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Introduction 

Volume One of Faeries, Angels, Indians and Aliens described the 

assistance I received from interd imensional beings while helping my wife 

Marjorie to overcome the effects of multip le psychological traumas. Through 

hypnotic sessions she journeyed to the Creator‟s Throne, exp lored her 

childhood misfortunes and those of many past lives , and together we formed  

loving relationships with the interdimensional beings who helped. They 

included Perithnea, a protective faery, Alta Sha, her guardian angel, and Light 

Mother, (a.k.a. Archangel Metatron), who healed Marjorie of several physical 

and emotional ailments. Marjorie eventually remembered many loving  

contacts with extraterrestrials beginning in early childhood. She also 

developed conscious contact with her extraterrestrial mentor, Nucleus 8, the 

Chief of Security for a mult i-galactic and mult i-d imensional Alliance, which  

includes thousands of distinctly different, intelligent, and highly evolved life 

forms. 

At the request of Alta Sha, Marjo rie allowed five ancient spirits of the 

Tarahumara Indian tribe to enter her body for their mutual benefit. After 

sharing their gifts of spiritual wisdom and healing with us, we released two of 

them at their homeland in Batopilas  Canyon, Mexico, to await reincarnation  

as leaders among their people. The remain ing three sojourned within another 

person who had little  interest in them.    

We grieved over the loss of our spiritual friends, but were told by 

Perithnea to expect another group of Native American spirits to join us at 

Mesa Verde National Park, where we accepted the spirits of five ancient Ute‟ 

Indians, who had helped to construct some of the buildings  at Mesa Verde. 

Four of them entered Marjorie and one, in the form of a golden eagle, entered 

me. We learned much about their culture and shared this knowledge with  

others. One of the Ute‟ spirits who named himself Tanner led us to the site of 
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his ruined home and to a sacred circle of stones that he erected hundreds of 

years ago. 

Frequent conversations between me and Nucleus 8, who channeled   

through Marjorie v ia implant technology, led to h im to knowledge of the 

Creator. He revealed that he was supervising the preparat ion of a p lanet fo r 

the future hab itation of selected humans as well as other intelligent life 

forms whose planets were dying. 

Conned by a half-b reed Cherokee claiming to be a fu ll blooded Sioux, we  

hosted a Pow-Wow which drew Indians from various tribes to our home, and 

we became friends with several of them. A huge number of Nat ive American  

spirits representing all the tribes of North A merica simultaneously conducted 

their own Pow-Wow, demonstrating their presence through physical 

manifestations in and around our home. They were also visible to the con man  

and made him quite nervous. 

A wood sprite named Mi joined our adopted spiritual family and began to 

imitate sounds, caused things to move, and tickled us. At times she manifested 

as a fast-flying, brown b lur.  

We became acquainted with a woman who was joined by the spirit of Rapsar, 

the deceased pilot of a sabotaged, interdimensional craft which crashed on one of 

the Spanish Peaks centuries ago, killing all aboard. Rapsar began to channel 

through her, and restored communication with Nucleus 8. It was revealed that ETs 

had been contacting Native Americans for thousands of years.  

Three of the Ute‟ spirits in Marjie were released at the Spanish Peaks , where 

they await reincarnation. Tanner and the spirit of  Rides the Wind remained with 

us. Three of the Tarahumara spirits and those of five famous Sioux and Apache 

warrior chiefs, who remained at our home after the spirit Pow-Wow, guarded us 

from danger until time for us to release them, causing paranormal effects. 

A trip to see Miracle, the famous white buffalo calf, included being 

houseguests of an elder of the Mohican tribe and her ex-nun companion. We 

learned from them that the tribal council of the Stockbridge Indian  Reservation 

was depriving the people of income from their casino. Tanner, also known as 

Softener of Skins, performed a healing ceremony for the tribe while we were 

there. Imprisonment of several offenders occurred within the following year. 

In Volume Two, Tanner elicits our help to find sacred teaching stones 

which are scattered in various locations from the Spanish Peaks to 

northernmost Newfoundland. We make several journeys in search of them, 
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meanwhile encountering numerous, highly improbable synchronicities , which  

serve to convince us that our Creator is in charge and making sure we will 

succeed. 

We learn more about the implants , through which our physical and 

emotional well being is monitored, and which are also two-way transmitters 

of other information The use of crystal technology by the ETs to withdraw, 

store, and direct vital spiritual energy wherever it is needed is demonstrated 

through the mysterious activation of household electronic devices . We learn 

That Marjie is the mother of many hybrid children and has been given 

extraterrestrial DNA. 

Marjorie continues to struggle with chronic emotional and acute physical 

difficult ies. Several medical interventions are performed on Marjorie by the 

ETs in their dimension with definite and rapid beneficial effects on her 

physical body here. For example, the ETs cure a potentially fatal v irus which  

attacks Marjorie‟s neuromuscular system.  

Meanwhile, Nucleus 8 learns to feel and express deep emotions which  

have been deliberately repressed due to intense early conditioning caused by 

highly placed persons who secretly serve the forces of Darkness . Discovering 

such hidden knowledge is potentially fatal to a hybrid such as himself, and  

Div ine intervention is required to save his life.  His successful inner search 

leads to revolutionary changes within his society. 

Alta Sha and Metatron are very active in our lives  and Marjorie‟s  training 

to perfect her channeling continues, along with installation of  new implants 

by Nucleus 8 and 22, head of the Alliance‟s  medical staff. A member of the 

governing Board of Twelve invites me to become a team member. Nucleus 8 

is very disturbed by security-breaching visits from Marjie‟s guardian angel.  

Many paranormal effects are deliberately caused by our interdimensional 

friends to confirm they are exactly what they claim to be.  

The Board of Twelve requests through Nucleus 8 that Marjorie and I 

accept the responsibility of raising two traumatized, sibling children of the 

Teglin lin species who were rescued from their abusive parents . Through ET 

technology, their conscious minds enter Marjorie, while their bodies are safely  

maintained at Alliance headquarters . 

We name the very young female Teglin lin Sarah and her considerably 

older brother Joshua. The Board of Twelve accelerates Sarah‟s growth against 

her will, so that she can quickly assume a vacant position among them, and 

Sarah resists. In order to sabotage the positive changes which are occurring, 
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secret renegade forces within the Alliance make a series of homicidal attacks 

on Nucleus 8, Sarah and Marjorie which nearly succeed.  

Joshua re-enters his body to work in the botanical unit at headquarters of 

the Alliance after he and Adam, our adopted faery son, become good friends. 

They conduct genetic experiments, in order to create new species of flowering  

plants with blossoms having a metallic luster.  

Upon the request of Nucleus 8, we accept an infant Teglinlin, newborn  

brother of Joshua and Sarah, and name him Joseph. At first he requires bottle 

feeding. Sarah continues her training within our home and at the Station 

headquarters of the Alliance, but insists she wants to stay with us always. 

The extraord inary, improbable and mysterious experiences that fill our 

lives are clearly arranged by our Creator and lead to spiritual growth for all of 

us. 
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Main Characters  

Perithnea:  Marjorie‟s protective faery, who agreed to be adopted into 

our family, taught us about faeries, and made us laugh. 

 

Adam:  An adopted faery who decided to learn from and work with  

extraterrestrials, eventually spending most of his time with them. 

 

Mi :  A loveable wood sprite who enjoys tickling people, moving things 

about and making unusual sounds. 

 

Alta Sha:  Marjorie‟s guardian angel and messenger of God, valued 

friend and advisor. 

 

Light Mother/Metatron:  An Archangel who watched over and loved 

Marjorie from age four, providing medical assistance and uniting her with 

abused and neglected Teglinlin children. Invited Rex to work with her. An  

unbelievably vast and powerful being who received our eternal gratitude and 

mutual love. 

 

Nucleus 8 (Marshall Merric Habeen):  A half human, half tall gray  

species hybrid, born in Egypt in the year 2713 B.C. during the construction of 

the Great Pyramid, who is Supreme Lord of Security for the vast, 

multid imensional, Universal Alliance Federation which includes thousands of 

civilizat ions in multip le dimensions . He has been dedicated to protecting and 

mentoring Marjorie from age four.  

 

22:  Member of the small gray species, Chief Physician of the Alliance, 

and participant in multip le medical procedures needed by Marjorie, Nucleus 

8, Sarah and others. 
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Sarah:  A very young Teglinlin hybrid whose consciousness was 

transferred into Marjorie ‟s body through extraterrestrial technology who is 

destined for greatness within the Alliance.  

 

Joshua:  Sarah‟s older brother who was transferred to Marjorie, but who 

soon reentered his body in order to work in the botanical area at Alliance 

headquarters. 

 

Joseph:  Newborn brother of Sarah and Joshua also transferred to 

Marjorie fo r parenting who possesses a delightful, loving and cheerful spirit. 

 

Raps ar:  Deceased pilot of a sabotaged interdimensional craft which  

crashed hundreds of years ago and colleague of Nucleus 8, who assists us in 

finding Tanner‟s sacred stones. 

 

Tanner (a.k.a. Asalara, a.k.a. Reaches for Fire in the Sky, a.k.a. Softener 

of Skins.):  Ancient Ute‟ spirit who shares his wisdom and sends us searching 

for sacred teaching stones at various widely separated locations.  
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Chapter One 

Sacred Stones 

My wife Marjie and I had recently returned from a long trip to 

southwestern locations including the Spanish Peaks near La Veta, Colorado, 

where we had released three Ute‟ spirits who were close companions of 

Tanner, a Ute‟ spirit who also channeled through her. After a day of rest our 

adopted faery child, Perithnea, said to me, “Tanner wants to channel, and it‟s 

time fo r mother to learn more about the Spanish Peaks.”  

“Okay, we‟ll have a session.”  

I counted Marjie down. When she had entered the trance, she said, “I 

see Perithnea. She is taking me to the plane of books. We have come to a 

door. She says we have to go through the keyhole to get in. This time I went  

through easily. Perithnea is leading the way, carefully stepp ing into the 

footprints she left the last time we were here. Each time she lifts her foot  

from a footprint, it  disappears. The same th ing is happening with my 

footprints.  

“Books are jumbled all over the place. I‟m sitting on a box watching her 

burrow through them like a gopher, with the books rising up and falling back 

as she goes through. She‟s bringing me a book I don‟t recognize. I‟m opening 

it. The first page has a feather on it. I think she got the wrong book.” 

“Perithnea wouldn‟t waste your time with  an irrelevant book. Keep  

looking,” I said. 

“I‟m turning the page. I see a rock jutting up from the earth in the 

meadow beside the west peak where we found those rocks with symbols on 

them. It has a flat shape, but the back side is rounded. The side that I‟m 

looking at is like the bottom quarter of a circle, making a crescent. There‟s a 

yellow light all around us. A bird that looks like an eagle is swooping down, 

but it's all the colors of the rainbow. Its talons are stretched out like it‟s going 

to grab hold of the rock. It grabbed but it missed. It flew away.  

“I see Tanner. He‟s crawling toward the stone. He‟s standing up and 

dancing around the stone clockwise. Now he‟s dancing counterclockwise in a 

larger circle but not going completely around it. His steps follow a crescent 
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pattern, like the shape of the stone. Now he‟s kneeling in front of it. He‟s 

placing one of his blind eyes on the stone and now the other one.” 

Marjie suddenly looked very old and tired. In h is aged voice, Tanner said, 

“Come fly with me to the Sacred Peaks. Look for other stones with markings 

in the meadow. Bring the one with the lazy 8 home.” (He referred to a stone 

with an infinity symbol formed on its surface.) Marjie leaned back, looking  

even more like Tanner, who unfortunately had nothing more to say.  

Perithnea suddenly manifested, saying, “She‟s had enough for now, 

father. She‟s been very busy.” 

“What has she been so busy doing?” 

“She‟s been trying to absorb everything like a sponge. Sometimes she is 

able to squeezes a little of it out. I hope you took notes.” 

“I'll remember. Was that a different book about the peaks?” 

“Yes. It was Volume Two.”  

“Tanner said there were other stones with markings up there.” 

“Yes, like those over there.” She pointed to the symbols on the leather 

shield that the Tarahumara spirit, Rocks that Slide, had instructed us to make.  

“How big is the crescent stone? What does it look like?” 

“It‟s like the bottom part of a circle. If you divided a circle about two feet 

tall into four parts with equally spaced horizontal lines and took the bottom 

piece out, that‟s what it would look like. One side is very flat and the other is 

rounded off.” 

“What about the other stones Tanner has told us about? Will we find them 

in the meadow?” 

“Yes.” Marjie yawned and Perithnea said, “That‟s my cue to leave. She's 

going to make an awfully good dinner, you know. Bye!”  

Marjie emerged spontaneously from the trance. “The yellow light around 

everything was really something to see,” she said. 

“Perithnea told me a couple of weeks ago to remember yellow because it 

was significant, and said someone would be talking to me about it, and here 

you are. I wonder if we‟ll find all of the shield symbols on rocks.” 

“The crescent shaped stone can easily be found in the meadow. It‟s not 

very big.” 

 “Now I know why we‟ve been feeling that we needed to go back to the 

Spanish Peaks. Maybe those five warrio r chiefs who are staying here need to 

go there, too. It‟s pretty amazing to me that the Tarahumara shield has the 

same symbols on it as the stones that Tanner wants us to collect. He said that 

the Tarahumara and the Ute‟ tribes were well acquainted, though, so maybe 



Faeries, Angels, Indians and Aliens  

3 

the same symbols were important to all of them. Why do you think he put his 

eyes on the crescent stone?” 

“I don‟t know.”  

“Maybe it represents the loss of his earthly sight in exchange for spiritual 

vision. The yellow light suggests something sacred. It s ounds like we have 

another adventure ahead of us.” 

Over supper I said, “I felt Mi tickle me on my face, my scalp, my nose, 

my eyelid, and behind my ear. Her touch is even stronger since I got home. I 

wonder why she doesn't communicate more with sounds and words. She was 

able to imitate our voices perfectly when she called out our names.” 

“I don‟t know. Maybe she‟s working up to it.”  

Our customary evening walk took us under a very old pecan tree. Sounds 

like the croak of a bird and the loud hum of insects emanated from the tree, 

but there weren't any birds in view and not enough bugs around to make that 

much noise. No sounds could be heard coming from other nearby trees. “I 

think Mi is answering my request for more sounds,” I said. 

As usual, I described my more interesting experiences at work to Marjie 

the following evening. “I felt Light Mother and Mi several times today, 

especially when I was working with a little girl who is very afraid of her 

abusive father. She thinks that he‟s going to come into her room at night and 

take her away from her new home. Fortunately she believes in God and that 

He is stronger than anything. I told her she could surround herself with God‟s 

Light which would keep her safe. She felt much better after learning that she 

could call on His protection.” 

Without a saying a word, Marjie abruptly got up from the table and went 

upstairs, which left me wondering what was up. She quickly returned holding 

a crocheted angel that she had made. “I wasn‟t sure who I was making this 

for, but now I know. Give it to her and tell her to hang it over her bed to 

represent her guardian angel. It was Alta Sha‟s idea.” 

“What a great idea. I can tell her that your guardian angel wants her to 

ask for the help of her  guardian angel.”  

“Alta Sha just said the same thing to me.”  

“Great minds, and all that,” I joked. 

The phone rang. It was Donna, asking to be told about our trip to see 

Miracle. Marjie said, “I‟ve been hoping you would call for the last thirty 

minutes.” 
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After we filled Donna in about the tribal healing ceremonies done by us 

and Tanner and seeing Miracle up close, Perithnea asked Donna, 

“Is Terri there? No? Well tell her Perithnea said hello to her.” Donna told 

Perithnea that she and Terri had been talking about how delightful Perithnea 

was. “Did you hear that father? They think I'm delightful.”   

“You are very precious. Donna, have you had any success in trying to 

contact Clairetrin ia or Ivy?” 

“I‟ve seen some unusual cat behavior but nothing else very definite. I 

made her a little  bed.” 

Perithnea said, “You can put it beside you on your bed, but don‟t roll over 

on it. Ivy is very happy to be there. You don‟t speak the same language, so she 

hasn't been able to communicate in words with you, but be patient and just 

love her as she is.” 

All three of us conversed about a variety of other things until Marjie got 

tired. Perithnea then apologized. “I‟m sorry I talked too long and tired mother 

out. It‟s the first time I talked to someone on the telephone and I got carried  

away. I‟m looking forward to seeing Terri again. Goodnight, Father Bright.” 

“Goodnight, Daughter Bright.” 

Marjie‟s thirteen year o ld son Bart, who lived with h is grandmother,  

came to spend the day and a night with us. At the evening meal Perithnea 

introduced herself. “Hello, brother Bart. I‟m Perithnea, the faery you‟ve been 

hearing so much about.” He was clearly shocked by the sudden change of 

manner and voice coming from his mother.  

After they had exchanged a few words, Marjie emerged and asked, “Did  

Perithnea just do what I think she did?” 

“Yes,” I answered. 

“I hope she didn‟t freak you out, Bart.”  He said it was okay. 

Perithnea jo ined me the following morn ing. She said, “Isn't it a  shame 

that I have a brother and he‟s afraid of me?”  

“Yes, it is, but he wasn‟t expecting to hear his mother speaking with your 

voice, which is so completely different from hers.”  

“I know. I didn't mean to scare him.” She started to prepare a cake mix 

for lunch, saying, “This will be a faery cake.” Bart walked into the kitchen. 

She said, “I'm not going to disappear, because you walked in on a 

conversation that was already taking place.” Bart smiled and talked with her 

for a few minutes. It pleased me to see his willingness to talk with her.  
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I asked him, “Was it you I heard walking on the stairs at daybreak?” 

“No, I was still asleep.”  

“We‟ve been hearing footsteps ever since the Indian spirits came here to  

have their big pow-wow. We even heard one of them running on the roof.”  

“I heard some thumping on the roof last night, too,” he said. 

That afternoon Marjie and I were telling Bart about our plan to look for 

Tanner‟s stones at the Spanish Peaks, when Perithnea cryptically said, “The 

spirits will not be triggered until you go back to the meadow.” She clapped 

her hand over her mouth and said “Bye now!” Apparently she had spoken out 

of turn again, something she had a habit of doing. 

Marjie had trouble getting up and about on Monday, complaining that her 

back was hurting. She agreed to eat lunch outside in the beautiful weather, but 

she was in a sad mood. Perithnea said, “Mother is really depressed.” 

“I noticed. What‟s causing it?” 

“It‟s too deep to be a reaction to something that just happened.” 

“We had better have a session about it, then.” 

“That‟s a good idea.” 

Because of her pain and lack of energy, it took some convincing to get 

Marjie to agree to a session. I held her hand as she reclined and I centered my 

thoughts on I AM. I saw His beautiful vio let Light and felt Mother‟s touch 

inside my head. Before I started the induction, Marjie said, “I see Alta Sha. 

He wants me to go with him.” 

“Then go.” 

“I can‟t go in,” she said, almost in tears.  

“Where is it that you can‟t go in?” 

“I'm at the entrance to the Throne, where the Hosts are, but they won ‟t let 

me enter.” I recalled that she had been refused entry once before when she 

was feeling sad and depressed. “Alta Sha wants me to wait here. He‟s 

explaining that not being allowed to enter the presence of the Father is the 

only real pain one can have and the only real suffering. He says that to 

emphasize what I am feeling now is flaw. He says that I AM has brought you 

and me together. He asks if I think He made an error in doing so, and says that 

for me to dwell on things that might separate us is flaw. He asks, Why do you 

find flaw in the work of I AM?” 

“He speaks the truth,” I said. Waves of pressure inside my right temple 

felt like Light Mother was massaging my brain. In response I closed my eyes 
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briefly and saw colored lights and odd forms that I did not recognize. The 

sensations were pleasant, but did not distract me from Marjie‟s experiences. 

The look of bliss on her face showed me that she had been admitted. With my 

mind's eye I perceived fleeting glimpses of strange, inhuman faces. I opened 

my eyes again to check on Marjie, who said, “I listened this time,” nodding 

and smiling,  

“Good.” 

“You can count me up now.” After opening her eyes, she said, “I realized  

that the only true pain is separation from I AM.”  

 “Losses are much easier to bear when you know that you are always in  

the arms of I AM. Tragedies are never welcomed, but if we are secure in our 

relationship to I AM, we know that these are temporary setbacks.” 

“Thank you so much for helping me.”  

“Alta Sha did all the work; I just watched. Thank I AM. “ 

“Thank you for being patient with me.”  

“No problem. That's my job.”  

We kissed. Marjie fell asleep almost immediately. I stayed up for a while 

and was happy to have an occasional glimpse of a s mall brown “something”  

flitting across the room, which I sensed was Mi. 

 

The following evening Marjie said, “I slept very hard from ten in the 

morning until one in the afternoon. I don‟t feel depressed today, just a little  

confused. Two different times today I saw an orange Light the size of a 

baseball on the night stand.” 

“I saw a white light flying high above me on the way home. It was not 

blinking. I think it was a UFO. I read somewhere that orange balls of light 

have been seen by a quite a few people in their homes or at certain places 

around the country where they often appear. Nobody seems to know what 

they are.”  

Alta Sha appeared as Marjie and I were taking our evening walk. He 

grasped my right hand, which was holding her left hand, and I grasped his 

right hand with my left hand for a four-handed greeting. “Good evening, my 

friend,” he said.  

“Good evening to you, my friend. What were those orange Lights that 

Marjie saw today?” 

“They are life.”  

“Are they life forms we are familiar with?” 

“No.” 
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“Where did they come from?” 

“These come from everywhere.”  

“I have noticed things flitting by me lately.”  

“Yes. Some of these forms you are already aware of and others  you are 

not. They are drawn to your Light.” 

“But why is it happening now?” 

“Because your pitch is much higher and so is hers.” 

“So they are aware o f us  now?” 

“Yes, and you have become more receptive to them. Before, you were 

not.” He paused for a moment as if to compose his thoughts before 

continuing. 

“Your lives have become like playgrounds. They are attracted to the love, 

security and nourishment which they receive from your Light. Many of them 

pass through your lives.” 

“What a wonderful idea!”  I laughed. “They are welcome. They nourish us 

also.” 

“Yes, you nourish them and they nourish you. It is Korima.” (Korima is 

the Tarahumara word fo r sharing and curiously, is an Arabic word with the 

same meaning.) 

“I'm beginning to realize that all of creation is about sharing. Everything 

shares it‟s energy with everything else.” 

“When all share, none need do without.” 

“Some want more than their fair share and foolishly call it success when 

they get it. Is Marjie over the worst of her depression?”  

“Yes, but most of what she is feeling is due to confusion, not depression.” 

“What is she confused about?” 

“She is confused about the past, the present, and the future.” 

I laughed. “That covers just about everything, I‟d say.” 

“She has taken great steps spiritually , but each of these steps has been 

somewhat traumatic for her.”  

“Why are they traumatic?” 

“Each step has been very intense and has been etched deeply within her. 

When she left the hospital, she described it as leaving the womb. She has 

begun a new life.”  

“Birth can be difficu lt.”  

“Yes. She continues to be confused by things of the past as well. In th is 

life, she has memories of everything that happened to her in the past and these 

memories make it difficult for her to accept all of these changes.” 
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“She still longs for the family which was never a real family. Doesn't she 

realize there is nothing to go back to? The only thing worth having that she 

could possibly hope to recapture is being a full time mother to Bart.”  

“She knows this. I will not allow her to capture that which she has not yet 

experienced.”  

“What do you mean by that?” 

“It is not time for her to leave her body. She is still my charge. I will put 

her to sleep before I will allow her to slide backwards.” 

I was shocked. “Do you mean she wants to die? I didn‟t realize her 

depression was that bad.” 

“She does not necessarily wish to die now. Everything is so confusing  

that she does not know how to react. I still ho ld her hand , and too much  

work has been done to allow her to  go backwards.”  

“I‟ve thought that she might be considering turning away from all that has 

been given to her.” 

“She has free will.” 

“Does she still not understand what is in store for her in the future?” 

“Her mind would have to expand so much to imagine what is in store that 

it simply goes blank. She has no basis for comparison. If you had never 

experienced fire, and someone showed you a picture of it, would you 

understand it?” 

“No.” 

“Her life now is like that. She is confused about what she is receiving 

because she has never experienced anything like it in the past. She receives 

love, wisdom, understanding, security. It is so strange to her that she does not 

know how to react. Sometimes it is so foreign that her mind goes blank.” 

“There must be other lifetimes when she experienced these things. 

Perhaps we should explore them so that she has a mental category for these 

experiences.” 

He smiled. “You are indeed an intelligent man. This should be done 

repetitively.”  

“Does it matter if we repeat a single life in which this was true several 

times?” 

“Not necessarily.” He took my hands in his again and gave me an intense, 

loving look. I saw a yellow glow around his head and face. “Thank you for 

your help,” he said. 

“Thank you.” 

He held my gaze a few more moments, said “Alleluia!”  and was gone.  
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Marjie said, “Why are we holding hands? That was a nice walk, I guess.” 

“Alta Sha was holding my hands when he withdrew.” I told her what he 

had said.  

“He‟s completely right about my confusion. I‟m sorry that I have trouble 

believing that all that has happened between us isn‟t some kind of a dream. 

No one has ever been so kind to me.”  

“I understand completely why such a d ramat ic change is hard to  

adjust to, even if it was for the better. There ‟s a theory in psychology that  

pred icts that any major change from what  we are accustomed to will be 

aversive at first unt il we adapt to the new environment. Even if you  

suddenly received a million dollars it would create stress. You would have 

to figure out how to manage it . Do you want to do some t rance work to  

recall other lives when  you felt  loved and  secure?”  

“I‟d rather just relax and work on my pro ject. It ‟s going to be a surprise.”  

Perithnea popped out. “Mother is very excited about her project. It ‟s 

something you‟ll be ecstatic about. But you peeked!” 

“I only saw that it was brown. I really don't want to spoil the surprise. By 

the way, do you know what those orange Lights were that Marjie saw?” 

“Yes, I see them qu ite often.” 

“Can you communicate with them?”  

“No. I don't communicate with them, and they don't communicate with  

me. They just go by.” 

I felt a t ickle on the right side of my nose. “Do you see Mi on my nose?” 

“Yes.” 

“She's very small, isn't she?” 

“Yes, very petite.” 

“She can change her size if she wants to, can't she?” 

“Yes.” 

“I've been seeing other things flying around me lately, too.” 

“I know. They like life. Do you like L's?” 

“What kind of L's do you mean? Like in the alphabet?” 

“Yes.” 

“I guess they're fine.”  

“They like life. Can you say that very fast, fifteen times?” 

“I'll try.” I found that it was rather hard. “Can you say rubber baby buggy 

bumpers real fast?” She did it very quickly without any mistakes. “You're 

very good at that!” 

“You know why it's so easy for me?”  



Sacred Stones 

10 

“Why?” 

“Because I picture it in my mind.” 

“I do that too.” 

“Can you say she sells seashells by the seashore?” 

I pictured the scene and said it very easily several times, emphasizing  

different words each time. 

“I'll have to give you an A for that!” she said. “I better go now; she's 

yawning again.” 

“It is getting late and I'm tired, too. Good night.” 

“Goodnight.” 

When I got up for work, Marjie said, “I had a dream about a keypad I 

used with a computer that looked like this.” She made a quick sketch. “It had 

a large key in the middle, other large keys near the perimeter, and smaller 

keys in between. Each square key had a symbol or number on it. I did all 

kinds of mathematics with it, but without any effort or concentration to speak 

of. A lot of people were around me and the keypad just floated beside me 

wherever I went. Hundreds of people were standing in line to get a hotdog. 

Every now and then I looked at the keypad, lightly stroked it, and it 

functioned.”  

“Did the dream make you feel intelligent?” 

“Yes. It would be great if you could videotape your dreams; maybe then 

people would believe in another reality.”  
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Chapter Two 

Lives of Love and Security 

As we had planned, Marjie and I held another session in which we 

intended to find a lifetime in which she had felt loved and secure. I counted 

her down. 

When entranced Marjie said, “I‟m flipping through images of different  

lives like a deck of cards. None of them seem to have all the elements.” 

“Remember that traveling boot that Perithnea showed you a few 

months ago with go ld sh ields on the toe and the heel? Pictu re it clearly in  

your mind and put it on. It has wings and will take you to the life you‟re 

looking fo r.”   

“Only the animal lives seem to have all the elements.” 

“Then choose one of them,” I said. 

“I want to fly.”  

“Are you an eagle?” 

“Yes, but I want to go back to when I was younger.” 

“Go back to the time of your hatching.”  

“It's very warm in here, but I can see light. I want to get to the light.” 

“Use your beak to break the egg open.” 

“I'm ch ipping. There‟s a bright light. I feel a chill.  

“It's all dark above me again. Now it's warm.”   

She smiled contentedly.  

 “Is that your mother? 

“Yes. It's all toasty again.” She paused and looked to her left.  

 “There's another one in here with me.”  

 “Let this life unfold.”  

“I see my father resting in a crack in the rock above me. He has something 

red in his beak. He dropped it. It‟s falling and falling, very far down below. I'm 

not sure what it was. Maybe I could have caught it with my beak if I had tried. 

I'm getting very sleepy now.” She yawned. 
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I surmised that her father had dropped a bit of meat just beyond her reach, 

tempting her to fly. “Maybe you should let yourself sleep and dream eagle 

dreams.”  

She nodded and moved as if settling in to sleep. Suddenly, she raised her 

eyebrows above her closed eyes. “I hear him singing! It is beautiful!” 

“Who is singing?” 

“My father. I can see him flying nearby and he is singing me to sleep.”  

After she slept for a while I asked, “How do you feel?”  

“This is true riches. I have love, safety, security; I have all that I need. I 

am very comfortable.”  

“Just like you have now,” I said. She briefly frowned. 

“Is it really alright for me to be happy?” she asked.  

“Certainly. You are always allowed to enjoy what you have been blessed 

with. It‟s wrong not to enjoy the blessings you have received through the love 

of I AM. You don't have to go on feeling guilty because others you care about 

continue to suffer after you have found your happiness. It isn‟t necessary for 

you to suffer so that you won‟t feel guilty.”  

“They can find their own happiness, can't they?”  

“Yes. These gifts are available to them just as they are to you, but they 

have to seek them. They have to strive for the Light before they will obtain  

them. You can't make them do that, and suffering along with them won ‟t help 

them.”  

“I really am rich, aren't I?”  

“Yes. There are those who chose to stay in misery and who regard you as 

a traitor for leaving them in o rder to find happiness.”  

“That's how my family treats me, isn't it, like I betrayed them. I'm not 

going to stay behind that wall of misery with them.”  

“It would be wrong to stay. It would be a sin to refuse happiness when it 

is offered to you. God wants us to be happy. Would you reject Him? No  one 

can truly lead others unless they have hope and optimis m. They must have a 

vision of a better future. They must see the Light ahead, in spite of all the 

obstacles that seem to exist. Why should anyone step around the wall of 

misery if they will be no better off than those who stay behind?” 

 “Thank you for this,” she said. I counted her up from the trance. “Thank 

you again for help ing me to understand the connection between the past and 

the present. Is it really alright for me to be happy? I don't have to feel guilty?” 

“Not trying to be happy is a sin, as far as I‟m concerned.” She 

contentedly fell asleep. 
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I read from Transformation by Whitley Strieber. He wrote of being 

levitated by ETs and being terrified by a feeling of helplessness. He then 

reviewed the history of levitation and of some individuals who were famous 

for this. Among them was a Catholic priest who developed the habit  of 

levitating during mass and on one occasion set his vestments on fire by 

drift ing too close to the candles! He was not allowed to attend a public mass 

for 35 years because he levitated so often. Strieber reported that several 

hundred Catholic saints have publically lev itated.  

I awoke around five in the morning with painful sinuses. I meditated and 

received vivid images of unearthly things. Some were h ighly structured and 

stationary while others were animated. I saw blossoms of purple Light as I 

concentrated on draining my sinuses, and felt intense energy in my head. The 

images of eyes appeared and I heard an unfamiliar, wavering tone. A black, 

rectangular object with a pointed end like the bow of ship lay on my chest 

pointing toward my feet.  

The energy coursing through my body was so strong that I thought a 

spacecraft might be outside. I walked toward the window intending to look 

out but was distracted by the wavering tone and began to dance in rhythm 

with it.  

I suddenly realized that I was back in bed. As far as I could tell, the 

sequence had lasted only a few seconds. I thought, Did I only have a vivid 

dream of getting out of bed? I don‟t believe I was ever actually asleep. I think 

I had a mini out of body experience. The tone and images faded away. 

At work a colleague and I d iscussed the possibility of subjectively joining  

with the Universal Mind which exists beyond ego-generated thought, and the 

probability that psychologists and psychiatrists would label such a genuine 

experience as mental illness instead of a spiritual awakening. I said, “In the 

West we tend to regard all thoughts as originating from within the individual's 

mind, but most of humanity's religions assert that some thoughts come from 

the mind of the Creator and that it is possible to be consciously attuned to 

them. Around the turn of the century the new field psychology grew out of a 

desire to understand the origins of psychic phenomena which were all the rage 

in the late 1800's. Interest in the possibility of life after death generated a lot 

of research that we never hear about in modern psychology courses. It is 
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presumed that there is no God and therefore spiritual experiences of the 

Div ine are delusional. The deck is loaded against any client whose mind is 

spiritually expanding beyond ordinary reality. On the other hand, this 

phenomenon has been regarded as the most desirable outcome in Eastern 

religions for thousands of years.” 

Marjie and I had another session to seek a lifet ime in which  she felt  

loved and secure. W ith Alta Sha‟s guidance, she was led to a human 

existence. “I‟m in a huge ballroom;  it ‟s very o rnate, with yellow and white 

decor, lit by candles with reflecto rs behind them, which give off a golden -

orange glow that is very attract ive. A maestro is play ing a beautifu l melody  

on a huge grand piano. I‟m wearing a fu ll, multi -layered d ress. Many 

wealthy and highly placed guests are listening to the concert. My father is a 

lord. I am 23 years o ld, and my first name is Katrina. The word  Lund is  

written on the p iano. 

“I don‟t know the pianist, but I am very impressed with him, especially  

his large, dark eyes. I am not betrothed in spite of my age, which is unusual. 

Many young women are sold like prizes by their parents to noblemen for 

dowries in order to increase their wealth and power. My father would not do 

this to me. He loved my mother very  much, but she died giving birth to me. 

He is allowing me to choose whom I will marry and I am very grateful to him 

for that. 

“The music is finished. I curtsey to the pianist, take his hand and present 

him to the guests for their applause.” 

“Go to the next significant event in this life.” 

“I am at an orphanage, where I often go to hold the babies in turn, while I 

sing to them, rock them, and try to make them happy. I greatly enjoy this. I 

have decided to have a concert for the babies at my home, and have arranged 

for the pianist to play for them.  

“A group of nurses have brought the babies here for the concert. My 

father is very amused. He has not complained about the expense of having so 

many nurses come with the babies, which helps me to understand that we 

must be very wealthy. I normally pay no attention to money matters.”  

“What is the name of your family?” 

“I don‟t remember.”  

“What is the name of the pianist?” 

“I can‟t remember that either.”  
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“Look into the eyes of the pianist to discover who he is in the present 

lifetime.”  

“They are the eyes of Alta Sha!” The shock jolted her out of the trance. 

“That was a wonderful experience. My father was very wealthy, but that was 

unimportant to him. What was important was the love we had for each other.” 

Perithnea jo ined me later and said, “You were her father in that lifetime.”  

“I‟m sort of like a father to her in this lifetime, too. Do you know her 

father‟s name or the name of the pianist?” 

“No. I like your ear, though. It‟s nice and curvy.” 

“That‟s one way to change the subject. Have you heard from Adam 

lately?” 

“He‟s still sleeping, but he‟s about to wake up.”  

“I‟d like to talk to him again. It‟s been a long time.” 

“Mother is primed for another session.” 

“Okay. I‟ll see if she wants to have one later.” 

At  the beg inn ing  of the next  s ession , I suggested  to  Marjie that  she 

retu rn  to  Katrina‟s  lifet ime to obtain more in format ion . “I‟m in  my 

bedroom in  our mans ion. The hand  carved  woodwork and  fu rn itu re is 

beau t ifu lly detailed . The house is made of stone, and although  there is 

a fire in  the firep lace, the stone makes  the room feel co ld . I am gett ing 

in to  bed . A  servant  has come with  a bed  warmer. There are soft  woolen 

sheets  on  the bed  which  are heavy  and  make me feel as  if I am being 

held . I hear mice st irring  along  the jo in ing  of the floor and  the wall as  I 

d rift  o ff to  s leep .” 

“Did you say prayers before going to bed?” 

“No, because I am always seeking to be good in all that I do. I seek all the 

excellent qualit ies in myself, and therefore I do not need to pray.”  

Marjie said, “I am back in the room with you.” 

“Do you need to do more work?”  

“I don‟t think so.” 

The next voice was Adam‟s. “Hello, father.”  

“Hello! I'm happy to see you again. I‟ve missed you.” 

“I have missed you also. I had a dream that you flew.”  

“So did I, but not for very long.” 

“Perhaps the next time you do that, you should look for me,” he said. 

“I will. There was a shape like a rectangle with a point on one end 

associated with a sound that I heard in my dream. It prompted me to go 

toward the window.”  
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“I will look for that shape, too.” 

“Do you have other interesting dreams to tell me about?” 

“Actually, I live in a dream all the time. Perithnea is here, too.” 

“Do you remember the beginning of your life?” 

“No, I can't.”  

“Maybe Perithnea can tell you something about that.” 

“Perithnea says that I was a thought in the mind of I AM that needed to 

be molded, and you accepted the responsibility of molding me. Thank you 

father.” 

A tear fell as I answered, “It has been a privilege.”  

“Perithnea has faery applications. She wants me to circulate some of 

them.”  

“Will you tell me who agrees to fill out applications?” 

“Have you filled out one?” he asked. 

“If I do fill one out, when will the job begin?”  

“It will begin immediately.”  

“What would happen to the human work I have to do?” 

“You would begin doing faery work.”  

“I‟d better wait until I know for sure that being a faery is what I want to 

do. I understand that it‟s a permanent position .” 

“Yes, it is. Mother is getting tired.”  

“I will say goodbye, then, and hope to speak to you again soon.” 

“I hope so, too. Goodnight.” We embraced. 

Perithnea also said goodnight, and we soon fell asleep.  

The next evening Marjie and I were bathing when Perithnea emerged. 

She was happy that Adam and I had spoken, which prompted me to ask, “Has 

he been circulating the faery applications, too?” 

“Yes.” 

“Do you offer them to non-humans as well as to humans?” 

“Of course.” 

“It‟s good to know that no one is excluded. Who decides which 

applications to accept?” 

“The Big Guy. You know Who.” 

“I was just making sure. By the way, do you know why Marjie was 

offered the job of taking care o f that man who died before she could even 

start?” 

“Isn't it obvious why she was offered the job?” 

“Not if she wasn't going to be able to do it.” 
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“It was a test of her reaction to the offer. Don't you think she handled it 

well? She had only a moment of anxiety before she accepted it.” 

“She was a lot more willing to do it than she would have been in the 

past.” 

“The work you‟ve done with her in the last two days has been very 

helpful,” she said. 

“I'm g lad that she's getting over some of her nervousness.” 

“You need to talk to Uncle Nuke.”  

“I know. I've been thinking about it for the past few days.” 

She nodded her head and said goodbye. Perithnea had corrected my 

unsaid thought that the last two sessions had not been very effective, and I 

again admired her clever way of being helpful.  
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Chapter Three 

A Dose of ET DNA 

It was the next day when Marjie and I held a session for the purpose of  

contacting  Uncle Nuke. However, when she entered the trance she said, 

“Mother is here.”  

“I feel her, too.” 

“I‟m in her office. It ‟s a circular room with about forty vertical panels 

from floor to ceiling. For some reason I can‟t see the floor clearly, but I know 

it‟s there. Each panel has writ ing above it which exp lains its purpose, but I 

have no idea what it means.” She traced some of the symbols in the air with  

her finger. They consisted of straight lines at various angles and reminded me 

of Nord ic runes.  

“Mother‟s explain ing that each panel is like a doorway to another 

dimension. I can see the floor now, but my feet aren‟t touching it. I‟m 

levitating! It‟s made of a clear substance like glass. I see thousands of circuits 

under it with lights darting along them. I know that they are connected to the 

panels and that‟s why you can‟t walk on the floor. Mother is resting in a 

support that‟s like a hammock, but it doesn‟t have any ropes at the ends to 

hold it up. She‟s telling me that she can travel to any time or place from th is 

location in an instant. She is tuned in to particular coordinates and if she 

receives a distress signal, she knows exactly where to go.”  

I thought, It seems odd that an angel needs hardware to maintain contact 

with particular places. This office may be more symbolic than real. Maybe it‟s 

just for show.  

“Mother just transported me to my quarters instantaneously. We didn‟t go 

through any corridors or walls or anything! It was like in dreams where you‟re 

in one place and then suddenly in another. She‟s giving me the 

communicat ion rod. For some reason it doesn‟t seem to be working.” She 

frowned. 

“What‟s bothering you?‟ 
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“The whole left  side of my face is hurt ing. It 's as if the s ignal is  

bouncing back at  me.”  Marjie strugg led  to make it work. I worried  that  

someone might  be interfering  in  a way that would harm her.  

“Maybe you should put it down. Something could be wrong.” 

Her head began to move from left to right and up and down, as if 

scanning data on a large screen, signifying that Nucleus was ready. He smiled  

and said, “Good evening, Pat.”  

“Good evening to you, Uncle Nuke.”  

“I have missed our contacts.”  

“So have I. What was the problem with the communication rod?” 

“I was not at my System. The circu it was incomplete, which is why she 

felt it bouncing back. My security is too high for anyone to get through when 

I‟m not here. How are you this evening?” 

“I‟m tired from working all day. I‟ve been putting the final touches on the 

fireplace I installed.”  

“Ah! A renovation.” 

“Yes, I‟ve always enjoyed building things from the time I was a child.”  

“Excellent! What materials do you prefer?” 

“I enjoy working with wood.” 

“Would you be happy with a simulated product which has the feel, 

texture, smell and performance of wood?” 

“I like real wood because some of the life is still in it.”  

“If you enjoy the life, then you should not cut down the trees.” 

“I realize that. The trees from which the lumber is cut are so far away that 

I have no chance to thank them for their sacrifice.”  

“Such sacrifice might not be necessary.” 

“I would rather let a tree live instead of cutting it down for wood. I‟d be 

happy to use a substitute. However, at my age I can't do a whole lot of 

building anymore. It hurts my joints. They‟re wearing out.” 

“Place your left hand on her upper left quadrant.” I put it over Marjie 's 

heart, anticipating that he intended to examine it, possibly by means of her 

implant.  

A few moments later, he said, “Thank you.”  

“Did you examine my hand?” 

“Yes.” 

“That was my left hand. I don't use it as much as my right.”  

“It doesn't matter.” 

“Why did you want to examine it?”  
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“To take measurements.” 

His incomplete and seemingly evasive answers prompted me to drop that 

line of questioning. Shortly thereafter I had much less joint pain and the 

improvement lasted.  

I returned to the issue I was most interested in and asked, “Did you go to 

the gathering of individuals interested in finding a mate that you mentioned to 

me before?”  

“Yes, but I would have been happier to have stayed in my quarters with  

my pet. Everyone was talking about their positions. I was under the 

impression that it was a time to relax, not to talk about work.” 

“Why don't those people know how to relax?' 

“I have the impression that many of them do not want to relax.” 

“Do you enjoy relaxing?” 

“I do not wish to devote all of my t ime to work.”  

“What do you do with your leisure time?” I asked. 

“Now, I pray.”  

“Wonderful! A re things being revealed to you through prayer?” 

“Yes. My mind is expanding.” 

“I‟m happy for you. Donna asked about you the last time we spoke on the 

telephone.” 

“I meant to inquire about Rapsar the last time that we spoke, but 

afterwards I realized that I had forgotten to.” 

“Rapsar has a new companion. It‟s a faery.” He raised his eyebrows. “Her 

name is Ivy. Are you familiar with faeries?” 

“Oh yes. There is informat ion in my System about faeries. They are 

highly intelligent.” 

“Yes, they‟re very special beings. You will remember Adam. He said that 

you helped to instruct him.”  

“Yes. He has a very pure intelligence, waiting to be molded. What is the 

nature of the relationship between Rapsar and Ivy?” 

“Donna said she would like to have a faery to come and live with her. Ivy  

is Perithnea‟s friend and likes cats. She chose to live with Donna because she 

has two of them.”  

“She is like a pet?” he questioned. 

“Oh no! Ivy is quite independent. She‟s not Donna's pet.” 

“Are they bonded, then?”  

“They have formed a bond, but not as mates. It‟s a bond of friendship.” 

“Oh, I understand.” 
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“Donna said she had been trying to communicate with Clairetrin ia, but is 

not sure that she succeeded. She‟s been reaching out with her mind as you 

suggested.” 

“Just a moment, Pat.” He continued scanning. “Thank you Pat. He 

succeeded. K212B Clairetrinia has been receiving dream images. She had not 

received such images since Rapsar's disappearance.” 

“That's great news. I'm sure Donna will be p leased to hear it.”  

“How is your mate?” 

“She‟s making good progress, but she often wishes she was with her 

friends in your dimension instead of this one because she has suffered so 

much here.”   

Nuke got very still and in a whisper said, “I feel her presence.” Deep love 

shone in his eyes. “She is still my star pupil.” His head trembled briefly, 

stopped momentarily, and trembled again. “Her recall of everything she has 

been taught is excellent. I am very pleased with the flood of emotion that I 

feel from her.”  

“Did she appear in your quarters?” 

“No, I have come to yours .” Although I couldn‟t see him I felt his energy. 

“Not a very wise thing to do on a regular basis, for her safety. She has made 

much progress. Thank you for helping her. I am afraid I have drained her. I 

should be leaving.” 

“Very well, but before you leave, are there any words that you have for 

Rapsar? We will be in touch with him soon.” 

“Say to him that Clairetrinia dreams. Thank you again for making this 

contact with Marjorie possible.”  

“Thank you, and thank I AM.” 

He was gone. Marjie opened her eyes, and sighed, “I‟m so tired.”  

“Lie still and allow the Light of I AM to restore your energy.” When she 

felt refreshed, I counted her up. 

She started to cry. “Nuke held my face in his cool hands and nodded at 

me to show me that he approves of me! I‟m going  to draw him.”  

He had a very pale face, an unusually large, square jaw, small straight 

mouth with minimal lips and slightly small, entirely black eyes. His thick 

white hair covered more of his forehead and temples than that of a typical 

human and was combed straight back. It extended almost to shoulder length, 

with a longer lock on the left side of his unusually broad neck, like that of a 

body builder. Nuke  later  said that he was 6‟7” tall and weighed 255 pounds. 

He could easily pass as a handsome, solidly built, and very pale human being 
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except for the black eyes.He wore a form fitting uniform with a plain 

neckband that had a small emblem on the left side consisting of two horizontal 

bars. He also wore a chain necklace with very s mall links supporting an 

angular pendant in the shape of an 8 with corners where curves would be.  

Marjie said, “I d idn‟t try to draw his profile because I don‟t have a clear 

image of the back of his head.” 

“This is great. Now I have a better image of h im.” 

On our next evening walk Perithnea joined me and sang along with me an  

Indian song that we had learned from a tape recording by Robert Tree Cody 

and Nakai.  

“You‟re getting brighter,” she said. 

“Good. I‟m trying.”  

“Did you know that you could have touched Nuke if you had touched 

mother when he had his hands on her face?” 

“I didn't know what my energy field would do to them while he was 

there. I wasn‟t sure just how he was managing to be with us and to leave his 

body at the Station.” 

“They do it with technology . They bu ild their machines so they can  

really th ink. His System has a genuine mind and personality o f its own. It  

does whatever it  can  to p rotect h im and  g ives h im usefu l in format ion  and  

suggestions. He is very p roficient  and s mooth  in operat ing  it.”  

“Have you fidd led  around in it  like you do  with  equ ipment here? ”  

“I don‟t want to. It‟s too big and there are too many hidden people 

involved with it. It has too many ins and outs and ups and downs and flips and 

flops and addings and subtractings. It wouldn‟t be much fun for a faery.”  

“Are you ready to go back to the house?” 

“Let‟s go past the old school building.” As we passed it she said, “Do you 

see the lights in there?”  

“Yes, but they look like reflections to me.”  

“They‟re not. There are spirits in there.”  

“Is that why Marjie doesn‟t like to go by this place?”   

“She hears too many voices. There are sounds in the wood of singing and 

laughing and all kinds of emotions.” 

“I wish I could look in on something that happened there forty or fifty  

years ago to see what the people were like, what they talked about and what 

was important to them.”  
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“Ask Uncle Nuke. He can arrange a t ime travel session for you. He had to 

travel in t ime to be with you for the session last night, you know.” 

“What do you mean by that?” 

“He had to step to one side.” 

“I see. When he goes into our dimension, he enters a different time zone, 

and when he goes back home, time in his dimension has passed a lot faster. It 

may have been only a couple of minutes here, but a lot longer there.”  

 We were almost back to the house when she said, “Remember asking  

mother if she had felt Tanner lately  and she said no? I know what happened to 

him. He‟s been waiting for the fire ceremony.”  

“What fire ceremony?” 

“The one you‟re going to have when you dedicate your new firep lace, 

with sage, cedar, and sweet grass.” 

“I hadn't thought of having a ceremony, but it‟s a great idea.”   

After a busy day of working around the house Marjie and I were taking a 

bath, and Perithnea emerged again. “She tried to resist me because she's in the 

tub. I don't know why.” 

“It's our quiet time together. We've been working all day and you haven't 

said a word, and now that it's our time to talk, here you are.” 

“I'll go then. Bye.”  

“You don't have to leave. I‟ll talk to you.” 

“The water reminds me of the time I went walking over the rainbow on 

top of the water, and another time when I went riding my bicycle under the 

ocean. I had to take air pills so I could breathe. I rode my bike to the nearest 

dry land I could find. While I was under the water, though, I rode into a coral 

cave and met a mermaid. The mermaid was sad because human sailors had 

taken her baby and she was still grieving over it. Her husband, the merman, 

would go out looking for the baby every day, but  they knew it was probably 

lost forever, because if the sailors had taken it aboard their ship, the baby 

would have perished. Occasionally, the mermaid would go out and lure a 

sailor into the water because she was lonely when her husband was away. 

Somet imes she would let them go before they drowned. You may not think 

this is real, but it is in dreamland.  

“Mother is very happy,” she said. 

“If she is, why doesn't she smile more?” 

“She's happy inside, but she doesn't always smile on the outside.” 
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“Why is that?” 

“It is the Indian in her.”  

“She really likes the stucco type finish I‟m putting on the wall. Why does 

she find it so attractive?” 

“It's because… do you remember being told she was genetically altered?”  

“Yes.” 

“The wall reminds her of the skin of some of the ETs. It ‟s like going back 

home.”  

“Was she genetically altered at conception?”  

“No. The first time she was taken aboard a craft, some of her DNA was 

removed and other DNA was added. It had to be done so that when she gave 

birth to hybrid babies they would be normal. Earth scientists don't know how 

to do that.” 

“What does this have to do with the skin? I thought she was part gray.” 

“This skin is like the skin of one of them who imbedded her. That's not 

the right word. What would you say?” 

“Impregnated?” 

“Yes. That's the word you would say, but they say imbedded.” 

“Some of the babies she gave birth to have a father with skin that looks 

like the stucco on the wall?” 

“Yes.” 

“Isn't that like the skin of one of the workers she saw building a craft? 

She said his name was Wharton 4 and that his pale blue skin was like 

wrinkled rubber.”  

“Yes. It was like that. She isn't part worker, though. There are beings that 

are all different shades of gray and many different forms. I think that she may 

be part Mother, too.” 

“If her DNA has been altered, does that mean that all of her ch ildren  have 

altered DNA also?” 

“That's right. Her oldest is very special. He is very intelligent. He 

believes more than he pretends to believe, partly because he doesn't live with  

you all the time.”  

“Why, if he‟s so intelligent, does he make foolish choices sometimes?” 

“He lives with people who don't care, so he acts like he doesn't care 

either, but he can build anything. That's important to Uncle Nuke. He's going 

to need hands that can build. I had better go.” 

“Why?” 

“Because I'm telling you too much. I might get into trouble.”  
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“You haven't told me anything I didn't already know. Nuke told me 

himself that he needed people who could build things on the New Planet. 

What about Bart? Why did he get cancer?” 

“He didn't get it from his ET DNA. He got it from human DNA.”  

“Well, why wasn't it p revented by the ET's? Did they help to heal him?”  

“Yes. Marjie helped to heal him with her own healing, though she didn't 

even know it. Bart used his healing, and the ETs helped too. Do you know 

what the death rate was three years ago for non-Hodgkin‟s lymphoma?” 

“No.” 

“Eighty seven percent.” 

“So Bart still being alive is almost a miracle.”  

“Yes.” 

“How d id they help him? Did they take him aboard the ship?” 

“They worked on him in his hospital room but you shouldn't tell him that 

now, because it might frighten him.”  

“I should think it would please him, not frighten him.”  

“All of this is new to him.”  

“He probably wouldn't believe it, anyway. Probably neither of her sons 

would believe they have ET DNA.”  

“Both of them take it more seriously than they show on the outside.” 

“So they are star children, too.”  

“Yes they are.” 

“Does that mean that they will be going to the New Planet?” 

“Yes, if they agree. I have to go now; bye.” 

Marjie was elated to know that her sons would be going to the New 

Planet. She added, “Tony has always loved building things. When he was 

only two he built a miniature log cabin from twigs. Bart has special qualit ies 

to offer as well. I just hope they can find whatever it is they are seeking in th is 

world, too.”  

I began to realize that I often felt  Light Mother‟s touch when I was 

making decisions about practical as well as spiritual matters. I had learned that 

creative thoughts are gifts from I AM and began to look for them and to be 

grateful. At work, the touches of Mother and Mi had become standard features 

of my sessions. Knowing that spirits were always listening and guiding was a 

real blessing, but I didn‟t openly discuss it, although I often  ached to do so. 

What good could I be to my clients if I lost my job? 
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We planned to visit Donna in order to facilitate contact between Uncle 

Nuke and Rapsar and also for the pleasure of her company. Perithnea 

suggested that we take a gift to Ivy. Marjie thought of giving her a music box 

that had a ballerina on top which turned in circles when it played. We decided 

we could make it into a merry go round. Instead of horses, Perithnea 

suggested that we make little cats that Ivy could ride. “Donna will be able to  

tell when Ivy is riding by watching the cats,” she said. 

“That‟s a really good idea,” I commented.  
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Chapter Four 

A Deadly Virus 

I went for a jog up the hill and when I got back, Perithnea said, “Mother 

doesn‟t feel at all well. I don‟t want to stay around while she‟s feeling so 

urpy.” 

“Thanks for telling me. I‟ll ask her if she wants to have a session for 

healing.”  

Marjie and I went upstairs and after asking as usual for assistance from I 

AM and all attending spirits, I p rojected healing Light into her body. I felt  

energy of an unfamiliar kind in my arm as I moved my hand over her and saw 

with my inner vision green colored light I hadn‟t seen before when healing. I 

felt it had some connection with the Medical Unit  at the Station, for they often 

used green light during treatments. “Are you with Mother?” I asked. 

“Yes. Alta Sha is here also.”  

“Ask Mother what is wrong with you.” 

“She says that when I went to Wal Mart today, I was surrounded by 

people who were ill. She has a glass tube in her hand which looks like a 

syringe. She is getting ready to stick it into my thigh, but I don't want her to. It  

looks too big to me. She says she is going to put it into one of the main  

arteries.” Her fear showed.  

“Mother won‟t harm you. If she wants to do it, it‟s for your own good and 

it needs to be done, even if it ‟s uncomfortable.”  

Resigned, Marjie said, “Okay.” She squirmed and grimaced as Mother 

inserted the tube. Suddenly she was very calm, and Alta Sha spoke. 

“Mother has withdrawn some bodily fluids. She will purify them and  

reinsert them. She has not done this before with Marjorie.”  

“Why is she doing it now?” 

“It is necessary.” 

“Then this illness could have been serious?” 

“There is no need for worry. She is in good hands.” 
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“Did she overlook the danger of being around sick people and forget to 

use her Light to protect herself?” 

“Both, but most importantly, she forgot to think about herself. She went  

to Wal-Mart to buy you a gift.” It was so like Marjie to think of others first. 

The illness might teach her to also remember herself.  

“Alleluia,” I said. 

“Alleluia.” He closed his eyes.  

Marjie cried out, “Pat! Make her take her hand away!”  

“What do you mean?” 

“She‟s hurting me!” 

“You may have some discomfort now, but it will prevent much more 

suffering later if you will cooperate with her. You can trust Mother. She has to 

purify your blood and to give you an injection of the antibiotic which can heal 

you.”  

I saw a go lden glow around Marjie and intensified it with my thoughts. In 

a few moments, she said, “It‟s finished. It's time for me to come back to you 

now.” I counted her up slowly.  

She said, “Everyth ing  looks g reen  to me. You look like you have 

green dust all over you . Mother and A lta Sha tu rned green when she 

started to in ject me. No w there‟s a patch o f purp le in the edge of my 

vision . My left gro in hurts where she made the in ject ion into my femoral 

artery and  my leg  muscles feel like they‟ve been  stretched.”  

“They probably were stretched to get the syringe in place.”  

Marjie got up a few minutes later and limped downstairs after saying that 

her stomach felt much better. I suggested that she be sure to put up a 

protective barrier of Light in the future when she was in crowds of people 

who might be sick.  

My stomach was also queasy during the night, but I surrounded myself 

with the Light of I AM and asked that I be healed so that my work would not 

be interrupted. I felt fine in the morning.  

Marjie had a bit of a headache and was still limping when she got up, but 

she made me a cup of coffee before going back to bed. Knowing that she was 

in good hands, I went on to work.  

Unfortunately, Marjie had gotten worse during the day and was having 

visual hallucinations by the time I got home. She pointed to the living room 

and said, “Can‟t you see all those people in there? What are they doing here?” 

“No, I don‟t see them. I think your illness is affecting your perception. 

Let‟s go upstairs and have another session for healing.”  
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When we got to the bedroom Perithnea said, “She‟s hallucinating because 

she‟s still sick.”  

“That‟s what I thought.” 

“Mother‟s been with her all day giving her d ifferent treatments.”  

“It must be a really tough virus if Mother hasn‟t been able to heal it.” I sat 

with Marjie for a long time, project ing healing Light. She said, “I don't like 

this,” several times and I counted her down again because the hallucinations 

were so upsetting.  

Alta Sha manifested. “She has a very intelligent virus. Each time that 

Mother administers a new antibiotic, it mutates. The more active she is, the 

more the virus is stimulated to grow. It is essential for her to remain still. She 

will recover.” 

“Should I tell them not to expect me at work tomorrow?”  

“You should go to work. I have summoned Hosts to protect her and you. 

Raise your hand to just above your head. Do you feel the resistance there?” 

“I feel a great deal of energy just above the crown of my head.” 

“Raise your hand a little higher.” I felt even more energy. “The resistance 

you feel is your hand breaking through the next level. You are almost through. 

I have warned those on that level not to step where your hair is breaking  

through.” 

“What would happen if they did?” I thought he was joking. 

“It might push you backwards.” He clasped my hand in both of his. I put 

my free hand over his. “I look upon you as my friend,” he said, smiling. I 

visualized myself passing through the barrier. After a moment or two, he said, 

“You are through now. You have passed through so simply.”  

“I hope the others at this level also look upon me as a friend. What e lse 

can I do to help Marjie?”  

“Just keep being everything that you are. Mother has given her a 

powerful medication to help her fight the virus.” The effects of the medicine 

forced Marjie ‟s eyes to close, although he wasn‟t finished talking. “The Hosts 

will be here for several days to protect you from this virus.” He withdrew and 

Marjie was instantly asleep. 

Marjie got up and made the bed in the morning while I was shaving. 

When I saw her getting dressed I said, “Alta Sha said that it is essential that 

you remain still to fight off this virus. This is not any ordinary flu. It‟s a 

dangerous and very intelligent virus. Last night you were so sick you were 

hallucinating.”  

“I don‟t remember any of that.” 
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“Mother had to give you several treatments yesterday because the virus is 

mutating so quickly. When you move around you make it stronger. They want  

you to stay in bed and to move as little  as possible.” 

“I feel really tired, but I hate wasting a whole day in bed.” 

“It‟s not a waste if it helps you to get well. It ‟s better than adding more 

days to your illness. Alta Sha has called on the Hosts to protect you while I‟m 

gone and the medical staff and Mother are keeping an eye on you. You‟ll 

recover a lot faster if you cooperate with them.”  

“Okay, but I still don‟t like staying in bed all day.” 

I got home around six. Marjie was much better and had been given 

permission to get out of bed, but was to avoid making unnecessary 

movements. She showed me a letter we had received from Charley, the Indian 

we had assisted to have a pow-wow at  our place and who had taken advantage 

of us many times until we asked h im to vacate the premises. In it he 

threatened to sue me, claimed that I owed him money, that I had slandered 

him, etc. Marjie was furious about his lies, and although I was initially angry, 

I refused to let him control my emot ions.  

We decided to forget about it and to have the first fire in the newly  

completed fireplace. Marjie gathered sweetgrass, sage, and cedar chips which 

we burned for the smoke that I used to smudge the fireplace, us, and the whole 

house. We asked I AM to insure that the fires made in our fireplace would be 

a blessing to many.  

When the fire was going, we sat before the hearth on a Mayan Calendar 

rug we had bought at Lake City, Colorado. Marjie said , “I feel Tanner very 

strongly. Count me down.”  

After the countdown I closed my eyes and allowed my body to sway in 

circles, beginning with small ones which gradually got larger and larger, as if 

following a spiral path. Marjie made the motions of the eagle‟s flight with her 

shoulders and head before Tanner channeled.  

He raised his hands toward the fire and said, “At last I have my smoke 

again.” He bowed his head in reverence toward the fire and I imitated him. He 

sat up and with a sweep of h is arm toward the rest of the room, said, “All your 

brothers are here.” He made fists of both hands, with arms bent at the elbow 

and muscles flexed. “Warriors. They encircle you now, just as the Light of the 

Great One encircles you. Swat away this gnat (meaning Charley). He is of no 

significance. He is of no importance. You did honor to the Great Spirit . I 

honor you also. Cast away this gnat.” He bowed his head again, Marjie made 

more flying movements, and I assumed he was gone. I counted Marjie up. 
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She commented, “I feel as if I am looking at the fire through Tanner‟s 

eyes. I have never felt his presence so strongly. I see images in the flames, but 

they are moving so fast I can't keep up with them. I see many faces laughing. 

Now I see a clear image of a young Indian running and acting like a horse, 

acting crazy.”  

“I used to love pretending I was a horse as a child.”  

“So did I.” 

“I think you were seeing the spirit of Crazy Horse!”  

We enjoyed the fire for a long time. I held her close with her head on my 

shoulder. She said, “You should know that you are hugging Tanner. It feels 

very strange, because you‟re hugging me, too.” 

“I don't mind if he doesn't.”  

Perithnea took part. “Look at how the fire dances about. You are seeing 

magic.”  

“Why do you call it magic?”  

“Because you can never say where the flames are going to be next. Fire 

can't be controlled. It goes where it wants to.” We watched until the logs 

turned to glowing embers. 

Smoke had escaped from the firep lace and had accumulated in the 

upstairs bedroom. I had an allerg ic reaction to it which made sleeping rather 

difficult fo r me. I was very disappointed that the fireplace was not drawing 

properly after all the work I had put into it, but I was grateful that it meant so 

much to my spirit brothers.  

Marjie had a headache the next day. I helped her to enter a trance and 

asked for assistance from I AM and any spirits who could provide it. “I see 

Tanner. He says it is only a reaction to the smoke, and that I should heal 

myself. He dis missed me.”   

Marjie felt pretty good for most of the day and her appetite returned, but 

after supper she complained of feeling queasy. Perithnea said, “She still has 

some of the virus in her.” I projected healing Light into her while I stroked her 

hair with her head in my lap. She stayed there until bedtime.  

When she was in bed, I asked aloud, “Mother, will you check to see how 

Marjie is doing?” 

 Marjie said, “She looked closely at me, tapped me on the nose, and told 

me that I‟m getting well.”   

In the morning Marjie said, “I dreamed I made a box with an Indian 

design out of sticks and feathers and other ornaments. It was real pretty.”  

“Maybe Tanner wants you to make one like it.”  
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“Not today. Maybe some other time.”  

Perithnea jo ined me as we left for our walk. “Hello Father Bright!”  

“Hi, Daughter Bright. Have you seen Mi? I haven‟t felt her all day.” 

“She‟s been tickling the back of mother's neck.”   

“Why are you walking so fast?”  

“She needs the exercise. She hasn't been getting any due to this illness so 

I'm making everything bounce. I'm working all the muscles in her legs.” 

“Then the virus is gone?” 

“All the bad parts are.” 

“Is this a new strain of virus?' 

“No, just a very tough one. Mother saw a dog jumping off the porch 

today. It looked like Beth, but it wasn't her.”  

“Then who was it?” 

“I don't know. She saw the dog cross the living room, come through the 

door, then jump off the end of the deck. She looked again to see if it was Beth, 

but there was no dog there, and the door was closed. 

“I bet Mike came for a v isit.”  

“Mother has overcome much of her self-doubt, but she is going to face 

new doubts when you go to Van's house.” 

“Do you mean self-doubt, or the doubt of others?” 

“Others. Some of them are very skeptical.”  

“I'm not going there to eliminate their doubt. If they expect us to put on a 

show, they will be d isappointed.” 

“Van isn‟t asking for what she really wants, you know. She really wants 

to contact her dead son.” 

“Why is she afraid to ask?” 

“She‟s afraid of hearing the truth.” 

“Does she blame herself for h is death? Doesn't she know every parent 

makes mistakes?” 

“Every mother has doubts and worries if they made a mistake,” Perithnea 

said. “It's very hard for her. She lives in two cultures.” 

“She needs to decide which culture is best.” 

“There is nothing wrong with being multicu ltural. You are.”  

“When you concentrate on I AM and make Him the center, then the 

cultural stuff is secondary.” 

“That's true.”  

We were back at the house. “Mother wants to get cleaned up. I‟ll see that 

she takes her shower and gets dressed for bed. She needs to eat some cereal, 
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too.” Perithnea channeled through the shower and the meal. When the meal was 

over she said, “Alta Sha wants to talk to you later.”  

“Good.” Marjie and I talked for a while and she started to read. I said, 

“Perithnea said that Alta Sha wants to speak to me.”  

“I don‟t know anything about it.” She sat up in bed, prepared to channel.  

I closed my eyes and felt Mother's very strong touch. A  shift occurred in 

my inner vision and I saw bright red light which turned to orange and then to 

gold. When I opened my eyes, the golden hue was still there and Alta Sha was 

channeling. We greeted. I closed my eyes again and said, “My eyes are tired.”  

“That is not the only thing that is tired. You enjoyed speaking to the old 

one?” 

“Oh yes.” 

“It is strange how something so simple as a fire could act ivate his spirit.”  

“It‟s often the simple things that are very important.”  

“To achieve simplicity, much had to be accomplished.” 

“I don't understand what you mean.”  

“Your architecture.”  

“Oh. Yes, I did have to do quite a bit of work to finish the fireplace.”  

“Many spirits will sit before your fire and be happy as he was.” 

“That‟s good. I enjoy their company. I hope I can adjust to the smoke.”  

“The equipment is new. The smoke will not harm you. Sp irits in solid  

form will also share your fire and be good company.” 

I nodded. Alta Sha was quiet for a while. I started to ask him how our 

new friends had enjoyed a recent trip but knew that if I did he would only tell 

me to ask them. I smiled at my foolishness. By then I should have known that 

my inquiries should concern more important matters not so easily answered 

by another person. Alta Sha smiled and nodded his head. I asked, “Why are 

you nodding your head?” 

“I agree with your conclusion.” Again he knew my thoughts.  

“You told me that you missed my questions, but now I anticipate your 

answers. I‟m try ing to think of better questions.” 

He smiled. “You are maturing.” 

“Is there anything I can do to help Charley change his attitude?” 

“No. Charley has taken this relationship into a new arena. Let the experts 

familiar with this arena handle this matter. Are you sorry that you got 

involved in this relat ionship?” 

“I'm sorry that it‟s ending with him being angry and resentful. I don't like 

that.” 
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“The relationship took the course that was intended. What have you 

gained from this relationship?”  

“I have gained new friends and knowledge that I should not be so quick 

to tell others everything that has happened to us until a definite interest is 

shown.” 

He nodded. “Marjie has also gained. She has gained knowledge of how to  

get out of an abusive relationship and not to get drawn back into it.”  

“That is much growth fo r her.”   

“I AM has placed a new step before you now.” (Dr. Van Lynch had 

called to ask us if we would consent to hold a healing ceremony at her home 

because of family problems.)  

“Do you mean Van?” 

“Yes.” 

“Should we help her find what she truly wants?” 

“Yes.” 

“Uncle Nuke has taught me not to answer an unasked question.” 

He smiled. “The next time you talk to Uncle Nuke, will you relay this 

message to him?”  

“Of course. What is it?”  

“Be careful o f the third.”  

“Hopefully, he will tell me what the message means.” 

He only smiled. We looked at each other lovingly. I filled him with Light 

and the golden glow increased. 

I heard a loud thump downstairs. No one was down there. “What on Earth  

could that have been?” He didn't answer. “I have to check this out.” I went 

downstairs and saw that three sheets of paneling which had been leaning 

against the bedroom wall had somehow fallen away from the wall and onto 

the adjacent bed. They could not have fallen that way unless pushed from 

behind. I went back upstairs and said, “It was only the paneling, but why did it  

fall? It ‟s pretty heavy, especially three sheets of it.”  

He answered, “You have a spirit in this house who enjoys wood.” 

“I had no idea Mi was so strong! She must be practicing.” 

“She is testing her strength. She shows great strength.” 

“She certainly does. I bet it was her who made those plastic cups fall off 

the shelf in the closet, but the cups aren't wood.” 

He said, “A voice is not wood, either,” reminding me that Mi liked to  

imitate Marjie‟s voice and mine by calling out our names. 

“I enjoy speaking to you, my friend,” he said. “You make my load light.”  
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“I enjoy talking to you also.”  

He studied my aura and listened intently to my pitch. “I will ask I AM to 

keep you in the warmth of His Light as you sleep tonight. We should talk 

again soon, perhaps tomorrow.”  

“Good. I see the Light in you also.” 

 We embraced, and he left.  
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Chapter Five 

Faeries Aren’t Supposed to Cry 

Marjie was listening to a Beethoven symphony on the stereo when 

Perithnea said, “I really like this music. It‟s perfect for flying.” She 

occasionally whistled the melody or hummed along with the music. When she 

got quiet, I saw that Marjie was entranced and staring at something in front of 

her.  

“What do you see?” I asked. 

“Perithnea‟s dancing. She‟s leaping and twirling on her toes, keeping 

time with her wings and putting on a wonderful show,” she giggled. 

Donna called and said one of her trinkets had been moved quite a 

distance away from its usual location in her apartment and she didn‟t know 

how. I reminded, “Perithnea told you to expect Ivy to do something like that.” 

She said Ivy‟s bed was next to her own and she talked to Ivy before going to 

sleep.  

Donna had been insulin dependent for several years but had stopped her 

injections and had started wearing a magnet and following a special diet on 

the advice of a psychic “healer” who had told her that she was a “false 

diabetic.” She wasn‟t sure if her decision was prudent. 

“When we come down we‟ll attempt a healing. Maybe Nucleus 8 will 

help.” I told her about Mother eliminating Marjie‟s virus. Perithnea told 

Donna she might do some manifestations like Ivy had done. We set a date for 

arriving in Atlanta to visit.  

On my b irthday Perithnea approached me with her hands behind her 

back. “What are you hiding behind your back?”  

“Guess.” She crinkled the wrapping paper.  

“Could it possibly be a birthday present?” 

“How d id you know? It‟s from me and Adam. I had to beg, borrow and  

steal to get it.” 

I laughed “Do you want me to open it now?”  
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“Yes.” Inside was a beautiful t ie with pyramids on it. Light rays entered 

one side of the pyramids, were bent within as if passing through a prism, and  

emerged from a higher parallel point on their opposite sides.  

“This is really nice. I love this tie. The light rays bending through the 

pyramids make me think of traveling to other dimensions.” 

“That‟s why we chose it. You and mother are my favorite parents.” 

Marjie gave me a much needed, attractive shirt and matching tie. We had 

candles, cake and ice cream to celebrate.  

As planned, Marjie and I drove separate vehicles to Dr. Lynch‟s home on 

the appointed day, since it was between our house and my office. She said, 

“Tanner told me to bring a couple of hawk feathers, some bones from the 

raccoon we skinned, black and yellow rocks, cedar, sage and sweet grass for a 

healing ceremony.” 

Although we were expect ing Van‟s son to participate, he wasn‟t there. 

Following Tanner‟s instruct ions, we exp lained that she cou ld do the 

healing ceremony herself when he retu rned . The b lack stone  was to  

represent the death of the old self and birth to the new self, and the yellow 

one was to represent the Light of the Great Sp irit which would help h im 

heal and would gu ide h is path in the future. Smoke from the cedar, sage 

and sweetgrass was to  be wafted over h im with  the feathers, and would  

help their p rayers to rise to heaven. We smudged ourselves, Van and Jerry , 

but left unused ingred ients  fo r the healing ceremony they would have  

when  her son returned.  

I deliberately created opportun it ies  in our conversation for Van to 

bring up speaking to her deceased son, but she didn ‟t. 

Van suggested that we have a word of prayer before we left. Her husband 

joined us as we stood in a circle with our hands stacked together in the center. 

Van prayed first and I fo llowed. Tremendous spiritual energy flowed in waves 

through my body and I saw I AM‟s deep bluish -purple Light in my mind's 

eye. I asked for healing Light to bathe her son and the whole family. As I 

prayed my hands grew lighter, as if desiring to rise. Jerry said a few words of 

prayer. Instead of Marjie, Alta Sha prayed. He described God as the bright 

and morning star, the source of all healing and Light and asked that all those 

present be healed. He praised God as the Source of all that we need and upon 

Whom we depend for everything. He said we had surrendered our lives to 

Him in order to serve as His children. He ended with “Alleluia,” which we all 
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repeated. My hands rose with the others until they were at shoulder height. 

Then we all embraced.  

Marjie said, “My hands are tingling so much from the energy that they‟re 

almost numb.”  

Van felt the tingling, and Jerry, who had been an ordained minister for 

many years, was speechless. Van gave Marjie several cobs of mult icolored  

Indian corn and a recipe‟ and asked us to bless their min ivan because they 

were going on a trip to Wisconsin to visit with our new friends, Ruth and Dot. 

I prayed over their van and Marjie p laced her hands on it.  

We got in our car and she said, “I felt a lot of the emotions people have 

had in that van and heard a lot of voices. It‟s a good van.” We wished we 

could go with them. 

Perithnea helped me to clear the table after supper and asked, “Do you 

know what special gift you received from I AM today?” 

“Everything that happened today was special.”  

“But He gave you one special thing.” 

“I don't know what you mean.”  

She gave me an exasperated look, took a step toward me, stamped her 

foot on the floor, and asked, “What is that?” 

“It‟s you stamping your foot.” 

She did it again. “What is that?” 

I said, “You took a step.” 

“Yes! I AM gave you a step today!” 

“Do you mean with Van and Jerry?”  

“Finally!”  

“What step?” 

“You healed!” 

“So, you mean that the step was being asked to heal someone?” 

“Yes. You were asked without first offering it, and the healing took 

place! They felt it .” 

“I wasn't certain of that.” 

“You didn't feel it?”  

“I felt a lot of energy.” 

„They did too, for the first time in their lives!” 

“I assumed that since they‟re so religious, they would have felt it before 

in some of their services.”  

“They never felt anything like that before.”  

“They didn't say it was their first time.”  
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“Van said she felt the energy and Jerry felt it too, but he was so amazed  

he didn't know what to say. You know, when I AM gives a gift, it isn't just 

one thing, it‟s a whole series of things.” 

 “What other things do you mean?” 

“Where are Van and Jerry going tomorrow?”  

“To Wisconsin.” 

“Who do you think they will be talking about to your new friends? They 

will tell them that they felt something special, and your new friends will tell 

other Indians.” 

“I see what you mean. That‟s wonderful! I certainly appreciated Alta 

Sha's prayer and his presence. I didn't expect that.”  

“Alta Sha speaks directly to the Father. He speaks INTO the Father.”  

We embraced. “You're getting ready to do human things, now, so I'll say 

goodbye.” 

“Goodbye.” 

I was happy to know we had helped Van  and Jerry to have a new spiritual 

experience. 

