟s number. It looks like one number, but it‟s
made up of several other numbers beneath. There must be some connection
with the crash and Nuke, I thin k.”
On the way ho me fro m Unity the fo llo wing Sunday we had been listening
to the aborigine music again when Marjie said, “My stomach is feeling
queasy. I had stomach cramps last night and was really nauseous. I went
downstairs to throw up and got so tired I almost couldn‟t climb back up the
stairs. I felt so drained I almost went to sleep on the landing. I started feeling
better this morning, but now I feel like I‟m going to vomit again.”
“I‟m sorry. I‟ll stop as soon as I can.”
I pulled into an empty parking lot and turned off the stereo. “Let‟s do a
session right here to find out what this is all about. I think it‟s connected with
the music.” I asked I AM for an experience that would explain the nausea and
counted her down.
“I am a wild dog in a pack with others. We are gorging on a long legged
animal that we brought down. We are eating as fast as we can because there are
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some small black humans running at us and throwing sticks. My stomach is
getting very hot and I feel like I want to throw up.”
“Put this scene up on a mov ie screen and step back fro m it so that you are
not personally involved.”
“That helps, but I can‟t stand watching what I‟m seeing. The dogs have
run away to another place and are all regurgitating their food. It feels very hot
and unpleasant in my stomach.”
“Leave the scene. Go to a n ice pool of water where you are lying down
and cooling your whole body. There are b irds and flowers around you and you
hear the trickle of a stream. The water is calm and serene and you feel
peaceful, healthy, vib rant, and full o f life. All your senses are sharp. You have
no discomfort whatsoever because you are comp letely healthy.”
“I feel much better now,” she said after a few minutes. I counted her up.
“Were you in Australia?”
“Yes. There was something about the animal they were eating that made
the dogs sick.”
“Dingoes feed their pups by regurgitating food, but it sounds like you
were really sick. That music is a powerful link between you and other
Australian lifetimes. I wonder what pro mpted Chris and Vanessa to buy it.”

When I arrived at home after work, Marjie said, “Just a few minutes ago
Alta-Sha told me to put Light on your automobile NOW. I did it right away but
felt very worried that you might have an accident.”
“He knew what he was talking about. I came close to being hit by other
cars three times in the last ten miles. One of them was coming around a corner
on the wrong side of the road. If I hadn‟t already slowed to a crawl, we would
have hit head on. Something told me to be real careful there.”
We were eating supper when Marjie said, “I was asked to take care of
that 94 year old man again, but this time at h is home. I would have said yes
automatically in the past, but my new self really doesn‟t want to make a long
term co mmit ment to this job. I don‟t think it will help me grow spiritually. My
old self is feeling guilty fo r not saying yes to the needs of his family.”
“Follo w your spiritual guidance and don‟t worry about it. You were able
to say no, which is a step in the right direction for you.”
In preparation for Dr. X‟s high school seniors‟ class, we held a session to
request more words of wisdom fro m the Ute‟ spirits. Softener of Skins spoke
into the recorder first. “The woman (meaning Marjie) has been taught many
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things. Words about my people. She seeks words of wisd om, not words fro m
herself. She knows she would limit the wisdom of the words. I will speak for
her.
“The path we travel is one of hope. All peoples need hope. All that she
gathered for hope has been a gift fro m your (Earth) Mother. (He referred to
the hides, feathers, and bones we had gathered for the sacred staff.) Without
these things from Mother there would be no hope. There would be nothing. If
you destroy her bosom, you can grow no crops. No life will walk upon it or
crawl upon it. The animals of the air receive nourishment from it. When there
is no longer nourishment they are unable to fly. You have seen what your
modern man has done to the animals of the ground and the animals of the air.
They poison them. Their young do not hatch. They go away. They are no
more.
“Her bosom was soft and firm and we walked upon her with our feet.
Modern man has made her hard. He has laid things he has cast away and they
injure your feet. Now we cover our feet. Modern man continues to circle like
a dog that chases its tail. But there are some who walk upward, slo wly. They
walk the path of hope. They will take wings of their own and fly. They learn
to set their spirit free. They look for wisdom. It is hope. It is hope.”
“Thank you for those words. May I ask you a question about where you
lived?” He nodded. “What was the function of the tall square tower at Cliff
Palace which stands high above the surrounding ruins?”
“It was a watch tower. Fro m there we could see the opening of the
canyon, from which enemies or traders could approach.”
“Aradiia is afraid of horses. When did your people get horses?”
“We always had ponies. Generat ions of the old ones have told of bringing
ponies with them when they traveled across the ice to this new land.” (Ute's
were known to the white man in p ioneer days as the finest of horsemen.)
Softener of Skins also told of a ceremony held at the spring thaw and
again at the first freeze by his people. Before the ceremony, each person chose
one of their best possessions or made something fine to give away. On the
appointed day, all the gifts were assembled at the ceremonial ground.
Warriors formed two single file lines with half of them facing east and half
facing west, so that the first warrior in each line was eye to eye with t he
opposite warrior. Any warrior with an in jury or handicap was excluded, which
prevented Travels by Foot, who walked with a limp , fro m taking part. Each
warrior was given one of the gifts to carry, and when the dru ms and singing
began, the lines of warriors would dance toward each other, mingling in a
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serpentine fashion, weaving in and out. As they passed one another, each
exchanged a gift with his opposite. The transfer of gifts continued until the
drums and the dance stopped. Each warrior then gave the g ift he held to
someone that he thought either needed or deserved it. This process was
repeated until all the gifts had been distributed, insuring that each person
received something valuable.
Travels by Foot exp lained that to become a man, a youth past his twelfth
summer had to seek a vision that would reveal his spirit guide. He would go to
an isolated place and fast until it occurred. He would only tell h is vision to
one wise person of his choice. The wise one would help him understand the
mean ing of the vision and would give the young man a new name in keeping
with it. The new name would then be announced to the rest of the band but the
vision‟s content remained a secret. A man's spirit guide received his first
alleg iance and his next allegiance was given to the wise elders of the tribe.
Shadow of Foot explained, “The wise ones were treated with greatest
respect. One approached them in hu mility, and if allowed, sat quietly at their
feet until spoken to. When a wise one spoke, one listened until he was
fin ished and memorized his words. No interruptions, short of life and death
emergencies, were allowed. To leave the presence of a wise one without
permission was a major insult.”
Before our talk Alta Sha said, “I will be present and will give evidence
that I am there. Inform Dr. X in advance that he will beco me aware of many
people simu ltaneously shifting positions in their chairs.”
About twenty of the state‟s smartest high school seniors were present for
the class. It was such a great opportunity to open their minds to alternate
realities that we wanted to make a big impression. Our theme was that the
spirit world is real and there is much to be learned from contact with it. We
were dressed in our wedding costumes and had with us the sacred staff, the
mandala, and the shield which the Tarahu mara spirit, Rocks that Slide, had
instructed us to make, as well as copies of sketches of the Ute‟ warriors and
tape recordings of their words. Marjie also wore the necklace fro m Cortez.
As an introduction, I played a selection of aboriginal music that had a
primitive, heavy beat with the unearthly sounds of the didgeridoo, which
almost compelled one to dance. I explained that the music was created by
people who were deeply in tune with the Spirit of the Earth and of all creation.
I spoke of our exploration of the spirit world through trance and how this had
led us to commun icate with a variety of deceased Native Americans. We

473

Ute‟s, Aborigines, ETs
shared their portraits, their words, and what we had learned about their
culture.
As predicted by Alta Sha, about fifteen minutes after we began, nearly
everyone in the group shifted position, including Dr. X. Some of the students
even looked over their shoulders to see what had disturbed them. After the
lecture, one said he had felt someone tickling his neck.
A few students remained to speak to us after the class was dismissed.
Those with a fundamentalist religious background had the most difficulty
accepting what we shared. One of them said, “Why would God choose to
work through a bunch of heathen Indians?” Another expressed great
appreciation of what we had offered.
Although Dr. X said he greatly enjoyed the talk and appreciated all the
preparations we had made for it, he didn‟t ask us to give a third presentation,
possibly because Alta Sha had become too real.
Our sessions with the Ute‟ warriors were not finished. In another of them
I asked Rides the Wind if he could say the Indian word which meant Softener
of Skins. Marjie said, “He is looking at the sandstone cliffs at the top of the
mesa, which have a rich tan color. The color has something to do with his
name.”
“Oh, he must mean the word tan, like tanning a hide, which is what
Softener of Skins did. Does the old one want us to call him Tanner?”
“He says that this would be an easier name to say than the Ute' words for
Softener of Skins.”
“Where did he live?”
“Not far fro m where the ones with their noses in the air live, but on a
different mesa.”
“Does he mean the ones at Mesa Verde‟?”
“Yes. So me of them thought they were above the rest.”
“We must try to find his home when we return to Colorado.” I
remembered that Tanner once said people had come looking for buried
treasure where he lived. I thought, Why did they expect to find buried treasure
there and what kind of treasure were they looking for? Was it Indian gold,
Spanish gold, or ancient artifacts? What a thrill it would be find an unknown
cache of Indian treasure!
I was also excited about the possibility of locating debris fro m the
wrecked craft on the peaks. I assumed that we had been told about these
things so that we would be able find them and could then direct others to their
location in order to generate public interest and to establish the credibility of
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our sources. Alta Sha had said that Marjie was going to have an impact on
many lives, and that the book I would eventually write about our spiritual
contacts would be a best seller. I reasoned that publicity would help to make it
so. I was looking forward to making a startling discovery.
To learn more about the specific location of the UFO crash, we spoke to
Donna, who said that the craft came to rest in a depression between two
promontories. She had also been warned to avoid an abandoned mine near the
crash site, which was dangerous. Donna couldn't remember many topographic
details of the location because she had not been there for many years.
I consulted a forest service map o f the peaks and found a symbol
indicating that there had once been a mine in the “saddle” between the two
peaks which seemed to fit her description in some respects, but not in others. I
couldn't imag ine how the craft could have ricocheted into the saddle after
crashing on the southern side of the West Peak, since the bulk of the peak was
between the indicated point of impact and the depression to the east.
Nevertheless, the mine clue seemed important, so we planned to explo re that
area on foot. The map showed old jeep trails near the mine and I hoped that
we could drive within easy walking distance. We weren‟t prepared t o spend
days looking for it on foot with backpacks and would need Div ine Gu idance
to find anything in the huge area involved. Without it, we could search
fruit lessly for years.
We held a session to speak to Nucleus 8 and I told him of our plans to
return to the Spanish Peaks. He suggested that we travel to the eastern side of
the east peak, where a surprise would await us. We had been told by one of
the spirit Indians that a temple dedicated to sun worship existed on that side of
the east peak. I thought Nuke might be referring to something connected with
that, and sincerely hoped that he would send a craft to take us there and also to
the crash site. Alta Sha had said that someday I wou ld see a craft descend
fro m the sky and would meet an extraterrestrial face to face. Was it nearly
time for that eagerly anticipated event?
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We decided to take our trip on the weekend of July 4th. I reserved a cabin
in the town of La Veta, Colorado, which is next door to the Spanish Peaks and
convenient to Apishipa Pass. I read somewhere that the San Luis Valley,
which is west of the peaks between the Sangre de Cristo range and the San
Juan range, is a hotbed of UFO activ ity and some of the locals call it Flying
Saucer Alley. Chris and Vanessa couldn‟t afford to take time off fro m their
classes, so we traveled alone, except for our attending spirits.
In the early afternoon of the second day of our journey we arrived at La
Veta, and after we unloaded our gear into our rented cabin, Marjie said,
“These guys are so excited about being here that they‟re about to jump out of
my skin. We need to go straight to the mountains.”
A few miles south of town one of the largest of the stone dikes abutted
the narrow highway at nearly a right angle, soaring about a hundred feet into
the air. The buff colored wall was about fifteen feet thick and was covered
with beautiful lichens in multip le shades of green and orange. The
magnificent Sangre de Cristo range to the west was in clear view. When we
neared the wall, Marjie said, “Stop! This is where they want to get out.”
Fortunately, there was a wide shoulder to park on beside the narrow highway.
We walked across the pavement, stepped over a low fence, and stood next to
the end of the wall. Marjie p laced her hands on the stone and immed iately
said, “They've gone.” Tears welled in her eyes.
“Just like that? I expected some kind of farewell or something,” I replied,
also grieving. I had come to love these Ute's, and was proud of the ir
friendship. I would deeply miss them.
“I can hear them singing. They‟re very happy to be here. They've been
getting more and more impatient to leave me the closer we got to this place
and it was making me uncomfortable. It's a relief that they‟ve gone. I will
miss them, but Softener of Skins is still here.”
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“Thank God for that. Rides the Wind is, too.” We embraced, dried our
wet eyes, and took a few pictures of the wall before we continued toward the
peaks.
Alta Sha appeared. “Do not grieve for them. You have done well, and
they are happy. I AM is pleased with you. They do His will, and so do you.”
“I hope to see them again someday, perhaps on the other side. I consider
them my b rothers. What will they do here?”
“They will wait until it is time for them to reincarnate.”
Knowing that he probably would not be allowed to answer, I didn‟t ask
him what events had to occur before the Ute‟s and the Tarahumaras would
reincarnate. I suspected that their reappearance in the flesh would be
coordinated by worldly circu mstances that would affect many more people
than their tribal descendents alone.

We took a side road that lead toward the East Peak via the north flank of
the West Peak in hopes of encountering the surprise that Nuke had
ment ioned. Ou r map indicated that this road would eventually take us back to
I-25, wh ich connected with another highway that led back to La Veta. In
effect, we would be making a giant loop to the south, east, north and west. I
reasoned that if Uncle Nuke was going to take us on a ride, the re was no
better time than at the beginning of our vacation.
The road was increasingly primitive as we climbed into the forest of fir,
spruce, pines and aspens. Our vehicle was a Nissan NX, a s mall sports car
which had front wheel drive but not much ground clearance. I was hopeful
that we wouldn‟t encounter terrain rough enough to force a retreat.
After a few miles we saw considerable smoke in the forest off to our left
and encountered a man with a walkie-talkie standing beside his car, parked on
a side road. He flagged us down and asked if we had co me to help fight the
fire! He was a reporter for a local paper who had heard about the fire over the
radio, had come to investigate, and had been posted there to direct firefighters
to the right place.
I exp lained that we were on ly tourists and asked if it was safe to keep
going down the road. It was, he said, but warned us that the road got worse
before it connected with a much better one. We decided to try our luck, since
the fire was small and a good distance away.
We passed beyond the area where the fire was burning and came to a
large, fenced meadow where cattle grazed, contained by the cattle guards that
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allo wed public access at each end. The road had dwindled to ruts through the
grass. Several mule deer, flushed by the fire, came running across the meadow
fro m behind us.
Soon we arrived at a well maintained gravel road, took a left turn toward
the northeast, and after a few minutes we saw a fire truck laboring up the hill
with a full load of water. I then knew that I could find my way back to La
Veta on good roads and was confident that we would not be trapped on a
burning mountainside.
We continued on unfamiliar roads that took us closer to the East Peak.
The scenery was a beautiful mix of mountain meadows, evergreen forest, a
few wh ite clouds in an azure sky, and long shadows cast by the massive peaks
and the lowering sun. It was almost sundown when we arrived at a cattle
guard that indicated we were on ranch land, and we stopped a short distance
beyond. The East Peak was a few miles to our right. We waited for Nuke‟s
surprise, flanked by cattle grazing in a broad meadow to the east and foothills
to the west.
Miles fro m civilization, we absorbed the peace surrounding us. A pair of
singing whippoorwills played together in the twilight like a loving couple,
repeatedly fly ing very high and then diving straight down with wings folded
until they neared the ground. At the last second they spread their wings wide
to stop their plunge and resumed their upward climb. They darted and
wheeled in unison, seeking insects which they devoured in flight, seeming to
greatly enjoy their companionship. I recalled the similar behavior of a pair of
parrots in Batopilas canyon, a pair of camp robbers on the Spanish Peaks that
followed us when we first met the Tarahu mara spirits, and the frolicking
ravens who had entertained us there.
“The way those whippoorwills are fly ing together reminds me of us on our
spiritual journeys,” I said. A few mo ments later they came very near and
hovered only a few feet above our heads, like kindred spirits. Their curiosity
satisfied, they returned to their play.
“It's going to be dark before long and we still have a long way to go
before we get back to the cabin,” I said. “Maybe we should contact Nuke to
see what he has in mind. I don't want to wait much longer if this is the wrong
place or the wrong time fo r his surprise.”
Marjie quickly entered trance and soon I was speaking to Nucleus 8.
After our friendly greeting I asked, “Are we in the right place for the surprise
you mentioned?”
“Oh yes.”
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“I thought maybe you were going to give us a ride in one of your ships. I
was told that they are common around here. This is a very isolated area, so I
thought it might be safe.”
“I don't expect that you will be seeing a craft up close tonight.”
“That‟s too bad. I was really hoping we would get a ride. Should we keep
wait ing for your surprise?”
“I just thought that you might enjoy the view fro m here.”
“Well, it is beautiful. I'm glad we came. I have hopes of finding a craft
which crashed on these mountains according to a friend of ours.”
“Who told you that a craft had crashed here?”
“Someone we know in Atlanta, Georg ia. She has memories of having
been the pilot of a crashed UFO. She says she attempted to drag bodies from
the burning wreckage before she also died. She felt terrib ly guilty and held
herself responsible for the accident. So mehow she lost control just before the
crash. Do you know anything about that?”
“I will have to consult my system. Just a mo ment... Ah, yes. There was a
lost craft in this area. It disappeared near here and was never found. If you can
locate it, it would be very helpful. We have been unable to. What else does
your friend remember?”
“She remembers fly ing where the Hop i Indian Reservat ion is now
located. She says that she landed there and removed fuel crystals fro m her
craft and buried them for safekeep ing. She believes that someday she is
supposed to locate those crystals and reclaim them.”
“What did she tell you about the crystals?”
“She says that they were put into a container in the center of the craft and
provided power to it.”
“That would indeed make them antiques. We have not used that type of
fuel for many centuries. If you attempt to dig them up, you should be very
careful. They could be quite dangerous.”
“Are they radioactive or something?”
“Yes. After so long they would have deteriorated and would be quite
unstable.”
“How long has it been since you used such crystals?”
“Several thousand cycles.”
“She has also mentioned a Board of Twelve, who sent her on the mission
to Earth. She said something about rays of light, and that when the Twelve are
joined together, the dark band will move, whatever that means. Can you tell
me anything about that?”
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“She knows of the Board of Twelve? I can only say that there is such a
Board. However, I try to steer clear of them.”
“Why? Do you fear them?”
“No, but they are very powerful and I do not wish to attract too much of
their attention. I would not want to earn their disfavor. I actually do not know
very much about them.”
“Do you mean that they have authority over you?”
“Yes. It is unwise to ask too many questions.”
“Why so?”
“In our society, one does not ask a question unless certain that the answer
will be given. Asking questions which will not be answered is considered
offensive. It is also considered wasteful. So I avoid asking about the Board.”
“I see. It must be rather frustrating to live in such a society.”
“You learn to adjust. It is a way to insure privacy and to avoid
embarrassment.”
“It also keeps people in the dark. I would have trouble accepting such
rules. I‟m too full o f questions.
“It‟s almost sunset and this road isn't the best, so I think we'd better get
going. Thanks for the informat ion. I hope we can locate the missing craft.”
“Enjoy the view,” he said, and withdrew.
I drove around a slight curve and we saw two large horned owls sitting
side by side in the middle of the road. “Look at those owls. I‟ve never seen
any this close in the wild,” I said, stopping the car. One flew to perch on a
nearby fence post while the other one stared at us. I eased the car closer until
we were within ten feet or so, and the one in the road flew off toward the East
Peak, joined by the other. “Owls usually are very wary and avoid people, but
those two acted like they wanted us to see them.”
“They sure did. Weren't they beautiful? What a sight!”
“I think they must have been the surprise Nuke had planned for us. Some
contactees have reported seeing mysterious owls which seemed to seek them
out.”
We continued our drive through the darkening valley and soon we were
accompan ied by a brilliant white light flying on a parallel course in front of
us. It was very high and moving quite slowly. No bl inking lights could be
seen on it. We were happy to be blessed with this companion , sure that
although Nuke wasn‟t prov iding a ride on a UFO, he had arranged a distant
view of one. It cont inued on its straight path when a curve in the road took
us in a d ifferent direct ion.
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After an hour or so, we were back to I-25. Marjie said, “It amazes me
how you can find your way. I was totally lost, and a little afraid that you were,
too.”
“I knew we were headed east, and that as long as we kept going that way,
we would have to run into the interstate eventually.”

It was early the next morning when we headed for the saddle -like
depression between the East and West Peaks in search of the crashed UFO.
We drove as far as we could manage on a jeep trail before we parked bes ide a
rushing creek and continued on foot. The weather was clear and sunny and we
were in great spirits as we climbed and climbed. Marjie‟s left h ip began to
hurt but she was determined to continue, so we stopped at frequent intervals to
rest. Hoping that the Ute' spirits would hear, I sang out the words of the poem
Cerenos had given us and greeted them by name at the top of my voice.
Resting on top of one of the dikes where it emerged from the mountainside,
we saw several others crisscrossing for many miles below us. I wondered if
the Ute‟ spirits remained in the stone wall they had entered or it they were
freely wandering about the mountains.
When the road got even steeper I doubted that Marjie could make it to the
still distant saddle, but she was determined not to be a wet blanket and kept
pushing herself until we reached a promontory which I thought might be near
our destination. Marjie rested while I exp lored ahead. I discovered that we
would have to hike for a mile or more into a deep depression and up another
steep incline to reach the saddle. Marjie was in too much pain to go on and
getting back to the car was going to be hard for her. Besides, I wasn‟t sure that
we were looking in the right place. We ate our picnic lunch and rested,
enjoying the glorious scenery and warm sunlight. Afterwards I projected
healing Light to her hip.
“I'm so sorry,” Marjie said. “I wish I could go on, but I can't. I know how
much this means to you.”
“Don't worry about it. I don't think it's here, anyway. I must have
misinterpreted the directions Donna gave us. If we were meant to find it, we
would be led to it and it wouldn't be so hard. I'm just sorry that your hip is
hurting. Maybe it‟ll be easier going back down.”
“How far do you think we‟ve co me?”
“I‟d guess about three to five miles. It's hard to say, since the climbing
slowed us down so much.”
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We trudged back down the trail, stopping often to rest Marjie‟s hip. Th is
part of the mountain was in perpetual shade and stayed wet in some places,
just as the Indian spirit who saw the UFO had said. The steep, slippery trail
made downhill walking more of a chore than expected.
We encountered a friendly couple and their children coming up the trail
in a Jeep Wagon Master. They stopped to chat for a few minutes, saying that
they often took this road up to near the top of the West Peak by turning right
at the fork where we had turned left. I filed this information away, thinking
that someday we would take that road and see for ourselves what was near the
top. Perhaps this would provide an easier route to the location of the
wreckage, if it could be found. On the other hand, if Nuke‟s people hadn‟t
found it with advanced technology, how could we?
After a nap at our cabin Marjie was again ready to exp lore. We spent
most of the afternoon in La Veta, visiting shops and art galleries and watching
the activities associated with the annual Mountain Man Festival. Several
locals were dressed in mountain man costumes or other pioneer clothing, and
some were on horseback. Handcrafts and food were being sold from booths in
the city park. After dinner at a western style restaurant, we spent a quiet
evening at the cabin.

Marjie couldn‟t handle another hike in the mountains the next day , and
since there seemed to be nothing left for us to do at the p eaks, we headed for
Mesa Verde‟, taking an indirect route through spectacular parts of Colorado
that she hadn‟t seen before. We traveled west over La Veta Pass and south of
Mt. Blanca before crossing the southern end of the San Luis valley. We
stopped at the Great Sand Dunes National Monument, where we fed wild
deer, climbed on giant sand dunes, and crossed a shallow but broad stream in
our bare feet.
We continued westward toward Alamosa, encountering a genuine sand
storm that blew tumble weeds, small tree limbs , and leaves across the
highway, forcing us to stop until it subsided.
Located near the intersection with Highway 149 at Del Norte was a
trading post full of tanned animal h ides, leather, beads, antlers, hooves, silver
decorations and any other materials needed to make tradit ional Native
American garments or fancy dancer costumes. Finished leather clothing made
by local artisans was also on sale. I discovered a beautiful buckskin dress with
applied bead work which I encouraged Marjie to try on. It fit her very well
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and she loved it. We also bought a matching purse made of buckskin with the
pelt of a beaver's head serving as the flap. I bought enough elk leather dyed
gold and green to make a shirt and pants. At last I had the materials needed to
create the frontier style leather outfit I had wanted since childhood.
It was a shock to see the nu mber o f new houses that had been bu ilt
along High way 149 in the th ree years since I had last traveled this route.
They lined the head waters of the Arkansas River almost all the way to
Creede, a d istance of perhaps fifty miles. Even mo re d iscourag ing was a
brown haze of air po llution which continued for miles and miles, spoiling
the view, giv ing us sinus headaches, and making me s ick at heart. There
was bu mper to bu mp er t raffic, overcro wded housin g and inev itab le water
pollution , because each o f these ho mes had a septic system drain ing into
the ground and eventually into the once pure river. I was appalled that the
govern ment of Co lorado and the Environ mental Protect ion Agency were
allo wing pollution at the head of a majo r source of clean water for mu ch of
the southwest.
The clouds of smog followed us until we left the valley and climbed into
the high mountains of the San Juan Range via Slu mgullion Pass. Marjie was
awestruck by the vista of multiple jagged peaks over 12,000 feet high at the
top. Lake City, an old mining town, lay at the foot of the pass in a scenic river
valley wh ich was blessedly free of smog. A ceru lean lake stretched for miles
into the mountains in the west, reflecting the dazzlin g peaks surrounding it.
It was the Fou rth o f Ju ly an d we d idn 't h ave reserv at ions. Lake City
was o ff the beat en p ath, but every mo tel we checked out was fu ll. I was
afraid we might have to drive all the way to Gunn ison to find a roo m
until we arrived at the Lake City Inn, wh ere I had stayed on a p rev ious
vis it . The o wner h ad receiv ed a can cellat ion on ly an hou r befo re.
A mazing ly , th e on ly av ailab le roo m was the same on e th at my d eceased
wife Terresa and I h ad stayed in on my last t rip th ere . I g ave than ks that
such a lovely, sent imen tal p lace had p rov ided by I AM .
We each took a decongestant for our sinus headaches. The Indian within
me was heartbroken over the rampant development, the smog, and the general
degradation of the environment. I could not stop the waves of sadness that
washed over me, and while Marjie napped, I went into the b athroom to avoid
disturbing her and sobbed nonstop. Alta Sha came and took my hand. He
looked co mpassionately into my eyes, and said, “Let your tears flo w. Do not
hold them back. It is impo rtant that you let go of this sadness. When you do,
you will be cleansed and your headache will go away.”
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I wept deeply for perhaps fifteen minutes while he co mforted me. My
sinuses opened and I used about half a ro ll of toilet paper drying tears and
blowing my nose.
Then he said, “Remember that a pristine world waits in your future. Look
to what you will gain instead of what has been lost.”
At last I stopped crying and was able to nap for a while with Marjie at my
side. We woke in the late afternoon, feeling refreshed.

Until dusk we took a drive along Lake Cristobal, following the shore on a
road that led into the 14,000 foot mountains before retracing our route toward
town. Marjie pointed out her window and said, “Look at that light over the
lake.”
A steady, bright red light slowly paralleled our course. I said, “That‟s no
airplane. Uncle Nu ke may have sent another one of his buddies for our
entertainment.” We watched it for several minutes and turned north onto the
main road leading back to the motel. I was going very slowly and looking for
a place to stop so we could get out and watch it. We parked at a turnout and
saw the light turn southward, not making a sound. It was still in sight when a
deputy sheriff pulled in behind us.
“Having a problem?” he asked.
“No, we were just watching that light up there. It's not blinking and it's
going awfully slow. We don't think it 's an airplane.”
“Oh, yeah. I've seen lights like that around here before. Once when I
worked in Wyoming I saw a really big one.” We chatted for a while as the
light dwindled in the distance. He gave us directions to a restaurant and we
continued on our way.
“Isn‟t it strange that we ran into somebody in the middle of nowhere who
has also seen UFOs while we were looking at one?” Marjie said.
“It‟s normal for us. It‟s nice to know our ET friends are keeping tabs on
us.”
That night we had an excellent view of the surprisingly extensive
fireworks display produced by this little town from the deck in front of our
room. I said, “Isn‟t this great? We don‟t even have to leave the motel to see
the show. Who would expect to see fireworks in the mountains? Thank you,
Father!”
In the morning we drove up the famous Engineer Pass which goes over
the spine of the San Juan Mountains from Lake City and descends near Ouray,
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another old min ing town to the west. The road connects with various
abandoned mining camps and is named for the skill and effort required to
construct it on the treacherously steep mountainsides it traverses. Marjie was
enthralled by the grandeur of the mountains, waterfalls, forests and cliffs
along this stunning road. We saw many wildflowers and deep gorges where
water flowed with great force. Huge icicles still clung to the walls of many of
the permanently shadowed crevices through which waterfalls noisily
cascaded. A recent snowfall had blocked the uppermost few miles to the crest
of the pass, but we reached timberline and had a panoramic v iew of many
mountains in all directions. We ate our picnic lunch in a flower filled meadow
beside a gushing creek where butterflies, chip munks and birds entertained us.
We spent the afternoon exploring another pass in the vicinity and later
toured shops in town. We bought handmade ceramic lamps decorated with
mountain scenes from the artist who made them and blankets woven with
Native A merican designs to drape over our new Indian design furniture.

We intended to look for Tanner‟s home the next day, but all we knew
was that it was somewhere near Mesa Verde‟. We had only the skimpy
description of the location given to us by Rides the Wind, which could fit a
mu ltitude of p laces. I went to pay our motel b ill and saw a magazine rack
near the front desk with atlases for sale. My heart raced when I spotted the
Colorado Atlas. It contained highly detailed maps showing the locations of
ruins, dwellings, wells, mines, schools, jeep trails, hiking trails , and the local
names of creeks and mountains with elevation gradients superimposed on
them, perfect for our purposes . I bought it and took it to the room, saying to
Marjie,“Guess what I found in the lobby, topographical maps of the whole
state. They‟re so detailed that we may be able to find a p lace that fits the
description of Tanner‟s home.”
We studied the section map of Cortez and the surrounding areas
bordering Mesa Verde‟ and my heart skipped a beat when I located our
destination. “You‟re not going to believe this. Look at what it says here.” I
pointed to Tanner Mesa. “It shows a jeep trail leav ing U.S. 666 and winding
to its base. We couldn‟t get clearer guidance than that!”
To get to Cortez we headed north to Gunnison, stopping along the way to
visit Black Canyon, which I knew Marjie would enjoy. Its extremely steep
walls of dark basaltic rock are as much as two thousand feet above the
Gunnison River at the bottom. Marjie was duly impressed. At Gunnison we

485

Lure of the Sacred Peaks
turned south toward Ouray and Durango, passing through more of the
awesome San Juan Range. Near Silverton, Marjie and I stopped to investigate
a beautiful mountain creek where we waded and searched for interesting
rocks.
At Durango we turned west on 160 until we arrived at the turnoff to
Chimney Rock Tribal Park, a high butte on the Southern Ute Indian
Reservation where ancient ruins can be toured. When we arrived it was too
late for us to take the final tour of the day, but being curious, we continued on
through the reservation. After a few miles we saw a Spanish Colonial ranch
house under some cottonwoods in the midst of a large pasture. The fast
flowing Piedra River ran a short distance behind the house. We were
immed iately drawn to the property in its lovely setting in the foothills.
“Wouldn‟t you love to own a place like that?” I said. Then we saw the For
Sale sign. I abruptly pulled off the highway and drove up the lengthy
driveway to the house, hoping to find someone who would show us around.
There was a smaller ranch style house about fifty yards away from the two
story adobe‟ which had attracted us. However, no o ne was at home. We tried
the door to the unoccupied main house, which was unlocked, and gave
ourselves a tour.
Spiritual thrills repeatedly ran up and down my spine as we toured the
house and grounds in response to the deep connection I felt to the place. It
was not so much an attachment to the house as to the location. Everything one
needed for survival could be provided there. There was plenty of water fro m
the river, pastures for stock and crops, barns, fences, and much beauty. There
were foothills to the east and to the north we could see the top of Chimney
Rock in the distance and the snow covered peaks of the San Juan Range
beyond it. Low hills on the north side framed the narro w valley through which
the river flo wed. The For Sale sign indicated that there were nearly five
hundred acres of land with the house. An irrigation ditch ran through the lush
fields of grass.
The house had a huge restaurant-style kitchen and numerous bedrooms.
Passive solar features and the thick adobe walls meant it would be energy
efficient. I imag ined the many uses to which we could put such a place. My
dreams of an institute for the healing arts and spiritual growth blossomed
again. I imag ined Native Americans coming there in need of healing for body
and mind. Perhaps we could get medicine men to come here and teach the old
ways. I wanted this place so badly I could taste it. We agreed to contact the
real estate agent in Durango at the first opportunity.
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After exploring the grounds on foot we continued on our quest and came
to a reservation town where there was a new casino and a great little art
gallery full o f Native A merican creat ions. In the gallery we saw nu merous
pieces that sent more spiritual chills through us. After purchasing a few small
items, we d rove on to Durango, where we spent the night.
The real estate agent told us the following day that the owners were
asking almost $400,000 for the ranch. I considered that price to be a real
bargain, but clearly beyond our means. However, I knew if it was meant to be
ours, it would be. We told the agent that the door was unlocked and got
permission to tour it again and promised to lock it on the way out.
Back at the ranch we again felt the powerful spiritual energy. Alta Sha
channeled, saying, “Gather sweetgrass, sage, and cedar. Make s moke to
cleanse yourselves and this place. This was Tanner's country. He walked this
way many times. It is his spirit that you are feeling.” I smudged the house and
we smudged ourselves. Then he said, “Leave the unburned portion on the
hearth for those who will fo llo w you.” He neither confirmed nor denied that it
would eventually be our home, but his last remark gave me pause.
We reluctantly left and drove to Cortez, where we turned south toward
Tanner Mesa on 666, looking for the landmarks Rides The Wind had
described. We found the unmarked jeep trail just beyond the boundary sign of
the Ute Mountain Indian Reservation. This was another great blessing, for
tourists are not allowed to go exploring on reservation lands without an
official guide. I had wo rried that a guide would not want to leave the beaten
track to help us find Tanner‟s home.
The barbed wire gate at the trail entrance was open, reliev ing us of
concerns about trespassing or letting stock loose, and there were no signs
warn ing us not to enter. The New Mexico border was only a couple of miles
south, where the Navajo Reservation boundary began according to the map .
It was fitting that this place wou ld be so conveniently located in a narro w
strip of “no man 's land” between reservat ions!
The impressive bulk of Tanner Mesa rose perhaps 600 feet above the
desert to dominate the eastern horizon. The sparse vegetation consisted mostly
of clu mps of grass and occasional cacti. Our jeep trail was mere tire tracks in
the packed, sandy soil, crossed at intervals by other tracks, which made
following it a little t ricky. However, just as the eagle had said, our path passed
one hill protruding fro m the nearest side of the mesa and then another, finally
turning ninety degrees toward the mesa before ending at its base. This side of
the mesa was shaped like a big horseshoe with a shorter leg on the western
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side. Within area surrounded by the mesa walls were three oil wells pumping
away! Tanner's words came back to me: Many have come here seeking
treasure under the earth. Marjie said, “This is the place.”
We got out of the car. She loo ked up toward the top of the mesa and
pointed to a spot a litt le to our left , where there was a shallo w overhang and
a massive rock fall belo w it. Huge sandstone boulders , some the size o f a
one room cabin , lay scattered around us. Tanner suddenly channeled and
said, “There. That is where my house stood. Everything is changed! It has
all fallen down ! These boulders were once up there! My home is gone.” He
wept.
I placed my arm across his shoulders to comfort him. His sobs quickly
subsided and Marjie emerged. We climbed through the talus to the crest of a
low hill and she said, “Tanner is telling me to look down.” At the base of the
hill was a partially collapsed wall of stones forming a circle about twelve feet
across and one to two feet tall. It was overgrown with weeds and, being
situated in a natural depression, could easily be missed unless seen fro m
above. The circle was situated below the former location of Tanner‟s ho me,
exactly where the Rides the Wind had said it would be. It was strange to think
that we had driven within a mile west of this place after leaving Mexico only
two months before.
Although the oil wells certainly indicated treasure under the earth, a
special stone under other stones had been mentioned in one of our sessions.
Many of the stones forming the circle had fallen inside it, and I thought the
buried one, which might have writing on it or could be covering valuables,
might be found there. I picked up one of the flat stones that had fallen fro m
the ruined wall and started digging in the center with it. After only a couple of
scoops, Marjie said, “Don't. It feels like you are stabbing my heart every time
you do that.”
“I meant no harm. I thought I should look because of what he said about a
stone being buried, but finding this place is treasure enough. We are standing
where he stood.”
Marjie stayed in the circle for a while and I took several pictures of the
circle and the surroundings. I noticed that the mesa wall to the east ha d
complex rock format ions along its ridge. I pointed to one of them and said,
“Look up at that format ion. What does it look like to you?‟
“It‟s the head of an eagle!”
“Some of those other rocks almost look like people watching us. No
wonder Tanner chose this place for h is home.”
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We spent about an hour exploring the site looking for arro wheads and
pottery shards, but didn't find any. It was near sundown and time to leave.
Neither Tanner nor Rides the Wind asked to be released, and we were grateful
for that.
We had started back toward the highway when Tanner said, “When I
lived here the land was green and rich. There was much game. The mesa was
a wonderful place for looking to the west and south. It s addens me to see the
changes.” The view was still awesome. Several other large mesas and buttes
were v isible in the broad valley and to the west were many mountains.
Then Alta Sha said, “Marjo rie still needs support to continue her growth.”
“I‟ve noticed that she‟s been doubting herself and the guidance she is
receiving recently.”
“When she climbs, sometimes she missteps and falls back. When this
happens, you should gently catch her and help her to get back on her ladder.
Those on their way up often fall back a short distance.” I appreciated the
subtle reference to her fall fro m the step ladder and how he had helped her
land gently on her feet.
“I will certain ly continue to support her. I appreciate all o f you r help .”
“It is the will of I AM. Allelu ia.”
“Alleluia.”
The next day we spoke to the editor of the Ute tribal newspaper about
Tanner and his circle of stones and offered to play the recording of the old
Ute‟ language to someone who might be able to interpret it. He had no interest
in either alternative, explaining that Utes do not believe in discussing the dead
at all out of fear of being haunted by their spirits. “They want nothing to do
with the spirits of their ancestors and will not even mention the name of
someone who has died,” he said. I thought, Perhaps that is why they don't
know that it was their ancestors who built many of the ancient dwellings in
their lands. It is a history to be proud of, not forgotten, and the wisdom of the
ancient ones should be treasured.
There seemed no reason for us to linger in the four corners, so we headed
south into the Navajo reservation. We were blessed with sunlight that
brightened the colors of the varied wildflowers growing in scattered patches
of green vegetation. Multihued sandstone cliffs formed a beautiful b ackdrop,
topped by a clear blue sky.
We were inside the reservation when Marjie pointed at the southeastern
sky. “Look up there!” A silver sphere moved slowly southward. It appeared to
be perhaps twenty feet in diameter and 300 feet above the ground.
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“Wow! That's my first good look at a UFO in the daytime,” I said. It was
standing still when it slowly disappeared. I said, “Did you see that!”
“It just faded away,” she replied.
Shortly afterwards we stopped at convenience store in what seemed to be
a very inconvenient location, as it was miles fro m the nearest town. I parked
there so we could get something to drink and to see what sort of handcrafts
they might have. We selected some drinks and I asked the young woman
behind the counter, “Have you seen any strange things in the sky around
here?”
“I have once in a wh ile. Why did you ask?”
“We just saw a silver ball in the sky north of here and watched it
disappear in mid air.”
“Oh, yeah! My daughter and I saw that one near here just the other day
when I was taking her to school. People are always seeing strange things
around here.”
About that time the owner of the store came in with another man and an
elderly Dineh (Navaho) wo man followed. She was very short and wore a
traditional fu ll skirt with a sweater and head scarf. Her deeply bronzed and
wrinkled face gave testimony to a lifet ime o f outdoor liv ing. She stood quietly
back fro m the others while waiting her turn in line. I s miled and gestured that
she should go before us. She smiled and did so, but said nothing.
We were looking at gift items in a display case when I spotted a very
unusual stone on a shelf behind the counter. I asked the owner, “Is that rock
for sale?”
“That's not why I have it in here. I just like it. I go rock hunting
sometimes and I found it in the backcountry one day. It‟s so unusual that I
kept it. It reminds me of someone's brain. You want a closer look?”
“Yes. We always go rock hunting when we get the chance, but I've never
seen anything like it.”
The ovoid rock filled my open hand and appeared to be made of
sandstone. It was a light tan color, but had darker brown ridges “growing” out
of it like tiny walls that formed rectangles and squares across its surface, like
the roofless ruins of ancient pueblos. I thought it would be a perfect souvenir
to remind us of our adventures in the Four Corners Country and asked,
“Would you be willing to sell it?”
“I suppose I would. What do you think it's worth?”
“I'll give you ten dollars for it.”
“Sold.”

490

Faeries, Angels, Indians and Aliens
We stopped again at the intersection with I -40, where several people were
selling items at the side of the road. We bought a Kachina doll and a u nique
mirror in a carved wooden frame, both of which were made by local
craftsmen. Our journey had yielded a lot of treasures to put on display in
honor of the Native American spirits.
It was time to head for home. We got to Oklahoma by dark but had
problems finding a vacancy for the night, which kept us on the road later than
usual. We stopped to stretch our legs and I held Marjie in my arms as we
gazed at the my riad stars against a black southern sky. A silent, unblinking red
light moving very fast passed high overhead and disappeared into the north. “I
wonder if that‟s the same craft we saw at Lake City?” I asked the universe.
Not long after we found a mom and pop motel off the interstate and spent a
pleasant night in a small town. The following evening found us back at home.
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Within a few days of our return, Marjie received instructions from Alta
Sha that she should make a cape of feathers. It was to be knitted, since we
didn‟t have a loom, and when finished we were to attach feathers from many
different bird species to it. We suspected that it was related to an earlier v ision
concerning a man who was to wear a feathered cape and to unite thousands of
Indians in friendship. Perithnea had once indicated that I would travel far,
would return a changed man, would wear a cape, and would speak of our
experiences to many people.
Marjie began knitting and we collected feathers to put on the cape for a
period of several months. We gathered quite a few fro m an acquaintance who
raised exotic birds and others in the course of various treks around the
countryside, finding some of co mmon birds on our property.

The Cherokee educator, Dr. Evangeline Lynch, contacted us after a long
hiatus and invited Marjie to attend a gathering of Christian wo men who were
planning a retreat fo r mutual support and to discuss their spiritual experiences.
It was to be held at a state park in middle Tennessee and involved an
overnight stay. Marjie was thrilled to be invited but also intimidated by the
prospect of speaking to women she didn't know, worried that she might be too
anxious to give a decent speech. It would take considerable courage for her to
face this challenge, which we recognized was an upward step on her spiritual
path. Alta Sha suggested that she should take the sacred staff and talk about its
origin and meaning.
We held a session about her fear of speaking to strangers. Marjie said,
“I'm not a professionally trained speech person. I'm afraid I won't give a good
speech.”
“Did Ch ief Joseph get training to speak for his people?”
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“No.”
“What‟s important is not whether you have experience at giving speeches
but that you speak fro m the heart.”
“I just heard the word Korima.”
“Why did this word come into your mind? What is the source of this
word?”
“American Indians.”
“Yes, but which Indians would give you this word?”
“The Tarahumara.”
“What specific Tarahu mara Indian would want to give you this word at
this time?”
She paused to think. “I don't know.”
“The one who taught you to make the stick. Remember how Rocks that
Slide jumped for joy when he thought his stick was going to be used to
instruct others?” She began to cry.
“Now I see! He wants me to speak for him! I can do that.”
“Sure you can. You‟re always letting others speak through you. You‟ll
know what to say when the time co mes. You‟ve been doubting yourself lately,
but everything you have been shown has come to pass. There are still some
doors in the hallway that we haven‟t opened on your spiritual journey. Are
you willing to open them in the future?”
“Yes.” We ended the session with an embrace, exp ressing our love for
each other. I was happy that she was more confident.
That night Perithnea joined me as Marjie and I were walking up the hill.
“Hello, Father Bright!”
“Why, hello Daughter Bright. It's a pretty night, isn't it?”
“Yes. Be sure to walk on the line, and if you do, you may find a d ime.”
“If I find a dime I'll make it mine, and that would be fine.”
“Then maybe you could buy some shine.”
“Star shine or moonshine?” We laughed at our silly rhymes. “The stars
sure are beautiful tonight, aren't they?”
“Yes. Terresa came to v isit today. She is happy that you got a well.” (A lta Sha
had encouraged us to put in a well at a spot near a small o rchard of apple trees
next to our house. He predicted that the water there would be good, and it was
excellent. It has been a source of great tasting water for fifteen years.)
“I was wondering if I heard her footsteps on the stairs this morn ing.”
“Yep. Did you see that bicycle that just went by us?”
“What bicycle?”
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“One of my friends just came by on a bicycle.”
“No, I didn't. I wish I could see such things better. What‟s your friend‟s
name?”
“Gaya.”
We walked a few mo re steps and I caught a glimpse of something to my
left on the other side of Perithnea. “Was that movement I just saw your hand
swinging?”
“No, that was Gaya on the bicycle.”
“I'm happy that I was able to see her. Maybe my vision is improving.”
“It is. Your head is getting higher.”
“You mean I‟m standing taller?”
“No. Your head is farther up in the next plane. Pretty soon you will be
stepping into a whole new world.”
“I'm glad to hear that, because I need to step into a whole new world. The
condition of this world has been getting me down lately.”
“It's important when you come out on the other side, that you stand up
and not be down on your hands and knees with your head curled down around
your feet.”
“Why is that important?”
“Because if you're down on your hands and knees you are closer to the
place you came fro m and it would be easier for someone to reach up and pull
you back.”
“Who would try to do that?”
“You might try to pull yourself back.”
I understood what she meant. I shouldn't let the cares of this world pull
me down to a lower level. I resolved to emerge into that other world with my
head held high.
The Shoemaker-Levy comet had just impacted on Jupiter, and I thought
Perithnea might have information about it. “Do you know what is happening
on Jupiter right now?”
“Nope, I'm not going there now.”
I had the impression that for the present she wasn't allowed to know what
was happening there. We saw lights which I thought were aircraft. She kept
gazing at the stars and I asked, “What do you see up there?
“Many others, different kinds and different shapes, having fun together. I
have to go now. I made mother very tired. I came back too soon. I didn't mean
to make her so tired.”
I hugged her. “I love you.”
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When Marjie emerged, she was clearly fatigued. “My brain is burning. I
need to get back to the house.” She picked up her pace. I told her what
Perithnea said and she replied, “I saw Terresa standing by the well this
morn ing. I could tell she was pleased.”
We heard unusual chirping and singing that sounded like birds or insects
in the vegetation beside the road. At the foot of the driveway, Marjie said, “I
hear a rapid, metallic sound coming fro m that tree.”
“That's odd,” I said.
“I can't hear the noise unless I hold my head right here. If I move it just a
litt le, I can't hear it at all. That doesn't make any sense. I should be able to
hear it anywhere near here.”
“Maybe Nuke is entertaining us,” I said.
The thought of Uncle Nu ke raised questions in my mind about his
progress in the search for communion with I AM. Since he is usually very
good at whatever he does, I imagined that he was accomplishing much. I
prayed that his attempts would be well rewarded.
Marjie went upstairs to read. Before join ing her, I med itated and many
images appeared in my mind which I couldn‟t identify because they were
completely foreign to my earthly memories. I saw a design in an unfamiliar,
dark brown material similar to metal o r plastic which had ridges and
occasional green lines.
When I opened my eyes I noticed a book that Marjie had been reading
which was full of marvelous quotes and sayings from a variety of spiritual
teachers. I read many of the short messages and was very impressed, partly
because they were pertinent to my current concerns and to the needs of a
client I was helping with her spiritual quest. They expressed many of the
concepts I had been trying to get across to her in different ways.

I overslept a little in the morning and Marjie was worried that I wouldn't
get to my first appointment on time. I had the feeling that I would be on time,
didn't rush, and arrived a few minutes early, as if time had been stretched for
me again.
One of the people I was working with was an intelligent, wel l educated
wo man with an unusual accent which I learned was due to her Native
American ancestry. She had been raised on the Colville Indian Reservation in
Washington State. She exp lained that a mixture of the Co lville, Siou x and Nez
Perce‟ tribes had been placed there by the U.S. government, and that Chief
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Joseph was buried there. She said that the reservation had good land, that
there was a lot of wild game and not as much poverty as on many other
reservations.
A thrill passed through me as I spoke to her about my interest in Indians
and my belief that they were reincarnating in order to re-inherit the Earth. She
said her people also believed that their grandfathers were going to come back.
She had sold many things she made fro m skins and bead work, especia lly
cradleboards, at the reservation trading post. She had left only because her
new husband's work was in Tennessee, but after moving her husband had
become abusive and they had separated. She was undecided as to what to do
in the future. I encouraged her to return to her people and to continue the work
that she found satisfying. As a result of our conversation, her depressed mood
brightened considerably. She planned to return to the reservation where she
would be given a trailer to live in, would receive help to find a job, and would
be living close to her mother. Her son had already pro mised to provide
transportation to Washington.
When I got home Marjie said, “I heard some strange sounds in the house
while I was sitting outside on the deck, like so mething was being dropped or
tapped, and I heard voices but I couldn't understand the words. One of them
was a woman's voice. It was spooky. I opened the door and asked if anybody
was here and if they needed something. Nobody answered, but the noises and
the voices stopped and I didn't hear them again.”
“Nuke said that you found the noises his staff made entertaining and that
they would begin again. I guess it‟s more o f the same, or perhaps some
visiting spirits.”
It was almost seven by the time we finished supper, and I had reports to
dictate. Marjie had a headache and was not particularly interested in having a
session. Although she had agreed to explore the unopened doors of her past,
she had not wanted to have a session for a couple of days.
When my reports were finished, we enjoyed a romantic time together
while gazing at the stars. Afterwards she went to bed and read. I sat in a chair
beside her and meditated, trying to fully enter that higher plane mentioned by
Perithnea and Alta Sha. Mother's touch was rather intense and I waited to see
what would emerge if I became quietly receptive.
Mother‟s touch became so strong that I felt a dull pain in my right temple.
I also felt a lighter pressure on the left side of my brain and mentally
questioned what was being done to it. Vivid images appeared which did not fit
any familiar categories and left no lasting impression on my conscious mind.
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After several minutes, I saw the intense, bluish-purple burst of color that I
associate with I AM. It was good to see the waves of color again. They
persisted for about twenty minutes before fading.
Marjie still had her headache in the morning but managed to get quite a
bit of typing done for me while I was at work. In the evening she was finally
ready to have a session about her persistent headache, which she had been
blaming on changes in the weather. I thought some other factor was also
involved. I prayed before we started that we would discover why she was
having headaches so often and for so long, then counted her down.
Marjie said, “I'm looking at a solid white wall. It ‟s very bright, as if it ‟s
lighted fro m within, but it ‟s comp letely blank.”
“Letters will appear on the wall wh ich will help to explain the source of
your pain.”
“The letters are spelling out Noibi, the name of a character in the book I
am reading. It means tears. Noibi has many things to cry about. She suffered
many losses and was given the responsibility of deciding when a person's life
should be ended so that others could grow more. I don't see what th is has to
do with my headache, though.”
“Do you think you have identified with this character? You have taken on
the suffering of others in the past.”
“No.”
“Think of the word tears and look within to see if there are some tears
that you need to shed.”
“There are many.”
“Why don't you let those tears flow now?”
“I'm not unhappy. There's no reason for me to cry.”
“You don't have to be unhappy to shed tears that need to be released.”
She started crying, and said, “I want to go home.”
I made her repeat that two or three times to intensify her emotion,
knowing that the home she missed was with Light Mother. I held and rocked
her until the tears subsided.
“It's alright for you to want to go home. You have good reasons to be
homesick for a place that is so beautiful, so loving and harmonious. But if you
go home now, it will be even harder to finish the job that you agreed to do
when you accepted this lifet ime. Your true ho me is with I AM. Remember
that the Kingdom of Heaven can be found within.”
“Thank you for reminding me.” She came out of the trance.
“How is your head feeling?”

497

Spreading the Word
“The pain is better, but I have the distinct feeling that there is an object in
the sinus cavity above my left eye.”
“Maybe there‟s an imp lant there that‟s bothering you. Other people have
had them installed in that location. I think we should contact Mother. Maybe
she can do something about it. Do you want me to count you down again? ”
“Yes.” She reentered the trance and said, “I see Alta Sha. He is leading
me into the curved hallway again. There‟s my room. I want to go in, but Alta
Sha wants me to follow h im.
“The hallway keeps curv ing and curv ing. It's in the shape of a spira l. I
never realized that before. We‟re co ming to the end. This is where they have
done surgeries on me. There are many people here, little people. I‟m ly ing
on my back. I see Mother. She wants me to t ilt my head back.” She d id so,
as if her nasal cavity were being examined. She was silent while I intently
watched fo r any movement.
She turned her head to face me and I recognized the gaze of Alta Sha. He
sat up with some difficulty due to the anesthetic Marjie had been given by the
ETs.
“My friend,” he nodded.
“My friend.” For a long mo ment we simply looked into each other‟s eyes
with much love.
“Mother is taking care of her problem. A link has become dislodged and
it is causing pain because of the length of time it has been in place , and so is
the pollution in your atmosphere. Adjustments are being made. Mother
apologizes for not noticing the problem sooner. She says she sh ould have
been aware and should have taken care of it before you approached her. She
asks that you do not seek attention from a human physician.”
“I understand. I would not seek an Earth doctor anyway, since she already
has the best.”
He smiled at this. “You look tired. Are you well?”
“Yes, just tired.”
“Are you pleased with the well?”
“Yes. The water tastes very good.”
“Your suggestion to use it for drin king water is excellent. The water is
pure. Its purity neutralizes impurities in the body and washes them away.”
“I plan to use it for d rin king fro m now on.”
“The one you embrace (he referred to Mother Earth) has shared water
with you wh ich has been stored in her breast for millions of years. It is very

498

Faeries, Angels, Indians and Aliens
pure indeed. A portion is being shared with you. You could have drilled and
found nothing.”
“I am very g rateful for the water and for having the wonderfu l friends and
physicians that I AM has provided.”
“Alleluia.”
“Alleluia.” He withdrew.
Marjie, still somewhat anesthetized, said, “My headache is finally gone.” I
explained that the implant had come loose and repairs had been made. It was not
long before the effects of the medication subsided.
After the evening meal Marjie said, “Alta Sha suggests that I take a
walk.” I took her hand as we started, and Alta Sha appeared.
“Marjie said you wanted her take a walk,” I said.
“I did.”
“It‟s a good evening for walking, n ice and cool.”
“The cool weather will not last long. It will soon become very hot.”
“Will there be a drought?”
“No. The (Earth) changes you were told to expect are beginning.” We
walked along quietly together, still holding hands. “Marjie is going to express
herself very well at the workshop. She will speak like a queen.”
“That should do a lot to boost her self confidence.”
When we got to the top of the hill, a few dairy cows came closer to the
fence to get a good look at us. Our dog, a rat terrier named Mike, barked at
them and they ran away in a mini stampede. “They are frisky tonight,” I said.
“They are quite young. Mike loves you very much.”
“I love him also. What caused the knot on his back?”
“He was struck by a child, but Gaya intervened so that he was not
severely injured. It will heal.”
“He is a good dog, but sometimes he is very stubborn.”
“He also has a spirit with free will.”
“I guess the child who struck him must have been afraid. What a
remarkable coincidence it is that the Indian woman I interviewed yesterday
was raised on the reservation where Chief Joseph is buried. She was very
depressed, and I found that I had the same kinds of feelings for her that Chief
Joseph would have if one of his people were suffering. I want to do something
for her, but I don't know if she is going to let me.”
“I know that you want to take her back to the reservation. It p leases me
that you want to find out more about these Colville Indians and about the
place where Ch ief Joseph is buried.”
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I had gotten permission from the wo man to have Marjie call her about
their hobbies and they had spoken on the phone. “Marjie called to see if she
would be interested in getting together and comparing crafts, but she said that
she had to heal first. To my mind that was like saying never. Marjie said she
was pleasant enough over the phone, but that she sounded drugged.”
“She is one whose spirit might shatter. You should pray fo r her. Tell I AM
your concerns about her and ask that healing Light be sent to her. Alleluia.”
“Alleluia.” I thought he had left and I began earnestly sending Light to
her.
“Alta Sha is still here. Does it mean to you that I have left just because I
praise I AM, my brother?”
“It's just that many of our conversations end that way.”
“I wish to linger for a while. I enjoy being with you. I enjoy feeling your
feelings and seeing your reactions and your curiosity and how your mind
works. I can't think of anyone I would rather spend my time with, brother.
You used to be full of questions.”
“Are you disappointed that I don't ask as many?”
“Perhaps a little.”
“Most of my questions concern the future and I know that you can't
answer them, so there's no point in asking.”
“I am content to see what steps I AM will place in my path and to take
them as they come.”
“I am also acquiring this attitude, and so I don't ask as many questions
about the future. Thank you for calling me your brother. That means a great
deal to me.”
“You should thank I AM, not Alta Sha. We are both sons of I AM. That
makes us brothers.”
“Yes. Here's a question that's not about the future. Do you have other
duties besides guarding Marjie?”
“Somet imes I concern myself with other things, but only for brief
mo ments.”
“Do angels reincarnate?”
“Yes, we may choose to. We also have free will.”
“Did Jesus reincarnate?”
“Many times. Jesus is not limited to one form, just as you are not limited
to one form. Souls can exist in several forms simultaneously.”
“It is hard for us humans to think in those terms. We are taught that you
can only be in one place at any given mo ment.”
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“Do not trouble yourself with this difficulty. The time will co me when it
will all be clear to you. There will be a time when you and I will fly together.”
“That will be wonderfu l.”
Marjie emerged, quite tired fro m the channeling. We went into the house
and she said, “There's grass all over your shoes.”
I took them o ff at the foot of the stairs. She walked toward me and said,
“You don't know who this is, do you?”
I recognized Perithnea. “At first I didn't.” We emb raced and started
upstairs; before we reached the top of the stairs she said goodbye.
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A day or two later we were driv ing toward Fulton, Kentucky, when we
saw a sign advising us to follow other signs to a Native American Living
Village, a novel opportunity which we couldn‟t pass up. Several miles up the
road was a field in which a camper trailer, a storage shed, some benches near
a small stage, and several canvas teepees were standing. We parked and talked
to a blonde-haired, friendly young man who was the only person there. He
explained that he worked for a man who claimed to be a full blooded Sioux
chief. The chief wanted to develop the location into a tourist attraction with a
museum to pro mote knowledge of the culture and contributions of Native
Americans.
As if starved for co mpan ionship, the youth was eager to talk. He was
not happy with his job because he was doing all of the work, h is cramped
liv ing quarters le ft a lot to be desired, and he didn't feel co mfo rtab le around
the chief's wife, who was a b lack person. He also said verbal threats had
been made by local youths who were hostile toward the project , and that he
didn't plan to stick around much longer. Nevertheless, I thought that we
should attempt a contact with the ch ief, and found out when he was
expected to be there.
The following Saturday we visited the village and introduced ourselves to
Charley (a pseudonym). He was a rather portly man of average height who
appeared to have Native American genes. He initially was a little suspicious
of our motives, but quickly changed his attitude when we explained our
interest in all things connected with Indians. He gave us a tour and explained
what he wanted to do, but also complained of problems he was having with
the landowner and said he was looking for another location. He thought the
landowner intended to take the project over after forcing him out , and
described him as a greedy white man. He said a fund raising concert was
planned for the evening, and expected Dr. Van Lynch to attend.
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They arrived soon afterwards. In support of his project, Dr. Lynch had
prepared food for Charley to sell at the concert. We were delighted at the
“coincidence” of seeing her again and were happy to meet her friendly
husband, a Presbyterian min ister.
We bought some of the food and ate supper with them and Charley. Van
had offered to lease a mobile ho me and some land to Charley as an alternative
location, but he was not sure that he wanted it. I told him we had land that he
might be able to use for his project, and he exp ressed interest. We agreed to
discuss it later and didn't stay for the concert.
“I think I AM led us to come here just when Charley was looking for
another place to go. We didn‟t even know this place existed. I never saw that
sign before, even though we have gone by that intersection many times,” I
said. Marjie was silent for several minutes. “Are you going to tell me what
you‟re thinking about?”
Alta-Sha manifested. “I thought you might like to know my opinion.”
I smiled. “Of course. What is it?”
“I am allowed to guide Marjie only.” I started to ask why he mentioned
his opinion if he wasn't going to give it, but only smiled.
“Charley needs to understand that you and Marjie are motivated solely by
your desire to serve and to be led by Spirit. If any enterprise is started on your
property, it should be self-sufficient and not a drain on your resources. If you
are to share yourselves with him, he needs to be able to share everything that
is within him also. He should understand that after you have shared and all
have fully shared, then it may be possible for you to consider at least a
temporary arrangement until he can make other, mo re permanent plans.”
“That makes good sense to me.”
“Are you willing to subject yourself to rid icule and d is comfort for the
sake of Charley and the people involved in this project?”
“I wouldn‟t be worth much as a vessel if I‟m not willing to undergo
some d iscomfort for those that I AM wants me to work with, but if I d idn‟t
think it was the will o f I AM, I wouldn‟t do it at all.”
“Perhaps he can stay with you until the fall and then move to the property
Dr. Lynch has offered to sell him.”
“That would be fine with me. Oops! I almost forgot that Marjie wanted
some ice cream.”
“You were helped to remember.”
“Was it you who planted the idea?” He nodded. “Thank you. It was nice
of you to do that.”
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We arrived at the Dairy Queen. Alta Sha said, “I will leave you now so
you can go in and be children.” He then grasped my forearm, which was
resting on the gearshift lever, looked affectionately into my eyes and said,
“Alleluia.”
“Alleluia.”
It was dark when Marjie and I got home. She said, “I want to get a bucket
and a shovel and go up the road to get some bulbs of those wild surprise lilies
we saw.”
“Okay. I‟ll help you.”
We had started on our way when Perithnea said, “Hello Father Bright! I
sure am happy to see you!”
“I'm always happy to see you, too, Daughter Bright! Do you know where
Mike is? We haven't seen him since yesterday.”
“No, I don't. Do you remember that it was about this time last year when
he disappeared for a while? It was right after you let me move in. One of the
happiest days of my life was when you spoke to me as if I was real. You know
I like One, but you are second.”
“I‟ve always enjoyed talking to you.
“If you find out where Mike is, let us know, okay?”
“Okay.” We had reached the place where the bulbs were located. She
started digging but quickly said, “Mother's body is too weak to do this.”
“I'll do it.” I dug up several and we walked back to ward the house.
“Have you ever been to the s mall woods up the road?” she asked.
“No.”
“Why not?”
“Because they aren't mine.”
“You need woods.”
“That‟s why I'm gro wing my o wn.”
“I know. All the litt le trees love you very much.”
“I appreciate that. Sometimes I accidentally cut the little ones down when
I‟m mowing in the tall weeds.”
“They don't mind. They are willing to sacrifice for the larger whole. They
know it‟s unintentional and forgive you. I love you, too and my love for you
will never stop. It will go on forever.”
“And my love for you will never stop.”
“Are you going to be an Indian again?”
“I've already been an Indian. I feel like I‟m an Indian now.”
“Are you going to be another Indian?”
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“It's possible that I might choose to do that, but I don't know. What
matters is what's in my heart and in my heart I know I'm Indian. But why did
you first say again, and then say another?”
“It's like a puzzle. You were supposed to figure it out, and you did. You
can be an Indian in spirit with or without birth and death.” She suddenly
changed the subject. “There‟s a hiding place in Chris's co mputer.”
“A hiding place?”
“Yes. His mouse thing has found it. Chris may find it himself. If he does,
it will be like a doorway into a whole new world. It's in the program at his job
and not in what he does for fun.”
“Maybe he will know you‟re real if I tell h im.”
“Yep. Mother is very happy that you will be with Chris and Vanessa
tomorro w. She loves them very much. She needs people.”
“I know. We may have a lot more people around here if Charley co mes to
stay.”
We had reached the top of the driveway. “I have to go now.”
I gave her a big hug and a faery kiss. “Thank you for being my daughter.
I feel very b lessed to have such wonderful children.”

We met Chris and Vanessa as planned and went to Kentucky Lake, where
we spent several hours canoeing and swimming. While we were swimming,
fish were ju mp ing near us but nowhere else. When we left the water, they
stopped.
Over our picn ic I told the kids about our latest conversations with Uncle
Nuke and Donna. Vanessa was mesmerized. Although she didn't comment, it
was obvious that deep within, a chord resonated. As if to underline my words,
a hawk shrieked loudly in the nearby woods at the mo ment I fin ished.
We walked up and down the beach looking for interesting shells, rocks
and bits of driftwood. I collected little pointed shells that could be used to
make attractive designs and if strung together, they would softly rattle. I
collected some mallard duck feathers, apparently the leftovers of a p redator‟s
meal, for the cape. Then, in a strange synchronicity, I found a stone with
natural marks that resembled a cloaked man with rays of energy radiating
fro m his head like a halo! Thoughts of Nuke came to mind when I examined
it.
Marjie developed a headache in the afternoon and it was getting hot, so
we decided to leave. We had to paddle our canoe about a mile and a half and I
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was tired by the time we reached the car. We drove back to Chris and
Vanessa‟s house.
Before leaving I said, “Perithnea says that there is a hidden place in your
computer at work that your mouse has already found. She says when you find
it, it will open up a whole new world.”
“That‟s interesting. I was using one of our new complicated and
expensive business programs yesterday and I found out that if I held down
two of the keys at the same time, several subroutines appeared that weren't
supposed to be there. One of them showed how much the national debt was
increasing every second, another had the average temperature and rainfall of
different locations, and one had a pair of eyes looking around in different
directions as if searching for more information. The programmer put his name
and phone number in there.”
“Maybe you should call him up. There may be more of the whole new
world than what he put in the programs,” I said.
After going out to dinner with the children we were quite tired and it was
time to go home. On the way back Perithnea briefly jo ined me. “You seem to
be coming out quite a lot lately,” I said.
“That's right. I‟ll be co ming out a lot mo re. It's part of mother's
training . I'm help ing her to gro w. I'm getting b igger too! I can't stay long
because I'm not supposed to make her too t ired. You know that she's right,
don't you? “
“What do you mean?”
“Mother is right.”
“Right about what?”
“You are very handsome. It‟s your Light that makes you that way.
Goodbye.”
Shortly after I awoke at 8 a.m., Charley called to say that he would be
coming by to look at our place in an hour or so. Marjie woke up soon
afterwards and told me about her dream. “I was using small colored rods to
weld beams together to make some kind of structure. The interesting thing
about these rods was that all you had to do was point them at the thing you
wanted to weld and they would change colors depending on what worked best
on that particular metal. They didn't get very hot because a lot of heat wasn't
needed and they adjusted themselves to the just the right amount of heat to
make the materials join together.”
“It sounds like something you may have actually done at the Station. It
could be a memory instead of a dream.”
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I mowed the field where Charley might put his village while wait ing for
him to arrive, which took an hour and a half longer than he said it would. Get
used to Indian time, I thought. He brought his Afro-American wife with him.
It struck me as odd that a full-blooded Siou x chief would marry someone who
was not also a full blooded Native A merican. Remaining true to their genetic
heritage is important to many full b loods. We sat down together in the living
room for a chat.
Marjie and I described our experiences with the Tarahumara and Ute'
spirits. I showed him the various things we had made and collected and told a
bit of the stories behind them. Charley showed us several artifacts fro m h is
collection which he intended to put in a small museum in the village , along
with any others that he could obtain.
His wife responded with wide eyes to the stories that Marjie and I told
about working with the spirits. She pointed out the goose bumps on her arms.
Charley said that she was very new to such things. He also told us that it was a
federal offense for an Indian to marry a black person and could result in a ten
year sentence. I didn‟t understand why he confessed to committing a federal
crime to us, even though I thought it was a ridicu lous, racist law.
Charley was very impressed with our land and especially liked all the
trees. His ideas about how to care for it seemed compatible with ours. He said
he would bring another tribal member by to discuss a lease arrangement
which would protect our mutual interests.
Before reaching a verbal agreement, I said, “I think Marjie and I need to
spend some t ime alone to discuss this.” We excused ourselves, and Alta Sha
said, “You want to speak to Alta Sha. Alta Sha is ready to speak directly to
Charley.”
“That‟s even better. You can exp lain a few things to him before we get
off on the wrong foot.”
After Marjie gave them a long, apologetic speech to prepare them for h is
emergence, Alta Sha took Charley for a private walk. It was the first time
Marjie had channeled without my presence to someone else and I felt a bit
deprived, for I wanted to hear what Alta Sha had to say. Instead I talked with
Charley‟s wife about the Tarahumara for perhaps 20 or 30 minu tes when
Charley and Marjie, no longer channeling, returned.
They were leaving when Charley said he would like to have a pickup
truck like my Chevy Luv. I had been thinking of selling or trading it and
agreed to trade with him for a co mputer and printer which I thought would be

507

Meet Modern Indians
useful for writ ing the journal of our experiences. I was glad to give the truck
to someone who wanted and needed it. Charley and his wife departed.
Alta-Sha reappeared. I asked, “Did you and Charley have a good talk?”
“Charley longs for the Light that he sees in your spirit. I revealed much of
Charley to himself. He knows who and what I am. Perhaps you should not tell
Marjorie this, but her legs were covered by stinging insects that fly but she
was not harmed. Charley was shown this as p roof of Alta-Sha's ability to
guard her. I told him that I am her guard and also a guide of those who are
important in her life and that no one will be allowed to harm her. I asked him
if he would also protect Marjorie and keep her fro m harm and he agreed. I
asked him was there anything that he wanted of Alta-Sha. His answer was
peace, a chance to complete what he had started , and protection. I told him he
had asked nothing of me. Do you agree with this statement?”
“These are the gifts of I AM.”
“He asked for nothing, because those things are already here. Hosts have
already been put into place.”
“I thank the Hosts.”
“Thank I AM only.”
“I think it is the same to thank those who willingly serve I AM and who
are his children as it is to thank I AM.”
“It is not the same. To thank the Hosts is to make them seem important in
their own minds and they do not want this. They want only to serve I AM.
They do not want thanks from anyone for doing what they must do and what
they are dedicated to doing and they prefer th at the thanks be given to I AM
and not to themselves, for this only creates confusion for them.”
“In that case, I will try to do as they wish.”
“They have never been human and cannot adjust easily to the ways of the
human mind or the niceness or politeness of the human way of thinking. Alta
Sha has adjusted to this because he understands what is in your heart and that
you mean no harm.”
“I will thank I AM for the willing spirit I observe in others who serve,
and in this way I will be acknowledging their contribution as well.”
“Are you surprised that I AM sent you a shaman (Tanner) and a chief?”
“Yes. I did not expect that at all. The ways of I AM are wondrous
because they are always better than anything I could have imag ined.”
“Would I AM send you anything less? Allelu ia.”
“Alleluia.” I paused to thank God for everything he had given us and for
all those who helped us. When I looked up, Marjie was back.
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A little wh ile later Charley returned with his business partner, Buck (a
pseudonym). Charley wanted to have a pow-wow on our land in August. He
asked me give a talk at the pow-wow for the Native American Church that he
wanted to establish on the property. I told him I would be happy to talk, but
didn't want the color of my skin to offend anyone. He said that wo uld not be a
problem. We agreed to have a lease drawn up and made plans to help him
move in a few days. Charley wanted to make me a member of the tribal
council, adding that “Once you are adopted by the tribe, you are expected to
act on behalf of the people and if you betray their trust, then this causes great
anger.”
I said, “I am honored by your invitation, but I‟m not doing these things to
in order to become a member of your tribe or your council. I have the
recognition of the Great Spirit and that is all that I need.” I donated several
hundred dollars toward the expense of moving. Charley accepted the money
with minimal thanks, which puzzled me, for he had said that he was almost
broke.
Marjie and I were getting ready for bed when she said, “There‟s a very
bright light beyond the border of the trees on the other side of the property
line. I can't tell what it is.”
I got up to look. “I don't think it could be headlights. There are too many
trees between us and the neighbors. It's too bright, anyway. Mayb e it is a very
small craft of some kind that wants to attract our attention. Nuke might be
providing more entertain ment. It 's been a while since we spoke to him.”