Marjie spent much of the next day sleeping and complained of feeling  

depressed. I suggested a session to find out why she was so unhappy and she 

agreed. I did the countdown. 

“I see Perithnea and Adam. They‟re crying.‟  

Perithnea tearfully said, “I can't talk to you because she's making me cry. 

Faeries aren't supposed to cry! She's too strong for me to resist. I wish you 

could put her deeper.” 

I gave suggestions to deepen the trance, but Perithnea was still tearfu l 

when she said, “Thank you for putting her in the boat.” 

“Why is she so sad?” 

“Tonnage from the past. I'm not supposed to do this. Faeries aren't 

supposed to cry! Please make her stop. Alta Sha says I have to go.” She 

backed away. 

Marjie said, “I feel awfu l that they‟re crying. It's my fault. Alta Sha is 

telling me that neither he nor they can solve this problem for me. He says I am 

stronger now and need to do it on my own.”  

“Very well, then tell me where all th is pain comes from.”  

“I never had a single Thanksgiving in my whole life without crying. They  

were all sad, except for the one you and I had last year. I always thought it 

should be a happy day but it‟s always been hell. I can remember having the 

food raked off the table by my husband, having him not show up for dinner 



Faeries Aren‟t Supposed to Cry 

40 

because he was busy at the pool room, being asked in front of his family why  

I couldn't cook a decent meal any other day of the  year as well as on 

Thanksgiving, and on and on.” 

I held her and suggested, “Collect all of the emotions left over from all 

those Thanksgivings. Put them together to create a shape which will represent 

them all.”  

“Can I use clay?” 

“Surely. Each emotion can be a piece of clay and you can mold all the 

pieces together into any form that you like. When you ‟re finished, tell me 

what you made.”  

“It‟s a dagger; the edges are all broken.”  

“Good. Now take the dagger and put it into a kiln so it will get hard.  

“While you are wait ing for it to bake, I want you to take a nap and dream. 

Let your dream be about the future happiness you are going to have on 

Thanksgiving days with good friends and people who love you.” She smiled. 

After a few minutes I said, “In dreaming, time has no meaning. The dagger is 

now hardened. Take it from the kiln.”  

“There are other things in the kiln with the dagger. Nice things!” 

“Good. We will keep the nice things. Take the dagger out. When you 

have done that, find a hammer and smash it to smithereens! Crush it!”  

“It breaks very easily. It just turns to dust.” 

“This is the past. We are destroying all those bad, leftover feelings. When 

you‟re finished, collect all the dust in a paper sack and take it to your boat and go 

out to the deepest part of the lake. Dump the dust overboard and watch it swirl 

away until it collects in the ooze at the bottom of the lake, where it will mingle 

with the mud and become a part of new life. These old emotions can't bother you 

anymore.” She grinned widely.  

“What else do you see?”  

“I see the little things that were in the kiln, little castles and horses and 

faeries, things that I would enjoy. They aren‟t like the kn ife, they‟re very hard. 

If you tried to break these, they won't even chip. They‟re very solid, very real. 

These things are secure. They won't ever hurt you or betray you.” She nodded, 

still s miling.  

“Look for Adam and Perithnea. Are they still cry ing?” 

“No!” she giggled. “They‟re laughing, and they‟re dressed like little  

Pilgrims.” 

“See, you haven't hurt them after all.” My tears flowed with relief. 

Neither of us would ever want to hurt our children. I counted her up and she 
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cried happy tears. “Now we will have a special Thanksgiving day. In a little  

while we‟ll get dressed, get in the car, and go out for dinner somewhere.”  

We drove with no particular destination in mind. Perithnea popped out. 

“Mother is so much stronger now that I couldn't put her away in a safe place 

like I used to when her emotions were too unbearable. I got sucked into her 

pain. Nothing like that ever happened to me before. Faeries have to be careful 

not to let that happen.” 

“You have to learn how to protect yourself, don't you?” I asked. 

“That's what's wrong with mother. She doesn't know how to protect 

herself when she feels other people's pain.” 

“We have dealt with this before, but she hasn't quite learned the lesson 

yet.” 

“I don't want to be a human at all, now that I have felt what it‟s like,”  

Perithnea said. “I will just continue to be a faery, thank you.” 

“Yes, humans have a way of becoming treacherous toward one another.” 

“And to themselves, too!” 

“Is that what happened to Marjie?”  

“Yes. This time, she didn't step back from her pain. She ran into it, and 

then she couldn't stop it. Thank you for helping.”  

“And I thank I AM for helping.”  

Perithnea pointed to a hawk which was followed by two others flying up 

from a field beside the road. “You know, Marjie feels that this relationship is 

unfair to you, because of her lack of education, lack of family background and 

so on.” 

“She should realize by now that I AM has chosen her for special work. 

She is not in any way inferior to me.” 

“I agree that she needs to see herself as equal, but she doesn't. She thinks 

you are getting the short end of the stick. You need to work some more on 

that. Do you remember when you talked to her about culture shock? Being in  

an environment that is completely fo reign to her because she‟s used to one in 

which people always turn against her? You need to work some more on that 

culture shock idea.” 

Perithnea started singing. “I love Alta Sha, I love Alta Sha, I love Alta 

Sha, the angel from above. I know Alta Sha, do you know Alta Sha? He is full 

of love.  

“You know, I‟ve decided that it‟s time for A lta Sha to go commercial. 

Pens, T-shirts, books, and so forth.” I laughed 

“Are you serious? I have qualms about merchandizing an angel.” 
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“He should, anyway.” 

“It might be alright if the money made was put into some kind of spiritual 

foundation.” 

“Why don‟t you call Donna and bring her up to date on the happenings 

around here lately?” 

“Okay, I will. Meanwhile, I th ink it would be really nice if you would  

let  Marjie en joy th is ride. She really  wanted  to go  fo r a ride.”  

“Bye!”  

We enjoyed driving in the hills and watching the sunset. Marjie said she 

had a really good time. We ate at the only restaurant in town that was still 

open.  

Over dinner I asked, “Do you believe that we were brought together by I 

AM?” 

“Yes.” 

“Do you think He makes mistakes?” 

“No.” 

“Then why do you think that we don't belong together?” 

“You deserve something better. I think maybe it‟s some kind of a test for 

you to pass.” 

“This relationship is not a curse, it‟s a b lessing. We‟re together for a good 

reason. Do you remember when Jesus was at a home and Mary Magdalene sat 

at his feet instead of helping the other women to prepare the food? One of the 

elder women scolded her, but Jesus said to leave her alone, because she was 

doing what was best for her by tending to her spiritual growth. That‟s what 

I‟m most interested in, not how good a cook you are.” 

At home I started a fire but the wood I used was too green and the house 

filled with smoke. Marjie got a bad headache from it. Perithnea and I sent 

healing Light to her, but without much success. Sinus pills weren't very 

effective either, which led us to have a session. I held Marjie‟s hand and 

counted her down. 

“I‟m with Mother. She‟s taking me to a room and says that others will 

assist. She‟s making herself bigger. Now I‟m standing in her shadow.” 

“Perhaps she wants you to step through the shadow into another 

dimension with her, like she did with the pyramid.”  

“It's more like the shadow is going through me. Someone is coming out 

of a large cylinder. His face keeps changing into different forms. I wish he 

would stop doing that. I can't tell who he really is.”  

“Don't worry about who he is; just go along with the process.” 
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“Okay. He seems relieved now that I am not trying to guess who he is. 

He‟s feeling for my carotid pulse. His little fingers are cool. I don't want them 

to stick me again!” She held her hand protectively on her neck.  

“You can trust them. Mother would not let anyone harm you.”  

She removed her hand and said, “Now he‟s passing a green light rod over 

my forehead and down the side of my body. He‟s passing the rod over my 

right arm down to my hand. He‟s stopping there and looking at Mother. He 

wants to know why there is another hand with mine. Mother mentally  

communicated to him that he should not worry about it.”  

“I am here to assist,” I said, thinking those at the medical unit would hear.  

“He seems satisfied with that. He‟s passing the rod back up my arm. I feel 

a tingling almost like electricity wherever he holds the rod. It‟s making a 

ringing noise. Where the rod passes, the pain goes away but sometimes it  

comes springing back for a moment before it gets better.” After a few more 

minutes, she felt no pain. 

We thanked Mother, who expressed her love for us. I asked, “Is there 

anything we can do to prevent these headaches?”  

“She says no. It was due to the atmosphere. She wants me to listen to the 

wind, for it will take my mind away from the pain. She has pity for people 

who have sinus problems on this day, for there is much negativity in the air.”  

The wind had been blowing strongly all day.  

 Perithnea said, “There are things in the air that no one should be 

breathing.” 

I asked, “Does Alta Sha have something he wants to say?”  

“I do not wish to speak now. The medication is very strong.” 

“I understand. I just wanted you to know that I was ready to listen.” 

“Do you have any questions?” 

“No. I just wanted to thank you and I AM.” 

“I feel love for you in my heart.”  

Marjie emerged from the trance and with wonder said, “I felt his emotion 

when he said he had love for you. The feeling was very intense and pure.” 

Marjie was resting when Adam asked, “How do you help to heal 

someone?” 

“I visualize Light in the person I‟m try ing to help and in my hand, which 

I hold near the affected part. I visualize the intense violet Light of I AM 

passing through me into the person.”  

“I‟ll t ry that,” he said, closing his eyes. “I only see the color orange,” he 

said after a moment.  
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“I do too, when I first close my eyes, but if I wait a while, it becomes 

violet.”  

“I‟ll practice. The Light seems awful s mall to me, though.” 

“If you want it to seem larger, just step into it.” 

He smiled. “When you leave your body, perhaps we can do things 

together.” 

“I look forward to that. You are a special kind of faery. There has never 

been one just like you before. It may be that you can follow different rules 

than other faeries.” We expressed our love and he withdrew.  

Marjie and I went to see an attorney about Charley‟s threatening letter. 

The attorney said Charley had angered a lot of people in town and that if he 

tried to sue us in a local court, the judge was going to come down hard on 

him. People who had donated goods and money to benefit the village wanted 

to know what happened to it. In her opinion Charley‟s credibility was zero. 

Charley drove by and saw us leaving the lawyer‟s office. I hoped he got 

nervous about that. 

We were dismayed by the rudeness of a customer when we shopped on 

the way home. Perithnea said, “If faeries were rude, there wouldn't be any 

faeries.”  

“Why?” 

“If we were rude, we would cease to exist. Faeries are never supposed to 

be unkind. We are always supposed to be helpful.” 

“But don't you get angry sometimes? How can you be so perfect?” 

“I don't like rudeness, but it doesn't make me angry. To me it's just sad. 

People expend so much effo rt.”  

“You mean the effort of being on guard, angry and resentful?” 

“Yes. It's a lot of work! I don't understand why they just don't be happy 

and enjoy life and then they wouldn't act that way. They could just play, like 

me. I think you should play for the rest of the day. You got awfu lly tense back 

there.” 

“I was thinking of doing that but I don't know what to play at. It needs to 

be something outside. Maybe I'll work on the new cabinets. That would be 

play for me.”  

“Whatever you think of as play is good.”  
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At home she said, “I'm going to give mother some aspirin.”  

“Is she getting another headache?” 

“Yes. It's her sinuses.” 

Marjie took a nap while I worked on the cabinets. At suppertime I was  

cooking outside when Perithnea said , “Well, well, well.”  

“Why are you talking about the well?”  

“I think that I'm just going to have to take out a suit, too.” 

“Are you planning to sue someone?” I laughed. 

“I think I should.” 

“Who would you sue?” 

“Charley. He said that I was invisible. He said I was one of your invisible 

friends. He‟s defaming my character.” 

“That was a loud wind we had last night.”  

“Rides the Wind certainly enjoyed it. He was trying to speak through 

her.” 

“Was that his voice Marjie heard?”  

“Yep.” 

“Marjie wasn't sure of what he said. It  was something like I don't know.” 

“He said What's the point?” 

“What did he mean by that?” 

“He meant what‟s the point of Charley‟s attitude? He‟s always so 

negative.” 

“Even Rides the Wind is thinking about Charley?”  

“Yes. He hasn't forgotten. None of us have forgotten. He knows where 

the Light comes from around here. He‟s staying in the Light, and so are all the 

rest. He doesn't understand why Charley doesn't stay in the Light, too.” It felt 

good to know that the Indian spirits were thinking of our welfare. “I suggest 

that you call your Earth children tonight, and why don't you call Donna, too?” 

“Should I tell her about Clairetrinia having dreams of Rapsar?” 

“You already told her that. You need to tell her that Mi had some success 

in moving things.” 

“I could tell her about Mi knocking over the paneling, and that she‟s 

planning to join us on our trip down there. Would you like to talk to her on the 

phone?” 

“I can listen, but I can't talk.” 

“Why not?” 

“Because it‟s a human thing. I might enjoy it too much.” 

“What's the difference between talking on the phone and face to face?” 
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“I am so fascinated with the telephone that I might get curious and start 

looking around inside of it. You know what happens when I do that! I might 

trip over a wire or something and break it.”  

“Will you let Marjie listen to the conversation, too?” 

“Yes.” 

Perithnea left. Marjie said, “Alta Sha wants to speak to you.” 

“I‟m all ears.”  

 “Thank you for helping me to get Marjorie through her feelings about 

Thanksgiving. There is still much that is hidden within her. We make a good 

team, you and I. Did you expect the treatment of your most challenging 

patient to last so long?” 

“It‟s taking longer than I expected.”  

“Do you never expect to treat a patient for years?” 

“Not when you work with them every day.” 

He smiled. “If you have to continue working with her what will you do?” 

“I'll keep on keeping on. I'll do whatever I AM has in store for me. I 

enjoy the work. I have learned a great deal from it , thanks to your help. We 

shouldn't have to deal with every incident that ever happened to her. There 

should be some generalization within the same class of experiences if one of 

them is resolved.” 

“She is not intelligent enough to grasp this idea. You should explain it to 

her.” 

“Very well, I will.”  

He looked to the side, as if listening, then said, “Perithnea says you 

should explain to her that it is like a roundup. She is riding a horse, chasing 

cows, and has a lasso. What a marvelous image. However, she says that I 

cannot go to the hootenanny.She says it would spoil my image.”  

“Even Jesus went to parties.” 

“Another failed attempt at humor. The next one that I choose for my 

charge should be a comedian. Yes! That is a good idea. The next one I choose 

will be a comedian. That is wise, don't you think?” He seemed quite serious. 

I smiled and said, “Yes.”  

“Adam and Perithnea also learned from this experience. They learned that 

faeries can get caught up, too. They can get sucked in to another's pain.” 

“Why weren't they able to protect themselves?” 

“Marjorie has become so strong that Perithnea cannot help her in the 

same way that she used to. Her emot ion was more than Perithnea could deal 

with.”  
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“Why did Perithnea keep saying that faeries aren't allowed to cry?”  

“Faeries may weep for the passing of an animal, a tree, or any living  

thing, but they do not feel pain.”  

“They weep without feeling pain? What's the point of weeping if there is 

no pain?” 

“They feel a connection with the life which was lost. They weep for what 

could have been, but they do not feel pain.”  

“You make a distinction I don‟t understand.” 

“To weep and grieve for something that could have been is not 

necessarily to feel that thing's pain. Marjie is very sensitive to anyone‟s pain, 

and they became trapped in her pain. That is why I had to send them away.”  

“I‟m glad you did. I didn‟t like seeing them that way.” 

“Both Perithnea and Adam were afraid that they were going to dissolve.” 

“Dissolve? Could that really happen?” 

“If it were the will of I AM they could.” 

“Thank you for your help in the session. I didn‟t  know what to do for 

them.” 
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Chapter Six 

Inner Light 

We had just reached the abandoned school building on one of our walks 

when we saw a dead fox lying in the grass beside the road. Its pelt was in 

perfect condition except that the rectum and genitals had been excised with  

surgical precision. No blood or other injuries were visible. It had all the 

earmarks of other so-called mutilations of animals which have sometimes 

been closely associated in time and location with UFO sightings. I asked Alta 

Sha, “Were ETs responsible for the removal of body parts from the fox that 

we found?” 

“The cut was very precise.” 

“Did they take the fox's life?”  

“Why do you ask?” 

“I wondered if they took advantage of the fox's death or if they were 

looking for that particular species and took its life.”  

“That species has a vast range. They would not have to come here to look 

for it.”  

“Why didn‟t they reveal themselves to us, if they were so close by?” 

“They did. Did you not observe the “star” dancing in your sky?” 

We had seen what appeared to be a bright planet slightly bobbing about 

in the sky the night before. I said, “I thought it was Jupiter and that it was my 

imagination or a perceptual distortion.” 

“You were certain until you allowed a question to enter your heart,” he 

said.  

“That‟s true. I should wait and ask Uncle Nuke these questions.”  

Bart spent the night with us  the following weekend. After we had eaten 

breakfast Perithnea said, “Mother, Bart and I are going shopping. I‟m going to 

drive. We should be back in a couple of hours.” It was not the first time 
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Perithnea had taken over to drive and she was quite good at it.Bart seemed 

very accepting of her, which was encouraging. 

Marjie and I put Ivy's merry go round together that evening while Bart  

assembled a model car. Marjie had cut out small cats that Ivy could ride on 

the merry go round with her scroll saw. We listened to a Mozart symphony as 

we worked and Perithnea said, “Do you know why Mozart was such a great 

composer?” 

“No, why?” 

“He was taken into outer space by ETs who trained him.”  

“I‟m not surprised. I seem to remember reading that he was composing 

complex p ieces when he was only five years old.”  

She said to Bart, “I think it‟s wonderful that you want to grow spiritually. 

I have another brother who doesn't like to talk to me very much.”  

“Who's that?” I asked. 

“Ben. He thinks he's too busy to talk to me.” (Ben, my youngest son, was 

attending college.) 

“He has a lot to learn,”  I replied. 

“Light Mother wants you to have another session tonight.” Perithnea 

repeated some complimentary remarks that a well known psychologist in 

Memphis had made about my professional skills  to Bart, as if she wanted to 

enhance his opinion of me before the session. 

Bart accepted Marjie‟s invitation to observe.  

Entranced, Marjie said, “I‟m with Alta Sha.”  

Alta Sha asked, “Why is the child present?” 

“I will let h im answer that question.”  

“I don't know,” Bart said. 

Perithnea said, “I want to talk to Bart. Those who serve I AM have their 

dreams come true. He doesn't want us to give up our fun or our questions, or 

being who we are. He gives us everything that we need.” 

“He gives us things we wouldn't even think to ask for,” I said. 

“He helps us to find out who we really are.”  

“Yes, and we are spectacular! Deep down inside us there is a spot which 

is really magnificent. The more you serve I AM, the more that spot grows 

until you become magnificent all over. Don't you agree, father?” 

“Yes, but my humility doesn't allow me to say that about myself.”  

“Well, I'm a faery, not a modesty.” She left again . 

Marjie said, “I see Alta Sha sitting at a table. There‟s a place setting 

before him and two others on the opposite side of the table. Mother is also 
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here, but she is in the background. The place settings are surrounded by 

frames, like p ictures. I can‟t tell who‟s in the pictures. Mother is cautioning 

Alta Sha not to reveal the identity of the ones in the pictures just yet.  

“Now I see two little boys sitting at the table opposite Alta Sha. One is 

named Eddie and is seven years old. The other one is Franklin, who is nine. 

Both of them died in a drowning accident. Eddie doesn't understand that he is 

now a spirit because he's too young. Franklin understands deep down that he 

can't go back to his earthly life but doesn't understand where he is or what is 

happening.  

“Alta Sha is telling them to look at Mother and to go with her. What they 

see is the way Mother looked to me when I first saw her. She is a human -like 

being of Light who looks like an angel. Now they‟re going with her. Alta Sha 

wants me to look at the table. It has changed into a sink with a drain in the 

bottom. He is pulling the plug, and the top of the table is being pulled down 

into the drain but there seems to be no end to the table. It just keeps on being 

pulled into the drain.”  

“It's like traveling into another dimension, isn't it?” I asked. 

“Yes. I don't understand what Alta Sha is doing.” 

“It's kind of like what he did with you. He introduced you to Mother and 

she took you into another dimension and took care of you.”  

“But I wasn't deceased.” 

“They have names of people you were in other lifetimes. Edward  

in Australia, Franklin in South Caro lina. They are about the same age as Bart 

was when he had cancer, but they didn‟t survive.” 

Alta Sha asked me, “What is the significance of the color yellow?”  

“It signifies God's healing Light.” There was a golden glow around 

Marjie. 

He asked Bart, “Do you remember seeing the yellow Light when you 

were receiv ing treatment for your cancer?”  

“No,” Bart answered. 

“Perhaps the medication you were given interfered with your memory of 

it.”  

Marjie said, “I‟m seeing things the way Bart saw them when he was 

receiving treatment. There are a lot of nurses and others around me but I‟m 

barely aware o f them. I see brilliant flashes of pure white Light like balloons 

popping. They represent connections of some kind. Watching them is making  

me uncomfortable. I want to leave his body but I can ‟t. Please help me stop 

this.” 
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“Ask Alta Sha for help.” I knew he would give permission if it was time 

for her to leave Bart‟s consciousness. 

“He says I can leave but I don't need his help to do it. I'm trying but I 

can't get out.” 

“Why don't you go forward to the time when the treatment is fin ished and 

it‟s time to leave?” 

“No. There are too many shadowy spirits here. I don't want to bring them 

with me.”  

“Describe them.”  

“There are other spirits here who want to leave this place. I don't know 

how to keep them from coming back with me.” I gathered that Bart‟s spirit  

had left his body during the treatment and Marjie, seeing through his eyes, 

was aware of other disembodied spirits around him.  

Marjie, you need to find Bart's body and go back into it.”  

“Okay. I‟m back, but I‟m still Bart. I‟m seeing and feeling what  he did.” 

“You are not really Bart. Look for your own consciousness, which is 

separate from h is.”  

“Okay. I‟ve got it.”  

“Now that Bart's spirit is in his body you can come back to your own.” 

She nodded. “Are you ready for me to count you up?” 

“Yes!” I counted. 

“Do you understand what just happened to Marjie, Bart?”  

“No.” 

“She relived an experience that you had when you were being treated for 

cancer. Your spirit left your body and saw the Light, which sometimes 

happens to people who are dying.”  

Marjie said, “They did a spinal tap and then gave you medication that 

made you forget what happened.”  

“I don‟t remember that,” Bart said. He had no questions or comments. 

His lack of curiosity was puzzling, unless he wanted to forget what happened 

to him when he had cancer. 

At bedtime I said, “It‟s been a long time since I spoke to Adam.”  

“I will speak to you father.” 

“Good! What have you been doing today?” 

“I have been watching the fox.”  

“What did you see?” 

“I kept wait ing for her to move. She was very s till.”  

“Things that are dead don't move much.” 



Inner Light 

52 

“Was I foolish to watch her?” 

“No, you learned a great deal about death. Did you see the living things 

inside of her?”  

“Yes.” 

“Even though her spirit had left, there was life of a different kind in her. 

When one thing dies it creates opportunities for another thing to live, and the 

circle never ends. It is not foolish to learn about this. It‟s been a long day and 

I‟m ready to go to sleep. It‟s been a pleasure talking to you, Adam.”  

“Good night, father.”  

At Unity Bernard spoke of seeing the good in everything around us by 

keeping our eyes focused on God. Marjie pointed above us at a cluster of three 

suspended light fixtures that were swinging back and forth. None of the other 

clusters were swinging, and I immediately thought Perithnea or Adam was 

playing around. 

We were going to eat when Perithnea said, “I was riding on the lights in 

church.”  

“I thought that was either you or Adam.”  

She turned to Bart. “What did you think of the sermon?” 

Bart reluctantly said, “I felt something tickle my ear and I heard you call 

my name, but you weren‟t anywhere near me.”  

“That was Mi showing you that she is real. She tickles me all the time,” I 

said. 

Marjie said, “I heard Bart‟s voice speak to me, too. It had to be Mi, 

because Bart wasn‟t in the room. She said, What about the four?” 

“That‟s weird, because I saw four sprite Lights during the meditation 

period. She must have known.” 

We held a session early that evening intending to contact Nuke. As soon 

as Marjie began to relax she said, “Mother wants you to get writing  

implements.” She gestured as if holding the communication rod and soon her 

head began to bob, signifying Nuke‟s presence.  

“Good evening, Pat,” he said. 

“Good evening to you, Uncle Nuke. It has been a long time since we 

spoke.” 

“Perhaps a week of your time. Your weather is rather windy, isn't it?” 

“It‟s very windy and warm for this time of year. Extremes of weather 

seem to be increasing.” 
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“Indeed they are.” 

“Perithnea informed me that when the comet struck Jupiter, it slightly 

changed Jupiter‟s orbit and the wind patterns there.” He seemed surprised that 

Perithnea knew that. “If the orbit o f Jupiter was changed, then the orbits of the 

other planets would also change, including Earth.”  

“That is so.” 

“How b ig a change was it?” 

“Jupiter‟s orbit was altered by .33815 degrees. It is too small for your 

scientists to be able to measure now. The wind patterns on Jupiter have 

changed, as have your own.” 

“Local wind patterns are definitely changing.” 

“It is global.”   

“Is that due to our cutting so many trees?” 

“Partly, but your orbit has also changed.” 

“I thought it would change more slowly. What have you been doing 

lately?” 

“Working, but I am also taking more time out for relaxation than I used 

to.” 

“Have you found the female companion you were seeking?” 

“Yes. I have been escorted to my work station. This is most unusual for 

me,” he smiled.  

“Does she have a similar genetic make-up to yours?” 

“Oh yes.” 

“Wonderful! Was this meeting your doing?” 

“One of my superiors arranged it for me.”  

“How d id your superior know that you wanted that?” 

“I made the request.” 

“I hope you don't mind me being so inquisitive.”  

“No, I take it fo r caring.” 

“I care a g reat deal. I'm very pleased for you.” 

“I don't know which one of my superiors arranged it, but I will eventually  

find out.” 

“I thought if you just made your wishes known someone would be happy 

to grant your request.”  

“Somet imes I feel like a child with her. I do not know how to react to this 

kind of attention.” 

“My inner child is one of my best parts and I hope I never lose it. It 

enjoys encountering unknown and mysterious things.” 
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Nuke said, “I have been trained to be very cautious and to stay with that 

which is known and to avoid the unknown from childhood. I have forgot ten 

how to enjoy that which is mysterious.” 

“I have always been attracted to the mysterious.” 

“Then you should find my companions extremely attractive.” 

“I do. I would like to know more about all of you. Have you spoken to 

Alta Sha recently?” 

“No. I have not had the good fortune to speak to him in quite some t ime.”  

“Alta Sha asked me to relay a message for you.” 

“Will you relay it now, or later?”  

“Now. It ‟s very simple. Be careful of the third. He said that you would 

understand it‟s meaning, but I don‟t.” 

“It does have meaning fo r me.”  

“Would you care to tell me, o r is it a secret?” 

“Recently two newcomers have been added to my Station staff and a third  

is expected. It is good to have such advice.” 

“We found a dead fox recently.” 

“I know of this fox.”  

“You do?” 

“Yes. Biopsies of that kind are always entered into my System.”  

“It seems like such a small detail for you to notice.” 

“True, but it is important.” 

“Why? Is there a dearth of foxes on the New Planet?” 

He smiled. “We admire foxes because they are very intelligent, swift, 

beautiful, and they are fair.”  

“We preserved its hide.” 

“That is very thoughtful. There isn‟t a sufficient supply of foxes on the 

New Planet as yet.” 

“Perhaps you are storing genetic material against future need.” 

“We are supplying for present need and for future need.” 

“I also saw the dancing light in the sky near the place where we saw it 

months ago. After I went to get my binoculars for a closer look, it became 

motion less.” 

“This was not done to tease you. There were others in the v ic inity that  

we wanted to notice, but we must be cautious. Some of those who saw us 

allowed  their human doubt to make them disbelieve.”  

“I don't want you to breach security, but is it true that our government has 

weapons that can interfere with your ships by using electromagnetic pulses?”  
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“Your government can interfere with our ships, and does so quite a lot in 

certain locations, but our pilots are very skilled at avoiding such contact.” 

“Is our government hostile toward your craft?” 

“Yes.” 

“Why?” 

“Fear and greed.” 

“They want to possess what you have?” 

“Yes, and they do not wish to share it with others.” 

“That is typical of most human governments.” 

“Some in the government fear that we want to take what they have made, 

which is preposterous. No such government would be allowed in the Alliance. 

I cannot imagine any human government being able to stand up before the 

Board of Twelve.”  

“I have had my fill of human governments also. Are you familiar with  

Whitley Strieber, the author of several books about his contacts with ETs? 

“Whitley is in my System.”  

“He recalls being taken before a group of elders who questioned him 

about his belief that they wanted to conquer the world or to destroy the planet. 

He was asked to give them a lecture about the rise and fall of the Brit ish 

Empire. By the time he finished, he realized that such an idea was absurd.” 

“This idea is preposterous. You are living on a planet that is wasting 

away. It is in its waning days. Why would we want to conquer a dying planet? 

What intelligent forms of life there are on your planet tire easily and grow old 

quickly. It is not your human forms that we are interested in. What we are 

interested in is your inner Light, the Light of your spirit which illuminates you 

and which is very bright. It is this that attracts us and this that we love. This 

Light is the Light that we all share, the Light of spirit which was given to us 

all. That is why you few humans are so important to the many of us, because 

we share the same Light. Your Light and spirit is growing to  embrace us, 

also.”  

“Lately I have been feeling an unusual sensation on the right side of my 

head in the temporal area. It is a sharp little pain which comes and goes 

briefly, not lasting more than a few minutes. I thought of you and of Mother 

when I felt it, and wondered if you knew anything about it.” 

“Did it seem like a contact from one of us to you?” 

“It occurred to me that it might be a sign of contact.” 

“Was it your inner self that told you it might be such?” 

“Yes.” 
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“I have been trained from childhood to always consult my inner self. It is 

never wrong. I have also seen your inner self and it is very wise. You should 

listen to it. The question you are not asking is, Do I receive a signal from 

you?” 

“That‟s right.” 

“I do. This is a recent development.” 

“That‟s what I thought.” 

“Does this news disturb you?” 

“No. It‟s just confirmation of what I already thought.”  

“Would you like to use this contact?” 

“Yes.” 

“You should talk to Mother about this.” 

“Okay, I will. I was recently awakened by a strong sensation that I was 

levitating above the house.” 

“That is excellent. You should enjoy such experiences. It is an indication 

that you are receiving instruction and responding to it. You should continue 

with this, because you are going to need it.” 

“I am? I can't imagine how I am going to need it.”  

“I have seen what is in store for your inner self. It is beyond your greatest 

desires.” 

“Many of my days have been like that recently. I AM blesses me richly.”  

“I have requested of my superiors that those of us who have received 

informat ion about the Creator be allowed to jo in together in a meeting to share 

our emotion. I imagine that others do this also.” 

“Wonderful! That is the function of our churches, but so many of them 

fail to accomplish that goal. Alleluia!”  

“The signal is weakening.” 

“We will soon be meeting with Rapsar again in Atlanta. Marjie and I 

made a merry go round for Ivy. It has cats on it in place o f horses.” 

“It sounds delightful. I will have to look up merry go round in my 

System. Continue to fly in your dreams.” He withdrew. 

To Marjie I said, “Fill yourself with Light and energy.” 

“My hands feel numb.” She had been holding the communication rod for 

a long time. I turned them from the palms up and closed position to normal. 

She smiled. “I felt a  lot of energy when you touched my hands,”  

“Are you with Mother?” I asked. 

“Yes. She‟s surrounding you and me now. I'm ready to come back.” I 

counted her up.  
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Around nine o‟clock we received a call from Dr. Van Lynch, who was 

very happy about the spiritual uplift she had received through her trip to 

Wisconsin. Her van had performed perfectly and she was certain that our 

blessing had been responsible. She finally asked if we would help her to  

contact the spirit of her deceased son, and we scheduled another contact.  

I was sitting in the living room looking out the window when I saw a 

flash of Light near my face. I turned my head back toward the room and saw a 

point of Light near my wrist.  

Perithnea emerged and I asked, “Was that your Light I saw near my face  

and on my wrist?” 

“It was me and Adam.”  

“Very well. Thank you for showing me your Light again.”  

“I love to watch your mouth when you say very well.” I repeated it  

several times for her enjoyment.  

As soon as I closed my eyes to sleep, I saw three points of bright Light. I 

knew they were Mi, Adam, and Perithnea and was grateful for them. I also 

thanked I AM for the sight of several hawks that morn ing, especially for the 

almost entirely white one, and for protection from five tornados that had been 

active in west Tennessee.  
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Chapter Seven 

Telepathy 

In the morning I saw that two pieces of paneling had again been pushed 

away from the wall by Mi, who was also more active in my office. I sensed 

spiritual presences and felt more sensitive to my clients and noticed a 

momentary wavering in the air between me and my clients  in some of my 

sessions.  

During a lunch break I thought of contacting Polly about getting a book 

published. When I got home, Marjie said that she had inward ly heard Polly's  

name several t imes during the day. Our telepathy seemed to be working  

well.  

I said, “On my way home I felt pressure on the crown of my head. I 

thought it might be Mi, who‟s been tickling my hair.”   

Marjie rep lied, “Mi was pulling the hair at the top of my head when I 

took a shower. It was so strong I wondered if my hair had somehow snagged 

on the ceiling but I know that‟s not possible.” Mi continued to fool with my 

hair at intervals and the sensations of pressure in the right temporal area where 

my implant was located also increased. 

Perithnea joined me at the dinner table. “Mother had a visitor today. How 

was your day?” 

“I had a good day. Who was the visitor?' 

“Ivy.” 

“Ivy came all this way?”  

“She wanted to compare your puppies with her cats. You have more. She 

talked to mother.”  

“What did she say?” 

“I'll let mother tell you that. Ivy is very excited about the visit that you‟re 

going to make. Bye.”  

I asked Marjie, “Did anything unusual happen around here today besides 

Mi pulling your hair?” 
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“I took the puppies out to play in the yard and I heard a very loud meow. 

I looked all around the yard trying to find the cat, but there wasn‟t one. Then I 

thought it might be Ivy.” 

“It was. Perithnea just told me that she came to visit.”  

“That‟s a relief. At least I‟m not losing my mind.”  

I was typing when I heard an electronic tone which gradually got louder 

before it faded away from and unknown source. Faery Lights appeared in 

various places that afternoon. 

Because Marjie usually felt a real letdown after visiting with her family  

during the holidays, we decided to have a prevention session. Following Alta 

Sha‟s advice I said, “When you have gotten over the trauma of one 

experience, it often will reduce the traumatic ef fects of other similar 

experiences.” 

“You mean, like air freshener that spreads from one corner of the room to 

cover the whole room?”  

“Yes, that‟s a good analogy. Are you ready to have a session that will 

help you get over family conflicts in general?”  

“Yes.” I prayed for assistance to accomplish this, and when I had 

fin ished, Marjie said, “I‟m standing at the foot of the bed, watching us.” 

“Would you call this an out of body experience?'  

“Yes, but I'm not supposed to do that. It has nothing to do with ou r 

work.”  

“It may have something to do with it. Obviously your inner self thinks it  

needs to do a little traveling. Perhaps it wants to go to someone connected 

with past Christmases. I remember that you went out of body to your sisters 

last Christmas.” 

“No, it doesn't want to go anywhere.” 

“Why don't you just let your spirit travel and see what happens?” 

“Now there are three of us! The one at the foot of the bed is watching 

another spirit get up out of my body and stand at the foot of the bed.” 

“Are these three acquainted with each other?” 

“The ones at the foot of the bed are acquainted with each other, but they 

are not real well acquainted with the one that's lying down.” 

“Perhaps they would all three like to get to know each other better and to 

become integrated as one. What are they doing now?” 

“One is moving around in the room. Can you tell where I am standing?” 
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“I‟m not sure.” 

“Can you feel me to the right of you?” 

“Yes, I can feel energy there.” It was like a slight pressure on my arm, an  

electrical t ingling. 

“Now can you tell where I‟m standing? I moved, but not very far.” 

“Are you standing in front of me?”  

“No. Why am I putting you to the test? I shouldn't be doing that.” 

“It's alright. You're just trying to explore the limits of my sensitivity and 

the effects of your energy on me. There‟s nothing wrong with that.” 

“Well, I don't need to do that. We need to get on with the work.”  

“Very well. What are your spirits doing now?” 

“They‟re back on the bed inside me. I'm ready to work.”  

“Okay. Put yourself in a  theater where you will watch a family movie 

about all the different Christmases you experienced in this life, beginning with  

the first. Stop the film when you reach a Christmas that holds emotional 

significance and we will take a closer look at it.”  

After a few moments, she said, “I can't get past this one.” 

“How o ld are you?” I asked. 

“Three and a half.”  

“Describe what‟s happening.” 

Marjie‟s voice and manner were consistent with that age. 

“We are at my aunt‟s house for Christmas dinner. My mother said it was 

very important to be very polite and quiet and not to make a disturbance of 

any kind. I remember being very good the whole time.” She frowned. “Why 

doesn't momma notice how good I‟m being? She never said how good I was, 

even after we got home.” 

“How do you feel about this?” 

“My feelings are hurt. I‟m disappointed.” 

“Did you think to ask her if she noticed?' 

“I‟m not allowed to.” 

“Why isn't it all right to ask her to notice?” 

“Mona (a pseudonym) never asks any questions. She's always very quiet. 

I'm not supposed to ask.” 

“How does it feel when you can't ask for what you really need?” 

She shifted back to her adult self. “I think it‟s bad. I needed the approval 

more than I needed the gifts.”  

“If your children needed your attention or approval, would you want them 

to ask you for it?” 
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“Yes!” 

“That's the way it should be. Go forward to the next important 

Christmas.”  

“I‟m eleven.” She frowned and rubbed her left eye.  

“What‟s happening?” I asked. 

“I‟m having a hard time thinking of something I can get mamma fo r 

Christmas. All that she asks for is kisses and hugs, but you can't wrap them 

up, and I want to give her a present and watch her open it.” 

“What did you do?” 

“I decided to buy her bubble bath that came in a little container that 

looked like a champagne bottle. A little plastic champagne glass came with it. 

To me, it was symbolic of the way queens lived. I felt that my mother 

deserved the best and I wanted to give her something that would make her feel 

special, the kind of things rich people have. She could  look at the pretty glass 

while she took her bath.” 

“What happened?” 

She wept. “When she opened it she looked real unhappy and said 

good Christians didn't have anything to do with alcohol. It wasn't a bad gift. It 

was a good gift.” 

“Your mother said you were a bad Christian.” 

“It didn't have alcohol in it. It had nothing to do with alcohol. It was just 

something nice to make her feel good, and I didn't buy it alone. Daddy was 

with me.”  

“What did he say about your gift?” 

“He said he thought it would be a very n ice gift.”  

“Did your father know how your mother felt about alcohol?” 

“Yes.”  

“Would he know how she would react to something that looked like a 

bottle of liquor?” 

“I don't think so.” 

“Well I do. I think he knew very well how she would react. His rule was 

divide and conquer.” 

She cried harder. “I don't like this, I want out of here.”  

“Very well, but remember what Alta Sha and I have shown you. When a 

situation is too intense, take a step back from it. Get in touch with your inner 

self, the one who stood at the foot of the bed at the beginning of this session. 

Be a  spectator. Observe the scene without becoming too emotional and  

analyze what is happening. Do you see what was going on?” 
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“Yes.” 

“Do you understand why your family could never really function  as a 

family?”  

“Yes.” 

“Your mother and father didn't really love one another and because they 

weren't pulling together and were always in conflict, there was no way to have 

a Christmas with a loving family spirit. It was a sham. The whole marriage 

was a lie.”  

“It‟s true that they didn't really love each other. They were just 

pretending.” 

“Let's go forward to other Christmases that were significant.”  

“I don't have to. I know what was wrong with all of them. Can I  

imagine a Christmas with my other family at the Station?”  

“Perhaps you can remember one instead of imagining.”  

“Oh!”  

“Allow yourself to remember a t ime of gift g iving with your other 

family.”  

A broad smile brightened her face. “Mother has made herself very big, 

and she is being our swing! We are really enjoying this.” 

“What is she doing?” 

“She has several of us children in two of her hands  and is raising us up 

real high, and then swinging us down fast. Just when we get real low, she lets 

go and catches us with her other two hands and swings us right back up again, 

real h igh. It's fun! I see my teacher. He's watching and laughing with us. I 

didn't know he could laugh!” 

“He loves children.” 

“Yes. He always has a soft look on his face whenever he looks at us.” 

“He would p robably like to have some children of his own.”  

“He always makes us feel good.” She turned over, pulled up the covers, 

and snuggled into the bed.  

“What are you doing now?” 

“I'm back in my room in my bed. My teacher is with me. He has come to 

tuck me in. He‟s looking at me and smiling. He would never do anything to 

make me feel bad about myself. He always says things that make me feel 

good. I feel safe with him.” A s mall frown appeared. “He‟s leaving the room 

now.” 

“That‟s a wonderful gift. He gave you what you really needed, to feel 

loved, safe, and secure.”  
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“I don 't feel scared when I go to bed here. I‟m ready for you to count  

me up now.” We discussed the session. “I don't think I'm going to bother 

sending my sisters a card this year. They make no effort to meet me half way. 

I know they've been talking to each other about doing something together for 

Thanksgiving and Christmas and they haven't even bothered to call me. I'm 

not reaching out to them anymore.”  

“Are you sure you don't even want to send a card? I know they show no 

interest in you now, but the day may come when they will. Do you want to 

leave the door open in case they really do want to know something about your 

life and what you have learned?” 

“Do you think I should?” 

“I'm just asking if you want to leave the door open. It's entirely up to 

you.” 

“I think it‟s a waste of time. What would I say in a card like that?” 

“You could say something like I hope God is blessing your life as richly 

as He is blessing mine.”  

“Maybe I cou ld put down that I'm fantast ically happy, o r maybe just  

send them some switches and ashes! I‟m not sending them anyth ing . If 

they approach me in the futu re, I won‟t be rude and I will be receptive, but  

it ‟s up to them to make the first move. There was never a chance fo r our 

family to have a true Christmas. My true family showed me the real 

mean ing of love and of giving gifts. They gave me enough to keep me alive. I 

don't know if they actually celebrate Christmas.”  

“They probably have no need for that. Every day is probably like 

Christmas for them.”  

“When they want to give a gift to someone, they just bring them the gift  

and walk away. That way, no one is put on the spot. They just want to give a 

gift and don't expect anything in return.” 

“That's the way it should be. That‟s the true spirit of Christmas, isn't it?”  

“Yes.” 

“Someday we will live in a world where it‟s like that all the time.”  

She smiled. “I don't think I‟m going to miss my family this Christmas, 

but I would like to celebrate with my real family.”  

“You can always do that in spirit. I believe someday we will do that in 

our physical form.”  

Before going to bed I meditated upon our spiritual friends and our 

children and felt very gratefu l for their presence in our lives. I heard an  

unusual noise which made me think of Mi.  
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Marjie and I were taking a bath when Perithnea joined me. “Mother is 

real excited about the trip to see Donna and Ivy. So am I.”  

“I am too. I hope we get to talk to Rapsar again. He needs our help.”  

“I have something to ask you.” 

“What‟s that?” 

“Maybe I shouldn't go with you to Atlanta.” 

“Why do you think you shouldn't go?” 

“I don‟t really know all the people who will be there and I don‟t know 

what they expect of me. I‟m afraid they might ask questions that will make me 

look foolish and create doubt that I‟m real, especially Polly and her scientist 

friend. You might begin to think that I really am a figment of Marjie 's 

imagination or a multiple personality.” 

“I only contacted Polly because you and Alta Sha encouraged me to and 

because Marjie and I have been having thoughts about her. Perhaps we have a 

mission with her.”  

“You‟re supposed to share your Light with her.”  

“I decided that you were very real a long time ago and no one can ever 

change my opinion about that. You don't have to say a word unless you want 

to and you don't have to prove anything to anyone. I thought you  were eager 

to talk to Donna and Terri and to see Ivy.” 

“I am.”  

“Don't worry about the others. None of them can trap us into doubting 

you. If you don't play any word games with them, they can't trap you with 

questions.” 

“Are you scolding me?” 

“No, I‟ll just be very disappointed if you don't go for the reasons you 

gave. You‟ve been saying over and over how much you want to go, and now 

that I have made arrangements, you say maybe you won't go. It's frustrating.” 

“I did do that, didn't I?”  

“I would like for you to be with us, even if you don't talk. We like having 

you around.” 

“Okay, I‟ll go. Goodbye.” 

Marjie and I were tired and went to bed early. I was also in a bad mood, 

which seemed inappropriate in view of the many blessings we were receiving. 

I was more frustrated when I woke up around three in the morn ing. I looked  

out the window and saw a moonless sky full of dazzling stars and went 

outside for a better look. The glorious starlight was so bright that it 

illuminated the ground. 
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The fantastic beauty of  I AM‟s creation lifted my spirit. I returned to bed 

and slept well, looking forward to the spiritual adventures I anticpated in 

Atlanta. 
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Chapter Eight 

Technology Transfers 

Like symbols of our earthbound journey, a pair of hawks flew side by 

side to the left of our car as Marjie and I were driving southward from 

Nashville toward Atlanta. I was glad that the traffic was not bad on I-24 and  

the weather was clear and sunny.  

I was particularly hopeful that Donna would channel Rapsar and that we 

might eventually help him to find the Light of I AM as we had done for other 

spirits sharing a human‟s body. Doing this for an ET spirit would be 

especially fulfilling. 

Marjie was sleeping when Perithnea unexpectedly channeled. “I‟m glad  

to have you for a father.”  

“I am very g lad to have you for my beautiful daughter.” 

“Do I need to apologize for saying I was thinking about not going to 

Atlanta with you?” 

“You don‟t owe me an apology for being honest.” 

“Did it remind you of Terresa when I changed my mind?”  

Terresa was my deceased second wife. “I didn‟t think of her , but she did 

change her mind a lot.”  

Through the sun roof I saw five high flying crows directly above us, 

which reminded me of the two groups of five Indian spirit friends with whom 

we had worked. I g lanced at the road for a couple of seconds and looked up 

again. At their altitude they should have still been visible, even if they had 

changed direction. They couldn‟t have gotten out of sight so fast. They had 

simply disappeared.  

Marjie woke up complaining of an intensely sore throat which didn't 

respond quickly to the healing Light I projected. I suggested that she enter a 

trance and ask Mother for assistance. 

“She says I should stop using mouthwash because it‟s irritating my 

throat.” 
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“Will salt water help?”  

“Yes, but she says it has to be very salty. I see a small gray holding a 

litt le instrument that he‟s poking into my neck. Each time he touches it, I hear 

a squishing noise, like he‟s giving me  an in jection.”  

I took the next exit and parked at a convenience store. I went inside and 

made salt water which I took out to Marjie, who was still entranced and 

receiving aid from the ETs at the Station. After a couple of minutes she said, 

“They‟re finished.” 

 I counted her up and she gargled the salt water. With in a few minutes she 

was greatly improved. I thanked Mother and the others for their help.  

We arrived on schedule in Atlanta and were warmly greeted by Donna. 

After settling in, I expla ined that we had a g ift for Ivy, Perithnea‟s friend, who  

had elected to live with Donna because she liked her cats. 

“Oh, what is it?” She asked. 

We wound up the little merry go round we had made and I exp lained, “It  

was Perithnea‟s idea to use cats instead of horses.” 

It was turning and playing a tune. Donna asked, “Which of the cats is Ivy 

rid ing?”  

“She can make the one she is riding wiggle,” I said, and one of the cats 

did, delighting all of us. “Hi, Ivy! I hope you like your merry go round.” We 

watched it for a few moments and then we went to the kitchen for something 

to drink  

We brought Donna up to date on recent events and returned to the living 

room. Marjie said, “Somebody knocked the merry go round over.” 

Donna said, “It was probably by one of the cats. My Manx has been 

unusually noisy since Ivy arrived. He generally hides from strangers  but he 

seems to like you two a lot. Can Ivy talk to us through you, Marjie?”  

Perithnea answered, “Ivy doesn‟t know how to channel through humans. 

You can only tell she‟s around by her Light or things that she does.”  

I suggested we contact Nucleus 8. I said a prayer for divine guidance and 

helped Marjie to enter the trance. She said, “I‟m walking down the corridor 

with Mother. I just saw a gray move quickly by us. He‟s the same one who 

gave me the in jections for my sore throat. Perithnea says it‟s 22.  

“We‟ve come to a doorway shaped like a curved rectangle. Look at that! 

It slid into the floor when we started to enter. We‟re in a large room . The 

lighting is dim. I see a huge chair and my teacher is sitting in it. There‟s a 

curved desk in front of him and lots of screens on the wall that have pictures 

and numbers on them.”  
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From the immature quality of her voice, I surmised that Marjie was 

reliving something that happened when she was around five years old. 

“The chair is special. It fits him like a g love and when he moves his arms, 

the arms of the chair move with them. He‟s asking if I want to sit in it and try 

it out.  

“This is fun. It‟s not made out of plastic or cloth, but it has stuffed rolls 

on the seat and back and it‟s real comfortable. It‟s a deep blue color. I know 

what this room is. It ‟s where the pilot sits.” 

Donna nodded her head in a knowing manner as if familiar with the 

setting.  

“My teacher is asking if I want to fly the ship. He‟s showing me where to 

put my hands, but Mother says no. She‟s handing me the communication rod. 

It‟s a bluish red color and sticks out on both sides of my hand when I hold it.”  

Nuke‟s scanning head movements signaled his arrival, and we cordially  

greeted. I asked, “Do you know where we are?”  

After a short delay he replied, “You are in Rapsar's presence,” he looked 

at Donna. “Rapsar, I have a message for you from Clairetrin ia. She thanks you 

for the dream and would like to receive more.”  

“Can Clairetrin ia influence Rapsar's dreams  in the same way that he 

influences hers?” I asked. 

“Clairetrin ia is not as advanced as Rapsar. Her implant is also different. 

She is not a transporter and it does not have that capacity.”  

Donna looked puzzled. To clarify, I asked, “Do transporters have 

different requirements than others?” 

He nodded, saying, “Yes.” 

Channeling again, Rapsar said, “You and I have had many missions 

together. I feel very strongly connected to you. I can remember mischievous 

times when we went beyond the grid. We were good!” 

“Yes, we were,”  Nuke s miled. “We were safe.”  

“Why do you use the word safe? We were in areas of darkness.” 

“Safe from exposure.”  

“We had many close calls. I don't want to say danger, but we were in  

situations that were difficult.”  

Nuke said, “Very intense. It is wonderful to hear the voice of magnificent 

Rapsar once more .”  

“What other things did we do? I feel that I was more than just a pilot.”  

“Indeed, you are a son within a family and a bonded one with a mate. 

From ch ildhood your primary interest was in motion and little else.” 
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“We took the Light to places it had not been before. We expanded into 

new areas.” 

“We flew many missions and we will fly more.”  

To Donna I said, “So, Nucleus was once fond of adventure and mys tery. 

He said the other night he had forgotten how much he could enjoy the 

unknown. There will soon be a meeting of some individuals you might be 

interested in, Nuke.”  

“What meeting is this?” 

“Would you explain, Donna?” 

“It‟s a meeting of contacted individuals who have received advanced 

knowledge about technologies and other things which they have shared  with 

each other.” 

 “We call them TTs,” Nuke rep lied. 

“What does that mean?” Donna asked. 

“Technology Transfers.” 

“Can you confirm if Donna's friend Rod is in your System?” I asked. 

“The System is searching. Please continue.” 

Donna said, “This group is meeting to exchange ideas and to discuss how 

to use them for the benefit of humanity.”  

“They are a threat,” Nucleus 8 said. 

Donna raised her eyebrows in surprise. “Do you mean a threat to 

humanity?”  

“They are a threat not to humankind, but to human polit ical structures 

because of their knowledge. Rod is in my System. He has helped many in the 

past and will help many in the future, and not only humans.” 

“I remember we encountered Rod once before. It  was beyond the grid 

somewhere,”  Donna/Rapsar responded. “Do Rod and I have identical 

implants? Is this why we are so attuned to one another?”  

“No two implants are ever identical, but yours are similar. Where and 

when will the meeting you mentioned take place?” I gave him the information  

and he said to Donna, “I would like to attend a meeting someday in physical 

form with you and others who have shared the Light of I AM.” We said our 

goodbyes and he withdrew. 

Donna said, “I was very familiar with the room that Marjie entered. I 

knew it was the control room of a UFO. I remembered the color of the chair 

before Marjie mentioned it and I remembered how to operate the controls.” 

The apartment was getting cold. I went to close a window in the dining 

area and had to raise the blinds to do so, but couldn‟t get them to lower 



Technology Transfers 

70 

afterwards, and couldn‟t understand why. A few minutes later Donna passed 

by the window and exclaimed, “Oh my God! Come and look at this!”  

There was a bright light in the western sky which made subtle 

movements as we stared. Donna got out her b inoculars and through them 

could see that there was a red light at the bottom and blue lights at the sides 

of the distant craft. It was Donna's first sighting of a UFO and she was very 

excited. I said, “That‟s just Nuke making sure you know he is real. He 

instructed that craft to become visib le to us. Somehow he managed to make 

the blinds stay up, too. It wouldn‟t surprise me if one of his staff is doing 

that, or maybe Perithnea.”  Later the b linds closed without difficu lty.  

I attended a professional training conference as planned the next day and 

Donna went to work, which left Marjie without company except for faeries 

and cats. When I returned she said, “I was lonely and felt a little depressed 

while you were gone.” She hadn‟t eaten since breakfast so I cooked a bacon 

and cheese sandwich for her and she quickly cheered up. Then we took a nap 

while we waited for Donna to return.  

When we awoke Perithnea said, “Adam, Mi, and me are really enjoying  

this visit. We‟ve been exp loring Atlanta with Ivy.”  

“Great. I‟m glad you‟re having such a good time.”  

As soon as she got home, Donna launched into a discussion of Nucleus, 

Perithnea, and Ivy, and told us that her boyfriend Rod was joining us for 

supper. She said, “He‟ll be very tired from his trip to Detroit. He was visiting 

with a friend about a time travel machine which they invented using the 

transferred technology that Nucleus mentioned.” 

“They made a t ime machine that really works?” I asked. 

“Yes. They‟ve been able to send objects into another dimension and bring 

them back.” 

“That‟s amazing.”  

Donna‟s friend Terri joined us, and over dinner at a Chinese restaurant, 

we told Rod about Mother, Alta Sha, and Nucleus 8. We also spoke of the 

New Planet and of Earth‟s  orbit being changed when the comet struck Jupiter. 

Rod shared that he had visions of very high winds in Earth‟s future caused by 

climate changes. He didn‟t stay with us for very long due to his need for rest 

and to prepare for the group meeting the following day.  

At the apartment Marjie said, “I wish I could remember what the symbols 

on the walls in Mother‟s office looked like.”  

“We could have a session about that,” I suggested. 

 “Mother is here. She‟s scanning Terri very intently.” 
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Terri said, “I sense her.” 

I asked, “Is Mother willing to help with Donna's diabetes?” 

“Yes. She wants you to help Donna get very relaxed.” I induced Donna 

into a trance and Marjie said, “Mother is making herself very large and is 

hovering over Donna. She‟s opening up her abdomen to take Donna inside. 

Now Donna is on a medical table. One of the grays is running a turquoise 

light rod from her head to her toes and back. Now they‟re focusing light on 

her chest and on her head.” A few seconds passed. “Now the light is focused 

on her stomach and right hip. They aren‟t  doing any surgery or transfusions, 

just using the healing Light.”  

I asked, “Is there anything that we can do to help with the healing?” 

Light Mother answered in her whispery voice, “You can share your 

energy as you have in the past.” 

“Marjie, will you help me by combining your energy with mine?” We 

held our hands near Donna‟s body and I followed Marjie's lead, moving my 

hands to different areas of the body with hers. A great deal of energy passed 

through my hands and I sensed that a healing was taking place.  

Marjie said, “Mother says it‟s finished.” 

Donna looked and acted as if she were sedated. I said, “You will 

remember any questions that you need to ask Nucleus 8 and any experiences 

that will help you to remember yourself as Rapsar.” She nodded her head in 

agreement, and I counted her up. 

Still looking dazed, she said, “I was aware of Mother, and that they were 

doing something to my chest.” 

Terri said, “I felt a presence in front of me when Mother was in the 

room.”  

“Mother says she likes you,” Marjie said to Terri.  

It took Donna a short while to be fully alert. Terri asked a question about 

our relig ious beliefs. Marjie and I affirmed that we considered ourselves to be 

God‟s children. I added, “The Christ Spirit is not confined to one form as 

many of us have been taught. That Spirit has walked among humans on many 

other occasions and in many other places than as the person known as Jesus. 

Jesus is recorded as saying that when we visit a prisoner or when we give aid 

to a widow or a leper, we might be comforting Him without knowing it. It is 

also recorded that when he returned from the dead, his disciples did not 

recognize h im, which implies that he was in a different form than the one they 

knew.”  

Marjie said, “Alta Sha is pleased that we are having this discussion.”  
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Terri left for home. I went back toward the kitchen and looked out the 

window. “The UFO came back,” I said. Come and take a look.” They joined  

me, and the cats, which had avoided me for most of the day, came with them. 

As we gazed at the UFO, they rubbed up against me for petting. The light of 

the craft brightened and dimmed in alternating cycles as if to assure us that it 

was not a planet or star. Donna was again enthralled to see a UFO p laced in  

such a way that she could hardly miss seeing it.  

The group meeting was located on the other side of Atlanta. Donna drove 

us, and although we were an hour later than planned, several others were also 

late, and the meeting had not started. I was surprised to find that we were in  

the home of Kathy (a pseudonym), the blonde woman who had claimed at an 

earlier support group meeting that she was a hybrid, had given birth to many  

hybrid children who were liv ing in another dimension, and who was 

concerned that they were not receiving relig ious instruction. Kathy told us that 

she felt like a temporary resident of Earth waiting until the ETs transported 

her to her real home.  

She also asked about our trip to Mexico on behalf of the Tarahumaras, 

saying that the knowledge Indians had of how to live in harmony with nature 

would be important in the future. “I think that they will be the leaders on the 

new planet which is being constructed for them and others,” I said. I answered  

her questions about the New Earth as best I could and felt Spirit moving very 

powerfully. “Do you feel that energy?” Kathy asked. We all did. 

Rod gave a very interesting presentation about how to construct a 

compact perpetual energy machine which would not only power itself but 

provide large quantities of excess energy to supply power for other uses. In 

addition to drawings, he wrote formulas to explain the theory behind it. I was 

surprised that to illustrate some concepts, he used the infinity sign, a circle, 

and two parallel lines, identical to symbols which Marjie had been shown 

were important in our early trance work. He claimed that he had already 

constructed a working prototype, which impressed me greatly. If properly  

developed, he claimed it would provide enough energy to power several 

typical homes. 

Polly asserted that the government would attempt to steal their 

inventions, which led into a negative, fear-based discussion which naturally  

discouraged others from giving detailed descriptions of their technologies, 

although open sharing of their advanced knowledge information was the 

stated purpose of the meeting. As a result, Rod‟s presentation was the only 

convincing one that I heard. 
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Although several group members said that they ought to form a mutually  

supportive community in order to face anticipated planetary disasters  together, 

I felt it was very unlikely that their suspicious attitudes, fueled by Polly ‟s 

conspiracy theories, could ever lead to such cooperation and trust. I tried to 

introduce an element of hope by discussing the creation of the New Earth , and  

emphasized that only positive thinking people with a commitment to 

cooperation and sharing would be allowed to live there. I reminded them that 

thought is a creative force, and that continuing to assert that their technologies 

would be stolen would lend strength to that possible outcome. Conversely, a  

positive attitude toward the successful application of their acquired knowledge 

would boost their chances of success. 

One of the more positive people in the group sat beside me and Marjie. 

Somehow we got into a discussion of energy vortexes, which he said he was 

able to perceive and that he often entered them in order to increase his 

vibrational frequency. He brought up the topic of crystal energies and 

mentioned the famous, anatomically perfect crystal skull which was supposed 

to have special powers. He shared a magazine article about it with us. I had 

not thought of it in many years and was curious as to what had prompted him 

to bring it up.  

Marjie and I saw a small, bright faery Light on the right temple of an  

elderly gentleman which blinked off, and flashed on again. This happened six 

or more times during his presentation, and again while we were talking to him 

during a break. I felt compelled to tell him about it. He was very pleased. “My 

wife once saw a faery at a séance she attended many years ago. I believe in 

them,” he said. 

Marjie and I were eating lunch alone in the living room when Perithnea 

joined us. “Was that your Light we kept seeing on Gerard‟s (a pseudonym) 

face?” 

“No, it was a friend of mine. Alta Sha told me to bring a friend with me 

and she was attracted to him.”  

“I'm very happy that he has a faery to help him.”  

“He needs help,” she replied. He appeared to be the most obviously 

frightened presenter. He believed that his life was in danger because of his 

innovative work on inexpensive electricity generation.  

Rod complained of serious abdominal pain and we had to leave the 

meet ing early. He refused Donna‟s suggestion to go to an emergency room 

because he expected it to pass based on previous experiences of the same. We 

left for Donna‟s apartment. 
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Upon our arrival Rod lay down on the couch. For healing purposes, I 

counted Marjie down and prayed for assistance.  

Marjie said, “I see Mother and Alta Sha walking together. Mother says 

she will help, but wants to know why she is being asked to heal one of our 

friends again.”  

“Because he has pain,” I said. 

“Mother says she needs a better reason.” 

“Because of love.” 

 “Mother agrees to help him, even though he has not been cleared. Rod is 

being attended to by Mother and four of her helpers. A cottony white cloth 

that stretches from his knees to his shoulders is being placed over him. The 

cloth is absorbing fluids from h is body. Mother is explain ing that these fluids 

caused the format ion of a kidney stone. Now they are taking off the saturated 

cloth. The flu ids are being drawn out of it into another container for 

purification. Now they are being put back into a clean cloth and it is being 

placed on his body so they can be re-absorbed. They are fin ished.” 

“Thank you, Mother and staff,” I said.  

Rod, still lying down, said his pain was gone. Alta Sha appeared but said 

nothing after giving me a nod of greeting, which I returned. Donna noticed 

him channeling and asked, “What will happen to the Earth after those who 

have been contacted are removed? Will it go on in a new form?” 

After a slight delay he answered, “It will continue to exist for a short time 

only.” He stared at Rod, who had fixed his gaze on Alta Sha, and I could see 

that they were sharing each other‟s thoughts. Rod made occasional remarks 

such as, “Uh huh. Yes. They can do that too, but they need training. Some of 

the information is coming so fast I can‟t keep up. Can you slow down a bit?” 

There was another burst of communicat ion. “What you are showing me is 

very powerful.”  

After five minutes or so, Alta Sha looked at me and said, “He is a delight! 

You have always taken whatever steps I AM has placed before you willingly. 

I AM has prepared a step for Alta Sha also! Are you willing to take it with 

me?”  

“Indeed I am,” I rep lied. 

He got up from his chair and walked behind the couch where Rod was 

lying and I followed, standing so that Rod was between us. Alta Sha held his 

hands a few inches above Rod and I followed his lead. I pro jected Light 

through my hands and slowly moved them in unison with Alta Sha‟s from 

Rod‟s head to his toes. Alta Sha said a beautiful prayer for Rod, adding, “You 
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are also the son of God. I AM is sharing this Light with you and you should 

always stay within this Light. You can see.” I was full of spiritual energy, and 

grateful to be working with Alta Sha in that sacred moment. 

I had never felt so much energy pulsing from my hands. When he 

signaled he was finished, we sat down. He was opposite Rod and I was across 

the room.  

“Thank you,” Rod said to Alta Sha. 

“Do not thank me. Thank I AM. A lta Sha is not worthy of your thanks.” 

“Your hands were His instruments, and I thank you for being willing.”  

Alta Sha addressed Donna. “Stay in Rod‟s Light. Love Ivy as Ivy loves 

you.” 

He turned to me. “Pearl must rest. This is very exhausting for her. 

Alleluia!”  He withdrew. 

Marjie was completely drained when I counted her up. Speaking to her, 

Rod said, “Thank you. You gave me a great deal of energy, and I want to give 

some of it back to you.” He held her hands in his and stared into her eyes. 

I said to her, “Fill your body with the Light of I AM.”  

Sooner than I expected, Marjie‟s energy returned and she said, “I‟m 

hungry.”  

Donna stood up, walked to Marjie, and rubbed her cheek against 

Marjie‟s, exactly like a hungry kitten rubs against its mother. Perplexed, 

Marjie was too startled by this very odd behavior to say anything. We 

followed Donna to the kitchen.  

I asked Rod, “Do you understand what Alta Sha is, and what he and the 

ETs did for you?”  

“Yes.” 

“Do you know what he meant when he said you were a son of God?” 

“I think I do, but I think that it may be a mixed blessing. I'm not sure that 

I have much to do with the decision. I think it was made a long time ago.”  

“By you?” 

“Yes.” 

“What informat ion did you receive from Alta Sha? We‟re dying of 

curiosity.”  

“All I can remember is coordinates of stars and looking at stars through 

the viewports of a space craft.” I was aware that his answer was not consistent 

with some of the remarks he made while receiving.  

Donna said, “I saw some of that too, before everything got hazy. I only 

saw a fog when Alta Sha was transmitt ing informat ion to you.” 
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I was certain that Rod was not telling us most of what he had been shown 

but decided not to press him for more. I was disappointed that although we 

had shared information freely with him, he had chosen not to reciprocate. To 

me he said, “Alta Sha was also trying to communicate telepathically with you 

but you were blocking it.”  

“Not intentionally. I wish I could communicate that way. I envy your 

ability. Alta Sha must have been directed by I AM to share that information. 

I‟m impressed. Because of this communication, I‟m prepared to offer some 

financial support for the development of your energy machine, but I want to 

see the prototype in action. I also want your guarantee that we will receive a 

working machine when it‟s perfected.”  

“Good enough.” We spent the rest of the evening talking about the 

government‟s knowledge and involvement with some ETs. Rod was 

convinced that there was a group of ETs in an underground base who were 

giving the “black government” agencies that weren‟t supposed to exist 

technological knowledge in exchange for “permission” to abduct humans and 

perform whatever experiments on them that they wished. I personally th ought 

that this was an absurd idea, for the ETs would not need any human ‟s 

permission to do what they were quite capable of doing already if they so 

desired. The notion that the highly advanced ETs would gain anything from 

dealing with a secret agency was based on ignorance of just how advanced 

their technology was. The existence of the “black government” and whatever 

“secrets” they had was already known to the ETs, who were capable of 

infiltrat ing any informat ion system, electronic or otherwise. 

The morning after the group meeting Marjie said, “I distinctly heard  

Rod‟s voice when I was waking up , asking me how I was feeling. I‟m not sure 

I like him doing that.” 

“How are you feeling?” 

“Like I just jumped from a moving truck and rolled down the highway. 

Every muscle in my body is sore and stiff. I don‟t think I can get out of bed by 

myself. All that telepathic work that Alta Sha was doing wiped me out.” 

“Why don‟t you just rest fo r a while? I‟ll get you some aspirin .”  

 I brought it to her, massaged her muscles  and sent healing Light to 

them while pray ing for assistance. Then I sang an Indian song to her. “I 

don't understand why you have to experience so much discomfort because 

of the telepathy. It seems to me it would on ly discourage you from 

continuing to do it. Nevertheless, I AM knows what He is doing, and it must 

serve some usefu l purpose.”  
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Perithnea said , “Mother is stiff because of the chemical changes in her 

body caused by all the telepathic activ ity  between  Alta Sha and Rod . It  

used up a great deal of he r energy . The toxins built up in her body because 

she didn‟t get enough energy to rep lace what she had used up before she 

went to sleep. Don‟t worry , its only temporary. If she will ro ll around on 

the floor, it  will make the st iffness go away a lot faster.”   

Marjie fo llowed her suggestion and it was very helpfu l. She cont inued  

to feel better hour by hour. 

Perithnea was quite active during the two and a half days we spent with 

Donna, entertaining us with her comical remarks. Shortly before we left for 

home, Donna wore a faraway look which I interpreted as an altered state. 

When she returned to normal I asked, “What were you receiv ing?”  

“I'm not sure what I was receiving, but suddenly I got this tingling all 

over my head.”  

“It was probably Ivy. Mi likes to play with my hair. She‟s been doing it 

off and on ever since we got here. I can feel her now.”  

“I‟m going to communicate with you, Ivy. I don't know just how, but now 

I know that you love me and not just my cats.”  

Perithnea appeared when we were driving out of Atlanta and said, “I love 

you very much, father.”  

“The feeling is mutual.”  

“Two very important steps were taken this weekend.”  

“I know of one, the telepathy, but what was the other one?” 

“This is hard  fo r a faery to  exp lain . Another b reakthrough occurred  

besides the telepathy. They are separate, but somewhat alike. The other 

breakthrough is being ab le to send and receive, but at a higher level than  

telepathy . Mother was ab le to handle th is because she has been toughened  

up over the last year and a half to make her ready. The momentum of her 

advancement  will increase.”  

We had stopped for breakfast when Marjie said, “I just heard Rod tell me 

thank you. I don‟t know if I want him to be able to jump into my mind  

whenever he wants to.” 

“You may have to learn how to put up a barrier when you don‟t want to 

receive a telepathic communication from someone. This is a new thing for 

you. I don‟t think he means any harm.”   

About an hour later, Alta Sha jo ined me as I was driv ing. I said, “I have 

doubts that Rod was being completely honest about what he received from 

you.” 
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“During the periods of rest between bursts of information exchange, I told  

Rod to share what he was receiv ing. He has not by any means told all. It was a 

test. He made the decision not to reveal. To withhold informat ion is habitual 

with him. This habit is of no importance. It is not helpful,” he said. 

“How can a son of God be unwilling to share?” I asked. 

“In actuality, Rod is an infant spirit. He has begun to see but he is not 

fully awake.”  

“I thought Rod's telepathic skills indicated that he was quite advanced. I 

overestimated him.”  

“All humans have this ability.”  

“But few excel.”  

“This is so. Your spirit is far more advanced than Rod's.” 

“How can Rod have such a nonchalant attitude toward what happened 

between you two if he really understands it? He acted as if it was an everyday 

event and nothing s ignificant had occurred.” 

“I observed this attitude also. “Again, it is human habit.”  

“Then this experience was a kind of awakening for Rod?” 

“Yes. He is but an infant.” 

“I don't see how I can share fully with someone who does not share fully  

with me. I don't want to throw money away.”  

“Quite so. I would suggest that this one has more revealing to do with 

you. You have not been allowed to earn your funds in order to waste them. All 

gifts of I AM should be used wisely.”  

“That's what I mean. I want to use His gifts wisely.”  

Marjie received another telepathic communication from Rod the 

following day. “I don‟t like him doing that,” she said. “He‟s a man. It would  

be different if it was a woman. It‟s too intimate and it makes me feel like I‟m 

being unfaithful to you. I want it to stop but I felt like I should talk to you 

about it first.” 

“I don‟t want you to think you are under any pressure from me to exp lore 

telepathy with Rod. If you don‟t want him intruding, send him a mental 

message to stop. If that doesn‟t work, you can call him up and tell h im to stop. 

Having the skill and being able to use it is more important than who you do it 

with. I noticed that you picked up on a lot of my thoughts today.” 

“We do that a lot, don‟t we?”  

“More all the time, it seems.” 

 “Did you check on Mr. Magoo (our pet rabbit) since we got back?”  

“No.” 
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“That‟s unusual. You normally check on him every day.” 

“I feel like there‟s something that doesn‟t want me to go see about him.”  

“Then I‟ll check.” Mr. Magoo wasn‟t in his pen although it was a very 

pleasant day so I went to open the top of his hutch. There were deep scratches 

on one corner, and a small piece of it was missing. Only a tuft of Magoo‟s fur 

remained inside. A very determined predator had gotten to him. There was 

neither any blood nor evidence of a struggle. It appeared that he hadn't 

resisted at all. I wondered what it was like for him to know that he couldn ‟t 

escape.  

I went to get Marjie, saying, “Come outside. There‟s something I need to 

show you.” 

 “It's Magoo, isn't it? Where is he?” 

“He's gone.” 

“I want to go look for h im. Maybe he‟s in the field hid ing.” 

“We can do that if you want to, but I think it‟s futile. Whatever animal 

tore up his hutch must have been very hungry to work so hard to get him.”  

“I had the thought that I shouldn‟t check on him when we got back, 

which seemed strange, because I always check on him when we‟ve been gone 

for a while. Alta Sha is telling me that this was not the work of an evil force 

but a normal action of nature. A hungry animal took him for food.”  

Marjie wept at intervals through the day but had the comfort of Beth and 

the puppies we had not yet sold. We let them out of the kennel for a walk 

around the yard and admired the new growth on the trees and other plants. She 

was glad she had acted on the impulse to take several pictures of Magoo 

before we went on our trip.  

Perithnea said, “It happened the night of the day you left. I don‟t know 

why I didn‟t know about it until you told mother, though.” 

“If you had known about it, Marjie might have picked it out of your mind  

with her telepathic skills. It would have interfered with our enjoyment of the 

trip and the work she needed to do with Rod and Donna. Do you know what  

kind of an imal killed him? It had to be pretty big to reach the top of th e box 

like that.”  

“No, I don‟t.” 
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Chapter Nine 

The Crystal Skull 

Marjie answered Rod‟s telephone call that evening but due to her 

discomfort with his telepathic intrusions, she quickly referred h im to me. I 

was restrained, for Rod denied having any emotional response to Alta Sha‟s 

telepathic communication and still withheld most of the content. However, he 

said that we could discuss the status of his energy machine the next t ime we 

got together.  

Donna called as well and we set a date for her and Rod to come for a 

visit. I said, “Ask Rod to bring his model of the energy machine. I know it ‟s 

habitual for him to distrust and withhold information due to his background in 

secret government work, but he needs to understand that Marjie and I can be 

trusted.” Donna said she would pass the request along to him.  

 

We decorated our Christmas tree with help from Perithnea, who was 

delighted with the lights, ornaments, garland and especially with the acrylic 

angel she had chosen, which we had placed at the top. “This tree is very happy 

to be getting so much attention,” she declared. “It loves the decorations 

hanging from it, and so does the sprite inside. This is a new beginning for 

both of them.”  

When I got home from work the following day, Marjie presented me with  

a poem that Perithnea had written: 

Faeries. 

The night sky with lights of love 

Observing me below 

Searching for a part of it 

That fell so long ago 

I fly in circles faster, faster 

Until dizzy; still 

With my love I reach back up  
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And continue to do His will. 

Perithnea said, “There‟s more but I haven‟t fin ished the last part yet.” 

We were talking about Rod‟s upcoming visit when Marjie said, “I want to 

have a session about why it bothered me so much when Donna rubbed her 

cheek against mine. It was like what a cat does to show affection. I thought it 

was disgusting, as if it were something sexual.”  

I induced the trance and said, “Let the face rubbing be a bridge to some 

other time and place which will shed light on the significance of this  gesture 

to you.” 

“Nothing is happening,” she said, but she was swallowing as if something  

were caught in her throat.  

“What‟s wrong with your throat?” 

“I‟m thirsty.” 

“Let this experience of thirst help you find an understanding of this 

gesture.” 

“There‟s no water here.”  

“Look around. What do you see?” 

“Wolves. They‟re thirsty. They all want water.” With an irritated 

expression, she brushed her hand several times at something by her right 

cheek, where Donna had rubbed.  

“What‟s happening?” 

“They keep begging and wanting things from me that I can't give them. 

Stop it! It 's annoying! It's disgusting and nasty! I don't like this!” 

“Step back from it . Put it up on a screen and tell me what you see.” 

“I‟m with a pack of twenty five wolves. A lot of them are puppies and we 

have nothing to drink or eat. We are slowly dying. I am the leader of the pack. 

They expect me to satisfy their thirst and hunger and they rub my face with 

theirs to communicate their need. They are stupid and ignorant. They have no 

pride. There is nothing I can do about it. They all depend on me. I should just 

leave them behind, but I can't. I have to stay with the pack and help them if I 

can, but I don‟t like this.”  

“Proceed to the next significant event.” 

“We have come to the crest of a h ill.”  She paused. “Everything has 

stopped.” She was blocking. 

“Find your boat and get very relaxed. Signal me with your right finger 

when you are comfortable again.” I waited a few moments and the finger 

raised. “Go back in time to when you had plenty. Look closely at the others 

around you and find the one that is most attractive.” 
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“I see her.” 

“Look into her eyes and tell me who you see.” After a moment, she 

smiled and said, “It's you! I like this one very much. This one is very 

intelligent. I never have to show her my d ispleasure. She always knows what 

to do and never disrupts the hunt. She is a great help to me.”  