In the trance session of the next evening, I suggested that we contact
Uncle Nuke to inquire about the bright light, but it was Alta Sha who first
appeared.
“She needs to fly. Will you assist me in help ing her to go deeper?”
“Yes. What should I do?”
“Put your hands on her shoulders and gently press down.”
I did as he asked, while making the appropriate suggestions. A masculine
voice said, “I am the eagle of the shaman. I hear my bell ringing.” a smile
appeared on Marjie‟s face as Rides The Wind made the typical head
movements of a raptor taking his perch.
“What do you see?”
“The skin of my perch and things that rattle hanging from it.”
I waited a few mo ments before asking, “Is Softener of Skins there?”
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“I can see him.”
Again there was a silence, so I said, “I wait for his words.”
Tanner slowly said, “A man chooses each mo ment in time to receive or
not to receive. I choose to receive what you are receiving now. There will
come a time when I will not receive what you receive. The one I see you with
now, this wo man, has much to learn. To lock eyes does not always signify
truth. To look for too long can be aggressive.”
“Why do you share this with me now? Is it a warn ing?”
“This is the time to share it.”
“Thank you.”
“There are more words I would share.”
“My ears are open.”
“Soon, my feathered friend, you and the woman will be before many who
are very proud and wise. They must be approached as a deer, not as a bear.
You carry your pride well. You are good.” He nodded.
“There is only One who is good, the Father.”
He said, “It is the same. You are like the sun shining on the waters.
Brilliant.”
“I try to please the Father.”
“You are good! I am One Who Softens Skins. Anyone who does not see
this, come and speak to me! I am finished.”
Rides the Wind said, “I fly. It is pleasure.”
“Enjoy your flight.”
Marjie then spoke in her o wn voice. “I see the eagle fly ing away fro m
me. What an aweso me sight! I hear h is cry. My God, it‟s so piercing!” Her
ad miring exp ression continued fo r a few mo ments. “I‟m back with you .” I
began the count up but she said, “I‟m not mov ing.”
“There must be more to do.” I waited for a few seconds before asking,
“Do you see Mother?”
“No.” I touched her arm and she jerked as if shocked. “All my senses are
at a peak. Your voice sounds very loud.” I had actually been speaking softly.
“You will see a stairway which will lead you back to normal
consciousness. Take a step up each time I say a number.” I slowly counted.
“My legs feel like they weigh a ton. I‟m taking my first step, but it's
hard.”
“You will beco me stronger with each step, more alert and back to your
normal self.” By the time we reached ten she was still a bit dazed but quickly
recovered. “I‟m still nu mb where you touched me.” This soon subsided.
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I repeated my conversation with Softener of Skins for her. “What did he
mean by saying I should approach them as a deer and not as a bear? ” she
asked.
“Do you remember how the women in Dances with Wolves acted when
they spoke to the warriors? They avoided a lot of direct eye contact and had a
somewhat humble attitude unless they were upset about something. It was an
attitude of respect, not fear, and they tended to defer to the warrior‟s
preferences, but not always.”
“Charley said I was going to be adopted into the tribe,” she proudly said.
“Are you going to be able to tolerate having a lot of people around here when
the village co mes?”
“There will be less solitude, but we should gain many new friends.
Perhaps my dream of working and living in the same location will finally
come true.”
“Charley showed me part of his family albu m. When I saw the picture of
his mother I thought, I know this woman. Looking at her somehow reminded
me of looking at Light Mother. I told him I would like to meet her very much.
He said that I could meet her if we go with him to the Cherokee reservation.”
I wondered why Charley was going to see his mother on the Cherokee
reservation if he was a full b looded Siou x. I would expect her to be on a
Siou x reservation. Ho wever, I didn‟t pursue that line of thought, as it really
didn‟t matter. I was more interested in having a pow-wow than in knowing if
Charley was truly what he claimed to be.
On the way to work I listened to a tape entitled Native American Wisdom
which Charley had given us and found it was extremely good. The words of
chieftains such as Black Hawk, Standing Bear, Chief Seattle, Ch ief Joseph,
Sitting Bull, Charles Eastwood, and many others were narrated by modern
Indians. The wisdom o f their words made it abundantly clear that Native
Americans had no lack o f spiritual understanding before Europeans decided to
“civilize” them. The chiefs expressed their dismay at the lies, inconsistencies,
and contradictions of the words and deeds of white men who preached
Christianity while stealing Indian lands with armed force. Chief Joseph
couldn‟t accept a relig ion which taught that a man who had always been good
and who had not committed sins must nevertheless be “saved” in order to
avoid eternal damnation. He believed it was illogical that a just God would
condemn a good man to a bad place only because he had not heard of Jesus.
He condemned a religion which says that a man can co mmit all manner of evil
deeds throughout his life but if he asks for pardon at the last mo ment, he can
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go to a spiritual home that is just as good as that of a man who has been good
all of his life. He said he did not want to have churches among his people, for
they would only teach Indians how to quarrel about God, and although
Indians disagreed about many things , they never quarreled about the Great
Spirit.
Chief Joseph also said it was the responsibility of every chief to help his
people reconcile conflicts among themselves and with any other people.
Whenever a chief saw people quarrelling or fighting in he should hold the
sacred pipe of peace, stand between them, and attempt to resolve their
differences peacefully. If the chief was killed in this attempt, when the parties
stopped fighting, they would look upon his dead body holding the sacred pipe
and know that he had been a great chief. For me, this was but another moving
version of Christ‟s story.
These great leaders pointed out that among them no widow was cheated
out of her belongings by some unscrupulous person. No one ever starved if
there was food and shelter to be shared. If an Indian had more than he needed,
he took great pleasure in g iving the excess to those who did not and felt it was
his moral duty to do so. He shared whatever he had and was taught from early
childhood to give away things that he valued very much so that he would
learn to be generous without regret.
Charley introduced us to a couple who were going to help him organize
the pow-wow. Roger (a pseudonym), was a Creek Indian and his wife Leanna
(a pseudonym), who had red hair and blue eyes, was of Co manche and Irish
descent. They were friendly, warm people and we liked them very much.
Roger had been wounded twice in Vietnam and had a background in security
and aircraft maintenance, but had retired and enjoyed being a pow-wow
dancer who also made bead jewelry. Leanna made bone jewelry and
traditional moccasins which she also sold at pow-wo ws. Roger said he felt a
sense of peace at our property the minute he arrived and knew that it would be
a good place for Nat ive A mericans to be.
After we walked the grounds, discussed our plans and came back to the
house, we listened in as they mentioned various people to Charley who could
help him with the pow-wow. I mentioned that I knew of a dancer who was
supposed to be an Apache Chief. They laughed, saying that he wasn‟t an
Apache Chief but wanted others to believe that he was. They agreed that he
was a very good singer and dancer but had been ejected from some pow-wo ws
because of his false claims. Charley announced that I would be s peaking at
the Sunday Service after the pow-wo w.

512

Faeries, Angels, Indians and Aliens
I asked , “With my wh ite skin, won‟t peop le thin k I‟m a fake if I try to
speak about Nat ive A merican values?”
Rick said, “The color of your skin doesn‟t matter but what‟s in your heart
does, and we can see that what is in your heart is good.” They seemed very
confident that we could have a good pow-wow, although the turnout would be
limited due to the short notice people would receive. By the time they left, the
basic plan for the pow- wow was set.

The next day, Charley said h is dog had been poisoned and he suspected
that his neighbors were to blame. He asked if I would help to bury the dog and
if he could do it on the reservation grounds. As we dug the grave, Charley
openly wept. To comfort him, I told the story of Edward, who had lived in
Australia with wild dogs. He had feared going into the Light because he
thought there would be no one to greet him, but his beloved dogs had come
for him.
Charley said, “My dog didn't deserve to die the way he did.”
“Remember that the spirit of the dog still lives. It has been set free, is
happy, and waits for you. If you look you will find his spirit around you in
this lifet ime.”
Marjie said, “Old Ones are here. They are very ancient. They came to
express their pain and their sympathy. They suggest that you put some pine
branches over the box before you cover it.”
I comp letely covered the cardboard coffin with recently cut boughs and
we filled the hole with dirt. We placed more branches on top of the grave.
Charley said that he would find a cross or something to put on the grave the
next day. We stood around it for quite some t ime to let him grieve and to
show our respect. Marjie said, “Every shovelful of dirt glittered like gold
when you buried him.”
Afterwards we sat around the kitchen table with cold drinks. Charley said
he wanted to have a wikiup, a teepee, a log cabin, and a longhouse on the
property to demonstrate the types of Native American dwellings used by
various tribes. I thought that a longhouse would be great for the school he
wanted to start, and he immediately agreed. I told him he ought to think about
having an adobe pueblo as well.
I could see from her movements that Marjie was spontaneously
channeling Rides the Wind. I asked, “Does Softener of Skins want to speak to
us?”
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“Very much.”
I asked Charley, “Would you like to hear the words of our Ute' shaman?”
“Always.”
Marjie was silent for several mo ments and I asked, “Do you need me to
help you fly?”
“No,” replied Rides the Wind. “I see the One Who Softens Skins before
me.” We waited in silence until I realized I might have to speak first, since
Tanner had shown great respect for me.
I said, “We greet you.”
“I greet you, feathered friend, and I greet you, brother of the bear. I met
the spirit of the dog. The dog is happy now. There will be many happy lives. I
say this to you so that you can feel peace. That is all.”
Marjie made the flying motions and asked me to count her up.
Charley seemed to be touched by those words. Soon afterwards, he left.
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Anticipating a Pow-wow
The next mo rning Marjie said, “I had a bad dream. People were tugging
at my body, pulling me this way and that way all night long. They wou ldn't let
me rest. I feel sore, like I've been in a struggle. My stomach is rolling and I
have diarrhea.”
“There have been a lot of changes lately. You're not used to having so
many people co ming around.”
“Mike hasn't come back and I'm wo rried about him. I'm nervous about
channeling around the people that will be co ming here.”
“I have the feeling that he may be dead.”
“I don't have the sense that he's dead. If he was, I think I would have a
feeling about it.”
Marjie was still nervous a couple of hours later, so I suggested that we
have a session. I prayerfully asked that she be given an experience that would
reduce her fear and counted her down.
“I see Alta Sha. He says I need to fly with him to the Throne. Everything
is going by in a blur. This is fun! We are at the entrance. I„m going in.”
Overco me with emotion, she wept.
“Don't try to describe what‟s happening. Just experience it and tell me
later.” I watched as her exp ression changed to bliss. Within ten minutes or so
she said, “It's time for you to count me up.” Emerg ing fro m the trance, she
was still emotionally charged by her awesome experience. “I saw I AM
dancing in circles, whirling around and giving me energy. The energy came in
waves. When they got so intense that I couldn't stand any more, He would
turn the energy down until I was ready for another wave. I felt comp letely
flooded by it. When He stopped, He told me to look at his Hosts and to touch
them. I touched the first one and said, You are so beautiful. He answered, You
see the beauty of God. When I touched the next one I said, You are so
powerful. He answered, You see the power of God. I touched the third one and
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said, You are so strong. He said, You see the strength of God. The fourth one
knelt down on one knee and hugged me. I was overwhelmed by his love. He
said, Is this protection enough for you? I'm not afraid any more.”
“Everything will be fine. I know God will protect us from be ing overrun
by visitors. Our privacy will not be destroyed. I AM knows how important it
is to us. He wants to please us just as we want to please Him.”

I did a lot of mowing to get rid of shoulder high grasses where the powwow was to be held. There were many wasps and bumblebees in the weeds,
but I was not stung. I was careful to cover myself with Light and to project it
toward them fro m my hands when they came near.
After preparing the dance circle, Marjie and I went to the former v illage
to help Charley move his property. A willing and friendly family of good
people fro m the nearby co mmunity were already there to help. We got the
teepees down and loaded as well as some other items and took them back to
the house. Charley insisted on erecting one of the teepees right away. I
couldn‟t understand why he was in such a hurry, but went along with his plan.
We spent quite a bit of time try ing to put up teepees but didn't accomplish a
whole lot. The weather was hot and sultry and we were exhausted when we
stopped at dusk.
Marjie and I went back to the house, took a bath, and went for a walk.
Perithnea popped out and started doing the Indian dance steps I had been
practicing. “You've been watching me dance,” I said.
“Yes.”
“Have I been doing it right?”
“Yes.”
“I've been thinking about that dance you showed Marjie when people
kept piling things on you. What was that about?”
“About when you go through life and people keep putting honors on you
and finally they get heavy and you get tired of dancing and you just lay down
exhausted.”
At the top of the hill, she said, “Mother had a wonderful feast.”
“What do you mean?”
“When God gave her so much energy.”
“It was indeed wonderful.”
“He told her at the end of His dance that she would return to you. Do you
know what that means?”
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“I'm not certain.”
“I think it means you are chosen. You are special. Do you understand
this?”
“I'm beginning to. It's hard to think of myself that way.” We turned
around to go back down the hill.
“Do you know why Charley's dog had to die?”
“I think maybe it was partly to help him say goodbye to the past and
partly to remind him of how his people were killed and why he is creat ing this
village.”
“That's not all of it. One reason is so that the dog can be happy. He was
unhappy being chained up. The only time he was happy was when Charley
would play with him and that wasn't enough. It wasn't Charley's fault. He
didn't want to chain him, but he didn't know what else to do. Now the dog is
happy to be free.
“Another reason was so Charley would allo w hims elf to cry in front of
white people and find out that not all of them are the same. A chief isn't
supposed to cry like that. You and mother let him cry without complaining
about it and you helped him bury his dog in a dignified way. It was good for
his growth and it was good for you.”
We walked in silence for a wh ile and ad mired the stars. I had been
reading The Monuments of Mars by Richard Hoagland and asked, “Were the
monu ments on Mars I‟ve been reading about made by people? I don't mean
humans, of course, but were they built?”
“Yes, they were built.”
“Is there still life on Mars?”
“Mars is life.”
“Do you mean there is life there?”
“I meant what I said. Mars is life. I know you don't understand that, but
you will figure it out someday. I can't tell you more. I had to get Alta Sha's
permission to tell you that the monuments really are monu ments and that
Mars is life.”
“I‟ll take your word for it. Speaking of life, do you know what happened
to Mike?”
With reluctance she said, “He roamed too far following a female and
someone caught him. He‟s tied up. He's not at any of the houses close by.”
“Can you lead us to where he is?”
“It wou ld be better to wait for h im to get loose. He's only tied with a
rope, and there's a good chance he will chew the rope in half.”
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I visualized M ike chewing the rope. I filled the rope with Light and
imaged it breaking. I was happy that he wasn't dead and there was a
possibility that he might get loose and come home.
By the time we got back to the house Marjie was really dragging.
Perithnea said, “It ‟s time for me to go,” and we hugged in farewell. I told
Marjie what had happened to Mike as we went upstairs and got ready for bed.
I was supposed to be at Charley‟s village at seven in the morn ing but
didn't wake up until half past. As soon as I was dressed I headed there without
even stopping for a cup of coffee and arrived at eight ready to apologize for
being late, but nobody was there! About 15 minutes later Charley showed up
and another 15 minutes passed before his partner arrived. I felt foolish to have
rushed, but was also irritated by Charley‟s failure to call and tell me that he
would be late after making an appointment for an hour and a half earlier.
What if I had been on time?
Charley had obtained the help of a farmer and his son to transport his
storage shed on their flatbed trailer. They worked hard, risked their
equipment, and had the generosity to tow it to our house, a round trip of about
30 miles. Because of various difficu lties, the shed was not in place on our
property until around 11:30 AM. I thought Charley should have paid them for
their time and expense, but he didn‟t offer them anything . They had given
generously of their labor, equipment and fuel when normally they would have
been mowing hay for their own living.
We appreciated the blessing of having level ground at the site where the
shed and Charley's travel trailer were finally situated. Everyone was
impressed by how easy it was to set them up. It saved our tired crew fro m
having even more work to do. Charley was the only one who got stung by a
wasp while we were unloading. I should have regarded it as an omen.
We went back to the village for a second load and found that another
likeable member o f the tribal council was there. Randy (a pseudonym) had
brought his two sons and another child named Jonathan, about twelve years
old, who was half Cherokee. Jonathan rode with Marjie and me when we took
a load back to our place, and asked, “Are you an Indian?”
“Only in spirit. I feel like I am a Nimipu, which most people call the Nez
Perce' t ribe. Have you ever heard of Chief Joseph?”
“No.”
I told him a brief history of the Nez Perce' and of Chief Joseph, which he
found fascinating. I mentioned also that Sitting Bull, Crazy Horse, Red Cloud
and Geronimo had also resisted the settlement of their lands by white men,
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and that the last battle between white men and Indians in this country was
fought by the Chippewa, who lived near the Great Lakes. I wanted him to
understand that his people had a proud heritage. He said that he wanted to
learn more about them.
We were all tired after unloading and it was getting quite hot in the late
afternoon so we said our farewells. When we were alone again, Marjie said,
“I'm really worried about Mike. I keep having these images of him being
injured or dead somewhere.”
“We‟ll go look for him, even though Perithnea said to wait until the rope
broke.”
“I don't think that's going to happen.” We drove around for an hour or so
looking for him and asked several people if they had seen him, but had no
luck.

Marjie and I went to First Un ity on Sunday. We got there early and told
several interested people about our plans for a pow-wow. So me said they
would like to co me.
Marjie slept for almost two hours on the way back home. She was restless
and occasionally e xtended her hands as if she were holding something or
gesturing to someone. Shortly before waking she said, “I'm not ready to wake
up anyway,” as if someone wanted her to stay asleep. About five minutes later
her eyes popped open. I asked, “Why did you say you weren't ready to wake
up?”
“Mother told me she wanted me to stay asleep, but I don't remember
anything else that happened.”

I soon realized that Charley had a real talent for self defeating behavior.
He co mplained about everyone taking advantage of hi m when in fact he was
the one taking advantage. Most people he had any business dealings with were
upset by his failure to keep his pro mises, and that included us. However, we
intended to help him at least until after the pow-wow. Alta Sha said Charley
had the potential of making ten thousand dollars fro m it. We assisted him with
labor, use of equipment, use of the land for only a dollar a year, and provided
moral support. It gradually became clear that he had problems with any form
of authority, did not want to follow legal procedures, did not take good advice
fro m h is associates when it was offered, and consequently experienced a lot of

519

Anticipating a Pow-wow
unnecessary, negative consequences. He was physically lazy and unreliable. I
was ready to tell h im to hit the road.
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Chapter Sixty Two

Pow-wow
The day for the pow-wow finally arrived. Fo llo wing tradit ion, Don
White, an elder of the Seneca tribe, and his wife , came early in the mo rning
to bless the grounds. After all that we had done in preparation for the powwow, Charley had excluded us from this important ceremony. However, I
saw through an upstairs window that that something unusual was happening,
so we went to investigate and watched the last few minutes of the ritual. We
liked the visitors immediately and they remarked about the good feelings
they had on our land, which they sensed was already blessed. Don said
Charley had unexpectedly asked him to serve as master of ceremonies for the
pow-wo w and he had reluctantly agreed, although he had never done it
before, which I thought was very generous of him. It was typical of Charley
to wait until the last minute to ask an honored guest t o do a critically
important job. Planning was not his best talent.
Considering the short notice, a surprising number of vendors came to
display many beautiful things for sale. We had the good fortune to meet and
talk with most of them. A local band of Choctaws from Henning, Tennessee,
wearing their colorful traditional clothing, provided entertaining dances with
interesting commentary about their significance by Patsy Thompson, a tribal
leader. Although Charley had not made arrangements for prize money, a few
professional fancy dancers also came, out of their desire to help. Charley
asked some of the vendors to give impro mptu talks at the last minute, and one
or two agreed. I stayed busy between events keeping the dance ground
watered down to prevent dust from covering the valuable artifacts and
costumes they had brought with them.
Saturday afternoon we were shocked by the sudden arrival of several law
officers who came prepared to make arrests! One of Charley‟s council
members, apparently angered over his failure to keep h is word, had reported
that he was selling dope. The deputie‟s search yielded nothing, although the
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complainant insisted that he had seen Charley selling marijuana. We had not
seen any indication that it was being sold or used.
Marjie and I made friends with several of the vendors. Roger, Leanna,
and Patsy did a great deal to make the pow-wow a success. Patsy encouraged
us to hold another pow-wow in a year and to give people plenty of notice so
that the turnout would be much greater.
Most of the vendors had left before Sunday morning, so the group who
attended my talk was rather s mall, consisting mostly of the Choctaws. I wore
my Indian shirt and carried the sacred staff to the dance grounds. Marjie
accompanied me and assisted. We prayed and sang a song or two. I then
spoke about the Tarahumara spirit who instructed us to make the staff and the
symbolic mean ing of its decorations, which dealt with life, death, and rebirth
on the spiritual journey. Everyone said that they had really enjoyed the talk.
When we went back in the afternoon to say goodbye to our new friends,
Leanna said, “When you walked back to your house, three hawks came over
and circled the dance grounds, and then circled your house. There were two
adults and one juvenile. It was really beautifu l to see that. You are b lessed.”
Don and his wife were especially comp limentary toward Marjie and me
for the spirit of welco me and respect that we had shown to the Indians who
came. They also encouraged us to do it again with more advance notice.
Because of the small nu mber of paying guests, Charley complained that
he was only going to break even and hadn‟t made any money. I gave the
leading Choctaw elder, Woody Bell, a few hundred dollars in appreciation for
the participation of the Choctaws, knowing that Charley had also promised to
pay him several hundred. I later learned that Charley did not give them the
amount he had promised when he learned that I had already given them a
similar amount. My patience with him was just about exhausted.
Meanwh ile, Perithnea had info rmed me that Charley was not a fu ll
blooded Siou x, because one of h is parents was a Negro. The facts didn ‟t
bother me, but his lie d id. A genuine Siou x vendo r had already told me that
he didn‟t believe Charley was a Siou x, because he did not follo w certain
tradit ions in preparing the dance grounds. Several of the winne rs of various
events were miffed that h is prizes consisted only o f T shirts wh ich had the
logo o f h is “liv ing v illage ” on them.
After everyone had left, Marjie‟s headache returned. We took a warm
bath to relax, but her headache was getting worse. She asked me to induce a
trance and when I finished, Perithnea appeared, saying, “Mother's brain is
burning.”
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“What is she so upset about?”
“She absorbed the pain of some of the people who came to the powwow.”
“I noticed that she started crying when the first dance was over.”
“She sat at the feet of Woody Bell, who had the most pain of all.” Woody
was an arthritic Choctaw elder who led the troupe in their tradit ional dances,
playing his drum as he limped around the circle. “She has to find wings for
her feet.”
“Okay. Thanks for telling me. Marjie, I want you to examine the pain and
sorrow of the people who have come here and to release it. It is not your pain
to bear. You can empathize with them without absorbing their pain.”
“Her head is getting even hotter, and Alta Sha says it's bad for her,”
Perithnea warned.
“Marjie, imagine that you are a dolphin, swimming in arctic waters. The
cold water is cooling you inside and out. I AM, we ask for your assistance to
help her get over this pain.”
Alta Sha said, “I have co me to help because you called on I AM. She
needs to get out of the warm water.” He stood up, dried her body off, and
started walking toward the bedroom. “Will you assist?” I took her arm and we
ascended the steps.
He put on her nightgown, got into bed, and said, “Marjie is not like your
other patients. When you asked her to examine the pain, she not only
examined it, but embraced it and became the pain. She cannot help herself nor
hold herself separate from it. She opened herself up to all the suffering o f the
people who came to the pow-wow. I suggest that you give her some pain
med icine to help her rest. You have done nothing wrong to cause this.”
“It's important that she learn how to release the pain of others instead of
identifying with it.”
“She will learn. She also needs a dictionary.”
“Why does she need that?”
“Once more A lta Sha's attempt at humor has failed. She misunderstood
your words. When you said to examine the pain she thought you meant she
should experience the pain. The little one is poking me in the side. She wants
to speak to you before my charge falls asleep. We will talk again to morro w.”
Perithnea said, “I put mother deep within so that she will rest. I AM
knows all that has been and ever will be, and knew that she would need
protection from all the suffering of the Indians when she came into contact
with them. That‟s why I‟ve been out so much lately.
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“She‟s fighting sleep. We need to find a way to lighten things up before
she goes to sleep. How can we end the evening on a high note? ” I sang out a
high note for her, and she matched it, which made us laugh. “It's alright to
have fun, because she‟s going to be alright. Alta Sha and I will watch her all
night.”
After Marjie drifted off, I went downstairs to read. In a few minutes I
heard footsteps on the stairs and Perithnea came into the room to announce,
“She‟s famished, and she still has a headache.” Marjie ate a bowl of cereal
and took another pain pill, wh ich made her dro wsy enough to sleep.

She was still groggy Monday morning, but Perithn ea assured me that she
and Alta Sha would keep watch over her and that I should go on to work.
Marjie was still in bed when I got home. Perithnea had written a note
stuck to the refrigerator saying that she had prepared faery food for my supper
and also that Marjie had needed to eat dairy products to replace the energy she
had used up while channeling and that she had given her some cookies to
enjoy with her milk.
After supper Marjie recovered and we took a walk. I said, “I don't
understand why the pow-wow didn‟t make any money. Alta Sha said that
Charley could make $10,000 but the crowds Perithnea predicted didn‟t come.
I suspect it‟s because Charley has told too many lies. I don‟t think we should
continue supporting him, but if I AM wants Indians to have a place to gather
and to teach others to respect Mother Earth, then I‟m willing to help with that.
I‟ve even considered letting them use our house. We could build a smaller one
for ourselves. What do you think?”
Alta Sha appeared . “There was a wave of negat iv ity resist ing the
success of this pro ject. Giv ing up your ho me is unnecessary. You r shelter
serves more purposes than you kno w. It is mo re than a p lace where you
lay you r heads to rest. The steps I AM has p laced b efo re you are not
difficu lt , they are simp le. If Charley is a min ister, why does he not
min ister? If he is a teacher, why does he not t each?”
“I have the same questions. I don‟t see him trying to do what he claims he
wants to do here. He doesn‟t have a meeting place, which I could help him
obtain, but I fear that if I do too much he will only become more dependent.”
“Charley should advertise classes about his culture and charge a fee.
There are many nights left that will be cool and dry like this. He could begin
teaching as soon as next week. He could tell them to bring their money and
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their writ ing imp lements. It is not difficu lt to do this and no expensive
building is required.”
“I‟ll suggest it to him the next t ime I see him.”
When Marjie emerged, she said, “Tanner wants to speak to Charley and
would like fo r you to arrange a meeting.”
“Good. Maybe he‟ll listen to him. He sure doesn‟t listen to me.”
I contacted Charley the next day and it was agreed that he would meet
with Tanner at our house at 6:00 p.m. Charley was at his trailer at that time
but didn‟t come up the drive, so I went down and asked him to jo in us for
supper. He declined and gave no indication that he remembered the
appointment. I waited at the house until seven and then attended a meeting of
the council at the trailer.
Charley spent the first hour complaining about all the people who were
undermin ing his reputation. The council decided that the first priority was to
put up a building to house the museum and to have a place to display his sale
items. Charley said he had only $19.00 left fro m the pow-wow proceeds. I
offered to make a loan to the council for materials if they would build a small
museum/gift shop, and also encouraged Charley to sell his gift inventory at
public events which he planned to attend. Although he had pu rchased the
goods on credit and needed to pay his bills, he disdainfully insisted that he did
not want to become a salesman. He also showed no interest in teaching classes
for income.
After the meeting Marjie and I took a walk. “I thin k it‟s time to tell
Charley goodbye. He doesn‟t want to do anything except show off. I‟m not
sure what I AM wants us to do.”
Alta Sha said, “Alta Sha is here to answer your questions.”
“My first question is whether I should go into debt for building
materials.”
“We have already discussed this. It will not be beneficial to assume his
burdens. You will only cripple h im, not help him. It is with in his power to
succeed. He can still make $10,000, but he must avoid smelling after the
wrong dog's tail. Your ro le should be limited to that of a good friend who
gives advice and support, but not money.”
“That‟s why I would make it a loan but not a gift. I‟m willing to help the
council erect a building if it will be useful to the people and help him to
succeed.”
“By offering to loan him money for a building, you are try ing to control
the outcome of h is work. You are d ictating what you think he should do.”
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“I was under the impression that a building is what he wants. I‟m
disappointed that he shows so little interest in spiritual things. He d idn‟t keep
his appointment with Tanner.”
“You cannot force th is on another. Perhaps there are sp irits who are
disappointed because you have devoted so much attention to Charley and
the village that they have not been able to speak to you.”
“I had no intention of denying them the opportunity to speak. I am always
happy to hear the words of Tanner or any of the others. Do they wish to speak
now?”
“They understand that it was unintentional. The spirits are sometimes so
full that they want to speak urgently, but they can wait. Alta Sha is speaking
the words of I AM now. It is time for you and Pearl (his affectionate name for
Marjie) to return to your work with spirits and let Charley deal with h is
problems. You have given him the opportunity to succeed and have done
much for him. It is enough. The rest is up to him. You should release this
concern.”
“What will my future relationship with Nuke be?”
“It will g row.”
“It seems like we have reached a kind of plateau in our relat ionship.”
“That is not so. You have devoted so much time to this project that the
relationship has not been able to proceed at a normal pace. The pace will
increase when you resume your normal work.”
“Should I go to other pow-wows in order to meet more Ind ians?”
“Your name is being mentioned by many as a result of the pow-wow.
There is no need for you to travel in order to be known. Are Alta Sha's words
a comfort to you?”
“They certainly are. I thank I AM and you.”
“Alleluia! Marjie is quite tired, now.” He withdrew.
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Rapsar and Family Roots
We contacted Donna and informed her of our unsuccessful attempt to
find Rapsar‟s crashed vessel and about releasing the three Ute‟ spirits at the
Spanish Peaks. She expressed interest in finding out more about her lifetime
as the pilot of the downed UFO. I offered to do some regression work with her
and it was agreed that we would spend the weekend at her home near
downtown Atlanta.
Our trip was uneventful, and after settling in, we held a hypnosis session
with Donna. She entered a trance easily and experienced the crash of the UFO
with intense emotion. Rapsar, the anguished pilot, described his inability to
control the craft and smashing into the mountain. He took full responsibility
for the deaths of the passengers and felt terrible guilt. Unable to breathe
Earth‟s atmosphere, he gasped for air and d ied with a deceased comrade in h is
arms.
Rapsar had not entered the Light after death and was still active at a
subconscious level within Donna. Although Donna interpreted her memories
as being from another of her incarnations, I thought that Rapsar might have
entered Donna‟s body when she had visited the Spanish Peaks. Rapsar did not
channel long enough for me to determine if my guess was accu rate.
I felt a great deal of compassion for traumatized Rapsar, greatly suffering
from guilt and grief, and wanted to continue working with him. I knew that if he
would enter the Light his suffering would end. I suggested to Donna that we
could hold another session for that purpose but she refused, saying that she did
not want to lose contact with Rapsar!
When we were alone, Marjie and I held a session to inform Uncle Nu ke
of our discovery. Nuke‟s system quickly verified that Rapsar had indeed been
piloting the downed craft but was not responsible for losing control, which
was caused by sabotage. Nuke requested that we inform Rapsar of the truth as
soon as possible.

Rapsar and Family Roots
Nuke also said that Rapsar‟s spirit would be retrieved from Donna‟s body
when the time and circu mstances were right, and asked us to keep him
informed of any further co mmun ication we received fro m Donna concerning
Rapsar.
We held another session with Donna the follo wing day and gave Rapsar
the message. He joyfully exclaimed that he was able to breathe again. Donna
did not know what to make of these developments, for she had always
assumed that Rapsar was a former lifetime. She was still reluctant to release
him and I did not press her on this point, since I knew that his spirit would
eventually be retrieved.
Donna introduced us to her boyfriend Rod (a pseudonym), who had been
trained fro m childhood in physics and electronic engineering due to his very
high intelligence. Rod revealed that he and a partner had a consulting
business which fulfilled military contracts involving the design of secret
devices, but that he avoided work having anything to do with weapons
development. Govern ment agents were refusing to renew contracts for
peaceful applications in order to financially pressure them into weapons
development. He feared that in order to support his family, he might have to
yield to their demands.
Rod had a very strong interest in t ime t ravel, and with h is partner had
developed a remarkab ly simple device which had the ability to make items
temporarily dematerialize. He had photos of him and Donna hold ing an
object wh ich was blu rred as if dematerializing while they were pictu red
very clearly . They swo re that the film had not been altered . He said it too k
surpris ingly litt le energy to acco mplish dematerializat ion , wh ich depended
on focusing three low energy beams on a particular object , thereby
co mpounding their effects. I noted that it was by triangu lat ing the beams
that a portal was opened to another d imens ion. He said that the equip ment
was relat ively simp le, inexpensive and co mpact. He spoke of being under
surveillance by the govern ment and said equ ip ment had been stolen fro m
his locked motel roo m du ring a recent trip to v isit his partner.
Rod also had a deep interest in developing cheap sources of n onpolluting
energy for the benefit of mankind and the planet, which he believed was in
very bad shape. Like us, he anticipated an ecological collapse in the near
future if global warming and pollution were not checked. He did not want his
five year o ld son to grow up in such a world.
Knowing that we were planning another trip to the four corners area, Rod
warned us to avoid Dulce, New Mexico, because of a secret underground base
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there where experiments were being conducted with the cooperation of ETs.
He said that the ETs involved were grays who were sharing their knowledge
of advanced technology in exchange for the “privilege” of abducting and
experimenting with human subjects. I thought this was a farfetched notion at
the time, fo r with their advanced technologies, such entities would not need
human permission.
We returned home after a very interesting weekend, feeling that we had
acquired new friends who also loved Mother Earth and who wanted to save
man kind fro m self destruction. We planned to maintain frequent telephone
contacts and occasional visits. Alta Sha‟s urgings that Marjie needed to talk
with others like herself were being satisfied.