“Look for another one who may be a source of trouble.”  

“This one is always making stupid blunders. She will not listen and 

always wants and demands but never contributes anything but stupidity.” 

“Look to see if there is another one in the pack who reminds you of 

Donna.” 

“No one reminds me of her. We are thirsty. We are hunting. We have 

found prey, but the stupid one moved at the wrong time and frightened it 

away. I‟ve seen all I want to of this. Count me up.” I did. “This was the same 

group of wolves I was with before. It‟s more of the same story.” 

“Maybe Donna picked up on that past life and was led to use that gesture. 

Puppies do that to express affection, too. Who in your present life could be the 

stupid wolf that caused so much trouble?” 

“It‟s my father!”  

“He always did things that threatened your security and the whole family. 

He also made sexual demands on you like the stupid female wolf. W hen 

Donna made the rubbing gesture, it aroused all of the bad feelings associated 

with him. I doubt that Donna had any sexual intent. She was probably acting 

on an impulse she didn‟t consciously plan or understand. Perithnea said you 

had learned how to send telepathic communications and to receive them. 

Maybe Donna allowed herself to be used as a catalyst for the recovery of this 

memory without even knowing what she was doing. Her behavior led to more 

insight.” 

“Thank you for helping me to see it in a d ifferent light.” 

“You‟re quite welcome. I thank I AM for helping us in the subtle and 

unexpected ways that are always so fascinating.”  

She said, “I had a strange dream last night, too. I was with a group of 

women driving down the street when we saw a deformed , paralyzed man in a 

strange wheelchair that had four large wheels. He rolled into our path and we 

had to stop, but he didn‟t do it on purpose. 

“We drove on and stopped to use the bathroom. It wasn‟t a real bathroom, 

just an open trough outside of a building. I wouldn‟t use it because there was 

no privacy but the others did. People were standing around watching them. I 

started talking to the spectators about psychic phenomena and how fascinated 
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I was with mental telepathy when I had an orgasm that woke me up. Then I 

went right back to sleep and continued the conversation I was having with a 

woman about mental telepathy. She put her hand on my breast, and I pushed it 

away and told her to quit it. What do you think it means?” 

“It seems to be related to recent experiences when women made you 

uncomfortable. You said there were several lesbians at the women's 

conference. You were very uncomfortable with the idea that other women 

might find you sexually attractive, especially when it came up in connection 

with your spiritual work. Next, Rod intruded on you with his telepathy, which 

you felt was too intimate. All of this is too much like the things your father 

used to do, turning times when love was supposedly being expressed into 

unwanted and immoral sexual experiences. I suspect that the deformed man  

who got in the way represented your father, and the four wheeled chair was 

the car he used when he molested you.” 

“I feel guilty when Rod contacts me mentally and you‟re not included. I 

want him to stop, but I don‟t wan t my insecurities to interfere with doing I 

AM‟s work. I just feel like he has something more than friendship in mind.” 

“It‟s not unreasonable to think he‟s attracted to you. Rod is unhappy in 

his marriage or he wouldn‟t be hanging out with Donna. He told us that he 

recently had an unhappy affair with a married woman. Like your father, he 

seems to be most attracted to females he isn‟t supposed to be with. You are a 

married woman who loves her husband, so you fall into that category.”  

“I just want to make sure that you know you‟re the only man I want to be 

involved with and that you don‟t think that I might be tempted.” 

“I believe you.” Marjie was no longer bothered by the memory  of 

Donna‟s behavior.  

We sat down to enjoy our sparkling Christmas tree with a cup of boiled  

custard. “Perithnea sure has been quiet today,” I said. 

Perithnea answered, “I haven't had anything to say. Sometimes I‟m too 

much of a chatterbox.”  

“I enjoy talking to you. Whose Light was it that I saw in my office 

today?” 

“That was my Light.” 

“Thank you for sharing it with me. It was a nice gift. What do you think 

about all this business with Rod and Donna?” 

“I have instructions not to talk about it, so I'm not thinking about it.” 
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“Did you know in advance that we would see the symbols that y ou 

showed Marjie before when Rod used them to exp lain h is energy machine?”  

“No, because you could have taken a different path. You should 

remember where the symbols were written when you first saw them and you 

will understand more about them.”  

“They were written on a tombstone.” 

“What do you think that means?” 

“To me it means two things. Death and resurrection.” 

“Don't make it so complicated. It's really quite simple.”  

“Well, it's not obvious to me. I'll have to think about that some more.”  

The article I had read about the crystal skull stated that that it had been 

found at the bottom of a natural well (a cenote) in Mexico. “I‟ve read accounts 

of the skull emitting sounds and of people seeing images in it, and that it had 

unpleasant effects on the minds and emotions of people who spent time with  

it. Some people reported feeling ill when it was nearby,” I said. 

“The people got sick because they didn‟t know how to use the energy of 

the skull. It‟s not evil and isn‟t harmful if you know how to use it. If you an d 

mother ever have a chance to work with it, you should take advantage of it.”  

When Marjie and I went to bed, I repeated what Perithnea had said about 

the symbols in Rod‟s formula. She said, “I think it means that if his formula is 

used to make the machine, then people won't have to die. They will survive.” 

“Yippeee!” Perithnea exclaimed. “Bingo!” 

I took this as another confirmation that Rod‟s concept for the machine was 

valid and decided to support its development. The following day I sent Rod a 

check and a letter explaining that the money was for the development of a 

prototype and encouraging honest communication between us in the interest of 

mutual spiritual growth. 

Marjie and I held a session in order to communicate with Nucleus 8 about 

our upcoming visit with Donna/Rapsar. Entranced, Marjie said, “Mother is 

with me. She is exp lain ing telepathically that the movements I make when  

Uncle Nuke talks are a physical response to his speech and they interfere with  

my ability to perceive his words. Tonight she will hold my head still when he 

talks and this will enable me to hear what he says.” 

Nuke emerged, and after our greeting I said, “We attended that meeting 

of TTs I told you about.” 

“I received detailed reports of the meeting from more than one sou rce. 

One of my sources was Alta Sha. Some of the data that Rod received from 

him was transferred by Alta Sha from my System! My security failed again.”  
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“Perhaps Alta Sha was only refreshing Rod‟s memory. His reactions 

indicated that he was already familiar with some of the information he was 

receiving. According to Rapsar, you and he already knew Rod in your 

dimension and once rescued him from a difficult situation. Rod was trying to 

use technology to help a troubled civilization survive but was opposed by 

those in power, which is very much like the scenario we have here on Earth.”  

“That is so.” 

“What do you think about his energy machine? Could it really work?”  

“It is an approach to generating power which is similar to ours, but only 

an approach.” 

“I decided to support its development. I sent him money for that today.” 

He didn‟t comment. “Would you like to speak to Rod when he gets here?” 

“Yes, if I can obtain clearance to do so.” 

“He has excellent telepathic abilit ies.” 

“You would enjoy this also if you would develop the ability by practicing 

it.”  

“I suppose I could practice with Marjie.”  

“She would be an excellent partner to practice with.”  

 “Some of the people at the meeting wanted to form a commune for 

mutual support, but I don‟t think they‟re ready for that.”  

“The individuals who attended the meeting have a very long way to go 

before they could become a unified group. They are like an artist trying to 

paint a picture without a solid surface.”  

“We saw a vessel near Donna's home,” I said. 

“Indeed, we did have a ship there.” 

“A man sitting beside me at the meeting had an article about a famous 

crystal skull which was found at the bottom of a natural well in Mexico. I 

haven‟t thought much about it since I first heard of it around twenty years ago. 

It‟s anatomically perfect, very ancient, and no one can explain how Indians 

with primit ive tools could have made it from extremely hard quartz. Do you 

know anything about it?” 

“The skull was made by us. It was perfectly made so that no human 

would be tempted to improve it by further shaping. We knew that it would be 

treated as a sacred object and be well cared for, which is what we intended.” 

“Why did you want humans to have it?” 

“It is more than a piece of sculpture. It receives energy inputs from us 

which contain informat ion and transmits energy to us from its surroundings. It 

is akin to the type of crystals which are used to fuel our ships. It provides a 
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link to your planet and it is the only one of its kind. Although there are other 

crystal skulls, those were made by humans and do not serve the same 

purpose.”  

“What kind of information does it transmit to you?” 

“It provides information about the health and well being of your entire 

planet. As long as it continues to transmit it‟s location  is irrelevant. It is so 

powerful that even if it were p laced in the core of your planet we would still 

receive its signal.” 

“That‟s fascinating. I‟m always amazed by your technology. On a 

different subject which I am very interested in, I‟m wondering if you are  still 

joining with others to worship.” 

“Yes. I always leave our gatherings with a feeling of fulfillment.” 

“Did the third A lta Sha warned you about prove to be a problem?”  

“Yes. He did not blend well with the other cadets and was transferred for 

everyone‟s benefit.” 

“Are you still interested in your new companion?” 

“She might be of interest to someone else, but I prefer Iktupchik.”  

“How is Iktupchik doing?” 

“Quite well, as are his offspring.”  

“Do they sit on your shoulder also?” 

“Oh no, there would not be room,” he s miled. “They are already fully  

grown. How are your new additions?” 

“Our puppies are not grown. They are still very s mall and are not 

housebroken.” 

With confusion he asked, “Will they be breaking the house?”  

“No. We use that term to mean that they will not use the house as a place 

for elimination. If they are housebroken, they know to go outside and we 

don‟t have to clean up after them.”  

“Instead of cleaning up after them, perhaps  you should leave them 

outside.” 

“They aren't used to the cold weather.” 

“The surface temperature of your planet is rather cold at your location.”  

“Would you mind telling me how the orbit of Earth has been affected by 

the change in Jupiter's orbit? Is it more elliptical or closer to the sun?” 

“To use a very simple expression, it is closer to the sun.” 

“Is this true for all year 'round?” 

“It is permanent.” 

“Won‟t that cause more g lobal warming and extremes of weather?” 
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“Yes. The increase of cosmic radiation will have the effect of speeding up 

many natural processes. The signal is weakening.”  

“Then I will say goodbye for now.” 

“Good night to you. Until we speak again. I hope it will be soon.” 

“Go with God.”  

I counted Marjie up out of the trance and had another thought. “I wonder 

if the crystal skull will go with us to the new planet.” She didn‟t know.  

It was still early, so I started a fire and did some reading. Marjie said, 

“The needles at the top of the Christmas tree are dying. I've been watering it, 

but I think something is wrong with it. I hope it doesn't die completely.”  

“Me too. That would be a shame after all the work we did to keep it alive. 

I hope I didn‟t cut too many roots when I dug it up.”  

At bedtime, Perithnea said, “I have something to tell you that I don't want 

mother to hear.”  

“What‟s that?” 

“The tree is dying. Its sprite had to go outside to find another tree so that 

she won't be trapped in it when it d ies.”  

 “Why is it dying?” 

“It didn't have enough roots.” 

 “Why didn't all the healing and love we gave it help it to survive?” 

“I don't know. I just know that there is a reason for it to die.” Since I had 

dug it up, I was responsible for killing it, and tears came to my eyes. “Don‟t  

feel bad. The tree had a chance to die of natural causes because you dug it up. 

If it had stayed where it was, it would have been cut down. Don't cry.”  

I visualized the tree as healthy, hoping that this would bring back its life. 

My mind's eye was filled with a beautiful vision of the tree shining with bright 

golden Light and I perceived that the spirit of the tree was showing me that it 

was happy, whole, and beautiful, even if its physical form was not. It dawned 

on me that I had experienced communication with the spirit of the tree, and 

what a gift that was!  

Many prior experiences in nature suddenly made sense, such as my strong 

affinity for mountains, rocks, streams, trees, soil, grass, and animals. I realized  

that for many years I had developed sensitivity to the spirits in these things 

and that they spoke to me not in words, but in my heart.  

Then I thought of the death and destruction mankind has wrought on 

everything on our planet, which is now dying because of it. Why are we so 
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insensitive to the life all around us? Why do we think that the death of a tree  

or an animal or the destruction of a landscape has no significance? Why do we 

denigrate any life other than our own? It makes no sense. It is insane. It is of 

the darkness. I too am guilty. One cannot enjoy the material benefits of 

modern society without being a party to the destruction. Chief Joseph of the 

Nez Perce‟ wept within me for humanity‟s loss of a spiritual communion with  

nature. 

“You‟re going to have to stop, father. If you don't watch out you‟re going 

to cause that heavenly river to flood. I'm starting to cry too, and you know 

faeries aren't supposed to do that.” 

“I don't think tears are bad, especially when they are mixed with love,” I 

croaked. “Some of these tears belong to Chief Joseph. He is grieving for what 

has been lost.” 

“He needs to go and taste the water in that heavenly river. If he does, he 

will no longer feel the sorrow.” 

“Some of these tears are because of gratitude. I realize just how much  

love there is in all the life around us. It‟s overwhelming. I‟m stunned to find 

that I can feel and receive so much love.” 

“It‟s more than one person can contain, father.”  

“I don't want to assume responsibility for all that life. That‟s the Creator's 

job. But I can feel the love that is there. Thank you for trying to cheer me up. 

I‟m beginning to feel better. It‟s strange how sadness and joy can be mixed in  

the same tears.” I knew that I could never again ignore the love that made the 

life all around us possible. Wanton destruction of life must never happen on 

our new planet. Perhaps a part of my job will be to see that it doesn't.  
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Chapter Ten 

Implants and Ova 

I worked on plumbing the new bathroom all the following day. Perithnea 

popped out at intervals, saying cheerful things to make me happy. Once she 

said I was royalty, which I didn‟t understand. She is such a delight.  

I had all the plumbing in position except for one last connection to the 

main drain pipe and couldn‟t get the pieces to make a good connection, even 

with Marjie‟s help. I said a few choice cuss words in my frustration and 

Marjie quickly retreated to the bedroom. I figured out how to correct the 

problem and a while later went to check on her. I found her lying face down 

on the bed.  

“Are you sleepy?” I asked. 

 “No, I‟m hid ing.” 

“There‟s no need for you to hide. I‟m not mad at you. You did nothing 

wrong. I was just frustrated that the pieces wouldn‟t fit after all my work. It  

wasn‟t your fault.” 

“I still think you might get mad at me.”  

“I have no reason to be mad at you. I love you.”  

Perithnea appeared and sat up. “Mother has her face stuck in a corner, 

and she doesn't know how to get out. We have to help her some way.”  

“What do you suggest?” 

“I don't know.”  

“Sooner or later, she‟s going to have to learn how to help herself to get 

out of those places.” I was very tired and had little energy for thinking up a 

solution. I doubted that I was up to holding a session at that moment.  

“In the past she has received beatings in situations like this.” 

“I have never hurt her.” To think that Marjie thought I could attack her 

after all the kindness I had shown her only increased my frustration. 

“I know what I‟m going to do,” Perithnea said, “I‟m going to leave while 

she‟s sitting up and facing you. Then you can talk.” 
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“Thank you, Perithnea.” 

“I love you, father.”  

“I love you, too.” 

Marjie said, “You‟re not like other men I have known. When they 

screwed up, they took it out on me and then I would  be punished. I expect you 

to exp lode someday too, and when you do, I‟ll catch it.” She wept. 

“I would never do such things to you. I don‟t believe in men hitting  

women. I would walk out the door before I would ever let things go that far. I 

don‟t blame you for my mistakes  and I don‟t blame you when things aren‟t 

going the way I want them to.”  

We continued talking and after my reassurances, she was calm again. I 

was glad that we were able to end the evening at  peace. 

The following morning Marjie said, “I had a strange dream. I was dressed 

like a street person in rags. I was invited to a fancy dinner with people who 

were rich and well educated. I was surprised that they were truly interested in 

my opin ions and feelings about different issues. Then I had a dream about 

walking down a street in the inner city with you. We came to a doorway 

where we saw an old bag lady, who invited us to come inside. It was very 

rundown just inside the door, like an abandoned apartment. She led us to 

some curtains, and when she pulled them aside, we saw very elegant quarters 

with fine furnishings. What do you think that means?” 

“The outer poverty was a camouflage that hid the wealth inside. It seems 

like a symbol o f your inner self. I th ink your subconscious is telling you not to 

judge yourself by outer appearances, but by the beauty within.”  

It was almost nine before I got home from work. I had not felt Mi all day 

and as I was driv ing home I said aloud, “Have you lost interest in me, Mi?”  

Very soon I felt her tickling my hair and thanked her for coming to see me. I 

saw strange flashes of light in the sky and a shooting star.  

When I got home, Perithnea showed me the attractive Christmas 

decorations Marjie had put up around the house, and pointed out a new 

present under the tree. 

“I saw some flashes of light on the way home. Are our ET friends 

nearby?” 

“Yes.” 

“What are they doing?” 

“They‟re counting.” 

“Counting what?”  

“Alta Sha says I can't tell you, but they're not counting sheep.” 
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We had a delicious meal. Marjie‟s mood was much better and she 

apologized for yesterday‟s reaction to my anger. I felt Mother and Mi 

touching me during our conversation. 

Perithnea said, “I‟m going to work on the present I‟m giving you for 

Christmas. Mi and Adam are helping. It‟s a poem. Can I use the computer to 

print it out?” 

“Certainly. Thank you for making a poem for me.”  

While Perithnea wrote, I read a well written article about the search for 

the messiah and the second coming in Newsweek  before going upstairs to go 

to bed. As I reached the office, Perithnea said, “Mother has been fighting with 

me over control of the computer. I want to go inside it and make it  work 

differently and she‟s afraid I‟ll ru in it.”  

“Will it work better?' I asked. 

“I don't know if it would be better, but it would be different.”  

“Why do you like electronic th ings so much?” 

“I like to fo llow the light in it.”  

“That light goes very, very, fast. How can you keep up with it?”  

“I know it ‟s fast, but I can.  

“The poem is fin ished. Adam and Mi are already in bed. Goodnight.” 

“Goodnight, Daughter Bright.” 

I mentioned to Marjie that Perithnea had said that the ETs were counting, 

but not what they were counting. She remarked, “I got an image of cows when  

she said that she couldn‟t tell.” 

“It sounds like you‟re reading her mind now. Maybe Alta Sha d idn‟t want  

her to tell so you would find out through telepathy. I wonder why they‟re 

counting cattle.” 

Marjie had another headache when I got home from work and I thought 

her implant might be causing problems. We had a session in which I asked 

Mother to investigate. Marjie said, “Mother is handing me a crystal to hold. 

She says the implant will have to be removed. I‟m in the medical unit and 

they have already assembled a surgery team. Now they‟re removing it. It  

hurts! They‟re taking it to the side to examine it in detail and they‟re not 

happy with what they have found. Mother says someone has given the implant  

unauthorized instructions to attempt to do things it wasn‟t designed for, which 

has been causing most of my headaches. They‟re curious to know what 

Nucleus 8 will have to say about this. Mother is telling them to throw it away 

and to install a newer model. I don‟t want them to. It hurt when they took the 

other one out. Mother says I can wait until another time.”  
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“I think it would be better if you allowed them to do it now. If you put it 

off, you‟re just going to worry about it and anticipate more pain , which will 

make it worse than it needs to be.” 

“I guess you‟re right. Go ahead.” Marjie‟s pained expression confirmed  

that the installation was uncomfortable. With my eyes closed, I projected 

healing Light into the area. I saw a brilliant red color surrounded by a band of 

orange as I put my hand to her forehead.  

“That makes it feel better,” she said. “I think Mother is attracted to you. 

She thinks you are a lovely man.”  I laughed. 

“We love each other but I don‟t think it‟s a physical attraction.”  

After a few minutes of rest, I attempted more healing. With my mind‟s 

eye I saw a thin rotating rectangle with a slightly rough surface which  

appeared to be made of gold. Was this the implant? I also saw a golden form 

shaped like a frozen lightning bolt and having the same rough surface. Then I 

saw a continuous line of brass beads arranged in the outline of a butterfly‟s 

wings and thought of Perithnea. When next I saw the purple light of I AM, I 

believed it  was a sign that the healing was a success. I stopped sending energy 

to Marjie and counted her up. 

“How do you feel now?” 

“I still feel pressure and some pain in my head, especially in back.”  

“That‟s probably due to the position your head was in when they worked 

on you. I‟m sure they will g ive you something for pain if you need it. If you 

don‟t need me, I have some reports to dictate.” She nodded, and I went to the 

adjacent office while she recovered. 

After a few minutes Marjie got out of bed and began walking around. I 

said, “I think you should stay in bed for a while. After all, you just had brain 

surgery.” She conceded and I sat with her in the bedroom and dictated session 

notes while she read. 

About an hour later, Donna called. We discussed the face rubbing 

incident and the emotional effect it had on Marjie. Donna said, “I did it  

intuitively, without any conscious thought of why I was doing it. Actually, I 

was puzzled by it, too. I had no idea it was wolf talk, I was just  letting Spirit  

guide me. I just wanted to help Marjie regain her energy at the time.”   

Donna said repeatedly that talking with Nuke was like speaking to an old 

friend. She reported that Rod was delighted with my letter and the check, and 

they were definitely coming for a visit. While on the phone I saw three 

shadowy swirls of energy across the room which I took as confirmation of 

Alta Sha's comment that I had undergone a breakthrough.  
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Marjie felt a dull pain in her head after participating in the long pho ne 

call and I gave her relaxation suggestions which helped her to fall asleep for 

the night. When I was dropping off to sleep I saw vivid images of brightly 

colored shapes and the forms of unfamiliar letters and numbers on digital 

displays which I thought were in Nuke‟s language.  

When she woke up in the morning Marjie still had significant pressure 

and pain at the site of the implant, which worried me. I put her into a trance 

and we contacted Mother. “She is telling me that cerebrospinal fluid leaked  

during the procedure and is causing the pain. Not all humans feel pain when  

this happens. The new implant is larger and has more features than the old 

one. It had to be installed within my skull, which required penetration of the 

outer membrane, allowing the fluid to leak. No further adjustments to the 

implant are necessary. Mother will stay here and comfort me while you are at 

work.”  

While she remained in trance, I gave Marjie suggestions to visualize the 

regulatory processes of her brain creating the amount o f cerebrospinal fluid  

necessary to restore comfort and balance.  

“I feel a lot better, but I still have pain.”  

“Ask Mother if it is alright for me to g ive you a pain pill.” 

“She says yes.”  

“Okay. I‟m going to town to do supervision at the mental health center 

and will come back by here in an hour and a half on my way to Dyersburg. 

Call me if you need me and I‟ll come straight here.” 

I got back around 9:30. Marjie said, “My head feels numb, but at least it‟s 

not hurting.” 

“Try to eat some breakfast with me. Nourishment may help your body to 

recuperate.” 

“Okay.”  

Perithnea popped out while we were eating. “I‟ll keep an eye on her and 

so will Mi and Adam. Alta Sha has given me permission to call you on the 

phone if anything goes wrong while you‟re at work.”   

“I thank all of you for being such good helpers. By the way, do you know 

who it was that I saw in the room when I was on the phone with Donna?” 

“Guess.” 

“I think it was you, Mi, and Adam.”  

“You‟re right!”  

Marjie also wanted me to go to work. I was greeted by the cry of a red-

tailed hawk and several crows when I went outside to get in the car.  
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When I got home Marjie said, “I threw up and still feel nauseous. I can‟t 

eat any supper.” 

“Have you been drinking fluids today?” 

“I can‟t keep anything on my stomach.”  

“I‟m worried that you might get dehydrated. That‟s not good if you‟re 

leaking cerebrospinal fluid as well.” I made the Kool Aid she liked and she 

was able to keep it and a piece of bread on her stomach.  

Since Mother had been with her all day and Marjie was still 

uncomfortable, I was concerned that the ETs might not be able to do anything 

more for her and we held a healing session. After inducing the trance, I 

suggested that Marjie place herself in a jungle pool beneath a waterfall which  

splashed gently on her head and soothed it. I also gave suggestions to restore 

the needed amount of fluid to her brain and projected Light into the affected 

area.  

“Can I tell you what is happening?”  

“Please do.” 

“I am at the medical unit with Mother. The others entered with her. 

They‟re doing things to make my head numb again. A little gray has a light 

rod he‟s holding over it which is numbing the pain. He‟s turning up the 

intensity of the light.”  

She suddenly raised her right hand as if holding something. “He is here. 

Nucleus is in the room with us. He has a metallic ball the size of a ping pong 

ball in one hand. He‟s rolling it up and down my arms and legs and torso. 

He‟s rolling everything toward the center of my chest. It feels like a 

drawstring bag there, as if he‟s pulling a lot of energy into the middle. He 

seems to be pulling it right out of my body.  

“Now he has something that looks like a ball with points on it that he is 

touching to my left hand. It isn't pain ful. He‟s touching the palm and  

fingertips with the points. Ahh! That's it.” She pointed to a spot in her palm 

near the index finger and to another near her thumb.  

“When he put pressure on these points, the pain left completely. He 

says that if the right side of my head begins to hurt, I can do the same thin g  

to my left hand. He‟s patting my head and smiling. He‟s going now, since 

the pain has left.” It was the first time I was aware o f Nuke doing a medical 

procedure. I wondered if he was also a physician, and if the ETs had taught 

the Chinese acupuncture and acupressure.  

“Thank you, Uncle Nuke, for being here to help us,” I said. I was not able 

to see him, but Marjie insisted that he had been in the room with us.  
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I counted her up and we discussed the session. With a smile Marjie said, 

“I‟m really  impressed that he came in person to help me. They took advantage 

of me being in a trance.”  

We said a prayer of thanks to I AM and to all our helpers. 

We watched television and did some reading, but her pain began to 

return. I said, “Why don‟t you use the technique Nuke showed you?” 

“That worked,” she said.   

A few minutes passed and she commented, “I was just reading about a 

woman who was shown some of her hybrid babies by the ETs that are raising 

them. Could we do some work on that subject?” 

“Sure, as soon as you‟re feeling well again. Your brain needs a rest right 

now.” 

She woke up hungry and with no headache after a good night's sleep. We 

sat down to breakfast. 

Perithnea appeared. “Good morning Father Bright.”  

“Good morn ing, Daughter Bright.” 

“I was real worried about mother last night.” 

“The ETs wouldn't do anything that would permanently harm her.”  

“Yes, but they do have to try new things sometimes.”  

“Did they do something new with her?”  

“Yes. It was a brand new kind of implant.”  

“It all turned out well, thanks to I AM.” 

Later in the morning I called Ruth in W isconsin to find out what was 

happening with the Stockbridge tribal council. She said that one of the 

chairman's henchmen had been arrested and was having a court hearing that 

very day for attacking a sheriff's deputy. Another one of the council members 

had been charged with a felony. An election was scheduled later in the month 

to vote for tribal council members and a new chairman, and everyone 

expected good results from it . I AM had heard our prayers and blessed 

Tanner‟s, Marjie‟s, and my healing efforts.  

On Saturday we went to visit my son Chris and his wife Vanessa (a 

pseudonym) in Murray, Kentucky, where they were attending Murray State 

University. They had recently moved to a house in the country and we had 

their address but not their phone number. They weren‟t at home and had still 

not returned when we went back an hour and a half later after eating supper, 

so we headed for home. For a change I took an  unfamiliar back road , and after 
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driving for a short while in the darkness, Marjie said, “I‟m having intestinal 

cramps and I have to use the bathroom right now before I have an accident. It 

feels like diarrhea.”  

It was a very rural area so I pu lled off the highway into a farmer‟s field  

under some trees to give her privacy. There was no moon and I was admiring  

all the stars. When she was ready to go, I said, “Look at those two lights up 

there. They‟ve been sitting in the same spot since I first saw them. At first I 

thought they were on a tower or a water tank, but there isn‟t anything beneath 

them.” One light was red and the other was green. No sound was coming from 

that direction. We got in the car and drove past them. I stopped on a side road 

which afforded a better view and they started moving northward very  slowly. 

Suddenly a flashing white light appeared behind them. Marie said, “I th ink I 

got cramps because of that UFO. They came on without any warning.” 

“Maybe it was something you ate.” 

“I don‟t think so. When you turned to go this way I had a feeling tha t 

there was something unusual down this road and was already nervous about it 

before we got here.”  

“I noticed you were reading John Mack‟s book Abduction earlier. Do you 

think that‟s what made you nervous when you sensed that UFO?” 

“It could have been. That book is kind of scary.”  

Marjie woke me up in  the middle of the night saying, “I had a dream but I 

know it wasn‟t just a dream. I heard something creeping up the stairway to our 

room. I stood up with my fist clenched at the foot of the bed and told it, You're 

not going to get me, and you'd better just go away . It did, and I went 

downstairs to use the bathroom without any fear at all. I felt really brave for 

the first time that I can remember.”  

“I wonder what it could have been.”  We went back to sleep. 

Over breakfast I asked Perithnea, “What did Marjie hear coming up the 

steps last night?” 

“I don't know.”  

“Maybe we need to have a session to find out.” 

“You could try that.” 

We were driv ing to Memphis to attend First Unity when I suggested that 

we try to find out who or what was on the stairs.  

“Why don't you ask Alta Sha?” Marjie said. 

“He hasn't been speaking to me much lately. I think he wants to 

communicate with me telepathically, but I'm afraid I'm not a very good 

receiver.”   
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Alta Sha immediately appeared. He looked at me with a slight smile and  

said, “The word you want is centered.” 

“What?” 

“The word is centered. Balanced.”  

“Oh. It‟s has been rather hard for me to concentrate on being centered 

with all these projects I have going, writing the book, studying for the 

psychology class, putting in the bathroom, doing trance work with Marjie, 

parenting the children and so on.”  

Alta Sha said, “When you finish your current project, you should delay 

starting another so that you can concentrate on finding your center.” 

“I‟ll work on that. Why did seeing the UFO frighten her? She knows they 

have done nothing to harm her.”  

“She knows that there are memories just under the surface but she needs 

your help for them to emerge. She is afraid that she will d iscover tha t 

something was done to her in the past which caused her to be afraid. When 

she remembers more of it she will feel that Mother betrayed her. You will be 

needed to help her deal with this when it comes to the surface.” 

“I‟ll be quite happy to help her. Shou ld I try to prepare her for this in  

advance, or wait for it to unfold normally?”  

“You are an intelligent man. You do not need Alta Sha's help to know 

how to deal with this when it occurs. When Mother gave Marjie the crystal, it 

was not only a gift, but a kind of test. By observing the reaction of the crystal, 

Mother learned what she needed to know about Marjie's physical condition.” 

“Are the memories below the surface about being used to produce 

babies?” 

“Millions of children have been used as donors of ova for genetic 

experiments.”  

“Why do they want to take ova from children?” 

“The ova are completely formed at an early age, and are as yet 

uncontaminated by pollutants from the environment. Her offspring now 

inhabit the universe in many locations. She thinks  that they inseminated her 

ova without taking her clothes off. She thinks this because of the various 

surgeries that have been done while she remained fu lly clothed in your 

bedroom, without any need to expose herself. When she remembers it was not 

done that way, she will be upset.” 

“We‟ll have to work on that, then. There certainly are a lot of hawks out 

today. I have already counted a dozen and we have only driven forty miles.” 

“They know that you enjoy seeing them and show themselves to you.” 
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“I am so blessed.” 

“Alleluia.”  

“Alleluia. Can you tell me who was on the stairway?” 

“It was an energy form created by I AM solely for the purpose of making  

Marjorie aware of it. She will need this sensitivity in the future to be able to  

recognize other spirits who approach.” 

“Was it a spirit, then?” 

“No, only a form of energy.” 

“She seemed to think of it as male.”  

“That was not the nature of the energy. She projected her thought that it 

was male upon it.”  

“She also told me about a dream in which she was taking only the  heels 

from loaves of bread at a bakery. The baker complained that she shouldn‟t do 

that and another male customer came in and said the same thing. She defied 

them and said that she thought the heel was the best part and that‟s all she was 

going to take. I thought there might be a connection between the dream about 

the bakery and the energy form on the stairway. Did the dream come from an  

outside source, or from an inner conflict?” 

“The dream was produced from within. It concerned all the male 

dominance that she has experienced and is learning to resist. It was growth for 

her.” 

“It is good that she resisted it.” 

“Yes. She resisted it and she went forward with strength.” 

He left for a while, and Perithnea joined me, saying, “Mother is going to 

have to recognize these entities better.” 

“Why? When will she need to do this?” 

“When you go to the mountain.” 

At Unity we learned that the organist was in the hospital with a strange 

form of anemia that the physicians were unable to diagnose. Their only 

treatment was transfusion of red blood cells to replace those that were 

missing. We decided to put our healing energies to use and went to visit her. 

She was very happy to see us. I noticed a shadowy “something” near her, but 

paid it little attention, for I had been seeing a number of such things recently 

from the corner of my eye. I assumed that this was a benign spirit as well. 

With her consent, we shared healing Light as we joined hands in a sacred 

circle; Marjie offered a prayer and we let the energy flow. Soon the org anist 
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was in tears. She said she had definitely felt the healing energy and was very 

grateful. Because we had a long drive home, we said goodbye after only a 

short time and left. 

We were having dinner at a Chinese restaurant when Marjie said, “I feel 

like Mother put one over on me.”  

“What are you talking about?” 

“I wonder if they really did take my clothes off when she put that heavy 

blanket over me before they took my eggs.” 

 I postponed telling her what Alta Sha had said until we were in private. I 

also thought that simply discussing the issue might stimulate a spontaneous 

memory that wouldn‟t come as too much of a shock for her.  

We talked about the reasons why ETs needed the ova of young children,  

and that it would probably be necessary to remove clothing.  

Marjie said, “I think I was tricked into taking my clothes off. I would  

willing ly offer my ova today for the good of humanity and the universe, but I 

still don‟t like it that they took off my clothes. I know it‟s not rational and it‟s 

because I was afraid of being molested, but I can‟t help it. If I had it to do 

over, the one thing I would change would be to tell them to zap my father and 

destroy him with their rays before I would give them any eggs!”  

“If you don‟t trust Mother now because of a vague memory of 

something that happened long ago, we need to do some work on that.” By  

then we had left the restaurant and were getting into the car.  

“Okay, but not now. I‟m tired and want to take a nap.” I suspected she 

was avoiding the issue, but that was understandable. Anything associated in 

her mind with being molested by her father was still very disturbing. 

As she lay back, I suggested, “While you‟re sleep ing, you will have a 

dream. In the dream, Mother will reveal the full details of what happened 

when your ova were removed, so you won‟t feel misled anymore.”   

While she slept, I saw about ten hawks within a distance of five miles. 

Perithnea joined me and I asked, “Have you ever seen so many hawks in such 

a small area?”  

“No, they‟re fly ing near the road so that you will see them.” 

“I appreciate it.”  

Marjie slept for about an hour, and shortly after waking she asked, “Can 

we stop and get a sundae?” 

We pulled in at a Dairy Queen and ordered. As we ate, Perithnea said, 

“She really doesn't need this, you know.” 

“I know.”  
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“She does it just to deal with her anxiety.”  

“I know it ‟s just a way of making herself feel better.”  

“It's kind of silly.”  

“It's not really silly. It's just one way she has of dealing with  it, like when  

she sleeps.” 

“She has to work on that some more. Would you like to hear the poem 

I‟m writ ing?”  

“Sure.”  

“When first revealed, amazed was he. Here was I. It was just me, 

Perithnea, a name to call, a b rand new daughter, not very tall.”  

“I like it.”  

“I‟ll go do some more work on it. Bye.” 

As soon as we got home, Marjie was ready to have the session. I induced 

the trance and suggested that she go back in time to the first experience of 

having ova removed. 

“I‟m afraid to do it. I‟m too nervous.” 

“Go to your boat until you feel calm.”  

A few moments passed and she said, “I feel better now.”  

“Are you ready to go back to that experience?” 

“No.” 

“Seek contact with your Higher Self, who agreed to go through these 

experiences with the ETs before you were born in this lifetime.”  

She smiled broadly. “It‟s brilliant. It‟s like being bathed in gold. The 

Light is luminous and pulsating.” 

Her voice changed into that of a wise, mature, and supremely serene 

woman. “What would you have me do? She is doing exactly what she is 

supposed to be doing,” her Higher Self said.  

“Can you help Marjie face her fear of this memory?”  

“I am within her. She is doing just as she should.” 

“Thank you for speaking with me.” I spoke directly to Marjie. “You have 

now contacted the part of you which is imperturbable and unafraid. Are you 

ready now to face the past and see the truth?” 

“Yes.” 

“Put the memory on a screen and view it as a movie that you are 

watching with interest but without fear.” 

“I am with Mother and Alta Sha. Mother is s tanding at a large screen.” 

“She has all of your experiences with the ETs recorded on it and can 

show them to you with nothing hidden if you want her to.” 
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“I want her to. She‟s showing me as a very young child . I‟m s miling  

and walking comfortab ly with Mother and the litt le ones (g rays) to the 

metal tab le. I‟m s itt ing up on the table and without any reluctance I‟m 

taking off all my clothes. I‟m not upset about it at all! I realize that they  

are all naked and it‟s perfect ly natu ral fo r me to be naked , too. I‟ m ly ing  

on the table and although it ‟s metal, it ‟s warm and is adjusted to fit my 

body. The table is spread ing apart beneath my legs to expose my vag ina. 

They are taking someth ing from ins ide me. It doesn‟t hurt , but I feel a 

tearing sensation and some wetness between my legs. I‟m as king them if I 

can see what they took. A lta Sha and Mother are as king me to be very sure 

that I want  to see it.  

“I do. The table is rising to support my back so I can sit up. It‟s the first 

time I‟ve been able to sit up and see! It‟s a very tiny child, glowing with a 

spiritual Light like Mother‟s. It looks very frail and has a funny looking head. 

It‟s new life. I know it will be well taken care of.” Awed by this memory, she 

wept. 

“Are you willing to allow this baby to be taken now that you have seen 

it?”  

“I gave the gift of life freely. A gift that is given freely should not be 

taken back. I don't regret giving it.”  

 “Are you interested in seeing that child as it looks now?” I asked. “It was 

one of the first you gave birth to. Perhaps Mother would allow it .” 

“Yes, I would like that. I see him now. He‟s almost as old as me. He is 

the most handsome thing I have ever seen!” she wept again. “He has solid 

blue eyes. They are the deepest blue. He has a uniform. He‟s a leader of a 

group and is very good at what he does. He doesn't know that I‟m watching.”  

Marjie‟s joy at these revelations was thrilling to behold. She was ecstatic 

to know that she had done everything willingly and had not been betrayed.  

“Are you satisfied now that you were not tricked?”  

“Yes. I felt cramping in my abdomen when they inserted the instrument.” 

“Follow that sensation to another time and place so that you will 

understand its significance.”  

“It‟s the same sensation I had whenever somebody in my family  

manipulated or betrayed me.”  

“When is the last time you can remember that happening?” 

“It was when Carmen didn‟t warn me that my father was going to be in  

the room when I went to see my dead grandmother. If Carmen really loved me 

she would have prevented it or at least warned me about it.”  
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“Carefully review the other experiences you have had with the ETs and 

decide for yourself if they have ever betrayed or deceived you.” 

“Mother is showing me the first time she asked if I wanted to give the gift  

of life to others. I answered yes. She‟s telling me that she still has ova that 

were taken and it has not been so long ago that one was used to create another 

life. Mother says that‟s enough for now. Count me up.” I did. 

Marjie said, “I‟m surprised at how much my son resembled Nucleus. 

They look like members of the same family. His name is Othgar.  

“You‟re the best. Not many spouses would do this for their mate. You‟re 

not just a husband, but my best friend.” We embraced. I recalled the night we 

were driving back from Murray and she had sudden cramping just before we 

saw the UFO, now explained. 

Over supper, Perithnea appeared again. “What a wonderful session you 

had!” 

“It was beautiful to watch.”  

“Your projects are coming along real well, too.” 

“Yep. Maybe I‟ll be able to s top working on the house pretty soon.” 

Out of nowhere, Perithnea suddenly gave me an obscene finger gesture 

(the bird) and was shocked with embarrassment. “Why did I do that? Where 

did that come from? I don't know what came over me.” Holding the offending 

finger, she said, “That was terrible! What's the matter with me?”  

“I don't know, Perithnea.” 

 “I have to go now. Bye!” She left quickly, very upset. 

“What do you suppose caused her to do that?” Marjie said. 

“I think it had to be caused by a negative spirit. I know she wouldn ‟t do 

that on purpose. She doesn‟t need to worry that she did something wrong. I‟m 

sure the source will be revealed eventually.” I went back to work on my 

plumbing project. 

A few minutes later, Marjie came to me and said, “Perithnea's in trouble.”  

“Because she gave me the finger?” 

“No, something is chasing her! I can hear her running and crying! She's 

afraid ! She's calling for help!”  

“Well, we‟d better do something.” 

„I don't know how to help her! What can I do?” 

 “The same thing we always do when someone needs help. We‟ll have a 

session to find out. Let's go to the liv ing room.” I counted her down quickly.  

“I hear her calling and running.” 

“Go to the sound and tell me what you see.” 
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“She's going so fast!” 

“You can keep up with her. Keep going.” 

“Now I've got her! I'm holding her. I've got you now, honey. I'm not 

going to let anything hurt you.” 

“Surround yourself with God's Light and Love. Call on the Hosts! Banish 

this thing, whatever it is!”  

“It's something dark. Perithnea says that it flew over her head making an 

awful sound, and then it touched her. It's still lurking around, trying to get at 

her. You can't have her! Get away! It's gone now.  

“I've got you, Perithnea. I won't let anything hurt you. It's alright now, it's 

gone.” 

Perithnea said, “I was scared! Thank you, mother. Thank you, father. I 

don't know what that was, but I have to be careful from now on.” 

“I don't know what it was, either,”  I said. 

Alta Sha appeared. “When you visited your friend at the hospital, the 

entity that you saw joined you. You sat right down on it in her room. It  

became your own tagalong.” 

“What was the entity doing there?” 

“It had been left behind.” 

“Good. I didn't think it could have come from our friend.”  

“No. It was not put there for you. It just knew of no other place to go. So 

it stayed in the room.”  

“What happened to the entity?” 

“It is no more. Marjie used her power to dispose of it.” 

“Did she destroy it?”  

“No. She just made it go away. This was growth for her. Little On e also 

learned from the experience, and so did you.” 

“Yes, I did.”   

He withdrew and Perithnea took his place. “I was completely surprised 

when that tagalong came after me. I never ran into one before, because I 

always remain in the Light.” 

“I saw a shadow in the hospital room, but I thought it was one of our 

spirit friends and paid it no mind. From now on when I see a shadow, I‟ll use 

Light for protection. You didn‟t know the tagalong was with me and didn‟t 

think about needing any protection around me and mother, so you got fooled. 

The tagalong must have moved into Marjie and used her body to give me the 

finger when you were channeling. It wasn‟t you doing it.” 

“I‟m so proud to have you and mother for my parents.” 
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“We‟re proud to have such a sweet faery for our daughter.” 

Marjie's mood was very lighthearted for the rest of the evening, which 

brightened my day. She helped me with the new bathroom fixtures and by 

eleven o‟clock we had the new toilet working and nothing was leaking. We 

were t ired and quickly fell asleep. 

I woke up feeling very tired. My joints ached, my sinuses were swollen, 

and I thought I might have caught a cold. Perithnea greeted me right away and  

recited the third stanza of her poem. “Mostly busy flying around, with wings 

of crystal, no need for ground.” 

She served me coffee and cereal, straightened my t ie, made sure I had  

everything that I needed before I left for work, and said, “I‟m going to visit 

you from time to time during the day.” 

“Great. I‟ll like that a lot.”  

I saw several hawks along the way. I also saw auras around two of my 

clients and bright flashes of Light in my office which I assumed belonged to 

Perithnea, Adam, and Mi. Marjie and I devoted our time in the evening to 

expressing our love for each other instead of working on emotional problems  

or remodeling.  

Donna called and said that her friend Candace (a pseudonym), who was 

staying with her, could see Ivy and communicate with her telepathically and 

would tell Donna what she was doing. Ivy had told Candace that she wanted a 

different bed and Donna had obliged by making one out of a little box with  

pink satin sheets. Ivy had flown joyously around the apartment with the cats 

chasing after her when she got her new bed.  

Candace, who was very psychic, told us over the telephone that she 

expected cataclysmic earth changes to occur during our lifetimes. She also 

informed us that there were non-human people living underground on Mars 

who had evolved to develop four lungs in response to their thinning 

atmosphere.  

Donna revealed that Rod had been shown a blue-green planet which  

was not Earth in the telepathic t ransmission he had received from A lta Sha. 

Rod had also told her that he would show me the model of h is energy  

machine if I would come to At lanta to see it, but for some unspecified  

reason he could not bring it with him to Martin, which struck me as rather 

odd, since it was supposedly quite portab le . 

Perithnea was thrilled that Donna had spoken to her in such a loving 

manner. She recited another verse of her poem. “Always popping in and out, 

surprising Father, no doubt.” 
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Before going to bed I closed my eyes for a few minutes of meditation. 

With my third eye I saw brilliant gold strands of color woven together like 

cloth which then transformed into a spray of light like rays emanating  from a 

star. I thought of Perithnea's remark long ago that I should look for yellow 

because it was very important. I went outside for a last look at the stars and 

was greeted by an owl hooting in a nearby tree.  

In the morning, Perithnea quoted another verse: “Into my heart he 

reached so deep; he is the Father I want to keep.”  

I hugged her, “You‟re the daughter I want to keep, too.”  

“Adam already got out of bed and went someplace.”  

Once outside, I was stunned by the beauty of the multihued clouds 

created by the rising sun, which had also birthed a rainbow in the western sky. 

I thanked my Father for that glorious sight. A crow cawed at me as I opened 

the car door.  

On the way to  work I counted six red tailed hawks, one of which flew 

alongside me for a short distance. I saw a g roup of three crows fo llowed by  

another group of two. They reminded me of the th ree Ute‟ spirits  we had left  

on the Spanish Peaks and the two who remained with us.  

In moments of quietness, the singing in my mind's ear was very loud. 

The temperature was up to a remarkab le sixty degrees in December, lending  

credence to Nucleus ‟s predict ion of ext remes of weather.  

After supper Marjie and I took a bath. “Perithnea wants to talk, but I 

don‟t want her to right now,” she said.  

After a few more minutes of soaking Marjie relented and Perithnea said, 

“I have some things to tell you. First of all, Adam wants to do some coloring  

with you. Secondly, I want you to tell me a story, and take me on a trip.”  

“Okay, but first can you tell me what it was that Marjie heard earlier 

today? She said that when she was up in the bedroom this morning, she heard 

the sound of a nail rolling across the ceiling and then clinking up against 

something metallic. She counted to four before the nail stopped rolling. Then 

that hook I had securely screwed into the ceiling to hold up a plant fell to the 

floor. It couldn't have fallen by itself. Did it have something to do with ETs?” 

“Yes, the sound was connected with them, but they didn't intend for her 

to hear it. They weren't in the ceiling, they were in a craft.”  

“How could Marjie hear something taking place on a craft?”  

“Somet imes there is a corridor between the house and the ship, and the 

noises can be heard. It was the sound of a writing instrument like a pen, which  

rolled down the curved wall and then hit the floor.”  
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“Did they hear what was going on in our house, too?” 

“Yes, they were listening. She was watching Regis and Kathy, who were 

acting very silly.”  She withdrew. I fo rgot to ask why the hook fell, but thought 

Mi could have been responsible. 

I told Marjie, “I felt Mother very strongly with me during work. The 

singing was really loud at times.”  

“I felt her too.” 

“I saw faery Lights in my office. I wonder if one of them made the hook 

come out of the ceiling?” There was a loud thump from the cupboard just as I 

said this. “I think Mi is confirming that she did it. Shall we have a session 

after our bath? It‟s been a long time since we spoke to Adam.”  

“Okay.”  

We went upstairs and dressed for the evening.  

When I had counted her down, Marjie said, “I see Adam, Mi and  

Perithnea standing together.” She smiled.  

“I want you to get a good look at them so you can draw me a p icture of 

Mi and Adam for Christmas. That‟s the one thing I would really like to have.”  

Marjie took up a pencil, started sketching, and said, “Mi‟s hair is long and 

dark. She‟s thin and very petite, with a turned up nose and a sharp chin, but 

she looks very human. Her eyes are unusually large and almost mournfu l 

looking. She has ringlets on her forehead. This is just a rough sketch. I‟ll 

make a better one later. I can‟t get a good look at Adam‟s face; it keeps fading 

on me.”  

“Maybe he‟s not sure just how he wants to look yet.” 

“I‟ll get it eventually.” Then she drew holly leaves, berries, and a candy 

cane with a superimposed, looping yellow line crossed by small hatch marks 

like garland on a Christmas tree.  

“Why did you draw those things? That yellow line looks like the glitter a 

faery leaves behind when it flies.” 

“I don‟t know. I think it‟s supposed to make us think of Christmas 

decorations.” 

Marjie began to write. She looked perfectly normal, but I had not counted 

her up from the trance. “What are you writing?”  

“I don‟t know.”  

“Where is it coming from?”  

“I have no idea. It‟s just words to me.”  

“Keep on writing and let‟s see what comes out.” When finished, the 

message was as follows: 
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Our conversations tend to be brief. They seem to be infrequent; the 

depths at which we speak of things analyzing and intellectualizing, assisting. 

Light bent because of yesterday evolution. Deeply seated-roots-core-eruption 

of emotion felt in the chest. Struggling and gasping for breath. Growing, 

learning, imitating. Stepping in another‟s print. 

“I don‟t know what it means, but it makes me feel nervous,” Marjie said.  

“Why?” 

“I don‟t know. It just makes me uncomfortable.”  

“I wonder where it came from. It sounds as if whoever sent it is in some 

distress. It must be someone we know.” Later it occurred to me that the 

message could be from Rapsar. I resolved to call Donna to find out if she 

knew anything about it. 
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Chapter Eleven 

More Faery Facts 

Adam jo ined us and in his formal and respectful manner he asked, “Will 

you color with me, Father?” 

“Okay. Do you want to use crayons or markers?” 

“Markers.” I went to get several. 

“What are you going to draw, sir?”  

“The thing I saw in my mind‟s eye last night. It looked like a net made of 

golden fibers which turned into a spray of golden Light. How about you?” 

“I‟m going to draw the craft we saw from Donna‟s window.”   

We commenced drawing. “That‟s very good, Adam.”  

He pointed to mine and asked, “How do you feel about having so much 

energy?” 

“It makes me feel very good. It  helps me to understand why people 

valued gold so much; it reminded them of the golden Light.” 

“Everything at the Earth level is a substitute for something else. You  

taught me that.”  

“The energy of the Light is very powerful. I was exploring how big my 

spirit could expand and saw myself as the center of a galaxy.”  

“Don‟t galaxies have limits also?” 

“Yes, they have boundaries, but in human terms they are immense 

beyond comprehension.” 

“Why would you limit yourself to only one? Why not be all of them?”  

“I would have to be God to do that. No matter how big I try to visualize 

myself, I could never equal the Creator, who is beyond my mental grasp. It‟s 

hard for a person to suddenly change from thinking I‟m only human to I‟m the 

center of a universe in only a day. We cling to the familiar and like to 

perceive continuity in ourselves from one day to the next, which tends to limit  

our self concept. Once we get used to the idea of an unlimited soul, our self 

concept can completely change.” 
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“Isn‟t the perception of sameness an illusion? Each moment we are alive 

is unlike any other. Each new experience creates a new us and each new us is 

different from the ones that went before.” 

“You are absolutely right. We humans like to put things into categories as 

if everything in the same category is like all the others, when each is actually 

different in the details. However, they do have something in common. Each  

new self is still much like the previous one.” 

“Aren‟t categories limiting?”  

“Yes, but we use them to make sense of our experiences. They are the 

basis of language and logical thinking and they help us to draw conclusions 

from similar experiences, and so forth. For example, we can talk about all 

plants at once because they all fit into the same category of botany.” 

“Now I know what categories are! I have some categories!” He was 

delighted. 

He continued, “I understand that this is a special time of the year for you 

with many feelings attached to it. I want to wish you a Merry Christmas, 

father.” 

“Thank you, Adam, and Merry Christmas to you. You have learned a 

great deal since the last time we spoke.” 

“You have been a very good teacher.” 

“I‟m glad you think of me that way. You‟ve had other good teachers, too. 

You are also teaching me by asking questions that make me think. I h ope you 

will speak to me again soon.” 

“I love you, father.”  

“I love you, son. Good night.” 

“It‟s my turn now,” Perithnea said.  

“Okay, but I‟m not sure I know how to take a trip with you.” 

“Remember the trip we took to the zoo? We can take one like that.”  

“You were afraid of snakes and that gave me the idea. Is there some other 

need you have that will give me an idea of where to go?” 

“Take me on the kind of trip that you do with mother. You can be the first 

human to hypnotize a faery.”  

“I‟m willing to try.” 

“Are you going to take notes? This is a first!” 

“I always keep notes in my head and dictate them later. Are you ready to 

start?” I counted her down. “Five.”  

“One.” 

“Four.” 
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“One.” 

“Okay, take one more step into a deeply relaxed state each time I say 

One.”  

When I reached the fifth One, I saw no outward signs of a trance, but she 

was a faery, so I continued, “Do you see the bright faery tree?” 

“Yes. It looks like a pine tree or cedar tree with Light shining out of it.”  

“That‟s the one. The faery village is located in that tree. Come with me 

into the Light within the tree.”  

“Okay. I see a lot of trees,” she brightly said. “This is a beautiful faery  

street. It‟s an old fashioned, tree lined street. Everyone on it is a faery. There 

are faery  shops on both sides, and horses and carriages. There are child faeries 

trying to learn how to fly.”  

I asked, “Do faeries reproduce?” 

“Yes. The adults who want to create a new faery have to concentrate on 

making it appear, and then it will, if One agrees.”  

“Have you ever tried to do that yourself?” 

“No, I have enough competition already.” I laughed. 

“Tell me about the shops while we stroll along the street.” 

“There's a faery clothing shop, and a faery horse shoe shop, a faery  

hairdresser shop, and a faery shoe shop.” 

“Which one would you like to go into?” 

“The shoe shop. No, I'd rather go into the bookshop. Come in with me. 

This is Mr. Readme, the proprietor. He‟s my father,” she said.  

 “He's your father? I thought you said I was your father.”  

“Would you please not interrupt our conversation? I was talking to Mr. 

Readme.” I laughed again. She continued, “He's only human, you know. He 

doesn't understand.” To me she said, “Mr. Readme is very pleased with our 

visit and we are free to look around.” 

“What kind of books do you see here?” 

“All kinds of books for faeries. They‟re in several languages, including 

faery language, star people language, human language, sprite language, elf 

language and so on. There‟s even a book about humans written by faeries.”  

“Tell me about that book.” 

“Well, the cover has a picture of a big old human. You can see all of his 

veins and bones and muscles. Yuck!”  

“Not a very pleasant sight for a faery?” 

“No!”  

“What else do you see?” 
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“I see some little puppets.” 

“What are puppets doing in a bookshop?” 

“These puppets are for blind readers.” I guffawed. 

“What good are puppets to a blind reader?”  

“Well, they put the puppets on and the puppets can read the Braille for 

them.”  

I laughed some more. “Why on earth would you need a book for the blind  

in a faery shop? Do you have blind faeries?” 

“No, but we need to have something for everyone here. After the puppets 

read the Braille and the blind person gets ready to explain to others what was 

in the book, they use the puppets to do the signing. Isn't that silly?” 

I laughed harder. “It sure is. I don't think blind people have much use for 

signing. You're thinking of deaf people.” 

“They couldn't even see the puppets, could they?” She laughed, too. 

“Can you describe Mr. Readme to me?”  

“He‟s one of the elders. He‟s very round, and he has a slouch hat on, and 

he has a little black moustache, but no beard. He puts shoe polish on his 

moustache.” 

“Why would a faery want to put shoe polish on his moustache?” I 

laughed again. 

“Faery ego. Mr. Readme has all kinds of things in his shop besides books. 

He even has a faery horse in here.”  

“What kind of horse is that?” 

“Completely silver.”  

“Is it alive?” 

“Of course! Even his teeth are silver, and that's what he eats, silver.”  

“Is he like Nightmare and Daydream?”  

“No, this is a different kind. I really like the horse.” 

“Thank you for letting us visit, Mr. Readme,” I said. “I‟m learn ing more 

about faeries all the time. I think they‟re wonderful. Perithnea has even 

offered me an application.”  

“He says he doesn‟t think you will fill it out.”  

“When I am out of this body, I may seriously consider becoming a faery.”  

“Everybody's listening and looking at us. Would you like to know the 

approximate population of this street?” 

“Sure.”  

“About seventy eight. They've all heard your voice and they‟re coming  

this way. All of them want to hear you.  
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“Hello, how are you? This is my father. Yes, he's a human. I'm pleased to 

see you.” She went on in that vein for a few moments.  

“Thank all of you for letting me come to visit,” I said. “I hope you are 

having a wonderful day, like you do every day. Humans should try to be more 

like you, and enjoy every day and make it important. I‟m try ing to teach 

humans about faeries.”  

“They‟re applauding. They think it‟s grand that you are saying these 

things.”  

“Someday people are going to listen when I talk about faeries.” 

“Cheers and applause,” Perithnea said. Marjie yawned. “The faeries heard 

that and they want to know where it came from. That's my mother. She's 

human, too. They‟re applauding again. It‟s time for me to  go. I really enjoyed 

our trip. You can come back here anytime you want to with or without me.”  

“I enjoyed it too. It was a lot of fun. Thanks for sharing your village with  

me,” I said. “Bye.” 

“Bye.”  

Bart came for a visit and over supper, Perithnea said, “Hello, brother 

Bart!” Startled, Bart said hello, but nothing else. After supper we all took a 

walk and Perithnea said  to me, “It‟s nice to take a walk  again. You haven‟t 

heard the whole poem. Mi and Adam helped me to finish it in time for 

Christmas. This is how it goes: 

 

Father and Me.  

 

When first revealed,  

Amazed was he! 

Just who was I? 

It‟s only me. 

 

Perithnea, 

This name to call. 

A brand-new daughter, 

Not very tall. 

 

 

Mostly busy  

Flying „round 

With crystal wings. 
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No need for ground. 

 

I‟m often popping 

In and out, 

Surprising Father 

No doubt. 

 

In my heart 

You reached down deep. 

You are the Father  

I want to keep. 

 

Now when you pass 

Through the door, 

I‟ll share my wings.  

Guess what‟s in store? 

 

More beauty than 

You‟ve ever seen.  

The Light of God  

And all His dreams. 

 

Merry Christmas, 

Father Bright! 

Always look 

Toward the Light.” 

 

We told Bart about the corridor Uncle Nuke and his staff had created for 

ease of transport and other recent developments, but he had no comment. 

Perithnea also tried to draw him out without success. 

I turned my attention to her. “Who sent that message that Marjie wrote 

down about trouble breathing?” 

“You‟re an intelligent man. You already know.”  

“Then it was Rapsar.  

“That means he communicated telepathically with Marjie. How neat!” 

We called Donna to tell her about the message, and after a bit of 

discussion she said, “I feel a strong emotion in my chest and my face feels 

like a mask is descending over it, like my sinuses are filling up. I think Rapsar 
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is going to come forth soon. It‟s hard for me to grasp that he was able to 

communicate telepathically with Marjie without me even knowing . I‟m very  

impressed that he has the will and the ability to do that.” 

“Many telepathic messages emanate from the subconscious mind without 

our knowledge. What bothers me about it is that he speaks of gasping and 

struggling for breath. I‟m t rying to figure out if it is due to problems Rapsar 

had trying to breathe the air of Earth when the craft crashed, or if it is related 

to an injury. It‟s as if time has stood still for him since he died. The trauma of 

the crash seems to have prevented him from moving forward emot ionally.”  

Donna said, “I also have trouble breathing because of smoking. I‟ve been 

trying to give it up, but it‟s a real struggle.”  

“Perhaps he can use his willpower to help you stop.” 

“I never thought of my smoking as causing problems for someone else. 

That gives me a reason to try harder to stop.” 

“It seems likely that Rapsar will speak the next time we visit. According  

to Nucleus he needs to come forth soon because the Alliance has more work 

for him to do.”  

Perithnea suddenly said, “Terri sent me a letter! She said lots of nice 

things about me.” 

“That‟s because you are nice,” Donna said.  

“Ivy has been playing in the green glass balls I keep in the brandy snifter. 

I don‟t know why, but Ivy wants me to send you an imaginary holly branch. 

She‟s also sending you a prism, so you can share Light together.” 

“That‟s wonderful,” said Perithnea. 

“I keep the poem you sent me right beside my bed.” 

“Your bed is your throne,” Perithnea replied. 

“My throne? I don‟t feel much like a queen.” 

“You would be a very  good queen. You wouldn‟t be any good at trying to 

be a bad one.” 

“No I wouldn‟t want to be a bad one. I would try to be good .”  

Donna paused and said, “Rapsar is communicating the thought to me that 

your true identity will eventually be known, Rex.”  

“I don‟t know what he means by that but I‟m all for it. We‟ll be seeing 

you soon.” We said our goodbyes.  

Ivy‟s mention of the holly branch reminded me of the picture Marjie had 

felt compelled to draw of a holly branch and a candy cane surrounded by 

garland with without knowing why. Through her receptive telepathy, she had 

already received Ivy‟s gift!  
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Perithnea surprised us at dinner by saying, “I‟m not going to be here 

Christmas day. All the faeries are getting together to celebrate and I‟m going  

to be there. Our meeting place isn‟t on Earth. I‟ll be back on the twenty sixth. 

Before we go, Adam, Mi and me would like for you to open the present we  

made for you.” 

It was a framed copy of the poem on pink paper. “This is one of the very 

best gifts I have ever received. I know it was made with love.” We embraced. 

We were gathered in the living room when I saw a faery Light flash 

across the floor in front of the television. I suspected that it was Perithnea. 

The next t ime she channeled I asked Perithnea, “Was that your Light I saw?‟  

“Yes. You‟re going to find a window for yourself soon.” 

“What will I be able to see through it?” 

“You'll be able to see into another dimension, and then you‟ll be able to  

pass through it.” 

“What should I look for to know when I‟m seeing it?”  

“You know how it is when you come across something that you find very 

fascinating and it holds every bit of your attention? That‟s what it will be like. 

It will be new knowledge.  

“When you return to the Spanish Peaks, you have to do a ceremony. 

You‟ll have to put some sticks in the proper sequence. You‟ll find them on the 

ground, and the right sequence will be revealed to you later.”  

 At her request, we held  a session which Marjie invited Bart to observe. 

She said, “Mother is showing me some symbols and writ ing in ET language. 

Give me a piece of paper and a pen.” She drew the symbols, which had no 

meaning to us. “Uncle Nuke is here. He wants me to write a message for 

Rapsar.” Although her eyes were closed, Nuke controlled her hand and could 

obviously see the precise handwriting:  

Safe to Breathe Safe to Breathe 

4718 System Ready 

22 to Rapsar with 4x.179.835.17901 

8, 9, 10 of 12 tying up 

Ready to join the others  

Thank you, Pat 

“Mother indicates that Nuke‟s' communication is finished. She wants me 

to try to contact Rapsar telepathically. I can tell that Donna is aware that I am 

trying to contact Rapsar but she doesn‟t know how to step aside so that Rapsar 

can receive the message. She thinks she is the reincarnation of Rapsar and 

stepping aside doesn‟t make sense to her.” 
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“I guess we‟ll just have to wait until we go back down there, unless 

Nuke can contact h im some other way .” We ended the session. 

Tony arrived a short while later. Perithnea joined us again and although 

she said hello to Tony, his only response was a reluctant “Hi.” To Bart she 

said, “Tony thinks his mother has gone absolutely nuts.” It was otherwise an 

unremarkable evening. 

 

Tony drove Bart back to Camden on Christmas day after we had opened 

presents and had eaten breakfast. We had made plans to go to Memphis with  

Ben and his girlfriend to open presents at my parent‟s house. While we waited  

until time to leave, Marjie suggested that we have a session. 

She opened her eyes after entering the trance. Her expression indicated 

that she was channeling. Simultaneously, Mother was strongly manipulating  

the right side of my brain. Sensing that Marjie was channeling Mother, who 

apparently was sending informat ion to me, I tuned in to the sensations. I saw 

the fleeting image of an alien face which I thought might be Rapsar, but it 

disappeared too fast to see details. Marjie remarked, “There is something 

different about this session. It's like I‟m not entirely here. I see a number... 

2495. I don't know what it means, though.” 

“Where do you see it?” 

“On a piece of cloth, when someone went out the door. I'm not sure what 

part of the cloth it was on.” 

“Was it a date?” I thought it might signify February 4, l995, which would  

be the second anniversary of Terresa's death. On that date, her ashes would be 

ready for me to receive from the Meharry Medical School in Nashville, where  

her body had been sent per her request for the training of medical students. I 

planned to take her ashes to the Spanish Peaks, which she also loved, and to 

scatter them there. Terresa's body had left the house under a cloth. The more I 

thought about it, the more this interpretation seemed to  fit.  

“I'm getting a name. Johnathan C. Counce.” She spelled it for me. “It‟s on 

a long list of names. I don't know what it means.  

“I see Mother. She‟s pouring out all of her essence. I see the figure of a 

blonde woman whose hair is down to her shoulders  and only slightly curled . 

Another woman is coming back. I know you,” she said to the women. “I've 

seen you before. You‟re like buddies.” 

“Now I see two men struggling. They‟re fighting above some stairs over 

something about not having the right number. One of them is falling over the 

banister.  



Faeries, Angels, Indians and Aliens  

117 

“Things are flying at me. I don't know what they are. There‟s something 

like puppies on the ground. I don't want to step on them. They aren't really  

puppies, though.” 

“Try to look closer to see what is fly ing toward you.” 

“I can't tell. I don't like this. I want to stop.” I had to count to ten, and 

again to five, before she was fully alert. She had been very deep. “I felt very  

vulnerable while I was under, and I still do. I'm awful sleepy. I think I should 

take a nap.” 

“It would be good to get some rest before we leave.”  

Meanwhile, Mother's touch was still very strong. I didn't know what to 

make of the session at first, but the more I thought about it, I wondered if 

Terresa had been trying to communicate something through Marjie. She had 

been like a buddy to blonde Marjie, helping her to find things that she needed 

to complete various craft projects. The two men struggling on the steps could 

have been Terresa's son and me, for we were always at odds. The symbolis m 

seemed to indicate that he had lost the struggle and that it may have injured 

him psychologically. We had not been in contact since Terresa‟s memorial 

service. Had Terresa entered Marjie's trance unbidden? Were the things that 

looked like puppies actually the stuffed rabbits that Terresa used to make? 

What were the objects that were flying at Marjie? Was Terresa expressing 

anger toward her? 

I went outside into the beautiful, sunny weather to feed Beth‟s puppies. A 

red tailed hawk cried out as he suddenly flew s traight up and then dived very 

fast toward the ground. He then flew to a pine bordering our field and perched 

on the topmost branch. I shouted hello to him, and he flew away, crying out 

again as if to answer. 

We were on our way back from Memphis after celebrating Christmas 

with my family, when Perithnea said, “I'm back!”  

“How d id your celebration go?” 

“Faeries came from everywhere. Some couldn't stay long because they 

had to get back to their people, who weren‟t very happy. They just said hello 

and stayed for a little while.”  

“Tell me what it looked like with all the faeries there.”  

“It was dazzling, with all the faeries fly ing around in constant motion. It ‟s 

the first time I‟ve been able to stay for the whole celebration. Before now my 

charges were always too unhappy to leave them for long. Sprites came, too, 

but they couldn't stay away from their trees for very long, either. We have 

these gatherings several times a year, but I usually only attend one of them.”  
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“Thank you for coming back.”  

“I‟m not going to talk to Ben because he doesn‟t want me to.”  

“That didn‟t stop you from talking to Tony.” 

“He‟s different. Bye.”  
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Chapter Twelve 

Joining the Team 

Chris and Vanessa came to exchange gifts the following day. They lacked  

a good sofa, so we gave them one that we no longer needed and followed  

them back to Murray with it in tow. After we put it in place, I helped Chris 

with some outside chores until time to go out for supper. We were wait ing at 

the restaurant for our order to arrive when Vanessa said, “I once went to the 

quilt museum in Paducah with a friend of mine. We were looking at quilts 

when we both heard a voice that sounded electronic, like a compu ter talking, 

but we couldn‟t understand the words. We looked around for the source but 

couldn‟t see anything that would make a sound like that. I‟ve been hearing 

that same voice since I was a child. It would talk to me when I went out to 

play, especially  if I was alone. I tried to convince my family that it  was real 

but they wouldn‟t believe me and I finally gave up. That was the first time 

someone else heard it.” 

“I suspect that you may have been given an implant when you were very 

small and that‟s why you heard the voice, but that doesn‟t explain why your 

friend heard it,” I said. 

“I must have had a startled look on my face when I heard it, because she 

asked me if I heard the voice before I said anything about it.” 

“Maybe she also has an implant. We‟ve been hearing electronic sounds in 

the house ever since we started working with the ETs. It could be that they 

wanted both of you to know that you had been contacted. It‟s very common 

for contactees to find out that family and friends have also been contacted 

after they start to remember their experiences.” I yearned to explore those 

connections with her, but didn‟t have an opportunity to do so. 

Marjie and I got back to the house around eight o‟clock and she began to 

sketch a larger portrait of Mi. “I see bits and pieces, but never the whole 

face,” she complained, and finally she gave up. I had told her earlier that I was 

disappointed that she had not given me the drawings of Mi and Adam that I 
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wanted for Christmas. “I‟m sorry I complained about you not drawing them. I 

didn‟t realize you couldn‟t see them clearly.”  

“I can see them clearly until I try to draw them. It‟s really strange, how 

their faces fade away.” I had jumped to false conclusions again, which served 

as another lesson in humility.  

That night my aching muscles and joints had me tossing and turning 

and unable to sleep. I finally moved to the spare bedroom to avoid  

disturbing Marjie. Just before time to get up the next morn ing, I felt that I 

was leaving my body. Mother‟s singing was very loud. I sensed an unseen 

presence in the room and thought, The ETs have finally come. They‟re here!  

I floated through the ceiling and joyfully realized that I was completely free 

of any physical limitat ions. With a backstroke, I swam through the air above 

the house. It was too dark to see anything. Suddenly and unintentionally , I 

returned to my body.  

I then was rudely awakened by a situation comedy on television about a 

single mother and her two daughters who were arguing about a trivial family  

matter, and I was angry that someone had turned on the television in the 

middle of the night. Then the alarm clock went off and I woke up from my 

dream of being awake! The television wasn‟t on. I wondered, How much of 

the night did I believe I was awake when I was actually asleep? 

Marjie surprised me with nice sketches of Adam and Mi when I got home 

from work. “All of a sudden around five o‟clock I got clear images of them 

and was able to draw them without any effort in about fifteen minutes.” 

“They‟re beautiful little  faces. Thank you so much. I wonder why it was 

hard for you to see them before?” 

“I pushed them forward so she could,” Perithnea answered. “They 

weren‟t cooperating with her before.”  

“Why not?” 

“Because you weren‟t supposed to get their pictures on Christmas day. I 

AM and the children knew that you would appreciate it more if you didn‟t get 

them then. That way you wouldn‟t think that they were being given out of 

obligation instead of a genuine desire to give you something you wanted.” 

I was flabbergasted by her analysis of my unspoken thoughts. Christmas 

wasn‟t my favorite season because so much of the giving seemed to be 

chained to ritual instead of genuine caring. One had to go out and buy things 

for people to avoid being labeled an uncaring scrooge, which to me made it  

feel forced. I felt very foolish to have thought Marjie didn ‟t care when the 

portraits weren‟t finished.  
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 As if tuned in to Rapsar‟s need to hear the message Nuke had given us 

for him, Donna called after supper. I relayed it  to her right away. She didn ‟t  

have much to say about it, which, in v iew of its significance, struck me as 

odd. I thought she was disappointed because it implied that she was not the 

reincarnation of Rapsar. Quickly changing the subject, she said, “Tupperware 

bowls have been falling off the shelves in the pantry for no reason, unless 

Ivy‟s doing it.” 

Perithnea answered, “It‟s her way of proving her existence.” 

I said, “Candace said she could see her Light. Why don‟t you ask Ivy to 

reveal her Light to you as well?”  

“Ivy can do that, but you have to be just right to see it,” Perithnea added. 

“I‟m so proud of the Christmas card you sent me. It‟s the first one I ever got 

from a human. Father Bright, tell her about our trip to the faery v illage.”  

“I‟ll save that for another time. We need to get off the phone pretty soon.” 

We said our goodbyes after confirming that we would be seeing each 

other again soon.  

Marjie said, “Nucleus wants to speak to you, but I told him he can wait 

until after we have supper and our walk. I‟m sure he has plenty to keep him 

busy until then.”  

I was a bit worried about putting Nucleus off because I perceived him as 

being very busy and very important, and thought, If we put obstacles in the 

way of communication, will he withdraw? I hope not.  

It was a gorgeous night. The sky was crystal clear and the stars glittered 

like jewels. In the east we saw what looked like a very bright star under Orion, 

but not where Sirius would be. I paid little attention to it until Marjie said, 

“That‟s no star. It's flashing from blue to green to white.” I noticed it was 

making small movements. 

“I think it‟s an emissary from Nuke,” I said. We watched it for some time 

as we walked, and Alta Sha unexpectedly joined me. I was delighted to see 

him again.  

“It is a glorious night. The air is safe to breathe, safe to breathe,” he said, 

repeating part of Nuke‟s message to Rapsar. 

“Yes, very beautiful indeed. Why does Rapsar have difficu lty breathing?” 

“Rapsar is wedged. I cannot add anything to that.” 

“Rapsar and Donna are not the same individual, are they?” 

“No, they are not.” 

“Has Rapsar always been with Donna?” 

“Yes, from the very beginning of Donna's life.”  
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“I thought he might have joined her when she went to the mountain 

where he crashed. She isn‟t his reincarnation, is  she?” 

“That is a very simple way of putting it.”  

“That seems unusual.” 

“Not unusual at all.”  

“It‟s not? I‟m not familiar with this phenomenon. He speaks as if he‟s 

separate from her, like a possessing spirit instead of an aspect of herself.” 

“Their spirits have blended. They have distinct personalities, but the 

personalities have joined.”  

“How is that done?” 

“You will have to ask I AM for the answer to that question. I cannot 

explain it any further.” 

“What did Rapsar mean when he said that my true identity  will be 

revealed?” 

“I cannot share any more about that now.” 

“I see. It‟s a secret.” 

“Not a secret. It is not the right time for it to be revealed.”  

“That su its me just fine.”  I cont inued looking  at the stars and  we 

walked along in s ilence fo r a short t ime. Alta Sha was rap id ly b reath ing  

into Marjie's upturned co llar. “Is she t iring? Should we turn  back? ”  

“She is cold. I am warming her face. You have received a recent 

communicat ion from Nucleus in which he describes the blending of spirits. 

You personally know one of these spirits.” 

“Is it Marjie?”  

“No, only a few moments ago I told you of two whose spirits have 

blended.” 

“That was my second guess. Is Rod one of the 8, 9, and 10 who have 

blended?” 

“No, but that does not mean that he is insignificant. He is a catalyst. I 

suggest that we reverse our course,” he said, and turned around. We continued 

holding hands, which Marjie and I had been doing when he first appeared. 

“It‟s good to speak to you again,” I said. 

“Marjie has been walking independently these days. That is good for her 

growth. Therefore I have been speaking less, but anytime that you wish to 

speak to Alta Sha, you have only to ask.” 

“Thank you. I am aware that she is more independent. I was surprised 

when she told Nucleus that he would have to wait. I would not have done 

that.” 



Faeries, Angels, Indians and Aliens 

123 

“She knows this, but she felt that she needed this time to strengthen your 

bond, and knew that Nucleus was quite busy with other things and could wait. 

She did rightly.”  

“During your lifetime did your people have ceremonies of Light?” 

“No, we did not. We worshipped a god of stone.” 

“How d id you find I AM?” 

“When I left my body, I AM was waiting for me. I did not have to find  

Him.”  

“How wonderful.”  

“I AM always seeks His spirits to bring them home. A llelu ia!”  

“Alleluia!”  

“Why do you ask these things?” 

“I only want to know more about your human side.”  

“That is not important. My life since leaving my body has been much 

more significant. Instead, you should ask me how often I praise I AM.” 

“I imagine you do so without ceasing.” 

“Yes.” 

I smiled within. St ill looking at the stars and the craft on the horizon, I 

said, “I think I am addicted to stars.” 

“You always were. So many lifetimes you have longed for the stars. You 

came from Light and to Light you will always return. Alleluia!”  

“I had a very strong feeling this morning that I left my body. I thought at 

first that the ETs were taking me, and I was delighted, but I couldn‟t see 

anything, and then it seemed that I had been dreaming. I was disappointed that 

the feeling didn't last longer.” 

“Where is your question mark, friend?” 