The day after we returned fro m Atlanta, Marjie wanted to do a session for
self exp loration. Upon entering the trance she said, “I am in the Light. I see
Mother. She disapproves that I have been getting out of practice.” I led her
into a deeper trance.
“Mother is leading me down a long, dark corridor. There‟s a screen at the
end of it. I know what is on the screen but it isn't clear.”
“Go closer until you can see it clearly.”
“I am a child in a classroom. There‟s a light shining on the left side of my
face at the cheekbone. There are other students here and we are all very
young. Each of us is a completely different species of life. One is almost
entirely light, with a ghostlike appearance. Another one looks like Whorf fro m
Star Trek. One has a human form, but his face comes to a sharp edge like a
hatchet. The instructor is very big and tall. He has a handsome face with
chiseled features and thick white hair that clings close to his head. All of us
have these lights on our cheeks. The lights make it possible for us to
completely merge our minds with one another. This is so neat! We can feel
what it's like to be that other person from the inside out! It's very intense. We
can explore each other any way we want to. By the end of the class we are
rapidly ju mping fro m one to another, like a game. So mehow we know when it
is time to stop.
“Mother wants you to let go of my hand so that she can make me go
deeper.” A moment of silence followed. “I have found my Higher Self. I want
you to ask her questions.”
“What questions do you want me to ask?”
“About my purposes. What I am doing here. Anything you want.”
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I had noticed Marjie's intestines growling , wh ich was unusual for her,
so I asked her Higher Self, “Why are her intestines growling?”
The answer came fro m a co mp letely d ifferent voice, behind which I
perceived great calm and intelligence. “Her digestion is disturbed. She has
already had diarrhea due to her an xiety about the problems with the village.
She should let this concern go.” The noises stopped.
“She wants to know what her purposes are in this lifetime.”
“All is as it should be.”
Marjie said, “Mother is taking me even deeper. This feels good. Roll me
over on my right side so I can go even deeper. I'm too deep to move myself.” I
did what she said, but was a little concerned that she might go so deep she
wouldn't want to come back.
Perithnea was aware of my thoughts and said, “Mother is alright. No
harm will co me to her. I‟m with her, Mother is with her, and so is Alta Sha.
You can go play. She will be brought back in a little wh ile.”
“How long will it take?”
“Until you are ready to leave for your picnic.”
I went outside, washed the car, and returned to our bedroom. Marjie was
just coming out of the trance and was not fully alert. I told her I was going to
vacuum the car and would then be ready to go. She turned over and went back
to sleep, but was prepared to leave when I was finished. She didn‟t remember
what she experienced in the deep trance.
Mike never returned and Perithnea confirmed that he was dead. She
wouldn‟t tell us how he died, explaining that knowing would only upset us. I
imagined that he had been beaten or starved to death. To help us get over
losing him, we had bought another rat terrier.
Beth was an adult dog who had been used as a puppy mill by her owner.
She was very skittish and distrustful, as if she expected to be hurt. We had
been giving her lots of positive attention to counteract her fears and decided to
take her with us on the picnic.
Our destination was Colu mbus -Belmont State Park, in southwest
Kentucky, wh ich is situated on a high bluff overlooking the Mississippi River.
After about twenty minutes of sitting between us in the car, Beth relaxed a
litt le, but whenever a car passed by she cowered. This had diminished by the
time we got to the park so that she was comfortable rid ing in my lap.
While we ate our lunch we watched the tow boats pushing their long
strings of barges up and down the river. We walked some of the trails and
found an isolated spot where we could watch the sunset.
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Perithnea channeled, “Do you mind if I share the sunset with you?”
“I'd be delighted.”
“Beth fell in love with you today.”
“She licked my arm and rested her head on it while we were d riv ing up
here. I think she‟s learning to trust me. Have you seen Adam lately? I haven't
heard fro m h im in a long time.”
“He‟s been off play ing.”
“Isn't it a beautiful day? Thank you I AM, for all the wonderful blessings
you have given us today, and for this beautiful sunset.”
“The sun is life. If you watch it long enough when it‟s going down, it will
begin to sing to you. It will touch you in your heart, and make poems to you.”
“If you look at it too much, it can also make you blind, like Tanner.”
“Not when it‟s so low. It can't hurt your eyes now.” The sun was
dropping below the horizon. As it disappeared, she said, “Going, going,
gone,” and left with it.
We drove to a barge landing where we could walk at the river's edge. A
school of small fish ju mped out of the water, probably to escape a hungry
predator. The pinks, purples, and gold of the sunset reflecting on its surface
transformed the Big Muddy into a reminder of the heavenly river of tears shed
for I AM. Most of the way home, Beth lay peacefully in my lap.
Marjie received a phone call fro m a distant relative saying that her
paternal grandmother had suffered a stroke and was in critical condition.
Marjie‟s feelings were hurt because neither of her sisters had notified her,
although they knew that she had always been very attached to her
grandmother. “I don't know what to do about this,” she said. “If she dies and I
go to the funeral, how should I react when I see my father and sisters? I hate
the idea of meet ing them, especially my father.” Her level o f an xiety was so
high that we held a session. I suggested that she go to the hallway of doors
and seek the one she should go through.
“I‟m supposed to go through the one that has fear written above it. Alta
Sha says this time I have to go in alone and to use my Light.
“Okay. I'm inside now and I don't feel afraid. I‟m surrounded by little
square mirrors with reflections of my father and sisters in them. I don't like
looking at them. It makes me feel sick inside. I see now that they are not a
group of people that I belong with. I don't see my mother. She wasn't part of
this family either. If anyone confronted them with the truth, they would have
to admit that their relationships were based on manipulat ion and control. My
father manipulated them all into following his will. He feels at a loss that he
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can't control me, too. It's not the loss of love that he feels, just the loss of
control, and it makes him angry. I can't go past these mirrors unless I change
how I feel about them.
“Mother is helping me reach my deepest level to go to my Higher Self.
My Higher Self is showing me how I was in the past. I can see the deep
suffering I experienced in many different lives. It was so intense that it
harmed me physically to the point that I almost died fro m it. I see that so
much suffering is unnecessary and is a threat to my life. My Higher Self is
showing me how I can cut it out of myself. I can change!
“My Higher Self is showing me the colors of my spirit. I am beautifu l! I
look like a queen who is not burdened by my past. I can approach any
situation with calm. My Higher Self is showing me that I need to assume this
new attitude, which at first will feel strange, like playing a role that isn't really
me, but it is genuine and I will get used to it.
“Now I‟m back in the room o f mirrors so that I can confront my family.
There‟s a control on the floor which I can use to manipulate the mirro rs. I
don't want to bow down in front of them to pick it up, so I am willing it to rise
up into my hand. It's making the mirrors turn into a clear liquid and the liquid
is forming into a window. When I look through the window I can see how I
will be in the future. I am confident and happy. You are wait ing for me on the
other side of a door. All I have to do is open it. You are welco ming me with
open arms. We‟re talking with Indians who are like members of our family. I
feel at ho me with them. I‟m done. Count me up.”
After the session Marjie said, “I know that someday I will have a new
family of people I can trust who will return my love.”
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The following Monday was another play day for us and we went to Giant
City State Park in southern Illinois. Ou r first stop was for breakfast at a
restaurant in South Fulton, Tennessee, where we were p leasantly surprised to
see the walls decorated with many pictures of Native Americans and
waitresses dressed in blouses with colorfu l Indian designs printed on them.
It was noon when we arrived at the park, wh ich is named for the huge ,
somewhat cubical boulders arranged like scattered building blocks , which
forms passageways like the narrow streets of an ancient town. Graffiti carved
into some of the stones by early explo rers dated back to the 1800's. Scenic
cliffs and caves are also found in the vicinity. We got out and started to hike
along the wooded trails.
Beth was on a leash. She would not take the lead but would follow if
someone walked in front of her, so we hiked in single file. I slipped on a
muddy creek bank and fell into the water, which made us laugh. When Marjie
sat on the knee-high root of a big tree which formed a natural bench, she said,
“That's so weird.”
“What‟s weird?”
“I suddenly feel like cry ing.” Fearing that it might spoil the outing, I
didn't tell her that Terresa had sat on that same root several years before. I
suspected that Terresa‟s spirit was with us, and Marjie was picking up on her
emotions. Terresa and I had enjoyed that previous outing very much.
This land had once been home to the Shawnee and other tribes, so it was
not surprising when Marjie heard Indian spirits chanting in the park, but
couldn‟t understand the meaning of their words. None of them attempted to
enter her or to channel.
The park‟s imp ressive lodge was constructed entirely of logs. Marjie fell
in love with steps made of logs sawn in half lengthwise and wanted me to
make some like that for our house. She bought a souvenir patch to sew on her
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jacket and some greeting cards with Indian pictures and sentiments on them at
the gift shop.
After lunch at the lodge we took another hike and came to a narrow
fissure between two large boulders which I easily ju mped. Marjie was
reluctant to follow my examp le, thin king that it might be dangerous. The
distance from one side to the other was less than a long stride and seemed
quite safe to me, so I encouraged her to ju mp in order to avoid a more arduous
detour. I should have listened to her guidance, for when she jumped she
landed awkwardly, twisting her ankle and back, which caused intense pain.
She had to sit for a wh ile before she could get up, and then had to limp back to
the car with me supporting part of her weight. I apologized profusely for not
listening to her fears and directed healing Light toward her back, which
helped a little.
Perithnea joined me at the car. “Mother hurt her back more than she is
admitting. She needs to lie down.” I reclined Marjie's seat and encouraged her
take a nap if she could. She didn't want to go to an emergency room unless
resting didn't help.
Perithnea channeled during most of the long drive home in order to
relieve Marjie of her pain. At Cairo, Illinois, Perithnea asked me to stop at an
old trailer ho me beside the highway where hundreds of colorful wh irligigs
turning in the wind were attached to the fence, to trellises, to the porch, to
junked cars and to anything else that would hold one, creating an unusual and
amusing sight.
An elderly black man came to the picket fence to say hello when we got
out of the car. He was quite friendly and very happy to talk about his
wind mills. He said he had been collect ing them for many years and that
everyone knew about his hobby and would bring him new “spinners.” In spite
of his deep poverty, he appeared quite content and enjoyed having us admire
his playthings. Perithnea withdrew in the middle of our conversation and
Marjie was a bit shocked to find that she was chatt ing with a complete
stranger in a very unusual setting.
Her back was much better by the time we got home. We went to bed at
the usual time and after settling in, heard a thumping sound on the roof in a
corner of the bedroom. At first I ignored it, but the thumps continued as if
someone were trying to get our attention. I thought it might be a raccoon or
possum try ing to find a way inside, so I went outside with my flashlight and
climbed up a ladder and onto the roof, but didn't see anything unusual.
Co ming down I almost fell on the slick wood shingles.
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The thumping stopped, but when I turned off the bedside lamp near
midnight we heard the sound of two feet running along the roof ridge fro m
one end of the house to the other. “It must be one of those Indian spirits that
Alta Sha said was coming to visit. I guess he wants us to know he‟s here,” I
said.
The sound of six metallic taps on the window glass woke me at six in the
morn ing. I couldn‟t find a visible cause for them. Although any friendly
spirits were welco me, I was a bit irritated because it was earlier than normal
for me to get up.
Marjie's back was stiff and sore, but she had no serious pain when she
got out of bed, so I left fo r work. I remembered that Marjie's Higher Self
had told her that the only obstacles were the ones in her mind and that if she
denied that an obstacle existed, it no longer did . I used that thought all day
to cope with frustrations at work.
Meanwhile, Marjie kept busy by running errands and typing all day and
was tired when I got home. Nevertheless, we took a walk after supper because
she wanted the exercise. Perithnea soon made me laugh with her joking
remarks, which lightened my mood. “I told mother to make me a bed today,”
she said.
“That‟s a good idea. Every faery needs a bed.”
“It‟s going to be an all wh ite four poster with pillows and everything.
Before long she‟s going to need a new bed too, to give her back more
support.”
“We‟ll have to get one, then. By the way, do you know who was running
on the roof last night?”
“Nope. Nucleus was calling her earlier but she didn‟t answer because you
weren‟t there. She thinks you have to be there before she can talk to him
because you‟re a team.”
“I‟ll try to make contact with h im after I‟ve had a chance to talk to Donna
to find out if she has any news about Rapsar.”
When we arrived at the house, Perithnea said, “I‟m going to be in trouble.
I‟ve been walking mother too fast and made her back start hurting. Before I
go, remember that yellow is very impo rtant.”
“Why is yellow important?”
“I can't exp lain. Just remember.”
We held a session after speaking to Donna. “You started to count me
down and then Mother took me inside herself,” Marjie said with a b ig smile.
“Someone is beside me on my right. I looked at them and they threw a purple
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rod of light at me that caught my attention. Now I see a very tall shaft of Light
with portions of light rad iating down. It's hollo w inside. Do you remember the
time when I was in a circular roo m and there was a shaft of solid Light shaped
like a tube? The walls surrounding it have holes like pores that allow energy
to be drawn from the Light. Mother says, The lowering of this Light. Nothing
has been left undone.
“I'm being taken into space. I see all this motion above me. There are
structures shaped like flat wheels that remind me of space stations but they are
made of Light. They‟re beautiful! Several of them are grouped close together
and are turning to pass over my head. When they go by, they shift.” She shook
her head, wearing a skeptical expression.
“Why are you shaking your head?”
“I see people flying by, but they look two dimensional, like p ictures you
cut out of magazines that show people doing different things.They are
swirling around my head as they pass over.”
“Do you see any strings attached from you to them?”
“I don‟t see them anymore.”
“What did you feel?”
“Just surprised. I just felt curious. It was okay.”
Nuke suddenly joined me. “Greet ings, Pat.”
“Greetings! It‟s been quite a while since we talked. Marjie said she felt
you strongly today.”
“I fo llo wed her closely. It is a special occasion.”
“Oh? What‟s the occasion?”
“An anniversary.”
“How so?”
“She became my star student.”
“When?”
“Today.”
“What did she do to become a star student?”
“She recognized the pull. We always celebrate the first day it happens as
the first anniversary. I believe hu mans miss their first.”
“What do you mean by that?”
“An examp le would be a birth.”
“How do we miss it?”
“You teach yourselves that your life begins at birth, overlooking almost
an entire year, so that what you call the first is actually the second.”
“I see.”
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“She remembered a classroom fro m the past when she was confused
about how to distinguish spirits from other bein gs. She has experienced this
class a great number of times.”
“I think it‟s great that she‟s remembering.”
“She is ready for many remembrances.”
“What makes her ready?”
“She has acquired room in her limited mind. I do understand humans
consider their mind to be limited, but also that the mind has several areas
never used. However, I am speaking of areas she has used. She has been
cleaning house, I believe is the term? A good action.”
“It is good to see her making progress. She is going to speak to some
people on her own soon.”
“The potential is there.”
“It will be the second time that I am aware o f.”
“That you are aware of, yes.”
“It happened before in other places?”
“Indeed, she has.”
“Perhaps she will remember. It would give her confidence.”
“She is like a young one beginning the learning process.”
“We humans must be very strange to your kind.”
“The fact that humans cling to ignorance is indeed strange.” I noted an
increase in his head and eye movements, as if he were tracking a lot of data,
and said, “You seem agitated about something.”
“I am not agitated. Your words are allo wing me to see.”
“Your head movements are much more act ive than usual.”
“The path is clear tonight. I understand you had a celebration.”
“You must mean the pow-wow. It d idn't turn out to be the grand spectacle
I thought it would be. Many of the Indians Charley said were coming didn‟t
show up. Nevertheless, we saw much love among those that came and we
greatly enjoyed meet ing them.”
“Now you speak with intelligence, Pat.”
“Why intelligence?”
“Only intelligent beings know how to love, know what it is to truly love.
The change in your voice tone becomes satisfying. That is excellent.”
“Did you co me to observe the pow-wow?”
“No, but I sent monitors.”
“I saw three flashes in the sky over the property the first night. Was that
caused by the arrival of your monitors?”
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“Yes.”
“We heard some strange noises here last night and early this morning that
sounded like someone walking and then running on the roof. I wondered if it
might be some of your staff.”
“None of my staff have access to you who are not informed of the ru les
about late night noises.”
“I think it may have been Indian spirits. By the way, we spoke to Donna
this evening. She just got back from a trip to her property in Colorado. On the
mountain where the craft crashed, she meditated and felt at peace, now that
Rapsar knows it wasn‟t his fault that he lost control.”
“Excellent! It is good that he no longer feels guilt. I informed Rapsar's
family of his continued existence. They were very happy to know his
whereabouts and wanted to be taken to him immediately, especially his mate,
Clairetrin ia. I had to caution her to wait until he is ready to return.” The
transmission began to break up and some words were not getting through.
Nuke said, “She is tiring. Hopefully we can talk again later.”
“Stay in the Light. Alleluia.”
He smiled. “I am in the Light. Goodnight.”
Before bringing Marjie out of the trance, I asked, “Do you need to do any
more work before you come up?”
“I'm ready now.” A big s mile lit up her face as she emerged fro m the
trance and she said, “At the end, Mother splashed colors at me like firewo rks.
They looked like they were thrown up on a screen. I've never seen anything
like that before.”
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After a sound night's sleep, I awoke around 6:15 the next morning and
was getting dressed for work when Marjie, quite frightened, held out her arms
to me and said, “Is everything all right? That was a bad tornado.”
I sat on the bed, gave her a hug and stroked her head.”You must have
been having a bad dream.”
“I was teaching a class, and there was a tornado. Yesterday, when I was
alone, I heard noises in the spare bedroom, like furniture was being moved
around and footsteps. They continued until I got up to the landing and then
stopped. It didn't feel like Terresa. I wondered if it was a trace of Nuke that he
left behind.”
“I doubt it. He didn't seem to know the cause of the noises on the roof the
other night. Whatever it is, I think it must be benign. Later we can try to
communicate with it if you like. I thin k it's connected with the Indians.”
In a trance session that afternoon, Adam appeared. We greeted warmly
and he then said, “I have been staying very close to you lately to s trengthen
the bond between us.”
“I hope you are overlooking my faults.”
“How can I learn everything there is to know about you if I overlook
them?”
“Perhaps a better word is to forgive them.”
“You need no forgiveness from me, father. I am proud to be your son.”
“And I‟m proud that you chose me. What have you learned from
observing our contacts with the Indian spirits who have been here?
“I have learned deep emotions of compassion, love and empathy.”
“Good things to know. Do you want to have a bed like the one Marjie
made for Perithnea?”
“Perithnea did not ask for a bed because she requires one. We do not have
to have a solid form. She was instructing mother by asking.”
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“I know. She has a unique way of teaching. It‟s unorthodox, but very
effective.”
“Spirits like us would not be what we are if we were orthodox. By
making a bed for her, mother is expressing a belief in her reality. It is more
symbolic than necessary.”
“It also is a conversation piece which gives us a chance to talk about you.
Would you like to have one?”
“Yes, but I want mine to be a color appropriate to the son of a king.”
“Would you like purple, then?”
“Purple is for the king. I like shades of red. I have seen some soft red
material in the house that I like very much.”
“Why don't you communicate mentally with mother to show her what
you want?”
“I will try my very best.”
“I think you‟re ready for that. Perithnea does too.”
“Thank you for your confidence in me, father.”
“You needn't thank me. It is the nature of all spirits to grow and it is the
will of I AM.”
“I will try what you suggested. Good night, father.”
“Good night, Adam. I love you very much.”
Marjie said, “I‟m ready to begin working on Adam‟s bed. Will you count
me up?” Later she had me draw a sketch of the bed based on her mental imag e
of it.
We went to visit Charley, who said his truck was in the shop and he didn't
have enough money to get it out. I encouraged him to sell some o f his gift
items. He wanted to be in an upcoming parade in order to promote the village
and himself by dressing up as a chief. I volunteered to drive him around in our
open car, and loaned him $200 to help him get his car out of the shop.
However, I noted later that he had purchased cigarettes with money he said he
needed for his truck, and I resolved never to loan money to him again.
Charley said that he had seen Indian spirits in our trees and had heard
them make wh istling sounds. In the middle of the night I was awakened again
by yelps and popping sounds and felt more certain that they were made by the
visiting Indian spirits.
The next afternoon Charley came by to get Marjie to help him “spruce
up” his war bonnet and to help him make posters advertizing the non-existent
village to put on the car. Like a ch ild craving attention, he seemed unable to
do anything without someone‟s help.
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After he left , Marjie had a bad headache, which prompted me to suggest
a session, but before we began Alta Sha said to wait until after we answered
a telephone call. W ithin minutes, a friend fro m church called to request that
we bring an item with us the next time we came to Memph is. I went back to
the bedroo m to find Alta Sha wait ing.
“You are tired.”
“Yes. It was frustrating today when I found out I didn't have enough
chimney sections after making a hole for them in the roof.”
“If it was frustrating, who was lead ing? Was it I AM?”
“No, it was me.” He nodded affirmatively. “I‟m confused about how
much I should help Charley.”
“You have done all that you should for him materially. What is hard for
you to do is to sit back and observe what today's Indians do. Your perception
of him is accurate, yet you do not follow your own wisdom. You continue to
help him even when he does not help himself.”
“Is what Charley has said about the spirits in the trees true?”
“He has seen them and speaks to them. Are you surprised that he can do
the same as Marjorie?”
“I believed him but it‟s good to have it confirmed. Are these spirits for
him only, o r for us as well?”
“You have heard them walking in your house, resting in your trees and on
your roof. It should be obvious that they are making contact with you, also.”
“What I meant was, are they here for the same reasons as the Tarahumara
and the Ute‟s?”
“What I AM has told me to place before you no longer requires that you
travel to find these spirits. Now the spirits come to you.” Deep feelings of
appreciation for this gift brought tears to my eyes. “You have studied much
the history of American Indians. Now it is time for you to study the ways of
today's Indians. Charley is very careful where he p laces each step. He knows
that carelessness has been the downfall of his people in the past. The spirits in
the trees are here to learn fro m you and him how to avoid making the mistakes
of their past in the future.”
I felt an intense desire to teach them well. “Am I right in thinking that
Indians will be future leaders in the new wo rld?”
“Yes.”
“I would like to speak directly to these new spirits.”
“Perhaps Softener of Skins can help with his Light in this matter.”
“Can you tell me why Marjie has such a bad headache?”
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“It is due to the stress of seeking the approval of others.”
“How can she calm herself?”
“She needs to look down upon herself seeking the approval of others,
when the approval of I AM is all she needs. She will have to look down on
you also, since she seeks your approval as well. A llelu ia.”
“Alleluia.” He withdrew.
“Marjie, Alta Sha wants you to look down upon yourself seeking the
approval of others, including me.”
“I can see myself seeking the approval of others, but I think I should seek
your approval, because you are always trying to please me.”
“The only approval that matters comes fro m I AM.”
“Your approval will always be important to me, too.”
“Perceive healing Light penetrating and opening up your sinuses so that
all the pressure there is relieved.”
“That feels better,” she said after a few minutes. It wasn‟t long before we
went to sleep.
Strange dreams of storms and odd sounds in the house woke me. In one
very vivid dream, the wind blew so hard that I could spread my arms and fly
like a bird. I felt the presence of the Indian spirits and heard their footsteps in
the house. I closed my eyes in an attempt to visualize them and saw flashes of
light and vague forms without detail. A fter a while I dozed again.

I woke with the sun on Saturday morn ing and went to pick up Charley for
the parade. He was still getting dressed when I arrived, and as usual he wanted
help, asking me to fasten his choker, straighten his loin cloth, and apply face
paint. As requested, I painted his forehead solid black with a yellow border
across his nose and cheeks. Wearing his full war bonnet and face paint, he
was an arresting sight.
Our place in the parade was in front of the high school band, which drew a
lot of attention to us. No one in the crowd showed the hostility which Charley
always complained about toward “the Indian”. He enjoyed the limelight so
much that although the parade was over, he remained standing in the car for all
to see while I drove him to his home.
That afternoon Marjie said, “Tanner wants to speak to you.”
I began our session with a prayer, thanking I AM for inspiring us,
granting us creativity, loving us, and bringing the gift of the Indian spirits.
Then I asked Marjie to go into the Light after counting her down. The
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distinctive head and shoulder movements of Rides the Wind appeared and I
said, “Aho. It is good to see you again.” Marjie breathed in rhythm with his
wing beats. “Are you with Softener of Skins?” More rhythmic breathing
followed and then a nod. “It has been a long time since we spoke.”
“I have words for the people she will soon speak to,” answered Tanner.
“May I record your words on my machine so that they will hear them in
your own voice?”
“Yes.” When the recorder was ready he said, “You have traveled many
different paths to come here out of hope. The woman has been taught many
things about my people. The staff she carries has many things on it which they
have gathered for hope. The hope has been a gift from Another.” He gestured
toward the items on the staff. “Without these things there would be no hope.
There would be nothing. If you destroy the Earth, you can grow no crops. No
one will walk upon it or crawl upon it.
“The animals in the air take nourishment of it. Where there is no longer
nourishment, they are unable to fly.
“We have seen what modern man has done to animals of the ground and
animals in the air. They poison them. Their young do not hatch. They go
away. They are no more.
“Her bosom was soft. We could walk upon her with our feet. Modern
man has made her hard. He has laid th ings they cast away. They injure your
feet. No w we cover our feet.
“Modern man continues to circle like a dog that chases his tail, but there
are some who walk upward, slowly. They walk the path of hope. They will
take wings of love and fly. They learn to set th eir spirit free, as now.” Rides
the Wind flew again.
“Where do you fly?”
“To Hope.”
After the session Marjie typed the recording for use in her talk to the
wo men‟s group.
On our evening walk, Perithnea joined me. Beth was walking with us and
showing less fear of being in front of us. I asked, “What do you think of
Beth?”
“She learns fast. You only have to show her something two or three
times. She has learned to leap over things. But you are confusing her.”
“Why?”
“When you call her and she doesn't come, you should make her come.
She thinks she can ignore your commands if you let her.”
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I scanned the sky and high above saw a very bright, fast moving, rapidly
flashing white light. For a brief mo ment it was accompanied by another light
to its left which looked like a meteor. When the first light wa s directly
overhead it dimmed, turned red, and stopped.
“You have now seen an official UFO,” Perithnea said.
“It reminds me of the one I saw the other night when I came to the powwow grounds.”
“Yes. Do you now understand what you are supposed to make of your
life?”
“I am allowing I AM to make my life.”
“That isn't what I mean.”
“Do you mean do I know what my life is leading up to?”
“Yes.”
“I'm not certain.”
“It's leading up to something very big. There will be rejoicing. There will
be singing and celebrating and it's all going to come to you. You don't have to
travel to it. Just as the Indians came to you, the rest will also come.”
“But it won't be happening soon,” I said.
“All that you have is time.”
“I know.” We had reached the back door of the house, next to where a big
chestnut tree stood. “The air is warmer here.”
“The trees are releasing the oxygen that they have been storing up all day
long. They breathe, just like people do. If someone asks what you know about
trees, you can tell them you have felt one breathe.”
We entered the house and she said, “It isn't going to be as long as you
think.”
“I will rely on I AM to teach me the right things to do when the time
comes,” I answered.
“You should put some alcohol on your mosquito bites. Bye.”
Marjie was very tired after the walk and wanted to have a session about
her fatigue, so I counted her down. “I see Alta Sha making up a bed for me.
I've never seen him do housework before; it‟s kind of odd. Mother is with me
also and has my blanket with her. I wonder why I'm not in my usual bed. Alta
Sha says I would contaminate it in my condition. How can I contaminate my
bed if there is nothing wrong with me? He says there is something wrong with
me.
“It's hormones, a seasonal thing, he says. He wants me to get in my bed
under the blanket and to stay there. He‟s talking to me like he's my parent. He
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says if I do this now, it will pass. If I resis t, it will only get worse. They are
leaving me now.”
“Listen to their advice and rest.” Marjie went to bed.
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Marjie stayed in bed most of the follo wing day on Alta Sha's advice but
was troubled with bad dreams and still felt tired when I got home. She
recounted a dream of Terresa's death which was quite accurate, although we
had not discussed the details before. I had also thought of Terresa earlier in
the day, which made her dream seem like a message fro m beyond.
A nightmare of wasps attacking her had been upsetting, and she was also
worried about not understanding the instructions that came with our new
computer. She thought her memo ry was going bad.
After supper we had a session to deal with these issues. Perithnea joined
in to help count Marjie down. “I‟ll stay in the background while you work
with her and will only chip in when I have something to contribute,” she said.
“Okay.”
Marjie said, “So meone is calling my name, but I don't know who.” I
asked for information concerning her fatigue, but none was revealed. I then
asked why she was so concerned about the computer. She didn't know. The
direct approach wasn‟t working, so I said, “Imag ine that you are age 12 and
it‟s Christmas morning. You go to open your presents and find that you have
been given a new computer. Tell me what happens after that.”
“I‟m with a different family than I had at that age and in a different
house. Gifts in this family have no strings attached to them. I can accept it as a
toy to play with rather than as a responsibility. It's not a job any longer, but
something to have fun with. Thank you for helping me see this.” She cried
with relief.
“Tell me what the significance of the wasps is.”
“I hear a tone in the corner of the roo m near the location of the wasp nest.
They dive-bombed me several times this morn ing and lighted on me but didn't
sting. I want them gone.”
“We‟ll get some insecticide. You should be able to sleep well tonight.”
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Marjie had plenty of energy and felt good the following day. Charley said
there was going to be a big pow-wow of Indian spirits here soon, which was
consistent with the earlier co mment by Perithnea about a big celebration with
much joy.
Polly called to tell me about a weekend gathering of her ET Prodig ies
group in North Georg ia. The prodigies were contactees who had apparently
acquired special abilit ies after contacts with ETs. She asked if we would
participate as members of a panel discussion and said that Donna would be
there, so we agreed to go.
I had arrived from work when Marjie said, “I was so anxious about being
on the panel that I almost had a panic attack. I went to town to get some things
and to take my mind off of it. Alta Sha said I should think of being on the
panel as a chance to practice public speaking without being afraid.”
“You don‟t have to do it if you don‟t want to, but I‟ll be right beside you
and the people will understand where you‟re coming fro m, because they‟ve
been there too. Alta Sha said it was time for you to begin instructing others,
and this is a chance to do that. You don‟t have to give a speech or anything,
just answer questions or offer opin ions.”
We went out to eat, and Perithnea suggested that I pretend it was our
first date so that Marjie would see that I was still interested in her. Perithnea
said, “She‟s afraid you‟ll get bo red with her and leave.”
After the meal Perithnea had more advice.”You should go and talk to
Charley. He‟s very depressed and is thinking about committing suicide. He
needs moral support.”
We found Charley at ho me. He co mplained that his wife had played some
cruel tricks on him before disappearing, and said that he should divorce her.
Perithnea answered, “Yes, you should. You need to act like a chief instead of
a baby.” The talk did him some good and he invited me to attend a pow-wow
the follo wing day at Pinson Mounds State Park near Jackson, Tennessee. He
planned to sell some of his gift items, so I agreed to go in support of his effort
to do something constructive.
Marjie and I took our evening stroll and Perithnea popped out again. We
greeted and I asked, “Why are you coming out so much lately? Marjie
complains that she never gets to enjoy our walks.”
“My visits have a purpose and they are not random. You need them for
yourself. They increase your bonding with me and the others who channel
through her. They also increase her ease of channeling. So meday all of them
will be speaking to groups of people through her. A portion of my spirit
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blends with a portion of Marjie's spirit when I do this and it is the lighthearted,
carefree part that she needs.
“At this moment, three Indian spirits are follo wing us and if you turn
around and open your eyes, your heart and your arms, they will embrace you.”
I turned around, held out my arms and felt great energy and love,
although I didn't see the spirits. Perithnea took part by hugging me fro m
behind. We continued up the hill and she said, “I'm in trouble now.”
“Why?”
“Alta Sha says I interfered. He says it is a serious matter and I shouldn't
have done it. Bye.”
Marjie emerged with no memory of these events, so I described them.
She said, “I don't like the idea that Perithnea's spirit is blending with mine.”
“Why?”
“I'm afraid I'll start speaking with her voice in public and people will
think I'm a fool.”
“Perithnea wouldn't do that to you. She just means that you are adopting
aspects of her personality that you want. She isn‟t going to possess you.”
“Just so people don‟t think I‟m crazy.”
“She also said that there were three Indian spirits following us.” We
turned around again and Marjie tried to see them wh ile I reached for another
embrace, felt their energy and said, “Welcome, brothers.”
Marjie co mplained, “My intestines are rolling again. Every time we take
a walk I get sick, and I'm t ired of it.”
“You‟re exaggerating. Most of the time you feel good.”
When we neared the house, she said, “I see the Indians now. There are
some in the trees and in the tall grass over there and on the roof. I feel like I
should get on my hands and knees and touch the groun d.” She lay down on
her stomach and began to cry. I joined her and embraced Mother Earth,
enjoying the coolness of the grass. “I feel her moving beneath my hands,”
Marjie said. “It reminds me of the way a baby feels inside when you're
pregnant.”
“Maybe it's because she knows she‟s about to be reborn.”
“There‟s a bunch of Indians around us. They feel like family to me.” It
was a blessing to have such companions.

Charley had not reserved booth space in advance of the pow-wow and the
park officials wouldn't let him pay a late fee to obtain one, although there was
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plenty of room left for vendors. Patsy Thompson offered to let him sell things
fro m her booth, but they also wouldn‟t allow that, which seemed unreasonable
to me, and I told them so.
Marjie and I spent couple of hours visiting friends we had made at our
pow-wow and looking around. We heard that there was a sidewalk sale going
on in Fulton, Kentucky and we followed Charley there to help him sell things.
I paid the ten dollar fee for a seller‟s space, and helped him to set up a table.
He said that he had been crying for most of the long drive, and wasn't sure if
he could go on. We listened, encouraged him, and I pointed out that a hawk
was circling overhead like a good omen. In the couple of hours we sat with
him he sold a single pair of moccasins.
Back at home, Marjie asked me to help her overcome her continuing fear
of being on the conference panel. I induced a trance and said, “Imagine
yourself as a woman with superhuman abilities speaking to a group of
primitive people. Can you do that?”
“Yes.”
“Is it difficult?”
“Not at all. They are awed by what I am telling them.”
“Now imag ine that you are the same person speaking to a group of well
educated snobs who think they know it all. You still have your supern atural
powers. Are you intimidated by them?”
“No. They think they know everything but they are ignorant about the
things I am saying. I feel sorry for them, because they close their minds to the
truth.”
“But you are so convincing that they begin to listen.”
“Good. I can do that. Count me up.”

Charley had mentioned that a white buffalo calf named Miracle had been
born in Janesville, Wisconsin. Its birth was considered by many Native
Americans to be the fulfillment of an old prophecy, that upon the appearance
of the white buffalo, a great revival of t raditional Nat ive A merican values, a
joining of tribes in friendship, and a healing of Mother Earth‟s environmental
problems would occur. Indians from all over the country were making a
pilgrimage to see Miracle.
Polly also called to tell us that Miracle‟s birth was predicted 2000 years
ago and that 23 years of peace were supposed to follow befo re the great
transformation of Earth took place. I hoped the prediction was true.
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I woke Sunday morning to mysterious noises in the house which by then
were routine. We drove to Unity and, as if respecting Marjie's wishes not to
look foolish, neither Alta Sha nor Perithnea spoke to me on the way there.
However, Marjie said, “Alta Sha has been talking to me to help me go through
with speaking at the wo men‟s conference.” I counted five hawks on the way
to Memphis.
Isabel invited us to her house after church to watch a recorded newscast
about Miracle. Another church member also asked if we kn ew about Miracle.
When I told them about the pow-wow that was taking place among the Indian
spirits at our house, a powerful surge of spiritual energy coursed through my
body.
Following Alta Sha's instructions, Marjie held her chin up when entering
the sanctuary and was rewarded by the sight of many welco ming and friendly
faces, which helped to overcome her shyness. Bernard preached a message on
the power of men to become the sons of God if they would only receive His
Spirit. He emphasized the power of Spir it to act through us, which also
encouraged Marjie to believe that she could face a group and speak sensibly to
them.
After arriv ing at home, we went outside to watch the sunset. Marjie felt
drawn to the teepees and I carried the Tarahumara dru m, beating a traditional
Indian rhythm. We danced around the tepees under gorgeous stars. Marjie was
unsure if she should dance as a warrior or as a woman and did a little of both.
I sang a prayer for harmony, peace, and unity and gave thanks for Miracle.
We took a walk afterwards. Perithnea said hello but was not as chatty as
usual. I asked, “Was that light that passed high overhead during our ceremony
a UFO?”
“No.”
“Why are you so quiet tonight?”
“I'm trying to stay out of trouble. I got my wings slapped for what I d id
last night. I wasn't supposed to embrace you when you hugged the Indians.”
“No great harm was done.”
“I learned my lesson.”
“Are there more spirits here now?”
“There are many here. Beth's Light is shining brightly now. You noticed
when it first began to shine.”
“What do you know about the white buffalo?”
“It‟s a very important event for Nat ive A mericans. It gives them hope.”
“Do you think the owner will let the Indians have the buffalo?”
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“White men don't want them to have it. If they did, it would be taken
fro m them.”
“Why would that happen?”
“Because the government still supresses them. They don't want them to
have their faith.”
“The government is still suppressing their beliefs? Do they really think
there could be another uprising?”
“Yes.”
“How paranoid.”
“It's because of guilt over what they did to them.”
“They should feel guilt. What will happen to Miracle if the Indians aren't
allo wed to have her?”
“She will be taken to the New Planet with them.” I thought that a buffalo
probably didn't live much longer than a horse, maybe thirty years or so, which
implied that the move wouldn‟t be very far in the future. “I liked your playing
and the song you sang.”
“I'm glad.” I watched my shadow as we walked in the brilliant moonlight
and noticed a glow like an aura around its edges. “What makes the edges of
my shadow glow?”
“It's your aura.”
“Why does my aura show around my shadow?”
“Your shadow is real. It has its own aura which follo ws it just as yours
does. It is a part of you. It has a mind of its own, like you. It thin ks of you as a
reflection of itself. It ‟s comfortable with living in five dimensions. It‟s a part
of your Higher Self.”
“How can it be co mfortable with five dimensions?”
“It has all that you have, plus two more.”
“But doesn't the shadow depend on some external source of light for its
existence?”
“You have Light around you all the time, even if there is no other source.
The shadow is wise. It has no ego. It has no need to control. It does have a
personality, and understands you very well and more than only you. It is
actually a higher form o f yourself.”
“If I could step through my own shadow, where would I find myself? ”
“Where I am, in another dimension.”
“I thought you would say that. I wish I knew how to step through it.
“Is Marjie any better prepared to talk at the conference now?”
Perithnea looked me in the eye, nose to nose, and shook her head .
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I laughed. “She acts like she is.”
“She‟s good at acting. Now you can tell everyone you looked into the
eyes of an ET.”
“You seem earthly to me.”
“Only when I need to be. I don't need space ships to travel. If you had a
choice, what kind of space ship would you choose?”
“A small one wh ich could take me to a bigger one.”
“How else could you choose?”
“By my feelings.”
“How else?”
“I would seek the guidance of I AM, and I would expect that Marjie
would be with me. Therefore, Alta Sha would help us choose.”
“You remind me of those machines which supposedly con trol the shaft of
Light in the Station. They think they need them, but they don't. They are just
for show and based on their own limited ideas. Just as humans have stupid
ideas about three dimensions and time, the ETs have some stupid ideas about
the Light. You should ask the prodigies what they think of their shadows
being in five dimensions and see what they think about that. Did you know
that everywhere you have been, you leave traces behind? It is in the form of
Light energy. Ask them what happens to your past when it is co mpleted.”
“I have trouble understanding the concept of no time. It seems as if we
have a memo ry of the past which accompanies us into the present.”
“What about the parts of your past that you don't remember? What
happens to that past?”
“I don't know. I also don't know what happens to thoughts that we reject
because we know they are erroneous. Where do they go when we release
them?”
“I don't know. They return to I AM, but I don't have any idea what He
does with them. I have a wonderfu l idea!”
“What's that?”
“You should regress me sometimes. You could be the first person to
regress a faery! And make sure you spell it right when you write about it, f a e
r y.”
“I would be happy to. When do you want to do it?”
“There will be no point in it until people know that I exist. Then you can
do it in front of ten thousand people if you want to.”
“It would certain ly take a lot of courage for Marjie to allo w that.” We
were at the house.