“Oh! Then it was real.”  

“Did it seem real to you? 

“It certainly d id. It was very vivid. But I d idn't see the ETs.”  

“Perhaps it lasted longer than you recall.”  

That would be typical, I realized, of an ET contact. “Why did I wake up  

to the dream of the television playing a modern situation comedy about life in  

middle class America?” I laughed at the memory of that. 

“Well, it is certainly a point of view.”  

I didn't know why he said that, but upon reflecting, I thought the vast 

contrast from the vapid materialis m of the comedy to the sublime feeling of 

levitating was a way of clearly separating tremendously different views of 

what is important.  
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He was quiet for a few minutes, so I asked, “Has Marjie been aware of 

the walk?” 

“Yes.” 

“I‟m glad. I d idn't want her to feel deprived of something that‟s important 

to her. You were so quiet that I thought you had left.”  

“No, I am en joying a walk with my friend.” 

As we reached the doorway, he stopped channeling.  

Marjie and I had our session for talking with Nucleus. “I see Mother. She 

is showing me that her essence is contained in the traces of her presence, like 

an afterimage.”   

As if to underscore what she was revealing, I experienced a vivid 

afterimage of Marjie and the room when I closed my eyes and concentrated.  

“Mother says that being receptive to the energy traces of things is very 

important.” Alta Sha had mentioned these traces before, as had Perithnea. 

“When Mother moves her arm, I see a blur and the image of the arm left  

behind after it passes by. It reminds me of those pictures you see showing 

multip le images of a moving object in a single frame. She‟s giving me the 

communicat ion rod to hold.”  

Nucleus manifested. His head movements were min imal. “Good evening, 

Pat.” 

“Good even ing to  you, Uncle Nuke. How have you been lately?‟  

“I am very content at this time.”  

“I am also. We have been busy working on our house.” 

 He s miled. “Humans always have to change things.” 

“We are adding to what was already there.”  

“Oh, making improvements. That I understand. I enjoyed spending a few 

moments with you recently.” 

“Yes. We have already delivered your message to Rapsar.” 

“Very good. I will expect a rep ly from h im soon. I understand from Alta 

Sha that Rapsar will be visit ing you.” 

“We‟re looking forward to it. Would you object to the presence of my son 

and daughter in law at the meeting? I believe that you will find them in your 

System.” I gave him their names.  

“What is the day and month of your son's birth? It was in 1971, wasn't 

it?”  

“Yes, in September.”   

He nodded. “He‟s very interested in computers. Yes, light technology. He 

and your daughter in law are united.”  
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“Yes.” 

“You should see her stats!” 

“Perhaps I will one day.” 

“There is something here that I need to ask you about. The System 

indicates that there has been a conflict between you.” 

“Yes, quite a while ago.” 

“Why would you want to invite them to this meeting?'  

“I‟m not sure they take their experiences seriously. I hope that this 

meet ing might help to awaken them. I think Vanessa is about ready to begin 

remembering her contacts, but she needs some guidance.” 

“She is at a stage of development where she is ready for growth, but my 

System indicates another conflict. Can you explain?” 

“At one time I thought she might be trying to take advantage of my son.” 

“And of yourself.”  

“That‟s right, but lately I have not felt this is the case.” 

“In the past you have given me subtle advice concerning my personal life, 

which I have appreciated. Would you be offended if I did the same for you, 

but perhaps more boldly?”  

“I would appreciate any advice that you have.” 

“The similarity between the woman through whom I speak and Vanessa 

is remarkable. They are almost identical.”  

“In terms of their talents, abilities and experiences?” 

“All of those and more. Your daughter in law would make an excellent  

crew member.”  

“I'm pleased to hear that. She recently told us about hearing an electronic-

sounding voice in her head.” 

“She has an implant.” 

“I thought that was probably the source. She heard this voice many times 

in her childhood.” 

“It is a simple but effective device. Clearance has been secured. You may  

invite them to your gathering.” 

“Wonderful.”  

I changed the subject. “Alta Sha said you have more information to share 

with Rapsar.” 

“Yes.” 

“Why did you choose to communicate with Rapsar th rough us  instead  

of through Donna? She seems like the most direct means of do ing so.  I‟m 

also wondering why  Rapsar waited  so long to manifest to  her.”  
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“You are my student, aren't you? How can you learn unless I give you 

tasks to perform? Do you have something you can use to make a permanent 

record of this communication?” 

“Yes. I am ready.”  

“Here is the message.  

22 = X limits 

*.999.999.19121212 

8*11*55*22*11 

Disagree with 55 

Disagree with 11 

Accept 22 

Clairetrin ia transported within M  

Welcome Back!  

741 006 085 03.4 110.22.5.8.1.0X 12T.C. (T.T.) acceptable 

Transmission valid frequency X718.3 Rapsar ignit ion red decrease blue 

2022.”  

“What do the numbers mean?”  

“They are coordinates, times, distances and velocity. The velocity is very 

important. It must be exact.”  

“Do you want me to repeat it?”  

“You have it down correctly.”  

“I had a strange feeling that I left my body this morn ing.” 

“Ah yes, your visit. We were very happy to have you visit us.” 

 “Why can't I remember anything? Everything was black.” 

“You saw a great deal, indeed. You were exposed to sights that are 

incomprehensible to you. If you were to remember them all at once, you 

would not be able to understand them. Therefore, they will be revealed to you 

a little at a t ime.  

“As you look within yourself, you will remember more of what you saw. 

You were very complimentary about my System.”  

“I can imagine. I was delighted with the feeling of leaving my body.”  

“I know that you were, and we were delighted that you did not shake 

anyone.” 

I laughed. “I offer my apologies to all concerned.” 

“They were given long ago and have been accepted.” 

“I saw a craft while walking with Alta Sha earlier this evening.” 

“The next time we walk together, I will show you the stars in my 

dimension.” We said our goodbyes. 
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I counted Marjie up. She said, “Mother was holding my head still and I 

was trying to stop the movements too. Now my neck is stiff. I heard almost 

everything you said.” 

“Good. I think it‟s important to get this message to Rapsar as soon as 

possible. I‟m going to call Donna now.”  

Donna was impressed with the message and with Alta Sha's report that 

she and Rapsar had blended. Referring to the message, she said that her 

number was 22. The 22 we were familiar with was the ET physician who most 

consistently treated Marjie. I found it interesting that Donna, who was a 

medical lab technician and performed all sorts of tests for diseases, also 

claimed that number. 

I was on my way home from work when I noticed a stationary, steady red 

light near the horizon too bright to be a planet or a star. A beam of red light 

descended from it toward the ground. I continued to watch it for over twenty 

minutes, and finally saw that it was directly above our property. At home I felt  

Mother‟s strong touch and got out of the car for a closer look, but it had 

disappeared!  

As soon as I walked in the door, Marjie said, “Nucleus wants to 

communicate again.”  

“Okay. When do you want to have a session?” 

“After supper and our walk.”  

“Sounds good to me. There was a red UFO above the house when I drove 

up, but it had vanished when I got out of the car. I wonder if Nuke was in it, 

or if it was his staff.”  

“I don‟t know.”  

Before we started our walk, Perithnea said, “Nucleus is going to 

introduce you to a new friend.”  

“Can you tell me anything about this new friend?” 

“It is being attracted to you.” 

“Why to me?” 

“Each spirit has its own field of attraction, like a magnet. The extent of 

the attraction depends on the pitch of the sound generated by the spirit and its 

sound reflects its state of advancement. Vanessa is responding to you and 

mother because of your combined pitches. Vanessa is at a certain pitch which 

attracts other pitches that resonate to her frequency. Some are at a much  

higher pitch, and some at a lower p itch, but there is always a balance of higher 

and lower p itches. Because Vanessa has entered your field another spirit is 

being attracted who is at a much higher level.”  
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“I remember Alta Sha saying that a third one would appear and would 

blend, but I didn‟t know what he meant.”  

We had reached the crest of the hill when I saw a bright white light near 

the horizon northwest of us which seemed to be about five miles away. 

Unblinking, it remained stationary and silent. It twinkled like a star, but it was 

far too bright to be one. “Look at that!” I said. 

Perithnea answered, “Why don't you wave at them?”  

I did. “Hi, guys!” 

She laughed. “That's wonderful!” The light dimmed significantly as if 

responding, then got much brighter and moved rapid ly diagonally toward the 

northeast. Another white light began to flash behind it. 

“What do you think of Donna‟s reaction to the new developments?” I 

asked. 

“She has so much doubt that she‟s having trouble accepting the healing 

which she received from Mother.” Perithnea said.  

“Candace is telling her that her guide John says Donna should go back on 

insulin and forget being cured until Candace's Brit ish friends find a genetic 

remedy,” I replied. 

Perithnea said, “I‟m worried that she may be delayed in her growth by 

Candace‟s influence. I don't want people to doubt my word, but I can only do 

so much. It doesn't matter how much healing energy Donna gets from others if 

she doesn't believe in it and accept it.”  

“I don't think anyone is holding you responsible for Donna not being 

healed.” 

“The healing is within her. She has to realize this.”  

“I didn't know that Candace had so much influence on Donna. I think 

Candace must have some doubts too, or she wouldn't be relying on a physical 

solution instead of spiritual healing. I have some doubt that there really is a 

group of British scientists. I think Candace may have invented them in order 

to seem more important.” I said. 

“I love Donna very much and I want her to get over her doubt, so she can 

grow.”  

“She said as long as her sugar stays under control, she isn‟t going back on 

the insulin until she gets here and we have a chance to consult with Mother. I 

think she‟ll come around. She believes in the Creator, and I think she will give 

credit where credit is due.” 

By then we were walking up the driveway. Perithnea said, “I love you, 

father. I thank I AM for you. Beth now knows what love is, when she didn't 
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know at all before. Now she‟ll come put her paws on mother‟s leg to be petted 

and does it ever so gently so she won't scratch. 

“Look! Did you see that?” She pointed toward the picture window in the 

dining room. Beth growled.  

“No, what was it?” 

“It was an ET in the window! It's gone now.  

“It's alright Beth, they won't hurt you. Isn't that wonderful? There was an 

ET in your house, and mother saw it too.”  

“Yes, it is wonderfu l. I guess they‟re getting more familiar with our 

surroundings.” I was exasperated about not seeing it. 

When we entered the house, Perithnea sang, “Hi ho, Hi ho, it ‟s off to  

work we go,” and withdrew. 

Marjie said, “I saw what Perithnea saw. It looked like a big gray. It was 

tall enough that I couldn‟t see the top of his head through the window.” She 

did a quick sketch.  

“Perithnea thinks we have work to do. Are you up to it?” 

“Yes. We proceeded up the stairs to the bedroom. Marjie lay down and 

quickly entered a trance. “Mother is here. She is going to show me more of the 

things in her office when we‟re through talking with Nucleus. She has changed 

the communication rod so it curves over my stomach and I can keep my arms at 

my sides. That's a lot easier.”  

“It's more ergonomic that way.”  

“What does that mean?” 

“It means to make equipment so that it works in harmony with your 

anatomy and the way your body naturally moves.” 

“Mother is very impressed with your intelligence. She really likes you,” 

Marjie said. I had been feeling Mother's pull very strongly even before we 

began the session and knew she was eager for us to start. The pressure of her 

touch continued to the point of being almost painful throughout the evening. 

Nucleus joined us as soon as Marjie took the communicat ion rod. “Good 

evening, Pat.” 

 Marjie sneezed loudly and then guffawed. “That broke the contact. 

Mother‟s looking at me, shaking her head and smiling. Can you believe it?  

My sneezes are more powerfu l than their technology!” After a few more 

moments of laughter, she settled down. 

Nucleus said, “What was that? Contact was broken.” 

“Greetings, Uncle Nuke. Marjie sneezed. She found it very amusing that 

it broke the contact.” 
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“That‟s how she dislodged her original implant.” 

“I hope she didn‟t do it again. I didn‟t expect ing to be talking to you so 

soon.” 

“It was necessary. I have been discovered.” 

“How were you discovered?” 

“The implant which I, Nucleus 8, originally installed in my star pupil was 

placed without proper clearance. To put it in your terms, I hotwired it for 

personal communication, which is against official policy.”  

“So that‟s why the ones who removed it were surprised by what they 

found.” 

He looked alarmed. “How d id you know of this? Did A lta Sha tell you?”  

“No. Marjie witnessed it. What was the verdict?” 

“The verdict was that I would have to obtain your voluntary consent to 

work together with us on our project.” 

“Of course I will work with you.” 

With a sigh of relief he said, “Thank you, Pat.”  

“I believe you have more informat ion for us this evening.” 

“Yes. I want to continue the informat ion given earlier to Rapsar with an  

accompaniment.”  

“What do you mean by accompaniment?”  

“My superior is here with me.”  

“We are honored. Please greet him for us.” 

“No offense is intended, but for the moment, he wishes to remain silent 

and to simply observe.” 

“Whatever makes him comfortable is fine with me.”  

“He understands that Rapsar and you will be meeting soon and that you 

can relay the message I gave you.” 

“I have already relayed the message.” 

“I knew I could count on you to be prompt. When did you do this?” 

“Last night. I knew the message was important and I didn‟t want Rapsar 

to have to wait any longer, since he has been suffering. Alta Sha said that the 

personalities of Donna and Rapsar have blended.  

Donna also claimed that her number was 22.”  

“Donna and Rapsar are not identical. She should learn to separate her 

consciousness from his. Her number is not 22, because humans do not have 

numbers, they have codes. The number 22 once belonged to Rapsar. Donna is 

not the reincarnation of Rapsar, but this is a concept of the relationship that 

she can most easily understand.” 
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“Perhaps she can understand something more complex. She seems to be 

quite intelligent to me.”  

“At a conscious level she is intelligent and at a subconscious level she is 

beyond genius. She is soul centered. Her soul is at the center of galaxies.” 

“That‟s certainly impressive. Speaking of impressive, we had a visitor 

whom I th ink you probably know in our house this  evening. Marjie saw him 

at the picture window when we came back from our walk.”  

“I know. The same is with me now.” I was stunned.  

“I saw the craft.”  

“Yes, indeed,” he answered with a s mile. 

“Do the init ials in the message to Rapsar refer to Rod?” 

“It was fairly straightforward. I thought you would be successful in 

figuring that out. My superior has reviewed all of my records. He has a few 

questions he wishes to address to you through me. Are you willing to answer 

these questions?” 

“Of course.”  

“What do you seek?” 

“I seek to do the will of I AM.”  

“State the forms.”  

“What forms? I don't understand this question.” 

“State the solid materials involved.” 

“Do you mean possessions?” 

“Pat, no one possesses.”  

“What I want is to travel to new worlds, to see new stars, to greet new 

beings in love and understanding, to gain wisdom and knowledge, and to 

share the Light of the Creator.”  

“Who gains most?” 

“Hopefully all will gain.”  

“Who is your superior?” 

“I AM.” 

“Clarify.”  

“The Creator.”  

“Your answers are acceptable. May I introduce my superior, Regenc 4?  

He would like to speak to you personally.” 

“I am honored.” 

As if speaking through Marjie's body was difficu lt, Regenc 4 spoke in a 

guttural, masculine voice that began very softly but quickly got louder and 

said, “Welcome aboard, Rex.”   
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Marjie's left forearm slowly rose from the elbow with her hand extended 

to me, palm up. I placed my palm flatly against his. He very slowly withdrew 

Marjie‟s hand until only our fingertips were touching. We shared energy for 

perhaps a minute before he returned Marjie's hand to her side. I was deeply 

grateful to have received such a warm and gentle welcome.  

Nucleus said, “Thank you Pat. I am so glad to have such a good friend. I 

receive a promotion, and you do, too, mate!”  

“Mate? That has a good sound. I believe I have finally found the team 

I‟ve been searching for all of my life.”  Tears came to my eyes. 

“We always have room for one more.”  

I laughed. “I will look forward to our work together.” 

“I must go now. Goodbye, Pat.” 

“Goodbye, Nucleus.” 

It had been a short session, but Marjie was drained by channeling the 

unfamiliar energy of Regenc 4. Mother had not taken her to the office as we 

had expected her to do so I asked, “Does Mother still want to take you to her 

office?”  

“I will stay with her if you like.”  

“Only if you want to. I believe she thinks you‟re too tired  to go there. Are 

you ready for me to count you up?” 

“Yes. My hands feel like they‟re on fire. They‟re burning and my joints 

hurt.” 

“Let's do something about that. Relax and imagine your hands are in a 

cool mountain stream which is bringing them back to their normal 

temperature.”  

“My left hand feels better, but my right hand is still hot. Please touch it 

for me.” I took her hot hand in mine. I rubbed the excess energy into my 

hands and flicked it off to the side several times. “That feels better,” she said. 

“Let any excess energy dissipate from your entire body. Fill yourself with  

healing Light.” I counted her up with suggestions for her body to return to 

normal. She was comfortable when she was fully out of the trance. Her head 

had remained still throughout the session.  

It was an awesome honor to be invited aboard by Regenc 4, one of the 

Board of Twelve, but my true superior was still I AM and no other. In that 

regard, Regenc 4 and I were equals. I would voluntarily be a part of the plan  

and do the best I could to help, so long as this was the will of the Creator. I 

sensed that Regenc 4 understood this and was pleased by it. I hoped so. Marjie 

said that Regenc 4 was over six feet tall, but had the same form as the smaller 
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grays, who were half that size. She said that that the energy she felt from him 

was very powerful. 

Perithnea joined us. “I can draw a diagram of what I told you earlier 

about the balance of spiritual forces.” 

“Good. That would help.”  

She drew horizontal lines on the paper to indicate different levels of 

pitch, from low at the bottom to high at the top. She put stars at the different  

levels, each representing an individual with whom we had contact. I AM was 

at the top, and just beneath, Alta Sha. Lower yet was Regenc 4, Nucleus, and 

Rapsar. Donna was lower. Perithnea put others at various places. I was near 

the middle of the array, and Marjie a little higher. Lines of connection were 

drawn between the people to show how they balanced one another. Vanessa 

was connected to Marjie, who was connected to me, etc. Pointing to Regenc 

4's name, she asked what I thought it meant.  

“Regent means king.” 

“But it also has another meaning. See if you can think of it.”  

“I don't know of another meaning fo r regent. Maybe we can find one in  

the thesaurus.” 

I found the word regent under the heading of master. When she saw this, 

she said, “Think about that word master. What letter does it begin with?”  

“M.” 

“That was one of the prominent letters in the message to Rapsar: 

Clairetrin ia travels within M.” M had just visited us and I had seen the light of 

his craft.  

Marjie emerged. “What happened to your neck? It's all red.”  

I looked in the mirror and saw a reddened area along the right side of my 

neck. I immediately thought it had something to do with the vessel I had 

driven under. Many contactees have reported such “sunburns” after close 

encounters with UFOs. 

Marjie was aware of everything that had been said in the session and by 

Perithnea afterwards. Being tired, we had a snack and retired early. I kept 

waking during the night, full of the energy which Regenc 4 had exchanged 

with me. I got out of bed and went downstairs to read.  

When I got home from work Marjie said, “I‟ve been hearing footsteps in 

the house all day. Sometimes they were so loud that I thought it was an 

intruder, but I decided to ignore them.”  
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Perithnea chimed in, “The visitors were Indians and some ETs came, 

too.” I supposed that membership on the team had drawn more attention to us. 

I felt strong ly that I shou ld call Donna to tell her that her doubts were 

interfering with the healing energ ies she was receiv ing  and to relay the 

new message about separating her consciousness from that o f Rapsar. 

During the phone call, Marjie and I to ld her everyth ing that had happened  

in our most recent session. Donna was amazed upon hearing  that Nucleus  

said her soul was at the center o f galaxies. Perithnea to ld her to make a 

question mark to represent her doubt and to leave it on the wall, and  

Donna said  she would.  

At mid-morning of the next day Marjie was painting the kitchen cabinets 

when she asked, “Did you see that?” 

“What?” 

“Something flitted out of the cabinet and flew under the range. It had a lot  

of brown wings on it.” 

“I think it must have been Mi.” Perithnea later confirmed that I was right.  

After a busy day, Marjie and I took a bath. We were listening to 

spiritually inspired music which led Marjie into a trance, as shown by her 

blissful expression and the rhythmic swaying of her upper body. When she 

emerged from it, she said, “I saw Perithnea and Adam dressed as a prince and 

princess, dancing. When they stopped, I saw a procession of Mothers. Many 

of the Mothers were introduced to me.” She cried as she described this 

humbling scene. I was astonished by the deference those exalted beings had 

expressed toward her. 

After the bath, Marjie said, “My shoulders hurt.” This was not surprising, 

for she had been plastering joint compound on a remodeled wall all day, 

trying to make it look like the skin o f an ET she was fond of.  

“They‟re probably sore from all that work you did.” 

Perithnea interjected, “She picked up a virus at Wal Mart.” 

“Uh oh. If it ‟s not one thing, it‟s another.” 

Marjie took some aspirin, but by bedtime, she was in severe pain and we 

held a session for healing. “I‟m with Mother, Alta Sha, and some others,” she 

said.  

Alta Sha manifested. “It is very important that she remain still. This virus 

attacks muscle. If she uses the muscles which are hurting, the virus will get 

stronger. Others will be attending her until she is well.”  
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Marjie said, “The painfu l areas are numb now.” 

“Good. Remember that Alta Sha said it‟s important to remain still so that 

the virus isn‟t stimulated. Try not to move much during your sleep.” I didn‟t  

count her up because I knew that she would emerge spontaneously when 

appropriate, and I thought she could remain still more easily if entranced. 

In the mo rning Alta Sha returned. “She needs to remain very still today. 

She will be watched closely by Perithnea and me. We will see to her physical 

needs. It is safe for you to go to work.”  

“I can cancel appointments if I‟m needed here.”  

“That will not be necessary.” 

I checked on her by phone that afternoon. Marjie said she was fairly  

comfortable and had remained in bed most of the day. She was lying down 

and pain free when I got home, but by nightfall the pain was returning, 

prompting us to have another session. Marjie quickly entered trance and said, 

“Perithnea is here, and a lot of others.” 

Perithnea said, “Light Mother is being helped by other angels who are 

friends of Alta Sha. They‟re bumping her aura to make it brighter, which will 

help her to fight off the virus. She‟s feeling better already.  

“The virus was in the air conditioning equipment at the store. It‟s very 

dirty, and is giving birth to new organisms that are resistant to immunities. 

They‟re making many people sick. Their ventilation system has never been 

cleaned.”  

Marjie said, “Perithnea is showing me an image of the virus.”  

Marjie‟s hand raised in the same manner that it had done when I first 

communicated with Regenc 4. I responded by holding my palm against hers 

and closed my eyes. I felt that I was in a vortex of energy which enhanced my 

ability to focus healing Light into her body. It wasn‟t long before she asked to 

be counted up. Perithnea confirmed that it was Regenc 4 who held up her 

hand, and I asked, “Why did he do that again?” 

“Contact,” she answered.  

The next day was New Year‟s Eve but Marjie was too sick to celebrate 

the arrival of 1995, so we spent a quiet evening at home. She was feeling  

better the following day but was not completely well and had instructions to 

keep still. She found it very difficu lt to remain in bed all day and therefore 

spent a lot of time sleeping. I took meals to her but she ate very little.  

I was eating lunch at the dining room table while she slept. Like a hinged 

door, the cap of the plastic milk jug rose up and fell down about a dozen times 

in succession. “Someone‟s playing games,” I said aloud. “I wonder who it is.” 
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I went up to check on Marjie again and Perithnea emerged. “Hello Father 

Bright! Happy New Year!”  

“Happy New Year to you, too, Daughter Bright! Was that you playing 

with the cap?” 

“Yep. I enjoyed the surprised look on your face so much I just kept doing 

it until I got tired. Mother will be feeling a lot better tomorrow and can get up 

and move around a little, but not much.” That evening Marjie received help at 

the Station during a trance session which allowed her to sleep comfortably.  

She was able to take a shower and to sit at the table for breakfast. 

Perithnea appeared, saying, “The angels kept mother from sleeping on her left 

side like she usually does so she wouldn‟t have to use those muscles.” She put 

sweetener in Marjie‟s instant tea, which caused foam to form. “Look, the tea 

has a head on it. It looks like my mouth,” she said, pointing to the shape of 

lips. “Now it looks like the inside of a volcano. Now it looks like a ladder.”  

She poked it with her finger and said, “Now it's a gray‟s face. This is a cheap 

toy!” I laughed at her antics. 

The angels stayed with Marjie and she continued to improve all day. In 

the evening, Perithnea said, “It‟s okay for mother to lie on her side again. 

Your name is being mentioned among the ETs along with hers. You‟re 

becoming a very important person.” 

“I don't think it's my name they need to be mentioning, but I AM‟s. I just 

want them to see me as a servant.” 

“They understand that if you come aboard it will be a package deal,” she 

said. “It'll be you and about a dozen more.”  

“Are there other Boards besides the one Regenc 4 is on?” 

“Yes, but none are as important as that one. It keeps the current  

flowing . They are just below I AM in terms of the Light Force. They don 't  

have the Light Force themselves, but they  keep  it flowing.”  

“How do they do that? 

“I can't exp lain how, I just know that they do.” 

“I can't understand why Earth is important to the Board when there are 

so many galaxies with b illions of stars and planets out there.”  

“Many life forms will share the new planet. Earth is important because of 

the Light Force that is here. It‟s the Light that humans have which makes it 

important to them. You will meet other beings that are more highly evolved 

than yourselves, just as there are beings on Earth that are not as evolved as 

you. They will be in physical form, but there will be many spiritual beings 

inhabiting the new world who are not physical.” 
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“That new planet must have many ecosystems to support so many life 

forms. I wonder what kind of structures will be built there.”  

“The synthetic wood that you will use on the new planet knows how to 

repair itself, so that if you remove a nail or screw from it, the hole will be 

filled with new wood. If you put two pieces together that have been sawed in 

two or broken, they„ll jo in again.”  

“How is it able to do that?” 

“It‟s because of the Light. I can't exp lain it any more than that .” 

“It sounds like a wonderful place to live. Nucleus seems to think that I am 

going to turn into some kind of carpenter, but I think much of my work will 

be more spiritual and less physical than it is on Earth.”  
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Chapter Thirteen 

Safe to Breathe 

I was getting ready for work the next day when Perithnea said, “The 

angels left. Mother doesn‟t need them anymore.”  

“We certainly appreciate their help and yours, too. Eventually that virus 

probably would have attacked her heart muscle and killed her. Earth doctors 

don‟t have medicine for a v irus like that.” 

“That‟s right. That‟s why it was so important for her to be still. Even the 

ET‟s medicine had trouble dealing with that virus. It was very smart. I don‟t 

think you‟re going to like Regenc 4 very much, though.” 

“Why, because he‟s so stern?” 

“Yes.” 

“Why is he that way? He needs to learn that I AM is pleased by singing 

and dancing and joy. He worries too much about losing his dignity.” 

“Nucleus has stirred things up. He exp lained to the others how you led 

him to I AM. He has been sharing his feelings with others and they normally  

don't do that.” 

“Why do they think it is important to hide their feelings?” 

“If they show them, then they become vulnerable.”  

“I don't understand that. If they have feelings they are already vulnerable, 

so why hide it? Is it important that others think they don‟t have feelings? If 

you are vulnerable, why pretend that you are not? I could see being stoic if 

there was a threat of being manipulated, but why be that way among team 

mates? I thought that they didn't like waste. Putting up a false front is a waste 

of energy.” 

“I'm not sure that Regenc 4 understands that I AM appreciates mirth, 

dancing and singing. I‟ve been staying away from h im because his energies 

are too powerful for me to tinker with. You‟re getting that look around your 

mouth again.”  

“What look is that?” 
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“You look like you„re sad. Are you feeling sad?” 

“It is sad if Regenc 4 thinks he can't just open up and show his feelings 

because he‟s afraid of appearing vulnerable. For someone so important in the 

scheme of things, it seems kind of small. I guess one reason why we are 

interesting to them is because of our emotions.” 

“Yes, that and other things.”  

“Who‟s been making all those thumping and bumping and knocking 

noises downstairs after we go to bed?” 

“Mi was busy all n ight, and the heavy footsteps were from one of the 

Indian spirits. He actually bumped into my bed and woke me up!”  

“That means he was in the room with us. How neat.” 

At work I saw flashes of Light in my office, which Perithnea later said 

belonged to Mi. Marjie had heard noises in the house that sounded like hot 

pipes ticking as they cooled off. They stopped when she went to investigate.  

When Marjie and I returned from eating supper out, Perithnea said, “This 

would be a good night to contact Uncle Nuke.”  

Marjie felt healthy enough for us to have a session. Entranced, she said, 

“I see Mother. She‟s showing me a symbol that looks like the back end of an 

arrow pointing from left to right. I can only see the shaft and the feathers, not 

the point. They are gray. (This was the same shape as one of the symbols 

Rocks that Slide, a Tarahumara spirit, had told Marjie to place on a leather 

shield he had helped her to make months before.)  

“Mother says this is an emblem worn by the twelve members of the 

Board. She is showing me letters that signify some of their names. One is 

TRIRTI, another is BRES, another is FLT 8, and another is ORI 12. Now she 

is giving me the communicat ion rod.” 

Nuke appeared. “Good evening, Pat.”  

“It's a pleasure to speak to you again,” I said. 

“What was your reaction to our last communicat ion?” he asked. 

“I was very pleased to be considered a teammate. I am honored to be 

asked.” 

“You were to ld  long ago  that you  would  be part o f the team.”  

“Yes, but it didn't seem real until it was actually offered.”  

“You have shared friendship  without it  hav ing been  offered .”  

“That is so. Perithnea perceived Regenc 4 as being rather stern. We 

decided that it would be fun to teach him how to sing and dance, since even I 

AM enjoys dancing. There should be joy in creativity. It was her idea that we 

contact you.” 
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“She is a delight to me. She does not visit very often, but she has great 

curiosity.”  

“Perithnea is always at play. That‟s her job.”  

“She loves to explore.”  

“She‟s full of curiosity. Sometimes her exp loring accidentally causes 

damage. She has been warned by Alta Sha to stay clear of Regenc 4.”  

With a smile he said, “Regenc 4 is very serious about his work. He is 

quick, he is precise, he is no nonsense and he is very accurate. However, I 

have seen another side of him that Perithnea has not. I have seen him show 

great love for his family, and you should see him play ing with his children. It  

is a sight to behold.” 

“I didn‟t realize that he had a family. I‟m happy to hear that he does and 

that he loves them so much.  

“Mother treated us to a message before our contact with you. Were you 

aware of that?” 

“Wait a moment, please, I am receiv ing input.” He smiled. “Yes, I know 

of that contact, and I also know of the message I have just received.” 

“Can you tell me more about it?” 

“It is from Mother. She is telling me to share information about the names 

you were given.” His hesitant, slower speech was very unlike his normally  

brisk pace.  

I asked, “Why are you speaking more slowly? Is the link not working  

well?”  

“It is partly due to the awe I feel about the information I am about to 

share with you.”  

“I think I got the init ials right. Let me repeat them to you.”  

“You have the correct designations. The first is pronounced Tryartee. He 

is a colleague of Regenc 4. He is one of the Twelve. He comes from a system 

which has three suns, yet it is very cold. We have helped Tryartee's people 

move their planet closer to their sources.” 

“What sources?” 

“Their sources of light. We have helped them to slowly move closer and 

in turn they have helped many others in all areas of technology.”  

“Can you tell me about BRES?”  

“BRES sees the Light, understands Its thought, and is always looking 

forward, never to the past. For your convenience, you could refer to him as 

Bright Future.”  

“What of FLT 8? Is that you?” 
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“FLT 8 is a comrade.”  

“What can you tell me about ORI 12?”  

“ORI 12 is the youngest of the group, yet he brings new knowledge and 

wisdom. He has travelled long and has known no boundaries.” He paused. “I 

am awed by his title. He name refers to a star, one you should be familiar 

with. Of them all, ORI 12 chose that one to cherish.” 

I said, “What star?” 

“You should be able to determine this yourself.”  

“I find it very cryptic, but perhaps it is better for me to discover it on my 

own.” 

“Yes. If I told you, it would deprive you of the pleasure.” 

ORI 12 sounded like someone I would like to emulate.  

I didn‟t ask more about ORI 12 in order to avoid questions that 8 would  

not have clearance to answer. The word ORI reminded me of the constellation 

Orion and its bright companion star, Sirius, one of the very brightest in our 

hemisphere‟s sky, and one I always sought out whenever I gazed at them.  

“I have been allowed to answer questions and to reveal more, but there 

are some limits to what I can tell you.” 

“Can you tell me what Donna's true identity is?” 

“What do you mean by that question?” 

“You said that she was soul-centered, that she was beyond genius, and 

that she is at the center of galaxies. Surely there must be a title for her. Is she 

one of the Twelve?”  

“She is apart from the Twelve, but I can g ive no name and no title to what  

I am allowed to see concerning her through my System. She pulsates with 

Light. She oscillates. She is beautiful and full of movement. To try and place a 

title on it might tend to stop its movement. I am unqualified to do this. How 

can one give a single name to a soul?” 

 “I‟ve been thinking along similar lines in the past few weeks. A spirit is 

not limited to only one description or one form. It can divide itself in many  

ways simultaneously, and no single word could tell the whole story.” 

“I am beginning to perceive this.”  

“It seems to me that some of the informat ion you are giving me about the 

Twelve is new to you, also.” 

“I am drawing it from my System.”  

“You were not aware of all this before?”  

“Not entirely. After all, I am in the construction business.” 

“Mother is revealing it to both of us at the same time, isn't she?” 
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He smiled. “I believe that Mother is very familiar with the Twelve. As I 

told you before, I have avoided the Board of Twelve.”  

“Mother must be very near the center of things.” 

“I suppose that she is. She has a higher clearance than I.”  

“Marjie had a new v ision of Mother recently when entranced.” 

“Can you reveal it?” 

“Perithnea and Adam were seen dressed as a prince and princess and 

were dancing to some beautiful music that we were listening to. They parted 

to introduce a procession of Mothers to Marjorie. There were many of them, 

who greeted her personally.” 

“You were indeed fortunate to have such a vision.” 

“You received instructions from Mother. Are there any for me?” 

“You are in communication with Rapsar?” 

“Yes, to a limited degree.” 

“Please share this information with him.”  

“I assumed that this was desired.” 

“I am instructed that you may also share it with TCTT. You will be 

seeing Rapsar soon?” 

“Yes. He will be here late Friday night or early Saturday morning, two  

days from now. However, it will be late by our standards if they get here 

Friday night and there may not be time fo r a session before Saturday 

morn ing.” 

Nucleus looked enthusiastic. “Be sure to get some rest.” 

“I intend to.” 

“On a lighter note, do you remember that I told you that Iktupchik had 

divided?” 

“Yes.” 

“He has divided again.” 

“So soon?” 

“Too soon.” 

“Do you still have all o f the orig inal offspring?” 

“Yes.” 

“How many are there?” 

“Four hundred and twelve. That is a special number.”  

“Where do you keep them all?”  

“In my quarters.” 

“How do you have room for them?”  

“They are everywhere!”  
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“How can you disperse them? 

“There are ways of blending them and making them s maller.”  

“You should open up a pet shop.” 

“Perhaps for the Board of Twelve?” 

I laughed. “That's a good idea. Maybe I could take some off your hands, 

but I'm not sure I would want them. I don't know what to expect from them.” 

“I understand that you have things that you value and display in your 

dwelling place.”  

“Yes.” 

“They would completely cover them. I have things of importance to me 

that I display in a single unit about the size of one of your dresser drawers.”  

“Do they cover it?” 

“They are everywhere.”  

“Are you able to get any sleep?” 

“They do rest.” 

“That could be stressful.” 

“I don't go to my dwelling much anymore.”  

“Well, I wish you luck. We still have two puppies left.”  

“You are very fortunate.” 

“I think one of them may find a new home soon.” 

“She is tiring. I must go.” 

“Go with God.”  

“I fo llow in His footsteps.” 

“Alleluia.”  

I counted Marjie up quickly. “Did you hear what Nuke and I said?” I 

asked.  

 “I saw the image of Donna that Nucleus had on his monitor. There was 

so much forward motion in it that his screen could not show it all. I don‟t 

remember much else.”  When I mentioned Nuke‟s comments about ORI 12 

Marjie said, “It stands for Orion and the bright star that follows him.”   

“That‟s the star Sirius. Orion is also known as the hunter, which fits the 

description of one who travels far and knows no boundaries. It also fits in  

with the arrow symbol that you saw earlier, like the arrow which Orion shoots 

from h is bow. I always look fo r that constellation when I go out at night.” 

Marjie asked, “Are there twelve stars in it?”  

“I don't know if that‟s the exact number, but it‟s close.” 

I went downstairs for a moment. When I returned, Marjie complained, “I 

can‟t see things clearly; everything looks blurry.”  
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“Maybe it‟s an aftereffect of the channeling you did earlier. Let‟s have 

another session about it.” She lay down and I put my hand under her head, 

closed my eyes, and asked Mother for assistance while visualizing golden 

Light in the occipital area of her brain. Of its own accord, purple Light 

appeared in my mind‟s eye. I suggested that a proper balance would be 

restored in Marjie‟s brain so that she could see clearly again. After a few 

seconds she opened her eyes and looked around the room. “Everything looks 

normal now,”  she said.  

Rod and Donna arrived around 10:30 P.M. on Friday, earlier than 

expected. In spite of the hour, we attempted a session at Donna's request 

because she felt that Nucleus was near. Entranced, Marjie said, “Perithnea is 

here.” 

Perithnea addressed us all, saying, “Thank you for coming. Ivy came with  

you, and she and I will be playing and very busy tonight. The noise you heard 

earlier was us. We bumped into something when we were flying around.”  

“Mother just kicked me out,” Marjie said. I went into the unfinished 

bedroom and saw that a piece of plywood that had been left leaning against 

the wall had fallen away from it, which required a push from behind, 

confirmat ion of Perithnea‟s claim.  

When Marjie and I were preparing for bed, Alta Sha appeared, saying, 

“You felt that nothing of significance would come through before you had the 

session.” 

“That's true. I didn't think it was the right time for it.”  

“Why did you do it?” 

“I did it because Donna said that she felt Nucleus was  near, and I knew 

that they were both eager to communicate.”  

“You did it for them, then.” 

“Yes. I did it for them.”  

“You did not do it for I AM.”  

“If I had put my feelings first, I would not have done it at that time. Next  

time I will pay attention to them.” 

“I AM will let you know when the time is right. Are you going to relax 

tomorrow?” 

I thought this over, and said, “Yes.”  

“Good. You need not concern yourself about your guests. Let I AM be 

the host.” 
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“I like that idea. It will take some of the pressure off.”  

“I AM has many Hosts.” 

I laughed. “That's a good one!” 

“I AM will provide their entertainment.”  

We woke up early Saturday morning and spent most of the day chatting. 

In the afternoon Donna felt the very strong pull of an unseen presence to the 

point that she was beginning to be nauseous. Marjie suggested that we do 

some trance work with her and I agreed. We all got very quiet while Marjie 

and I projected healing Light to her. I gave suggestions for her to relax and to 

allow whatever was pulling at her to be expressed. She easily entered a trance 

and was so awed by what she perceived that she breathed erratically, but she 

didn‟t speak. After a minute or two, she raised her joined palms above her 

head like an oriental dancer before slowly lowering them in  a prayerfu l 

gesture. Marjie and I continued to hold the palms of our hands toward Donna, 

sending Light. 

Donna opened her eyes. “I was with a very old and very pleasant oriental 

man who had a nice s mile. I knew that he was very wise. He was dressed in 

the old style, wearing a kimono-like garment. He said he was pleased that we 

had finally made contact. We levitated into the clouds, flying like birds. I 

looked down and saw a mountain. I don't know his name, but I can see him 

clearly in my mind.” 

Marjie said, “There was so much energy coming from you I had to hold 

my hands up in front of me like a shield. The heat was making the joints in 

my hand hurt.” 

“I felt a lot of heat in my arms and my whole body,” Rod said. 

“Perhaps he is your guardian angel,” I suggested. 

“I had the feeling that we have known each other for a long time,” she 

answered.  

Donna went on to say that after the last communicat ion from Nucleus to 

Rapsar she had accepted that she was not his  reincarnation and that instead 

they were blended spirits. She also said she was afraid that Rapsar would try  

to overwhelm her own personality if she allowed him to keep channeling. 

Marjie, Perithnea and I each tried to convince her that she had no cause to fear 

such a takeover by allowing Rapsar to speak through her, giving evidence 

from our prev ious experiences, but she was still skeptical.  

Just before supper Marjie said, “Nucleus has been tugging at me for a 

while. I don‟t want to put him off any longer.”  

“Then let‟s give him t ime to talk,”  I said, and counted her down. 
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“Mother is with me. She is singing and dodging these straight black lines 

that are flying at her like arrows. I don't see how she can dodge them. They‟re 

so close together and so fast, but they never hit her.” 

I felt that the “arrows” symbolized the negative energies that others might 

launch and that Mother was demonstrating that by singing your song at the 

right pitch, nothing could touch you. Perhaps she was preparing us for a 

coming volley of negativity. 

“She‟s giving me the communication rod.”  

Nucleus 8 joined us.”Good evening, Pat.”  

“Good evening to you, Nucleus.”  

“I am aware that Rapsar and TCTT are present.” (Bart had also joined us 

for the weekend, but he and Steve, Rod‟s five year old son, had been sent 

upstairs so that we could have a session without interruption. However, Steve 

had slipped back downstairs and was peeking around the doorway.) Nucleus 

paused momentarily before saying, “I sense an intruder. You made no 

mention of an intruder.”  

“It‟s a child who is supposed to be upstairs in another room but he has 

come downstairs to eavesdrop. He‟s going back now,” I said. Steve was 

escorted upstairs by Rod and was told to remain there. 

Nucleus said, “I have been monitoring your conversations. You should 

allow Rapsar to come through and to breathe freely.” 

“Is he still wedged?” I asked. 

“Yes. If Donna will step aside, then he can come forward. Pat is an 

excellent guide, and can help you to do this, if you are willing.”  

Donna said, “I don't fully understand all of the numbers that you gave me 

in the message.” 

“I am having difficu lty grasping that I am talking through another person 

to Rapsar. Rapsar would know the meaning of the numbers.”  

“If we allow Rapsar to come forth, many questions will be answered,” I 

said to Donna. I changed the subject to give her time to think about it. “Tell us 

about your promotion,” I said to Nuke. 

“My promotion is that I was allowed to keep my position.”  

Donna said, “I have the sense that you and Rapsar have been in trouble 

together many t imes in the past. Is the communication between you and him 

responsible for your position being in jeopardy now?”  

“No, not from that, but things add up over time.”  

“Rapsar is indicating that you and he encountered Rod in another 

incarnation. Rod was teaching a less advanced civilization secrets of 
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propulsion and other technologies. Their military leaders wanted him to help  

them develop new weapons. He refused and they were going to put him in  

prison. You and Rapsar rescued him, but you weren‟t authorized to go there. 

You were absent without leave from your posts.” 

To Nuke I said, “It was your compassion that made you want to rescue 

Rod when he was in trouble.” I was deliberately reminding him that he did 

have emotions even then in spite of his training to forget them. 

“I would not have admitted that.” 

Donna asked, “You d idn‟t feel any compassion for him?”  

“I only said I would not admit it.”  

Rod asked, “Where was I when you rescued me, and where did you take 

me?”  

“The locations would be meaningless to you now.” 

I said, “You may have to rescue Rod again. The same thing is happening 

to him in this lifetime.”  

“Patterns are never ending,” he remarked. 

“Are you aware of a formula that will neutralize nuclear radiation?” Rod  

unexpectedly asked. “I know of one, but I would like to compare it with  

yours.” 

“A formula exists, but I would have to enter another System to obtain it, 

and for this I would need clearance.”  

“Please don't put yourself in jeopardy to obtain it,” Rod said. 

I said, “Why are you asking for that?” I thought it was presumptuous to 

be asking for such sensitive information on such short acquaintance and 

thought he might be seeking information he could sell to the military officials 

with whom he contracted.  

“When catastrophic changes begin to take place on Earth a great deal of 

radiation is going to be released from dump sites and reactors at power plants . 

People will need something to neutralize it .” 

“I will attempt to obtain the formula, but since you also know of one, I 

will share ours with you only if you will share yours with me.”  

“I will also have to ask a friend for the formula. I‟m willing to share it,” 

Rod answered. 

Intentionally changing to a less loaded subject, I told Donna and Rod 

about the uncontrolled mult iplication of h is pet Iktupchik and asked him, 

“What did you do with your 412 Iktupchiks, Nuke?” 

“I obtained a device which will reduce them and stuffed as many into it as 

possible. Now I only have 48, but my device is broken. I have to get another. 
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“There will be some disturbances of sound in your area tonight due to 

some investigative work that is going on. Don‟t be alarmed if you hear 

something out of the ordinary. 

“You are already familiar with this, Pat, but this is for everyone. 

Earthlings, you place too many limits on yourselves. If you would let go of 

your limits, you would have freedom and then you could breathe.” We ended 

the session after agreeing to have another one later on in which we would  

attempt a direct contact with Rapsar.  

Before the next session we made sure that the children were occupied 

with other activities and would not interrupt. When everyone was ready I 

suggested to Donna that she breathe deeply, relax, find herself in the Light of 

I AM, and that she let Him guide the work. “You will be under His protection, 

seeking wisdom and knowledge. Seek your higher, true self.” I counted her 

down and suggested she would find herself in a beautifu l, safe setting where 

she would feel entirely at ease. She readily entered the trance with an exalted  

expression. 

I said, “It is safe to breathe, Rapsar. We ask that you come forth and 

speak through the one who is your vessel.” Rapsar, made choking sounds and 

breathed with difficulty as he slowly emerged with a definite change in 

Donna's posture and facial expression. “I am here.”  

“Thank you for appearing. We are honored. Alleluia! Are there words 

you care to speak to us?” 

“Everything is alright. Good,” he said hesitantly. I sensed that he was 

fully aware of the message Nucleus had given him through Donna, hence his 

response.  

“Nucleus must be rejo icing at this moment,” I said.  

He smiled broadly and looked toward the ceiling. “My close.” 

I assumed he meant close friend. “I hope that we will be able to speak to 

you again soon. I know that it is difficult for you to speak through a human 

voice. It is a new skill for you.”  

“Simple,” he replied.  

I waited for him to say more, but as there seemed to be nothing else he 

wanted to say, we said goodbye.  

Nucleus had not said anything to him through Marjie, but I suspected that 

they had exchanged a good deal of informat ion telepathically. To Donna, I 

said, “Continue to enjoy your beautiful, safe place until you are ready to 

return to us.” After a few moments she nodded, and I counted her out of the 

trance. 
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She looked slightly dazed when she opened her eyes, saying, “The place I 

was in was very beautiful. I felt as if I was surrounded by diamonds and a ll of 

them were generating a spectrum of light. There were rainbows wherever I 

looked.”  

“This is the part of yourself which is at the center of galaxies, and you 

can always return there. Whenever you want to step aside and let Rapsar 

speak, you can go there and get to know that part of yourself better.” 

“I feel like a weight has been lifted from my shoulders.” 

We all breathed a little easier now that Rapsar had been freed. Bart and 

Steve joined us. From the change in Marjie‟s expression and posture, I was 

aware that Alta Sha was channeling and I nodded in greeting, silently waiting  

for him to speak. 

To me he said, “You are a good son.” He then turned to Donna. “There 

has been much growth for you this night.” 

“Yes.” 

“You did very well. You should continue to let Rapsar come through.” 

Turning to Rod, he communicated telepathically. Soon Rod said, “It‟s 

easier to comprehend because it‟s not as fast as it was the first time. Thank 

you. You should smile more, though. I understand that smiling for spirits is 

different than it is for humans, but you could learn to do it more.”  

Alta Sha stared at him with an expression that seemed to say, Take as 

much rope as you need to hang yourself. A few seconds of silence passed 

before he replied, “I know of s miling,” but he did not smile.  

He looked at me again and said, “I am enjoying communicat ing with him 

in this manner very much.” He stared intently at me, and I thought he was 

trying to communicate telepathically, but I wasn't aware of any content except 

for a v isual image of flowing colors. “I see much beauty here,” I said. 

“You see exactly what you should be seeing,” he replied. 

He turned to Bart. “You have shown much growth also. You are thinking 

more intelligent thoughts. I am pleased that you are interested in what Alta 

Sha has to say. Alta Sha is interested in working with you more, now that you 

are ready to learn.”  

Bart said, “I would like to do that.” 

Alta Sha said his goodbyes and left. I was happy to see Bart showing 

interest. Bart and I went outside for some air and saw a craft passing by in the 

east.  

Around 11:30 Marjie and I were preparing to go to bed when Alta Sha 

appeared again and said, “Thank you.” He held out his arms for a hug which I 
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gladly returned. I was very happy about Rapsar‟s breakthrough and slept very 

soundly.  

Our guests had already left for home when Alta Sha appeared the 

following evening. We greeted each other and he asked my opinion of the last 

session. “I thought Rod showed a remarkable lack of sensitivity and humility. 

He approached Nucleus and you as if he were on the same level. I was a bit  

offended.” 

“He spoke to Alta Sha as if exercising the facial muscles would have 

importance in our communication. He needs a lesson in humility, and he will 

be receiving one. Donna needs more assistance and encouragement in the 

trance to step aside so that Rapsar can more easily come through. You were 

aware that Rapsar was struggling. This was due to her continued resistance.” 

“I was not certain about her frame of mind at the time and was reluctant 

to give too much structure, because she seemed to be enjoying her Higher Self 

so much. I felt some humility due to the magnificent description Nuke gave 

me of her soul and I did not wish to intrude. I felt like the youth approaching 

the elder and wait ing for the elder to speak first.” 

“You are a son of God. You need not feel inferior to anyone. Your Higher 

Self is just as glorious as your guest's. Your thought that you could not 

approach her Higher Self was simply incorrect. I am not the son of God. My 

relationship to the Father is different than your own. Perhaps you intimidate 

me.” I was incredulous. “Even though you are a son of God I approach you 

because I do not allow anything to deter me from doing my Father's work.”  

I rep lied, “Your assurance in whatever you do is very impressive. It  

makes people listen to what you say. It‟s like talking with a strong force 

which is difficult to doubt.” 

“I know that you still have difficulty accepting yourself as a son of God. 

You should remember that you have led one of the ETs to find I AM. You 

have been selected by a great one (Regenc 4). You are not attempting to find 

ways to be bound to this planet. You are ready to travel to other worlds. The 

reason you and Rod cannot communicate telepathically is that your pitch is 

higher than his. It is very high, indeed.” 

“I will be more active and will provide more reassurance and structure in 

my work with Donna and Rapsar.” 

“It is appropriate that you have plans to work again with her soon. I have 

told Marjorie that Chris and Vanessa need to be initiated also before you make 

this trip. You will be busy in the next few days. For now, you should attempt 

to communicate with the silent parts of your mind.”  
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“I will be delighted to try this.” 

“Whatever you perceive or receive is exactly what you should perceive or 

receive. You will not fail. There is no possibility of failure. You should 

simply accept whatever comes. Please recline.”  

I lay down on the sofa and he took my hand. As I mentally explored  

within, I saw the beautiful, deep, cons tantly changing, violet color that I 

associate with I AM. At times I saw forms but they shifted so quickly I wasn't 

certain of what I had seen. I enjoyed the play of Light but expected to see 

more definite forms or to receive a thought but nothing specific  emerged as 

we continued for ten or fifteen minutes in this manner. Doubts of my ability to 

perceive what was intended increased. I was aware of a very strong, non 

physical touch on my forehead not unlike that of Mother, but in a place where 

I had not felt it before. Alta Sha released my hand so slowly and softly that it 

was hard to perceive the instant he finally let go. I opened my eyes. He asked, 

“What did you see?” 

“Pretty colors.” 

“Pretty colors?” he disdainfully repeated. 

“Beautifu l colors,” I emphasized. 

“You received exact ly what I sent to you.” 

“I was expecting some kind of fo rm to emerge.” 

“What led you to expect this?” 

“Because of what Rod received from you.” 

“That is what Rod expected to receive. It is what he needed, so it is what I 

gave him. You do not need these things. You need have no worry about your 

ability to communicate telepathically. You know Marjie's thoughts. You are 

aware of Perithnea, Adam, Mi. You know when Mother is near.”  

“It doesn‟t really matter whether I can communicate telepa thically like 

Rod does. Things are working out just fine.” 

“We have a team that does its work very well. Why would you want to 

receive something as Rod did, which would tend to bind you to this planet? 

He is concerned with survival here after the changes take place.”  

“You are right. I do not need anything which will hold me here. I only  

need to do my Father‟s work, which I can do wherever he sends me.”  

“Alleluia.”  

“Alleluia.” He withdrew. 

Marjie and I discussed the content of the conversation, which she had not 

heard. Perithnea popped out wearing a b ig smile, spun around on her toes, and 

said, “I have the best father in the world!”  
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“I have a wonderful daughter, also.” I said, hugging her.  

“I have a faery kiss for you.” She kissed me softly. “And here are two 

more. Those are from Mi and Adam.”  

“They are wonderful, too.” 

Marjie also hugged me and said how much she loved me; I reciprocated 

wholeheartedly. 

I went out to look at the stars before retiring. The same “star” I had seen 

moving the night before again  began to dance in patterns that could not be due 

to an optical illusion. I beckoned Marjie, who also watched as the UFO 

repeatedly dropped down and then ascended. “Every time it does that my 

stomach flips like I‟m in an elevator that suddenly started down. I wish they 

would come closer and take me aboard,” she said. 

“From your symptoms, it sounds like part of you is already aboard.” 

Speaking aloud to the ETs I said, “I will help Rapsar come forth.” I pro jected 

Light energy toward the ship, sending blessings, greetings and love. The craft 

responded with more movement. We saw a light that was in the proper 

position to be mistaken for Sirius and a nearby, smaller red light also moving, 

as if in response. The connection we felt with them thrilled us. 
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Chapter Fourteen 

Fears of Channeling 

A day later I watched a hawk over our field fly straight up, stall out, and 

dive steeply toward the ground. It repeated this maneuver a three times while 

screaming its shrill call. I thanked it for a spectacular performance.  

We replaced the Toyota van, with a used LTD in good condition that had 

unusually low mileage. It ran a little rough, but Perithnea said that it had been 

sitting idle for a long time and just needed to be driven. I had it tuned up, but 

the problem persisted, which greatly irritated me. We were planning to drive it  

to Atlanta for our next meet ing with Donna and Rod, but I wasn ‟t sure that it 

would be reliab le. I asked Marjie, “Will Alta Sha give us some guidance about 

what to do to make the car run right?” 

“He says book.” 

“What's that supposed to mean? What book?” 

“He doesn‟t say.” 

“Why did he tell me I could ask questions of him anytime I wanted to if 

he isn‟t going to give an answer that means something? I feel like I‟ve been 

betrayed. I‟m getting angry about this.” 

“You shouldn‟t feel that way. He says I should do the looking.”  

“It doesn't seem like a very friendly thing for him to do,” I said, knowing 

he would hear me. 

Finally, A lta Sha said, “We are friends. I am not unfriendly.”  

“If I have a friend who asks me a question that I know the answer to, I 

don't tell him to go look it up in a book. I don't refuse to answer.” 

“This is for your growth.”  

“I don't see how I can grow spiritually through getting the car fixed. It 's 

just an irritation and a nuisance.” 

“It is indeed an irritation.” 

“I've had it up to here with paying money to people who claim to be 

mechanics but don't fix my car when I take it to them. I don't feel I have the  
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time to do research on how to fix it when I will have to rely on someone else 

to fix it anyway. If I'm supposed to learn to deal with this frustration, then I 

will. I'll let Marjie look for the answer.” 

“I am here to be your friend, not to foster dependency,” he said.  

I thought, If you can't depend on a friend, who can you depend on? On 

the other hand, saying no so that the friend can learn to be more independent 

is also a part of true friendship.  

I had accepted a request to teach an evening introductory psychology 

class at the university, hoping it would give me an opportunity to have 

students examine the mind from a spiritual as well as a physical perspective. 

Before I left  to teach my first class , Alta Sha said, “Sing your song tonight.” 

“I‟m planning to,” I said with a smile, and reached out to shake his hand, 

but it was Marjie who took it.  

“Good luck. I know you will do a fine job. I love you.” 

“I love you too. See you later.”  

The gist of my first lecture was that one of the main questions leading to 

the development of psychology as a science was, Is the mind a byproduct of 

the physical brain, or does it have an independent existence? I declared my 

belief in the existence of an independent mind and pointed out that there was 

considerable scientific evidence to support that viewpoint. I recommended 

that they voluntarily read Roots of Consciousness by Jeffery Mishlove, Ph.D., 

for the history of scientific efforts to find an answer to this question. I couldn't 

tell how much of an impact my presentation made on the class but I had their 

attention and greatly enjoyed our first meeting  

Perithnea emerged the following day. “To what do I owe the honor of 

your visit?” I joking ly asked. 

“I just wanted to spend some time with you. I‟ve been visiting Uncle 

Nuke.”  

“What did he do when you got there?” 

“He winked at me, but he didn't say anything in front of the others. They 

were having a d iscussion.” 

“Can you tell me what they were talking about?” 

“They were telling him that he shouldn't ask the question he was getting 

ready to ask, because the answer is no.” 
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“What question is it?” 

“It was something about radiation poisoning.” 

“Rod asked him for a formula that would counteract radiation poisoning. 

Uncle Nuke said he would share theirs with him if Rod would share the one he 

knows about. I expect he was going to ask them for permission to do that. I‟m 

not surprised that the answer would be no, because if Rod put it to use, he 

wouldn't be able to keep the information hidden from people who would be 

likely to use it in the wrong way and for the wrong reasons. Our military would 

probably seize the formula for its exclusive use instead of sharing it publically. 

“Are you excited about going to Atlanta and seeing Ivy again?”  

“Yes, and the cats.” She left after a little more chatting. 

Marjie said, “I have a very strong feeling that Nucleus wants to come 

through.” 

“We can have a session right after supper if you like.”  

“Okay.”  

I said my usual prayer for divine guidance before starting, and as soon as 

she closed her eyes Marjie said, “I see Mother. She stood very still while you 

were praying. She‟s leading me down the hallway to the communications 

room. She gave me the rod right away.”  

Nuke appeared, saying, “Good evening, mate.”  

“Aye, aye mate. I understand that you had a visitor earlier.”  

“Perithnea is a delightful eavesdropper.” 

“She told me that Rod's question was not going to be answered.” 

He smiled and said, “I was sure that she couldn't wait to get back and tell 

all. I do have a message I would like for you to deliver to Rod concerning his 

request and I want express it in a very dip lomatic way so that he will not be 

offended. Please be patient with me .”  

“Certainly.”  

“The answer to your question is negative. There are several reasons for 

this. One is that the formula that we have is used to counteract the effects of a 

high level of radiat ion and is specific to a location where there is no gravity. 

Therefore, it would have no application on your planet. Beyond that, 

informat ion of such an important and sensitive nature cannot be fully shared 

with earthlings because earthlings have too much greed for dominance, 

power, destructiveness and control. It would be most unintelligent for us to 

share this informat ion with earthlings at this time. That is all I can say about 

the matter.”  

“He should be able to accept that at face value.”  
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“What I am about to say now is for you, not him. Any scientific 

informat ion which is to be shared with Rod will be coded and incomplete. It  

will have to be deciphered by another knowledgeable person before he can 

use it, for security reasons.” 

“You have some distrust of his ability to keep it secret?” 

“Rod is divided.”  

“What do you mean by that?”  

“Rod is an agent of the government. It is not that he can‟t be trusted, but 

he is vulnerable. He is subject to influence and control. Therefore, only coded 

informat ion can be shared with him.”  

“Why bother to give him any information at all?”  

“It is given to him for sharing with others. There are those he will share 

this information with who are not vulnerable who will know what to do with  

it.”  

“Why did you allow Rod to communicate with you, since he is an agent 

of the government?” 

“For intelligence purposes. I want to know what questions he will ask and  

also to listen to the modulation of his voice, to get impressions of him and so 

forth. I do not wish this message to interfere with the formation of a 

friendship.” 

“I don‟t want to be part of an intelligence operation aimed a t discovering 

what Rod knows. I don't need the potential hassle by our government.” 

“You are a clinical psychologist, period. You have no information of any 

value to the government and they know this,” he replied. 

“Is there other information you want to communicate?” 

“Yes. My companion has been reduced to one.” 

“What happened to the other 47?”  

“I made repairs to my device and reduced them.”  

“You said there was a plague of Iktupchik multiplication. Do they 

reproduce only in response to an internal stimulus, or do they react to an 

external stimulus?” 

“They react to an external stimulus.” 

“Did it occur to you that perhaps the reproduction came about as a result 

of your own interest in finding a mate?”  

He smiled. “You asked the same question when you were aboard  our 

craft recently. We d id research and got very satisfactory results.” 

“I'm g lad that I was able to make a contribution.” 

“You have contributed to many.” 
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“I have been having some new sensations in my brain.”  

“Put the woman's hand on the areas affected.” 

I took Marjie 's hands and placed them on both sides of my head where 

the sensations had been strongest. “I feel it on both sides and across the 

forehead.” 

Nucleus felt all over my head, especially in the occipital area, and then 

repeated the examination a second time. He said, “Ah yes, a convergence.” 

“That‟s what Alta Sha said when I mentioned it to him. Perhaps the left  

and the right sides are forming new connections.” 

“And right on time,”  he said.  

I smiled. “I thought you would know something about it.” 

“Would you allow a guest to leave your home without a gift?” 

“So you did this when I was on your ship.” 

“Yes. Do you object?' 

“No. One must keep growing.”  

“That is what you said when we offered it to you. She is tiring, but the 

signal remains strong. Will you keep me in formed of any new in formation  

that you acquire?” 

“Certainly. We are planning to speak to Rapsar and Rod again this 

weekend.”  

“Please reverse direction. I was referring to any new sensations that you 

may experience in your head. Now forward again. Excellent. There was 

insufficient data for good communication on the first attempt. An audio 

device has been inserted, but I will not reveal the location, in order to make 

this type of communication possible.”  

“Rapsar seemed very pleased when I told him that you must be rejoicing  

when he began to speak.” 

Nuke s miled. “He always did enjoy a gathering.” 

“Is that all for this evening?” 

“Yes. I will pray for success in your next effort to communicate with  

Rapsar.” 

“All prayers are appreciated, and I am sure that they are all heard.”  

“Until we soon meet again, mate.”  

“Goodnight,” I said. 

To Mother, Marjie said, “Will you sing to me? Thank you.” She s miled at  

hearing Mother‟s song. After a few moments, she asked me to count her up, 

which I did. She said, “Mother showed me her hand. It looked like a mitten 

with only a thumb and no fingers. She explained that her form has changed as 
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she has evolved over many, many years. She used to have fingers, but has no 

use for them now. There are those who still have them, but those who do work 

less with their thoughts. 

“She‟s letting me see the world around her as she sees it. She doesn‟t 

need to use her physical eyes to perceive her surroundings because everything 

is seen as a mental image fo rmed by a direct transfer of the energy of the 

objects into her mind. All that she sees is a pulsating field of energy around 

everything. She doesn‟t actually see the physical form of the object. The Light 

energy she perceives is beyond white. When she approaches an object the 

object‟s energy also approaches her. She‟s finished for now. It‟s time to come 

back.” 

After we had discussed all of this, Marjie and I agreed to take a walk. It  

was unseasonably warm, with a temperature of about 60 degrees. Marjie was 

soon channeling Perithnea, who said, “I listened in on your conversation with 

Nucleus 8.”  

“I forgot to ask him about Marjie getting dizzy earlier today, and why her 

knee is trying to lock up on her.”  

“I don't know why that‟s happening, either. Perhaps you should trade her 

in for two twenties.”  

I laughed. “No thanks, I don't think I could handle two twenty year olds 

and anyhow it may be that she‟s getting younger. Maybe they are growing  

pains.”” 

She looked at me intently and said, “Father, I love you.” 

“I love you, too, daughter.” 

“As if you haven‟t heard that before.” She briefly put her head on my 

shoulder and withdrew. 

We called Donna the following day and encouraged her to let Rapsar 

channel through. She said she was afraid to allow her body to be used by an 

“alien” entity. It seemed inconsistent to me for her to acknowledge that her 

spirit had blended with Rapsar and then be afraid to let him speak. If there 

was a danger of him taking over, it was a bit late to worry about preventing it.  

Marjie shared some of her early fears about channeling with Donna and 

revealed how further experience had totally eliminated it. I said, “Even if 

Rapsar doesn‟t channel through you, you have great potential which can be 

further developed through trance work. It would be a shame to let your other 

talents go to waste. You will be surrounded by the Love, Light and Protection 

of the Creator whenever we work together. You have no need to fear negative 

influences, which will not be allowed to interfere. The rewards you will gain  
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by helping Rapsar, Eight and others will be greater than anything you can gain 

by relying only upon the resources available to you on Earth. You have the 

opportunity to overcome your diabetes and to receive much more than you 

can imagine. However, I won‟t make another to Atlanta at the present time 

unless you are sure that you want to pursue inner work. I also won‟t pressure 

you to continue.” 

She asked, “Don‟t you want to see Rod's model?”  

“That‟s not reason enough for me to come back down there at this time. I 

have no doubt that our meeting was arranged by the Creator for a divine 

purpose and that Rapsar's release might have significance for the whole 

planet. Nevertheless, if you don‟t want to participate, I have no doubt that the 

work of I AM will proceed through some other means.” 

She said her diabetes had been worse in the past week in spite of the 

healing energies we had administered when she was visiting. She also related 

a horrib le, v ivid dream in which she and Rod had survived a nuclear holocaust 

and were desperately trying to find enough food to keep the remaining  

children alive. “If Rapsar emerges, you have no need to fear being trapped on 

Earth with no food. He will provide you with a means of escape.” She seemed 

reassured and agreed to have more sessions. 

Marjie and I held a session the following night and informed Nuke of 

Donna‟s continued reluctance to channel Rapsar. He said, “It may be helpfu l 

if you help her to remember the agreement she made before she was 

incarnated to play this role in her current life.”  

“That‟s a good suggestion. She fears that Rapsar will try to take over her 

body and that her personality will be lost.” 

“You can share his personnel report with her. Write this down, if you 

please. Level 8 Transportation Elder Officer Age 3822. Minimal disruption, 

excellent retainability of instructions, safety of others at any personal cost to 

self. Personal preference Clairetrinia. Unlogged time travel. Forgot, having 

too much fun. Fluent 5 species languages. Recommendable.  

“Tell her that she and Rapsar agreed to join before she was born. There is 

no use of humans by us, ever. Earthlings forget what they have already agreed 

to do. 

She already knows Rapsar‟s personality. What more would you like to  

know about him?”  

“He is your friend. That‟s recommendation enough fo r me.”  

“My star student is being shown images that are appearing on my console 

as we speak. Some of these are of Rapsar. Will you be seeing Rod again?” 
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“Yes. Do you want me to reveal your last message for him, or will you 

use some other means to communicate it?”  

“If he wants the informat ion, he must be specific.”  

“I don't know what you mean by specific here. Do you mean specific 

about the formula?”  

“What question do you expect him to ask?” 

“He will ask for the formula. Do you want me to tell h im that it has no 

application on Earth?” 

“Only if he asks for that information. Otherwise, the answer is simply  

negative. The formula will not be given.” 

“I was thinking of simply referring him to you for his answer.”  

“That would be acceptable. It might be preferable. I would not want you 

to be sandwiched between the two of us. Sandwich. That is an excellent word  

for this situation. I do know what bread is, and I‟m hungry.” 

“Perhaps someday I will sample your food, if I haven‟t already.” 

“She is receiv ing visual impressions of my food now.”  

“She is also tiring. It‟s late by our standards.” 

“And I am hungry. Until we meet again.”  

“Goodbye, mate.”  

Upon emerging from the trance, Marjie said, “I saw your conversation on 

the screen at Nuke's console, and at the end I saw his sandwich. He said that if 

he wanted a particular filling on a sandwich, it was synthesized into the bread 

itself.”  

“I hope that I can help Donna to remember her original agreement to 

channel Rapsar.” 

Perithnea said, “Donna shouldn‟t try to cure her diabetes with diet and 

work on spiritual g rowth at the same time. It‟s too stressful.”  

“Are her fears of channeling causing the increase in her diabetic 

symptoms?” 

“Yes.”  

“I think I should call her again to reassure her.” 

“That‟s a good idea.” 

I relayed Nuke‟s message to Donna about her decision to join with  

Rapsar and the nature of his character, but as I feared, Donna had firmly  

decided not to let him come forth, and said, “It's just not me.” Furthermore, 

her blood sugar was so high that she should have been in a coma but she had 

felt well enough to go to work! Her doctors weren't sure her medicat ion would  

be able to control it.  
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“Your blood sugar was normal after the healing energies you received  

here. It didn‟t get out of control until you went back to Atlanta. It‟s a miracle 

that you didn‟t go into a coma. I think it shows that you do have an important 

mission to perform and are being protected. People with blood sugar that high 

can't go to work and function normally.” Although I gave her advice on to 

how to master her fears, she still did not wish to do any trance work, so we 

cancelled the trip to Atlanta. 

When I hung up, Perithnea said, “Donna doesn't want to grow right now. 

I‟m sorry that she has chosen a path which will be more difficu lt  for her. 

Faeries have feelings, too.” 

“What are you feeling?”  

“Disappointment.” 

“My feelings are not too strong, because I expected her to say no. I heard 

it in her voice when we spoke yesterday and I had real doubts that we would 

be going to Atlanta. Let me give you a hug. I‟m sorry you feel let down.”  

“Thank you, Father Bright.”  
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Chapter Fifteen 

Saved by an Angel 

Although the trip to Atlanta was cancelled, my schedule had been cleared 

and we had made arrangements to board Old Dog and Beth, so Marjie and I 

decided to take a mini vacation purely for fun. I was looking at a map with her 

to figure out where to go when I noted that Alta Sha was channeling. I was 

glad, for I wanted to discuss the latest development with Donna. I said, “I 

tried everything I could think of to get Donna to cooperate with Rapsar, but it 

didn‟t work.”  

“You did all that you could to convince her. Now it is time to play.”  

“I‟m concerned about what will happen to Rapsar if she doesn't let him 

express himself.”  

“Rapsar is not bound unless by his own choice. He has free will.”  

“I wanted to be there when he set himself free. I want to get to know him 

and to be his friend.”  

“Marjie's pitch is very high, and her ability to communicate with Rapsar 

is good.”  

“I don't understand why Donna is rejecting growth after she has seen her 

Higher Self.”  

“Donna cannot accept Rapsar as a separate entity. She thinks  that if she 

and Rapsar are not one, what specialness does she have?” 

“Why on Earth does she think she needs to be Rapsar when she has seen 

the magnificence of her soul?” 

“Many people speak of the inner Light, and can speak of it until you  

grow weary of hearing , but if they have not tru ly seen the Light and  

understood it, then they cannot g rasp it . She does not have the intelligence 

that you carry. Many look at the Light, but they do not realize that the 

Light which b inds everything together is not from God , It is God. You  

know this. Focus on the here and now and upon yourself and Marjorie. 

Donna and Rapsar will find their own way.”  
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It was a relief to know that I had not contributed to Donna‟s decision to 

stand still through some oversight. “Thank you,” I said. 

“Why do you thank me? I have done nothing.” 

“You encouraged me.”  

“Always.” We said alleluia and he left.  

Marjie had never been to the Gulf of Mexico, so we headed south to Gulf 

Shores, Alabama. Perithnea assured me that the recently acquired car would 

be reliab le although it was still running a little roughly, so we used it as 

planned.  

It was raining heavily in the middle of Mississippi when a large stone was 

thrown with tremendous force at our windshield by the tire of a northbound 

log truck. It struck with the sound of a gunshot right in front of my face, just 

above eye level. Hundreds of small glass shards impacted our chests and 

arms, but miraculously missed my face and we didn ‟t receive a scratch. The 

rock, which made a hole one and a half inches across, was stopped by the film 

between the laminated layers of safety glass. I pulled over to inspect the 

damage. “Are you okay?” I anxiously asked. 

“Yes, aside from being scared to death. I saw Alta Sha put his hand in 

front of your face to keep the glass  from b linding you.” 

“Thank God for that. There‟s no way it could have missed my face 

without intervention. Thank you, Alta Sha and thank you I AM!”  

“What are we going to do about all this glass?” 

“I can still see around the cracks in the glass, and the film isn‟t 

penetrated, so there‟s no point in stopping while it‟s still raining. We need a 

vacuum cleaner to pick up all these pieces so we won‟t cut our hands on them. 

Let‟s just keep driving until we come to a car wash with a big vacuum cleaner 

under an awning or something.”  

Within five minutes of driving through the very rural countryside without 

a town in sight, we encountered an isolated do it yourself car wash! A vacuum 

cleaner conveniently stood under the shelter of a roof which protected us from 

the rain while we cleaned up the glass from the car and our clothing. 

At a convenience store nearby I bought some clear tape to reinforce the 

windshield until we could get it repaired. Visib ility wasn‟t nearly as bad as it 

might have been and we continued on our way. 

It was late afternoon when we arrived at Gulf Shores. Marjie was so 

thrilled to see the ocean again that she wept. She was fifteen when her family  

had left California and she hadn‟t seen an ocean since then. We took the 

coastal highway eastward until we found a bed and breakfast inn which turned 
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out to be the perfect accommodation. Amenities included a hot tub, a deck for 

viewing the gulf, a path to the beach, a very comfortable bed and in addition  

to breakfast, a serving of wine and bread in the evening.  

We stayed for three nights, and our hostess not only cooked breakfasts, 

but invited us to a couple of other meals as well, which gave us a chance to 

talk with her in depth about her life and ours.  

In the morning Marjie and I h iked through a pine forest in the nearby 

national wildlife refuge for about a mile and a half before we reached an 

unspoiled, deserted beach where we spent most of the day. As if arranged for 

our pleasure, the cloudy overcast dispersed just after we arrived, cheering us 

with glorious sunlight. We immensely enjoyed beachcombing and wading but 

it was too cold for swimming. 

Around two in the afternoon we found a great little seafood restaurant 

where I ordered a dozen oysters on the half shell. While eating my third  

oyster, I said, “You know how Alta Sha refers to you as Pearl?”  

“Yes.” 

“I‟m eating oyster number three, and it has a little pearl in it!” We looked 

at each other, smiling at yet another of those synchronicities engineered  by I 

AM. Marjie sampled tuna, swordfish, salmon, and gumbo, all of which she 

pronounced very good, but she said that the raw oyster I urged her to try was 

the most disgusting thing she had ever put in her mouth. 

Our hostess joined us for wine that night, and conversation soon revealed 

that we had been communicating with ETs. She had also seen a UFO once and 

said she would be thrilled to make contact with an extraterrestrial race. I 

suspected that she already had.  

We walked up and down the beach in the moonlight, enjoying the high 

waves caused by an offshore storm. Marjie was enchanted to be so close to the 

roaring surf. 

The next morn ing we returned to the wild life area and found another road 

which led all the way to a beach completely empty of people as fa r as the eye 

could see. We took another beachcombing walk and found many shells which 

we collected in plastic bags. The dunes were unspoiled and covered at their 

upper reaches with a beautiful variety of vegetation. We explored the dunes, 

found a very private spot, spread our blanket, and made passionate love in the 

Light of I AM. Perithnea told me later that the Light generated by our 

lovemaking was magnificent. 

That evening we drove to Perdido Pass, where Perdido Bay and the Gulf 

intermingle. Just as the sun was going down, we walked onto a stone jetty 
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which protruded out into the Gulf. Several shore birds and pelicans were 

feeding near us in the multip le shades of blue and green water. A heron  

allowed us to closely pass by while he stood motionless in a s mall tidal pool. 

The sun was setting in the west and the moon was rising in the east from 

behind a cloud. The silver band of reflected moonlight and the gold band of 

reflected sunlight joined where we stood, transfixed by a priceless view, freely  

given by I AM.  

Over breakfast I gave our hostess the names of several good books about 

UFOs. She expressed a lot of interest in them, and said that we were the most 

fascinating couple who had ever stayed there. Three small, nested containers 

with rounded bottoms were sitting in a larger container on the kitchen counter, 

but only the smallest of them was wobbling back and forth. If due to natural 

causes, the others should have been wobbling too. I pointed that out to her and 

said, “Our faery child is doing that. Her name is Perithnea.” She then told us 

about paranormal experiences she had with her guardian angel.  

As a further blessing, the LTD was finally running very smoothly when 

we left for home. The six hundred mile drive had apparently worked out the 

bugs, just as Perithnea had predicted. We took back roads through Mississippi 

and enjoyed the scenic countryside, stopping for a picnic beside a small river. 