552

Faeries, Angels, Indians and Aliens
“What I told you was very important and should be remembered, so be
sure to write it all down.”
“I will.”
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Chapter Sixty Seven

Earth Reborn
The sound of footsteps in the stairwell woke me at dawn the follo wing
morn ing. My first thought was that it was Marjie, but she was still lying
beside me. I assumed it was one of our Indian friends.
I was too awake to go back to sleep, so I went downstairs to wait for
further manifestations. In med itation I saw beautiful visions of a vivid purple
light surrounded by a pulsing orange border, which transformed into a large
eye. Silvery streams of light rad iated fro m it. Other fantastic forms appeared
and I felt Mother's touch before drift ing off to sleep for a couple of hours.
On our evening walk, Perithnea asked, “Why are you in a sad mood?”
“I'm disappointed that I haven't had any conscious awareness of the spirit
pow-wow that's going on right here under my nose.”
“It's for spirits. Would you want to contaminate their gathering with your
human flaws? After they have finished they will let you know in an
unmistakable way what you need to do when it‟s time for you to get
involved.”
“I heard someone walking on the steps. Do you know who it was?”
“No, I was asleep. Did you notice that I make up my bed nice and neat
each morn ing?”
“Yes.” I laughed again. I had never seen her bed messed up, and she
knew it.
“You should be proud of mother. When her sister called she tried to make
her feel bad by saying that she was to blame for the problems between them.
Mother stood up for herself and said that it was Carmen who had withdrawn
fro m her, not the other way around.”
“That‟s a step in the right direction. I am proud of her. She‟s beginning
to see things as they really are.
“One thing that's bothering me is that maybe I'm wrong about how soon
the Earth changes I‟ve been talking to others about will take place.”
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“A change will take place in men's hearts about wanting to love the Earth
and to care for her. A new era is beginning. The old order is passing away and
a new one is dawning beginning today.” The date was September 19, 1994.
“How can man's heart change fast enough? I don't like the thought of
having to stay on this dying planet for another thirty years or so.”
“I'm not doing a very good job of cheering you up, so I'm going to go
play. Alta Sha will talk to you.”
“Thanks for trying. You d id make me laugh a couple of times.”
Although I hadn't mentioned it to her, I was primarily concerned that I
had been mistakenly predict ing events that I thought were going to happen in
the near future. I needed to stop anticipating and ju mping to conclusions about
future events and to concentrate on the here and now.
Alta Sha manifested as we were entering the house. After our customary
greeting he said, “I am not aware of any arrogance in yo u, nor of any
falsehoods you have spoken. If you were to say something that was false,
others would not remember it.
“Perithnea is right. People have to change inside before things on Earth
can improve.”
“I don't see much evidence that they are changing. Many seem to be
trying their best to go backwards.”
“They are simply t raveling in circles. I AM will awaken a spirit of love in
people, but His methods are different fro m those which you expect.”
“I certain ly don't understand His methods.”
“Not all of His creations together can understand His methods.”
“I have believed that humans prefer darkness to Light and I doubt that
they will turn to the Light unless I AM intervenes in some new way.”
“Your problem is not with what you have read or been told, but confu sion
with location.”
“What do you mean by that?”
“You have been told that Native Americans would be allowed to reclaim
the Earth. Do you remember this?”
“Yes.”
“And do you remember being told about a construction which is too large
to be contained on Earth?”
“Yes.”
“Many people have been touched. Why do you think this is so?”
“Probably they have been examined so that the ETs will know how to
help us survive in this new world, and to create new beings.”
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He nodded. “Yes, beings who will not succumb. Why do you think
designs have appeared in crops and not in other places such as sand, or
forests, or even in the oceans?”
“Because crops are our food.”
“Now you understand the mystery of crop circles. They have appeared in
your food. It shows their interest in what you eat. Their interest in your
livestock also shows this. They leave the evidence of their interest as a sign
for those who will notice and be awakened. You know that people will be
transported to this construction. Nucleus 8 has told you that it was b eing
created as a habitation for humans.
“All the activ ity of the UFOs has been primarily for the creation of a New
Earth which will contain all the elements this Earth contains, plus many others
which are now ext inct. They have been preserved elsewhere. That is why they
have been seen emerg ing fro m the oceans and have been seen in the arctic, in
the mountains and in the deserts. Everything that is pure on Earth has been
preserved and protected on this New Planet.”
“Mother Earth will be happy to know that s he is giving birth to herself
elsewhere, but what of this planet? It is very sad to me that she must die. What
will happen to her spirit?”
“Native Americans talk about the spirit of the Earth being in everything
that is of the Earth, the animals, the plants, the rocks, everything. Her spirit
lives on through them. Mother Earth's spirit will also travel to this New
Planet. In part , it is already there. There is much to rejo ice.”
“I am happy to know about the new world, but I also have to say goodbye
to this world.” I was overcome by grief for Mother Earth, who had been so
good to man, but had received such egregious abuse in return. When I could
speak again, I asked, “What will beco me of this world?”
“It is finished. Those who will be left behind are lost. Only those who are
in the Light of I AM will be taken to the new wo rld. You speak of your world,
but you should eliminate the word world. It is too limit ing. There are limitless
worlds which can be created suitable for habitation, where many different
beings can live happily together. You should think more of your universe
instead of your world.
“The information you have shared with others about this you have shared
with wisdom. Your Father is pleased with you. Your wisdom makes you want
to seek flaw in yourself and to eliminate it. Your p itch is higher. The steps
you have been given to take are not placed before arrogance. If you were
arrogant, you would not be allowed to take them.”
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“Am I to share this information at the prodigy conference?”
“It has been shared with you at the proper time. You are being prepared
to take another step.”
“There have been times when you have asked me not to repeat things you
have said. I wanted to be sure that this was not one of them.”
“If you must mourn, it should be only for loved ones who may be left
behind, but I AM has made provision even for them. I AM greatly blesses
those who are in His Light, and has taken them into consideration also. What
kind of world do you think I AM has prepared for you?”
“I am relieved that it will not simp ly be an imitat ion of Earth.”
“What of Earth will you mourn? The concrete? The steel? The
pollution?”
“Of course not.”
“Neither will the spirit of the Earth mourn them.”
“So there really is no reason to mourn.”
“Marjie is very tired. You should share this new knowledge with Nucleus
8 the next t ime you speak to him. He may be shaken by how much you
already know.”
“At least it may deepen his faith, if he needs to have it deepened.” We
said our goodbyes.
I started reading Gabriel Ho rn‟s Native Heart, following Alta Sha's
instruction to learn how Indians of today express their spirit. Along with the
personal story of the author, it reveals the history and goals of the American
Indian Movement and how it has been suppressed by the federal government.
Charley came to eat supper with us and reported that a court hearing over
ownership of the teepees we thought were his property was postponed due to
the suicide of a local attorney. He was upset over seeing his wife sitting with
his adversaries in the courtroom. He asked Marjie to help him “spruce up” his
headdress again for an upcoming presentation.
I shared the informat ion we had been given by Perithnea and Alta Sha
about the influ x of Indian spirits to our home and about Miracle being taken to
the New Planet. He was skeptical that Indians would be transported to a new
world. He said he knew things about Miracle that he would not share until
later and that he hoped to receive a picture of her fro m friends who had seen
her.
Perithnea jo ined me as usual on our walk that night. The moon was
shining brightly and I was happy to know that the pure things of Earth were
being preserved in another place and that I would be there to enjoy it. I didn't
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want to be here to watch the last agonies of our dying planet and the
predictably violent struggle among humans who would co mpete for dwindling
resources. My improved mood had put a renewed spring in my steps.
Perithnea said, “I am thrilled to have you for my father.”
“I‟m truly blessed to have you and Adam as my children.”
“Children who don't cause trouble and don't cost anything,” she joked.
Marjie had gone to view her paternal grand mother‟s body while I was at
work and had unexpectedly met her father and stepmother at the home of her
former in-laws. Perithnea commented,“I was very proud of mother for
handling the meeting with her family as well as she did. At first she held her
eyes down, but when she finally raised them she looked at her father eye to
eye to eye to eye. She stared at him until he was forced to look away. Mother
always thought his second wife looked like one of the characters from Planet
of the Apes because she is so dark skinned. She couldn‟t even stay in the same
room with mother.
“People were saying that her paternal grandfather was strict, physically
abusive, and domineering, and that her father had imitated him. She also
found out that her grandmother had been forcibly removed fro m her parents
for her protection at an early age. She was put in a foster home and had to
work very hard all o f her life to survive.
“They tried to convince mother that her grandmother would have to stay
in the cold ground until the second coming, but she told them that she knew
the only limit to a spirit was the body, and when it left, it was unlimited. She
heard somebody else say that for the first time in her life her grandmother had
asked the family to pray for her just before she died. They said it was because
she was afraid to die, but mother said, Perhaps not. Spirit may have been
working in her. She was very bold. She doesn't feel like she has to go to
Missouri, where they are going to bury her. She knows there‟s no point in it.
“She isn't afraid of being on the panel anymore since you told her you
wanted to do it with her. She knows you will be a team, and she doesn't want
to let the team down.”
“It sounds like she‟s made a lot of progress. The thing that she feared
would happen at the funeral did happen and she handled it just fine.
“Beth has been making progress too. She doesn't act like we„re going to
attack her when we walk behind her now. I don't think she needs the leash
anymore.” I couldn‟t help noticing that Beth was overcoming her fears at the
same time that Marjie was. Had Beth been brought into our lives to serve as
an outer example of overcoming the fear of people for Marjie’s benefit?
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“She still needs the leash when you walk her on the road so she won't
think it's okay to walk here without it. She might get taken or run over. Where
will you leave her while you‟re gone to Georgia?”
“We may leave her in the pen with Mr. Magoo (our pet rabbit). Do you
think that will be safe?”
“Yes, but she needs a little shelter of her own where her food dish can be
kept out of the weather, like a dog transporter or even a cardboard box.”
“Maybe I‟ll build a little dog house.”
“Mother is getting tired. Bye.”
“Bye.”
Marjie asked, “Ho w far d id we walk?”
“Up to the corner and back.”
“I missed most of it.”
“Perithnea said you were ready to be on the panel with me.”
“Yes, as long as we are doing it together.”
“She told me how bold you were with your family. She‟s proud of you
and so am I.”
“Alta Sha warned me before I went in the room where my grand mother's
body was that I should put on my Light and not to let any spirits enter me. I
saw my grandmother‟s spirit lingering around me and the family. I told her to
look for the Light and that she would find loved ones there to guide her into it.
I told her that I would meet her in the Light someday too. After I spoke to her
spirit, Alta Sha told me to get up and leave the room immediately.”
On our next walk, no one channeled. Marjie said, “I‟m worried that if we
take the sacred staff with us to the prodigy conference there might be trouble
because of the hawk feathers.”
“I don‟t think anyone attending the conference would complain. It ‟s
unlikely that anyone in authority at the park will even notice or care; even if
they do. If I AM wants us to share the staff, no one will be allowed to
interfere.” She decided I was right about the feathers.
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Traumas and Tagalongs
We left for the conference at noon after heeding Perithn ea‟s reminder not
to forget anything we needed. She also said that to keep us safe, a place had
been reserved on the highway for us.
The weather was perfect and the drive went very smoothly. Even through
Nashville traffic we weren‟t as crowded as usual. We spent the night in a cozy
room at a mountain motel overlooking a big lake and had a delicious meal at
the attached restaurant.
It was foggy and raining steadily when we woke up. Marjie said, “I‟m
feeling the pull. It‟s g iving me a bad headache.” I could see she was in serious
pain. An emergency session was in order, and she quickly entered a trance.
“I‟m with Mother. She‟s handing me a rod of purp le light and says that it‟s the
cause of the pain.”
The next voice was that of Uncle Nuke. “Hello, Pat. It's been quite some
time.”
“I've wanted to speak to you for the last few days.”
“Do you have news for me?”
“We‟re going to a gathering of contactees in Georgia, and I think Rapsar
will be there.”
“That is delightful news. There is much I would like to bring him up to
date on. My system indicates some kind of problem with the wo man.”
“Does it have something to do with the implant?”
“Wait a mo ment while I check my system. Yes, it has shifted 1.26
centimeters.”
“What would cause that?”
“A sneeze.”
“Can it be replaced?”
“Arrangements have been made.”
“How soon can it be done?”
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“As soon as our commun ication is finished.”
“Mother informed us that the rod of light was causing the pain. Is that
correct?”
“The position of the implant caused pain when she felt the pull of the
communicat ion rod.”
“Alta Sha informed me that you are recreating the Earth and that the
Earth‟s spirit will be there also.”
“We are reproducing it to the last detail. Anything less would not be
pleasing to humans. Alta Sha has told you a great deal, indeed.”
“What prompted your people to recreate the Earth?”
“It was by order of the Board of Twelve. They gave it to me as my
project.”
“And yet you avoid them?”
“Yes. I have as litt le contact as possible.”
“Is this due to some distrust on your part?”
“They have all the elements of great power.”
“How is Iktupchik?”
“Iktupchik has reproduced, and now we have them every where!”
“My pet is also about to give birth. It‟s another of those weird similarit ies
between us.”
“I am happy that your pet has owners who will certainly care for it.
Mother is ready to begin the repair. I will speak to you again in the near
future.”
“Thank you, Uncle Nuke. I look forward to it.”
Marjie said, “I‟m standing in a large room with Mother. I see a cute little
gray with s mall hands.” She smiled. “He‟s carrying a huge device in h is
hands, but he moves it as if it‟s light as a feather. He's pointing this big box at
me and my entire body is vibrating, especially below my left cheekbone.
That's where the implant is.”
As if moved by unseen hands , her head rotated to the right and she
grimaced, saying, “My left cheek is numb.” She rubbed it with her hand and
then straightened her head to a normal position.
“I'm traveling down a dark tube. It's co ming to a point.” She emerged
suddenly from the trance. “When I reached the point, I found myself with you.
The little gray tapped me on the nose with his finger when he was finish ed.
He was so cute! My cheek is still nu mb but my headache is gone.”
The rain had conveniently stopped, so we packed our bags and left. “Alta
Sha just told me to be alert to a wave of negativity which is coming , but he
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couldn‟t say what form it will take, or just when or where it will occur,” she
warned.

As soon as we arrived at the conference site we ran into Donna, who had
brought her friend Terri (a pseudonym) with her. We immed iately liked Terri,
who had a bubbly personality.
That evening we attended the first scheduled meeting. Each one of the
approximately fifty participants , who were seated in a large circle, was asked to
identify him or herself and to tell the group their reasons for attending. Many
volunteered information about their ET contacts.
I was dismayed by the fear and paranoia about such contacts which several
people expressed and by the number of participants who believed there was a
government conspiracy to suppress the knowledge they had received from ETs.
One older gentleman was very anxious over his conviction that the government
wanted to harm him and to steal his plans for an energy saving device. It
seemed a shame that this gentle soul was living in fear when all he wanted to do
was to help humanity.
One of the wo men said she was fro m Arkansas, had no awareness of
having an ET contact, and was attending out o f cu riosity. Th is was
inconsistent with prior statements by Polly that only ET prod igies would be
present, and I was a bit suspicious of the woman ‟s mot ives. Du ring a break,
she persistently and somewhat seductively tried to obtain my phone number
and address, but inner alarms were warning me not to reveal them. When
Marjie and I were alone I said, “There‟s an awfu l lot of fear in this group,”
“I need to have a session to get rid of all the negative energy I‟ve
absorbed. Let‟s go back to our roo m,” Marjie answered.
Donna and Terri were nearby. I said, “We‟re getting out of here. Marjie
has to get rid of the negative energy she picked up from the group.”
“Can we go with you? It‟s too thick for us, too,” Donna said.
“It‟s up to you, Marjie.”
“It‟s okay with me.”
In our roo m I explained to Terri a little about our trance work in
preparation for the session. I induced the trance and Alta Sha assisted to
deepen it. Marjie said, “I‟m alone in the curved hallway at the Station. I see
side doors rapidly opening that I never noticed before. So me s mall, dark
creatures are racing in and out of a door.”
“Look within the door to see if Mother is there.”
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“The door is opening and closing so fast that I had to jump through it.
This room has a lot of control panels and a large screen. So mething like a
camera lens is watching me. I don't see Mother, but she is telling me to leave
the room immed iately. I'm back in the hallway now, waiting. I hear a loud
scream.
“Mother is telling me that the dark creatures I saw were three tagalong
spirits who attached themselves to me. They were brought here to spy on us
by the woman fro m Arkansas. They were doing the screaming. Mother did not
want me to watch while she destroyed them. She says that they were p art of
the wave of negativity that Alta Sha warned was coming. She just pushed me
right out of the trance.”
“I wonder why she did that. I thought we might be speaking to Nuke
because he said he had information for Rapsar. I guess that will have to wait. I
didn't trust that woman fro m Arkansas, and now I know why.”
At bedtime Perithnea said, “The reason mother was ejected fro m the
trance was because something dark tagged along with her when she went into
Mother's office. No one who isn't in the Light is allowed in there.”
“There‟s a lot of negativity in this group, a lot of fear and suspicion,” I
said.
“Only six of the people in the whole group are in the Light.”
“Does that include Polly?”
“She is seeking the Light, but thinks she can find it by examin ing wha t
others have done. She will not find it until she stands still long enough to look
within herself.”
“I wanted to offer help to the older gentleman who is trying to help the
world find better ways to generate energy. What did you think of Terri? ”
“I like her a lot. I almost spoke to her, but mother wouldn't let me. She
was afraid Terri would laugh at her.
“You forgot to bring my bed. Where am I supposed to sleep?”
“I'm sorry. You should have reminded me when you were telling me what
to bring.”
“I'll just have to sleep in your stinky shoe. You remembered my sock but
I can't use it because it's all wadded up in mother's purse.”
“I didn't know she brought it along.” I dug it out, blew into it to puff it up
and put it on the bedside stand. “Now you can use it.”
“Okay, I‟ll sleep in there. Adam wants to speak to you.”
“Hello, father.”
“Why hello, Adam. Ho w are you doing?”
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“I'm fine. I just wanted to say hi. Mother is tired.”
“Thanks for coming. Maybe we can talk later. I love you.”
“I love you.”
It was late, so we all went to bed.

At breakfast we sat with Donna and Terri and had a lively conversation.
Marjie and I decided to join the group for the next meeting and if things were
more positive, maybe we would stay. After all, we had agreed to be on the
panel.
The meeting began with a speech by an obviously paranoid man who was
ready to foment a revolution against the U.S. government. He claimed that
there was an underground highway at a depth of 300 to 1000 feet fro m coast
to coast, created for the exclusive use of government personnel, through
which they could travel at 1100 mph using technology which they had
acquired fro m aliens. He was standing beside Marjie and without a word she
stood up, walked toward the exit, and I fo llo wed. In short order Donna and
Terri joined us. Marjie said, “I just couldn't tolerate the negative energy he
was producing any longer.”
I was also relieved to be out of there. Except for Donna and Terri and a
couple of others, there was no one at the conference that I wanted to speak to
in depth. The three of us decided to go back to our room and have another
session so that Nuke could speak to Rapsar. Befo re we began, Terri told
Marjie that she was impressed by her beautiful aura, which she described as a
golden mantle of light with three e xquisite, petal-shaped blue lights
superimposed on it.
I prayed for love and protection as usual before the countdown. Perithnea
greeted us when I reached number one and said to Donna, “Your friend Terri
also has three small spirits with her.”
Terri asked, “Are they faeries like you?”
“Yes. One of them is a small green one who helps you tend to your
plants. Have you noticed the unusual odor around your plants when you work
on them?”
“Yes.”
“That's because she is a flower spirit.”
“I'm imp ressed that you know about the odor.”
Perithnea again turned to Donna. “Do you have a question to ask a
faery?”
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“Can I have a faery, too?”
“I‟ll ask if one of my friends wants to volunteer, but first I want to know
what you will do with a faery if you have one.”
“I will love it.”
“Will the faery be allowed to ride on the back of the cats?”
“Of course.”
Perithnea looked at me. “Adam says hi.”
“Where is he?”
“He's in a tree back at home with the spirits of the Indians. He likes them
very much and wants to be one himself.”
“He is wise,” I said.
“I‟ll go now. Bye.”
Marjie said, “I‟m with Mother. She‟s taking me to a roo m that has a
table in it . It loo ks like a p icn ic tab le but it isn 't mad e of wood . Mother
says there is going to be a feast of sharing in fo rmation . She says that I w ill
receive posit ive in format ion to balance the negative info rmat ion that I
have received . She‟s g iv ing me the rod of light.”
Nuke manifested. We greeted and he asked, in a frigid tone, “Why is
someone that I do not know present?”
“This is a close friend of Donna, who knows about Rapsar. It did not
occur to us that she would not be welcome to meet you. I apologize for not
thinking. Would you prefer that she leave?”
“It may not be necessary. Give me her name, date, time, and place of
birth.” Terri supplied the information. Nuke faced Donna and with genuine
perplexity said, “Have you changed so much, Rapsar? I can't imag ine the
Rapsar I know vio lating the security of your mission by having an uncleared
stranger present.” Donna didn‟t know how to respond. He looked at me. “Can
you clarify?”
“It appears that Rapsar‟s spirit has entered Donna, which certainly is a
big change for both of them.”
Still addressing me, he said, “Clearance has been granted. Alta Sha says it
is permissible to speak to her. It is a pleasure to speak to Alta Sha again.”
“He is a dear friend.”
Nuke looked at Donna and said, “Rapsar, old friend, do you have
questions?”
The change in Donna‟s expression and posture indicated that she was
channeling. Rapsar asked, “What can you tell me about my mated one?”
“There is a message for you. Clairetrin ia.” Rapsar smiled.
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“Nuke, do you wish to bring Rapsar up to date?” I asked.
“Seven of the Twelve have blended. They are in synchrony and are
seeking the eleventh hour in order to move the dark band.”
“Can you clarify?”
“If you search your memory, Rapsar, you will understand the message.
When the time is right, you will know which ports to close.”
Rapsar said, “I received a message that I was absolved of guilt for the
crash.”
“Your mission was sabotaged. Any references under your name
indicating responsibility for the crash have been deleted.”
“Who was responsible?”
“There were several areas wh ich might have been involved. We only
have suspicions.”
In her own voice Donna asked, “Do I have an imp lant?”
“It is not necessary. The consciousness of Rapsar sends out a signal
which will never require ad justment and can never be lost.” Referring to
Marjie, he continued, “She is tiring. The signal is weakening.”
I said, “Thank you. Go with God.”
Before withdrawing he said, “You must be keeping very good company.
Your friend Terri was cleared by an angel of God.” It pleased me that he had
acknowledged Alta Sha‟s position.
We followed Donna and Terri to a restaurant for lunch. On the way,
Perithnea popped out to say that she had enjoyed talking to the ladies very
much and that Marjie was tired and very hungry.
Light Mother's prediction that Marjie would receive a feast of positive
informat ion came true as everyone shared wonderful spiritual experiences
over lunch. We enjoyed the interaction very much and parted with agreements
to meet again when it could be arranged.
In view of the negative energies predominating in the group and because I
didn‟t want to risk my reputation by association with a group that included
mentally unstable people, Marjie and I decided not to participate in the panel.
Polly‟s shocking lack of discern ment in her choice of participants was
unexpected and we agreed to be cautious in any future contacts with her and
her group.
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We took a route home that led through the Cherokee Indian Reservation
in North Caro lina and found that a motorcycle ent husiast convention was
underway at Cherokee, NC. Thousands of expensive touring bikes and their
owners lined the roadways, as did all kinds of vendors catering to their
wishes. After visiting some gift shops and the impressive Museum of Indian
Art, we headed for Fontana Lake at the border of the Great Smoky Mountains
National Park. While driving with the top off through the mountains,
Perithnea and I sang along with a tape by Robert Tree Cody and Nakai. Her
off key, high pitched voice was very co mical.
The extremely winding road made Marjie carsic k, so we stopped for a
while to hike through a beautiful wooded area and she quickly recovered. I
noted that since leaving the conference she was more enthusiastic and lively.
We enjoyed staying at a new motel in a very scenic location which I AM led
us to that night.

In the morning Perithnea joined me and after our greeting said, “Why do
humans tend to start the day by asking each other questions instead of making
positive comments?”
“I don‟t know, but your suggestion is a good idea. Where did you sleep
last night? I forgot to get your sock out.”
“In the straw. Mother dreamed of sleeping in a teepee with straw on the
floor, and I slept there.”
“I'm sorry I fo rgot to get out your sock.”
“I'm just a castaway,” she comically sighed.
Alta Sha appeared after we had been driving for a wh ile. At first he was
quietly enjoying the beauty of the deep valley we were passing through before
saying, “My charge has grown a great deal on this trip. You have also.”

Life within Life
“I had the feeling she was changed for the better.”
“If you had not been with Marjorie on this trip you would have stayed at
the conference out of loyalty to your friends. You would have subjected
yourself to much negativity. Instead, you respected yourself.”
“I was surprised that Polly included some of those people who are so
paranoid, but I noticed that she also seems to believe in grand conspiracies.
I'm pretty sure that a couple of those people are witches, and not nice ones.
Why doesn't she use more discriminat ion in her choice o f co mpanions?”
“She makes no distinctions. She gives credibility to all.”
“I hope she will hear Perithnea's advice to look within.”
“She will listen, but will not change. She seeks with greed. She does not
seek wealth, but information. She seeks man's recognition. She believes that
with knowledge she can gain control, but it does not satisfy her.”
“Would she feel loss if she did change her life?”
“She would miss her greed.”
“Will we have more contact with Terri?”
“She has a beautiful Light which bursts forth from her. I can place steps
which will lead to more contact with her, if it is your wish. Marjorie has
bonded with her. She did this when you were not watching.”
“I noticed that she was very attracted to Marjie's Light. Have you spoken
to Nucleus on other occasions that I don‟t know about?”
“I appeared to him in his dwelling, to let him know that he need not have
any fear of Terri before your session with him.”
“Why did he seem so distrustful?”
“Nucleus was shocked when I appeared. He thought Alta Sha could only
speak to him through his system. Alta Sha bro ke the rules,” he said with a
smile. “Perhaps he now fears that he is incompetent.”
“Incompetent?”
“Your word for it would be hallucination. Have you spoken to Nucleus
about your profession?”
“I have assumed that he already knew. He has addressed me as doctor.”
“Perhaps he does not realize what a resource he has.”
“Then I will speak openly of it the next time we talk.”
“My charge is in pain and I must leave. I will prevent others from
man ifesting through her so she can recover.”
Marjie said, “It feels as if the whole right side of my head is about to
come off. If it's going to make me feel like this, I don't want to do any more
channeling.”
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“I‟m sorry. Alta Sha is making sure that no one else tries to channel while
you rest.” She reclined her seat and went to sleep.
I smiled at my mental image of Nuke‟s shocked reaction when Alta Sha
appeared in person. What a total breach of his security! I was looking forward
to talking to him about that.

A few hours later we arrived at Burgess Falls State Park in middle
Tennessee, which Marjie had not seen before. The day was bright, clear and
cool, perfect for a hike through the woods alongside the full flo w of several
impressive waterfalls. I hugged various trees along the path, some of which
had multiple deep carvings on them. As I shared energies with them, I said,
“I‟m sorry for the injuries you received from people who thoughtlessly carved
on you.” I sent healing energy to them wh ich had lately felt mo re powerful.
Marjie said, “I can hear them crying. I wish I could live here, the energy
is so good. I feel as if there is something here that I'm supposed to find.”
“Concentrate and see if you can discover what it is.”
“I heard a voice say, Life within life within life, layers and layers of life
within the trees. I don't know what it means.”
Marjie paid close attention to the details of roots, rocks, lichens, small
plants, etc. as we walked along, looking for whatever she was supposed to
find. The gnarled root of an evergreen looked remarkab ly like a hu man eye
with a smaller root in the shape of a tear emerging fro m it. Both of us sensed
the strong spiritual energy at the base of this tree. At her request, I counted
Marjie down, asking to be led by Spirit to what she was looking for.
Entranced, she said, “I‟m just enjoying holding this part of the tree. It makes
me feel wonderful.” She placed her forehead on the root, sharing love. I
examined the rocks below the root and found one which had the outline of a
butterfly on it. After a few mo re minutes we continued our hike, still unsure of
what we were looking for.
Walking ahead of Marjie, who was engrossed in the small details of
things along the trail, I stopped to let her catch up near the uppermost falls
next to a huge sycamore overhanging the steep bank of the rapidly flo wing
river. I placed my hand on its trunk at a spot that seemed designed to be
touched, closed my eyes and became receptive to the spirit of the tree. My
eyelids involuntarily fluttered as energy flowed into me from it. Six t iny but
very brilliant points of Light appeared in my mind's eye, darting with
immense speed in curvilinear paths that crisscrossed in golden streaks. I
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tremb led with energy as the golden Lights changed to red. At that mo ment
other people approached on the narrow path and I lost my concentration, but
my wonder at what had transpired was not dimin ished.
Marjie caught up and we walked onward to the dam above the falls,
where the lake behind it lay in stillness. It was disheartening to see how
polluted the water was in the midst of so much natural beauty.
Marjie again slept for a while as we continued westward. Upon
awakening she said, “I dreamed I was with Mother in her office. She showed
me a wall wh ich was like a cabinet, but instead of drawers, it had slits in it.
You could draw informat ion out of the slits with your fingers, like taking a
CD out of a co mputer. A great deal of material could be drawn out of the
cabinet which seemed far more than it could contain. I don‟t understand how
something so big could come out of that little container.”
“Maybe it‟s symbolic of what has been happening to you. Alta Sha said
you‟ve been receiving a tremendous amount of information at a subconscious
level, and it‟s mo re than you think your little brain can hold, but it‟s all being
retained for later use.”

It was almost dark when we arrived at home. Our walk that evening was
again blessed by Perithnea, who asked, “What happened when you touched
the tree beside the river?”
“I saw a bunch of bright Lights flying around really fast. They reminded
me of your Light.”
“You were seeing the Light of sprites. Sprites live in trees because they
like wood. They are very happy that you noticed them.”
“What did those words Marjie heard, Life within life within life mean?
“Life within life within life means the spirits that are in all things. Trees
decide to be male and female and rocks decide to be rocks. Life can
communicate with life just as spirit can communicate with spirit. That is what
you were looking for.”
“It‟s good to know that we found it.”
Marjie said, “I heard what she said to you. When I know what‟s going on,
I enjoy the channeling more.”
We watched a video about Miracle that Isabel had loaned to us. The
Indians interviewed in it said that for them, Miracle‟s birth was like the
second coming of Ch rist. When it was finished we decided to go to Wisconsin
to see Miracle in person. It occurred to me that we could combine a visit to
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Miracle with a v isit to an expert on solar power who also lived in W isconsin. I
had often wished that I could have an energy independent home , and had been
doing some research on the subject.
When she woke up in the morning, I saw that Marjie‟s face was very red
and asked, “Did you have a bad dream? Your face is awfully red.”
“I dreamed about Indians. I also had a terrible dream about Tony going
out west and drowning!”
Her heavy weeping seemed excessive on account of a dream, so I asked,
“What‟s really bothering you?”
“I‟m going to miss my grand mother. She was always nice to me and I felt
that she really loved me. She wasn‟t like my grandfather, who was so rough
talking he scared me. I wish I had spent more time with her.”
Perithnea intervened, saying, “I‟m going to cry too if she doesn‟t stop.
Faeries aren‟t supposed to cry.”
“Is there a law against it?”
“No.”
“It's good to have all of the emotions.”
“It would be mo re fun to play.” Tears filled her eyes.
“We need to know how to grieve over losses as well.”
I tried to cheer her up by singing one of the Indian songs she liked. “Will
you try to cheer her up, too?” she asked. “Mother feels cheated by her father's
actions. She would have had more contact with her g randmother if it weren't
for him. She resents him for making it hard for her to be at her side when she
died.”
“At least she got to speak to her grandmother‟s spirit and told her to look
for the Light.”
“She heard, too, and she did find the Light.”
“Were you there when she died?”
“No, but Alta Sha told me she did. Mother doesn't need to go to the
funeral. It would only make things worse. I have to go now so I won't cry
anymore. Bye.”
Sobbing, Marjie said, “All I can think of are the names I would like to
call my father. Maybe I dreamed about Tony dying because of her death. At
least his grandmother called to tell me mine was dying. I feel better knowing
that she saw the Light.”
“Why don't you try to get Tony and Bart to co me this weekend?”
“Okay. A lta Sha wants us to have a session. I'm sorry that I always have
something to cry about.”
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“I don't mind. You have good reason to cry.”
“Thanks for being my friend.”
“Do I need to count you down to speak to Alta Sha?”
“No. He's going to put me to sleep so I can rest. That suits me just fine.”
Alta Sha greeted me. I s miled to see him again and said, “My friend.”
“She grieves. I have remained in the background as part of her training.
She has learned to act on her own and to make decisions for her growth. I
have become less of a crutch for her. Now I will co me to the forefront for
instruction.”
“That sounds good to me. We are ready for your instructions.”
“Your Light fills the space which we share. You have received a new
body. Why will you not open your eyes and look at it?'
“How do I do that?”
“You already know how to look at your body. I am aware of a reversal in
your appearance.” As he said this, my vision seemed to shift. “Marjie has also
seen this reversal. Perithnea is saying you should not spoil yourself.”
“Spoil myself? How?”
“By admiring yourself in the mirror. She says, By marrying the mirror.
There is not much chance of that.”
“No.”
“Do you have further questions for Alta Sha?”
“Yes, about the Twelve. Can you tell me anything about the dark band that
Donna and Nuke mentioned? She says that she is on one of those rays of Light.
Can you tell me about the rays which emanate from the Twelve?”
“No. It is good that you want to grow. You will only be allowed that
which you are capab le of understanding. I AM does not give you more tha n
you can accept. If you were to d irectly v iew the Twelve in the ir full Light,
their brilliance would be more than you could bear.”
“Were they ever incarnated as humans?”
“I thank I AM that these Twelve have never had to experience what it
means to be human. They are without that flaw. Nucleus is flawed, wh ich is
why he will choose a relationship in which he avoids direct contact with the
Twelve.”
“Did Jesus choose twelve disciples because of his knowledge of the
Twelve?”
“Yes, that is one reason why twelve were chosen, but his choices were
limited to flawed hu mans because humans would not accept anything other
than those who were like themselves. Even then they would have distrust.”
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“Like Judas, they would judge him and his disciples by human standards
and condemn them when they didn‟t comply. We humans often condemn
what we don‟t understand.”
He continued, “Nucleus has made contact with I AM.”
“He told me that he has been worshipping. I‟m very happy for him. I also
have questions about the Indians who have come to our home. Who are they?
Why are they here?”
“You have already been given names. They are accurate.” (Sitting Bull,
Crazy horse, Red Cloud, Geronimo , and Cochise had been mentioned by
Charley, to who m they had revealed themselves).
“I also heard that many others have come for the great pow-wo w. Who
are they? I mainly want to know what tribes are represented.”
“There are too many to name them all. A ll tribes are represented.” (It is
estimated that approximately five hundred different d ialects were spoken by
Native Americans when the white man arrived, roughly corresponding to
tribal identities).
“That would be very many, indeed.”
“You will be capable of doing the task which has been given to you. You
should go slowly and plant your steps carefully to avoid mistakes.”
“I don't fully understand what my responsibilities to them are, but I will
do my best. Will we be working with the five chiefs who are identified by
name in the same way as we did with the others? Will we be transporting
them?”
“Yes, and one will man ifest, but you are not yet ready for this to occur.
Perithnea says that she would like for you to live a very long time,” he said
with a s mile .
I laughed, realizing she meant I would probably die of fright if he
man ifested now. “I trust I AM's judgment. It is not for me to say when the
right time has come.”
“When the time co mes for you to be taken away, you must be properly
prepared. If you were told just when these things are going to occ ur, you
would avoid many things, things which are exactly what you need in order to
be prepared.”
“I realize it is probably best not to know.”
He bowed his head and prayed, “I AM is magnificent. Always need Alta
Sha. Find Alta Sha worthy forever.”
“I thank I AM every day for the blessings and the growth I have
experienced and the proofs supplied to maintain my faith,” I said.
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He looked at the nearly fin ished firep lace and said, “Once I sat before a
fire and felt its warmth. I am p leased that I will be allowed to do this again.
We will speak again soon. I will need your help in soothing Marjie's sadness.”
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Goodbye Charley
Perithnea noted that I was contributing to international charities and said,
“Maybe you should give Charley some money instead of sending it to people
you don't know.”
“Did you forget I was told by Alta Sha not to give Charley any more
money? Besides, he isn't taking care o f what he already has. He left a teepee
cover loose and the wind tore it. You‟re the one who said he‟s acting like a
child instead of a chief. He chooses what‟s bad for him instead of what‟s good
for him. I don't feel like help ing him until he shows more effort to help
himself.”
“Okay. I have to go now. Bye.”

In July the Shoemaker-Levy co met collided with Jupiter. News reports
indicated that some of the fragments were quite huge and it stood to reason
that considerable damage might have been done. I wanted to ask Nuke about
its effects and about his encounter with Alta Sha. I also wanted to talk to
Adam and to Tanner. There was a lot on my mind when I went to sleep.
I dreamed of a faery-like being with an upturned nose and a mischievous
smile. When I got up, Perithnea confirmed that the faery I dreamt of was real.
She said that it had joined me when I touched the tree and saw the speeding
Lights at Burgess Falls. I wondered what her name might be and wanted to
know more about her.

Charley decided to have a trade fair at our place and wanted to borrow
our mowers to cut the grass. Because the trade fair was an effort to make
money to pay off his debts, I agreed to let him borrow the mower, in spite of
his neglect of his own equipment, which he routinely left out in the rain.