It seemed that everything needed to make this a memorab le trip had been 

placed in our paths. Marjie played with a tiny hermit crab she had bought at a 

gift store. Perithnea said, “She likes to love small things, and so do I.” Marjie 

made a terrarium for it when we got home.  

  



 

166 

Chapter Sixteen 

Adam Matures 

While driv ing to work I heard on the news that there had been a major 

earthquake in a densely populated area near Osaka, Japan. Uncle Nuke‟s 

predictions about the increasing frequency of natural disasters appeared to be 

coming true. It was a year since another earthquake had caused much damage 

near San Francisco.  

The open door to my office spontaneously moved back and forth  on its 

hinges several times while I was working although there was no breeze which  

could have caused it, and suspecting a sprite was behind it, I said,  “I noticed 

that you were moving the door, Mi.” A moment later I felt her light touch on 

my left cheek. I was blessed to feel Mother‟s touch as well several times 

during my busy day in the office.  

I was exceptionally tired when I got home from work and was pleased to 

find that Marjie was feeling well and had supper prepared. When we sat down 

to eat she said, “Adam spoke to me today. He asked me not to resist when 

he‟s trying to speak. He said he‟s been trying to speak to me but I haven't 

been hearing him. I feel guilty about it.” 

“Did you know it when he was trying to talk to you?' 

“I thought of him now and then, but I didn't know he was trying to speak. 

I would listen, but nothing came through.” 

“You have no reason to feel guilty. You did pay attention. Would you 

like to have a session about this after supper?” 

“Yes.”  

Donna called right after we fin ished our meal, saying that her blood sugar 

level was back to normal. We described our experiences of the weekend, 

especially Alta Sha protecting my face from the glass, which impressed her. 

She said that Rod was going to have a meeting with some scientist friends 

who might be able to support his project and that we were invited. She had 

seen Ivy's blue-green Light but said nothing about Rapsar, and I didn‟t 
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question her about him. Until she had a desire to do some serious self 

exploration, there was no point. 

Perithnea made the top on the tea jug pop up and down while I was on the 

telephone. Each time that Marjie pushed the top back down Perithnea made it  

pop up.  

After the phone call Marjie said, “Mother said that I should go exploring. 

There are a couple of things I need to do first, though.” While she was busy I 

took a walk and along the way did the dance Tanner had shown us and sang 

an Indian song.  

It was shortly after nine when we prepared for the session. When Marjie 

joined me in the bedroom, her posture and facial expression reminded me of 

Adam, but I wasn‟t sure it was him. We stared at each other for perhaps 30 

seconds before I asked, “Why are you staring at me that way?”  

Adam answered, “Just looking.”  

“Are we going to speak to Adam, or am I already doing that?” 

“You are.”  

“I didn't have to count her down this time. I'm impressed.”  

“Yes, I have been pulling her string.” 

“Why couldn't she understand you when you tried to speak to her 

before?” 

“She got confused.” 

“You wanted to be heard, and you had to make yourself stronger to do 

that, didn't you?” 

“Yes.” 

“You succeeded and are stronger now.” 

“That's good, isn't it?” 

“Yes. It is growth.” He smiled with satisfaction. “It's been too long since 

we spoke. The last time was before Christmas, but I think of you every day.” 

“I am with you every day. I want to follow in your footsteps.” 

“You should always follow the steps of I AM. If you see me going astray, 

then you can tell me.”  

“You never go far astray. I enjoyed watching you and mother playing last 

weekend. I especially liked watching you dance on the beach.” 

“What else did you do there?” 

“I went swimming close to shore, where there was more life. It made me 

sad that so much of it was struggling to survive.” 

“'It is tragic. There was much more wildlife on the beach and in the water 

when I was a child. Did you join me on my walk a few minutes ago?” 
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“No.” 

“You would've seen me dancing again. I en joy that.” 

“Then you should do more of it .”   

“We had made plans to go back to Atlanta to visit Donna and Ivy, but 

Donna doesn‟t want to allow Rapsar to speak through her, so we went to the 

beach and spent a couple of days there instead. I was very disappointed that 

she cut Rapsar off just when he was beginning to emerge. It seems very 

selfish to me when she knows he needs her help to communicate.”  

“I think she may have been manipulating you into giving her a lot of 

attention by pretending that she wanted to explore within and then backing 

away when she had the opportunity.”  

“You could be right. She hinted tonight that she might want to do some 

more work without actually committing herself.”  

“She confuses me.”  

“Do you remember Alta Sha saying that she feared losing importance if 

she was not Rapsar‟s reincarnation , but only his channel?”  

“I don‟t understand why she doesn‟t give credit where credit is due. The 

healing that you and mother did for her actually kept her alive. The b lood 

sugar reaction she had after leaving you would have been fatal if you had not 

done the healing beforehand. The herbs she has been taking are poisoning her. 

I cannot understand why she did not have the herbs examined by a chemist or 

pharmacist who could have told her how it would affect her diabetes before 

she started taking them.”  

“The man who gave her the diet was highly recommended. I think she 

trusted his reputation.” 

“Who recommended him?”  

“I think it was Polly.”  

“Credit should be given where credit is due. Polly doesn't deserve credit 

for Donna‟s survival. However, the effectiveness of the healing which you 

and mother did was limited by several factors. One was Donna‟s doubt, 

another was the herbs she had taken, and the third was Polly's influence over 

her. If her d iabetes had been completely healed, Polly would have gotten the 

credit instead of you and mother.” 

“Perhaps I should try harder to open her eyes about Polly.”  

“I think that would be a mistake. If you try to warn her, then she may 

accuse you of being jealous. If you stay quiet on this subject, Polly will 

eventually fall on her face and Donna will recognize the truth on her own. 

You have given your opinion more than once and she has not listened.” 
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 “Polly once told me that her last husband thought she was a witch and 

left her because of it. Perhaps he knew something we don't. How did you 

know that the herbs were poisoning Donna?” 

“I‟m not sure. I may have read it o r overheard it.”  

“Have you considered that you may have this knowledge without such 

sources? Wouldn't it be wonderfu l if you could know it without having to read 

about it or being told?” 

He smiled. “Perhaps I‟m pulling on mother too strongly.” 

“Why do you think so?” 

“Because she is getting tired.” 

“She normally gets tired this time of n ight anyway.” 

“Could we continue this conversation tomorrow at an earlier hour?” he 

asked. “I need to go and explore among the stars.” 

“Of course. Someday I will jo in you there.” 

“Good. I would like to have an embrace.”  

“Certainly.” I gave him a powerful hug. “I‟m very proud of you and very 

pleased with you.”  

After a few seconds, we let go. There were tears in his eyes. “Then we 

can talk again some more tomorrow?”  

“Of course. Good night, Adam.”  

“Good night.” 

Marjie had no memory of the conversation, so I described it. She said, “I 

want to do the exploring that Mother suggested.” 

“Okay.” I counted her down, feeling Mother's light touch on my brain.  

Marjie said, “I saw each number that you said carved on a stone. The 

numbers were outlined like a bas relief. Mother told me that each number was 

a symbol for something else. If you peel it away, you will see what it stands 

for.”  

“Then peel them back.”  

“I don't know how to do that.” 

“Use magic.”  

“Behind the five is a gear. It‟s like the top third of a cogwheel. It‟s black. 

The cogs are square shaped.” 

“Proceed.” 

“The four has a sphere behind it. It‟s a silvery craft, a UFO. A crescent 

shaped reflection of the sun on its side is so brilliant that it hurts to look at it. 

It‟s like molten steel.”  

“Go on.” 
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“There seems to be a doorway beneath the three. It‟s rectangular and 

behind it are thirty or forty grays looking out at me.  

“Behind  two, I see a double, like a clone. It ‟s a robot ic looking  

creature lying in a container that‟s made with handles on each side like a 

serving d ish. The clone is human sized . The arms seem to be made out o f 

a silvery substance and there are no hands. The arms are curved above the 

body almost like a ballet posture. The to rso is o range. The legs are a dark 

color, and are curved in the opposite d irect ion from the arms , so that the 

whole body seems to  fo rm a kind of S shape. The feet  are very white, but  

have no toes, as if there is some kind of covering  over them. It  doesn ‟t  

have a head.  

Mother is exp lain ing  that although th is is a  machine, it once had life. 

It‟s wait ing for a new head so it can function again, maybe my head. I 

don't know why I th ink that . I don 't know what its funct ion is. I only know 

that it‟s a dup licate o f another one.”  

“Behind the one, I see Mother. She keeps changing the appearance of her 

skin. She can look quilted, soft and succulent, or dry and brittle. I know she ‟s 

trying to tell us something important.”  

“Ask her what these different things behind the numbers stand for. 

Especially the gear you saw.”  

“It‟s a symbol of movement and force and has something to do with how 

the spacecraft are powered.”  

“Is there anything else that we need to explore?” 

“Mother says that I should stay put. Now she is sending me a word, 

Sputberg. We are fin ished.” I counted her up.  

Marjie drew pictures of what she had seen so that she wouldn't forget. 

It was nearly ten when Perithnea said, “Can I have a turn now?”  

“Of course, Perithnea. I‟ve been wondering if you had something to say.” 

I gave her a hug. 

“That's all I wanted.”  

“Before you leave, what‟s your opinion of the idea that Polly might have 

steered Donna toward a person that she knew was not competent?” 

“I don't trust her as far as I can throw her. Mother has always been very 

sensitive to people since she was a child. She reads them quickly. She always 

said that Polly was a fake. Why can't people see what is right before their very  

eyes?” 

“She does spread a lot of negativity around her and she saw no harm in  

that woman who sent tagalongs to Marjie in order to spy on us. Adam 
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suggested that Donna should have those herbs analyzed by a pharmacist to 

find out if they are harmful to a d iabetic. I should tell Donna to do that, and let 

her draw her own conclusions from the result.” 

“Yes. Good night, father.”  

Marjie lay down and I turned on the news to find out more about the 

Japanese quake, hearing that there had been a small, simultaneous quake in 

Missouri on the opposite side of the globe. I wondered if they were somehow 

connected. I picked up Dr. John Mack's  book, Abduction, and within moments 

was reading the description of a spherical UFO which looked “as bright as the 

sun” while landing and taking off! It seemed too synchronous with Marjie‟s 

vision to be mere coincidence.  

I saw tiny Lights with my third eye when I meditated and thought of 

guardian angels, fairies, and sprites. I also saw unearthly, complex and 

mysterious objects whose functions I did not recognize. Perhaps they were 

some of the things I had seen in my last visit to the Station, only now bein g  

revealed. 
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Chapter Seventeen 

Awareness Grows 

When the countdown for a session was finished the following evening, 

Perithnea asked, “Would you like to do some exp loring with me?”  

“Sure. What did you have in mind?” 

“You remember that column of solid looking Light that mother saw at the 

center of the Station?” 

“Yes.” 

“It‟s made of spiritual energy. I like looking at wires because they are 

smooth and shiny and carry electricity in them, but spiritual energy is different  

from electrical energy. It travels through different conduits than electrical 

energy does. There are certain ETs who are conduits for spiritual energy. 

They can take it from the central pillar of Light and allow it to pass through 

them into their equipment, which powers the equipment that others use.” 

“Are they like the Board o f Twelve?”  

“They are above the Board of Twelve. William is one of them.”  

“You mean Marjie‟s infant son who died right after b irth?” 

“Yes. Thought and spiritual energy are two different things. Thought is 

more powerful. It can contain and control the energy. How do you think I 

produced that sock? I did it with my thought. I also can transport myself from 

one place to another with my thoughts. The ETs can transport themselves 

from one place to another simply by thinking it. Their machines, like their 

computer consoles, function the way they want them to due to the power of 

their thoughts. It‟s their thought which maintains all the spiritual energy in the 

central column. They will it to be there but they don‟t have to think about it all 

the time. It‟s always in their subconscious minds that they want the energy to 

be in that one place.” 

“Why do they bother with any machinery at all?”  

“Not all of them are that advanced. Do you understand what I am 

saying?” She had drawn a stick figure of one who could transfer the power.  
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“Sure.” The telephone rang. “I don't know if I should answer that or not,” 

I said. 

“You could listen to see who it is.”  

I left the room and went to the answering machine to listen for a message. 

When the greeting stopped, I heard an irregular clicking similar to Morse 

code, which lasted about for about 15 seconds. I didn ‟t hear the familiar sound 

of a telephone being hung up. I went back to the bedroom.  

Perithnea said, “See? I helped them to do that.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“They made the phone call and they didn't have to have any wires.”  

“That's a good demonstration of what you just told me.”  

The phone rang again. “I had nothing to do with that. I don't know who 

that is,” she said.  

I picked up the phone to listen but heard only silence. 

“I don't know who made that call. It could have been anyone,” I said. 

“But you didn't hear the sound of the telephone being hung up on the 

other end, did you?” 

“No, now that you mention it. I wonder why they didn't leave a message.” 

“Maybe they did.” 

I was thinking this over when Perithnea asked, “Was this a good 

exploration?”  

“Yes, it was a great explorat ion.” 

“Then why are you so quiet?” 

“I'm just thinking about how truly wonderful it is that I AM conceived all 

of this and how close those ETs who can control spiritual energy must be to 

Him. Our g reatest religious minds have taught that thought is creative.” 

“Don‟t forget to write how I explained all of this in my extremely clear 

and intelligent manner,”  she said, which made me laugh. We said goodnight.  

Perithnea greeted me when I woke up.”Good morn ing, father.”  

“Good morn ing Perithnea. Good morning Adam.”  

“Good morn ing to you, father,” Adam answered, surprising me. 

“Will you be rid ing with me today?” 

“Yes. I will be right on your shoulder.” 

“Have you been spending time with our Indian friends lately?” 

“I have been observing them but mother is too sleepy for me to keep 

talking.” 
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“Very well, I'll see you later. Hello, Mi.”  She didn't answer. 

Marjie was in a down mood for reasons which neither Perithnea nor I 

understood. I made arrangements for the windshield on the car to be fixed and 

ran other errands. Marjie and I went out for lunch. She fell asleep on the way 

back home and then napped for about two hours while I washed the car. We 

sold one of our two remain ing puppies in the afternoon and then went to visit 

Chris and Vanessa.  

On the way there, Perithnea said, “Guess where I went?” 

“To the Station?” 

“To the west Spanish Peak. The snow was 14 inches deep. I went under it  

to look for the rocks you‟re going to find when you get there. It was very 

beautiful to look up through the snow.” 

“Did you find the rocks?” 

“Yep.” 

Shortly after we arrived, Marjie said to Chris and Vanessa, “Alta Sha 

wants to speak to you later.” 

We took them out to eat and described the miraculous events of the past 

few weeks to them. Without mentioning her name, I related Donna‟s refusal 

to channel Rapsar as an example of how fear can prevent growth. I hoped that 

they would show some interest in exploring their own experiences, but they 

didn‟t. Even Marjie showed little interest in relating the unusual events which 

had so impressed me. Instead, their conversation focused the antics of their 

dog and two cats.  

When it was nearly time to go, Marjie repeated, “Alta Sha wants to talk to  

you and Chris before we leave for Colorado. He wants both of you to be 

familiar with him so that his appearance won‟t come as a shock during the 

trip.” However, he did not channel then as I expected he would. 

As we were going out the door, Chris said, “Goodbye, Perithnea,” 

although she had not said anything to him all evening. I was happy that he 

acknowledged her, but on the whole I was quite disappointed with the visit, 

which seemed like a wasted opportunity for growth.  

Perithnea asked, “Why are you so bothered?” I explained. “I think I'll let  

Alta Sha speak to you.” 

“You have no reason to be distressed or disappointed,” he said. “I AM's 

plan is working perfectly. Your expectations were incorrect. You should be 

happy that the plans of I AM are working, even if your own are not.” 

 “I was just disappointed that their opportunity to explore was turned 

down.” 
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“In the end, they did not turn it down. They made an appointment to 

begin. Why do you suppose this happened?” he asked. 

“The only reason I can think of is that maybe Vanessa was intimidated by 

me.”  

“This feeling runs very deep in her. How do you account for it?”  

“I don't know.”  

“Alta Sha realizes that in the past, perhaps you have used poor judgment. 

Your first relationship with her was very different from the second.” 

Once more Alta Sha had revealed knowledge of past events which I had 

not previously discussed with Marjie. Before they married, I had invited 

Vanessa to live in my house when she had lost her lease and needed a place to 

stay temporarily. However, the offer was conditional upon certain rules which 

were made very clear to Chris and her. When they violated the agreement, I 

gave her notice that she would have to live somewhere else. She and Chr is 

had been very angry with me about my decision. After they married I did  

everything that I could think of to earn her trust. “I don't think that there‟s 

much more I can do to show them that they have nothing to fear from me,” I 

replied to Alta Sha. 

“That is not true.” 

I laughed. “I suppose I could apologize, but it wasn‟t me who broke the 

rules, so I didn‟t. I‟ve been counting on my actions to show that I forgave 

them a long time ago. I never received an apology from them for what they 

did, but apparently it‟s my responsibility to apologize first.”  

“You should take the burdens from the past, and lock them away,” Alta 

Sha said. “You should share with them and all of you should lock the past 

away so that you can go on with the new beginning of your second 

relationship.” 

I was not eager to re-examine the sadness and disappointment I had felt 

before their marriage, which an apology would require. “I‟m not sure just how 

to go about that,” I said. 

Alta Sha placed his hand on my arm with a compassionate look and said, 

“My friend, you are an intelligent man. You will know what to say and do. 

You do not need suggestions from me. They are getting ready for growth. 

They have made an appointment. Allelu ia!”  

Perithnea appeared. “When you talk to them about the past, keep it 

simple. Th is is very hard for you, isn't it?” 

“Yes, it is.” 

“I can feel the weight of it.”  
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My emotions were literally pressing me down into my seat. My neck and 

shoulders were stiff with resentment that I had to apologize first. “I thought I 

had already put all of this in the past,” I said. “I don't like to go back over 

things, but apparently it has to be done, so I will do it.”  Perithnea graciously 

stayed with me until we got home.  

“Alta Sha said to give you a hug,” Marjie said, embracing me.  

Perithnea said. “Everything‟s going to be alright. Don‟t worry.” 

“I know. I‟m ready to ask their forgiveness, but I don‟t like the emotions I 

know I will have to face. “  

“That‟s the best part. Did you know that when someone asks for 

forgiveness from another human being, their p itch rises?” 

“No.” 

“That is a well kept secret.” 

“Why is it kept secret?” 

“Because it might be used in the wrong way. When you ask it with  

emotion and your whole heart, then it works. Perhaps all that they want to 

know is that you‟re offering an apology. They know you have made it  up to 

them, but they want to hear the words. When you apologize to your child, it  

brings the parent down to the same level as the child and allows them to be 

friends. It makes you seem more human instead of this tall, powerfu l, very  

intelligent person. Marjie is the best thing that has happened to you and they 

know it, because they have seen you make many positive changes since she 

came into your life. You and I were friends before we became parent and 

child.”  

“Yes, and it would be nice if all of us could remember that we were 

friends before we chose the roles we would play in this life.”  

She took me in her arms and rocked me to and fro like a baby, and I was 

a bit surprised to find that I actually did feel better. When she left, I exp lained  

the history of my relat ionship with Chris and Vanessa to Marjie, who said her 

mood was better now that she understood the problem. I AM's plan was 

working out for the best; I would be patient and let it unfold.  

Marjie awoke in a bad mood again without knowing why. “I felt like I 

was trying to organize something in my sleep and it wasn‟t working out. I still 

feel frustrated.” 

When Perithnea made an appearance, I asked, “Why is Marjie in such a 

bad mood?”  

“She„s been trying to please people all night long in her dreams, too many  

people. She didn't have anything left over for herself and it made her angry.” 
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We were on our way home from Unity when Perithnea spoke again. “It is 

time for you to speak to your inner self. You need to let down the wall that 

prevents your inner self from speaking to you and listen to what it has to say. 

The informat ion you will get will be very worthwhile.”  

“It has never occurred to me to try and have a conversation with my inner 

self, or that it would communicate to me in words.” 

“You have done it with others. Why would you not think of doing it with 

yourself? I don't want to hear excuses or any of your doubt to explain why  

you can't do it.” 

“I don‟t doubt that it‟s possible.  It just hadn't occurred to me to try to do 

it.”  

It was evening before I sat down to follow her advice. Repeating the words 

several times, I mentally said, My walls are down; I am open and receptive; I 

want to know my Higher Self. My body felt light and tingly as if vibrating at a 

higher frequency. My head began to slowly sway and I felt an unfamiliar 

sensation at the back of it, although I made no deliberate effort to move it. I felt 

as if I might float upwards from the chair. It was very pleasant, but I was 

disappointed that I did not hear any words of wisdom. After a half hour or so, I 

gave up. 

A little while later, Marjie said she felt Nuke pulling at her, so I counted 

her down. She said, “Mother‟s holding my face in her hands and stroking it. 

She‟s telling me to go to Nucleus without using the communicat ion rod. I 

don't know how to do that.” 

“You have easily communicated with many others without the device. 

Just use your magic. Concentrate on his face, and the thought that you want to 

communicate.”  

With in seconds, Nuke appeared , h is head bobbing , and said , “My 

prize pupil has again  passed a test.”  

“What is the significance of her contacting you without the 

communicat ion rod?” 

“It means that her implant is working in coordination with her thoughts. 

It is cause for many of us to celebrate.” 

“What is it about her that makes her your prize student?” 

“When so many other humans reach a certain point in their growth, they 

hesitate, become fearful, and do not wish to continue, but she is always 

willing to take the next step. We have s o many failures that when one 

succeeds, we celebrate.” 

“I see. She has been brave.  
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“On the other hand, Donna has decided not to allow us to help with her 

growth and I have been concerned that there is nothing else we can do for 

Rapsar now.”  

“Alta Sha has contacted me about her decision. There is nothing you can 

do to help him at this point, but he is a free agent and he can leave Donna 

when he chooses. There must be a good reason why he remains with her, 

though it is not clear to me. You have taught me that spirit is not bound by a 

single form and has no limits, so why are you so concerned for Rapsar?” 

“It is silly. I guess I am frustrated because our budding friendship was not 

allowed to develop.” 

“We are very cautious about entering into friendships with humans. When 

humans say friendship it does not often imply commitment. For us, to be 

bonded is a lifetime commitment, and we approach it very carefully. Will all 

contact with Donna be eliminated now?” 

“No, we made contact recently, but she did not mention Rapsar. 

Somet imes I think another person needs my help and isn‟t able to act 

independently. It's an old habit of mine.”  

“If you were living with us, old habits of thought which try to control you 

would rapid ly dimin ish.” 

“Yes. That‟s why I become impat ient about being here.” 

“You should work on this. I have learned patience. I have had four 

thousand seven hundred and eighteen years to work on it. Speaking of 

patience, have you been fishing lately?” 

“No, I haven‟t. Why do you ask?” 

“My System indicates that this is an aspect of your history which you 

have enjoyed.” 

“I have, but I don't like the fishing as much as just being out on the water 

and enjoying nature. I‟m more interested in seeing the fish than in catching 

them. A ll living things interest me. I have less and less interest in hunting or 

catching them.” 

“You have the option of release. Perhaps for enjoyment, I should attempt 

water skiing again. Since we are talking about your history, how old are you?” 

“I am 53 years old. I would like to know the date of your birth, so I would  

know when to celebrate it.”  

“It is not our custom to celebrate birthdays as you do. I am curious to 

know why we do not. I will inquire of my System what my Earth birth date is, 

and why we don't celebrate them. While I am waiting, what is your birth 

date?” 
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“The eleventh month and the twenty second day of 1941.”  

“This cannot be so!” 

“Why not?” 

“There must be some erro r. According to my System, I was also born in 

the eleventh month!” 

“And on the 22nd day, no doubt?  Isn't that amazing? Do you think this is 

a coincidence?” 

“This is no coincidence. What street were you born on?” 

“I don‟t know the name of the street, but I was born in Memphis, 

Tennessee, the sister city to Memphis, Egypt. What was the site of your 

birth?” 

“I do not know. I have never asked for this information, because I never 

thought it would have any usefulness, but perhaps it has a hidden meaning 

that is important.” 

“Then it appears that I did celebrate your birthday after all.”  

“I will check to see how many others have this birth date. It may prove to 

be quite a gathering.” 

“You like to explore, you like to help people solve their problems, you 

enjoy construction, and I like all of those things, too.” 

“I must exp lore this further. Th is is a new technique for my s tudent, and 

she is tiring. I think that we had better stop for now.”  

“I understand. Adios, amigo.”  

“Goodbye, mate.”  

 

The following day I talked to Perithnea about the difficulty I kept running 

into when trying to explore my Higher Self. She rep lied, “Keep trying and be 

creative.” 

“My mind can create many things. How will I know that it is my Higher 

Self?”  

“Because it will blow you away when you find it .” 

That evening Marjie couldn‟t stop laughing hysterically at a humorous 

comment that she had made about one of the performers on a television show. 

She realized that the prolonged, intense laughter was out of proportion to the 

remark and made several determined efforts to stop, but she couldn‟t contain 

herself. About ten minutes passed before she regained her composure. Feeling  

foolish, she apologized. “Maybe there‟s someone inside of me acting this 

way, because it didn't feel like me.”  

“I agree. It isn't like you to get so hysterical.”  
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“I‟m embarrassed. I feel like a fool. I'm afraid you‟ll think badly of me.”  

There were tears in her eyes. 

“I don‟t think badly of you, but we need to find the cause and bring it 

under control for your sake. If it happened to you in a public place it could be 

very embarrassing. I know you couldn‟t help it.”  

 I had practiced contacting my Higher Self during a break at work. I was 

aware of many different hues of Light and enjoyed them greatly. I recalled  

having feelings of futility and doubt when I had tried it the previous day, but 

also knew that deep inside I didn't actually have such doubts. When I 

mentioned those doubtful feelings to Marjie, she said, “I‟m the one who‟s 

having doubts.” I had apparently tuned into her feelings, not mine.  

She continued, “I can‟t believe that all the wonderful blessings I have 

received since joining with you are really mine. I keep expecting to lose them. 

It seems like make believe to me. In spite of all the assurances I have received 

from Alta Sha and Mother, it‟s hard to believe that I have a special role to  

play in the destiny of humanity. It 's like those words don't really apply to me.”   

“We need to do some work on the laughter and the feelings of doubt to 

get to the source of the problem.”  

“I already know why I couldn‟t stop laughing. Today I was typing your 

notes and came across a reference from last June or July to someone named 

Jennifer. When I thought of her I wondered if there was a connection to the 

laughter and I heard the same hysterical laughter in my head and the word 

Jennifer. I know it‟s her doing this. Get me very deep and ask a lot of nosy 

questions.”  

When she was ready, I asked, “May I speak to Jennifer?”   

After a pause, Jennifer answered in her slow, elementary manner, saying, 

“Yes.” 

“Where did you come from, Jennifer?”  

“I came from the Creator.”  

“Where were you before you entered Marjie?”  

“With the Creator.”  

“Do you enjoy being with Marjie?'  

“Yes, when she laughs.” 

“What is your reason for being with her?” 

“My task is to give her joy and laughter.” 

“That is a wonderful gift, but she has trouble accepting it. Somet imes she 

feels that she can't control it, and then she feels embarrassed and wonders if 

she‟s losing her mind.”  



Faeries, Angels, Indians and Aliens 

181 

“All of the things you have said are true.”   

“Why is she unable to control it?”  

“Because of lack.”  

“She has lacked it in the past, and now she overdoes it?” 

“That is not accurate. It is a lack with in herself. She does not want to let 

go of this laughter when it occurs and she lacks control.” 

“How can we help her? ' 

“I think that she needs to visit her Father.” 

“I think that is a wonderful idea. I thank our Father for g iving her this 

gift. It is very much appreciated.”  

“We will never be able to speak like this again,” Jennifer said. 

 “Thank you, Jennifer.” Marjie's countenance subtly changed.. “Did you 

hear my conversation with Jennifer?”  

“Yes. 

“Do you wish to go to your Father?” 

“Yes.” 

“Do you see Alta Sha?” 

“He wants me to fly with him. I don't have to wait outside the gates this 

time.”  

Not wanting to distract her from its glory, I didn't ask for a description of 

her visit. Instead I closed my eyes and saw brilliant blue-violet Light, brighter 

than ever before. When I opened them, tears were streaming down Marjie ‟s 

face, although she was smiling. An expression of deep serenity replaced her 

smile. “Are you fin ished?” I asked. 

“Yes. I am to tell you what I have seen.” 

“Should I count you up first?” 

“No, I‟ll tell you now. When I entered the doors I went d irect ly to the 

feet o f God . I asked Him to take away my pain . He embraced me and  

asked me to  g ive my pain to Him, which I did . He then  told  me to  notice 

where I was seated. I looked around and saw thousands of faces. Many  

had fo rms I have not seen before but I recognized many who are guard ian  

angels. Some had the appearance of ch ild ren . Others were like Mother, 

and others were like the g rays. God to ld them, This is my ch ild. You will 

do whatever she needs. It was not an o rder o r command, just someth ing  

that was understood. Because I am a ch ild o f God, all o f them would  

automat ically do whatever I need. Just as they worsh ipped Him, they  

would prov ide for His daughter. He to ld me to s mile upon the people after 

he took away  my pain .”  
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“Are you ready to accept the gift of laughter and joy that he has given 

you?” 

“Yes, I will try my best.” She was ready for me to count her up, so I did. 

She was very humbled and gratified by her encounter.  

To get some exercise I took a walk, but Marjie was too tired to join me. I 

lightheartedly performed the skipping steps of the warrior dance part of the 

way, then alternately ran and briskly walked, thanking I AM and my guardian 

angels for all my blessings. My eyes were drawn to Sirius. Nucleus said that I 

should be familiar with it. I wondered if at a spiritual level I was that star. 

Marjie was in bed when I got back. I fin ished Abduction and was very 

impressed by the courage Dr. Mack had demonstrated by risking his 

reputation and academic position in order to reveal the facts that his work had 

uncovered about contactees. The thrust of his findings was clear: Once the 

patient goes beyond the residual fear of ET encounters, a  great deal of 

spiritual growth occurs. 

The next  day I meditated for a while and felt  an unusually strong pressure 

in the left temporal area of my brain, as if it were being probed with an 

instrument. I knew that I was protected from harm, but due to the strength of 

the sensations, I was mild ly anxious about alterations to my brain t issue. I 

concentrated on I AM and several times I said, “I will do the will of I AM.” I 

wanted the ETs to clearly understand that I was submitting to their procedures 

only if it were consistent with I AM‟s intentions. The sensations persisted for 

several minutes.  

Next it felt as if a form-fitting device had been placed over the top of my 

brain and was pressing downward. I intuited that my entire brain was now able 

to function as an integrated unit instead of two semi-independent halves. The 

pressure eased after twenty five minutes except for mild sensations which 

persisted until I drifted off to sleep.  

In the afternoon we were returning to Mart in after dropping Bart off at h is 

grandmother‟s. Alta Sha joined me in response to my unspoken thought that I 

wanted to talk to him about my meditative experience. He always seemed to 

know when I needed to talk.  

“I believe that some alterations were made to my brain during that last 

meditation.” 

“Perhaps additions were made rather than mere alterations.”  

“What kind of additions?' 

“Those things which you need to accomplish your purpose which were 

lacking before.”  
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“I‟m g lad they added to what was already there. I can always use a little  

more help.”  

After a short silence, he said, “I enjoy sitting with you. It has been quite 

some time.” 

“I enjoy your company also. I‟m feeling some frustration that I don't have 

more time to devote to the book.” 

“It is a great deal o f work.”  

“At this rate, it‟s going to take a long time to complete.” 

He said noth ing. I looked  toward h im and saw that  Marjie was  

yawning. I was surprised  that  he had left without  say ing  goodbye.  

Within moments, Perithnea emerged. “I‟m happy that Bart made an effort  

to learn, and that he accepted me and Mi so easily. He has a good heart.” 

That evening I told Marjie I would like to speak to Adam and asked if she 

wanted to have a session for that purpose. Her expression and posture changed 

and Adam channeled without a countdown.  

“Hello, Adam. How have you been?” 

“Excellent, thanks to you. I have spent almost all of my t ime with you 

recently, and I wish to thank you for showing me such a good time. Thank 

you also for helping to make me what I am.”  

“It‟s gratifying to know that you find the  things I do worthy and 

constructive, but I‟m still frustrated with my inability to recall many of the 

things that I do with you and Nucleus.” 

“Perhaps mother is successful because she actively seeks guides when 

you count her down, and then follows wherever they lead. In that state, her 

spirit is unbound.” 

“Do you think that I am inactive when I do my meditations?” 

“No, I did not mean that.” 

“There are many things I can create with my mind, but that doesn‟t 

necessarily mean that they really happened. For example, I could imagine that 

I played a baseball game yesterday, but I didn‟t.”  

“But I thought that during the trance, the subconscious mind takes over.” 

“That is generally true.”  

“Does the subconscious then deceive one?' 

“Not necessarily.”   

“Are these not truths?” 

“My subconscious may be able to create something which has validity in  

itself, but it may not be a memory of something I actually did. On the other 

hand, perhaps we cannot imagine something unless we have a memory of it. 
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For example, I can‟t imag ine playing baseball if I know nothing about it from 

memory. But I didn't intend to turn this into a long discussion of my difficulty  

with memory.”   

“It‟s a wonderful discussion. There must be someone who can help you in  

your search.” 

“Alta Sha has tried to guide me, but without much success, I‟m afraid. 

Were you there when the ETs were working on my brain?”  

“Yes.” 

“Did you see what they were doing? I wish I could have seen it.” 

“You were feeling it. To me, that is a deeper level of awareness than 

merely observing. When you observe, you are detached.” 

“I would like to experience all of it, I'm just a bit frustrated.” 

“You always told me that I should continue to practice.” 

“Yes, so I will do the same. I have not stopped trying.” 

“Mother is growing tired.”  

“I know. It ‟s a pleasure talking to you again, Adam.”  

“I love you father. I love you dearly.” 

“And I love you, Adam. I thank God for you every day.” 

Marjie joined me again. She went to the kitchen to make cookies and I 

decided to meditate. 

I sat in the living room and this time took a more active ro le in the 

visualizations. I saw images of beautifu l objects which were not o f this  

Earth. Although they were ornamental, I felt that they also served a useful 

purpose which I did not understand. One had the shape of a pyramid, seen at 

first from the apex and then from the side as I traveled around its perimeter. 

I saw a bright glowing point and the shadow cast by its glow and questioned 

if I could travel through the shadow. I act ively sought Nucleus, imaging  

myself ascending through the bottom of a craft to be surrounded by grays. I 

felt a great deal of affect ion and appreciat ion, which I communicated  

telepathically and with gestures. Among them I encountered a being made 

of layers of leaf- like crystalline forms with jagged edges like silvery bark 

peeling away from the stem of a plant. It was alive and conscious and 

performed funct ions which I did not comprehend. With part ia l success I 

sought an image of the central Light which powers the Station and its 

equipment. 

Although I had intended to recover memories through meditat ion, these 

images did not seem like someth ing remembered, although it didn‟t occur to 

me that I might be observing a real t ime experience in another dimension. 
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Everything I saw was beautifu l, but none of my other senses were engaged  

except for Mother‟s touch at both temples. I thought she might be guiding  

me. I recalled later that Marjie had said that Mother cou ld make her skin  

have different textures and realized that she might have been the being with  

crystalline “scales”. 
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Chapter Eighteen 

A New Friend  

I was still pondering my meditation when Marjie said, “The cookies are 

fin ished. Want some?” 

“Sure. I was just meditating about going aboard a craft.” 

“While you were meditating I had a vision of a cabin in the mountains 

and I drew a sketch of it.” The one room cabin was situated beside a lake with  

a mountain in the background and was  surrounded by trees. “This is how it 

looks inside. Here‟s a table, a chair, a bunk in this corner, and a woodstove in 

that corner. This woodstove is unique, because it has two fireboxes, one on 

this floor and one in the basement. I don't know why this cab in keeps bugging 

me. It seems familiar to me somehow. I think this is the name of the person 

who lives there.” She pointed to the corner of the page, where she had written 

J. C. Counce. 

“Why don't we do a trance session to find out why you keep thinking of  

it?” 

“I wanted to. You talked me into it.”  

I counted her down and asked for Div ine Guidance to understand the 

importance of the cabin. “I see Perithnea. She‟s made herself look like a 

dirty litt le girl who‟s dressed in worn, rough clothing. Her hands are 

calloused from hard work. She‟s been digging, carrying, and hauling, and  

she needs a bath. She‟s mot ioning for me to follow her.  

There‟s a golden eagle in the sky over her head. She has changed into a 

doe. We‟ve come to the cabin. I see animal hides hanging on the outside 

walls. The door is hinged with rope and it‟s making a creaking noise as I open 

it.  

“I see the woodstove. It‟s made from a barrel. A stairway in front of the 

barrel leads to the lower level. I see a big skillet, a  big kettle, and a small 

coffee pot. Haunches of deer meat are hanging in front of the stove.” 

“Are there any other cabins nearby?” 
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She answered in an unfamiliar, masculine voice. “I have lived alone in  

this cabin for many years. I have no interest in being near people. They‟re to o 

noisy and can cause a lot of trouble. I like animals better. Animals are the best 

friends a person can have.” 

“How o ld are you?” 

“I don‟t rightly know, but my hair has turned gray, so I guess I‟m gettin‟ 

pretty old.” 

“Do you know what the name of the lake is?” 

“I never heard anybody say it had a name.”  

“Is there a name for the area where you live?”  

“None that I ever heard. I can‟t say exactly where I live, but it‟s about 

eight days of walkin ‟ south of Denver over rough country with my pack mule. 

About three days south of Denver you have to cross a great big pile of sand. 

Whatever giant put that sand there, he sure had a mighty fine place to play. 

They say that when it rains, he makes houses out of it.” 

“Like sand castles?” 

“Yep.” 

“Have you ever been married?”  

“No, no, no. I'm not interested in no woman. They make too much noise.” 

“So you like to live off by yourself. I'm kind of like that too. I like my 

peace and my space. I think a good neighbor is one you don't see too much 

and don‟t hear too much.”  

“There's more people living around here than I like and we don't have as 

many animals left. People are starting to move in here. There‟s been some 

mining around here lately but I don't want them miners coming around my 

place. They just mess everything up. They‟re still looking for the gold, but I 

know where it is. I have a nose for it.”  

“Do you use the gold to buy things, or just leave it where you find it and 

don't tell anybody about it?” 

“I use it when I have to go to Denver to buy something but I don't tel l 'em 

where I got it. I have „em thinking that I live north of Denver.”  

“Did you build this place by yourself?'  

“Yep. I had a lifetime to complete the job. I wasn't in any hurry. Before I 

moved in, I had a little lean to that I made from branches and I slept on the 

ground.” 

“Is your name J. C. Counce?”  

“Have I met  you somewhere before?”  

“I don't think so.” 



A New Friend 

188 

“What's your name?” 

“Rex Haire.”  

“I can't figure out how I'm talking to you. This litt le doe walked in here. It  

must be some kind of special doe, that one, because the first thing I know I'm 

looking at the doe, and the next thing I know, I'm talking to you. How can that 

be? How do you know my name?”  

“It came to us in a dream.”  

“Oh, you mean one of them vision things.” 

“Yes. Do you have visions?” 

“No, can't say as I ever have, but I have heard of 'em. I got my Bible right 

over there.” 

“Oh yes.” 

“This doe must be one of them there guardian angels.” 

“Have you met your own?”  

“No, can't say as I ever have.” 

“Do you believe you have one?” 

“Oh, yeah! I'm sure I have one. Says so there in the Bible.” 

“I like your stove. Do you have another one in the cellar?”  

“Why, yes, I do.” 

“How d id you get it way out here?” 

“I brought them here on the back of my mule.”  

“Do you live near a settlement where you can get things like that?” 

“No, Denver is where I got the barrels.” 

“Why do you have two stoves?” 

“When it comes a deep snow, you don't want to wake up in the middle of 

the night and have to stoke your fire. And you sure don't want to walk across a 

cold floor. If you stoke up both of them barrels you stay warm all n ight long, 

and the floor is warm when you get up in the morn ing.” 

“What else do you keep in the cellar?'  

“My valuables. Things that should be hidden.” 

“Who is around here to hide them from?”  

“I don't need to hide them from anybody, but they're the sort of things 

that ought to be hid somewhere. That way, there's more mystery to it.” 

“Oh. I understand. These are your treasures.” 

“Yes.” 

“Do you remember the time of your death?” 

“Well, I haven't ever really thought about it. I just laid down one night 

and went to sleep, and I didn't wake up again.” 
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“Do you know where you went when you left your body?” 

“Well, I reckon I went to heaven, ‟cause I'm here, and to me, this is 

heaven.” 

“Would you mind if I come again to visit some time?” 

“No, I like talking to you, Mr. Haire. I would like to have another visit.” 

“Then we‟ll come back for another visit sometime.”  

I was counting Marjie up when she said, “Grass has value. Let me look 

around for a while. This place feels like home to me. There are other things in 

the cabin I want to see.”  

After a minute I asked, “Can you rise up above the cabin to see it from a 

bird's eye view? See it the way the eagle that was flying over Perithnea's head 

did.”  

“I see the lake and the cabin. The lake is not very large. The cabin sits 

beside a cove, and the main body of the lake is around the corner from the 

cove. You can't see the cabin from the main lake because of the cliff behind it 

and to the side.” 

“Go very high and see where the cabin is in relat ion to other landmarks.”  

“I see the Spanish Peaks to the south. There are three ranges of mountains 

between them and the cabin. It‟s a litt le farther west than the peaks and toward 

the west there are mountains as far as I can see in all d irections. There are 

some to the east as well, but not as high as the main peaks, which are mainly  

to the west and the south.” 

“Is there anything else you want to see there?” 

“No, I‟m ready to come up.”  

Perithnea helped with the count by saying every other number. When I 

reached the end, she was present.  

“Did you turn yourself into a deer?”  

“Yes. I looked at him in the eyes and hypnotized him.”  

“How d id you get him to talk through Marjie?”  

“I don't know.”  

“Can you turn yourself into a deer again? I want to go back for another 

visit sometime. The next time we go out west, I'd really like to go and find his 

cabin.” 

“Yes, I can.” She smiled. “That man lived there a long, long time ago. 

His cabin may not be there now.”  

“I think we‟re supposed to find the place where he lived. It would be a 

great adventure for our trip.”  

“I don't think it‟s very far from where you‟re planning to go.” 
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“An eight day walk with a mule over rough country south of Denver 

couldn't be too far. It might be somewhere between Colorado Springs and 

Pueblo. But if it's up in the mountains, it could be somewhere west of 

Colorado Springs.” 

“Maybe you could find it on one of your Colorado maps,” Perithnea 

suggested.  

“Good idea.” I got out the map of Colorado.  

Marjie said, “It‟s a natural lake that is shaped roughly like an L. I saw 

that the cabin was around the corner from the longest leg of the L.” We 

studied the map until we located one fitting that description in the mountains 

west of Colorado Springs.  

It was after supper when Marjie came to me with her hands behind her 

back, looking quite anxious. “You know I have no secrets from you,” she said. 

“I woke up this morning craving a cigarette. I bought some today and smoked  

three of them. They made me cough real bad. I don't know why I did it. I 

knew you would be very disappointed in me, and I was afraid you would 

make me leave if I take up smoking again. I'm sorry.”  

“The sudden craving might be due to the influence of another personality. 

You haven‟t wanted a cigarette for almost a year, except for tha t one time in  

the car. Why don‟t we explore why this is happening?” 

“Okay.”  

When she had entered the trance I asked her subconscious mind, “Is 

someone within Marjie causing this craving?” A finger hesitantly rose to 

signal that there was. “May I speak to the one who has this craving?” 

After a few moments of silence I was looking into Alta Sha's eyes. He 

said, “This one you may not speak to.” 

“Why am I not able to speak to this one?” 

“Because he is not within her.”  

“How can she have the craving if he is not within?”  

“Only traces of the personality that craves cigarettes are within.”  

This was a completely new concept for me. “How can that be?” 

“The craving began a few days ago.” 

“Was it connected with one of our sessions?” 

“It was connected with the machine.”  

“The machine? Do you mean the new computer?” 

“Yes. The one who programmed the computer had thoughts about who 

might be using it. Those thoughts allowed traces of himself to remain on the 

surface, wait ing for a receptive person.” 
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“Was this deliberate?” 

“No. Simply thinking that the computer would  be used by someone else 

was sufficient.”  

“Did he leave other traces that she should be careful of?” 

“Yes. He drinks heavily and he likes to bet on dog races. However, she 

has never been addicted to alcohol, so she has no vulnerability to that, and she 

has no interest in betting.” 

“She is so susceptible to the traces of others.” 

“Yes, because of her previous addiction to cigarettes.” 

“How can we rid her o f this craving?” 

“It will dissipate. You need not fear. I am still her guard. I will not allow 

her to purchase more cigarettes.” 

Tears of relief fell from my eyes. “I don't think I could  stand it if she took 

up smoking again.”  

He studied my face. “Again, my friend, I will comfort you. I will not 

allow her to purchase more of these cigarettes. It would be wise if you did not 

mention this to her again.”  

“Why not?”  

“She will give them up without any questioning on your part. If you 

question her....”  

“I understand. It would bring out her rebellion.”  

“It might, and that would only make my job more difficult.”  

“Thank you Father, for relieving me and for A lta Sha.”  

He touched my forearm and I took his hand. He looked at me with great 

compassion. “I love you, my friend,”  

“And I love you.” 

“You are tired. Perhaps you and Pearl should have a drink and enjoy each 

other's company. Alleluia.”  

“Alleluia.”  

He withdrew. I turned my attention back to Marjie and asked, “Are you 

with me, Marjie?” 

“Yes. The last thing I remember is you counting me down.”  

“Alta Sha explained that you picked up the craving from the man who 

programmed the new computer. He left  traces of himself on it. You  aren‟t  

possessed.” 

“That‟s a relief.”  

“The craving will dissipate; there‟s no need to worry about it. Alta Sha 

suggested that we have a drink and relax.”  
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“That sounds good to me.”  

The first workday of February was a busy one. I caught glimpses of 

Lights in my office which were qualitatively different from the previous faerie 

and sprite Lights. I noticed the same new Lights when Marjie and I took our 

evening walk. “I‟ve been seeing some unusual Lights today at the office and 

now out of the corner of my eye. Can you see them, too?”  

“I hadn't noticed. What do they look like?”  

“Like s mall gray forms. I almost want to say that they are ETs, but I can't 

see a definite shape.” 

Alta Sha spoke in return: “That is very perceptive of you, my friend. We 

are not alone. They are all around us.” 

“I‟m glad they are here.”  

“Then why don't you speak to them?”  

“I will. I‟m g lad you are here. I hope that we will always be brothers and 

will always share the same values and serve I AM together.” 

Perithnea said, “They‟re all around us.” She staggered as if someone had 

bumped into her, and looked around to see who did it. “Why don't you make 

yourselves visible? Why are you being so shy?” she asked. No change that I 

could see took place. “Hold out your hands so they can touch you,” she said. I 

did, and she asked, “Can you feel them touching you?” 

I felt pulses of energy in my hand, as if being touched by the lightest of 

fingertip strokes. It  wasn't as much a sensation of pressure as it was a tingly  

feeling. “I am happy to have you touch me.”  

“They‟re everywhere! We have to go up the hill now, so I have to go on. 

You'll have to let go of me now. One of them is pulling on me and doesn 't 

want to let go. You can walk with us up the hill,” she said.  

“Yes, you are very welcome to walk with us up the hill.”  

Alta Sha appeared a short while after and said, “Many joined us, but they 

are no longer walking with us.”  

“Why so many? I don't believe it was just out of curiosity.” 

“A scheduled contact,” he said. “It is good that you were able to perceive 

them.”  

“Yes, but I would like for my awareness of them to be more intense. The 

other night when I was trying to recall things, I visualized myself entering the 

bottom of one of their ships and then being surrounded by large numbers of 

them. I tried to show them the respect and appreciation which they deserve.” 
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“That is very good.” 

“I asked myself, If I were to live with them, would I miss the people I 

would leave behind? The answer was that I would rather be with the grays.” 

 “You are speaking of your own offspring. Why not imagine a contented 

future? I have told you, and I will repeat that in the future you will not be 

without your children.”  

“I certainly hope that it will be a time of contentment for them, especially  

Ben. I hope he will feel that he has found his home at last.” 

We continued walking. “There was a question I wanted to ask you. How 

is it possible for traces of people to remain when they leave a place?”  

He stopped and pointed back up the roadway. “This roadway on which 

we walk has a memory of your passing. The trees have a memory of your 

passing. The cows have a memory of your passing. You leave traces.” 

“I can understand how life forms remember, but how do inanimate 

objects do this?” 

“The atoms of which this roadway is made have a memory, just as the 

atoms which form the mailbox remember that they are to make the shape of a 

mailbox because it is what you remember being there. They remember what  

you want them to be, and you remember what you want them to be.” 

“I should have known from what I have been reading lately that all matter 

has knowledge of everything else that exists in the world of matter.”  

He took my arm. “I am looking forward to the day when you and I can 

swim together in that river.” He stopped and pretended to splash water on me. 

“Alta Sha can splash! Alta Sha can laugh out loud, also.” 

“That is wonderful. I look forward to that day as well.”  

“You have taught me much,” he said. 

“I did not realize that I was teaching you.” 

“Indeed you have. You have taught me to loosen up. Am I not looser 

now?” He stopped and took both of my hands in his. He began walking  

around me in a clockwise circle, and I followed. We made two circles and h e 

stopped and said, “See, Alta Sha can play.”  

“When you were human, did you play?” 

“As a child.” 

“Didn't the adults play also?” 

“It was serious play.” 

“Always for a purpose?” 

“Yes. It was not carefree.” 

“You can be carefree at all times now, can't you?” 
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“I must be on guard at all times. It is something I have chosen to do for I 

AM. But I do know where there is a swing set.” 

I laughed. “That‟s good. Perhaps we will swing together in the future.”  

He bowed reverentially and I reciprocated. As we stood, he said , “I will 

speak to you again soon, my friend.” 

“Good. Alleluia!” He left. 

I exp lained to Marjie what had transpired on the way back to the house. 

Once there, we kissed and embraced, feeling very romantic. I sensed that the 

grays who were watching fully empathized with us. I willingly shared the love 

I was feeling for Marjie with them. I knew they were motivated by their desire 

to experience the spiritual Light emanating from us. Marjie said, “Thank you 

for being my husband and for being such a blessing in my life. I‟ve climbed  

many mountains to get here and I suffered greatly until now.”  

“If I have helped to end your suffering, then I have done what I wanted to 

do from the beginning. I love you.” 
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Chapter Nineteen 

The Dark Crystal 

We were driving toward Murray, Kentucky, for another visit with Chris 

and Vanessa when Alta Sha said, “This evening will be enjoyable for you. It  

is a pleasure to sit beside one who is always willing to take the steps I AM has 

prepared for him and for me, also.”  

“It‟s always a pleasure to be with you as well, even though sometimes the 

things I AM asks of me seem difficult. I thank I AM for the assurance that all 

will go well. 

“There is something I thought of while going over my notes today. Did 

Doug ever discover his true name?” (Doug had received three of the 

Tarahumara spirits from Marjorie, but had never shown any interest in helping 

them in their own growth, and they had returned to our home.)  

“He did not. It is unfortunate.” 

Chris, Marjie and I were in the kitchen watching Vanessa cook supper 

when I bit the bullet. “Vanessa, there‟s something I need to say to you. I‟m 

sorry for asking you to leave the house when I did , before you and Chris got 

married. I was wrong to do that. To some extent, my perceptions of you were 

clouded by Terresa‟s influence. I was afraid you might hurt Chris and that you 

were coming between me and him. I don‟t want the past to interfere with our 

future relat ionship. It would p lease me very much if both of you can forgive 

me.” Vanessa didn‟t answer, but Chris gave me a big hug. Neither of them 

criticized my act ions, which was a big help.  

After we had eaten, Perithnea emerged. “I‟ve been waiting to speak to 

both of you. Chris, I remember you said the last time I was here that you 

thought I could be real. I am real. Are you?” 

“I hope I am.”  

“You are just as real as he is, aren't you, Perithnea?” I said. 

To Vanessa she said, “I‟m a litt le reluctant to start new friendships 

because the last person who said they would be my friend turned away. I 
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don't want that to happen to me again. Faeries have feelings, too! I would  

like to talk to you again somet ime. Good bye.”  

Marjie, very embarrassed by Perithnea‟s channeling, said, “I didn‟t know 

she was going to do that. I‟m sorry. You‟ll p robably think I‟m really whacko  

after hearing that. I hope she didn‟t make you uncomfortable.”  

“No, we don‟t think that,” Chris said. “I enjoy her personality,” he was 

smiling. Vanessa also reassured Marjie.  

As we were about to leave, Vanessa said, “What you said to me in the 

kitchen meant a great deal to me.” We all hugged and said our goodbyes. 

On the way home, Marjie said, “I‟m afraid they will think I‟m mentally  

ill for sure because of what Perithnea did. I wasn‟t expecting that. She didn‟t 

get my permission.” 

“I don‟t think it was as bad as all that. They seemed genuinely interested 

in her. I d idn‟t see anything that made me think they were having bad 

thoughts about you.” 

“I understand now why it‟s so important to introduce our children to them 

before we take the trip. I couldn‟t have done it while we were traveling. It  

would have been too embarrassing.” 

Perithnea said, “I didn't know she would be so embarrassed. I don't 

understand why it is so difficu lt for her to let me speak. I know that Vanessa 

was impressed with your apology, and felt good about everything that 

happened on this visit.” 

Alta Sha said, “You did well, and were not bored this evening.” 

“I didn‟t know asking for forgiveness  was so important to them, and it  

wasn't as difficu lt as I thought it would be. I felt  good about it.” 

“Everything is in d ivine order. Alleluia.”  

“Alleluia.”  

Marjie and I were snuggling on the couch enjoying a fire when I saw a 

pinpoint of bright Light above a leaf on a hanging plant flash twice. “I just 

saw a faery Light,” I said.  

Perithnea answered, “The light you saw was a friend of mine who is 

visiting.” 

“What have you and the visitor been doing?” 

“Riding the sparks from the fire up the chimney.”  

“Who is your visitor?” 

“Pearl. You spell it Prl.”  
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“She is welcome. Are you going to play some more now?”  

“Yes. Goodnight, father.” 

“Good night to you and Prl.”  

I had trouble sleeping. Unusual and incoherent images kept appearing in  

my mind‟s eye, and I sensed that unseen grays were around us. 

In the evening of the next day we watched a movie about an abandoned 

child who had to find someone willing to be her parent, which stirred up a lot 

of unpleasant emotions for Marjie. In tears she said, “I don‟t understand why I 

am reacting so strongly to a stupid movie. I thought I was over this.”  

“Do you want to have a session about it?” 

“Yes, if you don‟t mind.” 

Before I began the countdown, Perithnea said a prayer for us. “Thank 

you, God, for allowing us to exist and to serve You. Thank You for being  

within us. Thank You for allowing us to do Your will, and I know that Your 

will for me now is that I take a trip.” She looked at me and asked, “Will you 

help me take a trip?” 

“Certainly.” I counted Perithnea down. 

“Where are we going?” she asked. 

“We‟re going to a beautiful place, where everywhere you look you see 

these gigantic crystals which branch out almost like trees. They grow up out 

of the ground and have many layers and edges. The edges aren't sharp enough 

to cut, though. It‟s like a forest of clear crystals, but they have colors in them. 

The main color is violet, but there are others, too.” 

“I want to go inside one of them.”  

“Then let's go.” 

“But I can't find a door.”  

“You don't need a door. You just ask permission to go in.” 

“Oooh, I'm inside. It's beautiful in here!”  

I joined her. In my mind's eye, brilliant flashes of violet color pulsated in 

slow motion like flowers blooming, closing, and blooming again. No two of 

the blooms were the same. The Light at times was very intense and I felt that 

it was my Light, which was a s mall portion of God's Light.  

“If you look up, you will see balconies lit up with yellow light and you 

can see ETs standing on them,” she said. “There‟s row upon row of them 

soaring up toward the top of the crystal. Can you hear the music?” she asked. 

“I hear a sound like a Gregorian chant. It sounds familiar.” I enjoyed this 

scene quietly for a while before opening my eyes to see Perithnea looking at  

me and smiling. “Did you enjoy the trip?”  
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“Yes. I want you to draw a picture of it for me.”  

“Okay.” I drew a rough sketch. 

“Yes, that is like what I saw. It was very peaceful there. I really like that 

place. There were no bad feelings there at all. I made my Light very green 

while I was there.”  

“I noticed some green Light, and some orange and traces of red, too.” 

“So did I.” 

I felt that it  had all been arranged by I AM as an answer to my prayer that 

all barriers to contact with my Higher Self would be removed. (Many years 

later, I had a computerized “picture” of my aura taken and the colors were 

identical to the violet and white I saw in the crystal).  

Perithnea left. I asked Marjie, who was still in t rance, “Where are you and 

who are you with?” 

 “You are with me. We are in a very barren place. There is grass about a 

foot tall, but it all looks dead. The wind is blowing. I can't see any water 

anywhere, or anything you could eat. Here and there are outcroppings of black 

crystals sticking out of the ground. I'm going closer to one of them for a better 

look.  

“It's actually a deep purple color instead of black. It seems to have a dim 

light within it. I don't understand why I‟m here, or how long we have been 

here. I know that we climbed up here from a lo wer p lace but I can't see 

anything below, either. I don't know if this is a place that I have lived, or if I 

am only here in spirit.”  

“See if you can put this place into Earth time. When is it?”  

“This place is not of the Earth. I can't tell if it is present, past, or future. I 

feel myself being drawn to one of the crystals. I want to touch it but I‟m not 

sure that I should.” 

“You may be able to obtain informat ion from the crystal if you touch it. It  

should be safe for you, since you have so much power to call upon to protect 

you.” 

“I still feeling reluctant to touch it. I‟m not sure it‟s safe.” 

Her caution gave me second thoughts as well. “Do you think this is 

something you need to do?” I asked. 

“Perithnea says it‟s okay. I'm going to touch it. It‟s taking energy from 

my body and delivering it somewhere else. I can't remove my hand from it! I 

feel it drawing me into it!”  

“Call upon all the power available to you! Call the Hosts, the angels, the 

power of God! You are His child!”  
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“It‟s still pulling on me! I can‟t stop it!” 

Her v itality was fading. Alarmed, I suggested, “What will happen if you 

allow yourself to go into the crystal instead of resisting it? Perhaps you are 

supposed to follow it to another place.” 

Weakening, her entire body vibrated. “Alta Sha is here. He‟s stepping 

between me and the crystal. I‟m free.” Marjie was crying. “It was taking parts 

of me into it. I couldn't let go. It would have sucked out all of my energy if 

Alta Sha hadn‟t stopped it.” 

“Thank you for helping, Alta Sha. Why did you have to step in to make it  

stop? What happened?” He didn‟t answer. I suspected that we were supposed 

to exp lore this in more detail.  

“Marjie, let your mind travel to the place where this energy was 

directed.” 

“This is not real. What I see is an illusion. There‟s a barn and a silo, 

places you would store food to use later. But instead of farm animals I see a 

lot of grays running around, and some baby Mothers. They are precious! I 

don't know how I know it, but I know that Nucleus is creating this scene for 

me.”  

“Why was this done? Why were you directed to a place where you would 

find the crystals?” 

“It was done so that you would learn about it. I‟m very tired.” I counted 

her up, but at the top of the count, she said, “I can't move. I'm frozen here.”  

“Listen to the sound of my voice and fo llow it. I will reel you in with it to  

this room. W ith each number you will come closer until you are here with  

me.”  

This worked. Marjie was drained. I ran my hands over her body, giving 

her Light energy. “The top of my head feels like it‟s going to come off,” she 

said. I put my hand there also. 

I wondered, Are these crystals designed to suck energy from anything that 

touches them? Do they direct the energy to the central pillar of Light which 

Marjie has previously seen?  

Marjie fell asleep and I worked on my notes for an hour until she woke 

up. We went downstairs for a snack before returning to the bedroom, where 

Marjie worked on a word puzzle while I read from Hanta Yo, a great and 

realistic novel by Ruth Beebe Hill about an Arapaho warrior. Her completed 

puzzle read, You can't find your place in the sun if you remain in the shade of 

your family tree. 

“I don‟t think you could say that puzzle appeared by chance .”  
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There were many reminders the following day that I was not alone at 

work. I felt Mother‟s touch when I was working with a small child. I saw a 

faery Light on my cheek as I was writing my notes, and heard a noise like the 

tapping of metal against metal coming from the plastic trash can beside my 

desk, which had an aluminum can in it . I thanked whoever was doing it for 

their attention.  

In the evening Marjie and I held a brief session in which we invited any 

friendly entities who wished to speak through her to do so. Marjie said, 

“Someone is going to have to pick.”  

“Why?' 

“Because they‟re all standing in line!”  

“Who‟s in line?” 

“Mother, Adam, Perithnea, Eight.” 

“Adam hasn't had a turn in a while.”  

Adam spoke. “Hello, Father.”  

“Hello, Adam. Were you with me at the office today? Did you make that 

noise?” 

“I went with you and spent some time there. I didn't pay attention to what 

the others were doing, because I was focused on you.” 

“Why did you go with me today?” 

“I wanted to watch how you drive the automobile. You are very good at 

it.”  

“Why do you find that so interesting now?' 

“When I was new, I didn't know how important driving the car was and I 

didn't pay attention to how you drive on ice and snow. I wanted to see how 

you do it.” 

“Do you remember the date of your creat ion? I am sorry to say that I have 

forgotten.” 

“I'm not certain, either. Why is it important?” 

“If I know your birth date, then we can celebrate your birthday  when it 

comes.” 

“Mother has it written down somewhere. Why do people celebrate 

birthdays?” 

“It is a way of rejoicing.”  

“I think it would be better if everyone celebrated their birthday at once 

instead of just the one whose birthday it is. That way, they could all en joy it, 

and wouldn't have to wait for theirs.” 

“That does make sense.” 
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“It seems more complete that way to me. Do you know if there are 

cultures where this is done?” 

“No, but there could be. Someone else probably thought of it also. If you 

really want to know, maybe you could go to the place of books to find it 

there.” 

“I doubt that I could. I would not know where to look.”  

“Often when I need to know something, suddenly it appears before me. If 

you went to the place of books and thought very much about what you wanted 

to know, the right book would call to you.” 

“I would like to try that.” 

“I AM provides us with what we need to know.”  

He smiled and said, “Mother is tiring. Good night, Father.”  

“Good night, son. I love you.” 

Then Perithnea jo ined me. “Good evening, Father.”  

“Good evening Perithnea. I missed it when you didn‟t say hello when I 

got home.” 

“I didn't want to intrude this evening.”  

 “That was thoughtful of you.” 

“But don't get used to it!” I laughed. “Mother is tired. She needs to rest. 

She didn't take a nap today. If she doesn't rest, she is going to be exhausted by 

the time the weekend gets here. She needs to stay in bed all day tomorrow.”  

“Very well, you and I can help her do that. Perhaps there is something 

Light Mother wishes to say before we stop.” 

“She only wants to embrace us.” 

Marjie's expression changed to bliss. I asked, “Is Mother hugging you?” 

She nodded and the session was over. 

About an hour later, Perithnea joined me again. “Mother has a headache. 

I‟m going to take an aspirin and some sinus medicine  for her.”  

“Thank you for taking such good care of her.” 

“She needs to lie down and rest.” 

“Okay.” We put her to bed. Perithnea gave me a hug and a faery kiss. 

 Marjie had been lying in bed for a few moments with her eyes closed 

when she said, “I see the strangest thing. It‟s a woman wearing one of those 

old fashioned hoop dresses standing on a loading platform where there are 

many bales of cotton. A man who seems to be the foreman is complaining to 

someone about trash in the cotton that shouldn't be there. The woman is 

fanning herself. Her hair is all fixed up and she looks like someone important. 

She isn't saying anything, just standing there. It seems very strange.” 
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“Is she related to the foreman?” 

“No.” 

I was reminded of the lifetime in which she had been a slave owner. 

“Is she Frank's wife?”  

“I don't know.”  

“What‟s happening now?” 

“Nothing. She‟s just standing there. This is so odd. Now it‟s fading 

away.” 

“I was just writ ing about Frank‟s life in the journal a couple of days ago. I 

wonder if you picked up on my thoughts and that‟s why you saw this. I bet it 

was his wife.”  

“I‟m too tired to have a session right now.” 

“That‟s fine. Want me to read you to sleep?” 

“Sure.” I read aloud from Hanta Yo and visualized healing Light on her 

painful head. I concentrated on our spiritual union and bathed both of us in 

God's Light.  

Perithnea greeted me in the morning and suggested which clothes I 

should wear to work. I questioned her about the place where Marjie saw the 

crystals. 

“It wasn‟t a real p lace. It was a scene created for her but the only real part  

was the crystal she touched, which does have the power to store energy.” 

“Why was the scene so barren? It wasn't very inviting.”  

“So that she would be sure to notice the crystals.” 

“Is this a way that the ETs have of collecting energy for the central Light 

source?” 

“Yes. The energy she gave is for use in an emergency.” 

“Is that the only thing it is used for?” 

“Yes.” 

“Can it on ly be used by humans, or by ETs too?” 

“Anybody can use it. When you are in an emergency, and you need this 

energy, it will come back to you.” 

“So that means that they keep track of whomever the energy came from 

at all times so that they can send it back if necessary?” 

“Yes. Have you ever heard of people who, even when their energy was 

low, were in a crisis and they had to do something requiring superhuman 

strength?” 



Faeries, Angels, Indians and Aliens  

203 

“Sure.”  

“That‟s where that energy comes from.”  

“Why was Marjie taken to this place? Why did they want her energy?” 

“So that when she needs it in an emergency, it will be there and so that 

you would know about it, too. I am not allowed to go anywhere near that 

crystal,” she said. 

“Why not?” 

“They wouldn't have enough energy for me. I'm too hot to handle.” 

That evening Marjie was very depressed and admitted to having had 

suicidal thoughts at times during the day. “I don't understand why I feel so 

depressed. I‟ve been feeling lonely and I‟m mad at myself fo r being depressed 

when I ought to be grateful for all of my blessings.” 

“Have you talked to Alta Sha about this?” 

“He took me to the Throne this morning but even that didn‟t help for 

long.” 

“Why don‟t we have as session?” 

“I don‟t have the energy.” 

“You won‟t have to do anything but relax in your boat.” 

“Okay.” I led her to the boat and into the Light. 

“Alta Sha is with me, but he isn‟t saying anything.” 

“Does he have any suggestions?” 

He turned to me. “You have already guessed the cause of the depression. 

It is due to a chemical imbalance and loss of energy to the crystal. She has 

been pushing too hard, because she has not learned how to set limits on 

herself, but she is learning.”  

“Would medication be appropriate?”  

“I intended to inquire if you had any medication left over from her 

hospitalization.”  

“Thank you for reminding me. I th ink she does.” 

“She is strong. She is allowing me to talk through her even now.” 

I felt confident that this was only temporary. I thanked Alta Sha, and he 

thanked me. I counted her up and she took a dose of the medicat ion that had 

previously been effective. I then read to her until she fell asleep.  
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Chapter Twenty 

Nucleus Feels 

In the morning Marjie complained that she was  bothered by memories of 

people asking her intrusive questions when she was hospitalized. She also 

complained of muscle stiffness and said it was hard to make even simple 

decisions. 

“The stiffness could be a side effect of the medicat ion. When people are 

depressed they often have unpleasant memories and trouble making  

decisions,” I said. 

“I‟m worried that I won‟t get better and that I‟m letting you down. I feel 

like I‟m a burden and that you‟ll stop loving me.”  

“You will get better and I won‟t stop loving you just because you‟re 

having another spell of depression. I don‟t think of you as a burden but as a 

blessing. Just give the medication a chance to work. Take it easy today.” 

She slept much of the day and by the following day her energy and mood 

had improved. We took a ride in the country and went shopping, which 

cheered her up a bit. However, when we got back home, she again worried  

that I was going to leave her because she was depressed and had a headache at 

the crown of her head. My assurances weren‟t very effective, so we had a 

session for healing. After the countdown, I suggested that she think about the 

happy scene of the future in which we would be living in the southwest and 

entertaining our Native A merican guests.  

“It isn't very vivid. Mother is near. She‟s doing something to my brain. 

Why is she doing that? I don‟t like it.”  

“Whatever Mother is doing is being done to help you with your 

depression and your headache. Just let yourself get more relaxed as I count 

you down further.” 

“Mother wants me to concentrate on my throat instead of my head.” 

I gave suggestions to help her focus on her throat, but Marjie complained  

that the sensations in her head were too strong. I put my hands on her 
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shoulders, pressed gently and counted down from five. “That feels much 

better. The little gray that is called 22 is passing a lighted rod over my brain. It  

makes my brain feel like electrical currents are passing through it. My 

headache is easing.” 

Alta Sha spoke. “She is strong. This will pass. Thank you for helping me 

and the others who are helping her. I am grateful to I AM for providing me 

with such a good friend.” 

“I thank I AM for you, and for the others who are helping. Allelu ia.”  

Grateful tears filled my eyes. 

“This entire experience is for her growth. Although you have explored  

many past experiences which have lead to heartache and pain, the lesson she 

is learning now goes much deeper. She has been comparing this depression 

continuously with the one she had when she was hospitalized. Although her 

depression is very similar, the react ion she is receiving is completely d ifferent. 

This comparison is very helpful to her. It helps her to realize that she does not 

have to fear that you will leave her as others have done out of their weakness, 

because you are strong.” 

“I try to be.” 

Marjie said, “Mother is telling me that I have to keep my head still. She 

says I can wake up but she will continue to do things to me while we speak.”  

I counted her up, and we discussed all that had happened in the last few 

days. I could see that she was feeling more secure. “Mother says I can get up 

but is warning me to keep my head still.” She got out of bed and was careful 

to move her head very little for the rest of the evening.  

 She napped for a while and said, “I had a wonderful dream. I was with  

Miracle, who is now brown. I led her around and showed her to the people 

and made sure that they didn‟t get too close. I loved doing that. Miracle is still 

litt le. If I touched her on one side or the other, she would go in that direction. I 

thought that was great. The tokens left on the gate to honor her were gone, but 

some were still attached to the trees.” 

Marjie woke up in a jovial mood the next morn ing and wanted to have a 

play day. We met with Ben and his girlfriend for lunch and gave him the 

computer we had replaced to use at the university, which pleased all of us.  

 I took Marjie to play racquetball for her first time. She did very well and 

was able to beat me in two of our games. When we got home Perithnea said, 

“It‟s great to see mother feeling so well again.”  
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“It sure is. She got better much faster than I thought she would, thanks to 

our friends and I AM.” 

“Speaking of friends, it‟s been a long time since you talked to Uncle 

Nuke.”  

“I‟ll see if she‟s up to another conversation with him but I don‟t want to 

tire her. I asked her if she could remember when Adam was born, but she 

couldn‟t” 

“You wrote it down on a piece of paper.” 

“Maybe I can find it.” I looked in the office and quickly located it. “It ‟s 

tomorrow!”  

“I know what he wants for his birthday,” she said. 

“What?” 

“He wants all of us to embrace h im at the same t ime. That way, we all get  

the same gift. I know what my present is going to be.” 

“What?” 

“Some of my Light, so his will be brighter. I have some to spare. Did you 

see me rid ing the racquet ball when you were playing?” 

“No.” 

“When it went real fast, I hopped on it but Adam just did like this against 

the wall.” She assumed a spread eagle position with a look of wide eyed fear, 

and I laughed. “He was trying to avoid the ball. I wa rned him that was not a 

good way to stand, because if it hit h im, he would be squashed.” 

That night, we were both aware of Mother's presence before beginning 

our session. Marjie said to Mother, “You are the best. Her Light is glowing.”  

“I love you, too, Mother. We all do,” I said. 

“Her Light is glowing again, like she is blushing. Mother is going to hold 

my head still this time.”  

Slight head movements indicated that Nuke had emerged. “Good 

evening, Pat. I am relieved that Star One is doing so much better.” 

“Good evening Nuke. So am I. What did 22 do that was so helpful?” 

“Electrical impulses were sent to certain areas of the brain in order to 

restore their normal functions.” 

“Have many others contributed their energy to the central Light in the 

same way that she did?” 

“Yes, many of our kind do this but they are better prepared for it. She was 

not properly prepared and that is why she had a negative reaction. The energy 

that she shared with the central source has already been returned to her. That 

is what she received from 22 last night. It was necessary to return it because 
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the incorrect manner in which it was taken negated its effectiveness. I am very  

upset that Marjie was urged to touch this crystal when she had not been 

properly prepared. In fact, I am consumed with irritation. It is an emotion I 

have not experienced before.”  

“Who is your irritation directed toward?”  

“At my superior. I will not mention his name, but you are aware of it.”  

This could only mean Regenc 4. “Do you understand why your superior 

ordered this?” 

“It was due to impatience.”  

“Why wasn‟t she prepared? What was the rush?” 

“I have several thoughts on the matter, but I am not sure if any of them 

are correct. I am not used to having such strong emotions and am not sure 

what is causing them.”  

“Why do you think you are having these feelings?” 

“It is the first time that a superior has interfered in my work. I have been 

very proud of what my student has accomplished and believe that my work 

has been very effective, especially since she is conscious of our relationship 

and understands it.” 

“Did you authorize the use of the crystal?” 

“I was aware of it but did not authorize it. That was done by my superior. 

I did not think this was the right time to do it and the consequences have 

shown it was an error.”  

“It was Perithnea who lead her to that place.”  

“She did urge her to touch the crystal but she is innocent of any 

wrongdoing. She did not know what the effect would be.”  

“Were you aware that Alta Sha intervened to stop the flow of energy?”  

“No.” 

“He stepped between her and the crystal to end the exchange of energy 

because she could not do it herself and nothing that I tried was helping.” 

Nucleus‟ posture stiffened with even more anger. “I have been in a position 

similar to yours several times when supervisors interfered with my work. It  

created a very bad feeling. It must be even worse for you, considering your 

high position and how long you have held it without interference. Because of 

such experiences, I have learned to serve only I AM, and to ulti mately  

recognize only His authority. This helps me to work among people who might 

misuse their power. I don‟t take it so personally. I am not actually working for 

them, no matter what they think or do. I can leave it up to God to make things 

right. You need to give your pain and irritation to I AM if you want to rid  
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yourself of it. Perhaps your superior had reasons you do not understand for 

doing what he did. I could have been irritated by what happened to Marjie , but 

I have only been concerned for her welfare. Deep inside I know that I AM 

will not let any permanent harm come to her and that this experience has been 

necessary for her growth. Through it, she has learned how much support is 

available to her from me and others in time of need. She needed to receive the 

kind of response she has gotten from loved ones this time, as opposed to what 

she has received from others in the past. Alta Sha has explained the purpose of 

this whole episode.” 

“I understand the logic of it but I am still irritated.” 

“Perhaps your superior could explain his actions if you were permitted to 

ask questions. Do you know if your superior is aware of the Creator?”  

“I am not certain.”  

“It was only when I told Regenc 4 that I served the Creator that he 

welcomed me aboard. I find it hard to believe that he would use his power in  

an impatient or arbitrary manner. How could he be entrusted with so much 

power if he is impulsive? Perhaps this incident was for your growth as well. 

You are becoming more emotional, like a human.”  

“You have already intercepted my question.” 

“I thank I AM for all the feelings that I have, even the unpleasant ones, 

because they help me to know who I am, and what matters to me.” 

“I want to embrace Star One. May I?”  

“Please do. You are most welcome.” A benign expression crossed his 

channeled face as Marjie's body rocked in his embrace. The beauty of seeing 

Nucleus 8 express his emotions brought tears to my eyes.  

“An embrace is always so much more articulate than words,” Nuke said  

to me. “I want her to rest now. When we speak again, I promise that we will 

share notes.” 

“Goodbye for now. I hope your feelings will soon be resolved.” 

Marjie said, “His emot ions were so strong! He clung to me as if I had  

been gone a long, long time and rocked me like a baby . He had a good smell, 

like the odor of aluminum foil.”  

The telephone rang at 7:15 A.M. I let the answering machine take a 

message and all that I heard  were the clicking noises we had heard before 

when the ETs were demonstrating their ability to manipulate  our electronics. I 

accepted it as further evidence of their ability to direct energy wherever they 

wished to send it. When Marjie woke up she said, “I was dreaming about 

circuits and electronic devices.”  
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“Perhaps the telephone wasn‟t the only thing being manipulated.”  

A day later we again made contact with Nucleus 8. As she entered the 

trance Marjie burst out laughing.  

“What‟s so funny?” 

“I see Perithnea dressed up like a caricature of a Mart ian. She‟s wearing  

litt le antennas on her head with silver balls on the end that are bouncing up 

and down, and there‟s a rotating satellite dish on top of her cap. It‟s hilarious. 