Goodbye Charley
As it turned out, Marjie did most of the mowing. “He didn‟t co me in the
morn ing like he said he would and when he did co me he did almost nothing to
get the grounds ready for visitors,” she said. We resolved that if he didn‟t do
more to support himself and to give to others instead of always taking, we
would terminate the lease.
Ater supper, Perithnea asked, “Would you like to watch a faery wash
dishes?”
“Sure.” She proceeded to wash.
“The moths you saw in the house are hatching from eggs under the
cabinet.”
“Really? I'll have to put a stop to that.”
“Beth is very happy now.”
“Yes, she seems to trust us and will co me when we call.”
Marjie wanted to have a session when the dishes were done. Before I
began the countdown, Adam greeted me. “Why, hello, Adam. Perithnea told
me that you‟ve been spending a lot of time with our Indian visitors. What
have you been learning fro m them?”
“They are very brave and strong.”
“Perithnea says you want to become an Indian.”
“I do like them very much.”
“You don't have to become an Indian in order to take their best qualities
and make them a part of yourself, you know.”
“Yes. I am still quite young.”
“Some Indians have committed great acts of bravery even at a very young
age.”
“I have graduated.”
“Congratulations! What have you graduated from?”
“I have reached my maturity. I spoke through mother today without you
having to count her down. I also told her I was going to speak to you, but she
was afraid to tell you, for fear that I might back out. She didn't want to
pressure me.”
“It‟s a day for celebrat ion.”
“I have to go now, Father. I have a meeting in a tree.”
“I recently had a meet ing with several trees. Were you with us when I
was hugging them?”
“I knew about it. You have matured, also. Thank you for listening to me.
I love you.”
“I‟m honored by your love.”
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Marjie said that a session wasn't necessary because Adam had been able
to speak through her without one.
We went for our walk. Perithnea joined me at the fo ot of the driveway
and said, “Beth is really happy to be living with you.”
“I'm glad she likes her new home.” We passed a neighbor's house where a
Doberman Pinscher was loose in the yard. I said, “Co me here, girl,” trying to
get it to come to us, but Perithnea said, “She will never co me when you call.
She's too paranoid.”
“How beautifu l the sky is tonight.”
“It is the magnificence of I AM.”
“Something was tickling my scalp while I was talking to Adam. Was it a
faery?”
“Yes.”
“Was it the one I saw in my dream?”
“I didn't see the one in your dream.”
“I think the one I saw in my dream is going to stay around for a while.
Adam said he had to go to a meeting in a tree. Do faeries talk to trees a lot? ”
“Yes, quite a bit.”
“What do you talk to them about?”
“We talk about Light and the spirits of the plants around them. If any of
them are sick, then they say a blessing for that plant, and send healing Light to
it.”
“Then they care about each other.”
“Of course they do. They aren't like hu mans.”
“That fits with an article I read not long ago about trees helping each
other to survive by sending beneficial nutrients to those that are sick or not
getting enough light.”
“That article was exactly right. They care for every living thing around
them.”
“It‟s a pity people don't have more appreciation for trees. So me of the
trees we saw at the park were scarred fro m the carvings people made on them.
Marjie felt their pain. Were they still feeling pain fro m the scars?”
“No. She felt the pain they had when it was done. They got over the scars
and just kept growing. Did you know that every time there is new growth,
they celebrate?”
“Do you mean that they celebrate every new leaf?”
“Yes.”
“Then they must be celebrating every few minutes.”
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“They are. That's why they are so magnificent. They are always
celebrating.”
“I's too bad people aren't more like t rees. If they would cooperate with
each other like the trees, everyone could be happy and we could celebrate all
the time. Instead, we always seem to be co mpeting with one another.”
“Don't you know why people do that?”
“No.”
“You know the wo rd for it. It begins with a G.”
“Greed?”
“I told you you knew the word for it. I love my mother so much! She has
gotten much stronger and I have a lot more time to be eight years old. I don't
always have to be strong and tough like I did when I chose her name fro m the
Book of Suffering, but I‟ll tell you a secret. I always have to be prepared to be
tough again.”
“You are good at being tough when you have to be.”
“Things will be different in the new world. Every liv ing thing will
cooperate to make things run smoothly. That includes animals and plants as
well as humans. For instance, if there is a place where you want the grass to
grow short so people can walk, it will.”
“It would be great if we d idn't have to use lawn mowers to cut the grass.
Being on a planet where all life works in harmony would be a dream co me
true. Speaking of cooperation, don't you think it would be nice to let your
mother enjoy the rest of the walk?”
“Can I have a hug before I have to go?”
“Sure.”
Marjie blinked and asked, “Why are you hugging me?” I told her what
Perithnea had said.

In the mo rning Marjie wo ke up in tears. I asked what the matter was. “I
dreamed I had a white horse that was running in a race and winning by many
lengths. The jockey looked back to see where the other horses were and my
horse stumbled and fell, h itting its head. It wouldn't get up. When I looked
closer it had a big dent in its forehead and was bleeding. I tried to get someone
to look at the horse for me and to make it get up. No one was interested in
helping. Finally it died. It was so real! Why do you think I dreamed that? ”
“I think that the horse represents your spirit. It was fast and far ahead of
the others in the race. The jockey was your ego worrying about leaving the
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others behind and whether you would win or not, which caused the fall. It
could be a warning that if you keep looking back, you may stumble. It might
have been prompted by your anxiety over Tony coming to visit this weekend.
You fear leav ing him behind, but you also fear being drawn back into the
suffering the people associated with him caused you in the past. You need to
be careful not to let that happen.”
“I had another dream, too. We were traveling down into deep canyons in
a special car that I was driving. I had to take a detour and when I reached the
edge of the canyon, I told you to hold on and drove straight over the edge but
I managed to fly it quite well and I was having a blast. I looked up and saw
Bart driving a dragster on the rim of the canyon and having a great time. He
had some kind of small pet riding with him.”
“There was no sadness in that dream. With me beside you, you chose to
take the leap of faith necessary to drive over the edge into the unknown,” I
said.
Marjie and I had a meeting with Charley about his project and my
dissatisfaction with the way he was handling things. I fran kly to ld him I
thought his behavior was self defeating becaus e he wanted to go even deeper
in debt, he wasn‟t taking care of the things he already had, he never offered
to help us with physical labor as we had helped him, he took without giving,
and we didn‟t want to continue in that kind of a relationship. “You are not
acting like a t rue Lakota warrior.”
Charley said that he had almost given up but that Spirit had kept him
going. He thought he was going to be making some money soon and
apologized for not offering us any assistance. Perithnea chimed in, “Do you
like talking to faeries? Are you glad that I kept you fro m falling out of bed last
night?”
“Yes.”
“Father Bright has a new faery. She joined him at a tree.”
“What's the faery's name?” I asked.
“I'm not going to tell you because if I do, you won't try to find out by
yourself.”
“I knew you were going to say that,” I laughed.
Turning to Charley, she said, “Do you think I'm real?”
“I believe almost anything after what I saw the other day.”
“What did you see?”
“I saw Cochise, Geronimo, Red Cloud, Crazy Horse, and Sit ting Bull
rid ing through the tree tops together.”
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“Marjie told me about that. We have worked with a nu mber of Indian
spirits in the past,” I said.
Charley started whining again about how white people don't know
anything about Indian history and their contributions to our culture, such as
potatoes and pumpkins, and don't want to know. He said white people made a
mockery of Indians by cutting up pumpkins to celebrate evil spirits. Perithnea
and I didn‟t agree. Then he said he might rent a VCR and a TV to show a
video to people about Indian contributions. Perithnea suggested that he could
borrow ours. On the advice of the spirits in the trees, he wanted to build a fire
in the center of the ceremon ial grounds at his next event. I told h im I would
come and play the Tarahu mara dru m fo r him if he wanted me to.
Perithnea said, “Charley, you looked at the Earth and the sky and said
you were seeking wisdom. Here's some wisdom for you. Care for this Earth
and live here. Start acting like a chief and stop acting like a chu mp. Move here
yesterday!” Charley laughed and she added, “Did you hear that wisdom?” He
repeated her words and she said, “That's right.”
I wo ke up in the middle of the night and heard an electronic beep in the
middle of our bedroom. I suspected it was connected with the ETs in some
way. I went downstairs to meditate and await further developments, but was
distracted by my concerns about whether Charley would follow through. I
didn't hear any mo re odd sounds and went back to bed.
The day before the trade fair a stranger showed up at our door asking
for Charley . He was the father of the young man we had met the first day
we went to the Nat ive A merican Village , and had co me to take h is travel
trailer back ho me. He was very angry that he hadn‟t heard fro m Ch arley
since he taken his son home, and that he wasn‟t told that his trailer had
been moved to our place. He exp lained that he had loaned the trailer to
Charley solely fo r the use of his son and it was supposed to be returned
when the son left. Charley had kept all this info rmat ion fro m us because he
was aware that I would never have approved of mov ing the trailer to our
property if I had known the t ruth. I called Charley at ho me and to ld him to
co me to the trailer and why . When he got there, Charley res iste d giving the
trailer back to the man, who finally threatened to call the police if he didn ‟t
cooperate, and Charley gave in. Not once did he thank the man fo r use of
his trailer.
The trade fair began on the last day of September. Marjie and I were
walking down the driveway to attend when I asked her if I could speak to Alta
Sha, who immed iately joined me. I said, “I doubt Charley's sincerity.”
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“Charley feels sincerity, but you know better than he does that his
patterns of behavior are self-defeat ing.”
“He showed no g rat itude to the man who loaned h im the trailer. ”
“Charley felt nothing but rage because the man threatened to call the
police.”
“The man had no choice. The trailer was not where he expected it to be,
no message was left to tell him where to find it, and Charley refused to give it
back.”
“It was a miscommunicat ion. All that Charley felt at the moment was
rage. He is tired of people threatening him with the police. He does have some
gratitude.”
“This man told Charley the same things I have told him. He reached out
his hand to help him.”
“Charley was born into this life to be self defeating and will remain that
way unless he changes himself. Charley might benefit fro m counseling.”
“I have conflict about going ahead with this project. I would build the
church myself, but not unless Charley has changed.”
“You are being impatient. You should give him the opportunity to change
before you begin the project yourself.”
“I think it‟s very unlikely that he will co mp lete it on his own.”
“You should plant your feet carefully and firmly before proceeding. If
you offer him counseling, you are giving him a chance to grow. If he does not
accept your offer, that will indicate that he does not truly wish to change his
self-defeating behavior. Then you will have your ans wer.”
“That‟s good advice. It is good to speak to you again.”
“Alta Sha has been busy.”
“What has kept you busy?”
“Doing those things I AM has asked of me. I am not to tell you what they
are,” he smiled. “You should ask Uncle Nuke when Marjie is not overtired.”
“If she is tired, we should give her a rest. Alleluia.”
“Alleluia.”
We went to pick up Tony for an overnight stay and took him to eat at a
local restaurant. Marjie brought up the subject of faeries with him, and
Perithnea unexpectedly started talking, which evoked a shocked reaction from
him. I couldn't help laughing at the exp ression on his face. I didn't hear what
she said, and later I asked her to repeat it, but she said she couldn't remember.
After lunch Perithnea spoke to him in the car. “Imagination is very
important. It is the beginning of creativity. I created that sock that appeared in
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the kitchen by using my mind. You have made things with your own hands
that you imagined first.”
Tony countered, “I don't believe I have an imagination or that creativity
comes fro m imagination.” He ended the conversation by putting on his
headphones.
I said, “He might believe in you if you told him something about his past
that he is certain Marjie does not know.”
“He‟s not listening now. Bye.”
Marjie was appalled by Perithnea's uninvited channeling. “She made me
really mad. What if he decides to withdraw fro m me entirely because of her? ”
“Perithnea was just demonstrating what you‟ve been telling Tony all
along. No real harm has been done. I think you should just talk to him as if
nothing unusual happened.”
“Perithnea is telling me that when Tony was little, he took the baseball
card of a famous pitcher from his friend's house without permission. I didn't
know that. I want to tell him what she said.”
“Why don't you wait until shortly before it's time for h im to go ho me? It'll
give him something to think about and might prove to him that Perithnea is
real.”
Marjie tried to convince Tony that he should give credence to the spirit
world and to become acquainted with the unlimited spirit within him. I put in
a supportive word here and there. She mentioned that she had recently seen
the ghost of Mike co me running out of the front door and off the edge of the
porch. Tony said it was in the Bible that animals didn't have a spirit, but he
couldn't remember where. Marjie got nowhere in her attempts to open up his
mind. That evening, Marjie searched for passages in the Bible that would
support the idea that animals had spirits and found a few.
In the morn ing she quoted the verses to Tony, who remained skeptical. I
took him shopping for clothes while Marjie went to the trade fair. We got
back to the house shortly before lunchtime, expect ing Marjie to join us. When
she didn‟t appear I went down to check on her and found that she was helping
the reclusive Indian wo man we had befriended to display her handcrafted
goods on one of our tables. We were very happy to see her because she was
attempting to break out of her shell, which Marjie and I had encouraged her to
do. Marjie was looking forward to strengthening their relationship through
working beside her at the trade fair.
A short time after introducing her to the other vendors, we were
stunned to hear Charley announce that he was taking our guest and two
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men fro m the council with him to another town where he was going to be
in a parade! He suggested that Marjie could loo k after the wo man ‟s things,
sell them fo r her, and hold the money until they got back. I was shocked
that this supposedly ret iring wo man was willing to leave w ith th ree men
she had met only minutes before and I doubted that she had been telling the
truth about herself.
Marjie was prepared to follow through with Charley‟s suggestion until I
pointed out that he had prevented her from being with her new acquaintanc e
and had abandoned his own trade fair, leaving her to hold the bag while he
satisfied his selfish desires.
When she realized I was telling the truth, Marjie was deeply hurt. “I was
beginning to love him! I already loved her! Why did he take her away from
me? We were going to be real friends. That‟s the last straw! I don‟t want to
have anything to do with him ever again! I want him out of here!” She wept.
Because Marjie had accepted responsibility for them, we took the Indian
wo man‟s goods to the house and told one of his council members where she
could find them. I also took the video equipment I had loaned him back to the
house to protect it. Charley had left our VCR and TV unprotected on the
village grounds all night after telling us that he was going to have a bonfire
and would be sleeping there, neither of which he did. He also knew that we
had to take Tony back to Camden in the afternoon and wouldn't be available
to watch over the trade fair goods , but he had made no arrangements to secure
them while we were gone.
Marjie took Tony back to his ho me and I did some chores around the
house in case the Indian woman came looking for her things. When she
returned Marjie said, “Tony was more receptive but was having trouble
understanding what I was trying to explain to him about Spirit. He said he
knew you weren't trying to manipulate me and that he appreciated the jeans
you bought him. I feel a lot better. I'm sorry I freaked out when Perithnea
talked to him. I wasn‟t expecting it.” I was glad her mood had improved.
Alta Sha joined me while I was cleaning up the leftovers from build ing a
deck on the house. “Marjie and I have decided to tell Charley he has to go
after this last episode,” I said. We took a walk in the sunset, admiring the
spectacular, mult icolored clouds whose banded structure looked like giant
feathers. “Look at the sky feathers,” I said.
“Thank you for pointing them out. The colors are the same as that of the
rose growing to the west of your home. I support Marjorie's decision to have
nothing whatever to do with Charley. He has already given an answer to your
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question by his actions. You do not need to offer him counseling. Are you
disappointed by his failure?”
“Not really. We met many other Indians, which would not have happened
if I had not helped him. I am grateful for that.”
“It pleases I AM that you perceive this. It shows much wisdom.”
“I believe the part that Charley was to play in our lives is fin ished. Now
we can proceed without him. We know which Indians to ask if they want a
church to be built here. I always intended it to be for them, not for me.”
He smiled. “Excellent. Charley should honor your agreement and go
peacefully.”
“I have some concerns that he may res ist leaving. He seems to enjoy
doing that even when he is in the wrong.”
“I will not allow Charley to torment Marjorie any fu rther. I know you
also would not allow it. Your agreement says he will leave peacefully if asked
to do so. Your pitch has been growing higher.”
“I was worried that perhaps it was getting lower due to my worry over
him.”
“Fill yourself with the Light of I AM.”
“I will.” He tenderly touched the right side of my face with his hand,
looking with love into my eyes. I said, “I am so grateful that you are standing
on our side.”
“I do the work of I AM. I AM is on your side.”
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Back at the house, Perithnea popped out. “Charley just won't listen. He's
too hard headed. Too wooden.”
“Yes, like a wooden Indian who won't change his ways or his perception
of others. He wants to be a victim, so he is going to make sure that he is. He
can always blame someone else for his failures that way.”
“Mother needs to do some work on why she allowed herself to be used by
him but she‟s already tired.”
“Then we can do it later. Thanks for telling me.” She withdrew.
Marjie and I held the reco mmended session after a short rest. When she
was entranced I said, “Review the events that happened today and understand
why you allowed Charley and others to take advantage of you.”
“I can't stand it when two people I care about both want me to do
something different. I wanted her to stay and Charley wanted her to go. I
sacrificed my wish to be with her so she wouldn‟t be as anxious as I am in
that kind of situation.”
“You took responsibility for her feelings instead of letting her make her
own decision. Because you thought she would be anxious, you gave in to
Charley's wishes instead of standing up for what you thought was right. You
wanted to have the experience of being at the trade fair and sharing ideas with
her. By g iving in to what Charley wanted, you defeated your purpose. If you
had impressed her with how much you wanted her to stay, it might have been
easier for her to resist Charley's attempt to seduce her. Alta Sha warned that
he would fail if he went sniffing after the wrong dog‟s tail.”
“I couldn't think of that at the time, but now I understand what I could
have said. Thinking about what Charley did is about to give me a headache.”
“Let yourself relax and go into a peaceful sleep instead of getting a
headache. Perhaps you will have a dream that will help you know what to do
the next time something like this happens.”
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Marjie slept briefly while still entranced before she woke to say, “I can't
dream. I keep seeing these green and blue lights moving very fast through
clear tubes that go in different directions.”
“Perhaps you should join one of them to find out where they are going,”
“I don't have the energy.” I counted her up.
While Marjie rested, I walked Beth. It was a cool night, with clouds
obscuring the stars. I looked to ward heaven, stretched my arms above my
head, and asked I AM to fill me with Light. I felt wonderful and was able to
quickly fall asleep when I returned to the house.
Two hours later I was wide awake and went downstairs to dictate reports.
I heard footsteps on the roof and in the house and assumed that they were
made by the Indian spirits. Alta Sha had confirmed the identities of the five
chiefs, and it suddenly dawned on me that this was the third group of five
Indians. What a powerful group of warriors they were! Each of them had
fought bravely against invading whites until there was no hope of winning.
They surrendered only when it was evident that continued fighting would
bring comp lete annihilation to their decimated people.
Alta Sha said that the spirits were staying in the trees to keep a lookout in
case any enemies tried to harm us, and that they would protect us until it was
time for them to leave. I couldn‟t understand why Charley, gifted with the
sight of them and their activities, had turned away from them. Perhaps he was
afraid o f them because he knew they could see through his subterfuge.
As usual, we found our morn ing class at Unity very pertinent to our
current situation, for it was about letting go of resentments. When we got
home, we saw Charley and two members of h is council on the ceremonial
grounds, but they completely ignored us as we passed by. I thought, How
easily he manipulates them.
Upon seeing Charley again, Marjie got very upset. “I don‟t think I‟m very
good company right now. I need to be alone for a while. I‟m sorry, but I‟m
just too angry.”
“You need to release your anger in a physical way. Let ‟s go outside and
beat something up.” I gave her an axe and a piece of plywood and said,
“Destroy your enemy.”
She chopped and screamed and cursed him violently until physically and
emotionally exhausted, she lay down on the plywood, weeping profusely. I
comfo rted her while she agonized over feelings of betrayal for about fifteen
minutes. Then she apologized for being so emotional as we went back in the
house. I praised her for being honest and releasing the bad feelings.
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Early the next morning I heard footsteps on the stairway again. I thought,
Will one of the chiefs manifest soon? Perhaps they are desensitizing me
beforehand.
Dr. Lynch came to talk with Marjie about the women‟s conference and
was not at all surprised to learn that we had told Charley to leave. “I always
felt that his plans were out of synch with what local Indians really want,” she
said. “They already have a church near their ho mes and are very happy with
it. It would be better for him to affiliate with an existing museum than to try to
start a new one, when he has so few artifacts to display. He has offended a
number of the Choctaws with his grandiose claims , and his behavior at the
pow-wow d idn‟t impress them at all.” Her co mments put to rest our concerns
that other Indians might not understand why we sent Charley packing.
After Van left I was grilling steaks and Perithnea said, “Charley is
hiding.”
“I had the same thought just a minute ago. He‟s alienated almost
everybody and has a lot of debts he can‟t pay. His vehicles are out of
commission, so he can‟t skip town. His credib ility is shot. Why do you think
he deliberately offended us at the trade fair?”
“He enjoys pain. He‟s co mpelled to drive away those who care for him.
He knew what he did would cause you to turn against him.”
“Some people enjoy being victims.”
“He was born into this life to fail and to be a vict im.”
“He enjoys thinking of himself as a tragic victim of racis m too much to
ever be a success.”
On our evening walk, Marjie said, “I‟m feeling much better after letting
go of all that anger. I‟m starting to look forward to the wo men‟s conference.”
“It‟ll be good to get back on track with our spiritual wo rk again. I‟m just
sorry Charley wasn‟t ready to receive all the blessings he could have had.”
Perithnea suddenly said, “Did you see that red Indian that just rushed by
us on all fours?”
“No. Why was he on all fours?”
“He was changing into an animal.”
“I wish I could have seen him. Aho, brother!”
When we got back to the house, Perithnea said, “I want you to give me a
complete psychological evaluation.”
“It‟s early enough to do it. I bet I‟ll be the first psychologist to evaluate a
faery.”
“Yep.”
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On a standard adult intelligence test, Perithnea received an IQ of 137
when compared to 16 year o lds. Since she claimed to be 8, that was an
underestimate, and her “true” score would put her in the very superior
category. When we were fin ished, I said, “I know why you wanted me to give
you the tests.”
“What do you think is the reason?'
“You wanted Marjie to know that you are very bright and that she has
nothing to fear about anything you say sounding dumb or stupid.”
“It was also a distraction for you.”
“That‟s right. You made me laugh several times. Thanks.” Her antics had
been a humorous diversion from my tendency to obsess about Charley. For
example, when I asked her how she could find her way out of the woods if she
was lost, she said, “I would climb the tallest tree I could find and ask a faery
which way I should go, according to the location of the sun.”
Marjie had much more energy than usual the following day. “I‟m excited
about going to see Miracle,” she explained at supper time. We kept our tea in
a gallon plastic milk container which was on the table. Three loud thunks
issued from it like someone had flicked a finger against it. We looked at each
other incredulously, not knowing the source of this new development. “I
wonder who did that,” I said. No one answered, so we continued our
conversation.
“I‟ve been thinking of asking some of our Indian friends to go with us to
see Miracle.”
“We could use the van,” Marjie said.
“That‟s what I thought, but those rear seats are so small I don‟t think an
adult would be comfortable in them for a drive of 500 miles.” The jug gave
another loud thunk. “Whoever is making that noise must want to go with us. I
tried to call Patsy to see if any of the Choctaws wanted to go, but the
telephone system down there isn‟t working. Maybe they had a storm or
something.”
“I finished Adam‟s bed today. Look.” It had a red velvet cover, a green
sheet, and a red velvet pillow. The four poster frame was made of cardboard
and painted to look like wood with the bark still on it, according to his wishes.
We were walking after supper when I asked Marjie if I could speak to
Uncle Nuke, but it was Alta Sha who answered, “Will I do instead?”
“Certainly. It always surprises me when one mo ment I‟m speaking to
Marjie, and the next to you.” We walked quietly for a while and I said, “It‟s a
beautiful night. I always enjoy walking after dark.”
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“At night, one cannot see mankind's destruction.”
“I guess that‟s one reason why I like it.”
“Yes. The majesty of I AM shows through in the stars.”
“I have been thinking of taking a group of Indian friends to see Miracle.
What do you think of that idea?”
“It is a very sociable idea for you. It indicates you have grown.”
“That's true. A few months ago I would never have thought of inviting a
group on a trip. I don‟t know why I thought of going to see Miracle in the first
place. It was as if the thought pursued me. Do you know where it came
fro m?”
“Who is your Source?”
“I AM. Was it coincidence that the telephone wouldn't work for me th is
morn ing?”
“Do you still believe there is such a thing as coincidence? In coincidence
there is doubt.”
“You‟re right. It imp lies the possibility that things happen by chance.”
“I suggest that you call your new friend Donna this evening.”
“I was thinking of doing that before we started our walk. Perithnea told
me yesterday that she wanted to speak to her new friends.”
“Perithnea should be silent this time.” We stopped. Alta Sha, looking at the
Milky Way, spread his arms wide and said, “Behold the magnificence of I AM.
He includes all. Alleluia! May I take Beth‟s leash?” I handed it to him. He
picked her up and carried her to the house, which made her happy. At the top of
the drive, he said, “Thank you.”
“You're welco me. What are you thanking me for?”
“For being my friend. For being a teammate.”
“Being your teammate is overwhelming. It humb les me.”
“Until we speak again.” He nodded farewell.
I called Dr. Lynch, who said she would love to see Miracle and offered to
drive her van if needed for additional passengers. We still couldn't reach Patsy
Thompson. Another Indian acquaintance said that she would go if it wouldn‟t
cost too much.
We held a session that evening which began with Moth er comforting
Marjie, who was still upset over Charley‟s behavior. “I feel as if I could go
inside her, curl up and sleep,” Marjie said. “Mother says that I released my
anger in her dimension before I did it here. I remember that. She gave me a
special glove to wear that would transform into any object that I wanted to use
to strike my target. At first I was hitting a really hard surface, but the madder I
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got, the softer the surface got until my anger reached its peak and then it broke
into hundreds of soft, fluffy pieces. She says that by doing it that way the
effect of the anger was magnified without any danger of me being injured, and
the softness helped to increase my anger. When I was finished, the fluffy
pieces were used by me and some others who had b een doing the same thing
to make a snowman. That turned our anger into play and happiness. Mother
says I should make a b ig mess here, too and that I could use mud. She wants
me to tie a sheet between two trees, get a knife, and cut it to shreds to
complete my release. She‟s giving me the light rod.”
Nuke, wearing a big smile, came through with vigorous head movements.
“How are things going with you?” he asked. I told him about our decision to
say goodbye to Charley and why. “I learned long ago not to make myself
vulnerable to that type of manipulat ion. It is a sign of weakness to let others
abuse your generosity,” he said.
“When we realized that we were only being used, we got out of the
relationship. Ho w have you been?”
“Very wet.”
I laughed, “Ho w did you get wet?‟
“Follo wing instructions. I received instructions which seemed foolish to
me, but because they were g iven by Alta Sha, I carried them out after thin king
it over fo r quite some time. He is in the employ of those above me, so I got
wet.”
“Marjie and I have also been asked by him to do things which seemed
foolish. We did them because we desired to please I AM, not because we
feared His power. What did you do that got you wet?”
“It‟s embarrassing. Alta Sha told me that I should test the waters of the
New Earth. I proceeded to have samples of the planetary water brought to me
for testing, but Alta Sha told me that I was to go to the waters and test them
for myself, so I went to the New Planet.”
“How d id you test the waters?”
“I skied.”
The image of dignified, restrained Nuke water skiing was too funny. I
guffawed. “I didn't know you knew about water skis. Have you ever done that
before?”
“No. I had them manufactured.”
“How d id you pull them?”
“We used a small craft. I wanted to see what the skis were capable of, so I
kept telling them to go faster. Then I fell. That hurt!”
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“How fast were you going?”
“About a hundred of your miles per hour. I don't ever want to try that
again.”
“It's a wonder you survived. Water is like concrete at that speed!” I
imagined him skipping over the water like a stone until he slowed down.
“I know. Many jo kes are being made at my expense.”
“When I was a teenager I used to enjoy water skiing a great deal.”
“I didn't enjoy it at first, but I learned quickly. Alta Sha told me to
communicate a quote fro m him at our next meet ing.”
“Good. What is it?”
“Co me on in, the water is fine.” I chuckled again.
“We have a similar saying. Come in and get your feet wet, which means
to get involved in whatever's going on.”
“I have always been deeply involved in my work,” he rep lied.
“That‟s not quite the same meaning. It means to get personally and
emotionally involved with others who are carrying out an activity, showing
that you‟re like them, that you can join with them. One can be regal but also
be able to mix with ordinary people. That is what Jesus did. He chose ordinary
people with no special claim to power for h is companions. He wanted to show
that all have access to the blessings of God's kingdom. It seems to me that not
only did you get wet, you had a baptism.”
“Of course! What a marvelous idea!” he smiled. “That is in your
instruction manual. I never considered that it was a baptism!”
“Did A lta Sha tell you what kind of doctor I was?”
“Not really.”
“I‟m a psychologist.”
“Oh, a physician of the mind! One who understands the conscious and the
subconscious.”
“Alta Sha told me that our lives had become entwined in order that you
might answer my questions, and perhaps I could answer some of yours as
well.”
“Might I be permitted to compose a list of questions?”
“Surely. I have many questions also, but I don‟t want to put you in an
awkward position by asking those you can't answer.”
“She is getting tired. I th ink we should save our questions for another
time. Please give my regards to Rapsar the next t ime you speak to your friend,
Pat. Seek the stars.”
“I always do.”
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Marjie and I discussed the session. In order to give Nuke‟s regards to
Rapsar, we called Donna, who told us she had been to a recent meeting in
which a man had discussed prophecies concerning the white buffalo in detail.
Miracle was seen as the fulfillment of a prophecy stemming fro m the legend
of White Buffalo Calf Wo man. The legend has tribal variat ions, but goes like
this: Hunters were seeking game for some starving families that had come to
their camp for shelter, and they encountered a white buffalo calf. The calf
transformed into a beautiful young woman whose skin changed to re flect the
colors of all the races of man. She acco mpanied the hunters to their village
and taught them all the uses of the buffalo, which would help them to survive.
She also taught them the proper use of the sacred pipe of truth and how to
pray with it. Upon leaving, she said that someday she would return in the form
of the white buffalo calf to bring harmony among all the races.
I told Donna that Nuke sent his regards to Rapsar, which pleased her. She
invited us to stay with her the next t ime we came to A tlanta.
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Spirit Hunter
Perithnea jo ined me as usual on our walk the fo llo wing evening. “Hello,
Father Bright!”
“Hello, my darling daughter. How are you?”
“Darling. I‟ve been listening to mother practice her speech. She‟s still
worried about it, and has also been worried about making too many
interjections.”
“What do you mean?”
“She thinks she offers too many opinions when you talk about you r work.
She thinks she has to bite her tongue. She‟s used to being married to men who
need her guidance.”
“I remember her telling me once that she was used to men who were
rather dumb and didn't know how to solve their problems. but I don't think she
offers too many opinions. It's nothing she needs to be concerned about.”
“She‟s really wo rking on keeping her opinions to herself. She doesn't
want to cause problems.”
“It‟s nice of her to avoid problems, but it‟s not necessary to stifle her
opinions.”
“She also has a fear that you will think she isn't making a contribution to
the marriage and will get tired of her depending on you for money. She feels
bad that she went to CNA School to get a job, and now she isn't doing that
kind of work. You might think she is taking advantage.”
“Surely she knows that what she does at home is a cont ribution. The
typing, the trance work, the help around the house and her channeling are all
very important to me.”
“She isn't sure she‟s doing enough.”
“She needn 't wo rry about that. What else have you been do ing? ”
“I've been thinking about faery plants.”
“What kind of faery p lants?”

Spirit Hunter
“For examp le, we have blankets of moss. They keep you very warm and
then, when you want to travel, you can just pick up the corners to make a
sack, put things in it, and carry them with you.”
I chuckled. She got unusually quiet and after a few minutes I asked,
“Why are you so quiet tonight?”
“I'm th inking. You should ask Donna to look for Ivy.”
“Is that one of your faery plants?”
„No, it's not a plant!”
“Then is it someone's name, maybe one of your friends?”
“Yes.”
“Well, is her name Ivy because she likes plants?”
“No, it‟s because every time someone says her name, it reminds her of
plants.”
“If she doesn‟t like p lants, what does she like? I thought all faeries liked
plants.”
“Ivy likes cats.”
“No wonder she volunteered to stay with Donna. She can ride on the cats'
backs.”
“Yes, but Donna has to help her come through; she can‟t do it all by
herself.”
“I'll be sure to let her know.”
My eyes were on the sky as usual, watching for UFOs. She continued,
“All that you see tonight are airplanes. When you see the UFO that‟s coming
for you, there will be no mistaking it. It will be huge. It will come right down
on top of your heads. You won't have to search for it. It‟s a special ship which
is called ONE.”
“I hope it will be soon.” I was finding it hard to remain attached to the
concerns of this world. I was trying to go on as if I didn't know what was
going to happen, but it was hard.
“Mother is messing with my mind and trying to get me to step aside.”
“Is she messing with your mind, or are you messing with hers? After all,
it‟s her body you‟re using.”
“You‟re right. Can I have an embrace?”
“You don't have to ask. Anytime you want a hug, just reach fo r one
and I'll hug you back, unless I'm hold ing someth ing I can‟t let go of. Tell
Adam that I love h im too, and that I hope he likes h is bed.”
Marjie returned and I said, “I want you to know that I appreciate all that
you bring into my life. I really appreciate the typing you‟re doing for me. I
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know you wouldn‟t do anything to deliberately hurt me. I can‟t imag ine you
doing anything that would make me leave you.”
“I‟ve been feeling I‟m not good enough for you. I don‟t feel like I do
enough.” After more reassurances, she felt better.
A local sign maker came to the house looking for Charley, saying that he
owed her six hundred dollars for signs she had made three months before. She
also said that a judge had denied his claim to ownership of the teepees and
that he had told a newspaper reporter that he was moving to another location
because Weakley County wasn‟t ready for his type of operation. We thanked
her and I AM for this new informat ion, which relieved our concerns that he
might be planning to still use our land.
Marjie woke with a sinus headache that had begun the night before. I
projected healing Light to help her and asked Mother aloud for assistance,
saying, “These headaches always seem to occur on the left side of her head
where the implant is located, and where she has received injuries in many
lifetimes. Is it possible to put the imp lant in another location which isn‟t so
sensitive?” Within one minute the headache was gone.
On our next evening walk Marjie said, “I‟m worried that my speech has
too many pauses in it. It doesn‟t flow like it should. I feel like I‟m going to
make a mess of it. Can you give me some suggestions?” I gave suggestions
about points she was having problems with, but she only felt more inadequate
and frustrated and started to cry.
“This is the way your old self responded when you were under stress,” I
said. “I think maybe we should have a session about this to find out why
you‟re so concerned.”

When she was lying entranced on our bed Marjie said, “I want to go
straight to the arms of I AM. I‟m at the entrance to the Throne, but the Hosts
are telling me that I must prostrate myself and get calm before I can enter.” A
few mo ments of silence ensued and she said, “I‟m finished.” I started the
count up, but she said, “Wait. I‟m not ready.”
“You said you were finished.”
“I meant that I know how to finish my speech now. I can use the objects
on the stick to give me the proper sequence, like they are arranged on it.”
“That‟s exactly what I told you earlier.”
“It didn‟t register.”
“Are you ready to come back now?”
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“No. I‟m hearing a voice but I don‟t recognize it.”
“Listen closely and hear what it has to say. Perhaps this voice will speak
aloud through you.”
A softer, emotionless voice said, “You wish to speak to me?”
“Why are you here?”
“I am here to torment her.”
“Why would you want to do that?”
“It gives me pleasure.”
“Can you see the Light?”
“Yes.”
“Do you want to experience the joy of being in the Light?”
“No.”
“If you receive pleasure from hurting others, I believe that you must have
suffered also. Have you been tormented?”
“I feel nothing.”
“Do you want to feel, to experience joy? It‟s sad that you can feel
nothing, yet you say causing pain gives you pleasure. How can both be true? ”
“I prefer to be this way.”
“Why did you choose Marjie? When did you arrive?”
“I entered her when she was near her father. He had plenty to spare.”
“She is a sacred vessel. You will not be allowed to stay for the purpose of
causing her pain. She was chosen by I AM and is protected by the Light of I
AM and his Hosts.”
“I refuse to leave.”
Marjie struggled and grasped her throat. Fearing she might be injured, I
shouted, “I order you to leave in the name of the Father! All helping spirits,
join me in casting this one out! Alta Sha! Perithnea! Adam! Mother! However
many Hosts are needed, join us to make this one leave!”
Marjie said in her own voice, “Alta Sha won‟t help!”
“Why not?”
“Because he has other preparations to make.”
“He must know that we can do this without him. You will not be allowed
to stay!”
Marjie said, “I'm getting very tired. Please count me up.”
I did so, but she required two series of ten numbers to become fu lly alert.
“Why do you think Alta Sha refused to give us help when we needed it ?”
she asked.
“He must want us to do this by ourselves, but I don‟t know why.”
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“I'm getting tired of all these spiritual invasions! It's really making me
angry!”
“Good. You should be angry. Use your anger to help you get rid of th is
spirit.”
“They had better watch out, because if they get me really angry, l will
strike out, and I won't be very careful about how I do it.”
“You may have to use your own sword of Light on this one.”
“I think that‟s what Alta Sha meant for me to do, use my o wn power. It
won't do for me to drive through Bruceton tomorrow when I go to get Bart.
My father lives there, and I feel like I want to get a weapon and hurt him.”
“It won't do you any good to destroy his body. This spirit would still
exist. We‟ll have to work on this some more when you‟re not so tired.” We
both felt a bit abandoned by Alta Sha.
I wo ke around 5:30 the next morn ing and couldn‟t go back to sleep, so I
dictated reports before Marjie woke up. She went to get Bart and I worked at
building an enclosure for our new fireplace until lunchtime. The rhythm of my
work wasn't as smooth as usual because of my worry about Marjie‟s
possessing spirit. I prayed that I AM‟s will would be done and hoped that our
spirit guides would give us mo re advice.
Marjie was weary after taking Bart back ho me in the afternoon. “I don‟t
know why I‟m so tired,” she said. “I was at Huntingdon and suddenly I felt
completely exhausted. I think it was because of that spirit. I p rayed all the way
home for help to get rid of it, but I don‟t think I can do it by myself. Let‟s ask
Mother what to do.”
That suited me just fine, and without a count, she entered a trance. I
prayed for immense Light to protect and heal Marjie, and asked her to also
pray for Light, but she said, “It's not necessary. There's more Light than I've
ever seen in this room right now. Mother is here. She‟s holding up a p icture of
me and saying, You have to enter into this one to find the spirit and bring it
out. I don't know how to do that.”
“Oh yes you do. You are now in your etheric body. It can enter into your
physical body without any problem.”
“Okay. I‟m v isualizing that.” I put my hand over her body to try to force
out the spirit with Light energy, but she waved it off. “Don't get near me,” she
warned. “I‟m searching for it and I have to bring it out.”
I waited, focused on sustaining a high level of spiritual energy, and felt a
tingling in my spine. Marjie‟s golden aura swirled with purple and lavender. I
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said, “You are a warrior, a soldier of God. You can do this. Use your Light to
find it.”
“I've got it!”
“Bring it out!”
“I gave it to Mother. She‟s going to take care of it. She is singing now.
Can you hear it?”
“It‟s very loud. Thank you for help ing us, Mother.”
“You can count me up now.” I d id. “Mother kept getting bigger and
bigger when we started. I thought she was getting too big until I went right
inside of her and saw the Light there. When she held the picture up to me and
told me to go inside, she told me to remember how I had gone through that
keyhole.”
“I was thinking the same thing, that if you went through the keyhole, you
could go inside yourself.”
“Then I remembered the lessons Nuke taught me about how to let my
spirit enter another's body and to kno w ho w it felt to be like them. When I
did that to my own body, I found him huddled in a dark corner. I reached
out and grabbed him, even though I didn 't want to touch h im. I held h im at
arm's length. He was rather s mall and had a jagged face, as if it had been
broken into p ieces. I pu lled h im out and gave him to Mother. She got very
large and held her faces close to him and made a terrible noise like a
scream. I saw it being partially destroyed, but Mother wouldn't let me wa tch
everything that she did to it. She took it where I cou ldn't see. When she
came back, I knew that Mother would never do that to me. I ran and ju mped
into her arms, and we stroked each other like t wo snakes. I felt fine after
that. I asked her to g ive me energy fo r tonight.”
I felt great relief, but was quite tired fro m the intense focus I had
maintained while anticipating a battle with the resistant spirit. Tense energy
still throbbed within and I knew I should rest. After a nap we spent a relaxing
evening at home.

598

Chapter Seventy Three

Caterpillar to Butterfly
Sunday we attended Unity. No one channeled on the way there or in
church until Bernard said in h is sermon, “We and the Creator are one.”
Perithnea wh ispered, “That‟s my favorite number.”
We were at home eating supper when Marjie said, “Someone keeps
touching my back, but I can‟t tell who it is.”
“Maybe it‟s that tree faery that Perithnea told us about.” I was helping
with the dishwashing when Perithnea said, “You were right. It was the tree
faery. Faeries don‟t have to scrub pots and pans, but I got stuck with it
because that‟s what mother was doing. Do you know how faeries scrub
them?”
“No, how?”
“With faery dust.”
“Why have you been so quiet today?”
“Because you said I caused mother a headache. I won't give her one this
time, because I just helped her get rid of one.”
On our walk, Perithnea continued, “Ivy is happy to be at Donna‟s house
because she likes the cats very much, but she doesn‟t like the bed Donna
made.”
“Why not?”
“It‟s just a piece of terrycloth. I told her it was better than the one she had
before, wh ich was none at all.”
“Well, at least Donna is trying. Perhaps she will make her a real bed.”
“Ivy said that all the books there remind her of the place where mother
goes.”
“Have you been looking at the books lately?'
“Yes, I've been looking for information. Mother needs to go there again
soon.”
“We never finished looking at the book about the Spanish Peaks.”
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“It's a very thick book.” She paused.
“Ivy had to check the books to see if Donna was the right person for her
to pick.”
“What sort of book did she look in?”
“She looked in the Book of Longing. Donna longs for many things. Ivy
found out that she is to shorten her longing.”
“Shorten her longing? That‟s pretty funny. What‟s Adam been doing?'
“He has been enjoying his bed. He's been sleeping a lot and dreaming.”
“Why is he sleeping so much?”
“Because of his new bed. He said he is going to sleep for forty days and
forty nights.”
“I guess he's going to get all of h is sleeping done at one time.”
I looked up at the star-filled sky and said, “Look at how beautiful I AM
has made the sky.”
She said, “I AM loves you very much. That's why He makes steps for
you. But if they aren‟t put in the right places, they can become stumbling
blocks.”
“You never fin ished telling me why the color yello w was so important.”
“You already know the answer to that question.”
“Oh! You mean the yellow glow I saw around Marjie last night?”
“Yes. That's why it was important. You were going to start seeing it. If I
told you what it was before, you wouldn't have discovered it for yourself.
Terri saw it, too.”
“What were the blue petals that she said she saw around Marjie?”
“They weren't really petals; they just had that shape.”
“Well, what were they?”
“They signify love and kindness and compassion. Do you want more? ”
“No, I understand. I saw touches of blue in Marjie's aura as well.”
We headed back for the house and Perithnea, looking toward the north,
said, “There are twelve stars. Seven have clustered together.”
“Oh! Do you mean the seven who blended to become one?”
“Yes. But I'm not supposed to tell you where they are.”
“Well, it could be any twelve stars or any seven. Are they all the same
magnitude? Ho w wou ld I recognize them?”
“You could get a map.”
“A star map has so many possibilities, I don't know if I could find the
seven clustered together unless I had another clue.”
“You should get a map.”
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“Does the Board of Twelve represent the consciousness of stars, or are
the stars you are talking about where they are located?”
She didn‟t answer. Maybe she had already said too much. Alta Sha
emerged. “I am very pleased to see you,” I said. “Perithnea told me that you
have been quite busy preparing steps.”
“Yes, I have, but it is always a pleasure to speak to my friend.” I
chuckled. “What do you find amusing?”
“I was thinking of Nu ke on water skis. I imagine he had to look them up
in his system before he had them manufactured.”
“Yes.”
“He said to me once that vulnerability was weakness, but he made
himself vulnerab le.”
“He did say that, and in spite of it, he d id what he was instructed to do.”
“I'll have to point that out to him the next time I speak to him.”
“He has much to learn, but what he learns, he learns well.”
“Marjie had another vivid dream about a white horse. Can you tell me
anything about it?”
“This horse will be manifested.”
“She would enjoy that very much.”
“You have spoken to another about this.”
“You mean Charley?'
“Yes.”
“He told me that to Indians, the white horse was sacred.”
“For pride he likes to embellish things. He does not realize that he does
not need pride at all.”
“I was worried about that spirit that inhabited Marjie. It had no plans to
leave at all.”
“Who put this weight on you?” he asked.
“I suppose it was my o wn doubt. I thought it was probably some kind of a
test. She learned more about getting help without turning to you for it, and I
learned to seek more Light, wh ich I received.”
“Perithnea sometimes speaks out of turn.”
“What did she say out of turn?”
“She loves a mystery. It is her nature. It isn't time for you to know yet.”
“Do you mean about the stars?”
“Yes.”
“She really didn't tell me enough for me to know very much. I already
knew that seven had blended, but I have no idea where they‟re located.”
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“It was not time for this to be revealed.”
Why would it be wrong for me to know where the seven are located
now?”
“Man's awareness might interfere.” The implication of his words
broadened my concept of human power.
We were halfway up the drive to the house when he grasp ed my right
forearm in the Indian way of greeting and I reciprocated. “It‟s good to have
you for a friend,” I said. He replied, “It is also good to have you for a friend.”
“When I looked at your picture earlier today, I realized how little I know
about your lifetime on Earth. I don't know how old you were when you died,
for examp le.”
“I was fifty-six.” That made h im only three years older than me.
I asked, “Is the line in the drawing on your cheek a scar?”
“There were no scars on my face.”
“I still remember what you said about taking your picture to Venezuela so
that people would know who sent us.”
“They would.”
“I would still like to take that trip someday.”
At the doorway he paused, studied my aura, listened to my pitch and
embraced me. I returned the hug with great affection and gratitude and felt his
loving energy penetrate my body. A few seconds passed before we released
one another, and I was looking at Marjie.
“I wouldn't know I had been for a walk if my ears weren't cold,” she said.
I told her what happened and noted that for the first time, she wasn't
exhausted fro m all the channeling.

Early in the morning two days later I again heard disembodied footsteps
on the stairway. At work Mother touched me at intervals and I felt the tree
faery tickling my hair as well. Each touch felt like a blessing. Knowing that
they were present and cared for me was very comfo rting. I wanted to tell my
clients what was happening but knew that many of them would think I was
incompetent or crazy if I d id.
That evening Marjie said, “I‟ve been feeling that I‟m supposed to make
something all day long, but I don‟t know what it is. I'll scream if I don't find
out what it is pretty soon.”
“Maybe you need to make a bed for the tree faery,” I said. I
simu ltaneously felt a touch on my right ear. “I just felt her touch.”
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“I thought of making some beds but then I thought it was a stupid idea.
What would I do with a bunch of faery beds?”
“Maybe we‟re going to have a whole group of fairies here eventually, or
maybe we are supposed to give them away to people as symbols of the world
beyond our five senses. It might excite people‟s imagination to think that a
faery would co me and sleep in their bed, especially children. It could be a
very good thing to do.”
“You're kidding.”
“Not comp letely, but if you like we can do a session about this.”
“Let‟s do that.” She was soon entranced.
“All I‟m seeing is a bunch of craft items. This isn‟t helping.”
“Let yourself get more relaxed and wait. So meone will co me to explain
what you need to do.” She started to cry. “Why are you crying?”
“Because there are teddy bears everywhere. This is stupid!”
“Why is it stupid? Just accept it and see what happens.”
“I see a caterpillar.”
“Is it moving?'
“No.”
“Focus on the caterpillar. He has something to tell you.”
“I'm supposed to make a caterpillar.”
“Good. How will you make it?”
“With all different colors. I know how to do it!” She s miled.
“Take another look at the teddy bears. Do they have something to tell
you?”
“No. I know what I‟m supposed to do.” She gave me a big hug after I
counted her up from the trance. “I‟m so lucky to have you to help me solve
problems I can‟t solve by myself.”
“I‟m only pointing the way, help ing you find the answer inside yourself,
but I'm glad you‟re so pleased with me.”
She dressed as if it were freezing outside and complained of feeling cold
during our walk, although I was comfortable in only a sweatshirt. We were
going in the opposite direction fro m the usual one, which would take us past
an abandoned wooden school house/community center. I sensed an unfamiliar
presence when we got near it and Marjie suddenly stopped. “What made you
stop?”
“I don't know. I want to go back.”
“What's the problem?”
“I don't know. I just don't want to go any farther in the dark.”
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“That's odd. I wonder why you can't explain what you‟re feeling. I felt
drawn to the building, and you feel repelled by it. You haven‟t avoided going
by it before.”
“We never go by this building. I don't like to go too far in the dark.”
“We always go past here to the corner before we turn around.”
“It never registered with me that we went this far.”
“I guess that‟s because you were channeling. We‟ve walked past here a
bunch of times.”
We turned around. Marjie began to tell me exactly how she was going to
make the caterpillar, and I said, “A caterpillar is a good symbol for you. You
have grown from being an earthbound caterpillar to a free fly ing spirit , like a
butterfly.”
“I know, I‟ll put a butterfly on its nose!”
Perithnea joined me when we reached the bottom of the driveway. I
asked, “Why is it important for her to make a caterpillar? She doesn't think
that‟s a stupid idea, but if it were me, I would choose beds.”
“You already know. It‟s a symbol.”
“Was I right when I thought that the tree faery was with me today? Was it
her that I felt touching me at the table when I suggested a bed for her?”
“Of course. She's not dumb.”
“What kind of bed would she like?” I asked with a s mile.
“One made out of leaves.”
“That sounds very appropriate for a t ree faery.”
“Mother could go to the store and buy some felt and cut it in the shape of
leaves. Maybe green felt.”
“I thought you meant real leaves.” I said.
“No. Real leaves would just dry out, and then when she got between the
covers they would rustle and it would wake you up.” I laughed.
“Why did Marjie get so anxious about not knowing what she needed to
make?”
“Her creativity wanted to get out but she couldn't let go of it.”
“She released it when she thought of the caterpillar.”
“Yes. Another reason why she doesn‟t feel so good is that she picked up a
virus when she was at Wal Mart today and now she has a fever.”
“Now I know why she feels so cold. I didn't realize she was sick. I should
have kept her inside.”
“Don't tell her. She‟ll just worry about it and she‟s already worrying too
much.” By then we were inside the house. “Whew! I„m hot inside all these
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clothes she‟s got on. Her stomach is hurting. She has to go to the parking
place. Can you wait until she's finished? I have to take care of her, you know.”
“Certainly. You might want to take some aspirin for her fever, too.”
“Now you can see a faery take aspirin. I have to take good care of her
because I love her so much.”
“I know you do. It's so good to have you loving her so much, like I do.”
Marjie said that she felt bad and was going to bed. I tucked her in after
giving her some antacid for her stomach. I visualized her being filled with
Light and made suggestions for recovery without telling her that she had a
virus. She quickly fell asleep.
She was still sick in the morn ing and knew that sh e had a virus, but told
me to go on to work. Perithnea assured me that she and Alta Sha would take
good care of her while I was gone.
One of my clients, a fourteen year old girl, told me that she had just
attended the funeral of her uncle, who died suddenly of a brain aneurism. The
officiating min ister told her that a couple of weeks before his death, the uncle
had visited him and asked to borrow a particular book. The min ister searched
everywhere but couldn't find it. After hearing of the uncle‟s death, he had
gone to his office and the same book, I Saw Jesus, was lying on top of his
desk. Inside the cover was the uncle‟s signature, which had certainly not been
there before! The girl accepted this as proof of life after death and that Jesus
was real, which had profoundly changed her attitude. She declared that she
would think seriously about how her behavior was affecting the people around
her and about her future. “I don‟t want to act like a spoiled brat anymore,” she
said. It felt good to know that the res idents of the spirit world were helping
my clients again.
Marjie was still feeling ill when I got home but had prepared supper
anyway. After eating we had another healing session. I asked for Mother's
assistance and felt her presence. Marjie spontaneously emerged fro m the
trance and said, “Mother put all the Light in me that I can hold.” She rested in
bed while I worked until around ten, when I joined her. She asked me to read
to her, which I often did to put her to sleep.
The book she handed me was Douchan Gersi‟s Faces in the Smoke,
which is about the author‟s experiential investigation of shamanic pract ices
among various indigenous peoples. He described a number of supernatural
events that occurred while he was conducting his research.
By morning Marjie was considerably improved but had returned to bed
before I got home. Against my advice to take it easy, she had pushed herself
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to type two of my reports. I had decided against taking the dictation with me
to prevent her from typing, but should have followed my hunch.
We had a session about her viral in fection. I felt Mother's touch very
strongly during the healing and heard electronic beeping sounds and tones
which seemed to be co ming fro m the adjacent office, although none of the
equipment was turned on. Marjie said, “I‟ve been hearing those sounds for
several days.”
“I guess the grays that Nuke said he assigned to stay here are making
them.” When I said that, Mother‟s touch intensified. “I have a feeling that
Nuke wants to talk to us pretty soon.” Marjie fe lt better after the session and
was able to eat some soup.
She felt well in the morning and I had the day off, so we went shopping
in Paducah, where we found all the items we wanted at bargain prices. Marjie
chose a new dress for the upcoming wo men‟s conference and found a perfect
litt le wooden frame and green felt for the tree faery‟s bed. I bought the clear
acrylic angel and some plastic snowflakes that Perithnea wanted for our next
Christmas tree. She said, “Thank you so much for buying the angel, Father
Bright. Her name is going to be Perithnea. She can sit on top of the tree and
everything.” She also picked out some tiny butterflies to put on the noses of
the caterpillars that Marjie was going to make.
On the way back to Martin, Perithnea told me again how much she
appreciated the angel. I said, “Since you decided to call it Perithnea, there
must not be much difference between faeries and angels.”
“That‟s true. I‟ve been mother‟s guard just like Alta Sha. I‟ve been
talking to your new companion. I know her name.”
“Was it her touch that I felt earlier in my hair, or was it just my
imagination?” I asked
“You just said her name,” Perithnea replied.
“Do you mean I said it in the sentence?”
“Yes, but you have to separate the words to find it.” I thought of different
combinations of words that might be a name, but had no luck. “It‟s the one
word you didn't separate, my.”
“Is that how she spells it? M y?”
“No.”
“M a i ?”
“No, she spells it M i. Do you know why you wanted to buy her a wooden
bed?”
“Why?”
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“Because you know she loves wood. She has always lived in trees, but
now that you are bonded, she is with you to stay.”
“Very good.”
“You should expect a lot more co mpany in the near future.” I thought,
Maybe I should have bought more beds. (Mi is still b lessing me with her
touches in 2011, especially when I am writ ing or thin king about her as I am
now.)

A professional colleague who knew something about my spiritual
journeys with Marjie invited us to have dinner with her and her physician
husband at their home. She was also on a spiritual quest but had little time to
devote to it with a household to run, children to raise, and a private practice.
The dinner was Marjie‟s first informal contact with professional people. We
were very open about our experiences, and afterwards Marjie needed my
assurance that she had behaved properly. I told her how impressed I had been
with her ab ility to speak freely and confidently. She had taken another big
step, and we had enjoyed ourselves very much. My colleague later said that
she and her husband had found the evening very interesting and entertaining.
Alta Sha spoke with me on the way home. “I have been hoping that you
would give me your imp ressions of our dinner party,” I said.
“I am always happy to speak with you. I think the discussion of spirit was
wonderful. I saw pale pin k, orange and peach colors in your friend's Light.”
“What do those colors signify?”
“They are good colors. They indicate growth and that she is working
toward a true and pure spiritual rebirth. Her hus band is afraid of things he
cannot see, but he is full of energy. You should encourage your friend to
attempt her psychic experiments with his assistance. He was impressed with
your intelligence and with Pearl's sincerity. He listened very intently and did
not reject your thoughts.”
“I was hoping he would take our experiences seriously. I appreciate the
helpful suggestion for their growth. I wonder what he would have said if I had
told him you were listening. If he had asked to speak to you, would you have
answered?”
“You already know the answer to the last question. Although he did not
realize, I stood beside him as you spoke. Marjorie saw.”
I laughed. “Allelu ia to I AM.”
“Alleluia. She is tired. We will speak again soon.”
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It was after eleven when we got home and Marjie went straight to bed. I
read from a book about the anthropology of the southwest and learned that the
archaeologist, Dr. Bandelier, was one of the first professionals to investigate
the culture of the pueblo Indians in detail. He spoke five Eu ropean languages
before learn ing several Native A merican dialects while liv ing with the
Indians. It only took him ten days to learn the language of one pueblo group. I
did not know then that Bandelier Nat ional Monument north of Santa Fe, was
going to be an important location on our spiritual journeys.
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Speaking Out Solo
After a good night's sleep I started getting the van ready to go to
Wisconsin and did some other chores around the house while Marjie worked
on Mi‟s bed. Perithnea said, “You‟re going to need a bigger bedroom.”
“Why?”
“Because you're going to have a lot more guests soon. Mother‟s not
feeling good.”
“Is she getting sick again?”
“Her v irus is coming back.”
“We‟d better get her into bed, then.”
Marjie was back to par the following day and we went out to dinner. I
was driving to the restaurant when Perithnea said, “Mi isn't really a faery;
she‟s a wood sprite. They live in trees, and can travel from t ree to tree and
visit one another. Every tree has at least one wood sprite. If the tree gets sick
and is about to die, or if it‟s about to be cut down, they quickly move to
another tree. They always want to be around wood and to stay in it. Mi has
been staying in the walls of the house. They can travel through walls, too. If
you make a mattress for her bed, it should be filled with sawdust.
“Every tree gets a newborn sprite when the tree is born. When ever you
see a tree sitting out by itself in the midd le of nowhere, it isn't really alone.
There‟s always at least one sprite to keep it company. So you see, sprites are
very common, but faeries are not. We‟re special. But we are alike in many
ways.
“If you get a living Christmas tree, it will have sprites in it, and that's why
you are going to have more company. They will be very happy when you
bring the tree into the house.
“Don't forget that mother needs to do another session. She needs to go
back to the book place.”
“You must have something specific in mind.”
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“I certain ly do! Mother is very afraid of making the trip to the wo men ‟s
conference without you. She fears that you will use it as an excuse to take
trips without her in the future, and that this is the beginning of the end. She
thinks you will gradually leave her alone more and more of the time.”
“Thank you for telling me that. I had no idea she was thinking that I was
going to leave her. I‟ll make sure that she knows I won't abandon her.”
In the session which follo wed, Marjie found herself at the plane of books
with Perithnea. “I see a book that belongs to Mi. It‟s tiny, only the size of a
dust particle, but it‟s a talking book. Whenever it says something the page
turns and it gets a little bigger. It has more to say with each page. The more it
talks, the more important are the things it says.”
“The book is like you. Each t ime you speak about your spiritual
experiences, you grow some. You‟re getting ready to grow more by speaking
at the women‟s conference.”
“I want to see Ivy‟s book. Now I have it. It‟s all about cats and everything
you need to know to get along with them. Instead of page numbers, there‟s
one more cat on each page you turn.”
“Perithnea said that Ivy got Donna‟s name fro m the Book of Longing,” I
said.
“I want to see that one as well. Here it is. It‟s a very long book, twenty
yards or more, and it has a very long bookmark in it. I‟m asking it to open up
to the Introduction. It says that it‟s about people who are longing for things
they have lost, such as peace, love, Light, and intimacy. It‟s especially about
people who have experienced such a close bond with another that their minds
were as one. It‟s referring to Clairetrinia. It says that Rapsar should reach out
mentally to Clairetrin ia, and that Ivy will help.”
“How can Ivy help?”
“It‟s not clear on that, but Rapsar will eventually s ucceed and will be
drawn into Clairetrinia‟s mind. Nothing bad will be allo wed to happen to
Donna if he does this. Ivy will prevent it. You‟re supposed to relay this
message to Donna.” At our next phone call, we gave Donna the message.

I had to work on the day that Marjie was going to leave with Dr. Lynch
for the conference. I called her fro m the office to say a last goodbye and she
started crying. “I don‟t want to go.”
“I think it‟s real important for your growth to do this, and I think you‟ll
have a great time being with other wo men who have similar interests. You
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have an important message to give them and it may make a big difference in
someone‟s life. You‟ll only be gone a little over t wenty four hours.”
“I just don‟t want to go without you. I‟ll miss you too much.”
“I‟ll miss you too, but it‟s only one night. I AM wouldn‟t have presented
this opportunity to you if you weren‟t up to it. You know that He always
makes sure that we have what we need. You‟ll be fine.” She left as planned. I
was proud of her for taking a b ig step toward emotional independence.
That night I beat the Tarahumara dru m on the ceremonial grounds the for
the benefit of the gathering Indian spirits. I danced and sang, joining them in
celebration.
I meditated afterwards and received vis ions of beautiful eyes with violet
pupils surrounded by orange irises. The pupils gently pulsed in a soothing
rhythm.
Marjie got home around eleven thirty the following night in good spirits.
In her talk she had explained the symbolis m of the spirit staff and had
repeated Tanner‟s words about the importance of loving the Earth and the
creatures on it. “I got a lot of applause. I came away knowing that I was more
advanced than most of the others, who knew very little about the workings of
Spirit.”
“I knew you would enjoy it once you got there. I‟m really proud of you.
You proved to yourself that you are ready to start instructing others.”

Two days later we were getting ready to go to dinner when Marjie came
upstairs and asked, “Were you talking on the telephone in the last couple of
minutes?”
“No, I was getting dressed.”
“Well, I heard you talking. It was your voice, but not loud enough to
understand the words. That‟s the second time this week that has happened.”
On the way to the restaurant Perithnea said, “Do you like your toes?”
“Sure. They help me climb, ju mp , and keep my balance. They‟re real
important parts of my body.”
“Mine are too. Ho w many dig its do you have altogether?”
“Twenty. Why are you asking me? You can count.”
“I have twenty two.”
“Do you have an extra toe on each foot?”
“No, I have an extra finger.”
“Why do you have six fingers?”
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“They help me keep my balance when I‟m flying.”
“Do all faeries have six fingers?”
“Yes.”
“That's interesting, but I thought you used your wings for flying, not y our
hands.”
“They just provide propulsion.”
“You use your hands to guide yourself?”
“Yes.”
“With an extra finger, I bet you can manipu late things quite well.”
“Yes. I'm good at picking things up.”
“You taught me something I d idn't know about fairies. Thanks.”
“I have to go now, because mother's going to start getting a headache.”
There were patches of fog on the roadway when we drove back home. In
some places the fog was layered just above the roof of the car. Marjie said, “It
was a rush going under that fog! The way it looks reminds me of the plane of
books. I wonder why the ceiling is so low there. It's not like that anywhere
else I‟ve been.”
“Maybe it only needs to be that high for them. That reminds me that
Perithnea said you wanted to go back to the peaks, but you haven't mentioned
it because you don‟t think this is a good time of year to go. Actually, it is a
good time, because it‟s after the summer crowd and before the skiing crowd
and the trees will be showing their fall colors. Do you want to go back to the
peaks?”
“Yes, but I only want to go to the peaks and nowhere else. I don't want to
waste my t ime. I feel drawn to the meadow again, but I don't know why.”
“Perithnea said that there‟s a lot more in the book about the peaks and
that we need to have another session about them.”
“That‟s okay by me, when we have a good time to do one.”
Following the instructions which she received fro m Mi, Marjie co mp leted
her bed. She had made the cover of overlapping felt leaves and the mattress
was a little burlap sack filled with cedar shavings. The tiny pillow was also
shaped like a leaf.
Beth‟s barking woke me in the wee hours of the morning, which was
something she never did unless she sensed a threat. I went to investigate but
saw nothing. I assumed that she had sensed a spirit wh ich had disturbed her.
She had delivered her pups and apparently was trying to protect them.
I went back to sleep in the downstairs bedroom so as not to wake Marjie,
and when I woke up, I clearly heard her call out my name. I answered but got
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no reply, so I went upstairs to find out what she wanted. “I didn‟t call you,”
she said.
“First it was you hearing me calling you and now I‟m hearing you calling
me. I wonder if it‟s Mi.” I felt a crawling sensation on my left ear so realistic
that I grabbed for whatever insect it might be, but nothing was there.
“Something‟s crawling on my ear,” I said. “There it goes again. Do you see
anything there?‟ The crawling sensation persisted and I reached for the culprit
but couldn‟t find anything.
“No, I don‟t see anything, but I could have sworn that a spider was
crawling on me a wh ile ago and I pulled back the covers but didn‟t see one.”
“I bet it‟s Mi playing tricks on us.”