She says she‟s going to a party with Uncle Nuke.”   

Nuke's head movements began. “Good evening, Pat.”  

“Good evening, Nucleus.” 

“You have contacted me at a most appropriate time.”  

“Perithnea told me that you were going to take a break from your work.”  

“Yes. She and I are going to a gathering together.” 

“She said it was a costume party.”  

“I suppose you could call it that. Her costume is quite amusing, but I 

don't understand the sparks from her shoes.” 

“Sparks?” 

“Yes. Every time she takes a step, sparks fly off her shoes.” 

“What are you wearing?” 

“I have decided to change places with Perithnea. I am wearing faerie 

wings. I will be very impressive in my wings.” 

“I‟m glad you‟re going to a party. I‟ve been worried about you because of 

the anger you were feeling.” 

“I have managed to subdue it.” 

“I would like to speak to you about this anger, if you would permit me.”  

“I would like that very much, Pat. My System tells me that my student 

has received a minor eye injury.”  

“She was cutting tree limbs and a piece of bark fell into her eye.” 

“She has suffered too many injuries. I do not intend for her to suffer any 

further in juries from any of my kind. On that I stand firm.”  

I knew h is decision could cost him dearly. “Do you understand that initial 

pain is sometimes required for subsequent growth?” 

“I understand it intellectually but that does not necessarily resolve my 

emotion.”  

“I have learned from my own life that when I have faced difficult ies that 

made me very uncomfortable, I later realized that they had been helpful 

because I grew stronger. I gained the confidence that I could overcome painfu l 

experiences.” 
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“Nevertheless, I intend to protect Marjorie from any further injuries from 

my kind, and I have the ability to do it.”  

“Why are you so angry that energy was taken without your consent? 

“I have come to think of Marjorie as mine.”  

“Do you understand that Marjie needed to experience the depression so 

that she could see that the consequences are different this time than  they were 

before? That only in this way can she know that she will not be abandoned?” 

“Is it not the purpose of growth to reach a state in which pain is no longer 

necessary, in which there is peace and calmness without the negative 

emotions?” 

“I have the impression that in your society you have learned to suppress 

emotion.”  

“This is necessary to protect oneself and for many other reasons.” 

“And yet your kind is very interested in our emotions.” 

“This is true.” 

“Isn‟t the interest based upon a desire to have those emotions yourself?” 

“We want only those emotions which are profitable. We do not want 

negative emotions.” 

“You have learned a great deal about yourself through experiencing  

negative emotions such as your anger. Your anger was based on love. The 

object of your love was threatened and you felt anger and a desire to protect.”  

He paused, as if taken aback. “Indeed I do love this one but we are not 

bonded.” 

“There is more than one kind of love. There is the love of mate for mate, 

but also love of parent for child, friend fo r friend.” 

“We do not make such fine d istinctions in this matter of love. Perhaps I 

need to learn more about this.” 

“In the love of mate for mate, there is a physical component, the desire to 

create a child. In  relationship to a child, the love is not so physical; likewise 

with a friend.” 

“But I am not bound by the physical.” 

“Do you mean that you are not confined to your physical form?”  

“Yes. I enter my physical form at will and I leave my physical form at  

will.”  

“In a sense you are bonded to Rapsar, aren't you?” 

“I am not bonded to Rapsar. I am simply very comfortable in his 

presence. But I have decided with whom I will bond.” 

“Whom, if I might ask?” 
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“My star pupil. In our society the only one about whom we can show 

anger is the one to whom we are bonded. No one is to ever interfere with such 

a bond. It is not unusual to achieve a bond such as this one but the method I 

am choosing for the bonding is unusual.” 

Alta Sha had told me that Nuke's love for his student was unusual. “How 

is it unusual?” 

“I will wait until she leaves her physical form.” To him, this was a 

foregone conclusion. He wanted it to be so and therefore it would be. 

I didn't challenge his belief. Instead I asked, “Why did you choose 

Marjie?” 

“Because her emotions are so intense. I wish to have these emotions 

directed to me.”  

“Do you wish to have such emotions? You could. You have learned how 

to feel deeply from your anger. You can cultivate other emotions. If 

nourished, they will grow.”  

“How do you feel about my decision? After you leave your physical 

form, would you be content to fly as a free spirit and continue to grow, 

thinking only of yourself?”  

“Marjie and I have been united by I AM. I know that there will always be 

a connection between us , but I do not pretend to know all that there is to know 

about the soul. I know that the soul assumes many different forms and 

identities. There are many lives contained in one soul and these lives relate to 

one another in many ways. The nature of the relat ionship between Marjie and 

me may change over time, but there will always be one. I don't feel that you 

and I need to compete with one another. There is room for more than one to 

love Marjie.”  

“I will also always have a connection. I have no desire at all to compete 

with you. I do not wish to take from you anything that is yours.” 

“Is it beyond the realm of imagination that you and I could each be an 

aspect of the same soul?” 

“We do have many things in common.”  

“Would you still be angry if you believed in your heart that it was the will 

of I AM that this incident occurred with Marjie?”  

“No. I cannot direct my anger at the Source. You have been speaking 

with Alta Sha?” 

“Yes, I have. Do you accept that he is exactly what he says he is, a 

messenger of I AM?” 

“Yes, I do. He is also a messenger of many messengers.” 
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“This incident occurred with the approval of Alta Sha and it was he who 

intervened to prevent any permanent harm to her.”  

“You have relieved me greatly, my friend. I suspected that Alta Sha was 

involved. I hoped that he was involved. Thank you for this information. 

Thank Alta Sha for me, and I AM.”  

I relaxed. “Have you learned any more about our similarit ies?” 

“When I was a very small ch ild, still dependent on my parents, I 

received an in ju ry to my eye. So il was cast into it . They took me to a river 

and washed it. They p laced a covering over it . From t ime to time, they  

would remove it  and  let me v iew the world th rough that  eye.”  

“I assume you know that I wore an eye patch as a child also.” 

“Yes. My System speaks of this.” 

“Then it seems we have many other things in common as well as our love 

for Marjie.”  

“So it does. My student is tiring, and  I have a gathering to go  to.”  

“I wish I could go with you. Enjoy yourself.”  

“And you enjoy yourself, my friend. Unt il we speak again.”  

Marjie and I reviewed the conversation. She was upset with Nuke's 

determination to bond with her. “I‟m already bonded to you. What makes him 

think he can bond with me too?” 

“He means at spiritual level, not physical. In a sense, he is already bonded 

to you. He loves you and wants to protect you. Why would you reject that?” 

“He had better ask me about it before he decides to bond with me.”  

“Perhaps at some higher level, Nucleus and I are aspects of the same 

Oversoul taking different forms in different dimensions. You may not have to 

choose between us.”  

Marjie and I walked in the evening, impressed by the beauty of the stars 

and planets. Venus and Mars were extremely bright. I was quite surprised 

when Marjie suddenly turned around and shouted, “Go Away!”  

“What's wrong?” 

“There‟s something back there fo llowing us. I don't know what it is, but it  

gave me a very bad feeling.” 

“Cover yourself with Light.” 

We continued up the driveway until Marjie arched her back and with a 

look of fear said, “Make them go away!”  

“You have Alta Sha and the Hosts to help you. You do not have to fear 

them. Fear will only draw them more strongly.” I projected Light around us 

and said, “I command you to go away!” 
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After a moment, Alta Sha appeared. “She is safe. I am protecting her. I 

have wrapped her Light in mine. They will not harm her; I will not allow it.”  

“What are these beings? Where did they come from?”  

“They are travelers on the wind who were attracted by her Light. These 

only take. They do not share. They wanted to take her Light, which is why 

they came up behind her. If they did this, it would harm her. She has no Light 

to share at this time.”  

“Wouldn't their motivation be transformed in some way if they took her 

Light?” 

“These do not use the Light to share. They take it only for themselves, 

and so that they can travel farther.”  

“The Light energizes them so that they can move?” 

“Yes.”  

His voice showed tension. “Your voice is different,” I said. 

“I still have work to do. They are still active. Hosts  are here to help. We 

will speak later.”  

I was confident that they could deal with these intruders without my help. 

Marjie then emerged spontaneously from the trance with a shudder, and I told 

her what Alta Sha had said. 

“I felt him hold me in h is arms. They were on my back!”  

“You are safe now. I want to know more about these dark beings. Where 

did they come from? Who created them? Where are they going? What are 

they doing here?” 

Perithnea answered, “They are like fragments of fears and personalities. 

Some of them represent the spirits of the dead.” 

“If they are so self-centered that they won't share, how do they come 

together as a group? Isn't that a kind of sharing?” 

“No. It's just that like attracts like.”  

“Like thieves who work together, but don't trust one another?” 

“Yes, and they are still out there. Alta Sha is fighting them off. Can I get 

in your pocket now?” 

“Yes, of course.” We entered the house. 

Marjie said, “I see Hosts standing outside the windows right now. Do you 

see Mother?”  

“I can feel her very strongly but I don't see anything. I'm going to help.” I 

closed my eyes, put my fingertips together, and imaged a shield of solid Light 

surrounding the house like a dome. From the dome huge bolts of lightning 

emerged that would destroy any darkness that touched it. I imaged the 
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darkness as forming a sphere in which all the negativity was contained. The 

bolts of lightning struck it again and again.  

Alta Sha emerged, h is voice serene again. 

“Your effo rt to help was very beneficial.”  

I was delighted. “Great!”  

“They no longer exist. It is as if they never were.”  

“Good. Was it Mother who did this?” 

“Yes. With her assistance all were destroyed. It was not I AM's will that 

they should continue to exist.”  

“Did she do it with her p itch?” 

“Yes. First it is like a lu llaby, like nectar which draws them close.” 

“When she destroyed them, were they transformed into something else? 

Was their energy changed?” 

“No.” 

“Our physicists teach that energy cannot be destroyed, only transformed. 

Is that incorrect?” 

“Yes. I AM did not wish for these to continue. It is as if they never 

existed at all.”  

“How does Mother know how to do this?” 

“It is a gift of I AM.”  

“Are there others who know how to do this?” 

“There are many.”  

“I‟m glad that there are others to call upon as well.”  

Alta Sha glanced aside as if listening. “Little One says that Mother is like 

heavy artillery. She says this was like a warm-up exercise, in order for me to  

keep my girlish figure. I do not agree with this.” 

“Oh. Like aerobics.” I laughed. 

“Very well, I accept that. It is wise to be prepared, to be on the alert for 

such ones as these.” I was reminded of an earlier experience in which I had 

helped Alta Sha to fend off a storm of negativity which was approaching 

Marjie. 

“What would have happened if Marjie had not been with me when this 

darkness approached? I did not feel anything.” 

“She is your siren.” 

“Nothing happens by chance, does it?” 

“Alleluia.”  

“It was the will of I AM for this to happen, to prepare us for what is to 

come?”  
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“Of course.” He looked at me with deep compassion. “You are tired, my 

friend.” He held my hand with both of his. I s miled. “She will accept rest 

readily. Will you?” 

“Yes, I will.” He continued his intense stare, as if sending me a telepathic 

communicat ion, then nodded goodbye.  

“I thank I AM for you and your help. Allelu ia.”  

“Alleluia.” He was gone. 

Marjie and I had a snack and discussed the experience before going to the 

bedroom to watch Star Trek . The episode was about being lost in a dimension 

where everything one dreamed of came true, and trying to find a way back to 

“normal” reality. Once again a Star Trek  episode was relevant to our 

interdimensional experiences. 
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Chapter Twenty One 

Man to Come 

After I arrived at home around nine o‟clock from teaching my ninety 

minute psychology class, Marjie and I relaxed in front of the fire and listened 

to Native A merican songs  on the stereo. I went to the kitchen for a few 

minutes and when I returned she was sitting on the floor, resting one elbow on  

the hearth of the fireplace . I sat beside her. Perithnea channeled, “This is a 

good fire. It is sharing its warmth, light, and scent. The wood doesn‟t have to 

burn. It shows its caring by allowing itself to be burned. The flames remind  

me of a woman's hair.” I added a stick of wood to it. As it caught she said,  

“It‟s giving birth. New light, new warmth. Count mother down.”  

At the end of the count, Tanner channeled. “It is a good fire. You honor 

me by sitting with me at my fire.”  

“I am also honored.” 

He looked around the room, bewildered by what he saw and heard and 

said, “This is so strange.” 

“Why does it seem strange?” 

“I see no men in this place, but I hear men making good sounds. How is 

this possible?” 

We have a machine that repeats the sounds people have made in the 

past.” 

“What is this word, machine?” 

“It‟s a device that can capture sounds on something which is like a 

ribbon. When you want to hear the sounds again, the machine lets them come 

back out.” He looked at a portrait of a noble warrior. “You have a spirit in  

your house. How did it come to be here?”  

“It was made with paint like the colors you have used to decorate your 

face and pottery. The paint was put on a piece of cloth and made to look like a 

warrior. It is a permanent reminder of those who love the Earth and their 

Maker.”  
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He noticed the Spanish Peaks embroidered on my shirt and the turquoise 

bracelet on my wrist. “This is so strange. You wear the water stones. These 

stones we know. But I do not know how they are fastened.” 

I said, “The metal which holds them in place is called silver.”  

He looked at the mandala/dream catcher and the painted leather shield  

hanging on the wall and the plants suspended from the ceiling beams. “You 

bring life into your lodge to decorate. This is good. When my spirit travels 

free, I can see very well.”  

“You are seeing far into your future.” 

“Indeed. I see very clearly.” Looking at my sweatshirt, he said, “The 

decoration on your clothing has meaning.” 

“Yes. They are the sacred peaks.” 

“I have seen these with my eyes. You are Man to Come! You are the one 

who will gather stones together and share your blood with the Earth which  

cradles them.”  

“How do you know that I am Man to Come?” 

“The Light, the warmth, the scent of the fire, the sounds in the air, and the 

stones that you will gather tell me this. The Great Spirit shows me it is so. We 

will meet again. You prepare to travel once more. You are Man to Come.” 

The great love I felt for this pure man filled my eyes with tears. Marjie‟s 

eyes closed and he withdrew. “I‟m getting stiff,” she said. 

I counted her up. She remembered most of what had happened and was 

also deeply touched. “Thank you for making experiences like that possible for 

me,” she said. “I never dreamed of having a life like this. Did you think it  

would turn out like this when we got together?” 

“I never imagined it would be anything like this.”  

“You are the best.” 

“So are you.”  

“I saw the room through his eyes,” Marjie said. “It  seemed very strange 

to him to be able to see through physical eyes. He's been blind so long he is 

only used to seeing things with his mind's eye. He was freaked out because he 

didn't know what it was that he was seeing and hearing. Everything was 

strange to him.”  

 “So much of what he saw was incomprehensible. Perhaps he doesn‟t 

realize that he died. He lived in h is spirit so much of the time in life that he 

may have made a transition without knowing it. I‟m under the impression that 

he passed away during worship at the altar of the sun temple at Mesa Verde ‟. I 

need to discuss this with him the next time we speak.” 
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“Why do you think it is important for him to know that?” Marjie asked. 

“What's wrong with h is existence being one vision after another?” 

“There's nothing wrong with it. But he may be able to comprehend what 

is happening now if he knows he isn‟t going to return to his physical body.” 

“Hasn't it been a wonderful day?” Perithnea unexpectedly said. 

“Yes it has.” 

“The fire shared itself with you. It gives so much. You should try to help 

Tanner understand about the music. He doesn't know the word machine. You  

need to keep the explanation very simple.”  

“I could use the example of a bow. It is a kind of machine that converts 

the strength of the arm into the flight of an arrow.”  

“Yes. He could relate to that. Can anyone put their hand in the fire and 

not be burned?” 

“I know that some people can, like firewalkers.” 

“That's what I meant by saying that the wood doesn't have to burn unless 

it wants to.” 

“Maybe that‟s what happens with firewalkers. They don't want to burn 

and the fire cooperates.”  

At bedtime I said to Marjie, “I don't understand what I‟m supposed to do 

after I have gathered the stones and have shed my blood on the mountain. I 

feel like I was given a great responsibility for many people and I don't even 

know what the responsibility is.” 

We celebrated Adam's first birthday on February 14 with a group hug in 

the morning. Marjie made a cheesecake and we put a candle on it and sang 

Happy Birthday at suppertime. Adam said, “Thank you for singing to me, 

Father.” 

“Now you have to blow out the candle.” He did, and we had another 

group hug. 

“Now I am going out to chase rabbits,” he said. 

“That sounds like fun. Enjoy yourself. We love you.” 

“I love you too, Father.” 

Faerie Lights proliferated. I saw one on Marjie‟s pillow and at other 

places in the house. We heard clicking noises by the terrarium holding  

Marjie‟s pet crab, which never made any sort of noise. Perithnea informed us 

that Mi had made the clicks. I woke up at 4:00 a.m. to the sound of an 

electronic hum which went away after a minute or so, and wondered if the 
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ETs were causing it. I dozed until about 6:30, when I received strong mental 

images of changing forms with viv id, blending colors. The images then 

assumed definite forms of objects which were not of this Earth. I did not 

know their purpose or context, but was impressed by them, whatever their 

source. Many were quite beautiful. I felt that my prayer to contact my Higher 

Self was again being answered.  

Marjie and I spent the following evening by the fire. “There were Indian  

spirits here today. I heard the same kind of singing the Old One used to do 

when I made things for him,” she said. 

“I guess the Tarahumaras who left Doug are getting restless. They must 

know that we‟re planning to go back to the mountains.” 

“Alta Sha said that they have been purified of the negative energies that 

they absorbed from Doug and are ready to move on,” she replied. “I still miss 

the Old One. I miss Terresa, too. I felt like she was my friend. I don‟t know 

why she went away.” There were tears in her eyes.  

“You got closer to Terresa than most people could. She usually tried to 

hide her inner feelings and thoughts. It won‟t be long before her ashes will be 

ready for me to pick up at Meharry Medical College. It‟s been two years since 

they received her body.” 

“What will you do with her ashes?” 

“She told me that I should leave them in a special p lace. I th ink I‟ll take 

them to the Spanish Peaks and scatter them there. She loved them as much as 

I do.” 

It was around 2:30 a.m. when I heard Perithnea say, “Indians 

downstairs.” 

“Tarahumaras?” 

“They‟re bumping into each other and making a lot of noise.” 

“Should I go and build a fire fo r them?” 

“No, don't encourage them. They're already noisy enough!” 

I heard a few bumps and thumps. Marjie asked, “Who's making all that 

noise?” 

“Just the Tarahumaras. I wonder what they‟re thinking. I wonder if they 

will go back to the mountains with us.” 

In the morn ing Marjie asked, “Who was doing all the talking downstairs 

last night?” 

“I don‟t know. What were they saying?” 

She sang some words like those of Indian songs and said, “I wish they 

would cut it out. They're driving me batty with all this singing.” 
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“You should be glad to hear them. Who else can hear the Tarahumaras 

sing the way they used to?” 

“You wouldn't like it if you had to hear it all the time.”  

“I guess we‟re going to have some company around here again.” 

The Tarahumaras‟ singing continued into the following day. We built a 

fire in the evening and Alta Sha said, “It is important that you continue 

communicat ion with Nucleus 8.”  

“I will certain ly do that. I have wanted to talk to him, but Perithnea said 

that Marjie is so full of spirits it‟s hard for her to let anyone else through.” 

He grasped my hand with both of his and put it on Marjie's knee. We sat 

side by side, looking at the fire together. He said, “A lta Sha is blessed that I 

AM has chosen you for me to work with.”  

“That is a wonderful thing for you to say,” I replied. 

“It is the truth.” 

 “Alleluia. She tires. I will speak to you later.” Marjie had no memory of 

the conversation, so I repeated it.  

On my next drive to work I was treated to the sight of a mature coyote 

standing beside the road, apparently trying to decide if he could safely cross. 

Instead of running away, he stood still and stared at me when I slowed for a 

good look. Curiously, the clasp on my bolo tie was in the shape of a coyote 

howling at the moon. 

I was back at home when Perithnea emerged. “Hello, Father Bright.” 

“Why hello, Daughter Bright. Where have you been today?”  

“At the faery village.”  

“How are they doing?” 

“They‟re all doing creative things. They don‟t limit themselves with their 

thoughts like humans do. Humans should try to be more creative, too. I think 

they stifle their creativ ity. They want everyone to be the same and look down  

their noses at anyone who chooses a different path. This is wrong!  

“Mr. Read Me says hello. He ordered some more books about humans. 

He had run out of them. Since your visit, there are a lot of new books by 

faeries being written about humans all the time. 

“Are you going to tell your class about me? Will you tell them that you 

are communicating with a faery?” 

“I don't think that would be very wise right now. I‟m thinking about 

applying for fu ll time job. If word got out, they might think I‟m nuts.” 

“There are many places around the world where people believe in faeries , 

like certain parts of Europe, in Asia, and in Africa. No one calls you crazy in  
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Ireland if you say you speak to the little people. Most of them think it‟s a 

positive thing.” 

“I might find a way to weave it into one of the lectures before the end of 

the semester.” 

 

I woke up early in the morning to unusually vivid visual images. A 

pentagon of shifting, vibrant shades of orange appeared with  other, rap idly  

changing images inside of it that appeared to be unearthly equipment. Then 

the pentagon gradually transformed into pottery containers of various designs 

and shapes like those made by Indians in the pueblos of the southwest. I 

thought our connection with the Tarahumaras and Ute‟s was somehow 

responsible for them. 

I looked out of the upstairs window as I was getting dressed and again 

saw the hawk that had been flying over our fields day after day. Another one 

flew across my path as I drove to work as well, and I thanked I AM again for 

their beauty. 

In the evening I called Donna, who announced that due to a lot o f 

internal d issention with in the technology transfer group, she had decided to  

withdraw. We were again invited to attend a meeting o f the more 

scientifically minded members of the group which was being organized by 

Rod, who was go ing to demonstrate h is energy machine. I was eager to see a 

working model and we therefore agreed to  attend. I noted that Donna d id not  

mention Rapsar, Perithnea or Ivy.  

After the call, Perithnea was upset. “Donna isn‟t interested in me 

anymore. She‟s not showing any of the love she said she had for me. If Donna 

really meant it, she would have called me, written me, o r done something to 

keep in touch. Alta Sha warned me that this could happen if I started talkin g  

to her over the telephone. I have learned that I have to be very careful which  

humans I can give my love to. I‟m glad that I chose parents who can love me 

back.” 

“How do you feel about Ivy still being with Donna?” 

“Ivy is my very good friend. We talk a lot. She is staying there because 

she enjoys the cats. Donna thinks that I am precious and that the things I say 

are cute, but she doesn't really love me like she said she did.” 

The early sound of a cupboard door being closed in the kitchen woke me. 

Marjie was asleep beside me. I had trouble going back to sleep. 
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On our evening walk, I asked Perithnea, “Did the Indian spirits  make all 

that noise in the kitchen last night?‟ 

“No. It  was caused by the overflow of spiritual energy that you and 

mother are generating.” 

“Why does it take the form of a sound? Why is it downstairs in the 

middle of the night? I don't need to be awakened by the sound of my own 

energy.” 

“I can't exp lain it. If it bothers you so much, maybe you had better stop 

doing it.” 

We were on top of a h ill about a quarter of a mile from our property when  

we saw what appeared to be the lights of a pickup truck enter the driveway to 

our house. We wondered who would be coming to see us and watched the 

driveway closely as we walked back, expecting to see whoever it was to come 

out, but they didn‟t. We were almost at the driveway when I said, “Maybe 

they went in the neighbor‟s driveway instead of ours.” 

“No, I‟m sure they went into our driveway,” Perithnea answered. “Do 

you want to run up there to see what they‟re doing?” 

“Maybe I should. I don‟t know why they‟re still up there when they can 

see that we‟re not at home.” I jogged on ahead but whatever the lights had 

been attached to had disappeared! Even Perithnea didn‟t know what had 

caused them. 

On the 24th of February we went to Meharry College School of Medicine 

in Nashville to receive Terresa's ashes. It was as if a path had been made for 

us through the heavy traffic on the interstate. On the way there Alta Sha sat 

quietly beside me for a time until I asked, “Will Donna allow Rapsar to speak 

through her when we go to see them next month?”  

“She will find reasons to avoid exploring.”  

He was not very talkative, nor was I. It was a solemn occasion. I found a 

convenient parking place right in front of the entrance. Marjie went in with  

me and it took only a few minutes to receive the cardboard box which  

contained Terresa‟s ashes enclosed in a plastic bag. 

Perithnea said, “You should make some sacred smoke of sweet grass, 

sage, and cedar chips when we get home to purify Terresa's remains.” 

As soon as we arrived at home, Marie asked me to proof read a document 

she had typed for me so that it could be mailed. “I‟m t ired and not in the 

mood. I‟ll read it later,”  I said. She burst into tears as if something terrible had  
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occurred. “Why are you so upset? It‟s just a report. This is my day off, and I 

don‟t want to work on anything. Why is it so important to you?”  

“I don‟t understand what‟s happening to me either. I don‟t know why I‟m 

so upset. I'm afra id I might have picked something up at that medical 

building.”  

“Considering how close we were to a bunch of cadavers, it‟s a definite 

possibility. Want to have a session about this?” 

“Yes.” 

Entranced, she said, “I‟m seeing a lot of images that don‟t seem to be 

connected with me in any way.”  

“Maybe they‟re memories of the spirit who joined you. Will you allow 

the spirit to come forward?” 

“No, there is too much pain, too much sadness.”  

“Allow yourself to witness some of these images in more detail. See what  

they lead you to.” 

The voice of a young woman said, “It's so sad! So sad!”  

“Have you found the Light? Have you looked into the Light for a loved 

one?” 

“I thought I had found my loved one. I saw the Light, and I came to her.”  

“What is your name?”  

“Terry. It's so sad, so awful!”  

“What is so sad, Terry?” 

“There are so many dead ones. They are doing awful things to them. It 's 

so sad.”  

“If you look, you will see an even brighter Light than the one you 

joined.”  

“I have already found the Light. I am in it already.”  

“She is not your final destination. The one you are with has a Light, you 

have a Light, and I also have one. All of these Lights come from the Creator. 

If you ask Him to provide you with a Light that will guide you to Him, He 

will do it , but you have to ask. You have to look for it.”  

Her tears slowly subsided. She said, “I see another Light.” 

“Look toward that Light. In it you will see someone who has come to 

greet you with outstretched hands. Take hold of them.”  Marjie was suddenly 

very calm. “Has she gone home, Marjie?”  

“She‟s gone,” Marjie said, spontaneously emerg ing from the trance. 

“That was so awful. It was a terrible feeling. Terry attached herself to the box 

of ashes. It was the only way she could think of to get out of that place. A 



Man to Come 

224 

while ago I walked by the box in the living room and I immediately had a gut -

wrenching feeling as if something was tearing my heart out. I‟m exhausted.” 

“Why don‟t you rest for a while? Perithnea wants me to purify Terresa‟s 

ashes. I‟m going downstairs to get  everything ready.” A few minutes later, 

Marjie came down. I was lighting the sage, cedar and sweetgrass when Alta 

Sha joined me. I purified the box of ashes, myself, and Marjie's body  with the 

smoke. He said, “You have done well, my friend.”  

“I enjoyed helping that lost spirit find its way home.”  

“Somet imes these spirits become confused when they stay near their 

bodies, but all that has passed, now.” 

“It is a blessing to do the work of I AM.”  

“Alta Sha is blessed to do I AM's work also. Alleluia.”  

“I‟m planning to make a small fire.”  

“Good.” 

“I want to take Terresa's ashes outside first.” Alta Sha followed, carrying  

the Tarahumara drum which he beat in a slow rhythm. We strolled around the 

yard in the way Terresa and I were used to doing before her death. To her 

spirit I said, “Do you see how much the trees and flowers we planted have 

grown? I hope you are completely happy and at peace in your new home. I 

will always love you. Someday we will meet again in the spirit world.”   

We were back inside and enjoying the cheerfully crackling fire when I 

remarked to Alta Sha, “It‟s a noisy fire.”  

“Yes. Now you have work to do.”  

“What work is that?” 

“You need to expose the remains, in order to set free those things that 

were hidden.” I was reminded of the times I had been deeply hurt to discover 

that Terresa had kept secrets from me. Surprising tears of grief about that 

sprung forth. “There is room in the river for more,” Alta Sha said. 

I took the plastic bag which held the white, grainy ashes out of the box 

and set them beside the hearth. I was about to open the bag when Alta Sha 

said, “If you wish to expose the ashes and touch them, that is well, but it 

should not be done inside the house.” 

“Why not?” 

“Because Marjie is vulnerable.”  

“These ashes have power, then?” 

“Yes.” 

“What kind of power?”  

“All that Terresa was is contained in those ashes. They are her remains.” 
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“Traces of her.”  

“Yes. Traces of all that was good as well as all that was bad.” 

“Why is it safe for me to touch them? Why don‟t they have power over 

me?”  

“Because you have suffered enough. You have learned how to protect 

yourself from this influence but she has not. You should take them outside.” 

I took them outside, set them on the lawn, opened the sack and said a 

prayer: “As I open these ashes, Father, I ask that all secrets, all that was 

hidden, be set free.” 

“Put your hand into the ashes,” Alta Sha said. I took a small handful of 

ashes and held them up to I AM, and threw them into the night sky, freeing 

the secrets. “Smell your hands.” The residue had a pleasantly sweet, slightly 

chemical odor. I resealed the package and carried it into the house. “You have 

done well; there are no more secrets.” 

I put the bag of ashes back into the box and washed my hands, which 

were pulsing with energy. “I feel energy.” 

“Yes. Your pitch is very high now,” Alta Sha said.  

“I feel free. I feel lighter.”  

“You have set yourself free. Enjoy this peace, which comes to you from I 

AM.” 

“I will.”  

“Marjorie will return now.” 

Marjie was pleased by what I had done and with the results. We enjoyed 

the fire for a while before ret iring.  

I was working on the tractor carburetor the next morning when I saw 

three red tailed hawks circling above our property. I thanked them for their 

presence, and they flew away. At lunchtime, we heard popping noises in the 

woodwork of the house. Adam thunked the plastic milk jug and made its lid  

rise up and fall down ten or twelve times. I praised him for his growing  

ability.  
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Chapter Twenty Two 

Flying Into Mother 

We were driving through town when Marjie said she would like to have 

some doughnuts. I pulled into the parking lot of a grocery store that sold them. 

Someone was sitting still in the parking lane blocking traffic, and I got 

irritated and complained aloud about it. “Forget the doughnuts,” she said. “I 

don‟t want them now.”  

“Why not? That‟s what we came in here for.”  

“I just don‟t want them. If you buy them I won‟t eat them,” she angrily  

said. I knew better than to press her on this, so I drove on. She remained  

withdrawn and angry all the way home.  

When we got there, I asked, “Why did you get so angry when I 

complained about the traffic?”  

“I felt panicky for a few moments, like I had to get away from you, no 

matter what. It felt like I was reliving a scene with Chuck. He would rid icule 

or curse me under his breath and then deny that he said anything, as if he was 

trying to make me feel like I was crazy.”  

“I wasn‟t mad at you for wanting doughnuts. I was frustrated by the 

driver who just sat there blocking traffic so I couldn‟t park.”  

Although she accepted that she had misinterpreted my anger, she still felt  

bad and wanted to have a session to understand why her feelings were so 

strong. Upon entering the trance she said, “Mother is here.” I also felt  

Mother‟s touch. She asked Mother, “Can you heal my wounds? Mother says 

she will show me how I have been helped in the past. She‟s taking me through 

the corridor at the Station. She‟s leading me into a room beside my bedroom.  

“There are a lot of pictures here of me at different ages. Every one of 

them shows me crying. I see one about a time when I was married to my first 

husband. We were with his cousin and his wife and had parked out in the 

country and were standing in a field looking up at the sky. We saw a very 

bright, bluish-white light above some trees about a tenth of a mile away. It  



Faeries, Angels, Indians and Aliens  

227 

moved up and down and from side to side. Somet imes it was above the trees, 

and sometimes it went between them. My friends thought it could be an 

experimental aircraft from the army base, but I knew it wasn't any airplane.  

“I started walking toward it . I looked back at the others to  see if they  

were coming with me, but they were frozen , like they  were paralyzed . I 

looked at the light and saw some grays walking toward me. They walked  

funny, like they were tottering, and kept bumping into each other. It was  

as if they wanted to maintain contact by bunching up together. Suddenly , 

with just one step, I was ins ide the sh ip. I thought just before I stepped  

into the sh ip that the others weren't allowed to go inside because they  

didn't  deserve to  be there.”   

“Why not?”  

“Because they were not nice and would do things to hurt each other. I met  

Nucleus 8 and Mother. They told me I was pregnant. Grayson had died just 

after being born not long before that. Suddenly I knew that this baby wasn‟t 

well, either. I asked them why they couldn't make it right. I was heartbroken. I 

pleaded with them to make it healthy so it wouldn't die. They told me that all 

was as it should be and that they couldn't alter the course of events.”  

Marjie, d istraught and tearful, relived the scene. “I feel awful. Mother, 

can I go to the crying room? She‟s taking me there. I‟m lying down in a 

lighted box about the size of a twin bed. I hear a gentle, soothing sound that 

gets louder and then softer, like waves. It‟s a mixture of different tones that 

make me feel like I‟m being rocked in Mother's arms. I feel very peaceful 

now.” She stopped crying. “Mother wants me to touch a little box before I 

leave the room. It‟s rectangular and looks like it‟s made out of metal. It has a 

black top, but I can‟t see any seams on it. I‟m touching the black part, which  

makes me feel even more peaceful.  

“All of a sudden I‟m standing beside the others in the field. We see the 

light shooting off at a tremendous speed. It vanished over the horizon in less 

than two seconds.”  

“Do you need to speak to William and Grayson again about their reasons 

for being born and dying so quickly?” 

Smiling broadly, she said, “No, I don't have to worry about that. They are 

magnificent.”  

“Is there any other work that you need to do?” 

“I feel like I‟m rising up out of my body. It's as if the only thing holding 

me to it is my breath. Each time I inhale, I‟m drawn back down into it. When I 

exhale, I lift up again.”  
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“Where do you want to fly?” 

“Into Mother.” 

“Why don't you fly, then?” 

“Why don't you come with me?” 

“Very well, we will fly together.” She smiled and I envisioned flying with  

her into Mother. An unfamiliar, whispery voice issued from Marjie 's mouth. 

“Rex, Rex, Rex,” the soft voice repeated. 

Marjie asked, “Did you hear Mother? She called your name.”  

“Yes, I thought it was her.” I was humbled. 

“I‟m uncomfortable. I keep feeling like I'm half in my body and half out 

of it. I'd rather be one or the other,” Marjie said. 

“I‟ll touch your arm in order to draw you back into your body.” 

“That pulled me back completely.”  

I counted her up. Just as I did so, I caught a brief glimpse of an energy 

field to our side, similar to one I had seen outside the house shortly before our 

session. I wasn't sure if it was a gray or Mother. Marjie said, “Mother called  

your name at least three times. She has a real crush on you. She told me that 

the next time you feel her touch you can reach out with your mind if you like 

and touch her face. She will be aware of it. Her face literally glowed when she 

told me this.” 

“I„m human. How can she have a crush on me? Do you mean she has a 

romantic interest in me?”  

“It's not romantic; she just likes you very much.” 

“I love her, too. I‟ll touch her the next time I feel her.” I mentally did so 

then and there to show Mother I meant it.  

Mi tickled my hair at breakfast the following morning. I thanked her and 

all my other spiritual companions for being with me. I was walking through 

the house when I felt the unmistakable touch of a spider web on the side of 

my face, but there was no web. In the evening I saw little flashes of Light 

around Marjie and slight shadows in the periphery of my vision. When 

Perithnea channeled I asked, “What are all the flashes and shadows I‟ve been 

seeing?” 

“I have friends visiting. We‟ve been dancing and singing.” 

“They‟re welcome! I‟m pleased that they let me see their Lights.” 

“I have a sign over the entrance which says Turn on Your Light.” 
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“Why did I feel like I ran into a spider web this morning when nothing 

was there?” 

“It was Mi. She d id the same thing to mother twice today. You‟re the 

best!” 

“I think you‟re the best, too!” 

“Good night.” 

Adam also said, “Good night, Father.” I continued the hug I was sharing 

with Marjie and said, “Good night, Adam. I love you.” 

Adam greeted me again in the morn ing as I was about to leave for work. 

“What have you been doing, Adam?” 

“I have been watching, and building questions.” 

“When will you be ready to ask your questions?” 

“Perhaps this evening if there is time.”  

“Good. One can learn much from the questions that others ask.” 

“I agree. Have an interesting day, Father.” As if imitating Alta Sha, his 

speech was becoming more succinct. 

“I think it will be. All my spirit friends keep it interesting.” 

I had noticed that the more I used my mind‟s eye to image these normally  

invisible beings, the more glimpses I caught of them with my physical eyes. 

In the past I would have dismissed the fleeting sights as illusions but I had 

learned that they were real. I was aware of many sparks of Light and 

peripheral shadows at work in my office that day. The touches of Mother and 

Mi were very strong on the way home, and I reached out to both of them with  

my mind.  

Adam announced his presence again at dinner by making the cap on the 

milk jug rise and fall several times. After supper Marjie said, “Adam wants 

to talk to you before you get started on  your reports.”  

“Good. I was looking forward to talking to him tonight.” 

Adam said, “Good evening, Father.”  

“Good evening, son. Are you ready to ask your questions?” 

“Yes. I have a question about windows. I have noticed that many people 

have windows. Some can be opened and some cannot. Some you can pass 

through and some will not shatter. I wonder why people want to have a 

window that they can see through but which does not allow them to touch 

what is on the outside? It seems almost like an illusion to me, as if what they 

are seeing is not quite real. Like the image I see on your shirt.”  

“What image?”  
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“I see the face of a Tarahumara. I see the straight mouth, the oval face 

and the headband. The face I see is not an illusion. It is real.” From my 

viewpoint, there was no image on my shirt.  

“It must be one of those who returned.” 

“It is.” I had not expressed aloud the feeling that one of the three returned 

Tarahumaras was going to enter my body, but it had been unexpectedly 

confirmed. 

 “I‟m honored that he has joined me. To get back to the window question, 

windows allow humans to see what is outside, which g ives us a feeling of 

freedom that we don‟t have without them. They protect us from the weather, 

and yet we can still see what is around us.” 

“Protection from the weather does not require windows.” 

“What would be better? Would it be better for people to live in caves with  

no way of seeing the outside except through the entrance? People like to be 

reminded that they can go through a doorway or a window and touch the 

outside if they want to. It reminds them that it‟s still there.”  

“But some of your windows can be opened, while others have windows 

that can never be opened.”  

“Suppose humans wanted to live under water, where they cannot survive 

without protection. Don't you think they would want to see what is under the 

water with them, even if they couldn't touch it?” 

He s miled. “Yes. Then they could see the life around them and the beauty 

of that life. To me, it is like a rose.” 

“How is it like a rose?” 

“You can't touch it for fear that you might bruise it and you can't cut it 

because it might die, but you can look and enjoy its beauty, and if you are 

lucky you can smell it and appreciate its life.”  

“Yes, and if you can't physically survive with creatures you encounter in 

other environments without a barrier, if you can see them, then perhaps you 

can make mental and spiritual contact with them.”  

“Yes. Then you know that it is only a physical barrier.”  

“Once you learn how to make contact with your mind and your spirit, 

then the barrier isn't so important after all. You can experience what it is like 

to be that other being from the inside out. I‟m still working on that. I don't 

remember being completely able to do it. I‟m still looking fo r that window 

inside myself that Perithnea told me about.” 

“Perhaps you will find it within. I understand about windows, now. I am 

very proud to be your son.” 
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“And I am honored to be your chosen father. I am blessed.” 

“I will go now.”  

“Very well.”  

When I went outside I was surprised to find a medium sized, mature dog 

sitting near our doorway. She looked like a mixture of beagle, shepherd, and 

coon hound, with a black back and reddish brown face and legs and a splash 

of white on her chest. She was obviously used to being around people and it 

was likely that she had been abandoned. Although very friendly, she had been 

seriously injured and walked with a marked limp in her hindquarters.  

We fed and petted her, thinking that she might try to find her way  back 

home if she were someone‟s  hunting dog that strayed too far from home. 

Marjie wanted to keep her if no one claimed her and I reluctantly agreed, 

although I didn't think we had need of another dog. We had just sold several 

puppies that would have made good pets. However, the dog was so well 

behaved that I thought it would be okay to keep her as a pet if that ‟s what 

Marjie wanted, which turned out to be a very good decision. 

As I went to sleep that night in our very dark bedroom, I noticed an oval 

of white light out of the corner of my eye which remained visible even when 

they were closed! I wondered if it might be a glimpse of Mother's face, 

although I could not make out any features. I became aware of other pinpoints 

of Light making rap id movements while the large Light remained still.  

When Perithnea greeted me in the morning I asked, “Did you find some 

good dreams to feast on during the night?” 

 “Yes, carnival dreams. There were people of all ages there. Don't forget 

your keys and your billfo ld. Do you have your tie and your briefcase?”  

“Yes. Do you think we should take that dog to the vet? She's acting as if 

she has an internal injury.”  

“He will probably tell you to leave the dog alone.” 

“Maybe she has a dislocated hip. The vet could fix that.” 

“It won't hurt to take her to the vet and see what he has to say.”  

I gave her a hug and said goodbye. Marjie agreed to take the dog for a 

diagnosis. We didn't want her to suffer.  

At supper, thunks came from the milk jug again. Marjie said, “The vet 

said the dog has a broken pelvis, but that it will heal on its own. He gave me 

some pain pills for her and they helped a great deal.”  

“I see that she‟s moving around much better. Let‟s give her some healing  

Light.” While we did, the dog sat very still while I felt warm energy flowing  

from my hands into her hindquarters.  
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“The people who work at the vet‟s fell in love with her. She was so gentle 

and didn't protest, even when they positioned her for x-rays. The vet thought 

someone had deliberately kicked or hit her.”  

“She is such a good old dog, that‟s what we ought to name her, Old Dog.”  

“I like it,” Marjie said. “Old Dog she is.” 

We were driv ing to the university to play racquet ball and listening to an 

operatic aria on the stereo when Perithnea blurted out, “That lady really has a 

set of pipes on her!” 

I laughed. “She sings like an angel.”  

“Yep. I‟m going to go play ball with you.” 

“Is Adam going with us, or is he still afraid?” 

“He‟s staying at home. He wants to study Old Dog. She was led to you by 

I AM.”  

“I‟m glad she was brought to a good home.”  

“It‟s about time to speak to Nucleus again. He‟s still struggling with h is 

emotions,” she said. 

“We‟ll do that after we fin ish playing.” 

I was impressed with the improvemen t in Marjie‟s game. She was 

outplaying me by the end of our allotted time. However, it was rather late 

when we got home and she was too tired to channel Nucleus 8.  

We felt Mother's presence with us before going to sleep. Marjie said, 

“She‟s filling up the room.” I closed my eyes and imaged stroking both of 

Mother‟s faces with my outstretched hands.  

Before the night was over, Marjie developed a headache and had 

diarrhea. We thought she might have picked up a virus at the recreation 

building and prayed for a healing, but she still had an upset stomach in the 

morn ing. I sent healing Light to her and to Old Dog, who was quickly  

recovering.  
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Chapter Twenty Three 

Crying Time 

Marjie was feeling much better by evening and said, “Nucleus is calling  

me,” right after we finished supper. We skipped dishwashing and prepared for 

a session. Nucleus immediately started channeling. 

“We heard your call,” I said. 

“I have installed an amplifier in my System. I am pleased to hear that it is 

working.”  

“It‟s working a little too well. Marjie felt that it was rather insistent.” 

“That won't do. I will make an adjustment. I apologize.”  

“How has your work been going?” 

“It has been steady, nothing out of the ordinary.” 

“My work has been like that too. I feel as if I am wait ing for something to 

happen.” 

“It is like that for me, also.” 

“I intended to contact you sooner, but there have been delays. Marjie had 

to work on her own distress and she was too tired after we exercised last 

night. Then she had a headache and diarrhea. We called on Mother to help us 

deal with that.” 

“Good. I was going to suggest that you call on her. What was the cause of 

Marjorie‟s distress?” I explained how she had misinterpreted my frustration at 

the grocery store parking lot and the subsequent soothing session with 

Mother. “The device Mother told her to place her hand on was not only for 

relaxing her, but a means of departure. That is why she was suddenly 

transported back to her friends.” 

“I don't think they could properly be considered her friends.” 

“There have been many humans who have not realized what they have 

lost by betraying her. It is difficult  to say that there has ever been anyone in 

her life who was a true friend.” 

“At least not among humans.” I added. 
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“Yes. Indeed, I know of only one.” 

“Are you talking about the old lady who lived down the street from her 

when she was a child?” 

“No. I am thinking of a deeper relationship, the one she has with you.” 

“I intend to always be her friend. Speaking of relationships, how are 

things going between you and your superiors?” 

“They are steadily improving. I was pleased to learn that my feelings 

were considered by them. They assured me that no further experimentation 

would be done with my prize student. In fact, I was given a promotion, better 

liv ing quarters, more time off, and complete access to the Board of Twelve 

except for 10, 11, and 12.  

“As you know, I have a position of importance. My work has a high level 

of sensitivity, and all must function smoothly, without error. I have dealt with 

my anger.”  

“That‟s good. Marjie also doesn‟t have any resentment about what 

happened to her.” 

“I suppose some might perceive me as a spoiled child. Apparently my 

discomfort caused my superiors some discomfort, also. I think that they 

wanted to appease me with a bribe.”  

“Perhaps it wasn‟t a bribe, just recognition for faithful service.”  

“To me it seems more like an attempt to placate.” 

“Perhaps I AM wanted you to receive these blessings.” 

“Perhaps I should love everyone if these are the consequences!” He 

smiled at his joke. “But, I do not think I could handle the vastness of 

attempting to love everyone and do my work as well.”  

“Isn't it amazing that I AM can?” 

“There is one thing that I wanted that I was not granted.” 

“What is that?” 

“I was not granted a direct link to Alta Sha. I would like to have access to 

his System.” 

“If you desire access to Alta Sha, I am sure that he will allow it. He is 

very receptive to all who seek contact out of a desire to grow spiritually.”  

“I would like to have the same kind of link he has with my student.” 

“If that is what you desire, then I suppose Alta Sha might allow it. 

Perhaps he can be a guard to more than one person.” 

“I would not like to have all of my desires granted.” 

“Why not?” 

“There would be nothing else for me to desire.” 
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“We always need something to strive for, don't we? However, it seems 

that each time I receive blessings from I AM such as those you have received, 

I find that I have more time to do the things that lead to even more blessings.” 

“That is a point of view worth considering. Just a moment.” A look of 

intense concentration passed over Marjie's face. “Excuse the interruption. It 

was a message from Alta Sha.”  

“He hears everything that we are saying and he knows what is in your 

heart.”  

“Would you care for me to repeat it?”  

“Certainly.”  

“He said, Desires never end. Desires are purest. Link with Alta Sha 

denied. Link with personal Alta Sha approved. Stand by . It seems to be some 

kind of code. Do you understand it?” 

“It‟s simple. Alta Sha is Marjie's guardian angel. As her protector, he 

must devote his primary attention to her. He is telling you that you can make 

contact with your personal guardian angel. Each of us has at least one. If you 

seek yours, you will find him or her. He wants you to stand by.” The 

thoughtfulness of Alta Sha's rapid response brought tears to my eyes. 

Nucleus asked, “Is this mentioned in your instruction book?” 

“I'm not sure.” 

“I believe it is contained in some of the rev ised editions.” 

“If you say so, but even if not, every one of us has a guardian angel. I 

have three.” 

“I intend to explore th is with my System.”  

“You can‟t make contact with your angel through your System.”  

“But I have technology which allows me to remove layers of myself to 

look within.”  

“That would be good.” 

“I am going to travel soon.” 

“For business or pleasure?” 

“It will be part of my work, but I hope to gain some pleasure from it. I 

will be in your vicinity.”  

“What is the purpose of the trip?” 

“To observe an ancient ritual.”  

“Will this be done by humans?” 

“There will be some humans there.” 

“Will it be done on Earth?” 

“Yes. And I believe you are the guest of honor.” 
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I laughed. “How soon is soon? What do you mean by that?” 

“In approximately a quarter of your year.”  

“Oh, yes. You mean when we return to the peaks.” 

“Yes. I understand that there will be a bloodletting. It seems rather 

unnecessary to me, but what is my op inion?” 

“It is necessary to the one who asked it of me.”  

“Indeed.” 

“I want to do it. It feels right to me.”  

“Feelings are very important.” Marjie moved as if uncomfortable. “I 

sense a lowering of energy. You will be visit ing me soon,” Nucleus said.  

“I‟m looking forward to it.”  

“I am also. This has been a very good communication.”  

“Yes it has, my friend.” I was greatly moved to know that Nucleus had 

been rewarded for expressing his deepest emotions and had received guidance 

to help him find his guardian angel. I AM had abundantly answered my 

prayers for him. 

We picked up Marjie's sons the following day for an overnight visit. At 

suppertime, Adam raised and dropped the tea jug top several times. The boys 

watched this intently but when I told them it  was being done by a faery named 

Adam, Tony shook his head in disbelief. Perithnea said a blessing for the 

meal, and Tony looked irritated by it. She withdrew as soon as she finished 

saying grace. 

After supper we gathered to watch a video about the Roswell UFO crash 

and when it was over, we all went to the kitchen for a snack. The tea jug lid  

again popped up and down several times. Tony talked about once seeing a 

UFO. That came as no surprise, but I was glad that he acknowledged it. 

Marjie said, “The other day I was standing here and I watched a cardboard 

box slide across the floor all by itself until it bumped into the wall. I think it  

was Mi, our sprite, who did that.”  

Early the next day, Perithnea said, “Good morn ing father.”  

“Good morn ing, daughter.” 

“Bart was sick during the night.” 

“Yes, his sinuses were bothering him, but he's better now. Did you have 

good dreams to eat last night?” 

“No dreams, only memories. But I can't eat them.”  

“Whose memories? Mother's?” 
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“Mother's and Bart's and Tony's and some of yours. Mother was 

conducting agricultural experiments during the night.” 

“She complained to me that she dreamed about doing some kind of test 

over and over. Was that a memory?”  

“Yes.” 

In the evening Marjie and I had a session while the boys played video 

games. Entranced, Marjie said, “Mother wants me to go to the hallway of 

doors. It looks strange, like it‟s shimmering.” I gave her suggestions to relax 

more deeply into the trance. “The doors still look different, somehow. There 

are four to choose from. One has chains on it, one has blood all over it, and  

the third one has a sword sticking through it. The last one is very small and 

plain. I choose it, but it‟s too little  for me to go through.”  

“You went through a keyhole before.” 

“Perithnea wants me to go through, too. Okay, I made myself small 

enough and I‟m opening the door. Ugh! A real strong, musty wind is coming  

out. It‟s blowing my hair back.”  

 “Look around and tell me what you see.” 

“I see lots of cobwebs hanging down. It ‟s a very large room with h igh  

ceilings. The walls are paneled up to waist height. It has molding around the 

top of the paneling and the windows above it . The furn iture in here is hand 

carved and very ornate. It's small like me and just my size. This must be a 

dining room. There are chairs around a tab le.”  

“Look for the one who made the furn iture.”  

“I‟m standing behind someone who‟s sitting before a fire. He‟s a normal 

sized adult.”  

“Go closer to get a better look at him.”  

“He‟s so big! I‟m being real careful. I don‟t want to be squashed. I‟m 

standing to the side of him. He has a long white beard, and is covered with 

heavy robes over his shoulders and legs, as if he is very cold. I don't 

understand why he is cold. It‟s spring. I can hear birds chirping, I see flowers 

blooming, and it looks warm outside. He barely moves.”  

“He must want someone to come and use the miniature furniture or he 

wouldn't have carved it. He‟s probably friendly.”  

“I think you're right. I'm going to show myself to him. Now he sees me 

from the corner of his eye. He looked away, but now he‟s looking back again 

and he‟s smiling. Now he‟s holding out his hand for me. I'm not sure I want to 

get on it. Oh, well, I guess I will. He put me on the arm of  his chair.”  

“Take a close look at him, and see if you can read his thoughts.” 
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Shocked, she said, “It's Uncle Nuke! It was him all along! Why did he 

play a trick on me? He says it was a test and I received high marks for being  

able to reduce myself to a smaller size in order to participate in this 

experience. He says this is for my training. Now the scene has disappeared. 

This is making me mad! The whole thing was an illusion. I still don ‟t 

understand. Why did you trick me, Nuke?  

“He says that I have seen what I needed to see. He says it was something 

I wanted and something they wanted. It was a way of measuring my progress. 

I don't remember asking for anything like this.”  

Perithnea popped in. “I know why it  was this way. In mother's future, 

there will be no boundaries and no limits. She needs to be prepared for that.” 

“Thanks, Perithnea. Marjie, if you are disappointed that this was just an 

illusion and that your instructor disappeared, why don't you conjure him up  

again?” I asked.  

“I liked the old man. I wanted to see more of h im.”  

“Then make it happen.” 

“He's here,” she instantly said. “He's smiling at me again. He says he 

wants me to dance. I'm no good at dancing, but I can act silly. He‟s getting out 

a violin and playing a lively tune. I‟m acting goofy in time with it and he‟s 

laughing. Why are you sitting before a fire all bundled up on such a pretty, 

warm day?  

“He says that he is very old and that things didn't work out the way they 

should have and he had to stay here. He always knew that someday someo ne 

would come. He said he would be glad to have me visit him again. Now I‟m 

saying goodbye. I‟m walking toward the door, looking over my shoulder at 

him, but he‟s not looking back at me.”  

As she left the room, she joined me in a normal state of mind. “He 

seemed so lonely. I wanted to convince him to leave the room and find 

somebody to be with. How could I conjure up something so real? How can 

there be more than one reality?” 

“Which of the lives you relived were real?”  I asked. 

“All of them.”  

“You entered each of those lives very easily and while you were 

experiencing them, they were happening in the present, not as a memory. We 

have to give up the idea that there is only one reality and only one 

dimension.” 

“Then I helped to create it.”  

“That‟s what he wanted you to learn.” 



Faeries, Angels, Indians and Aliens  

239 

Before going to sleep we discussed Tony's account of seeing a UFO. 

Perithnea said, “He really did see a UFO, but he doesn‟t remember everything 

that happened. He went aboard.” 

“Maybe someday he‟ll remember. Thanks to Adam for making the lid 

pop up and down. They can‟t deny that they saw it.” 

In the morning I told the boys what Perithnea had said about Tony going 

aboard the ship, about Marjie's UFO experience at age 18, which we had 

recently explored in t rance, about how the ETs had always helped her in times 

of trouble, and about the silver UFO we saw in New Mexico in broad daylight 

that vanished. They had little to say in response, but the point was to give 

them plenty to ponder. 

We took the boys back to their grandparent‟s  house and, after an 

enjoyable afternoon at home, were putting things away in the kitchen when 

Alta Sha unexpectedly said, “Good evening, friend.” 

“You surprised me. It‟s good to see you, friend.”  

“What did you think of the visit with her sons?” 

“I think Tony‟s resistance is beginning to weaken a little. He told us 

about seeing a UFO.”  

“Tony and Bart are beginning to awaken to memories of contact. Bart  

would have done more exploring had Tony not been present. I suggest that 

you make a copy of the symbols that he painted on the seashell when he was 

crafting with my charge.”  

“He said he was just doodling, but the symbols looked like Nuke‟s 

writing.”  

“You could show these marks to Uncle Nuke, who can interpret them for 

you. Instead of going all the way to Memphis to attend church, you and 

Marjorie could offer spiritual instruction to Bart and Tony on Sundays. You 

and she could have a lesson this evening, and Alta Sha will listen. Perhaps I 

can learn something too. I thank I AM that I can continue learning. Alle luia!”  

It seemed unlikely to me that I could actually teach Alta Sha anything. 

“Alleluia!”  I answered, and he retreated. I thought, How could I teach 

anything to an angel who had a access to all knowledge?  

I was tired after teaching my psychology class Monday night and lay 

down to relax. I was aware of Mother's presence and so was Marjie. I 

mentally communicated my affection to Mother and said, “Do whatever you 

want. I will accept whatever information you are sending me.” I then felt a  
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strong sensation of pressure on my brain across my entire forehead and 

received several beautiful images of organisms that were not of this Earth, 

followed by several geometric forms which looked manufactured. Soothing 

waves of intense, brilliant Light ranging from bluish purple to reddish purple 

filled my mind for perhaps 40 minutes. Marjie came into the room and I 

described my experiences. I noted that she seemed to see something moving 

between us. “What did you see?” 

“I just saw a ball of mist like a cloud come from behind you, pass 

between us, and go by me to my right.” 

“What was it?” 

“I don't know, but it scared me.”  

“I‟m sure it wasn't harmful, I think it may have been an ET.”  

Marjie lay down on the bed and said, “Stay here beside me while I read.”  

I started reading also and Perithnea said, “That was an ET that she saw.” 

“Thanks for telling me my instinct was right.” 

“She‟s very sleepy. I‟d better say goodnight, Father Bright.” 

“Goodnight, Daughter Bright.”  

In the middle of the night I woke up to find that my hands were vibrating 

with powerfu l spiritual energy. Although I felt that ETs were in the room, I 

couldn‟t see them. I waited for developments but nothing else happened. I  

mentally reviewed the images Mother had transmitted to me earlier, 

wondering what they were for. I finally fell back to sleep. 
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Chapter Twenty Four 

The Choosing Game 

I was halfway to the office and hadn‟t seen any hawks, which was 

unusual. So, as an experiment to test the power of my imagery, I briefly used 

my mind‟s eye to envision a close encounter with one and then forgot all 

about it. When I entered the exit ramp lead ing into Dyersburg, a hawk flew 

directly toward me at windshield height from the left to within a few feet of 

my car before it veered away at the last moment! I was impressed. 

While working with one of my clients, I clearly saw the form of a gray 

ET for an instant, but not the details of its face. I was glad to have its 

company.  

Marjie and I didn‟t hold a session that night . She had another sinus 

headache and went to bed early.  

In the morning she complained of not sleeping well and felt ill, although 

her headache was gone. I was assured by Adam, Perithnea, Mother and Nuke 

that they would keep a close watch on her while I was at work. She still had  

some dizziness and nausea when I got home and her headache had returned. 

After supper, Perithnea informed me that Marjie was still sick.  

“Is a session in order to deal with this?” 

“Yes.” 

Before I had started the count, Marjie said, “I‟m with Mother. We‟re 

walking down the curved corridor to the treatment room. I ‟m being allowed to  

get a good look at the treatment room and the platform I will lie down on. I 

can see medical instruments in cubicles behind clear doors. I‟m watching my 

physical form get on the table. Now I‟m in my body again, sitting on the table, 

but I feel confused about how I got here. Now I‟m lying down.  

“Someone is standing behind me but Mother doesn‟t want me to see 

who it is. They‟re putting a device on my head which  has a wire or a tube 

running to it that I can feel on my right cheek. They‟re doing something to  

my stomach  that is uncomfortab le. I don‟t like it.”  
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To distract her from the discomfort, I said, “Imagine that my hand, 

(which was holding hers) is the nose of the white stallion that you dreamed of. 

You are stroking his soft nose, which feels very good.” 

“His name is Gambol. “  

“Think of the good times that you and Gambol have enjoyed together.”  

“I don‟t remember ever rid ing him.” She stroked my hand as if it were a 

horse‟s nose. 

“Perhaps in the future this stallion will be the father of other horses. What 

kind of mate would he choose, do you think?” 

“It will be another white horse.” 

“See them together, being affectionate and playful.”  

She smiled as she envisioned this for a few moments and then said, 

“They‟ve stopped doing things to my stomach but are still doing something to 

my head. I feel better. They‟re saying something about stimulating the 

production of endorphins.” 

“That makes sense. I suggest that you just go with the flow of things. You  

can trust them. They know what they‟re doing. Whatever it is, it‟s necessary, 

even if it is uncomfortable.”  

“My head doesn‟t hurt anymore. Now they‟re taking me to my bedroom. 

They want me to get into the bed by myself.”  

“Is your favorite blanket there?”  

“Yes. Alta Sha is here too. He‟s telling me that it is time for me to go 

back to you.” 

I counted her up. She looked much better and had a great deal more 

energy than before the session. 

I worked on my notes while she watched television, and after a couple of 

hours I joined her. Perithnea said, “The results show there is just a trace of the 

illness left and it will soon be better. By the way, you are going to enjoy this 

weekend. The weather will be fine.”  

“I'm looking forward to seeing the sun again.” 

“Adam is here, too.” 

“Does he want to talk? We don't want to overtire mother.”  

“Hello, father,” Adam said. 

“Hello, Adam.”  

“Mother is much better.” 

“Yes, thank I AM. We should all be very thankful for the advanced 

medical help we get.” 

“All the help was wonderful.”  
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“Your help was wonderful, too.” 

He smiled and said, “I have the night watch.” 

“You do?” 

“Yes. I will watch with big Mother, and she sang to me.”  

“How n ice. She makes an excellent sound, doesn't she?” 

“Yes. She is like human singers who can shatter glass with their voice.”  

“Are you learning to sing her songs?” 

“I am trying, but it is very difficu lt, because they never seem to be the 

same.”  

“I can see why that would be so. She changes the sound to suit the person 

or the situation. Wouldn‟t that be a wonderful skill to have?”  

“Yes. I would like to do that very much. I am p leased to have her for my 

friend.” 

“We are also pleased. We are very blessed.” 

“I don‟t have any more questions to ask.” 

“That's fine. It is nice to talk to you again.” 

Marjie was her old self the next morning, joking and teasing with me 

before I had to go to work. On my way there I saw seven hawks and a number 

of small falcons, some of which flew very close to my car. Coming back I saw 

four hawks and a great horned owl sitting atop a utility pole beside the road, 

and was impressed by this very rare event. I noticed two large birds flying  

above me in the twilight and I stopped for a better look, but they had strangely 

vanished!  

I bought Marjie some pretty mums as a surprise gift. She had spent the 

day happily planting a number of flower bulbs and a lilac bush. She was 

thrilled with the mums and at supper, Perithnea said, “The flowers you bought 

touched mother deep in her heart.” Adam made the milk jug top bounce up 

and down several times.  

Near bedtime I perceived that a vague something was hovering between 

me and Marjie. The visual details of the left side of her body were obscured 

although the right side was entirely clear. Whatever it was assumed a 

rectangular shape with stripes in it with a staff at one side, similar to a flag. 

The misty image persisted for about five minutes. Marjie said that she also 

saw something move between us , but we did not know what it was. 

As soon as Perithnea channeled again, I asked, “Was it one of you 

children that I saw standing between me and Marjie?”   

“No. What you saw was a manifestation of your happiness.” 

“Our happiness assumed a form?”  
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“Yes, sir.”  

“It didn‟t occur to me that an emotion could cause something to manifest 

like that.”  

“Emotions can take form.”  

“First they made a noise in the kitchen, and now they are making a shape. 

That‟s neat. I am really pleased that I was able to see this. I have taken 

another step, haven't I?” 

“Yes. It‟s a very significant one, sir.”  

“Why was I able to see it better out of the corner of my eye than if I 

looked direct ly at it?”  

“Because you had doubt about what you were seeing and this caused it to 

waver when you looked directly at it. It is very delicate to notice an emotion. 

It‟s quite an accomplishment, sir.”  

“Why do you keep calling me sir?”  

“You deserve it, sir.”  

“It‟s awfully formal.”  

“I am just showing respect, sir.”  

I saw that she was glancing around the room. “What do you see, 

Perithnea?” 

“Just checking, sir.” 

I dropped the subject. “What have you been doing today?” 

“Playing with my friends, sir.”  

I had turned on the television in anticipation of watching our nightly dose 

of Star Trek , but a basketball game was still on past the usual time for our 

program. “It must be an important game,” I remarked. 

“It is in overtime, sir.”  

“Do faeries have sports?” 

“Yes sir.”  

“What kind do you have?” 

“Things like jumping and hopping and sliding and swinging and uh, 

picking and choosing, sir.” 

“How do you play picking and choosing?” 

“We have a long line of things that can be chosen. Everyone brings 

something different, so there are many different things to choose from. At one 

end of the line you have one faerie on this side and one faerie on the other 

side.” She gestured with her hands to show how the faeries stood opposite one 

another. “Understand, sir?” 

“Yes.” 
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“Now the faeries face away from the things that are in the line, so that 

they can't see what is coming up next. Then they walk sideways up the line 

and they pick and choose those things that they want to keep.” 

“How do they know if they want to keep them?”  

“They can touch them and look at them and decide if they want them.”  

“How do you decide who is the winner?” 

“When you get to the end of the line the judges decide who made the best 

choices.” 

“Is there a limit to the number of choices you can make?”  

“Oh yes. You only get to make just so many choices, but you don't know 

how many you have, and it can be different for each faerie.”  

I laughed at such open ended rules. “Why don't you just choose 

everything?” 

“That would be cheating, sir. Faeries don't cheat.” 

“How do you know what‟s a good choice?” 

“Let's suppose that you are looking at a toy, sir. You wouldn't want to 

choose one that had a defect, such as a bent part.” 

“Oh. Then you are judged on the basis of the quality of your choices.” 

“Yes sir. Pick and choose. It tends to slow you down when you have to 

consider each thing very closely and make sure that it‟s something you really  

want, sir.”  

“Do you have to keep the things  that you choose forever?” 

“Not forever, sir, but you wouldn't want to choose anything that you 

wouldn't be proud to offer to someone else.” 

“I like that game. It sounds like a real challenge.” As usual, her “game”  

was an allegory about how to live your life.  

“It's time fo r me to go, sir. Have some n ice dreams tonight.” 

“I‟ll try. What would you like for me to dream of?” 

“Cup cakes.” 

“What kind?” 

“Strawberry swirl.” I v ividly imaged these, hoping it would make me 

dream of them later. 

 “If you wake up in the middle of the night and find that mother is gone, 

you shouldn't be alarmed. She will be taken by the ETs.” 

“Why would they be taking her body? They usually don't have to do 

that.” 

“This time they are going to. And I have to tell her the same thing about 

you.” 
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“Am I going too?” 

“Yes, but they are taking you separately.” 

“You had better not tell her that. She will be up all night long worrying  

about it.” 

“I'm just going to tell her so she won't worry if she can't find you.” 

“That sounds very interesting.” 

“It's field trip day! Aren't you excited?” 

“I„m very interested in learning about ET technology and flying in one of 

their crafts, but I know that eventually I would just regard it as another 

machine. Machines don't fascinate me like they once did.” 

“I prefer real fly ing,” she said. 

“So would I. Why would you want to be encumbered by a machine?”  

“Exactly! You should really consider filling out an application to become 

a faery, sir.”  

“Okay.”  

“Goodnight, sir.” 

“Goodnight, ma‟am.”  

Marjie and I said goodnight and then Adam said, “Goodnight, father.”  

“Goodnight, my son.” 

Although I was hoping to have a complete memory of my field trip, I 

didn‟t remember a thing when I woke up. It was frustrating. 

We were taking our evening walk the following day when I asked Alta 

Sha, “Why does I AM allow people to do evil things to one another?” 

“Alta Sha can share this with you. I would not have fulfillment if I d id not 

have free will.”  

“I can understand how this would be so, but why are you saying that to 

me now?” 

“Because you are an intelligent man.”  

“It concerns me when others, like Donna, do not choose to take the steps 

that could lead them to many blessings.”  

“Would you have others take the steps that you choose for them? Would 

you want to take the steps of another or your own? Is concern all that you feel 

when they do not take these steps?”  

“I feel emotional pain and disappointment.” After saying it, I realized he 

was right. I wanted people to take the steps I would take, and that would 

simply not do. What arrogance it was to think I knew what was best for 

others, or should try to make choices for them. However, I still hoped that 

they would make wise choices. 
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“Until you become I AM, let Him deal with this pain. It is more than you 

can manage. It  is not your pain. Their steps are lead by I AM, just as your own  

are.”  

“I do not want to control or dominate people but now I see that this is 

what I have been trying to do. I want to teach, but I should not badger.” 

“Badgers belong under the ground in their holes. Seek the help of I AM 

in giving up this concern that you have and this pain that you feel. I AM will 

rejoice to help you with this problem. It will be an occasion for Him to  

dance.” 

“For me there‟s a fine line between sharing and trying to control. I have 

this idea that given the knowledge, people should do the right thing .” 

“I suggest that you broaden this fine line between sharing and controlling, 

so you will have a cushion to fall back on.” He took my hand. “I must go now, 

my friend.” 

Nodding, I said, “Friend.” 

Just after I had fallen asleep, Marjie moved and I woke, noticing that her 

body was very hot. Perithnea said, “She is really hot tonight! Mother is 

intercepting her dream.”  

“Her dream?” 

“Yes. She was starting to dream about a computer program that she 

doesn't have and Mother intercepted it.” 

“I thank Mother for doing this,” I said, and visualized myself caressing 

Mother's face and giving her a kiss. I could feel her very strong touch on my 

right temple.  

Perithnea said, “Get ready to have spaghetti!” 

“Is that what she is dreaming of now?”  

“Yes, it looks like that's what you'll be having for supper. Goodnight!” 

In the morn ing I asked Marjie, “Are you planning spaghetti for supper 

tonight?” 

“How d id you know?” 

“Perithnea told me.”  

“I didn't decide until just a few minutes ago when I went downstairs and 

took the meat for the sauce out.” 

“She knew because you dreamed of it.”  

Marjie was busy planting her new flowers in the yard when she said, “I 

feel like there is tension in the house. I feel almost like an intruder.”  



The Choosing Game  

248 

“You were invited to come here and you are married to me, so how could 

you be an intruder?” 

“I don‟t know. It ‟s strange, but I don‟t feel like I am being allowed to 

plant the flowers wherever I want to. It‟s like someone else wants me to plant 

them in different places.”  

“I think it ‟s probably Terresa‟s influence. She has different tastes  than 

yours and may be try ing to get you to do things her way. I think you should 

send her a mental instruction not to interfere with  your enjoyment of your 

home.” I also sent Terresa a mental message: You should go forward, not 

cling to things of the past. This is not proper. Afterwards, Marjie felt she had 

been released.  

I finished reading Hanta Yo over the weekend, feeling certain that I had  

been guided to read it again after many years because it was so pertinent to 

what was happening in our lives. It deals with the spiritual g rowth of a warrior 

who gave everything he had, including his life, for the benefit of h is people.  

Marjie and I were sitting outside enjoying the sunlight when I read a 

passage aloud from the legend of White Buffalo Calf Woman that touched me 

deeply. In it, Ptesanwin, or White Buffalo Calf Woman, gives the people the 

first sacred pipe, a symbol of truth and trust. She taught them how to smoke it  

with reverence. The people were passing the pipe around the sacred circle 

when she walked away. She looked back over her shoulder at them three 

times and changed color from white to red to brown, like the races of Earth. I 

suddenly understood why Miracle, the white buffalo calf, had also turned 

from white to red and then to brown. It seemed to me that White Buffalo Calf 

Woman had come again in  the form of Miracle because Native A mericans had 

lost the purity of their spiritual vision. They had relied too much on the ritual 

of the pipe instead of their own spirit. Then it dawned on me that Ptesanwin 

was the angelic woman in white I had seen in a vivid childhood dream.  

There was another illuminating passage which exp lained why the Shirt  

wearers, who were the most honored and respected warriors of the Arapaho, 

were regarded as men who had to become like a woman, for women were 

considered to be closer to the Great Sp irit than men. Women were willing to 

listen, willing to wait, and willing to yield  to the inspiration of Spirit.  

The warriors who were given the Shirts of Honor were prime targets of 

tribal enemies, who would gain great status by killing them. At the end of the 

book, the main character Ahbleza, a Sh irt wearer, saves his entire band by 

going alone to confront their enemies. Because he is a Shirt wearer, the enemy 

followed his trail, which led them away from his people. He blissfully 
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welcomed death, knowing that his sacrifice had saved them. I wanted to 

possess the same degree of love and courage that his actions demonstrated. 
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Chapter Twenty Five 

The Rose of I AM 

I had decided to attend a professional conference on the Gulf coast about 

a psychotherapy technique I wanted to learn which would also allow us to 

enjoy the beach again. On the way I said, “I have a feeling that something 

significant will happen when we get there. I‟m hoping that we‟ll be able to 

talk to someone about our miracu lous experiences.” 

 “Alta Sha just told me that that what you wish for will happen,” Marjie 

said. “There‟s a gray sitting in the backseat.” 

“Do you know why he honors us with his presence?” I asked. 

“No, but he‟s making my skin crawl.”  

“Why? He‟s a friend.”  

“It's okay if he sits back there, but I don't think I want him to touch me.”  

“You‟ve been touched by them plenty of t imes.” 

“Not when I was conscious.” 

“Oh yes you have. You just don't remember it. He may be an emissary, or 

perhaps he's just curious. I wonder why he‟s here.”  At that moment something  

touched the right side of my head. I assumed it was the gray.  

Marjie yawned a couple of t imes and said, “I‟m sleepy. I need a nap. He‟s 

gone now.” 

I still felt the touch and thought perhaps he had only made himsel f 

invisible. The sensation gradually subsided. 

We arrived at the coast a day before the start of the conference. 

Since I would be attending the conference all of the next day, I suggested 

to Marjie that she might enjoy deep sea fishing, which she had never tried. 

She agreed after I explained what would happen on a charter boat, and we 

reserved a place for her on one that would carry about a dozen people out in 

the morning and return around noon. 

After checking into the motel, we went for a walk along the deserted 

beach and watched the sun set. When it got dark, we sat on the beach looking 
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out over the moonlit gulf. I saw a brilliant glow before me which changed into 

the beautiful v iolet Light of I AM, and at the same moment, A lta Sha asked, 

“Will three not be a crowd?”  

“Not at all. I was just thinking that perhaps we needed to speak to you.” We 

sat silently for a while before I said, “I„m enjoying looking at this Light before 

me.” He bowed his head, as if praying. “This Light helps me to see things 

better.” I felt as if I were looking into another dimension and reluctantly 

refocused my attention on this one.  

He said, “Marjorie is getting very upset about going fishing tomorrow. 

She is not ready for this trip. If she goes on it, she will be in great discomfort . 

If she does this thing, further travel on your journey will be delayed.” 

“Do you mean she will feel too bad to travel?” 

“She will find the experience to be a torment, which will make her feel 

very badly indeed, and she will be unable to travel any further until she can 

recover.” 

“Is there anything I can do to help her overcome this fear?”  

“She hears my voice.”  

“I thought she would enjoy it.” 

“She is attempting to express a strength that she has not yet earned. The 

part of her which is still attempting to impress man, that is dependent on 

man‟s approval, is still struggling for expression. She has not asked if this is a 

thing that she should do or not do. That is why I am here, to be asked, to be 

her guide.” 

“Is she ready now to ask you what is the will of I AM?” 

“She fears my words. She is attempting to walk independently in the 

manner of men instead of walking in the steps which I AM has placed before 

her. She should never attempt to be that independent.” He bowed his head, 

took my arm in h is and we continued to admire the soothing Gulf before us , 

and said, “You are doing everything that you need to be doing.” 

“I‟ve been a little  uncomfortable because we haven‟t been having as 

many sessions as usual. I don't want to neglect anyone. She hasn't shown 

much interest in having them recently.”  

“Perhaps in the near future you will do more.”  

I said, “I‟m amazed that she‟s trying to walk independently of the will of 

I AM. Has she missed the point of our work? Why does she want to do that 

after all we have shared? I certainly don't want her to take the fishing trip if 

she is going to be uncomfortable. The whole point was for her to do 

something enjoyable.” 
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“It is a step that is too big for her.”  

The strong wind was chilling us, so Alta Sha and I walked arm in arm 

toward the parking lot. Multitudes of running sand crabs were visible in the 

flashlight‟s beam. Alta Sha stuck her foot out at the ones which came close to 

Marjie‟s feet to chase them off. Having spent many previous nights on such 

beaches, I had no concern about the crabs, which normally avoided me in the 

past, but these crabs boldly ran toward us. Without saying goodbye, Alta Sha 

withdrew and one of the crabs bumped into Marjie‟s shoe. Panicked, she 

shouted, “I hate them!” We increased our pace, but they kept approaching us. 

Each t ime one came very close, her reaction was a little  less extreme. When 

we got to the car, she said, “I‟m sorry for being such a baby. They looked so 

creepy to me.”  

“No apology is necessary. The first time I saw them at night on a beach I 

was a little afraid myself. They look like big bugs.” 

“I‟m sorry about not being able to go on the boat. The idea of being ou t 

on all that water terrifies  me. I know I can't do it. I don't want to get out there 

and then panic. I know they would just have to turn the boat around and bring 

me back, and I would die of embarrassment.”  

“I don't want you to go if you won't enjoy it .”  

“I feel I let Alta Sha down by not listening to him. What bothers me most 

is that I think I actually hurt his feelings.” She began to sob. “I feel like I have 

let I AM down and you too.” 

“You just made a mistake. You‟re human, and all of us make mistakes. It 

isn't that big a deal, especially if you know the nature of your mistake.”  

Marjie said, “I still feel like I‟ve let all of you  down. What did Alta Sha 

say?” 

“He said you were trying to act independently of I AM, which was your 

mistake.”  

“I understand the words, but it just doesn‟t click in my mind. What does it 

mean? I think you‟ve been spending too much money on me over the last  few 

months and on this trip. I feel guilty and unworthy of all that.”  

“You think that because of what your family taught you to feel about 

yourself. We should do some work on this when we get back to the inn.” 

We drove to Perdido Bay Pass, where the porpo ises and herons had 

gathered in large numbers to catch the fish moving in and out of the bay on 

the tide. I loved being close to the big herons, who allowed me to approach  

within eight feet of them before they flew away. Marjie was enchanted by 

the porpoises cavorting in the narrow pass. 
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As soon as we arrived back at our room we began our session. After the 

countdown I said, “Look for an experience that will teach you how to forgive 

yourself.”  

She began to cough and swallow as if something were stuck in her throat. 

“I‟m choking,” she gasped.  

“Follow this sensation back to the experience that will help you.”  

“I‟m being strangled by my sister. I was trying to please her even though 

she was being unreasonable and allowed her to choke me to death. I let myself  

down.” Her reaction eased. 

“Do you see now that it doesn‟t work to try to please others for their 

approval?” 

 “I still feel like I don‟t deserve everything that you‟ve given me.”  

“We need to work on this some more. I‟m going to count you down to 

help you go deeper.” Golden-vio let Light surrounded her. I studied her face, 

which transformed into other faces. One of them was Tanner.  

“My throat feels like it is getting tight. There are Xs on my throat.” 

“Try to understand where the Xs came from.” 

“They led me to a hillside bank that was burned. The vegetation is 

growing back. It's roses.” 

“Proceed.” 

“The image vanished. I don't know where it went. I don't know what this 

means. Did I do something wrong?” 

“What you need to do is to focus on those Xs and how they got there.” 

“I can't seem to find out how they came to be there.”  

“Return to the bank of roses. Examine one of the roses closely.” After a 

moment of silence I asked, “What are you seeing?”  

“I picked one.” 

“Remember the first message you were g iven by Perithnea which  

contained a rose. Look deeply into it and tell me what you find there.”  

“The rose is dancing around. It's cleaning itself.”  

“The rose is you. Like the rose, you need to clean yourself of thoughts 

that say you are not worthy of the gifts which I AM gives to you.” 

“It‟s something I need to sleep on.” 

“Are you ready for me to count you up?” 

“Yes.”  

She required two counts before she was fully out of the trance. “You 

should go to sleep now and have your dream,” I suggested. She got under the 

bedcovers and went immediately to sleep.  



The Rose of I AM  

254 

Marjie‟s mood and self confidence were much improved in the morning. 

After Alta Sha greeted me, I asked. “What was the meaning of the burned 

bank and roses that she saw?” 

“The burned bank symbolizes getting rid of all the old in order that the 

new can burst forth. The rose that she saw on this bank represents the new 

way of life she has chosen. Someday this bank will be full of roses. The rose 

represents I AM.”  

We left the coast and headed for Atlanta, where we were to meet with  

Rod and some of his scient ifically trained acquaintances. We had been told  

that he would demonstrate h is energy machine , and I was eager to see it.  

Marjie suddenly woke up from a nap and quite excitedly said, “In my 

dream I felt hands pulling at me, try ing to get me to go back to where I used to 

be. I finally pulled free and knew where I was supposed to be. I‟ve been trying 

to be in a place where I don't belong. Now I know where I belong.” 

“Where is that?” 

“I belong with I AM and where all the blessings of I AM are available to 

me. I‟m so happy I understand now!” 

“So am I. It has taken you a long time to accept that.” 

“Now I know that I don't need to go back to where my boys are. I belong 

in the Light of I AM. I need to bring them forward to where I am now instead 

of trying to go back to where they are.”  

Alta Sha said, “There is rejoicing because Pearl has found her true home. 

The Father is the oyster shell and you are the lining of the shell in which she 

nestles. Now that this Pearl has nestled, like a real pearl, she grows in spirit, 

but the day will come when this Pearl will be harvested.”  

“Who will do the harvesting?” 

“I AM.” I wondered , Does that mean she will be taken from me before I 

am harvested? Somet imes not knowing is better than knowing . 

I was dismayed that only a handful of people were present at the meeting, 

and once more Rod failed to demonstrate a working model. He had pieces of 

the model with him, but not all. He exp lained that he had to have a final part  

machined to complete it. My level of trust in him and Donna was drastically  

lowered by their deception. An Oak Ridge Laboratories physicist agreed in 

principle with Rod‟s theory, but was not willing to invest.  

Donna conversed with us during a break. She pointed to an area on a map 

of Nevada where giant skeletons of humanoid form had purportedly been 

found by a prospector in various caves. Symbols on rocks in the  area 

resembled ET language. She had received the unsolicited report and map in 
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the mail and believed that unknown persons who wanted to harm them were 

trying to lure her and Rod to go there. Alta Sha had warned us not to be 

distracted from our main purposes by such information.  

 Donna said that she had been feeling so depressed that she wished she 

were dead, but had been told by Polly and the herbalist that the enzymes 

released by the herbs she was taking for her diabetes might cause this 

reaction. I thought that subconscious guilt over her refusal to let Rapsar 

channel might also be a factor. When she offered to put us up for the night at 

her apartment, I said we would stay only if she would be willing to allow 

Rapsar to communicate. She said she would have to think it over. 

In the interval I asked Alta Sha, “Do you think it would be wise for us to 

spend the night with her even if she hasn‟t made a commitment to do some 

inner work?”  

“She asks for guidance but when it is received, she wants to dictate how 

the guidance is to be given.” 

“She told Marjie earlier that she was terrified of allowing Rapsar to 

express himself. I think that if she doesn‟t, she will not find the peace she is 

seeking.” 

Alta Sha said, “You are content to be a vessel of God. You have nothing 

to gain and nothing to lose from her decision. She can see that. You should let 

her know that she cannot find the peace she wants unless she follows the steps 

that you would have her take.”  

“I want her to fo llow her own path.” 

“If someone comes to you for help and asks what steps they should take 

and then refuse to take the steps, you have the right to point out that they are 

not following your advice, which comes from I AM. I hope that what I have 

said helps you.” 

“It helps a great deal.”  

“I feel joyful to be able to experience these moments with you and to feel 

that I am needed.” 

“You will always be needed.” I put my arm on his shoulder, closed my 

eyes, and projected Light into him while accepting the Light he sent to me. 

We smiled and he said, “Alleluia.”  

During a lu ll in the meeting, Marjie and I stood on the deck in back of the 

house admiring the scenery. A hawk flew toward us out of woods that lined a 

creek below us until almost directly overhead before spiraling away on an 

updraft and out of sight. I said, “The flight of that hawk reminds me of the 

spiritual path you and I have been following. I need to stretch my legs. Would 
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you like to walk down toward that creek?” In a clearing near the creek, we 

found two hawk feathers on the ground. “Perhaps our friend has been hunting, 

just as I am hunting for some spiritual work to do at this meeting.”  

We walked back to the house and took the steps leading up to the deck, 

where the physicist from Oak Ridge joined us. It was reassuring to know that 

he thought Rod's theory was good if the engineering problems could be 

overcome. He told us he was interested in psychic phenomena and had been 

teaching a class on metaphysics and how to eliminate unwanted spiritual 

entities who had joined a person. He explained how he had sent such spirits 

into other dimensions by opening a doorway with his mind, which he said was 

very much like the wormholes one sees in some Star Trek  episodes. Because 

of such work, he was coming into contact with a number of people who had 

been contacted by grays, and nearly all of them were traumat ized. In h is 

opinion the grays were neither benevolent nor malevolent. He thought they 

were completely objective and not at all concerned about the trauma contact 

might cause.  

I said, “As a student of metaphysics, you would know that such contacts 

are not random. Nothing happens by chance. Those who consider themselves 

to be victims do so because they don‟t realize that they planned fo r those 

contacts to happen before they were born.” He agreed that you could say there 

are no victims, only volunteers. Alta Sha‟s prediction that I would have an 

opportunity to discuss spiritual matters at the meeting was confirmed.  

I was terribly bored by mid afternoon and Marjie was restless, too. I 

approached Donna and said, “I am only a vessel. I am here to do the work of I 

AM. It is my belief that if you want to find peace, you‟ll have to let Rapsar 

speak so that he can also find peace. You and he need to work on this 

together. If you want me to help, I will.”  

“I think I need to wait until later. You„ll be coming this way again 

someday and we can do it then.” We said our goodbyes and left. 

Perithnea said, “You should not be disappointed by your conversation 

with Donna. She needed to be told that you work for I AM, not fo r yourself 

and not for her. She d idn‟t understand that so precisely before, and now that 

she knows it, she will be able to think about it. 

“I‟m going someplace, too.”  

“Where?” 

“To the faerie convention.”  

“That should be a lot of fun.”  

“It always is. I‟m not leaving right away, though.” 



Faeries, Angels, Indians and Aliens  

257 

Marjie said she needed to make a pit stop, so I pulled off the interstate at 

the next exit even though I had the thought that we probably wouldn‟t find a 

decent restroom there. Marjie took one look at the lone, shabby service station 

and decided to wait for another.  

When I got back on the freeway. Perithnea asked, “Why did you pull off 

there?” 

“I thought there might be a decent restroom there, but right before I did it, 

I thought I was wasting my time.”  

“Where do you think that idea came from?” she asked. 

“I don't know. Was it from you?” 

“No, It was from a messenger of God.” 

“One of my angels?”  

“Yes.” 

“I‟m gratefu l that my angel tried to help me. I‟ll have to listen more 

carefully in the future.” 

Later Perithnea said, “I met a friend in the restaurant!” 

“What‟s her name?”  

“Purpy. You spell it P u r p y.”  

“That‟s a pretty name.” 

“She is sensitive about her name. They call her that because she has light 

purple hair, which is mother's favorite color, and dark purple skin like a 

grape.” 

“That sounds very attractive.” 

“All faeries are two toned. Know what my favorite color is?” 

“It's orange, isn't it?” 

“Yes. I'm two toned too. I have light orange skin that matches my dark 

orange hair.”  

“You taught me something I d idn't know.”  

“Adam looks like an acorn. What color would you choose if you were 

going to be a faery?” 

“I would have to think about that.”  

 “You would choose light yellow for your hair and golden yellow fo r 

your body.” 

“I was just thinking that. Years ago, I chose to have my office in Florida 

painted gold.” 

“See, I told you that the color yellow was very significant in your life.” I 

thought of my spirit guide, the golden eagle 

“Why was Purpy there?” 
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“She saw my Light, and stopped by to visit. I invited her to come along 

with us. Is that alright?” 

“Of course it is.” 

“Purpy is very excited about the idea that mother can let faeries speak 

through her. She has never experienced that before and is very interest ed in 

it.”  

“I think Marjie would be happy to let her try.”  

“When mother finds out about this, she is going to be hysterical.”  

“Oh yeah?” 

“She might choose Purpy over me, since she is mother's favorite color.”  

“I don't think she could ever choose anyone over you.” 

“Will it really be alright for her to come with us?” 

“Certainly. I love faeries. She‟s welcome to travel with us.” 

“Can she come and stay at the house for a while? W ill mother make a bed  

for her?”  

“I think so. It ‟s fine with me.”  

“I will explain to her all about our house and that mother will make a bed 

for her too, but I‟ll have to get mother's permission. She says she will be very 

good and will not do anything to disturb your humanness.” 

“That‟s great,” I chuckled, 

“I have to go back to the window sill and exp lain all of this to her. Bye.”  

Marjie started yawning. “What‟s wrong with me? Why am I yawning all 

of a sudden?” 

I explained about Perithnea and Purpy. As predicted, Marjie cracked up 

over Purpy's name, which she thought was hilarious. “You‟re going to hurt 

her feelings,” I warned. 

“I would never hurt her feelings on purpose. It's okay with me for her to  

stay with us, but I‟m not sure about her speaking through me. I'm full.  I just 

felt something touch the back of my head.” 

“The faeries don't inhabit you. They just speak through you. They don't 

take up any space.” 

“I guess you‟re right.” She put her hands up to her ears, covering them.  

“What happened?” 

“Perithnea said I would be hysterical, but she‟s the one who‟s hysterical. 

She's laughing and chattering and just thrilled to death about this. It'll be great 

to have another faerie around the house. I don't care if it's full of faeries, as 

long as they aren‟t all trying to speak to you at once. How does she spell her 

name again?”  
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“Purpy, for purp le. Her hair is lavender purple.”  

“That‟s my favorite color.”  

“Do you remember when Adam thought his name was atom?'“  

“Yes, I remember when he put that little dot on the paper and said, That's 

me.”  

“I need to explain why I chose that name. I wonder if he can hear me?”  

Adam answered, “I know why you chose it, father. You chose it out of a 

great deal of love.” 

“That's right. As you know, according to the Bible, Adam was the first 

human. I wanted to give you a name that was important. It ‟s a name that 

represents a new beginning. I am pleased that you were able to hear me call 

your name and that you answered.” 

“A son should always answer his father's call. I am growing, father.”  

“I know and I‟m happy to see it. We shouldn't tire mother too much.”  

“Then perhaps we should talk again later.” We said our goodbyes. 
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Chapter Twenty Six 

ETs Have Feelings, Too 

Sunday was beautiful and we spent most of it working outside in the yard. 

Perithnea said, “Make sure to allow some time for trance work this  afternoon 

and to get some rest before you begin.” We stopped around three. After a 

break, Marjie said, “Will you give me suggestions that will help me lose 

weight?‟ 

“I‟ll do my best.” Before the count, I asked I AM to let Marjie discover 

her perfect weight and to give her an experience that would help her attain and  

maintain that weight in a normal fashion.  

She entered the hallway of doors and said, “They‟re all identical.”  

“Pick one and tell me how it looks.” 

“They are all thin. Th is one is not very heavy. But as I look at it, it ‟s 

receding into the framework around the door.” 

“Perhaps you had better pick another door.”  

She chose another, but complained, “It keeps changing its shape.” 

“Try another.” 

“This one is made of stones. There are four across the bottom, three 

across above them, then two across, and then one at the top. I know they‟re 

not real stones. They just look like stones.” 

“Try another.” 

“There‟s a big diagonal line on this one from the lower left corner to the 

upper right and two more on each side of it, but they are smaller.”  

“Maybe this one isn't for you, either. Which one of them feels like the 

right door to you?” 

“None of them feel special.”  

“Why don't you remove the stones from the last doorway with the power 

of your mind?” I chose it because it had the shape of a portal. 

“They‟re turning to sand. Now I see an entrance. You are in there 

attending a meeting that the people in there don‟t want you to attend. You‟re 
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showing them a pass that says you have the right to be there. They‟re letting  

you stay but they don't like it.” (A few years later, a scene identical to this 

occurred in this dimension at a meeting of the Board of Psychological 

Examiners.) 

“What does this scene have to do with you losing weight?” 

“I don‟t know. It already faded away. Now I don't see anything but a 

concrete wall. There‟s a kind of passageway.” 

“Go down it and see if it leads to something connected with losing 

weight.”  

She started smiling. “He has such long ears! He has pads like pancakes 

for his hands and feet. He looks funny,” she giggled. “I'm starting to feel real 

sleepy. He's doing something to me.”  

“Do you have your Light on?” I felt wary of this unknown being who was 

trying to make her laugh and be drowsy instead of dealing with her weight. 

“Ask Alta Sha if this is a benevolent being before you go any farther.”  

“He's too funny. I'm trying, but I can't concentrate on Alta Sha right now. 

He put something on my lips, and I can't seem to call his name.”  

“Turn around and get out of there as quickly as possible!” 

“I'm t rying, but I don't remember what the doorway looks like.” 

“Look for the sand.” 

After several anxious moments she found the sand and left the 

passageway. I was upset that the strange creature attempted to control her 

mind and to interfere with her contact with Alta Sha behind a smokescreen of 

laughter. “Let me count you up.” When she was alert I said, “I don't 

understand what all that was about. I wonder why you had trouble finding the 

right door in the hallway. Maybe it means you aren't supposed to work on  

your weight now.”  

“I don't know. I still feel sleepy.” I suggested that we both take a nap. 

Perithnea jo ined me. “I know what happened, father. She was in the 

wrong hallway.”  

“That never happened before. How did she go into the wrong one?” 

“She was in the hallway of possibilities. Those doors were not really her 

doors. Behind the doors were possibilit ies, things that might happen.”  

“Are you saying that if she had stayed in the passageway she could have 

been turned away from the Light by a seductive force?”  

“Yes.” 

“But why did she go into the wrong hallway?” 

“Because the experience was needed.” 
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I thought about what had happened. None of the doors felt right to her 

and all resisted entry. I had pushed her to keep trying because she had 

resisted entry in the past due to anxiety that needed to be overcome. Seeing 

me attending a meeting where I wasn't wanted had been a warning. I ignored 

it because I thought I AM wanted her to enter the hallway. He did, but not for 

the reasons I thought. I vowed to be more cautious in the future. 

After a nap and supper, we had another session because Marjie still 

wanted to work on her weight. Perithnea said, “I know what mother's perfect 

weight is.”  

“What is it?” 

“One hundred and twenty four pounds. She can achieve this weight if she 

will follow the two tablespoon rule.” 

“What‟s that?” 

“She only eats two tablespoons of whatever she prepares.” 

“Thanks for the input. I‟ll work on that with her.”  

I gave Marjie suggestions to help her with her weight and to reinforce 

Perithnea‟s rule. I then invited anyone who wanted to come forward to speak, 

including Purpy. Marjie said, “I see all of the children lined up, but Purpy is 

hiding behind them and I can't get a clear view. They keep saying, Come on, 

Purpy, come on, but she‟s too shy.”  

“That's all right. We'll wait until she isn‟t feeling so shy.”  

“They all left to p lay except for Adam. He‟s looking up at me with his big  

beautiful eyes and is saying, May I be held like you used to hold Perithnea?” 

Marjie shed a tear and held him in her arms.  

“I'm going to give you a hug, too,” I said, holding my arms out to 

embrace him. Then Adam said, “I‟m ready to go play.” 

“Goodbye. Have fun. Is there anyone else who needs to talk?” 

Marjie said, “Maybe Nucleus. I can hear him calling. He's saying, Hail, 

Pat, hail Pat!” 

“Why don't you use your new implant to contact him?”  

She concentrated and Nucleus appeared with much dimin ished head 

movements. He seemed more relaxed than usual.  

“It has been too long since we have spoken, Nuke. I‟ve missed you.” 

“I have missed our contacts also.” 

“Were you aware of the meeting we had with Rod?”  

“Yes, but I am afraid there was nothing much of significance there.”  
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“I agree. However, Donna and Rapsar were there, and I told her that to 

find her peace, she was going to have to help Rapsar find his, too. She still 

fears that Rapsar will take over, however.”  

“He has no intention of taking over. Rather, he wishes to instruct her and 

to enlist her.” 

“Would you object if I told Donna these things?” 

“I do not think that she is quite ready for this much information. It might 

be an overload for her.”  

“Donna was interested in knowing if funding would be coming for Rod's 

machine from a group in England.”  

“If she is interested in knowing her future, why doesn't she want to know 

something more significant than that? If I were asking about the future, I 

would ask what is going to happen billions of light years from now. That 

would be an answer with much interest.” 

“She and Rod showed me maps of some caverns on the California -

Nevada border where there are supposed to be remains of giant 

extraterrestrials.” 

“My star pupil should not go near that area. There is danger there. The 

informat ion was passed along as bait for a trap. The caverns do exist, 

however.” 

“We came to the same conclusion.”  

“Excellent.”  

“Are you still meet ing with others who know of I AM?” 

“Yes. I find the meetings very peaceful. We share our experiences and it 

is quite fulfilling. I‟ve been taking more t ime off for such things since my 

promotion. When I return to my regular duties, I will be in more frequent 

contact with the Board of Twelve.”  

“Marjie's son Bart had a dream in which he received some symbols. Can  

you look at them and exp lain what they mean? I think it would mean a lot to 

him. He also remembered h is instructor from the past, whose name he said 

was Mr.Hower.”  

“Aha. His crust is beginning to break. Bart is one of our more inquisitive 

students. He is always full of questions, like his mother. Three of these symbols 

have to do with structural support for a ship. One shows lines of stress. These two 

are fasteners used to hold structures together. This one is a symbol for a frequency 

for interception, though it is not drawn just right. It should look like this.” He drew 

a slight correction and went on. “This symbol means to begin or commence. This 

one means to end. This means an interconnection or junction, but  uncompleted. 
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This means something can be rotated, enlarged or reduced. This means a 

deflection. This is a point of intersection and can be used to show an ongoing 

contact, like a graph. This one refers to a layering in tints, which can tell to what 

depth or degree to search at a distance from the Station, depending on the intensity 

of the color.” I thanked him for this information. It seemed that symbols might be 

more important in Station language than letters, somewhat like the signs one sees 

in public places to indicate no smoking areas, etc. 

Changing the subject, I said, “We went to the ocean and enjoyed it, 

except that Marjie got very anxious over the prospect of going deep sea 

fishing.” 

“I am amazed that she would even consider going out on the ocean 

considering her past experiences. We have had to sedate her on many 

occasions when she was exposed to overwhelming power, which always 

seems to severely frighten her. Were you aware of any physical symptoms of 

distress?” 

“There might have been some sweating but mainly  she just looked 

worried. The longer she thought about it, the more nervous she became. She 

finally admitted she was terrified. Alta Sha intervened and explained to me 

that if she were to take this trip, she would be traumatized by it, so we turned 

in her ticket and got a refund.” 

“I am happy to know that Alta Sha again intervened to protect my charge. 

If she had gone on this journey, the consequences would have been tragic for 

those who cared for her. It still amazes me that she would even consider 

going.” 

“The experience she had with the crystal had boosted her confidence 

some. She wanted to challenge herself by attempting something difficult. Alta 

Sha pointed out that this was not a step which I AM had planned for her. It 

was too soon for such a major step.” 

“Can this information be placed into her data System?”  

“Of course.” 

“It will be very shocking to her data System to receive this information.”  

“Her System will be shocked?” 

“Yes. It is very emotional. Perhaps I should have a repairman standing 

by. It will cause quite a reaction.” 

“A repairman!”  

“Yes indeed. I think it would be a good idea. She is tiring. The signal is 

weakening.”  

“We had better let her rest, then.”  
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I took his hand and he smiled, saying, “This is why we rarely have to ask 

for something. It is usually given before we ask.” I had sensed that he wanted 

me to take his hand and was reminded by his comment that at the Station, 

telepathy is the normal form of communicat ion. 

After he left I was surprised to hear Adam‟s voice  again. “I have been 

listening to your conversation father. Is that alright?” 

“Yes. What did you think of it?”  

“I listened very carefully to everything he said and to his feelings. I think 

he is losing his objectivity. He is becoming obsessed with mother. His 

feelings for her are clouding his judgment. I wonder if he will find h imself out 

of place with such strong feelings in a society which minimizes their 

importance.” 

“He is growing. In order to accomplish change in his society, he has to be 

somewhat different than the others. I think it is good that he is showing these 

feelings.” 

“I‟m concerned that he was actually going to destroy the captain and the 

crew of the boat if mother had gone to sea.” 

“Is that what he meant by the consequences being tragic for thos e who 

cared for her?”  

“Yes.” 

“Then he is losing his objectivity. He would be judging humans in terms 

of ET ab ilit ies, which  would be unfair. Humans would not have the sensitivity 

to know what another human was going to do on the boat before it happened.” 

“Shouldn't he consider the species before passing judgment?” 

“Certainly. I‟ll have to talk to him about that. Thank you for telling me. 

It‟s very important.”  

We said goodnight. 

It was another beautiful day. I spent a lot of it building closets and a 

bathroom in the upstairs bedroom. As we sat down to eat, one of the 

sweetener packets flipped out of the container by itself and the lid on the tea 

jug flipped up and down. Marjie noticed that the hutch had also b een slightly 

moved, and she asked if I had done it. I said, “No, maybe it was one of our 

faerie children or Mi who moved it.”  

We held a session that night in order to speak to Nucleus again. After 

greetings he said, “You have resumed contact sooner than I expected.”  

“You said something that concerned me. I was wondering what you 

meant when you said the consequences to those who cared for Marjie would  

be tragic if she had gone deep sea fishing.” 
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“Just a moment.” There was a brief pause. “I have cloaked our 

conversation.” 

We talked for almost an hour. He said he should not have made that 

remark. He admitted that he had great emotion about Marjie and was 

disturbed by the way his mind worked when it concerned her welfare. His 

reasoning was that Marjie would have told the captain of her fear before going  

on the trip. If the captain had persuaded her to go anyway, it would have been 

out of greed, and those who are greedy deserve retaliation. “Greed is 

destructive and cannot be tolerated,” he said. 

“I agree with you that greed can be destructive. It might even cause a 

person to want to kill someone who disturbs what he treasures.”  

“You have thrown the ball back into my court. How very intelligent of 

you. However, I can assure you that my feelings toward her are not feelings of 

greed. I just have this overwhelming desire to protect her.” 

“I suggested the trip in the first place and encouraged her to go. Why 

wouldn't you hold me responsible?” 

“You listened when she said she was afraid. You gave her feel ings weight 

and did not encourage her to go against them.” 

“I‟m trying to help her learn how to say no even when others are trying to 

persuade her. She has to learn to respect and to take responsibility for her 

feelings and to resist persuasion to do things which she knows are bad for her. 

She has to have the freedom to make choices if she is going to learn this.” 

“I understand that. We are in complete agreement as to the goal. I am still 

struggling with my emotions for her.”  

“You need to learn how to let go of this attachment. Until you are willing  

to give up everything for I AM, you cannot achieve your full spiritual growth. 

When you are willing to give up everything, even the ones you love, then you 

will receive more blessings than you can imagine.”  

“I have no desire to prevent her from sharing herself. She is a great 

source of pride for me because she is so unique. She has accomplished more 

than most humans we have worked with. A re you suggesting that my 

feelings fo r her are partly  due to my human genes?” 

“Perhaps, but I was thinking more of the development of feelings than of 

genetics. They follow a natural course in themselves. The first step is to be 

overly attached and possessive. The second step is to realize we must learn to 

share.” 

“Are there exercises you can give me to help me deal with my feelings? I 

know that this kind of possessiveness is something I must learn to give up.”  
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“Marjie will be protected by I AM whether you exist or not. We have His 

help to guide our steps and to place them on safe ground. Because we are 

dedicated to doing His work, he protects us. Marjie will always have this 

protection, no matter what happens to you or me. Why are you so concerned 

about her physical well being? You said p reviously that you wanted to bond 

with her when she leaves her body.  

“Alta Sha showed me an exercise which might help you. Open your 

hands in front of you in a gesture of sharing, as if allowing what you love to 

fly away at will. You cannot try to hold onto it, or you will lose it. When you 

feel possessive and overly protective, you might use this to remind you.” 

“I hope you don't think I am being argumentative,” he said. 

“This is friendship. We are only having a discussion and trying to help 

one another.” 

“Will you be willing to work with me on the subject of my emotions? 

Will it be possible for us to do this frequently?”  

“I would  be honored. Perhaps I can give you other suggestions that would 

be helpful.”  

“My sensors indicate that Star One's hand is beginning to have pain. It 

would benefit her to have some movement.”  

I reached over to massage her hand, which had been immobile for a long 

time. “Perhaps we should say goodnight,” I suggested. 

We agreed to resume contact soon. 

Marjie said, “I don‟t want Nucleus to treat me like a baby and I don‟t 

want him to think that the decision to bond is his alone to make. I have 

something to say about that, too.” 

“You should share those thoughts with him.”I woke up stiff and sore 

from all the exertions of the day before. Perithnea tried to cheer me up right 

away and suggested that I do some stretching exercises. I asked, “Do you 

know who moved the hutch?‟ 

 “It was me and Adam and Mi working together. It was mind over matter. 

We did it for mother's entertainment. Keep your eyes out for hawks on your 

way to work. I will try to send you some.” I saw several. 

In the evening I discovered that Marjie, with encouragement from Alta 

Sha, had purchased a cage to contain a small, wild rabbit that one of the dogs 

had caught and brought to the house She said, “I considered letting it go, but 

Alta Sha asked me why I AM had placed it in my path, so I didn‟t.” In order 

to protect the rabbit from harassment by the dogs, s he had suspended the cage 

on a rod between two apple trees.  
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After supper we had another session with Nucleus , who thanked me for 

the quick return. 

“You seem subdued tonight,” I remarked. 

“It has been a quiet time for me, but I will cheer up if you want me to.”  

“It‟s not necessary to perform for me. Whatever you feel is perfectly  

alright. How have you been doing?” 

“I am still struggling with my emotions. My feeling of needing to protect 

her goes on and on, as if endless.” 

“Recall when this feeling began. It was connected with touching the 

crystal, wasn't it, when you thought her life was in danger?” 

“Yes. I was angered because Regenc 4 and the Board as a group were not 

more concerned for her welfare. In my opinion, they used her. I cannot bear 

the idea of anyone ever using her again.” 

“One could argue from a human perspective that your kind has used 

Marjie from early  childhood to create babies for your own purposes.” 

“If one were to say that, it would be out of ignorance. Her spirit self 

agreed to what was done.” 

“How do you know that her spirit self d id not agree to the incident with  

the crystal?” 

“Because it is not in my System.”  

“Alta Sha is not in your System, either.”  

“Good point.  We could banter like this for a long time, but I think it  

might be a waste.” 

“The Board may have knowledge that you don‟t. She is unique.” 

“Everyone is unique.” 

“But she is important.” 

“The Board of Twelve concerns itself only with the effects of an action.” 

I could see that he would have real difficu lty considering himself part of 

the team if he was harboring such ideas about the Board. I had not forgotten 

that Nucleus previously said that they were aware of the Light and remained  

in It, and Alta Sha had confirmed that. I didn‟t want to directly confront 

Nuke‟s inconsistent thinking, however, so I changed the subject.  

“Are you aware of any other time in your life when you have had similar 

feelings, perhaps connected with another loss?” 

“I searched my past, but could not find a similar experience.” 

I remembered that his earthly father‟s Light had reminded Nuke of 

Marjie's Light and asked, “Your father was an earthling. Did he live a long 

time?”  
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“By human standards he lived a very long time.” 

“Did you enjoy a close relationship?” 

“No.” 

I was surprised. “Why not?” 

“My father was interested in many things. His interests were very broad. 

Perhaps too broad.” 

“Where did you fall on his list of interests?” 

“When he was tired and needed rest.” 

“Then you would talk to one another?” 

“Very briefly. My father changed his form some time ago.” 

“Is there any contact with him now?  

“No.” 

“Were you and your mother close?” 

“I do not know.”  

“How can that be?” 

“I simply do not know.”  

“If there had been a great deal of affection between you, you would 

certainly remember that, wouldn't you? Your answer implies that there was 

not.” 

“Once more, Pat, I can only say that I do not know.” 

“What was the nature of your relationship?” 

 “I observed her. She instructed me in many things. If it had not been for 

her when I was quite young, I would not have been able to become a Nucleus. 

She taught me at my lowest level. I am gratefu l to her fo r that.” 

He said this with no emotion. She apparently was an instructor instead of 

a loving mother. “Are you in communication with her now?”  

“No. She is very far away. Communicat ion links are difficult to establish. 

They take time.”  

I thought he must have been a very lonely child and that  his human side 

would have felt deprived. “What first attracted you to Marjorie?” 

“It was her Light; it was indescribably beautiful. I knew when I saw it  

that I must instruct this one. I made contact with Mother, who readily agreed. 

She said, This one must have only positive reinforcement, otherwise, she will 

not survive. I could not bear the idea of that Light being dimmed.”  

“Have you ever seen a Light like this one before?” 

“Yes.” 

“Among other humans?” 

“Yes. My father had this Light.” 
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“Oh. The unobtainable one.” 

Nucleus stopped all movement, as if stunned by my words. “It has been a 

busy day for Marjorie, and she is tired,” he said. 

“Yes. Would you like to continue this conversation some other time?”  

“Very much so. I would be honored.”  

I took his hand and a look of surprise crossed his face. “Good. I will 

contact you again soon. Meanwhile, I would like fo r you to think about your 

father and how you felt about him.”  

“I will do so. You will find me most cooperative.” 

“I have no doubt of that. We will speak again soon.” 

Marjie pointed at the ceiling and said, “Fifty seven! There‟s a 57 right 

there and a dog! The dog is up on its hind legs, wagging its tail, and panting. 

They‟re gone.” 

Her t rance was unusually deep and I had to count up twice before she was 

fully back in our dimension. “What was all that about 57?”  

“I saw those two numbers very clearly and then this mutt, but I couldn't  

see what he was leaning against with his paws. The numbers seemed to be on 

the dog.” 

“Oh. I get it, a  dog of all varieties. A Heinz 57.”  

“What?” 

“A Heinz 57. That's what you call a dog of very mixed breeding, like Old  

Dog. Mixed breed animals often have the best qualities of several ancestors 

and can be very smart and talented. In a way, it could also represent Nuke ‟s 

mixed genetics, which are the key to his success. I think the symbol refers to 

his capacity to become, like a dog, emotionally attached to the ones he loves. 

Like a stray dog, he may also feel that he doesn't belong to anyone and may  

long for affection. Perhaps, without realizing it, he is trying to prove himself 

worthy of love through outstanding accomplishments. He has not allowed  

himself to become attached to anyone else like he has attached to you. No 

wonder he has trouble managing his feelings about you. I also  think he may be 

projecting his father‟s lack of affection for him onto the Board of Twelve.”  

“I‟m really t ired. I can‟t keep my eyes open,” she replied. 

“Go on to sleep then. I‟m too keyed up. I‟m going to take a walk before I 

turn in.” 

I felt the presence of spirits with me for the entirety of the walk. 

Occasionally I caught glimpses of something beside me at the edges of my 

visual field. When I was back in the house, I heard footsteps but saw nothing 

to cause them. I typed my notes, read, and went to bed around midnight.  
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On our way to Memphis the next morning, Perithnea said, “Hello Father 

Bright.” 

“Hello, Daughter Bright. Where were you child ren yesterday?” 

“We were at the faerie convention. It‟s still going on. We‟re having a 

food break. All o f us are here today but we have to go back tomorrow.”  

“Is Adam having a good time, too?” 

“Oh, yes. He met lots of other boy faeries, and he's been teaching new 

faeries how to fly. I have to go now. Be sure to dream a lot tonight, because 

I'm starving.” We embraced.  

Marjie said, “Perithnea was here, wasn‟t she?” 

“Yes. She has been at a faery convention with Adam and Purpy and Mi 

but they came back here for a food break. She wants us to dream lots of good 

dreams for them to eat.” 

“Then I‟ll take a nap later and try  to dream for her.”  

That evening we had another session with Nuke. He said, “I have 

resumed my normal duties, but I set aside this time for our talk.”  

“Have you been thinking about your father?” 

“Yes, but I became distressed and stopped.” 

“That's what I thought would happen.” 

“It seemed to me that I should stop because my emotions were getting out 

of control. I thought we were trying to teach me how to control my emot ions.” 

“You learn to control them by first becoming familiar with them. 

Somet imes they can be unpleasant.” 

“Yes, they can.” 

“Tell me more about your father.” 

“He never showed much interest in me. It took no effort on my part to 

bond with him, however. It happened instantly.” 

“Because he had the same Light you saw in Marjie.”  

“Yes.” 

“But he did not reciprocate?” 

“Once I did a great thing. When my father learned about it, he told me 

about the interest he had in another and the great things he had done.” 

I felt sad for Nuke. “His lack of affection must have made you work 

harder to impress him. Tell me more about your relationship with your 

mother.”  

“My mother instructed me and I always did my best.” 

“I think you must have wanted to please her.” 
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“I do not recall trying to please my mother. I just did my best. That is 

what was expected of me. I would not bring shame upon my family.”  

“It must have been hard for you to identify with either your mother's kind 

or your father's kind, since you were half and half. You  were a part o f each, 

but not all o f either. I expect that this may have motivated you to excel.”  

“Because of my mother's effo rts I became a Nucleus. I attained all that I 

wanted.” 

“All but the love of your father.”  

“I learned to look for this from my pet, and eventually I will from my 

bonded one.” 

“The love of a pet is not the same as the love of a father. We humans 

recognize d ifferent kinds of love.” 

“Yes, your manual speaks of different levels of love. This manual was not 

part of my train ing. We were taught that love is for the purpose of bonding 

and reproduction.” 

“I‟m not talking about reproduction. Do you understand what it is that 

humans value more than anything else?” 

“No, what is this?” 

“Love. The human part of you craves love, and always has. In your 

society, you are taught to keep emotions under tight control but in humans, to 

experience our emot ions is normal.”  

“You have given me much to ponder. She is getting very tired.” 

“Very well, we will talk again soon.”  

 

Bart came for a weekend visitation. Marjie said that Bart had told her he 

did not wish to do any more inner exp loration. I shared Nuke's interpretation 

of the symbols he had drawn with him, and that Nucleus had said his 

resistance to the memory of past contacts was weakening.  

In the morn ing Bart asked, “Were you up walking around last night? I 

heard footsteps and somebody ran down the stairs.” 

“No, we didn‟t leave the bedroom,” Marjie said. 

“Well, d id you open and shut some doors down here? Were you talking? 

Did you turn on the outside light?” 

“No, but it could have been some of the spirits or ETs who like to visit.” I 

answered. 

 Perithnea joined us at breakfast. I said, “Bart heard footsteps, someone 

running down the stairs, someone closing doors, and someone talking down 

here last night. Do you know who was doing that?” 
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“I‟ll ask Mi.” 

 She turned to Bart. “Hi, Whisper Big Heart. I just got back from a 

meet ing for faeries. It was a convention about growth. I took some of the 

dreams that you and mother had back to the party with me and we had a big  

feast. There were all kinds of dreams to eat there. You could pick and choose 

what you wanted. I learned some knew things, like how to turn a rainbow 

inside out.” 

“How do you do that?” Bart asked. 

“You hold it by one end and flick it with your wrist, like a whip.”  

“What happens to it when you turn it inside out?” I asked. 

“It goes clear.” 

“Does it make a popping sound when you flick it?”  

“No, it makes a singing sound, like whoo oo ooo, that goes all the way 

down it.”  

“That must be the sound of the different colors blending together.” 

“Yes, but some of the older faeries got tired of listening to a hundred 

thousand rainbows being flicked. Guess what? Adam won a prize.”  

“He did? What for?”  

“He was the best dancer in one of the contests.” 

“That's wonderful. What kind of dance did he do?” 

“I don't know what kind of dance you would call it. Most of it was upside 

down and the people had to turn upside down to look at it. And he did another 

trick that amazed everybody. They couldn't figure out how he did it.”  

“What was that/” 

“He erected a long pole, and then he put Mr. Read Me on top of the 

pole, and then he made Mr. Read Me go inside of the pole, and then he 

turned the pole over, and Mr. Read Me popped out on the other end. Faeries  

don't know how to do that. They can do it to others, but not to each other. 

Everyone is t rying to  figure  out how he did  it .”  

“I'm g lad he's overcoming his shyness. He‟s becoming quite a character.”  

“Yes.” She turned to Bart and said, “Do you want to do some more 

exploration?”  

“No.” 

“You should. Why don't you want to?” 

“I don't know. I just don't,” he said with irritability.  

“This is a place where people can talk without fearing that anyone will 

make fun of them,” I said. He still didn't indicate a desire to explore, so we 

respected his decision. 
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Bart went back home in the early afternoon. Marjie and I did so me chores 

and took a bath together around five. Perithnea channeled. I asked, “Did you 

find out who ran down the stairs last night?”  

“It was Tanner.”  

Why did he do that?” 

“He was trying to see if anyone would wake up. He just wanted to see if 

he could to draw attention.”  

“I‟ve been thinking about him a lot in the last couple of days.” 

“Mother has been thinking about him a lot, too.” 

“We should have a session and speak to him. Did you notice how 

mother's ears perked up when Rod was talking about the new scuba gear that 

allows divers to breathe liquid air?”  

“Yes. It was due to her memory of having breathed under water.”  

“There‟s a movie that has that kind of scuba outfit in it. She would enjoy 

watching it,” I said. 

“Yes. You should go get that one.” 

“Why is Marjie feeling sad? Is it because the Bart left early?”  

“She's not sad just because of that. It‟s your first anniversary tomorrow 

and she's already thinking ahead to the next one.” 

“Why would she do that?” 

“Because some of her past relationships have broken apart on the second 

anniversary.” 

“Then she truly is having an anniversary effect.” 

“What‟s that? I never heard of it.”  

“Some people get sad on the anniversary of unhappy events.”  

“Oh. Goodbye, Father Bright.” 

“Goodbye, Daughter Bright.”  

After the bath I told Marjie I needed to go to town. 

“Can I go?” 

“No, I have to go get a surprise for you. I‟ll be back soon.” I bought an 

anniversary card decorated with a lovely rose on the front and the inside 

message was nearly identical to my marriage vows. At the same gift shop I 

purchased an exquisite ceramic night light in the shape of a rose which had 

light pink petals with darker edges. The saleslady commented on its beauty 

while she wrapped it.  

I put the card and gift out of sight before I joined Marjie in the kitchen. 

Perithnea said, “Mother is still crying inside. You‟d better do some work with  

her now, because if she doesn't get this out of her System, you aren't going to 
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be able to enjoy the rest of the evening very much. I'll stay out and help her up  

the stairs, so she won't have a chance to protest. If you try to talk her into it  

she‟ll worry about it, and think she isn't supposed to and make herself even 

more miserable.”  

I followed her upstairs . The session covered past situations with men that 

had left her feeling sad and alone, and she released a great deal of emot ion. I 

again assured her that I wasn‟t going to leave her like the others, and she was 

much calmer when we finished.  

Marjie wept with happiness when she saw the rose and the card, and to ld 

me how much she loved me. “It  was as if I AM placed the perfect card and the 

perfect gift just where I would find them to remind us of where we have been 

and where we are going on our spiritual path.” I said. 
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Chapter Twenty Seven 

Member of the Board 

A few days had gone by without a session. I felt Mother's presence very 

strongly when I thought of having one in order to contact Nuke. Marjie agreed  

to a session. After praying for insight, wisdom and protection, I counted her 

down, expecting to speak to Nuke, but I suddenly felt assured that he was 

doing well and did not need my counsel. Confirming that impression, Marjie 

said, “I feel myself being pulled in a d ifferent direction.” 

In a few moments her shoulders and head began the fly ing movements of 

Rides the Wind. I asked, “What is happening?” 

“I‟m in the mountain meadow with the old man. He is speaking in a slow 

cadence with long pauses between each statement.” 

“What is he saying?” 

Tanner answered. “That which your hands have been working on is 

nearly complete (Marjie had been working diligently on a blanket to which  

feathers were going to be attached). When it is finished, you should sprinkle 

spirits upon it. Combine many spirits. When you wear it, these spirits will 

protect you as a mother eagle protects her young. Fold this inward from the 

ends to protect the feathers. Her hands know how to do this. I wait for you, 

Man to Come.” 

“We will be going to the mountains  soon,” I rep lied. The flying  

movements resumed. To Rides the Wind I said, “Thank you for your help and 

for your beauty.” I asked Marjie, “Do you have more work to do?” 

“It is finished.” 

I counted her up. “I can see him sitting on his haunches, rocking back and  

forth in the meadow. He wants us to gather bits and pieces of d ifferent  

animals and insects, put them in a shaker, and sprinkle them over the cape 

when it‟s fin ished. He shook his hands to show me how to sprinkle them. He 

wants me to ro ll the cape up so that the feathers are on the inside and tie it.”  

“When are we supposed to do it?” 
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“Before we leave for the mountains. We will be told  when to  go.”  

I was getting ready for work when Perithnea said, “Alta Sha visited 

Nucleus in his quarters last night. Nucleus thought he was hallucinating. Alta 

Sha is going to go back to see him today but this time he‟s going to take some 

others with him, including Nuke's father.”   

“I thought Nuke said his father was dead.” 

“That‟s what he thinks. He‟s in fo r a surprise.”  

“Then he‟ll defin itely know that Alta Sha is an angel. Does the Board  

know what is happening to Nuke?”  

“Yes. They‟re about to decide that they don't want to mess with him 

anymore, and Nuke is afraid he‟s going to lose his position, but when Alta 

Sha goes back he‟s going to set Nuke outside his quarters. I think he wil l 

escort him to the Board.” 

“I‟m glad Alta Sha is able to do for Nuke what I can‟t. He needs support 

right now.”  

Alta Sha interjected, “Your work with Nucleus is not finished by far. Alta 

Sha is shaking his foundation, and he will need help to build a new one.”  

“I‟ll be happy to help any way I can.”  

When Marjie was washing and I was drying the supper dishes that 

evening, Alta Sha emerged, but continued the task for her. “Good evening, 

Alta Sha. Did you take Nuke ‟s father to see him?”  

“He also met others.” 

“How d id he react to being set outside his quarters?”  

“You should ask him this question, so that you will have the pleasure of 

discovery.”  

“Thanks for helping. I was getting worried about him.”  

“Thank I AM. There is one thing I want to tell you.”  

“What‟s that?” 

“I don't do windows.”  

I laughed at his joke and said, “Unless I AM asks you to.”  

“Then I would do them perfectly. There is no need for you to worry about 

Nucleus 8 or anything else. All has been taken into account.”  

Marjie and I held a session to contact Nucleus. A slight delay occurred 

before he began to channel. Marjie said, “He‟s having trouble getting the 

signal through because it has to be rerouted.”  

When he began, the head movements were less pronounced and Nuke 

was very calm. “Thank you for contacting me so soon,” he said.  

“I was eager to speak to you again. I understand that you had visitors.”  
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“What else have your spies told you?”  

I repeated what I knew. “What I still want to know is how your meeting  

with your father went, what has happened between you and the Board, and 

how you feel about all of it.”  

 He raised an eyebrow. “Do you not realize the full impact of what you 

have done?”   

“Not the full extent.”  

“Then I will fulfill you. I was in my room, which, accord ing to our 

technology, is completely impenetrable due to the many levels of security that 

must be bypassed to enter. Because of my anger, I was destroying things in it 

with my mind. I thought that my actions were causing alarm to my colleagues, 

but I learned later that they had been encoded so that no one would be able to 

view them unless they knew the codes. I was joined by beings of incredible 

magnificence. I had knowledge of such beings, but only in theory. They 

surrounded me. I was nearly blinded and deafened by their Light  and their 

tones. They stepped back to reveal my father. We embraced and shed tears.”  

“So you and your father are reconciled?”  

“Yes, and I am also reconciled with the Board. To my delight, the beings 

encircled me and transported me to the entry into the Board room. Alta Sha 

entered before me. He returned a few moments later and escorted me before 

the Board. I was given a great deal of informat ion which answered a mult itude 

of questions. I was received. Eight has blended.”  

To be certain I understood him correctly, I asked, “By 8, you mean 

yourself?”  

“Yes. Eight has been received upon the Board .”  

“That is wonderful news!” Tears rolled down my face. “I can't tell you 

how happy these reconciliations make me. I am so grateful that you are at 

peace.”  

“Without you and your questions, I would never have found inner sight. I 

am greatly indebted to you, and I send to you a multitude of gratitude.”  

“The whole experience of meeting you and working with you has been a 

great blessing for me,” I replied. 

“I am now free to do as I will. My activit ies are unrestricted. My System 

is being updated. The changes to my System will have an impact on Marjie 's 

signal. Her implant will have to be adjusted. Yours also will require 

adjustment, but this will be minor.”   

“Will the necessary changes to your System be done immediately  or 

later?”  
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“Arrangements will have to be made.”   

“I am so pleased with what has happened and I give I AM all the credit. It  

was His love that accomplished all of this.”  

“I have made it clear that I wish to continue the same work that I was 

doing before and I would  like to know, with your permission, if I can continue 

to be your friend.”  

“Nucleus, you are among my best friends, along with Alta Sha, Mother, 

Perithnea, Adam, Mi, and my Indian brothers. I have so many good friends 

now. All of them are dear to me and I would not want to give any of them 

up.”  

“Please assist me,” he said. “Raise her hand to your chest.” I placed it  

over my heart and kept my hand on top of hers. I projected Light and Love 

through my hand to him. “Nucleus is pleased to bond with whomever he 

chooses,” he said. More tears came to my eyes. We held this pose for a minute 

or so, and he continued, “You may release her hand now.”  

 I tenderly placed my hand on Marjie's stomach. “I‟m adding to the 

river,” I said, choking down a sob.  

“But you are not causing a flood,” he said, smiling. “I also have added to 

this river. I have added four thousand seven hundred and eighteen years‟ 

worth of tears to it.”  

“We will wait for your contact until the changes to your System and our 

implants are completed. You have permission to do whatever is necessary to 

my implant to promote our contacts and our work together.”  

“Mother needs some flexib ility in this regard,”  he said.  

“I trust we will be in touch soon,” I replied.  

My tears continued to fall when I counted Marjie up. I told her everything 

that had happened. She was delighted and relieved that Nucleus was no longer 

suffering. “He was very grateful for my contribution to the process, but none 

of it would have happened without you, Marjie.”  

“I didn't do anything.”  

“Oh yes you did. If you had not started your inner search, we wouldn‟t be 

having this conversation or the others leading to this. You had the courage to 

search and to continue in spite of the pain.”  

“It seems like such a long time ago when we started. Now the searching 

is easy. If we keep at it, we might become pros. We make a pretty good 

team.”  

“All of us make the team. You, me, Perithnea, Alta Sha, Adam, Mi, 

Nucleus, the Board, we all do our part to make it happen.” 
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“I‟m worn out,” she said. 

“Rest. I‟m too wound up to sleep, though. I‟m going to take a walk to use 

up some of this energy.”  

It was a beautifully clear night. The stars and moon and fresh air were 

icing on the cake. I walked for a half hour, praising and thanking I AM for all 

the blessings we had received and for the spirits that inhabited our waking  

lives.  

I felt deep compassion for the millions of people on Earth who have no 

awareness of the infinite Love which the Creator has for all of us. I thought of 

the problems created by man's self-imposed separation from God‟s love: war, 

hatred, famine, distrust, greed, and all were so unnecessary. I remembered  

Alta Sha telling me that all has been taken into account and I need not  worry. 

He said I could not take on the burdens of the world. It is too much for one 

man to carry. This burden belongs to the Father, not to one who isn't big 

enough to carry it.  

I therefore put my sadness aside and enjoyed the feeling of being 

privileged to participate in a wonderful process. I rejoiced that Nucleus now 

had knowledge of his human side which would help h im to understand the 

earthlings he would protect on the New Earth which he had helped to create.  

I was nailing some boards together while framing the upstairs bathroom 

when Perithnea said, “There are some baby wood sprites still inside that 

wood.” 

“Should I stop hammering? It must scare them.”  

“Their elders went to visit some other sprites and told them not to leave 

their tree until they got back. When the tree was cut down they didn ‟t 

understand that its life had already ended, so they waited for their parents.  

They felt the terror of going through the sawmill. Your hammering reminds 

them of the sounds they heard.”  

“How can I make them feel safe?” I asked.  

“Soothe them. Ask their permission to use the wood.” 

“I‟m so sorry I frightened you, baby sprites. I didn ‟t know you were still 

in this wood. If you look around, you will see Mi, another sprite, wh o will 

show you where to go.” 

“Mi and me are trying to calm them down too.”  

I said, “I will not harm you, baby sprites. You are welcome to stay in this 

house. There‟s wood from many trees here that you can play in.”  
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Perithnea said, “They‟re packing their bags now. We convinced them that 

this is a place full o f love and that they can play wherever they want to.”  

At suppertime I heard a lot of popping noises in the woodwork and asked 

Perithnea, “How are the sprites?” 

“They‟re having fun running around all over the place. The popping 

noises happen when they reach the end of a board and pass through into 

another one. They don't understand why one board ends before another one 

starts up. It's not like what they remember but they are starting to get used to 

it. I've been teaching them how to jump from one board to another, and it goes 

pop when they do.”  

“Make sure they know they can stay as long as they wish. How long does 

it take baby sprites to grow up?” 

“Thousands of years.” 

“How o ld is Mi?”  I asked.  

“I never ask another lady her age.”  

The frequent popping sounds continued at a high rate fo r several days 

before slowing to a few each day.  
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Chapter Twenty Eight 

Adjusting Implants 

On impulse, Marjie and I decided to attend the UFO Conference in  

Eureka Springs, Arkansas. On the way there, Perithnea said, “Uncle Nuke 

made a small chair for me and put it on his console. I‟ve been sitting there 

wait ing patiently for you to decide to go to this conference. You will have a 

chance to talk to others who have been contacted there and mother needs 

that.”  

We arrived in time for the first presentation and soon encountered Bob 

and Mickey Hair, whom I had met there two years previously. They invited us 

to have dinner with them. 

The most interesting presentation of the first day was by Forrest 

Crawford, who discussed the ancient art of scrying, or water gazing. He 

pointed out that practitioners of this art had made contact with beings very 

similar to, or perhaps identical to, ETs. Several people in the audience walked  

out when he suggested that ETs could be spiritual beings whose motives 

toward humans were benevolent. He showed slides of old religious paintings 

in which there were unmistakable UFOs with people in them. He spoke of 

having a repetitious dream of being aboard a UFO and talking with a silver -

haired ET mentor who appeared to be in his mid -fort ies, a description which  

could easily fit Nucleus 8. We tried to talk to him about our similar 

experiences, but he was too preoccupied to carry on a conversation with us. 

The following day Marjie and I toured the town instead of listening to a 

fear-filled, negative presentation. We visited several shops and bought some 

gifts before dropping by Bob and Mickey's room. Bob was attending a lecture  

but Mickey was there because of back pain. She allowed us to send healing 

Light to the affected area while she lay on her stomach. Marjie and I p rayed 

for assistance and passed our hands over her for several minutes before 

leaving, having made arrangements to join them later for supper. When we 

got back together, she said her pain was gone 
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We told Bob and Mickey about the beings in Nuke's dimension who can 

direct the energy of the central Light to various locations where it is needed to 

power equipment. I described the two telephone calls we had received from 

those beings as a demonstration that they truly could operate equipment from 

a distance. They were very interested. Bob said he had also come to the 

conclusion I had shared before, which was that the primary purpose of contact 

was to foster the spiritual growth of humans.  

A photographic analysis expert gave a lecture that evening in which he 

showed unaltered NASA photos, taken by astronauts on the moon and from 

the lunar orbiter, of artificial structures, some of which were several miles 

high. He believed that some of them were the remnants of huge, domed 

structures which might have been destroyed by meteorites. His evaluation of 

the evidence was technical and quite convincing.  

Another interest ing presenter showed us videotapes of “aircraft”  

which cou ld not be p lanes because of the very slow speed at which they  

were t raveling while s imultaneously making the sounds of jet eng ines. He 

said that one o f the UFOs was traveling at on ly twenty four miles per 

hour, an impossib le feat for a p lane other than a rare military hover jet . 

The v ideos showed the  strange lights fly ing into and emerg ing from the 

ground. When  he went  to the locat ion where the lights had been seen   

entering and  leav ing the ground  he found a large  circu lar mound with  

perpend icu lar sides eight feet  tall with a d iameter o f one hundred feet. He 

also measured  extremely  strong, abnormal geomagnet ic read ings at  the  

site and at others where UFOs had been observed going into and out of the 

ground. He also asserted that he had located landforms in upstate New 

York which  seemed to mirro r the monuments at Cydonia on Mars.  

Around 2:00 a.m., the phone in our motel room rang. I answered, but no 

one was there. I asked Perithnea, “Do you know who called us at two in the 

morn ing?” 

“You already guessed.” 

“The ETs?” 

“Yes. They heard your conversation with Mickey and Bob and made the 

call to let you know.”  

We left before the conference was completely over in order to have time 

to rest and to do some trance work in the evening, so that the adjustment to 

Marjie's implant could be made at home. Perithnea and I talked at intervals. 

I asked, “What did you think about the presentation concerning structures 

on the moon? Do you think it was inhabited in the past?” 
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“Every planet in the solar system has been inhabited at one time or 

another. Your government is definitely not telling the public all that they have 

found on their explorations . They say they are protecting the public, which is 

just an excuse for keeping it to themselves , so they can keep control over the 

people who pay for all of it. There are people in your government who would 

like to conquer a race on another planet and claim it for themselves. Humans 

have enough problems on Earth. You  don‟t need to be export ing them to other 

planets. Humans have no right to take something that belongs to someone else 

and call it their own.”  

“I totally agree with you.” 

“I bet you wish you could see what is on Pluto.” Looking chagrined, she 

made a gesture of zipping her lips .  

“Did you say the wrong thing?” I asked. She nodded.  

As we got closer to home, Marjie said, “I‟ve been having feelings of loss 

that I can‟t explain ever since I woke up this morning.” 

“Do you want to exp lore this?” 

“Not now. I know it‟s probably important, but I don‟t feel like doing any 

trance work.” I let it ride until she was ready.  

She peered at the sky and said, “I feel as if someone is watching us.” 

We stopped at a beautiful rest area where some very o ld cedars grew. The 

sky was clear and a pleasant breeze was blowing as we walked to a hilltop 

table to sit. “I feel as if I‟ve been here before. I feel very strange, as if I'm 

being pulled away, and I have to keep pulling myself back to reality,” Marjie 

said. 

“Why don't you let me count you down and we„ll find out what this is 

about.” 

 She agreed. “Mother says that they are preparing me for surgery to alter 

my implant.” Simultaneously, a honeybee that had been flying near us landed 

on my head and began walking around in my hair, which I didn't mind at all. 

In only a few seconds, Marjie said, “I‟m finished.” Simultaneously, the bee 

flew off. I counted her up and we left.  

She fell asleep within a few minutes of getting back on the road and woke 

about an hour later, saying, “I saw the end of a crystal just before I woke up. It  

was one of the flat surfaces and had little points of light all over it. They were 

glowing green and were very pretty. They gave me a good feeling.”  

Perithnea said, “Nucleus and Mother are taking your needs  into 

consideration. She will have time to water the plants when you get home 

before they begin surgery.” 
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 Mother was touching me very strongly as Marjie and I began our implant  

session. I suggested that she relax and remain in the Light. She said, “I feel a  

pinching pain up here in the right corner of my head.”  

“Concentrate on having a piece of ice over that point which is numbing 

the pain.” 

“It stopped, just like that.” I held my hands an inch above her head for 

healing a few moments longer. She came out of the trance needing to go to the 

bathroom. She staggered and I held her arm to steady her. After a few steps 

her coordination improved. When she returned to the bed, she said, “Will you 

stay with me?”  

“Sure.”  

Ly ing beside her with closed eyes, I waited for the adjustment to my 

implant to begin. I saw beautiful gold and violet lights with my third eye and 

fleeting images of more items I couldn't identify. I felt strong pressure at the 

left temporal area. I silently blessed all those who were helping in th is process 

and spread my arms out to embrace them. I perceived myself as composed of 

intense white Light which radiated into the medical unit and the entire Station. 

I sensed that they accepted and appreciated the Light.  

Next I visualized holding a sphere of Light in which the faerie v illage 

could be seen by the attending ETs. After holding this image for a few 

seconds, I rested my hands on my stomach. The pressure in my head 

continued. I felt new connections forming between the left  and right sides of 

my brain. When the pressure subsided completely, I drifted off to sleep.  

When I woke a short time later, Perithnea said, “Mother needs to use the 

bathroom again.”  

I helped Marjie, still a little wobbly, to walk across the room. She said, 

“What is that roaring noise coming from downstairs?” 

“I don‟t hear any noise.” 

“It‟s loud. I don‟t understand why you can‟t hear it.” 

Perithnea said, “The noise she hears is caused by electrical discharges the 

ETs are g iving her brain to balance her brain waves with the new implant. It  

has to be given her personal signature, so to speak. She should take it easy for 

the rest of the day, but will be able to eat supper. I‟m getting shocked by these 

discharges too and I better leave now.”  

“Okay, and thanks for all your help.”  

I worked on the closets the next day. Perithnea came to see me and asked, 

“Do you know where Adam is right now?” I shook my head and she pointed 

at the bill of my cap. “He‟s sitting right there.”  
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I hoped he hadn‟t paid attention to the cuss words I had used  due to the 

carpentry frustrations I had been having. Around four, Perithnea reminded me 

it was time to get ready to go out to dinner. She helped me sweep up the 

sawdust and said, “I do windows, too.” We were waiting on our meal at the 

restaurant when she said, “Hasn‟t mother recovered well from the surgery?” 

“Yes. She bounced back quicker than the last time they worked on her 

implant. I‟ve been noticing stronger sensations in my head today, especially  

when I think about the ETs.” 

 The weather was so pleasant that evening that I held class under the trees 

in the quadrangle, which the class enjoyed a great deal. I said, “Some people 

believe that every tree is blessed with at least one wood sprite to keep it 

company.” 

A student said, “That‟s a mythical creature.”  

“Just because you can't sense or measure something doesn't mean that it  

doesn‟t exist. There are many real phenomena, such as electricity, which  

could not be studied scientifically until a method was devised to measure 

them. Once the measurement technology existed, then scientists accepted 

electricity as real, although ordinary people already believed in it because of 

their personal experiences.”  

I came home to find Marjie working on the blanket we would adorn with 

feathers. We talked a while and were watching a movie when Perithnea 

emerged, saying, “Alta Sha wants to talk to you.” 

“Will Marjie be upset if I turn the movie off?”  

“No.”  

I sat beside Marjie. Alta Sha greeted me and stared at the right side of my 

head, where Mother's touch was intense. “An offer of training is being made,” 

he said.  

“Who is to receive this training?”  

“It is for your son and daughter in law.”  

“Are they to receive it from me or from you?”  

“They have asked what their role was to be on this trip. The training is to 

prepare them to be of assistance. Their energies will help you and Pearl to do 

what you need to do. I cannot answer any more questions about the training. I 

only know that it will be helpful if they will set aside some time every day for 

meditation and to look within, not to find fault, but to accept and receive 

whatever is given. They should take notes and write down what occurred and 
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share them with each other. They should do this for as long as they are 

comfortable doing it. It will be good if you arrange to meet with them two 

times before you make your journey.”  

“What is the purpose of the gatherings?”  

“I have work to do with them. It is entirely up to them to choose whether 

they wish to do this or not. All things have been taken into consideration, even 

the possibility of refusal. Vanessa is not familiar with this technique.”  

“I‟m glad that training is being offered and that they can do it without my 

help. That removes any issues of control or influence from me that might get 

in the way. Perhaps they will hear your words and realize that they come from 

I AM and not from me.”  We said goodbye, and I counted Marjie up.  

She said, “I‟ve been hearing from Alta Sha through the day that there was 

going to be something involving the children.” We called them right away to 

tell them what Alta Sha had said. Marjie also told Vanessa that she wanted to 

make her a blouse and asked her what size she wore. Vanessa was very 

pleased by the offer of training and seemed even more interested in getting 

together with us than Chris did. They were to call us back with a date for our 

first meeting.  

Marjie could not go to sleep until she had written a poem which Alta Sha 

dictated to her: 

Buried beneath the darkness,  

the smothered sobs choke,  

strangle, gasp for air and become silent.  

A pinpoint of light begins to come near.  

Nearer, nearer with sounds of movement.  

Breathe! Breathe!  

O Light of God!  

I hoped the poem meant that Rapsar was no longer struggling for b reath. 

In the morning I woke feeling quite refreshed and was greeted by 

Perithnea, who said, “You have mice in this wall. It‟s raining outside, too. Did  

you know that every time a rain drop hits, it makes a t inkling sound?”  

“I guess that‟s why people like to lis ten to the rain so much.”  

“Yes. Some people sleep best of all when it rains. I‟m going outside to 

take a bath.”  

Marjie said, “I had a wonderfu l dream. I was using some fantastic 

technology but I can‟t remember much about it.”  
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“Maybe you were being shown things you will use later.” 

 I received several beautiful images while in meditation and waiting for 

my first appointment to show. One was a large yellow blossom which then 

became a tunnel of light that eventually led to an opening. Other images 

included unfamiliar writing, portions of strange equipment and lovely, 

mysterious life forms. Mi tickled me at various times and I saw faery Lights 

in my office.  

That evening a pregnant Old Dog was trying to give birth but pain in her 

previously fractured pelvis was causing her to resist the contractions. Marjie 

was concerned that something would go wrong, in spite of being told by Alta 

Sha that all would be well.  

I worked for a couple of hours constructing my psychology class's first 

examination. Old Dog had not delivered and a worried Marjie still sat with  

her. I finally persuaded her to lie down beside me to watch television for a 

while, and Perithnea jo ined me. “I‟ve been looking for a frog,” she said.  

“Why?”  

“Because I need to find a place where I can put a worry wart.” I laughed. 

 “Did you find one yet?”  

“No. It's because of her love that she worries so much.”  

“Her worry is based on doubt and fear, not love.”  

“I know, but she still hasn't learned yet. I have to go now.” 

“Was it you that I saw in my office today?”   

“No, maybe it  was Adam. Bye.”  

Marjie drifted off to sleep. I stayed up until about eleven and checked on 

Old Dog, but still no puppies.  

Marjie got up around six in the morn ing and found that two unusually 

large puppies had been delivered. One was stillborn but the other was 

searching for a nipple. As soon as it found one, a third puppy was born. 

Marjie was thrilled. I had to leave for work before the birthing was fin ished. 

I heard a loud pop in the corner of my office which I attributed to Mi's 

shenanigans and I was again blessed with faerie Lights. Mi tickled my eyelid  

on the way home from work. The remaining puppies had been born alive and 

well.  

 

After supper we contacted Nucleus, who was in a very peaceful mood. 

“Marjie is viewing my new quarters,” he said. “I‟m very pleased with them. I 
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also have a new System. It is amazingly fast and I am still learning how to 

operate it. My old one is being retired in my honor, and no one else will ever 

be allowed to use it. I also have new clothing, which Star One is examining.”  

“I‟m happy to see that you passed through your emotional crisis with  

such a great outcome.” 

“I have become aware of great love. I do not try to direct this love, but 

allow it to flow wherever it will. I have been advised by other Board members 

that I should not allow myself to indulge in feelings of impatience and 

frustration. They are unpleasant and therefore should be avoided. I am to  

enjoy the love that I feel.”   

“I have been going through some unpleasant emotions in reaction to a  

couple of disturbing dreams I had last night. The first one was about having 

sex with a scruffy looking male, something I have never dreamed of before, 

and I woke up wondering what on Earth was wrong with me. I then had 

another dream in which strange men were driving their vehicles in my yard. 

One of their cars had broken down in the driveway and they were working on 

it. When I went out to make them leave, one of them tried to sell me a car part  

that I didn't need. I woke up feeling that I was hemmed in by too many people 

and needed more space.  

“When I told Marjie about my dreams I realized just how distressed I was 

about them. I told her that I had finally made some true friends, and although 

they live in another dimension, I love them so much that I would lay my life 

down for them. It then dawned on me that most of my new friends are 

masculine.  

“Perithnea said the dream wasn‟t about homosexuality, but about the 

disapproval I expect to receive from people for having such deep feelings for 

my new male friends. What I feel for them is very strong, but it‟s not sexual. 

To feel so deeply for another male is something new for me. It brings tears to 

my eyes just to speak of it.”  

“When one has such great love, one feels the pain of others. It takes a 

very strong person to contain this much love,” Nuke said.  

“I have been told by Alta Sha that no man should try to carry the burden 

of the human race. It belongs to God and no man is big enough to carry it.”  

“I agree. We should learn to enjoy the love and let go of the pain.”  

“I‟m still working on that.”  

“When you go to the new planet you will not be denied that which you 

have not received on Earth.”  

“I know. That‟s why I‟m so eager to go.”  
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“Do not let your eagerness turn into frustration and impatience.”  

“It's something I have to work on. I know that there is still work for me to  

do here, but I do wish that I were there with you.”  

“I wish this also. Over the next  three weeks  adjustments will have to be 

made to Star One's implant that will allow her to interact with my new System 

more effect ively. Two of them concern me. I am go ing to have to study how 

to do them in order to cause the least discomfort.”  

“Perhaps that‟s why she dreamed of technology. Will she need to be in 

trance when you do this?”  

“It would go more smoothly if it were done that way.”  

“I will be very happy to help, if I know when it needs to be done.” 

“I will let you know soon.”  

“Last night, I felt as if someone was working on my implant. Were you 

making adjustments?”  

“Yes, your adjustments have been completed.”  

“I have been trying to contact Rapsar,” I said.  

“Excellent. It ‟s a good mental exercise for you.”  

“I was thinking of h im because of the poem which Alta Sha wrote about 

someone being unable to breathe.” 

“I would like for A lta Sha to write a poem for me. Will you read it?”  

When I finished he said, “This poem speaks to me.”  

“In a way it also seemed to apply to me.”  

“There are many parallels in our lives, but this poem is about me! You  

are the Light it speaks of.”  

“I‟m pleased that I was able to help you.”  

“Can I display this poem?”  

“Certainly.” We parted after agreeing that we would soon be in touch 

again.  

I went over the session with Marjie, who said, “Eight made his poem 

appear in very large letters in a frame measuring four by six feet on a wall in  

his new quarters.” 

“I‟m flattered. He said they‟re going to have to make more adjustments to 

your implant over the next few weeks.”  

“I‟m not sure I want to go through another surgery like the last one.” 

 “I think they can do it without surgery. Eight is working on a method that 

won‟t be intrusive.” 
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Chapter Twenty Nine 

Enter Teglinlins 

The following morning Perithnea said, “You should speak to Nucleus 

again.”  

Marjie said, “I'm hearing his voice saying, Hey Pat! Hey Pat! Nucleus is 

calling.” We contacted him.  

“This is a surprise,” he said. 

“Why so? Marjie said she heard you calling for me.”  

“Her new implant is working quite well. I‟m surprised that no further 

adjustment is required. She will not need the communication rod in our future 

contacts.” 

“I‟m sure she‟ll appreciate that. Holding it for very long made her 

uncomfortable. She told me that you placed your poem on the wall in very  

large print.” 

“I‟m quite proud of it. It helps me to stay focused on the changes I am 

making within.”  

“Now that you are on the Board, you won‟t be able to avoid them 

anymore.”  

“Quite so. I never expected to be in such a position.” 

“You may find that they are more attuned to the love that you now feel 

than you realized.”  

“I have a lot to learn. The Board and I have a rather unusual request to 

make of you and Star One.”  

“I‟ll be glad to do anything I can to help the team. What is it?”  

“Before I make the request, I need to supply you with information that 

will help you make a decision. Star One will hear it also.  

“There is a planet which we call Compound 91 that is reserved for 

individuals with in the Alliance who refuse to do anything for themselves or 

others. These individuals have no regard for themselves or anyone else. They 

have been given every chance to show if they have interest in any activity or if 
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they have any motivation other than continuing to live. The Alliance will not 

allow such individuals to remain in the company of those who do care and 

who are making a contribution, however small it may be. These individuals 

are placed on Compound 91 in the company of others like themselves , and 

nothing is expected of them. The Alliance provides them with nourishment, 

but without making personal contact. Their food is deposited on the surface of 

the planet, where they gather it.  

“The planet is barren and the inhabitants live underground. It is in the 

vicinity of a mass of negative energy which we refer to as The Dark. The 

Dark devours any life it encounters by literally sucking the life force out of it. 

If anyone remains on the surface of the planet for very long, The Dark will 

find and consume them. Its proximity insures that no one can escape from 

Compound 91.”  

“So it‟s like an island prison on earth that‟s surrounded by the ocean?” 

“Yes, except its purpose is not to punish. The individuals placed there 

have no interest in being in society and do not object to their isolation so long 

as their physical survival is assured. A few of your Earth years ago we placed 

two adults and their two children on Compound 91. It was hoped that having 

their children with them might lead to family bonding, but this did not 

happen. The adults neglected and abused the children.  

“The one you call Mother became aware of the child ren‟s distress and 

rescued them. The children have normal feelings and attachments for each 

other. They have been at the Station for several of your weeks but they remain  

withdrawn and d istrustful in  spite of the love and protection they have 

received. Only the boy will speak to us. The boy is very protective of his 

sister. If it were not for h im, she would probably be dead.” 

“Why?” 

“Their parents despise noise of any kind. Whenever the little one made a 

noise, they would hit her. The last time she made a noise in their presence 

they put her alone on the surface of the planet and left her there. Her brother 

risked his life to save her from The Dark. I have been personally involved in  

caring for them, but have not been able to break through the wall of distrust 

they have built around themselves.” 

“What do you want us to do?”  

“Our request is that you and Star One will agree to allow the 

consciousness of these children to enter her. We know that you both will give 

them the love and nurturing that they need, just as you have done for others 

who entered her in the past.” 
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“The ones who entered her before were disembodied spirits. These 

children have living bodies. How can they enter her?” 

“Through our technology, we can separate their consciousness from their 

bodies and transfer them to hers, and their bodies can be maintained at the 

Station for an indefinite period of time. There are many individuals in the 

Alliance who choose to do this. Some have not entered their bodies for 

hundreds of your years.  

“If all goes well, we expect that these children will re -enter their bodies 

when they have learned to trust others. Until that time, the Board could think 

of no better place for them to reside than with you and Star One. If they enter 

her, they will be fully aware of her thoughts, emotions, actions, and 

experiences.” 

“I‟m honored by your confidence in us. What can you tell us about their 

species?” 

“Teglinlins are a hybrid race of highly intelligent individuals known for 

their sociability, gentleness and peacefulness, and are advanced in technology. 

They communicate primarily through telepathy but are capable of making a 

wide range of sounds and can use spoken language. In appearance they are 

approximately four and a half feet tall at maturity. They have four limbs and 

walk on their back legs, which are much larger than their arms. Their feet and 

hands have three digits. Their outer covering is similar to velvet. It is 

completely white at birth, but the males are a light brown shade at maturity.  

“They have appendages at the sides of their heads which are somewhat  

similar in shape to small, fringed elephant ears, but these are not used for 

hearing. The movements of these flaps reflect their emot ional and mental 

state. They have two eyes in grooves on their faces which have a longer range 

of motion than the eyes of humans, a tiny mouth consistent with their entirely  

liquid  diet, and no nose. A serrated ridge runs from the top of their head to the 

upper lip of their mouths.  

“Their general body shape is somewhat like a kangaroo, although the 

head does not have a long snout and their tail is much shorter. They are valued  

members of the Alliance and make many useful contributions to our society. 

Unfortunately, the parents of these children do not have any desirable traits.” 

“How o ld are the children?” 

“The oldest is a male who, in comparison to humans, would be 

approximately twelve years old. The youngest is a female whose development 

would approximate that of a four year old.”  

“Poor thing, she‟s practically a baby.” 
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“Teglinlins live to be about 400 Earth years old and do not reach sexual 

maturity until around the age of thirty. Their reproductive organs are lo cated 

under the left arm on the females and under the right arm on the males.”  

“It sounds like they could be with us for a long time.”  

“It may not be as long as you expect. We are able to accelerate their 

growth.”  

“I‟m not real clear on how this would work. If their bodies are still alive, 

how can they remain within Marjie?  

“We can maintain an individual‟s body indefin itely while its 

consciousness freely travels. Its consciousness can also be placed within  

another individual if that person has a properly designed implant. The implant  

allows contact to be maintained with the body‟s caretakers and others at the 

Station as required. Also, the imported consciousness is able to experience all 

the thoughts, feelings, sensations and actions of the host, while main taining its 

own individuality.”  

“So, except for the use of the implant, this would be just like having 

spirits of the deceased enter Marjie?”  

“Yes.” 

“Will they be able to channel through Marjie just like you?”  

“Yes.” 

“That‟s amazing. Does that mean that you also have to separate from 

your body in order to channel through her?” 

“Yes, but the degree of separation can vary. For example, I have come to 

your home within my body on occasion, but it is invisib le to you because of 

its much higher rate of v ibration, and yet I have to slow it down a great deal to  

do that. When I come here, it is like walking through molasses. Everything 

happens here at a rate six times slower than in my d imension.”  

“Will that difference affect the children‟s consciousness?” 

“No, because the link between them and their bodies will be very weak. 

Their bodies are in a coma-like state.” 

“It would be a great pleasure to accept these children and to be involved 

in helping them to overcome the awfu l treatment they have received. If 

Marjie‟s willing, I certain ly am.”  

Marjie said, “So am I.”  

“When will the transfer take p lace?” 

“Right away, if Star One is ready.”  