We took a ride in the country and found a Christmas tree farm where we
could dig up any tree we wanted. After selecting one that we liked, we
planned to return the following day to get it, and headed for home.
The unfamiliar back roads we traveled led us to a pow-wow wh ich the
Choctaws were hosting near Henning, Tennessee next to their small housing
development. We didn‟t know about the pow-wow, but once more our blind
steps had taken us to the right place and just in time, for the festivities were
going to be over in a couple of hours. The first acquaintance we met was
Patsy Thompson, who was glad to see us again. She told us that she had been
feeling much better about the death of her cousin since coming to our powwow. At our place she realized that for the first time in the two years after his
death that she had stopped grieving over losing him, and her mind had been at
ease ever since.
Don White, the Seneca elder who had blessed our pow-wow grounds and
his wife were present and we had a long talk with them about our problems
with Charley. They had already heard about our troubles and were very
understanding of our decision. They were also disappointed by his actions.
Roger, Leanna and others who knew Charley said that they had doubts
about his honesty from the beginning and were sorry that we had been mislead
by him. They knew we were sincere, and had been concerned for our welfare
instead of his. Leanna had prayed with others that we would not be hurt by
Charley and that any negative energy he left behind would be dissipated. We
heard that our names had been mentioned by many of the Indians in praise of
our efforts to make the pow-wow a success, which confirmed what Alta Sha
had already told me.
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Several o f the Indians said that they had felt a special spirit at our place
and offered to help us put on another pow-wow in the future. Marjie was
excited about the idea of sponsoring an event not for making money, but for
spiritual growth. It would be for friendship and bonding and talking about
Spirit.
Marjie went to work right away on her caterpillars when we got home,
even though her implant had been bothering her for the last three evenings. I
had wanted to speak to Nucleus and Mother about this, but she had been
reluctant. She finally agreed to have a session.
Before we started, Perithnea said, “One reason I love mother so much is
because she is mental.”
I laughed. “What do you mean by that?”
“She sometimes needs my help and that's why I‟m here. When she gets
confused and doesn't know what to do, her mind goes blank. She doesn't
deliberately say things to irritate you, like when she kept reading all the road
signs about how to go to Humboldt, even though you already knew how to get
there. She was reassuring herself that she wasn't lost.”
“I know she has a poor sense of direction, and was reading them more for
her own benefit than for mine, but she has a good mind. She understands how
I want to work with Native A mericans in the future and is thinking of how to
organize an event already.”
“Mother will be very important in organizing things in the future, but she
can't do it all by herself.”
“She has your help, Alta Sha's help, and my help,” I rep lied.
“But she doesn't know that she has your help. She's afraid to ask.”
“You mean she‟s afraid to ask me to help her with something that is part
of I AM's plan?” I was shocked.
“I told you she was mental. So meone is calling her. I‟d better go.”
“Yes, we do have work to do. Good bye.”
“Bye.”
After the countdown Marjie said, “I‟m hold ing up my arms to get an
embrace fro m Mother. She wants me to imitate her movements.” With a big
smile, Marjie rocked her upper body, imitating Mother‟s head and arm
movements. “She is asking me what I learned by doing those movements. I
learned to do as I am told.”
“What else did you learn?”
“I don't know.”
“Did you enjoy making the movements?”
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“Yes.”
“Then you learned that they are enjoyable.”
“Mother is telling me telepathically that if I enjoy doing something, why
do I worry what others think about it? She‟s showing me the woman who was
having fun on a kiddie ride at the store and didn‟t care what others thought of
it. I made fun of her and now I‟m ashamed. I‟m sorry I did that.
“She is inspecting my imp lant. It‟s functioning properly. Now she‟s
giving me the co mmunication rod.”
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Compatibility
Nuke's head movements began as he spoke through her. “Hello, Pat.”
“Good evening, Uncle Nuke. I'm sorry we didn't answer your call
sooner.”
“No apology is necessary. I have been experimenting with the “bridge” to
determine if there is a better method for making contact. You could not have
been expected to recognize a new approach the first time it occurred.”
“The weather has been quite wet, and the implant has bothered her in the
past in damp weather. We thought it might be the cause of her discomfort but
it continued after the weather cleared up.”
“No apology is necessary.”
I told him about our pleasure at the unexpectedly warm greetings
received at the pow-wow. “I am surprised that you found this honor to be
unexpected. You are deserving of it. You are amo ng a very elite group which
has been selected to do great things.”
“I was pleased that they thought so highly of us.”
“You are a human being with many talents, and you share them freely.
That makes you unique. You wou ld be welco me at my table at any time.”
“I‟m looking forward to the day when that will happen.”
“Now that we have all the comp liments done, we should proceed with our
questions.”
“Your list has probably grown long in the time since we talked.”
“I have thought of it several times.”
“Who do you think should go first?”
“As you are my guest, you go first.”
“You have told us that the New W orld is ready. Is this a time o f waiting
for you, or is there still much work to be done?”
“I am still quite busy making other preparations.”
“Would you mind sharing the nature of your work with me?”
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“I am involved in making transportation arrangements. I am also sorting
out the deluge of desires which are being collected by my system.”
“Desires?”
“Yes. Everyone who has been selected for the elite group which is going
to the New World has been given the opportunity to express their desires to
the system. Each desire is described by a symbol. If there is a counteracting
desire, they cancel one another out. All of this appears on my screen. It is
quite a show. Only those desires which remain are processed further.”
“You must have some method for priorit izing the desires which remain.”
“Yes, but first there is an awful lot of trash wh ich must be eliminated.”
“Are humans the only source of trashy desires, or do some of th em co me
fro m other life forms also?”
“Hu mans are not the only source.”
“It‟s good that we won‟t be bringing the trash with us to the New Earth.
Do the people who will be taken have to practice making contact with your
system in order to register their desires?”
“No. It requires no work on their part. It is an automatic process. It‟s
easier to deal with less complicated forms of life, because their desires are
much simp ler. All they want is a few others of their own kind and an adequate
environment.”
“Hu mans are always changing their minds about what they want. Doesn't
that complicate matters?”
“Yes. That is why we always allow them other options in the future and
to rethink what it is that they want. On the New Earth people will still be able
to make choices and change their minds.”
“In this country we have so many options to choose from that we often
don't know what we really want, in contrast to so many other places where
people have very few choices.”
“Of course, we have established certain priorit ies among people. Those
that are most important have only two choices to make at this time.”
“What are they?”
“Whether to live or to die.”
“Why would some choose to die if they have the option of going to a new
world where they will no longer have to suffer?”
“Those who are victims and have been victims all of their lives might
choose death.”
“Would they choose a natural death, or some other means?”
“Not of natural causes.”
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“By what causes, then?”
“Vict ims of disease, of famine, of war.”
“Certainly people who are innocent victims should have priority. I
thought you were speaking of people who are repeatedly choose bad
relationships or those who have self-defeating patterns of behavior.”
“No, such people will not be chosen to go. If they were allowed to come
to the New Earth, they would bring their problems with them. The wo man
through whom I speak has come a great distance in a short time. She has come
far enough to be allowed to go. It has been most interesting to watch how she
has changed.”
“Did you have foreknowledge that she would change?”
“I had hope and I had my instructions, which I followed. It is still
interesting to watch how she changes.”
“It is the work of I AM. He has His own plans.” He raised his eyebrows
at this.
“Do you have other questions you would like to ask at this time?”
“No. What questions do you have?” I asked.
“I have been invited to a gathering of those who wish to be bonded.
However, there is no one like myself with whom I can bond that will be in
attendance. How can I still this troublesome thought?”
“Will everyone at the party have a mate, or are they to find one at the
gathering?”
“The gathering is for those who wish to be bonded and who are seeking
someone with who m they can bond.”
“Didn't you tell me that you considered being bonded in the past but
quickly returned to your work instead?”
“Yes.”
“Is there a part of you that still wants to bond?”
“Perhaps thirty percent but seventy percent is fear.”
I smiled. “I'm not sure that I know what you mean by bonding. For
humans, physical contact is an important part of the bonding process. We
need to be physically compatible with our partner. For some it goes beyond
that to spiritual bonding but not always. How important is the physical aspect
to you?”
“I assure you that I do have a gender, Pat.”
“If the physical is an important part of the relationship, then why would
you want to bond with someone who is not physically similar? Was the one
you considered bonding with in the past attractive?”
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“To be bonded with someone unlike myself would be like having another
pet.”
“You already have a pet. Why would you want another?”
“I don't want another. That is all that I know about bonding.”
“I understand that you are capable of traveling through time. You have
told me that your parents helped to build the Pyramids, but you haven't told
me which of your parents was human, and which was not. Was it your
mother?”
“It was my father.”
“I have heard many stories about men whose sperm has been taken for
genetic purposes by your kind to create hybrid offspring. Is this not true?”
“It is.”
“Then some of them must be similar to you.”
“Yes, but they are far away. They are inaccessible.”
“What do you mean, inaccessible?”
“I would have to travel a great distance.”
“Didn‟t those who came here for sperm t ravel a g reat distance?”
“Yes, but that is their position. In my position, I cannot travel great
distances. I must stay near my system.”
“Can't someone in your high position and with your degree of
responsibilit ies request that some hybrids be brought to you, so that you can
meet them?”
“You mean a mail-order bride?”
“No! You don't have to marry them just because you invite them to meet
you. Couldn't you request a meeting with someone just to find out if you like
them?”
“I hadn't considered that. I don't know if it would be allo wed.”
“Certainly your desires must be as important as those of others. Why
shouldn't you be allowed to meet with your own kind? Who else would you
want to bond with, for heaven's sake? It seems like a very reasonable request
to me.”
“Perhaps I could have a whole train load of them shipped here.”
“Why not?” I paused. “You asked me to help you get rid of a very
important part of yourself, the desire to bond with someone. I don't understand
why you want to give up something that is so significant.”
“It's only thirty percent. Seventy percent is fear of being bonded.”
“But that's like co mparing apples and oranges. The desire is not the same
thing as the fear.”
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“Will you do me a favor?”
“What is it?”
“Do not mention to anyone that I was able to exp ress my fears this way to
you.”
“Does that mean I can't mention it to my bonded one?”
“No, or my trusted friend.”
“Oh, you mean Alta Sha.”
“Yes.”
“Very well, I won't, but I would like you to know that I have known of
men in our society with great responsibilit ies who also had doubts about
themselves with regard to bonding.”
“Thank you for that. I will think about what you have said. The contact is
growing weaker. She is struggling,” he said.
“Yes. She‟s getting tired. I think we had better stop for now.”
“I have enjoyed the conversation.”
“Alleluia!”
He raised his eyebrows and said, “Until we meet again.”
After I counted her up, Marjie co mplained of a stiff right hip and pain in
her back fro m sitting on her legs for so long. I reviewed the conversation for
her after she stretched for a few mo ments.
I then took a lone evening walk in the beautiful moonlit night. In the
distance I could hear coon dogs baying. An owl greeted me fro m across the
field with who who whooo when I got back to the house. I imitated his call,
and for the next five minutes we exchanged hoots. He answered each time that
I called, and if I stopped, he would call again. I kept hoping he would co me
near but he stayed put.
We went to retrieve our Christmas tree in the mo rning and were b lessed
with cloudy, cool weather which made the digging easier. We prayed for a
successful transplant and for the health and happiness of the tree and its sprite.
The digging was harder than expected and I feared we might not have gotten
enough of the roots.
We drove through Trenton on the way home. Marjie said, “This is where
I lived with my first husband. I have avoided coming here ever since I left. He
used to beat me and force me to do sexual things that I hated. He was the one
who caused the damage that the ETs fixed with surgery and he was the father
of the two babies that died. I‟m glad the town has changed so much. I hardly
recognize it.
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“There used to be an Indian mound outside of town that I‟d like to go to,
but I can‟t remember how to get there unless we start from court square.” I
followed her confused directions to find court square. She finally located the
right road, but the mound was no longer visible. However, our wandering
around in town was not wasted motion. She realized that revisiting the scene
of several past traumas no longer affected her emotionally.
It took several hours to get the tree home and into a suitable container. By
the time it was situated by a window in the living roo m, we were quite tired.
We took a bath, napped in the afternoon, and spent a quiet night reading.
My book was Norman Fried man‟s Bridging Science and Spirit, which
included a quote from Seth, an angelic messenger channeled by Jane Roberts,
who wrote several books about his teachings. The gist of the quote was that
the atoms we perceive in our reality are actually being constantly recreated by
thought which exists in another dimension. These pulsing atoms are
constantly disappearing and reappearing in our reality, but the gaps between
when they are here and not here are so minute that we don‟t notice their
absence. The matter we see in our reality also exists in several other
dimensions simultaneously and therefore in several other imperceptible
universes, some of wh ich are ad jacent to ours. Those other universes include
other probable selves, other probable futures and other probable pasts. Seth
declared that thought creates all of the different universes and the matter
within them. Energy cooperates with thought to create the forms which we
call matter. Moreover, every individual particle of matter has its own
consciousness and willingly and fully cooperates to create the larger forms.
Seth also said that there is more than one kind of matter and more than
one kind of light. The speed of light as we measure it is unique only to our
dimension. Light travels faster in some d imensions and slower in others, just
as subatomic particles vibrate at faster or slower rates in other dimensions.
This in format ion exp lained ho w it was possible for Marjie to be
operated on in another dimens ion wh ile simu ltaneously being in our ho me ,
and how A lta Sha cou ld t ruth fu lly assert that she was mo re “p resent” in
that other dimens ion when it was happening . The part icles which co mpose
Marjie in th is dimension cou ld actually be p resent in the other fo r
relat ively mo re “t ime” th an they were here.
ETs are able to “ju mp the gap” between these dimensions or universes
with technology and thought. Marjie‟s trance experiences showed that she
could have simultaneous awareness of two and possibly more d imensions. In
order for anyone to cultivate that ability, one must first believe it is possible.
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Some gifted individuals seem to acquire this awareness effortlessly and
sometimes reluctantly, but for most people it requires practice. Would anyone
practice mental telepathy if they did not believe it were possible? If you have
successfully done it time and time again, you know it exists and the denials of
others carry no weight. Personal experience is proof enough.
Alta Sha reiterated many times that one doesn‟t need a scientific study to
prove that a subjective experience actually occurred. Perithnea, Alta Sha and
others were trying to help me bridge the gap between dimensions with my
mind. Eastern sages have taught this capability for thousands of years based
on experiences cultivated through meditation and self contemplation. In
Living with the Himalayan Masters, Swami Rama reports again and again the
“miracu lous” abilities of sages who demonstrated the power of thought to
alter matter. Perhaps these abilities seem miraculous only because we don‟t
believe in the power of the “one pointed mind” which they have spent a
lifetime practicing while seeking union with the All.
Perithnea said that Mi had been learning to bridge the gap betwee n her
dimension and ours. “She is so excited about being able to do things in your
dimension that sometimes things happen that she doesn‟t intend.”
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It was after dark the following night when I went outside to put a heat
lamp inside the well cover to keep the pipes from freezing. A large bird loudly
croaked several times fro m one of our big oaks and the neighborhood dogs
started barking. I listened appreciatively to this curious sound. I had never
heard a bird call like that near our home day or night. From the diminishing
sound of the croaks I could tell that the bird was flying away from me and I
shouted, “Aho!” in greeting. To my surprise, the croaks circled back toward
me. I called Marjie, who came out in time to hear one last croak before the bird
turned northward again, the direction in which we would soon be traveling.
In spite of the cold we took our walk, and Perithnea soon joined me.
“You always wait until we get to the bottom of the driveway to co me out,” I
commented.
“Yep. That way when we get back mother can say, „Well, I didn't enjoy
that walk,‟”
“She would like to enjoy the walk once in a while.”
“I'm letting her share this one. Say something, mother.”
Marjie said, “Yes, I'm here.”
Perithnea said, “I told you so. Did you hear something about a trunk or
some sort of a bo x today?”
“I can't remember anything like that offhand, but wait a minute. One of
the staff members at work was talking about her husband having some salted
deer meat in a bo x under their bed and everyone laughed about it.”
“But it seems there was something about a trunk. I have a trunk. I put
keepsakes in it, things I want to manifest in another dimension someday.
That's where my sock came fro m. Maybe you should consid er making a trunk
in your mind and having things from it manifest in another dimension.”
“I wou ldn‟t know what to put in it. I can't thin k of anything I‟d want to
man ifest elsewhere. I suppose it could be one of the things we have made.”
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“Maybe you just haven't found it yet.”
“Say, do you think Mi thinks I'm mad at her? I haven't heard any more
odd sounds in the house in a day or two.”
“Mi doesn't think you‟re mad. She just needs to learn about human time.
Faery time is not the same as human time.”
“I hope she learns enough about human time so she doesn‟t wake us up in
the middle of the night.”
Marjie said, “I heard what you and Perithnea were saying.”
“Good. I‟m glad you‟re getting to enjoy this walk. Now I remember what
trunk she was talking about. I saw a picture of a mammoth last night. The
scientists who discovered it frozen in the Siberian tundra sewed its trunk back
onto its face, and they put the mammoth in a big container. Did Perithnea hear
what I said?”
“Yes,” Perithnea answered.
“I don't think Perithnea is very interested in Mammoths. She's acting
bored with this subject,” Marjie said.
As we passed by the old school house I said, “You didn‟t act afraid of it
this time.”
“I always think of ghosts when I go by abandoned houses. I once visited a
haunted house where a woman with a lantern has been seen for the past fifty
years. Maybe you and I should visit haunted places and help the spirits pass
into the Light.”
“Why do you think we should do that?”
“It seems like they are stuck in one place.”
“But why do you think we should be the ones to help?”
“When we drive by cemeteries, I often want you to stop so I can see if
there are spirits there that need help.”
“If you‟re planning to start doing that, you'd better make sure you have
plenty of protection around you.”
“I know.”
I was glad that she wasn‟t afraid to approach spirits, in spite of the trouble
they had sometimes caused her. “I‟d be glad to help, if it‟s part of our main
work.”
We were near our house when I asked Perithnea, “What kind of bird did I
hear in the tree?”
“I didn't hear it but mother has a memo ry of it.” She imitated the sound
quite well. “I can make the sound, but I still don‟t know what kind of bird it
was. Maybe it was a cro w with a sore throat!” I laughed.
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“That was no crow,” I said.
“Maybe it was a Roc.”
“You mean the mythical bird?”
“Yes. They stink, and they have great big talons.”
“Aren't they something like a pterodactyl?”
“Uh huh, but they aren't like Harpies. Harpies really stink!”
“Why?”
“They like to ro ll in carrion. They don't eat carrion, they just like to roll in
it. It makes them mean.”
“Why?”
“Nobody wants to be their friend because they stink too much! I have to
go now. Goodbye.”
We retired around nine thirty due to our fatigue and quickly fell asleep.
Around four I woke up, couldn't go to back to sleep, and lay in bed with my
eyes closed waiting for some kind of image to appear through my third eye. I
saw the violet light of I AM and attempted to direct it for healing to our
minister, who had a virus infection. My thoughts then turned to Marjie, Nuke,
Perithnea, Adam, M i, Mother, Alta Sha, our Indian spirits, and what part I
was to play in helping them reach their goals. Perithnea had said a few days
before that if I knew everything that is involved in our mission I wouldn't get
any sleep at all. I would be overwhelmed by all the info rmation.
I redirected my attention to the violet Light and became aware of a high pitched ringing sound which intensified until my entire body vibrated in
sympathy with it. I felt Mother's intense touch and knew she was increasing
my rate of vibration. I was delighted with this new step. Kundalini energy
flowed fro m the base of my spine to the crown of my head for only a minute
or two, and as it faded the pitch of the ringing also diminished and soon I fell
asleep.
As if she had heard my mention of her absence, Mi tickled in my hair
several times during the following day and Marjie said that she heard a loud
humming sound beside her ear, but could see nothing to cause it. Thinking it
was Mi, she had said, “Good mo rning to you, too.”
Go ing to work I saw five crows separated into groups of three and two,
reminding me of the three Tarahu maras who stayed with Doug and the two we
released into Batopilas Canyon. I thought, Three of the Ute’ spirits separated
from the other two and three of the chiefs in the trees are Apache’ and the
remaining two are Sioux. I wonder why this three and two separation keeps
occurring.

625

Tanner Heals
After wo rk we packed in preparation fo r our trip to Wisconsin. Marjie
was too tired to have a session. She said, “Alta Sha sat on the back of the
sofa when I was crochet ing earlier today. At first I saw a finger po inting to
my instructions, and when I looked up, I saw him sitt ing there. I to ld him he
had better get off the back o f the couch, even though I know he wou ldn't
hurt it .”
It so happened that none of our Indian friends were able to go to
Wisconsin. Dr. Lynch recommended that we stay with two of her friends who
lived adjacent to the Stockbridge Indian Reservation, which was not far fro m
the town where the solar energy expert lived. One of the women was a former
nun and the other was a Mohican elder. They often had guests who went there
for spiritual retreats and mutual support and were very active in national and
international efforts to help indigenous women establish psychological and
financial independence. Their home also served as a refuge for reservation
children who needed temporary shelter fro m family problems. We telephoned
them, to ld them why we were co ming to Wisconsin, and they cordially invited
us to spend the weekend with them. Not only would we get to see Miracle; I
AM had arranged an unexpected visit with Nat ive A mericans!
While packing I came across a map of the Spanish Peaks and showed it to
Marjie. “I wonder if this is a reminder that we need to return soon.”
“It makes me want to go back. There are some p laces I would like to
explore.”
“I always like to go back there. You said you wanted to look for
something in that meadow again. Maybe we‟re supposed to take some of these
chiefs with us.”
“That reminds me, I heard that big bird off and on again today but I didn‟t
get a look at it.” I also heard its loud croak once or t wice before we fell asleep.
Immediately upon awakening Marjie said, “We had a visitor last night
around one o‟clock. A little girl stood at the foot of the bed near your fee t. She
would have come to shoulder height. She was only there for a few seconds. I
blinked my eyes and noticed that she had become a hazy ball of light near the
ceiling. I saw her again up in the dormer beside the bed. I know it was real.”
“Was it someone you recognized?”
“No. I kept hearing the bird calling through the night, too.”
“I wonder if there‟s a connection between them. Perithnea was talking
about an Indian spirit turning into an animal a few days ago. Maybe she is the
bird, or inhabits the bird. That might explain why it‟s hanging around. We‟ve
never had a bird like that here before.”
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We had started for Wisconsin when Perithnea joined me. “You almost
left me behind.”
“What do you mean?”
“You didn‟t ask me if I wanted to come, but I came anyway.”
“I always assumed you would come. You never had to be invited before.”
“I was going to. You were visited in the middle of the night.”
“Yes, by the little g irl. Who was she, one of the sprites?”
“No. It was a friendly spirit.”
“Is she connected with the bird we've been hearing/”
“Yes.”
“I thought so. Are they one and the same?”
“You are very smart, father.”
“I assume that means yes.”
“Uh huh.”
“How d id she know where to find us?'
“Word gets around. You now live at a very sacred place, father.”
“It feels sacred,” I replied.
“Are you excited about your trip?” she asked.
“In a way I am, and in another way, I'm very calm.”
“That's very good. In the past, if you had called a litt le town and had been
unable to get a vacancy, would you have gotten nervous and upset?”
“I probably would have.”
“But now you're going to spend the night on a reservation!”
“Yes. The wo man I talked to sounded very friendly. I think it‟s going to
be a good experience.”
“It's going to be a wonderful trip. It‟s a step that I AM placed in y our
path.”
“I could tell it was because of the way things happened. I had thought
about calling Van to get the name of her friends but I decided not to because I
thought they would need more notice. Then Van phoned us out of the blue and
encouraged me to go ahead and call, so I knew it was something I AM wanted
us to do.”
Perithnea yawned. “Well, she's opening up her canyon again. I guess I
better go.”
“Alright, I'll see you later. Maybe we can sing a song together.”
“Okay.”
After a short while, Alta Sha touched my hand. Looking at Marjie to see
what she wanted, I unintentionally veered onto the paved right shoulder. He
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said, “First of all, stay in your lane. Secondly, it has been a long time since
we shared morn ing light together.”
I smiled. “It has been quite a while.”
After a brief silence, he continued, “You and Marjie have grown a great
deal. Soon you will have no need for Alta Sha.” I gave him a shocked look.
“Not so?”
“No! We do have need of you.”
“Perhaps the day will co me when we will stand side by side, instead of
you in the arms of A lta Sha.”
“We will always have need of you as a friend, forever.”
“Of course, that is so.”
“I have many questions about our visitor last night. What is her name?
Why was she there? Where did she come fro m? Will she be with us for long?
Why does she assume the form of a bird? What kind of bird is she? A dozen
questions.”
“Indeed. She is exactly as she has been described to you, a spirit who was
drawn to your Light and just a visitor. She was attracted to the Light, as are
many spirits. She assumed the form and sound of a bird so that you would
notice.”
“It was something I couldn't miss.”
“Exactly.”
“Will she be with us for a while?”
“Yes, for a t ime. Her name is not important.”
A brief silence followed and then I said, “The trees aren‟t as colorful as I
thought they would be this late in the fall.”
“They will be more co lorfu l as you travel north.”
“I'm not used to seeing the air look so brown in this part of Illinois. It's
usually very c lear up here.”
We were driving between manmade cliffs cut into a limestone hill
designed to decrease the slope of the highway . A number of cedars were
growing along the terraced ledges. “I love the cedars and the stone reminds
me of the mountains out west. What is drawing Marjie to the mountains now?
Are the spirits we left there calling to her?”
“Not the spirits that are there, but the spirits with in her and you.”
“Why do they want to go there?”
“If she were to go to the mountains, a blending of spirits would take
place, and much more.”
“Are you speaking of the Ute‟s who stayed with us ?”
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“Yes. The two that are with you wish to join with the three that you
released into the stone wall. The ones you know as Tanner and the Eagle have
not been able to grow as they should.”
“Why not?”
“Modern civilization. They are not in an environ ment conducive to their
growth. They have become confused.”
“Have we failed them in some way?”
“No, it is not because of any failure on your part. They need to take this
trip. It is very important to them, just as it is to you. They need to be in an
environment that will enable them to grow.”
He reached to wipe away a tear that had formed in my eye. I was sad to
know that Tanner and Rides the Wind were confused and needed to join their
brothers.
“They also must grow,” he said. “They are in the hands of I AM. Why
add grief?”
“It had not occurred to me that they also need to grow, because they are
already so wise.”
Perhaps the old one needs to come back to teach you.”
“To instruct all of us?”
“All who are involved. Perhaps not.” As if a new thought had just
occurred to him, he smiled broadly.“I AM has prepared more steps for Alta
Sha. Allelu ia!”
“Alleluia. Are the Tarahu mara spirits who entered Doug still with him?”
“No, they have been released.”
“To their canyons, the Spanish Peaks, or some other place?'
“They have returned.”
“Do you mean they are near our ho me?”
“Yes. They do not require a body to travel.”
“I never understood why it was necessary for them to use Marjie's body
for traveling.”
“It was for spiritual g rowth.”
I nodded. It was the experience of being in Marjie's body and of our being
aware of them wh ich had been important.
“It would not be wise for Marjorie to allo w these three to enter her now.
They would bring some of the qualities of the body that they have recently
inhabited with them.”
“Will those qualities pass away in time?”
“Yes.”
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I wondered how long it would be before we could take them back to the
peaks. If we didn‟t leave pretty soon, Apishipa pass would be covered with
snow and we might have to wait until spring. Alta Sha continued to crochet
for Marjie and commented, “Alta Sha can crochet well.”
“Is this something you learned fro m her? Or do you just know how
because you need to?”
“Because she has need, and it is a small thing for me to do.”
“Why is she doing so much of it now?”
“It is a skill that has lain dormant for many years until now. It g ives her
much satisfaction. She is making a gift for your mother.”
“That‟s very thoughtful. My mother will like it very much.”
“She tires now. A ll is well. A llelu ia.”
“Alleluia.”
Bernadette, being sung by Aaron Neville, was almost finished at mid mo rning when Perithnea sang the last few words with him. “They saved the
best song for last,” she said. She took out some other tapes to play but I said,
“I don‟t want to listen to any more tapes right now.”
“Maybe you‟d like the radio. Maybe you can get WLS.”
“What‟s that?‟
“Chicago.”
After searching unsuccessfully for a station with easy listening music, I
settled on a Chicago news report, but the news wasn‟t good.
Because of a gang rivalry, a fourteen year old boy had killed another
fourteen year old but had shot the wrong boy, who didn‟t belong to a ny gang.
Several other children were being held on murder charges, including an 11
year old and two ten year olds who threw a five year old boy off the top of a
high rise apart ment building.
“That's depressing,” Perithnea said.
“It sure is. Chicago is so full of negativity I wish we didn‟t have to drive
through it.” I turned off the radio. In a field to our right I saw a hawk hovering
and a crow flying near it. Crows and many other birds normally harass hawks,
but these two were peaceful. It was as if this scene was designed to counteract
what we had just heard on the radio by showing that natural enemies can
peacefully coexist if they want to. I thought it was an example hu mans would
do well to fo llo w.
Perithnea said, “What do you want to be when you grow up?”
I laughed. “I'm not sure what I want to be, but I don't want to be any one
thing forever.”
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“Very good. You could be a faery, but, if you choose to be a faery, you
have to keep on being a faery.”
“Oh, you don't have any other choice?”
“No, so you better make up your mind before you decide to be a faery,
because once they slap those wings on you, you're stuck with them!”
“Thanks for the heads up. I‟ll have to think about other options before I
make a choice.”
“The probabilities are that not many people are going to believe in you if
you are a faery. Even in other dimensions they have trouble believing in
faeries.”
“Why?”
“They aren't sure about us.”
“Does Uncle Nu ke know about faeries?”
“I don't know. I've never been there.”
“Well, he's about 37 light years away in another dimension. The opening
may be in the Pleiades. If you want to go looking for him, he might be in that
neighborhood.”
“That's a long way. That's something for me to write down in my book. I
have a book too, you know.”
“Is it your diary?”
“No, it's my book.”
“Are you writ ing a book, too?”
“Of course. It‟s about my life.”
“When you finish it, will you put it in the place of books? It may be such
a long book that you will have to make it in different volumes and put them
there one at a time.”
“Well, this one will be finished when I give up this job.”
“What job? I thought you were stuck with being a faery forever. Isn't that
your job?”
“Yes, but I mean when I stop being mother's faery.”
“But you said you would always be our child!” I was getting alarmed.
“I will, but somebody else might take over the job of being her
protector.”
“Will you start another book when this one is finished?”
“Of course. Hah! I sounded like Alta Sha! I must be getting bigger.”
“I don't think my book will be fin ished until they come to get us.”
“Who do you think will print your book if you wait until they come to get
you?”
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“Surely those guys know how to print books.” She looked at me
incredulously. “You think I had better start getting it printed now, huh?”
“Yes, but your book is never going to end, because it is the story of your
life.”
“But it could be in different volumes. Where do you think the first
volume should end?”
“The Tarahumara.”
“But we aren't finished with them yet. What about those that just came
back?”
“They can be in volume t wo or volu me three.”
“Has Marjie finished typing about the Tarahumara yet?”
“She just finished typing the part where the spirits contacted her at Mesa
Verde‟.”
“I thought so. You always have a reason for bringing up these things.
Alta Sha was right when he said I was going to be busy.”
“You have a lot of pages, and they are single spaced.”
“But a lot of it can be condensed.”
“You need to find an editor.”
“I have to edit it first.”
“Don't you have a friend who helps people write books?”
“Who?”
“Polly.”
“I don't know that I wou ld want her help. I have read some of her writing,
and I wasn't very impressed.”
“But what if she has information that might help you?”
“I guess that's a possibility. But I'm not sure I could trust her with it. She
talks too much.”
“Why don't you trust her?”
“Because she led me and Marjie into a place that was full of negativity
and she knew it. She hasn't called to apologize for it, either.”
“You shouldn't burn your bridges.”
“Well I haven't burned them. She seems to be doing a good job of it
herself.”
“I'm not suggesting you have to be buddy-buddy, but she might be able to
help you get it published.”
“I'll have to give it some thought. Alta Sha said that even if she listened,
she wouldn‟t change. He said she is greedy. Why would I trust something so
important to someone like that?”

632

Faeries, Angels, Indians and Aliens
Perithnea looked crestfallen. “Well, Perithnea, you really messed that one
up,” she said.
“Even though I don't like the idea, if it‟s what I AM wants me to do, I
will do it .”
I wanted to soothe her feelings, but before I could I heard , “You are
speaking to Alta Sha.” The sudden change took me by surprise. He said, “It is
the will of I AM that you see clearly.”
“That's what I am trying to do.”
“That was the purpose of Perithnea's questions.”
“I don't know what you mean by saying that was the purpose. Either she
wanted me to ask Polly to help, or she wanted me to say no. Was she trying to
lead me toward Polly, or was she putting me to the test?”
Alta Sha said, “Where is your intelligence, my friend? Perithnea was not
testing you. You have said that you are not sure that you would trust Polly
with your wo rk. No one is disagreeing with that.”
“Then I don't get the point.”
“Perithnea raised the question of whether you want Polly to help you
write this book in order that it would u ltimately be published.”
“I might let her publish it, but I would never let her help me write it!”
“Very good. The questions were asked so that these feelings would come
to the surface.”
“Well, she sure raised my defenses. The idea of letting someone else help
me write the book is unacceptable to me. Why was it necessary to bring out
these feelings?”
“To place you on solid ground, so that later on, you will not be swayed.”
“Oh! That I understand very well; that is good, to show me that I should
hold my stance and not let anyone else write it for me or change it around into
something it isn't intended to be.”
“You will make new contacts at the university who will know ways of
getting a book published. And your friend the min ister could be of help.”
“Perhaps this could become a Un ity book. I wou ld like that. I wonder
how one gets Unity to publish a book.”
“That is your choice. In the past when directions have been given to you
which were the will o f I AM, you followed them without pause. This time,
you were given several possible direct ions, so that you can make the choice of
which is best for you.”
“Very well.”
“Alleluia,” he said, and departed.
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We arrived at our destination without difficu lty. Ruth and Dot were very
friendly and gracious and made us feel welco me. Su rrounded by evergreens,
their home was located only a few miles fro m the Stockbridge Reservation in
a peaceful rural area near a large lake. They informed us that they were
expecting guests from the reservation to discuss problems the tribe was having
with its governing officials.
Ruth and Dot had been very active in tribal affairs. We heard complaints
fro m them and their guests that the tribal chairman and his henchmen had
been ignoring the will of the people and refusing to account for tribal funds,
which were considerable since the opening of a casino. A special election had
been held to rid themselves of the chairman by due process, but the Bureau of
Indian Affairs refused to recognize it.
The tribal council, which was controlled by the chairman, had passed
election regulations which prevented the mo re educated and qualified
members of the tribe fro m seeking office. The BIA and the state's law
enforcement agency had been asked to investigate the financial manipulations
of the chairman and to oversee another election in the coming fall. Our hosts
and a few other members of the tribe had plans to visit tribal headquarters the
following day and to demand to see the supposedly public financial records.
We were invited to go with them and we accepted. I began to think we had
been led to the reservation not only as guests but also to demonstrate the
power of I AM to heal tribal p roblems.
The conversation eventually turned to questions about our background,
providing a chance to talk about our spiritual calling and our desire to see
Miracle. Dot and the guests also expressed interest in going to see the calf.
We left for headquarters early in the morning and were blessed by the sight
of deer, grouse, and crows along the way. None of the tribal officials were
present at the headquarters and the buildings were locked. The group was
discussing their options when we told them that we sometimes used healing
energies to correct problems and wanted to spend a few minutes walking around
the grounds. Following Marjie‟s lead, I walked with her to a barn, a steel
storage building, and a small house. We placed our hands on each of them and
projected healing Light.
Marjie picked up a handful of soil and said, “I‟m supposed to heal the
ground on which we stand.” I put my arm around her shoulder and quietly
prayed for healing, justice, mercy and unity among the people of the
reservation and a rekindling of their reliance on the Great Spirit. I visualized
Light entering each of the buildings to purify and banish any darkness that
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might be left in them or brought to them in the future. Marjie placed two
handfuls of blessed dirt on the banister of the small house which served as the
tribal o ffice.
As we were leaving Marjie said, “I feel very good about the outcome of
this healing. There is so much Light here now that no darkness will be ab le to
withstand it. Everything is going to be alright.”
One of the wo men asked, “What do you mean by that?”
I said, “Justice will be done.”
Marjie rubbed her hands together and with tears in her eyes, said, “I can
still feel the energy in my hands. I know without a doubt that a healing took
place.”
Alta Sha joined me shortly thereafter. “Marjie recognizes what she feels.
She is learning.”
I left Marjie at the home of our hostesses and kept an appointment with
the solar energy expert who lived in another town. There I learned that a
complete solar system for household heating and appliances would cost
approximately $20,000, which seemed a rather impractical sum to me. It
would be many years before such a system could pay for itself in savings.
In my absence, Marjie, Ruth and Dot had visited with some Ind ian
wo men at the tribal library. Their spiritual gifts had imp ressed Marjie. “One
of them told me that I was one of only three people she had ever met who
returned spiritual energy to her instead of only receiving it. The other one
gave me this crystal bear to wear around my neck, to give me clear vision.”
She was elated.
Marjie and I toured the reservation on our own that afternoon. We entered
a park beside a small river wh ich contained a cemetery. I was disappointed to
find that the tombstones only had European names inscribed on them. Marjie
said, “The energy here is bad. This place feels fake to me, like it‟s a pretense
of some kind.”
“It‟s a shame that their Indian names aren‟t on the stones,” I said. “Either
they lost the sense of who they are, or they succumbed to the pressure to
behave like white people.”
We drove to an area which appeared to be a ceremonial ground of some
kind and I started to park. “I can‟t stand the energy here,” Marjie said. “I just
feel revulsion.” I turned quickly away and we drove to a picnic area beside a
small river underneath some evergreens. The water no isily rushed over the
boulders in its narrow, shallo w bed. “This is mo re like it ,” she said. “The
energy is good here.”
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We got out of the car. The sky was cloudless, a slight wind was blowing,
and the water was crystal clear. I hugged several of the trees as we walked
along the river in a mutual sharing of energies. Mi was tickling me in various
places on my body, more so after I told Marjie that I felt her. Mother was also
touching me. I asked Marjie to sit with me on a log in the sunlight by the
stream. Tanner came to mind and I had an urge to get the reindeer bells fro m
my boots, which were in the trunk of the car. I began to shake them in a
typical Indian dance rhythm like the beat of a tom. In a few mo ments, Marjie
said, “I feel as if I could fly right now.”
“Do you want me to count you down?” I felt strongly that Tanner would
channel.
“Yes.”
I prayed for Light, love, protection, understanding, wisdom, and
communicat ion with any spirits who might wish to come through. Marjie
immed iately started making the flying movements of Rides the Wind. He said,
“I see the master's arm stretched out before me, the signal to land.”
After a brief silence, I asked, “Are you with Softener of Skins?”
“He is here. He feels the pain that is in the hearts of these people. He will
use his healing powers to help them.”
“Does he have words to share?”
Tanner stood and walked to the bank of the river, stretching his arms out
toward the sky. “The earth, the sky, the four d irect ions. Feel the truth that is in
the wind. Feel the truth on your face. Feel the truth in your heart. Feel the
truth in hands that touch. In your heart you know what to discard. Discard all
evil. Discard all darkness. There is healing in the wind. It will take many
forms.”
He released Marjie. “Are you flying?” I asked.
“I feel as if I‟ve been thrown down. It is finished.”
“Are you ready for me to count you up?”
“Yes.” I did. “Feel my hand.” It was icy. “He touched me there. I felt his
touch, and then he took it away, quickly. I watched him take powerful things
out of his medicine bag. He held them up to each of the four directions, the
earth, and the sky. He released them into the wind for healing.”
Although the ceremony lasted only a couple of minutes, Marjie was
exhausted. We returned to the house, where she took a nap while I went for a
hike to enjoy the beauty of the surrounding countryside. I found a secluded
litt le clearing next to the lake where I said prayers of thanks and watched the
sun dip down over the crystalline water before heading back to the house.
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Ruth had prepared a delicious supper for us, including foods we had not
eaten before. Marjie loved the baked acorn squash served with Amaretto
splashed over it. We described the healing ritual which Tanner had performed
and repeated his words for them. This led into a d iscussion of experiences
with the Tarahumara and Ute‟ spirits. They weren't sure what to make of all
that and had few co mments.
Their after dinner guests again conversed about the tribe's troubles. Ruth
got sleepy and turned in early after the guests left. Dot then became more
personal in her conversation with us. She gave the impression of being very
centered and peaceful, saying that she did not get “riled up” about tribal
injustices in the same way that Ruth and some others did. She revealed a deep
love for her people, explaining that she was a member of the Moh ikenagi
Tribe, whose name had been corrupted by white men to Mohican. They and
the Munsee people shared the small Stockbridge reservation.
I was awakened early in the mo rning by an electronic tone, although there
was nothing physical in the vicinity to cause a sound like that. I had trouble
going back to sleep and got out of bed around six. When Marjie wo ke up, we
agreed that our work was done and it was time to leave.
Dot and Ruth insisted on taking our pictures, having us write in their
guest book, getting our address and phone number, and giving us gifts of sage,
spirit rocks fro m lake Superior, wild rice, magazines , a newspaper about
Native A mericans, and a great deal of good will. We made a donation to apply
to the tribe‟s legal fund, which thrilled the m. We were invited to come back.
Our drive through the rural countryside with its hilly farmland, its
picturesque barns on their stone foundations, its well kept yards and trees,
fields and meadows, was very scenic. Marjie asked me to stop at an historical
marker for the first time since we had been together. I was astonished to read
that it was dedicated to Waupaca, an Indian chief! He had been friendly
toward the white immigrants, though his warriors were bitterly opposed and
wanted to kill all of them. He persuaded the warriors to turn back fro m the
warpath. Shortly after they did, he fell dead fro m his horse in the immediate
vicinity. In his honor, a nearby town had been named for him. It seemed no
accident that the one and only marker we had ever stopped to read was erected
to recognize a peace-loving Native A merican.
Near Janesville, ho me of Miracle, we saw three hawks circling, diving,
and looping, entertaining us with their aerial acrobatics. Directly above the
exit to Janesville, two other red tails circled. At the first service station, the
clerk gave me a free map showing the farm where M iracle could be found.
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Within minutes we had arrived. The mid-day weather was sunny and
pleasant. Many vehicles were parked up and down the road and in yards.
Although several people were renting parking spaces for a few dollars apiece,
we found a free spot on the road within easy walking distance.
Considering that Miracle had been born about two months previously, the
crowd was impressively large. A short walk fro m the ad mission tent took us
to the fence behind which Miracle stood next to her mother, eating the feed
they had just received from their caretaker. A spiritual thrill passed through
me as I neared the enclosure. I felt a deep sense of peace as we stoo d by the
fence watching them. Miracle was no longer the pure white she had been at
birth, but a lightly tanned color.
The gate and much of the surrounding fence were covered with various
offerings such as bead work, dream catchers, feathers, pipes, ribbons , tobacco
pouches, etc. As our offering, Marjie hung a beaded hat band she had recently
made on the fence in a place where the buffaloes could easily see it. Our brief
visit lasted just long enough to get a good look and to project a blessing of
Light to Miracle and the other buffaloes nearby. Just as we turned away from
the fence, Miracle and her mother also turned away, going back into a wooded
pasture where it would be difficult to see them. We bought several pictures
taken of Miracle when she was still pure white to give to friends.
Our encounter with Miracle seemed somewhat anticlimactic after driving
so far, but as usual, I AM had made sure that our journey included many
wonderful b lessings. We had assisted in healing tribal wounds that we had
known nothing about when we started!
Perithnea, who had been very quiet for the previous two days, joined me.
“Where have you been?” I asked.
“I've just been listening and watching and playing with cats.”
“Before we left this morning one of the cats jumped on my lap, insisting
that I pet him. When he looked up at me, his eyes were shining like they were
reflecting a light, but there was no light in the room to cause that. It only
lasted a few seconds, and even though the cat looked at me in the same way
several times, the light in his eyes didn‟t return.”
“That was me. I got inside of him.”
“I didn‟t know you could do that! Was that why he wanted me to pet him
so much?”
“Yes, my wings were t ickling him.” I laughed.
“Mi came with us too. I felt her tickling me several times. Did she like
the trees up there?”

638

Faeries, Angels, Indians and Aliens
“Very much. She liked the lampshade, too.”
“Which one?”
“The one that moved last night.” All of us had been sitting in the living
room when suddenly the shade on a table lamp moved as if bu mped by
someone passing by. Dot and Ruth had seen it and registered surprise but said
nothing about it. “You didn't think of Mi when it moved, did you?”
“Yes I did. I thought it was either you or Mi, but I wasn't sure which. I
didn't tell them what I was thinking because I was wa iting to see if they would
comment about it. I was afraid that we had already complicated their world
view too much and that they weren't ready for even more informat ion.”
“That's right! I'm so proud to have you for my father.” I put my arm
around her. “I would g ive you a hug too, but I'm stuck,” she said.
“You're stuck?”
“Yes.”
“Well, you know how I feel about you.”
“Yes.”
“I wish we didn't have to keep stopping in all these little towns. It seems
like we get stopped in every one of them and we aren't making very good
time. It also makes us use more fuel. You could help, you know.”
“All right. Faery fuel, faery fuel, faery fuel.”
“That's good, but it isn't what I had in mind.”
“What else could I do?”
“You could make the lights turn green so we don't have to stop.”
“Okay. Bye.”
Fro m then on, every light that we came to was already green, or turned
green just as we approached! We continued driving until around nine thirty,
when we arrived at home.
After we unloaded the car we decided to take a brief walk aroun d the yard
to enjoy the view of a million stars. I felt a tickling sensation on my cheek,
reached up to scratch it and saw a brief flash of brilliant Light between it and
my hand. We felt very blessed as we enjoyed our stroll. Perithnea jo ined me
and I asked, “Was that your Light or M i's Light that I saw?”
“Neither. It was Adam's Light.”
“Is it already time for h im to wake up?”
“No, he‟s just stirring around a little bit. Just like humans, when faeries
sleep a long time, sometimes they have to get up for a few minutes and stir
around before they go back to sleep.”
“It makes me happy to know that he did that.”
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“You should go to bed, too,” Perithnea informed me. “You‟re exhausted.”
“That sounds like good advice. Good night, Daughter Bright!”
“Night night, Father Bright.”
As I lay in bed pondering the events of the last few months, I thought
how fitting it was that our journey had led to a healing by one of our Indian
spirit friends. Five more powerfu l spirit chiefs had joined us, and many others
had gathered for a divine pow-wow on our sacred grounds. All tribes were
represented in an unprecedented union of spiritual purpose, and we had been
privileged to be their hosts. I eagerly anticipated the new adventures the needs
of our spirit friends would generate.
The End
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