“Send them on,” Marjie said. She beamed a smile as they entered. “I can 

feel them nestling down inside. They‟re precious! They‟re so sweet!” 
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I said, “Welcome, little ones. We hope that you will enjoy living with us. 

We love children and will do nothing to harm you. We know that all of this is 

very new to you and that you need time to get used to being around humans. 

This is a safe and loving place, and before too long, I hope you will feel 

comfortable enough to talk to us. We would love to hear your stories.” 

Nucleus said, “You may choose names for them. Their parents didn‟t care 

enough to do that. They were taught to walk with their heads down. If they 

stood up straight they were punished.” 

“It will be a pleasure to teach them how to express themselves with 

pride.”  

“The Board and I thank you both very much and have confidence that 

you will succeed. I will leave you now so that the children can get accustomed 

to you. I wish you both good luck, and look forward to our next contact.” 

“Thank you for that. I expect we will be speaking to you again very 

soon.”  

Marjie and I were excited over this welcome opportunity. A few minutes 

later Perithnea said, “These Teglinlin ch ildren will need a lot of love.” 

“I know. Anything you and Adam can do to make them feel safe will be 

appreciated. It would be great if you could teach them how to play.”  

“Maybe I can get them to swing with me later, but for now they just want 

to cuddle up with mother.” 

“That‟s a very good start. It shows that they already have some trust in 

her.” 

“You and mother are the best!” 

I noted the date: April 17, 1995. We were about to transport our Indian 

friends back to where they belonged. The emotional void the loss of their 

company would create would be filled by these young Teglinlins, who 

definitely needed our help. We were ready to do whatever it took to gain their 

trust with the help of I AM and the support of our interdimens ional family of 

faeries, angels, Indians and aliens.  
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Chapter Thirty 

Earning Teglinlin Trust 

Past experience with Nuke had shown that he could converse in English 

from our first contact. Therefore, it did not seem too unrealistic to hope that 

the children would understand me when I said, “We are very happy that you 

have come to stay with us. We will never deliberately hurt you or prevent you 

from talking to us or each other. We hope that you will enjoy being here so 

much that you will learn to express your thoughts and feelings freely. We also 

want you to know that all we want is to love you.” I knew that a four year old 

might not understand the words, but was confident that the love behind them 

would be felt. 

Because of the enforced silence of their former home, it seemed 

reasonable that talking to them would show that speech was not only safe, it  

was welcomed. From the first night onward, I read bedtime stories to our 

Teglin lin ch ildren for a half hour or longer, and I sometimes sang to them. I 

deliberately chose children‟s stories in which the main characters succeeded 

through taking init iative and expressing themselves assertively. I learned that 

Perithnea and Adam had also been encouraging them to speak.  

After only a few days the young  Teglinlin boy spoke to me in his polite, 

soft, shy voice. Apparently he had learned English through having complete 

access to Marjie‟s memories.  

“Thank you for reading to me, sir.”  

“Thank you for speaking to me. It ‟s quite a compliment.” 

“Why, sir?” 

“It shows that you have learned to trust me at least a little.”  

“You have done nothing to cause distrust.” 

“I‟m g lad you feel that way. I was told by your rescuers that we were 

allowed to give you a name. Is that agreeable to you, or would you prefer to  

choose one?”  

“I would like for you to choose it.” 
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“I have already given it some thought. Your rescuer told me that you have 

been very brave in protecting your sister, so I chose to give you the name of a 

famous hero from ancient times on our planet who protected his people. We 

still sing songs in his memory. His name was Joshua. Do you like that name?”  

“Yes.”  

“Then Joshua it will be. How is your sister doing?” 

“She is still afraid to speak. I am the only one she has spoken to for a long 

time.”  

“I know your parents punished her for making any sound.” 

“Yes, but when we were alone and no one could hear we would make 

sounds to each other. I taught her how to make sounds inside her mind, and 

we would make many. She likes listening to you and the woman talk, and to 

the music you have in your home. She is getting used to hearing many 

sounds.” 

“Very good. She needs to know that it is safe to make sounds here and in 

most other places. She will not be punished and neither will you. Have you 

been playing with Perithnea?”  

“The redheaded girl has been trying to get us to play with her, but my 

sister isn‟t ready for that.” 

“We only want you to be happy. The ones who brought you to us also 

want you to be happy. I hope you can persuade your sister to speak to us as 

well.”  

“I will try.”  

“Thank you very much for talking to me and for being so helpful to your 

sister. I am very impressed with your courage and your love for her.”  

“Thank you, sir. Can I speak to you another time?”  

“I hope you will and look fo rward to it.” He w ithdrew.  

The four year o ld made her first sound two weeks after jo in ing us, 

which gave me a feeling of profound fu lfillment. I was read ing a 

child ren ‟s story about kittens and said meow, which  she imitated . I 

answered with another meow, and she made a slight ly different meow  

which I repeated , but with an add it ional note. She imitated me again , with  

another slight change. I g radually int roduced the melody of a song which  

consisted only o f the word alleluia, sung eight t imes in succession. I sang  

the first alleluia, which she imitated qu ite well, then sang the first and  

second, and so on, until before long we were sing ing a duet of the ent ire 

song. I was enchanted by her h igh p itched , ch ild ish vo ice. She squealed  

with delight  when our song was fin ished, and  tears of joy filled  my eyes. 
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I said, “We were told that we were supposed to give you a name. We 

already gave your brother a name, which is Joshua.” In her babyish voice she 

softly repeated it. “Very good! Would you like to know what name we chose 

for you?” 

“Yes.” 

“Sarah.”  

She said, “Sa rah?”  

“Yes, do you like that name?”  

“Sarah like.”  

“Then from now on we will call you Sarah.” 

She put her finger on my chest and said, “Sound.” 

“Yes, I have made many sounds to you.” 

She touched me again and said, “Sound.”  

“Thank you for giving me such a good name. I‟m glad you like my 

sounds and I hope that you will make many more.”  

“Sarah sleep.” She cuddled for a moment before withdrawing.  

Marjie, also elated, said, “It‟s like hearing the first words your baby 

says.”  

Soon Sarah was imitating any word that I taught her. The loveable sound 

of her young voice evoked feelings of great tenderness. Within a few days she 

pointed to things she wanted me to name and repeated my words. Soon she 

was creating short sentences.  

Joshua was generally quiet, not out of fear, but to allow Sarah to become 

comfortable with us. Not long after she was freely speaking he said, “Sound?” 

“Yes Joshua? It‟s so nice to hear your voice again. How have you been 

doing?” 

“I have been talking with the boy who comes here. He took me to the 

place where the big white man who rescued us stays. I have been attending 

classes with him.” 

“You must mean Adam.”  

“Yes.” 

“I‟m very happy that you two enjoy each other‟s company. There are 

many things you can learn at the Station.” 

“He took me all around the Station. I like the area where they raise plants. 

I want to spend more time there. There weren‟t any plants on Compound 91.”  

“I love plants, too. Now that Sarah is more comfortable with us, I imagine 

that it will be alright for you to spend more t ime there.”  

“Thank you, sir.”  
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“Thank you for being with us and for helping Sarah.”  

One evening I was reading a preschooler book to Sarah when she pointed 

to a picture of a zipper and said, “Trap.”  

“It‟s called a zipper. It holds the edges of things together.”  

“Trap.” 

“A trap is used to capture and hold something so that it can‟t escape. A 

zipper is like a trap, but designed to be opened easily, not to trap things. We 

use them to keep things fastened together, like on my jacket.” I demonstrated. 

“Secure apparel,” she said, amazing me with her choice of words. 

“Excellent. A zipper secures apparel.”   

She referred to Marjie as  Touch. “Why are you calling her Touch?” I 

asked. 

“She feels good. Sarah likes it when you touch her.” 

Marjie was often exhausted because Sarah was talking so much that her 

channeling consumed large amounts of energy. She would have to t ake 

extended naps and to eat extra sweets in order to recover. Sarah found the 

frequent naps somewhat frustrating. Nevertheless, she frequently expressed 

her love for us. 

Nucleus 8 frequently checked on her progress. In one of our 

conversations, he said, “The Board and Mother recognize that Sarah is 

destined to do great things, which is why I am monitoring her so closely. We 

are eager for her to develop as quickly as possible so that she may assume an 

important position in the Alliance.” 

“She is developing at an amazingly fast rate. Her language skills are 

growing by leaps and bounds. She learns very quickly.”  

“How soon do you think she will be ready to return to her body?” 

“I haven‟t given it much thought. She shows no inclination to leave us at 

this time. What sort of time frame d id you have in mind?”  

“I think she could be ready within a year o f your time.”  

“At the present rate, that wouldn‟t surprise me, but you said Teglinlins 

live about four hundred years and don‟t reach their maturity until around 

thirty years of age. Even if she is mentally ready, how will she be able to enter 

a body that is still a ch ild?”  

“We have ways of accelerating the growth of her body to match her 

psychological growth. She is still linked to her body, so that it will be ready 

when she is.” 

Marjie and I were taking our customary evening walk when Sarah said, 

“Sarah doesn‟t trust 8 man.”  
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“He always asks how well you are doing and wants you to be happy. 

Why don‟t you trust him?”  

“Sarah doesn‟t want to be a lab rat.” 

“Why do you say you are a lab rat?” 

“Eight man tries to make Sarah grow up too fast. Sarah is a baby.” 

The next  time Nuke and I spoke about her, I relayed Sarah‟s feelings of 

distrust. Eight said, “We do not know what we can do to gain her trust.”  

“She has only been here a few weeks and already you speak of her 

leaving. She feels that she is being treated like an experimental animal instead 

of like a child who just wants to play. She feels that by accelerating the 

growth of her body, you are manipulat ing her and trying to control her, and 

she doesn‟t like it. In the short time she has been with us she has already 

mentally developed to the equivalent of an eight or ten year old human. At 

this rate she‟ll be thinking like a teenager in a couple of months and then she 

may really rebel.”  

“There is no prolonged adolescence among her kind. They are like 

children until they suddenly become adults at the age of thirty of your years. 

Her growth is presently six times faster than normal for Teg lin lins. We hope 

to accelerate it even more, so that by the end of a year, she will be the 

equivalent of an adult.” 

“What‟s the rush? Why does her growth have to be accelerated?” 

“The Board wants her to join them as soon as possible.”  

“What about her mind? How can she be expected to enter an adult body if 

she still th inks of herself as a child who wants to stay with her parents?” 

“Her mind and her body are linked through technology.” 

“She doesn‟t even want to look at her body, because it represents others 

having too much control over her. She avoids going to the Station because 

she‟s afraid you will t ry to lure her into staying. It might help to gain her 

trust if she could meet other Teg linlin child ren who are happy in the Station  

environment. Could  you arrange that?” 

“Yes.” 

“Then I suggest that you do. Meanwhile, I‟ll see if she can be persuaded 

to visit the Station.” 

“It will be done. Will someone always have to read stories to her when 

she joins us?”  

“You‟ll have to ask her that question. By the way, what does the word 

Teglin lin mean?” 

“It refers to their smooth outer covering.” 
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“What makes it  so smooth? Marjie said it feels like velvet. Is it some kind  

of fur?”  

“There is no English word for it. It has pores through which they breathe 

and which also excrete a liquid, but it is not perspiration.”  

“Interesting.” 

“Is she still afraid of darkness?” 

“Yes. She thinks that the darkness of night is the same as The Dark near 

Compound 91. I‟ve been teaching her happy songs to sing when we walk at 

night. When she is with us, she isn‟t so afraid, but she never likes to be out at 

night for more than a few minutes.”  

“It is a pity that you were not there to help me grow up when I was a 

child. You have taught me to grow, however, and I appreciate you for it,” he 

said. 

“That is a high compliment indeed.” Tears filled my eyes. 

“You are weeping? What is troubling you? I will be happy to help as a 

friend, if I can.”  

“I feel sad that I could not be with my human children as much as I 

wanted to be after I was divorced from their mother. The loss of daily contact 

with them when they were young still hurts.”  

“Do you remember what Alta Sha said to me? When you are aware of a 

weakness, it is unable to steal up behind and overtake you .” 

“Do you have any comment about our hopes to buy that ranch in 

Colorado that we like so much?” 

“My only comment is that it is a very attractive place. However, I prefer 

my own outdoors. I arranged to have a ledge attached to the outside of my 

quarters. It is enclosed with a transparent material that allows me to sit there 

and to view the universe. The highlight of my outdoors is the chair you built 

for me.”  

“I built you a chair?”  

“Yes. I admired the chair you sit on in your yard and you built one like it  

at the Station. It has become quite famous. Many people come to my quarters 

to try it out. Your next project is to build a table to go with it.” (He referred to 

an Adirondack-style chair.) 

“It makes me feel good knowing I made something that gives you and 

others pleasure. I wish I could remember doing it.”  

“I must get back to my duties. Good night, friend.”  

“Good night to you, Nuke.”  

At bedtime Sarah said, “Sarah does not want Sound to be unhappy.” 
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“I feel good now. Once in a while I regret a sad part of my life when I 

couldn‟t be with my children as much as I wanted to  be, but I AM has blessed 

me with new children to enjoy who want me to be happy and I am very  

grateful. Thank you for caring about my feelings .” 

In the morning Sarah said, “Sarah loves Sound very much.” 

“Sound love Sarah very much, too.” 

“Sarah wants to be helpful.”  

“Then we will have to find things for you to do.” 

I had been a bit worried that all the attention she was getting might cause 

Adam to think I had lost interest in him, but I had said nothing about it to 

Marjie or anyone else. As if he had read my mind, Adam spontaneously 

appeared and said, “I know how much you think of me father, and how much  

you love me. I hope you have a wonderful day.” 

“Thank you, and ditto to you. We need to talk some more soon.” 

We exchanged an Indian style handshake, grasping the other‟s forearm, 

and embraced. He was pleasantly surprised by the Indian handshake. I knew 

that he admired the bravery and wisdom of the Indian spirits in our trees very 

much. His visit reminded me that we needed to complete our plans for 

returning to the Spanish Peaks with several Indian spirits who were waiting  

for us to take them back.  

I arrived at home earlier than usual after work. Bart  was visit ing for the 

weekend and he made more of an effort to be friendly and to converse, which 

added to our enjoyment.  

Marjie was watching as I placed rocks around the banks of the hole we 

had dug for a pond which was to be the centerpiece of a water garden. “Sarah 

speak. Sarah thinks you should use rocks to make a rock garden.”  

“That‟s a good idea. We may just do that.”  

We went inside to eat supper and I asked Bart, “Do you know Sarah?”  

“Who is Sarah?”  

“Why don‟t you ask her? Would you like to tell him about yourself, 

Sarah?” 

“What?” Sarah answered. 

“Do you have any questions for Sarah, Bart?” 

“No.” 

“Is there anything you would like to say to Bart, Sarah?”  

“Sarah doesn‟t have a bed. Sarah has no place to sleep.” 

“Then we will have to get you a bed,” I declared.  

“Sarah wants a paper doll bed like the one Perithnea showed me .”  
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“If that‟s what you want, then that‟s what we‟ll look for.” 

After supper we went shopping. On the way, Sarah said, “Sarah thinks 

Whisper Big Heart doesn‟t like her.”  

“Why do you think that?” 

“He asks no questions to know Sarah. Why not?” 

“I don‟t know.”  

She turned to Bart. “Your name should be Whisper. You are quiet like 

Sarah was when Sarah was hiding. Sometimes Sarah would whisper-sing.” 

Bart had no comment.  

Instead of a paper doll bed, Sarah decided that she wanted a plastic 

ensemble which included a crib, a small, brown-skinned doll, clothing, a baby 

bottle, and tiny toys and was very eager to take it home and put it together, but 

in keeping with her growing maturity, she said, “Joshua wants us to get him a 

tent to sleep in. He‟s been sleeping in the grass with Adam and the Indians.” 

Within a few minutes, we found another ensemble of p lastic toys that 

contained a tepee with Indian designs on it, a cooking pot, a tripod for the pot, 

ears of corn, and a campfire. We also bought a model airp lane kit that Bart  

wanted to assemble. 

The sky was black with night when we came out of the store, b ut the 

parking lot was well lighted. Sarah asked, “Why aren‟t the people afraid of 

The Dark?”  

“They know that this is not the same as The Dark at Compound 91. Th is 

is The Dark of night, which is the shadow of our planet, just like our shadows 

that you see on the ground beside you. Our planet spins like a top. When the 

side of the planet where we are turns away from the sun, we are in the shadow 

until we spin back into the sunlight. Are you afraid of your shadow?” 

“No.” 

“Then you have no reason to be afraid  of the Earth‟s shadow. It can‟t hurt  

you. We call it night.”  

“Those people are laughing,” she said.  

“Yes. They can laugh because they know they are safe.”  

“Sarah doesn‟t like night.” She withdrew until we got back home.  

When we were inside I asked her, “Is there a special reason why you 

chose a brown doll?”  

“It reminds Sarah of Mi.” Sarah combed out the doll‟s disarrayed hair, 

dressed it lovingly, and carefully p laced each of the toy accessories exactly  

where she wanted them in the baby bed, giving her baby all the attention and 

care that she had not received from her parents. 
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We assembled Joshua‟s tepee, set up his campfire and cook pot outside 

the entrance, and put a small scrap of white rabbit fur inside for him to lie on 

when he came to visit. Sarah had informed us that sometimes Joshua also 

came to hear story time. I put the beds of Adam, Mi, and Joshua on the 

nightstand at my side of the bed, and Marjie put the beds of Sarah, Perithnea, 

and Purpy on hers. Marjie had used a purple plastic container for Purpy‟s bed. 

She had found a scrap of purple cloth to make its cover and a pillow. We were 

becoming quite a large family.  

Sarah had been channeling for over an hour by the time all of this was 

done, and Marjie was quite tired. We had a bedtime snack and I prepared to  

read aloud to all who were listening, but before I started Sarah said, “Someday 

Sarah will read a story to Sound.” 

“I would like that very much.”  

“Even when Sarah is grown, Sarah will always love Sound. Sound will 

always be daddy to Sarah.” 

“I feel the same about you, Sarah, and so does Touch. We will always 

love you.” 

I had no chance to speak to the children in the morning because Marjie 

was sound asleep. Work went very smoothly. It was Marjie‟s birthday and I 

bought a cake that had a beautiful red rose on white icing which looked as if it  

had been made especially for her. After celebrating with candles, cake, ice 

cream, a present and a card signed by me and the children, we did some yard  

work.  

I overheard Sarah singing gaily in the shower before she shouted, 

“Sound! Sound!” 

“What do you want?” 

“Sarah wants to write when my shower is fin ished. Teach Sarah to write.”  

“Okay.”  

A violent thunderstorm struck just as we were preparing to write, making  

it very dark outside, and Sarah panicked. “Sarah can see The Dark! Sarah can 

hear The Dark! Sarah afraid! Sound promised Sarah there would never be any 

Dark here! Make Dark go away!”  

“I can‟t do that, Sarah. This is not The Dark from Compound 91. It‟s only  

an electrical storm. We have them often at this time of year and they are 

usually not dangerous.” I tried to embrace her but she pushed me away.  

“You did not tell Sarah the truth!” 
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“I did tell you the truth. This is not The Dark that was outside Compound 

91 and it‟s not coming to get you. If it was The Dark, I would be afraid too, 

but you can see that I‟m not. This kind of storm is very common on Earth.”  

“You said there was no Dark! Sarah doesn‟t believe you!” 

“If you don‟t believe me, go ask Nucleus 8. He can explain to you about 

thunderstorms and the darkness that you see in ways that I can‟t.” She 

withdrew. 

Adam emerged. “Father?” 

“Hello Adam! What do you make of Sarah‟s reaction?” 

“I am quite concerned for her. I have not seen a reaction so strong before 

this. Her parents put her outside when The Dark was near to punish her. It 

made sounds almost identical to thunder.” 

“Why did they punish her so cruelly?” 

“They would do it if she made any noise. It is very difficu lt to find any  

reason to care for those people at all, in spite of your teach ings. Th ey are 

hopeless, so what is the use of caring about them?”  

“As long as I AM exists, there is always hope. I agree that their behavior 

has been awful. They have done terrible things to their children. If you cannot 

love them, you can at least say a prayer for them that they will have 

experiences that will cause them to turn to I AM. We can also pray that justice 

will be done. Meanwhile, will you try to comfort Sarah and help her 

understand that this is not The Dark?”  

“We are all try ing to comfort  her. She is  resting now.”  

“Thank you and everyone else who is helping.”  

“Mother is very tired. I must go now and let her rest.”  

I hoped that Sarah would understand that I had not lied to her. She d id not 

need any more betrayals. 

Marjie said, “My brain feels like it‟s  on fire. It feels like it‟s bubbling 

inside my head.” There were tears in her eyes. 

“Let me count you down to help you get back some of that energy you 

have used up.” 

Alta Sha said, “Light Mother has already sedated her and cannot give her 

more medicat ion until later.”  

I made suggestions to Marjie that she would be filled with Light and sent 

healing energy to her, but her discomfort persisted and she felt very 

depressed.  

“What else can I do to help her, Alta Sha?” 

“An additional dose of antidepressant will not harm her.”  
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She took the medicine but was restless all night and complained of 

continued burning sensations throughout the next day. I did not have to work 

and she misperceived my perfectly normal gestures and facial expressions as 

indications of rejection and disapproval. She repeatedly asked if I had grown  

tired of her, if I didn‟t care for her any more, and wanted to know what she 

had done to offend me, in spite of my many reassurances that my feelings 

toward her had not changed. She remained in bed most of the day. At intervals 

I prayed for healing and shared Light with her. Alta Sha asserted that she 

needed bed rest. I took Bart home, and upon my return sat with her in the 

evening, reading aloud at bedtime as usual. The children had been quiet all 

day, knowing that she didn‟t have the energy for channeling.  

Marjie felt a little better in the morning and said, “All the children want  

to speak to you. They‟re just standing there, wait ing, but Alta Sha says that I 

am not to channel them now. They‟re sharing their Light with me. It‟s not 

them who are pushing to speak, it‟s me pushing myself.”  

“There‟s no need to overtax yourself.”  

Alta Sha said, “Alta Sha took Sarah with in. She is now with Nucleus 8, 

who was expecting her.”  

“I‟m afraid that Marjie may not recover completely from her depression. 

At times she seems to be in a better mood but then she gets very low again. I 

don‟t know what to do for her that I‟m not already doing.”  

“Mother is sedating her again so that she can have an enjoyable evening 

with you.”  

This was helpful for a few hours until her mood took a turn for the worse, 

as if the medicat ion had worn off. Marjie said , “My brain isn‟t burning, but I 

don‟t like these mood swings that I‟m having at all. I still feel like the children  

want to speak but I don‟t think I can handle that yet.”  

Perithnea said, “Alta Sha said I could speak just long enough to say hello 

to my father. Sarah is enjoying her stay with the 8 man, but we all want to 

come back.”  

“Perhaps tomorrow, when she‟s had another night‟s rest. We‟ll have to 

wait and see. I love all of you, too.” 

Marjie said, “Mother is giving me an injection in my neck like she did 

before.” It quickly took effect and Marjie was able to watch a video with me.  

By morning her mood had greatly improved. At breakfast Perithnea said, 

“Alta Sha gave us permission to speak to you but we can‟t talk for very long.” 

Adam and Sarah took turns to greet me, and all three of them channeled for 

short periods during the day, being careful not to tire her.  
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Marjie felt well enough to enjoy using a new weed eater while I was busy 

trying to seal the new goldfish pond so that it would stop leaking. Around six 

thirty we stopped working, ate supper, and then went to town.  

On the way there Sarah said, “Sarah has been with 8 man. He has been 

teaching Sarah grammar. He says that Sarah can continue to speak in her own 

way but that there are things to learn that will help Sarah express herself and 

that will be easier for Touch.”  

“Did he exp lain to you about night time and storms?” 

“Yes. He showed Sarah the solar system and how the planets rotate so 

that one side is dark and the other is light. He took Sarah to a place where he 

showed Sarah how to make thunderstorms start and how to make them stop. 

They were only s mall ones. He exp lained that that Sarah should seek shelter 

and go to a low spot if there is a tornado. Sarah is not afraid of storms any 

longer.” 

“I‟m glad that you know I didn‟t lie to you about The Dark. I will not lie  

to you.” 

“Sarah is sorry she said you did not tell the truth.” 

“It‟s alright. I understand why you were so upset. Give me a hug. You  

said 8 was teaching you a better way to talk. I have noticed that you don‟t 

refer to yourself by the pronoun I. You always say Sarah did this or Sarah did 

that instead of saying I did so and so. Why is that?” 

“Ei is the name of Sarah‟s mother. Sarah doesn‟t like it.”  

“I don‟t blame you. If you don‟t say her name, then you won‟t think 

about her as much.”  

“Yes. Sarah not talk now. Let  Touch rest.” 

Marjie said, “I know that my depression was due to overloading my 

nervous System.”  

“Alta Sha said sometimes you drive yourself beyond your limits. He also 

suggested that we should practice exercises so that you won‟t exceed them in  

the future.” 

“Okay. What do I need to do?” 

“Let me think about this for a minute.  Okay, I have an idea.  

“Think of yourself as having two fuel gauges. One is for physical energy 

and the other is for mental energy. Your subconscious knows how much  

energy is available at any time and your brain has internal controls to help you 

know when you need a refill. If you are d riv ing your car, when do you 

normally stop to get more gas?” 

“When the gauge shows I have about an eighth of a tank left.”  
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“You need to do the same with your phys ical and mental energy tanks. 

Visualize the gauges and take a break when you need a refill. Give yourself 

time to recharge before you go any further.”  

“I always have this compulsion to keep doing things beyond my limits.”  

“I have seen you do this several times. Why do you think it‟s necessary?” 

“I don‟t know.”  

“We should exp lore this in a session sometime.”  
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Chapter Thirty One 

Learning to Imagine 

Two nights in a row Marjie said in her sleep, “We have to go to Canada. 

We have to get a ticket. I don‟t have one. I don‟t want you to go without me.”  

On the second morning when she channeled to exchange greetings with 

me, I asked Perithnea, “Why has Marjie been talking about going to Canada in 

her sleep?” 

“I think you should get in the car and go to Canada.” 

“Why Canada?” 

“Why not Canada?” 

“You know that I don‟t take trips unless I know that I AM is leading us to 

go.” 

“Neither does mother.”  

“I have no idea why we need to go to Canada. Usually I have some 

indication of what a trip is about.” 

“Are you willing to find out?” 

“Yes, but Canada is a huge country. I need some idea of where to go.”  

“Why don‟t you just keep it simple?” 

“The simplest thing would be to go to the nearest border crossing.” 

“Bingo!” 

“She mentioned a ticket. That implies an airplane trip.”  

“Don‟t you have to have a ticket to cross the border?” 

“No, all you need is proof of citizenship and car insurance. It‟s not like 

going to Mexico.” 

“Oh. I didn‟t know that.” 

“We still have to go to Colorado, too. That comes first.”  

“You can do both.” 

Before I left for work Sarah said, “Sarah likes 8 man now. He was kind to 

Sarah and she is learning that she can trust him. He talked about Sound a lot 

and said that he loves Touch very much.”  
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Mi tickled my right ear as I did some paperwork at the office and I saw 

her flit by from the corner of my eye. When I got home, Perithnea asked me 

how my day went. I told her it went fine and she said, “Mother and I had a 

wonderful day. Can you be flexib le?”  

“I try to adapt to new situations. How flexib le do you think I am?”  

“I think you are so flexible that you are double and triple jointed!” I 

laughed.  

“Have you been playing with Sarah?”  

“Yes, but she won‟t go with me to play on my swing set. She doesn‟t 

want to play on it yet.” 

I found an invitation in the mail to attend a one day conference on Mood, 

Mind, and Appetite in Duluth, Wisconsin. I checked the map and found that it 

was a relatively short drive to Canada from there. We went to the library and 

checked out a book about places to visit on the northern shore of Lake 

Superior, which I had heard was beautiful. Marjie and I were looking through 

it when we saw an image of Manu Bijou Mountain, located in Sleeping Giant  

Provincial Park in Ontario. I felt a powerful surge of spiritual energy course 

through me. I read that Manu Bijou, on the shore of Lake Superior, was held 

sacred by the Native Americans who lived in the region. I asked Marjie, “Are 

you feeling what I‟m feeling?” 

“Yes. I feel certain that we need to go there, but I don‟t know why.”  

“Now we have a destination, and it‟s within a reasonable distance from 

Duluth.” 

Later in the evening Marjie and I were walking around the yard   

when Sarah repeated how much she loved us, pointed out various flowers that 

Marjie had planted, and asked me what the wild grapes on vines in a pine tree 

were. We enjoyed some ripe wild plums which were quite tasty. As it grew 

dark, she said, “Now Sarah knows the difference between fear Dark and good 

dark. 

“Will you read to Sarah tonight?” 

“Of course.” She was careful not to channel for very long so as not to tire 

Marjie.  

When we entered the house I asked Marjie, “How do your fuel gauges 

look?”  

“My physical one is down to an eighth and my mental one is down to a 

fourth.” 

“You‟d better take some time to replenish yourself.” I worked on my 

notes while Marjie watched a movie and later I read her and Sarah to sleep.  



Faeries, Angels, Indians and Aliens  

311 

In the morning Marjie said, “I dreamed I was in Mexico in the middle of 

a desert. People were walking around in Mexican clothes and talking and 

acting like Mexicans, but when I asked them where I was, they said it was 

Canada! You and I were sitting in a cantina with a lot of the local people. The 

owner told us to come back in the afternoon because the richest man in town 

was going to come by and would throw a b ig party for everyone.  

We left and went back to the hotel where we were staying and found out 

when we got there that the richest man in town was also staying there with his 

two wives. We met them and his wives were wearing traditional Mexican  

skirts. Then the alarm woke me up.  

“Why do you think I dreamed that?” 

“The cultural influence of ancient Mesoamerican Indians seems to have 

extended all the way up the Mississippi river and into lower Canada. The artifacts 

archeologists have found in ancient North American settlements show a lot of 

similarities with theirs. The culture of the southwest Indians also bears traces of 

influence from Mexico. Perhaps there‟s a cultural connection among Tanner, the 

Tarahumaras, and ancient Canadian Indians, and that‟s why we‟re supposed to go 

there. I don‟t know how to interpret what the richest man in town throwing a party 

means, or us staying at the same hotel. Maybe it represents our connection to God, 

Who blesses us so richly for staying close to Him.”  

Bart made an unexpected call to Marjie and told her that he had received 

first degree sunburns over much of his body due to going swimming without 

applying a sun blocker. She was very worried because of his susceptibil ity to 

cancer and was very angry with the adults who allowed him to do it. She was 

also angry with him for not taking precautions. After her init ial outburst, she 

was too upset to discuss it with me.  

Perithnea said, “She‟s so upset that her mind just shut  down. She‟s resting 

for a while.”  

Marjie eventually calmed down and we took a walk. However, she got 

very upset again when I expressed some of my frustration about how a child I 

was trying to help was being mistreated by her parents.  

As soon as we were back in the house Alta Sha said, “I will put her to 

sleep so she will rest. Her emotions of anger and sadness are very intense. I do 

not like this particular combination. I am her guard and will protect her.”  

“I didn‟t realize that venting about my client would have this effect.”  

“It is good for you to express your emotions also and to rid yourself of 

these thoughts. Tomorrow would be a good time to help with her emotions.”  

“Perhaps we can put up another sheet for her to tear up.”  
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“Perhaps a very active sess ion.”  

When she woke the next morning Marjie said, “I had the strangest dream.  

I was told to wash out the inside of an Egyptian temple. When I began to wipe 

down the walls, the paintings and hieroglyphs started to wash away. I was 

horrified that I had destroyed them, but no one else who saw it was concerned 

about it. I don‟t understand what it means.” 

“I think it‟s related to the lack of interest that some people, especially  

your sons, have shown in what you have learned through our trance work.  It  

may also symbolize the forgotten connection between ancient Egyptians and 

ETs.”  

That evening we held a session to deal with the powerful, mixed  

emotions that Marjie was experiencing. I counted her down after saying a 

prayer for a healing experience. When she had entered the trance I suggested 

that she recall what she had felt after hearing about Bart‟s sunburn.  

She began to cry and said, “I‟m so afraid that Bart‟s cancer might return. 

My mother died from it. I had to work so hard to help Bart get over his 

lymphoma. Cancer scares me. I can‟t understand why Bart would take a 

chance like that.” 

“Gather all the fear of cancer that you have and put it outside yourself. 

Shape it into a fo rm which seems appropriate.”  

“I see a large, dark, menacing form.”  

“Use the power you have to destroy this fear. Overcome it.”  

“That is a fantasy.” 

“Is Alta Sha a fantasy? Are the Hosts a fantasy? Was going to the Throne 

of I AM and hearing Him tell all of His subjects that you were His daughter, 

and that whatever you need they were to provide only a fantasy? Do you 

doubt that He has the power to overcome this darkness? I think you should 

return to the Throne.” 

“I am there,” she answered. She was much calmer. 

“Do you wish to use His power to overcome this fear that you have of 

cancer?” 

“Yes.” 

“What is happening now?” 

“I am surrounded by countless Hosts. I can see Bart. The Hosts and I are 

peeling back layer after layer of skin, exposing the new skin. He looks like a 

newborn baby.” 

“How does Bart feel about this?” 

“Perfect peace and serenity. He is very accepting of the whole process.” 
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“Let me know when you have finished by raising your right index 

finger.” A few moments passed and she signaled that she was through. “How 

do you feel now?” 

“I feel strong.”  

“Take all the sadness and fear caused by the abuses you have experienced 

over the years and give it to your heavenly Father.”  

She wept, saying, “It‟s more pain than any one person can bear.”  

“It‟s more than you can handle alone. Let the tears flow, and give them to 

Him. You can add then to the rainbow river of tears shed for I AM.” Her tears 

lasted only a few moments. “Now deal with your anger. Externalize the anger 

and tell me how it looks to you.” 

“I see myself with Ralph. My Light is dimming.”  

“What do you want to do with your anger?” 

“I want to put it all on him, every  bit of it ! I‟m gonna put it all on him, 

and he‟s not going to be able to get away from it. He‟s not gonna be able to 

just shrug it off! He‟s gonna have to cope with all that anger, just like I did!”  

“Is there any room for mercy toward him?” 

“Not from me!”  

“Is there anything Ralph can do to rid himself of this anger?”  

“Not as far as I am concerned.” 

“Then he is beyond redemption?” 

“That is between him and God.”  

“So your decision is that you will g ive every bit of this anger back to him. 

It all goes to him, and what he does with it is between him and the Father. 

You will let justice be done as decided by I AM.” 

“Yes.” 

“Very well. How do you feel now?”  

“I feel lighter, unburdened.” 

“Is there anything else you need to work on today?” 

“No, I‟m finished.” I counted her up. “I feel much better. Thank you.” I 

was greatly relieved as well.  

We went out to eat and on the way back home saw a gorgeous rainbow. 

Sarah said, “Sarah will always remember seeing this rainbow.” At story time 

she told me how much she loved us  again while joyfully rocking back and 

forth on the bed and said, “Sarah is so happy!” I was, too. 

We were eating lunch the next day when Marjie said, “It‟s hard for me to 

eat anything because of this sore in my mouth.”  

“How d id you get it?” 
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“I don‟t know. It‟s about a half inch long, like something gouged it.”  

“Why don‟t we ask Nuke about it? Maybe it happened during a medical 

procedure, but I don‟t know why it would still be sore if they did it.”  

Perithnea jumped in. “It  was a mistake by some doofus.” 

“Doofus?” 

“Yep. This doofus forgot to close the incision.”  

“So they did do a procedure. Did Marjie g ive permission for it?”  

“Yes. When they took her aboard the ship they asked her and she said sure. 

Eight was there, and when the procedure was finished, every one left, including 

the doofus. I told him he was a doofus, and he wet himself.” 

“What!” 

“Yeah, he wet h imself.”  

“This happened after the surgery was over?” 

“Yes. He left with the others and I whispered in h is ear, You are a doofus, 

and he filled his shoes. I went to find Nucleus and met him coming down the 

corridor. He said he had already checked on Marjie and had seen the results of 

the doofus‟s error. I told him about doofus filling his shoes, and he said, 

That‟s not the only wet he‟s going to be looking at for quite some time.” 

I laughed. “What did Nucleus do to him?”  

“He has to dig holes, then fill them back up, wet the dirt down, and do it all 

over again. He has to keep doing this for at least a month.” 

“Isn‟t that rather harsh? I‟m sure it  was unintentional.”  

“I said the same thing, but Nucleus said, What if it had been something 

life threatening? What if he had forgotten to put someone‟s heart back in? He 

needs an experience that will make him remember. Nucleus said doofus will 

not work with h im again.”  

“As 8 said, there‟s no room for error where life and death are concerned.”  

“That‟s why everyone wants to work with 8. People are lined up at the 

door because he is such a perfectionist. They want to be close to a member of 

the Board, and because he has an outside chair.” I laughed. 

“Why didn‟t Nucleus repair the damage?”  

“He saw that the incision was already beginning to heal and he didn‟t  

want to interfere with that. Besides, there wasn‟t much more to do but use salt 

water and the pain ointment she‟s already using.”  

“What was the procedure for?” 

“They were making an adjustment to her implant.”  

In the morn ing Sarah said, “Touch‟s mouth is not sore, now. The sore 

was this big.” She held up the tip  of her little finger, which was quite large for 
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a sore in the mouth. “Now it‟s sealed over. Light Mother fixed it while Touch 

was sleeping.” 

We discovered a new nursery which was having a sale on water plants 

and bought several healthy looking ones for the goldfish pond. The owner 

threw in some foxgloves, which proved to be very hardy and attractive. We 

also bought water plants at another store which specialized in them, and by 

the time we had finished, we had quite a load. Perithnea asked, “Do you know 

how happy you have made these plants? Can you hear them singing?”  

“No, what does it sound like?”  

“It sounds like the voices of children. They are so happy to be free. It‟s 

like going to the dog pound and rescuing pets. You have a lot of new plant 

pets to take care of, like little  babies. It makes me so happy I want to cry.”  

By dusk we had all of the new plants in place around the gaily splashing 

fountain and inside the pond. We celebrated with strawberry daiquiris and drew 

hot water for a joint bath. When we were in the bath Sarah touched Marjie‟s 

nipples and labia and asked, “What are these?” 

“Reproductive organs. They are used for making babies, for nourishing 

them, and for pleasure.”  

“You mean like my little brown baby?” 

“Yes. The nipples are used to feed the baby. They make milk.”  

“Mother is host?” 

“Yes. She provides an egg, and I provide the sperm.”  

“If mother is the host, then what are you?” 

“I guess you could call me the impregnator.”  

“Does mother enjoy this?” 

“Yes, she enjoys making love.” 

“Love?” 

“Yes. Most humans do not want to reproduce unless they love each other, 

or at least think that they do.” 

“Eight did not tell me about this.” 

“About reproduction?” 

“He did not tell me about reproductive love. He forgot.”  

“He can‟t tell you everything in a couple of days.” 

“I need to ask 8 about this. Sound is tired.” 

“Yes, Sound is tired.”  

“Too tired for story time?”  
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“No, I‟m not too tired fo r that.” 

“Sarah can wait. Sarah can be patient.” 

“There‟s no need. I‟ll be happy to read at story time.”  

“Sarah loves story time. Sarah be quiet now. Go ask 8.” 

When our bath was finished, I read from Peter Pan, a story which Sarah  

liked very much.  

After Marjie had fallen asleep I opened Joseph Campbell‟s The Way of 

the Animal Powers at random to pictures of cave drawings made thousands of 

years ago by prehistoric humans. I was reminded of Marjie‟s recent dream of 

ancient paintings and hieroglyphs which faded when she tried to clean them.  

We were attending services at First Unity in Memphis when Sarah  

whispered, “Who‟s house is this?” 

“It‟s a house where we talk about I AM and worship Him together.” She 

didn‟t ask any more questions about it. 

On the way home we bought more water p lants and two dozen minnows 

to put in the pond. Perithnea said, “I sure am glad you finally got those water 

lilies. I‟ve been looking for lily pads and minnows all afternoon, and I was 

getting tired of it. Mother has been obsessing about getting this pond finished. 

It can be rather irritating.” Perithnea sang, “She has feelings, lots and lots of 

feelings,” imitating Barbara Streisand. 

“Yes, but she needs to learn to conserve her energy for the important 

things by not overreacting to insignificant things.”  

“I agree. Can you imagine what it‟s like for me?”  

“You do have your work cut out for you, don‟t you? Speaking of plants, 

are the baby sprites still in the house?” 

“Yes.” 

“How is Ivy doing?” 

“I don‟t communicate with Ivy very often, but the last time we spoke, Ivy 

said that she had her work cut out for her, too, dealing with Donna.”  

We put the water plants in the pond and then took our showers. As Marjie 

was emerg ing from hers, I heard 8 saying in a loud voice, “Nucleus to Earth. 

Nucleus to Earth!” I went to the bathroom where Marjie was toweling off and 

said, “Does Nuke want to talk to us?‟ 

“Yes. That‟s just like an alien, isn‟t it? I hope you don‟t mind him 

emerging like this.”  

“No, I‟m ready to talk to h im.”  

Once she was upstairs and dressed, 8 said, “I‟m very p leased with Sarah‟s 

progress, but I wish she would begin to speak in complete sentences. It‟s 
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important that Sarah develop her mind as quickly as possible. I do not think 

that reading from Peter Pan is going to accomplish this.” 

“You told me that Teglinlins have very little imagination. I‟m trying to 

help her to develop it.”  

“That is very difficult for her kind. The thought process of Teglinlins is 

87.9% concrete. I do not detect any use of imagination  by her. She doesn‟t 

understand the story because it contains so much fantasy.” 

“That‟s the reason why I selected it. I want her to understand what 

fantasy and imagination are.”  

“I did not know that instructing her would be so time consuming. Pray for 

me. I do not have enough time to devote to Sarah.” 

“I will have more time for her now that the pond is finished if Marjie also 

has the desire and the strength to channel. Has Sarah had contact with other 

Teglin lins as we agreed?” 

“Yes, but it is difficult  for her to recognize herself because she is 

separated from her form.”  

“I‟m happy to help in any way that I can, but I can‟t teach her the 

advanced technology she needs to know about. For that, she will have to 

spend time with you. I am pleased to say that she seems to enjoy learning a 

great deal.” 

“She enjoys the instructional area very much. She has learned that she 

can control thunderstorms outside of the facility.”  

“Amazing. On a different subject, what can you tell me about the sore 

that was in Marjie‟s mouth?” 

“The entire operation was botched by an inexperienced student. I had 

explained to him in precise detail how the procedure was to be performed, but 

the student did not do any of it as he had been instructed. The incision was 

supposed to be much smaller and in a d ifferent location so that her tongue 

would not be constantly irritating it. It was also supposed to be closed when 

he was finished. I suspect that the student sedated himself beforehand in order 

to reduce his anxiety about working with me. If this is determined to be true, 

he will be exposed to a form of sedation that he will not forget and which will 

remove any further desire to self-sedate.” 

“That sounds rather harsh. Perhaps he was just overwhelmed by the fear 

of making a mistake.”  

“It is not cruelty. It is aversive conditioning. We would administer a 

sedative which would make him very nauseous. He will be given another 

chance to prove himself. 
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“I will not allow anyone who is so inexperienced to work with me on Star 

One again.”  

“If you aren‟t going to be teaching that student, perhaps you will have 

more t ime for Sarah. Maybe you could delegate some of your other 

responsibilit ies in order to have more t ime for her.”  

“I have learned that Sarah can be quite domineering at times when stating 

her wishes .” 

“Isn‟t it amazing how quickly she has gone from someone who would not 

speak to someone who dominates?” 

“It is a remarkable change.” 

“I want to do everything I can to help Sarah realize her destiny and to 

become a Board member, but if she feels she is being forced, she will rebel. If 

she is to become a Board member, how can she function if she only thinks at a 

concrete level?” 

“She will be the first Teglinlin to become a Board member.”  

“Perhaps she will also break the mold for her species by learning how to 

think abstractly and with imagination. That is my hope for her. Meanwhile, I 

understand that Joshua has been learning a lot at the Station.”  

“He takes great interest in the botanical unit. He and Adam are becoming  

close companions.” 

“I‟m so glad he‟s happy there. He has been taking responsibility for 

Sarah‟s safety for so long that he hasn‟t had much time to think about 

himself.”  

“He no longer feels he has to worry about her.”  

“That‟s very gratifying.” 

“Soon he will be ready to take up his body on a full t ime basis. He 

doesn‟t need to remain within Star One any longer.”  

“We knew when we started that this day would come, but we will miss 

him, especially Sarah.”  

“They will be able to contact each other occasionally.”  

“That‟s a comfort.  

“As you know, Marjie and I would like to buy the ranch we discovered in 

Colorado. However, I do not wish to become involved in such a big project if 

we are going to be transported to the new planet before we have time to fin ish it. 

What are your thoughts on this matter?” 

“I do not know when such transports will occur. The Board is cente red in 

I AM. No one will be transported until it is the proper time. Anything else 

could cause loss of life and this is unacceptable to the Board.”  
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“I understand. We intend to take another trip. My son Chris and Vanessa, 

his wife, are ab le to go to Colorado with us soon, and I‟m planning to visit the 

ranch. We still have to take those Indian spirits back to the peaks.”  

“Will you let me monitor your trip?” 

“Certainly.” We said affectionate goodbyes. 

Sarah emerged at story time. “What is imagination?” 

“Would you like to try an exercise that will show you what it is?”  

“Yes. Sarah learn.”  

“Okay. Close your eyes and see with your mind‟s eye your new brown 

baby wearing her black dress. Can you see her?”  

“Yes.”  

“Now see her but picture her wearing a green dress.” 

“Sarah can only see a black dress. Baby doesn‟t have a green dress.”  

“Try this. Look at the white ceiling, close your eyes, and think about how 

it would look if you had painted it green.” 

  “Wall is not green. Wall is white. Will Sound be angry with Sarah?” 

“Not at all. Some people can imagine how things could look differently  

more easily than others. Your brain may not work the same way as theirs. We 

can try again another time.” I read from Peter Pan until she fell asleep.  

A mocking b ird singing at the top of his voice outside the bedroom 

window woke me at first light. I worked on the book for a while and we put 

some protective netting over the ripening blueberry bushes next to the house. 

Around four thirty we headed for town to eat at a restaurant, and Sarah joined 

me. “Sarah wants to understand imagination. What is it?”  

“It‟s using your mind to create something that doesn‟t already exist, like 

thinking of a song you‟ve never heard or visualizing a scene you‟ve never 

witnessed. To make anything new and different, you have to imagine how it  

will look, or sound, or work, such as when you‟ve heard a lot of songs and 

you want to create a new one, or you want to create a painting or a tool.”  

“Sarah understands. Imagination is when you take something you know 

and change it into something else. Pre-planning.”  

“Yes, like that. Suppose you wanted to change my shirt from blue to 

green. You could plan how you want it to look when it ‟s green and pick the 

shade of green you want it to be beforehand, but in your mind. You make a 

mental picture of it that is different from the way it already is. Try to imagine 

how the trees would look if they suddenly turned from green to yellow.”  

“Sarah is imaging how your shirt will look if it is pink. Sarah will change 

the car from red to blue.” She then began to change the color of other things.  
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I said, “You can also change things in other ways.” 

“How?”  

“You could change its  shape or its size, for example.”  

“Wait a moment,” she said. She processed this new concept. “That car is 

a dog. Those horses are telephone poles. Does Sarah have an imagination  

now?” 

“Yes.” 

“Why is imagination necessary?” 

“For example, if you needed to do a certain job, but the tool you had on 

hand isn‟t working, you might have to use  imagination to create another tool 

that could do the job.” 

“I would find the manual,” she replied.  

“But suppose you couldn‟t find a manual?”  

“Then Sarah would break it.”  

“That‟s not necessary. Let‟s suppose that you wanted to prop a door open 

and you had a small b lock of wood, but the weight of the wood and its shape 

wouldn‟t allow it to hold the door open. What could you do?” 

“I could make it into a wedge.” 

“Yes! That is an example o f using your imagination. You found a 

solution to a problem by thinking creatively. The wedge holds the door open 

by using friction instead of weight.” I felt like celebrating. 

“The wedge Touch used to hold the door open did not work,” she 

reminded me. 

“If the wedge had a slightly different shape and was made of wood 

instead of plastic, it probably would have worked.”  

When we sat down to eat, she took one look at the food and said, 

“Disgusting. Sarah be quiet.” 

I filled Marjie in on my conversations with Sarah and Nuke. “Nuke said  

that Joshua is about ready to return to his body and to live at the Statio n on a 

full time basis.”  

Marjie began to weep. “I don‟t want to lose him.”   

“I had no idea it would be so upsetting or I wouldn‟t have brought it up 

over dinner. You hard ly ever mention his name.”  

“I‟m always aware of his comings and goings. I will miss him terrib ly. 

When is it supposed to happen?” 

“I don‟t know. I only know that it is supposed to be soon.”  

“How will Sarah deal with it?”  

“It won‟t happen until she is ready.”  
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Marjie had finally finished crocheting the large blanket which featured  

the design Tanner had specified. The wide border of the blanket was a deep 

russet color and within it was a peach background which contained a stepped 

diamond outline made of multico lored yarn. Inside the diamond the 

background was gray, with a cross of the multicolored yarn  in the middle. The 

cross had equally long arms which joined to a larger square of the same yarn 

which was larger than the intersection the arms alone would have created.  

For several months we had been gathering feathers from various locations 

which had fallen from approximately twenty different species of both wild  

and domestic birds. Two complete wings of one large bird were arranged 

outspread in the top center of the diamond, while others ringed the edge of the 

oval surrounding the central design. The robe was much larger than I had 

anticipated a robe would be, big enough to cover the top of a double bed, and 

consequently was pretty heavy with all the feathers attached to it.  

After months of anticipation the day finally arrived when Tanner said it 

was time to invite the Indian spirits  in the trees to enter the robe. He told us to 

lay the blanket on the grass near the large oaks and pines where the spirits of 

Indians from many tribes had been staying. Among them were three of the 

Tarahumara spirits whom we had encountered on the sacred Spanish Peaks 

nearly three years before, Cochise and Geronimo, who had come to the pow-

wow of spirits. The Tarahumara had fin ished their period of purificat ion, were 

ready to return to the peaks, and would await reincarnation. Like the others we 

had released, they were destined to become future leaders because of their 

ability to live in harmony with nature.  

The robe lay open upon the grass, its top edge facing east. Tanner said to 

scatter the desiccated pieces of several kinds of insects we had collected over 

it. That done, he said to smudge it and ourselves with sweetgrass, cedar, and 

sage smoke. While I did that, he sang in his ancient Ute‟ language, inviting 

the spirits to enter the robe. After only a brief pause, he said, “They have 

entered. The woman knows how to fo ld the blanket.” Marjie rolled the blanket  

with the feathers inward to protect them and we secured it with colored 

ribbons, per his instructions. Their peaceful entry seemed anticlimact ic after 

so long a wait.  

All was ready for the trip. The fo llowing day, Chris and Vanessa joined 

us as we piled into the van and headed for Colorado. The trip went very 

smoothly. Along the way Perithnea and Alta Sha channeled briefly, and as 

evening approached Sarah asked, “When are we going back home? Sarah  

wants to have story time.”  
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“We have to take the Indian spirits that entered the robe back to the 

mountains where we found them. We won‟t get to the mountains until 

tomorrow, so we will have to spend the night somewhere else.”  

“Sarah wants to sleep at home.” 

“I understand, and I‟m sorry, but this trip will last several days. I will 

read to you at night like always, but not at home.” She withdrew.  

Our journey was the fulfillment of a pictorial prophecy which Perithn ea 

had drawn for us over a year before. Her picture showed an unidentified man  

making a long journey which transformed him and brought him to mountains 

where he wore a feathered robe and stood before mult itudes of people with a 

message of hope. I was not fully aware at that time that the pictured man was 

me, but I now saw that it was.  

We arrived unscathed at our beautiful rented cabin nestled in the foothills 

of the Spanish Peaks beside the Cuchara River, a melodious mountain stream 

of cold, clear water that ran through the small village named after it. After 

settling in and exploring the vicinity that first afternoon, we drove up Cordova 

Pass the following morn ing, intending to go as far up the slopes as the still 

deep snow on the west Spanish Peak would a llow. The bright, clear day was 

perfect for our purposes. We thoroughly enjoyed the beautiful vistas of 

surrounding mountains and valleys offered by the primit ive road that led to 

the top of the pass. Our progress was halted at about the halfway mark by  

snow that was too deep for any ordinary vehicle. I wanted to get as close to 

the top of the pass as possible, and everyone was willing to hike through the 

light, dry snow, although we were not prepared with skis or snowshoes. I 

donned the feathered robe and we plunged into the snow, which rapidly  

deepened until it was up to our knees. Vanessa painfully, but not severely, 

turned her ankle on a hidden rock, and needed to stop. Marjie and I continued 

onward for a few more yards until the snow was thigh deep and the going very 

strenuous. Alta Sha said, “This is far enough.” 

“I was hoping to make it to the top, but the snow is just too deep.” 

“Lay the robe on the snow over there.” He po inted to a clearing under 

the trees on the uph ill bank of the roadway. We strugg led  over and found  

that the snow was not so deep on the slope under the t rees. We laid the 

robe down with its top facing east. I was wearing a favorite beaded  

headband with a thunderb ird design and a white sweatsh irt upon which  

Marjie had cross-stitched an image of the Span ish Peaks, where the 

Tarahumara and  many other t ribes had worshipped in the d istant past. We 

took p ictu res o f the ceremony.  
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I held my arms above my head in supplication and said, “We have 

brought you back to the sacred mountains of your ancestors, my brothers. You  

are free to jo in the other spirits who are gathered here. Soon you will be able 

to travel to the new world which has been prepared for you, if it is your wish. 

It is a world without pollution, pristine and beautiful. There we wil l be able to 

live in harmony and purity with nature and one another, according to the will 

of the Great Spirit. Thank you for allowing us to be a part of your journey. 

You have taught us much that we will carry forward to others. Your 

friendship has been precious to us.” 

“They flew into the mountain,” Marjie said.  

“Did Tanner go with them?”  

“No. He and Rides the Wind will stay with us for now.”  

Alta Sha said, “You have done well. I AM is pleased with you.”  

“It has been a privilege to help these spirits.” 

“Now it is time for you to play.” 

I shouted a greeting to the Ute‟ spirits we had prev iously released into the 

peaks. “Eko, eko Zomolok! Eko eko, Aradiia! Eko eko, Cerenos! We have 

brought some of your brothers back to you! There will be rejoicing on the 

mountain!”  

It was time to go. Tired from our struggle through the snow, we trudged 

back to the van and arrived at the cabin in time for lunch and a nap. Chris and 

Vanessa took the van for a tour of their own. Chris was familiar with the 

surrounding countryside from an earlier trip, but Vanessa had not been there 

before.   

In keeping with Tanner‟s custom, I pricked my finger and let a few drops 

of blood drip into the soil next to the river before the cabin, sharing a portion 

of myself with nature, although I never understood why shedding one‟s blood 

has been considered an act of worship by so many cultures. 

The remainder o f our journey was devoted to enjoying the beauty of the 

Rockies. Vanessa got to see weather which ranged from brilliant, warm 

sunshine to blizzard conditions on some of the high passes. The San Juans 

were as impressive as ever. We revisited the ranch near Durango. Our spirits 

soared in the majesty of the western landscape. 
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Chapter Thirty Two 

Joshua Leaves 

We arrived safely at home, and at dusk were having a cocktail, listening 

to the soothing sounds of the tinkling fountain, and watching the fish lazily  

swimming through the water hyacinths in our little pond. It was so relaxing  

that I was almost asleep when Sarah said, “Sarah likes the fountain and the 

aquatic life in the pond.” 

“Yes, the fish are growing, just like the plants.” 

“Even though Sarah is growing, Sarah still has baby feelings and 

sometimes Touch has baby feelings, too.” 

“Somet imes I have those kinds of feelings as well. It ‟s important to be 

aware of the part of ourselves that still feels like a baby. We never completely  

lose it.” 

“Sound sometimes feels like a baby?” She was incredulous. 

“Yes, I can remember what it feels like to be a baby. Sound and Touch 

also remember what it felt like to be other people and different animals in  

other lifetimes. I helped Touch to remember by help ing her enter a trance.”  

“What is trance?” 

“It‟s a state of mind in which memories are more accessible.”  

“Sarah knows what trance is. Trance is a higher pitch. Eight man showed 

Sarah a machine that measures pitch. A wave is visible on the screen. When 

the wave disappears, it means one is at the peak of mental efficiency.”  

“Have you used this machine on yourself?” 

“No.” 

“If you measured your own pitch, then you would know when you reach 

that point.”  

The mocking bird which had been waking me up at first light was gaily  

singing at the top of his lungs in the pine tree beside our bedroom window. I 

told him how impressed I was with his beauty and his song and visualized him 

bathed in golden Light. I o ffered him friendship and respect, and politely  
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asked him to please sing farther away from the house at first light, so I could 

get enough sleep. 

Marjie started to plant some pansies we had just bought beside the pond, 

although it was nearly dark. I said, “If I don‟t start to read soon, I‟ll be asleep 

before story time.”  

Sarah said, “Read now. Sarah be quiet.” We went upstairs, got in to bed, 

and she said, “Sarah likes story time. Sarah likes it when you stroke Touch‟s 

hair. It feels very good when you touch the back of her neck.”  

“Your use of language has improved a lot.”  

“My species does not use words for communication. We use thought and 

touch instead of speech.”  

“Is your imagination improving as well?”  

“Sarah is imagin ing that the white wall is a beautiful aqua color. Sarah is 

very intelligent, and has now acquired imagination.”  

“You must be very intelligent to have mastered a skill your species does 

not normally have. Can you feel the energy of Light Mother now?” 

“No.” 

“Close your eyes and be receptive.” 

“Sarah feels her. Will Sound please read now?”  

I finished reading Peter Pan. Sarah asked, “What is Sound‟s favorite 

story?” 

“I have read thousands of stories and I can‟t say that I have one favorite, 

but some of my favorites are the ones Jesus told about the Kingdom of 

Heaven.” 

“Who is Jesus?” 

“He was a child of I AM who taught humans about I AM through stories. 

Would you like for me to read one to you?” 

“Yes.” 

I opened the New Testament at random and found the beatitudes of the 

Sermon on the Mount, one of my favorite passages. A spiritual thrill raced up 

and down my spine as I acknowledged the workings of I AM. I struggled to 

hold back tears of humility while I read the verses  so appropriate to that 

precious moment. The love which motivated those words was palpable. As I 

read, Sarah gently stroked the page and when I finished, she stroked other 

pages of the Bible. “You like this book, don‟t you,” I said. 

“Yes. This is a Breath book. Can Sarah keep this book?” 

“Certainly.”  

“Will you read the part that is about Sarah?” 
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“I‟d be delighted.” I turned to Genesis and read about Sarah, Abraham‟s 

wife, g iving birth to Isaac when she was ninety years old  through divine 

intervention. An angel told her that she would become the mother of princes 

and kings and multitudes of a mighty people. I continued with the story of 

Abraham asking God not to destroy Sodom and Gomorrah, and God‟s 

condition that if ten righteous men could be found there, He would  not.  

Sarah said, “The people in the place where Sarah came from were like 

those in Sodom and Gomorrah. When Sarah is queen, she will change things 

there. The place will be destroyed, so that the people can start new.”  

“The people at Compound 91 are the kind that Jesus said are like salt  

without savor.” 

“Parasites. Sarah will change them. Sarah will not destroy them, but will 

destroy the place. Compound 91 is evil. Sarah will alter the genetics of those 

people over time so that they will have happy genes and will only be happy. 

Sarah will take away the gene which allows them to be sad.”  

“You were sad at one time, but you are happy  now. It may be necessary 

to experience some sadness in order to recognize joy when you find it.”  

“Sarah will make them the way Sarah wants. They will be happy.” 

“It will take a lot of imagination and creativity to do that. I‟m glad that 

you have given yourself a worthy task.” 

In the morning Marjie said, “I dreamed I was with a woman who had just 

given birth to a baby. I asked if I could tend to the baby while the mother lay  

on the sofa like the Queen of Sheba. When I started feeding the baby, a green 

substance like algae started coming out of its mouth, and I got scared. I tried  

to brush it away but it was rooted in the baby ‟s mouth. I knew it  would hurt  

the baby to pull it out and I got panicky. Suddenly I found myself in a 

concentration camp with a companion. A protective figure was helping us to 

escape. We crawled through duct work and the figure carried us away.”  

“Having your mouth stopped up and being rescued from a concentration 

camp sounds to me like a dream that Sarah would have.” 

“That‟s what I thought, too. Somehow I was having Sarah‟s dream.”  

That evening I said to Perithnea, “You don‟t seem as jolly as you used to 

be. How are you doing?” 

“It‟s the first time you have asked me that in a long time.”  

“Every t ime I see you I ask how you are doing.”  

“But this time it‟s different.”  
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“Well, how are you?” 

“I‟m fine. If I seem subdued, it‟s because mother hasn‟t done any 

exploring of herself lately , and that‟s fun.” 

“I agree. I‟m quite willing to do that, you know.” 

“Well, we have to take our turns. As you said, you don‟t have time to get 

around to everyone.” 

“Right now Sarah seems to have top priority.”  

“I understand that.” 

“I enjoyed the little jokes you used to play. They made me laugh, like the 

times you dressed up in clanking armor, and rode a tricycle under water.”  

“It‟s easy to ride under water if you have a breathing pill.”  

“I guess that‟s a technology the ETs have, too. They seem to spend a lot 

of time under water on this planet. Speaking of water, d id you enjoy Sarah‟s 

dream?”  

“I don‟t eat spirit dreams.”  

“What‟s the difference?” 

“Sarah‟s spirit is in mother‟s body. If ate one of her dreams, it might 

cause Sarah and me to unite. No thank you.” 

I laughed. “Are you still teaching Sarah?” 

“I‟ve been trying to get her to swing on my swing set, but she doesn‟t 

want to. She only wants to slide, so she goes to Nuke‟s place and slides down 

his walls.” 

“I wonder why she‟s afraid of swinging with you.” 

“I don‟t know. Swinging is better. When you slide, you can only go in 

one direction, and that‟s down.” 

“But you have to climb up first.” 

“It‟s a lot of work. Swinging is more fun. You can swing in different  

directions, and you don‟t have to stop. When mother has time to exp lore 

herself again, we‟ll have more fun. Most of my jokes were about mother. That  

seemed to bother you some, so I don‟t tell them as much anymore.”  

“I expected Sarah to come out this evening for more instruction. Nucleus 

needs a break.”  

“Haven‟t you figured out why she isn‟t out yet?” 

“No, why?” 

“Because you‟re not near a book.” I smiled. 

We got back to the house from our walk and Perithnea said she was going 

to get Marjie ready for bed. When I joined Marjie upstairs I heard, “Sarah  

speak, please.” 
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“Certainly.”  

“Teach Sarah ruling lessons.” 

“The most important thing a wise ruler can do to make good decisions is 

to pray that I AM will lead in the right direction every day.”  

“Nucleus has a book. It says to have a prayerful attitude.” 

“That‟s right. One should always be seeking the will of God in everything 

they do.”  

“Then Sarah will not leave until directed by I AM.”  

“One does not always know exactly what I AM has planned.” 

“How can you ask for guidance and then not know when it is being 

received?” 

“Somet imes when we t ry to do the will of I AM we do not know all the 

answers and everything that will happen in advance. I AM is full of surprises. 

He lets us find out through discovery, which makes it more enjoyable. But I 

want to be led and He does.” 

“Will you read to me now, please?” As if in desperate need, she said 

please with rising, pleading tone.  

“Why are you saying please that way?” 

“Sarah does not know.”  

“You asked me to teach you, so I will tell you that the way you are  saying 

please is not good. It sounds like whining.”  

“Perithnea said Sarah whines, too. Sound is angry with Sarah?” She said 

this with exaggerated fear in her voice, as if to play upon my emot ions. 

“No, I‟m not angry, I‟m just telling you. I don‟t understand why you said 

please that way.” 

She said please repeatedly, but each time it sounded the same, which  

upset her. Then she said, “It hurts Touch‟s throat when I try to say it in a 

lower voice.” She put her hand to her throat, pushed on the larynx, and said  

please in a normal voice. “It hurts.” I didn‟t know what to make of that . 

Marjie had always said please in a normal way before.  

“Perhaps I should explore with Touch why that causes pain.”  

Sarah then said please in a deeper, normal voice several times without 

pain. I p raised her and read until she nodded off. 

We had still not found all of Tanner‟s stones which were in the meadow 

next to the west Spanish Peak, where we had looked before. The remaining  

snow had been too deep to get to the meadow on our most recent journey, so 
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we were p lanning to go again in a couple of months, when Bart would be out 

of school and could go with us. When Bart visited again, he asked to have a 

trance session, and I did the induction. Then Alta Sha said  to him, “Look 

inward and search for objects that you will find on your trip. They will be 

significant and should be placed in your medicine bag. When you find them 

notice your surroundings, for they are also significant.”   

Bart described walking down a path, stepping over a log, and entering a 

cave. In the cave he saw a spider web, a brown snakeskin, a long black feather 

with a white tip, a  blue stone, and a cigarette butt. He said he was fin ished and 

we ended the session. I said, “Now you have things to search for on the trip. It  

will be interesting to see where these things are found. You have looked into 

your future.” 

Upon the invitation of Patsy Thompson, a spokesperson for the local 

group, we were on our way to attend the Choctaw church  near Rip ley, TN, 

when Perithnea said, “Joshua will return to his body soon. Sarah has been 

told. She isn‟t happy about it, but she is trying to be brave. Don‟t mention this 

to mother in a public place, ‟cause she will probably start crying.” I was not 

surprised by Joshua‟s decision, for he had been spending most of his time 

with Adam in the botanical unit at the Station.  

Patsy was very pale and looked ill. She said that she needed to be on 

dialysis, but couldn‟t afford it. Marjie convinced her to let us do some healing 

work after church services and the pot luck picnic were over. Patsy was 

surprised by our simple method of project ing healing Light through our hands. 

I advised her to use Light imagery every day on those parts of her body which 

needed healing. She had much more energy when we finished and thanked us 

profusely. 

We had not driven far on our way home when Perithnea said, “Joshua is 

ready to enter his body. Is it okay if he does it now?”  

“I‟m driv ing. I want to give him my full attention when he goes.”   

“I talked to Nucleus and he agrees  that it can be delayed for a while.”  

The time for goodbyes came too quickly to suit me. I felt I had barely  

scratched the surface of my relationship with Joshua. We had just arrived at 

home when he began to channel. I said, “I‟m sorry that we have not had more 

talks with each other,” Tears rolled down my cheeks.  

Also crying, Joshua answered, “I have watched you closely and have 

learned a great deal from you. I am grateful to you for sharing your Light with  

me and giving me freedom. I will share the same Light with another.”  

“Good. We share our Light with others, and often they pass it along.” 
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“I will miss being here with all of you. Sarah will see me again when she 

enters her body. My task now is to go and prepare the way for her.”  

“I‟m very g lad that she will be ab le to see you again. It would break her 

heart if she couldn‟t.” 

“Teglinlins are not accustomed to being single. It will be hard for her to  

adjust, but it is necessary for her growth and mine. It is time for me to reenter 

my body and I am eager to do it.”  

He turned to Bart. “Whisper, will you be a brother to Sarah for me? Will 

you protect her and love her?” 

Bart had tears in h is eyes when he said yes. 

“I look forward to the day when we will all be together again,” I said. We 

embraced and he was gone. Marjie was weeping as she emerged from the 

trance, fully aware of h is leaving. We hugged each other for comfort.  

Sarah wailed, “Sarah cannot be brave anymore!” Tears poured from her 

eyes.  

“You and Joshua will see each other again. There is no need for despair.” 

After a few minutes she stopped crying, but she periodically burst into tears 

again. Each time I assured her that Joshua had gone to prepare a place for her 

and she would see him again.  

To Bart she said, “Joshua is building Sarah a house. Will you be Sarah‟s 

brother?” He agreed. “Sarah is happy that Whisper Big Heart is going on a 

trip with us and will be with us every day for a whole week! Sarah will like 

traveling with you because your pitch is high.” 

After we dropped Bart off at his grandmother‟s house, Sarah said, “Sarah 

is lonely. Sarah has lost Joshua. Sarah has lost her mother and her father. 

Sarah feels bad!” she moaned. 

“Now would be a good time for you to use your imagination, Sarah. Will 

you try?” 

“Yes.” 

“Imagine that you have been given a perfect mother, the mother you have 

always wanted to have and that she is holding you and loving you now.”  

“No! That is not real. Sarah does not want to do that.” 

“Well, if you had your choice of anyone to be your mother, who would it 

be?” 

“Touch.” 

“Then imagine Touch holding and rocking and singing to you. Touch is 

happy to be your perfect mother. You can go to sleep while she rocks you. 

Can you do that?”  
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“Sarah can do that,” she said, and so she did. 
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Chapter Thirty Three  

Sarah Materializes 

Marjie said, “I think I‟m going insane.” 

“Why?” 

“I can see Sarah. She doesn‟t look completely solid, but I can see her 

form. This can‟t be true. I must really be going off the deep end for sure.”  

“This is just what you and Sarah need right now. If you can see her 

clearly, it‟s easier for you to comfort her and she needs that more than ever.”  

Marjie rocked back and forth, crad ling Sarah in her arms and singing to 

her. “This is so real. She has weight and substance. She is preciou s. She‟s 

about twelve inches tall. Her skin is so smooth and the little flaps on the side 

of her head are so delicate! She‟s waving them to show how contented she is.”  

Marjie used a small b lanket to make a nest beside her where she put 

Sarah at bedtime. Sarah said, “Sarah is so happy that Touch can see and feel 

Sarah. Sarah likes to be comforted. It will be alright if Sound does not read 

tonight. Just stroke Sarah‟s head.” I did, via Marjie, who used the remote to 

turn the television on to a rerun of Star Trek . We all slept soundly that night. 

Marjie could still see and feel Sarah‟s form in the morning and when 

Sarah was not channeling, kept me in formed of her activities. We were eating 

breakfast when Marjie said, “Tanner wants to speak to you.” 

“Good. When do you want to channel?”  

“Right after breakfast is fine.”  

As soon as she was entranced Marjie made the head and shoulder 

movements of Rides the Wind in flight. When she stopped, Tanner said to me, 

“I have something to tell Man to Come. Get mag ic box to keep words.”  

I got out the recorder but it wouldn‟t work properly. Instead I wrote them 

down. 

“On the mountain you will find several rocks. Some of them are shapes. 

The inner curve of the crescent moon is one. Another is the joining of four 

colors. The third is broken; take the three biggest pieces. Look for the 8 rock. 
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The serpent tongue is a new rock. The coloring in the rock is the serpent‟s 

tongue. Do not leave behind any that call your name. They are to find you. 

“The boy who goes with you must look for stones that speak to him. Tell 

him to listen with his heart. What he hears is of no importance, only that he 

hears. If he does not hear, he casts it away. Boy has good heart. His heart has 

ears. Make clear to the boy, Man to Come. It is the boy‟s journey into 

manhood. It is Man to Come‟s journey into wisdom. It is woman‟s journey 

into Softener of Skins.” 

When Tanner was gone I repeated his words to Marjie, adding, “Looking  

for these stones could be like trying to find needles in a haystack. It isn‟t clear 

what shape they have, how big they are, or even if they are all in the same 

meadow where the infin ity stone is. There are rocks all over that big meadow. 

We will certainly need guidance to find them.”  

Alta Sha jo ined me. “My friend,” he nodded .  

“My friend, it is good to talk with you again.” 

“I can tell you more about the stones you will seek.”  

“Great. We need all the help we can get.” 

Alta Sha made small line drawings of the stones and said, “Search for 

them in the meadow where Marjorie found the infin ity stone.” 

“That narrows it down quite a bit.”  

“You will know them when you see them. What did you think of the 

boy‟s vision?” 

“I was impressed with his effort during the trance session.”  

“He has listened to the impossible and he has seen the impossible and he 

has accepted all of this without question.” 

“Good. I was not sure that he had accepted any of it.”  

“He speaks few words, like Alta Sha.”  

“He also has the habit of saying I don‟t know when he is asked a question 

and leaving it at that.” 

“It is his way. He en joys being questioned further.”  

“That‟s a game.”  

“Yes, but to him it is not a game. It is his reality.”  

“I will have to teach him better.” 

“You are surrounded by others whom you are teaching. What good is a 

leader who does not teach?” 

“What good is a student who does not wish to learn?”  

He nodded. “Bart is ready to learn.”  

“I‟m pleased to hear that and ready to teach him more.”  
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“He was concentrating on his posture at the table when you told him how 

to sit.” 

“I noticed.” 

“You are teaching my charge how to be a good parent.” 

“She is parenting Sarah very well. Why did Sarah become v isible to  

Marjie?” 

“It was not the result of Sarah‟s effort and it was also not the result of 

anything done by Nucleus 8.” 

“I give I AM the credit, no matter how it was done.” 

“Nucleus is beside himself at this development. He believes that there 

must be a physical aspect of it which he does not understand and is 

conducting a search to discover what it might be. I have not informed him 

otherwise. You may tell Nucleus that you know Who caused this 

development, but do not reveal to h im the identity .”  

“Keep him in suspense?” 

“Yes. The search he is conducting is good for his growth.” He took my 

hand and we parted with love.  

Marjie listened intently while I reviewed his comments. I was pleased 

that Bart had chosen to learn more about the spirit realm.  

Sarah was Marjie‟s companion while she did chores in the house and the 

yard. I cleaned up the car. Marjie was taking a shower when I heard Sarah  

call, “Sound! Sound!” 

“What do you need, Sarah?” 

“Sarah loves Sound!” 

“Sound loves Sarah!” 

“Sarah is happy! Sarah not cry!” We were getting dressed when she said, 

“Touch forgot to take Sarah with her when she went in the house.”  

“When you‟re busy it‟s easy to overlook someone as small as you and to 

forget where they are. If that happens again, you can call out to her.”  

“Yes , Sarah can shout.” 

We were sitting in the restaurant having supper when I said, “ Sarah didn‟t  

say anything on the way here. I hope we didn‟t forget her.”  

Marjie po inted to her chest. “She‟s in here. I don‟t always see her out  

there, but I can feel her.”  As we left the restaurant Marjie was crad ling  

Sarah in  her arms and  said , “Hurry up  and open  the car door so people 

won‟t wonder why I‟m hold ing my arms out like th is.” Although still 

inv isib le to me, I stroked Sarah , and felt a  great deal o f t ing ling energy in  

my hand .  
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“She ‟s sleep ing ,” Marjie said. “Her eyes don ‟t close like ours do, but  

they get kind  of du ll looking .”  

When we got home, Marjie deposited Sarah in a living room chair and we 

went upstairs to change clothes. She said, “Sarah‟s calling me. I‟d better go 

get her.” When she returned, she put Sarah into a basket lined with a soft 

towel. 

“Does Sarah know that we have a new book for her?” I asked.  

“Yes. She‟s looking over the edge of the basket at you, and her flaps are 

waving back and forth. She‟s  so cute!” 

The Book of Virtues by William Bennet is full of stories illustrating 

various moral principles. I bought it for Sarah‟s instruction, thinking it was 

just the thing for a queen in training. At reading time Sarah gave me a hug, 

hummed some happy notes, completely recovered from the loss of Joshua.  

Perithnea joined me as I was driving to town the next day. I said, “Where 

have you been? I wanted to talk to you.”  

“I spoke to you this morn ing.” 

“I don‟t remember that.” 

“Are you messing with my mind?” 

“No, I just don‟t think we had a conversation today.”  

We were entering the restaurant when she said, “I‟d better leave now.”  

“Why? You can stay and talk to me.”  

“They might throw you out of the restaurant if I do.” She left. 

After supper, Marjie was unusually irritable, had difficulty understanding 

what I was saying, and wasn‟t communicating her thoughts clearly. I also got 

irritated and complained that she wasn‟t paying attention. She began to cry 

and overreacted to my irritation, which convinced me that something else was 

bothering her, but she was in no mood to discuss it. I lay low for the 

remainder o f the evening, trying to avoid more conflict.  

In the morning she said, “Alta Sha wants me to start taking my 

antidepressant again. He says the balance of chemicals in my brain is out of 

kilter.”  

“Why are they getting screwed up?” 

“He says that I had a surge of one chemical which depleted the supply of 

another and now they are all out of whack.”  

“I‟m sorry I got irritated with you last night. I thought you weren‟t paying 

attention and I was frustrated by a lot of other things that are going on at work 
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and so forth. I vented my anger toward you, and I shouldn‟t have done that, 

but I can‟t always control my emot ions. I‟m still human and haven‟t advanced 

to that point yet.” 

“It‟s my emotions that are the problem. I‟m beginning to recognize the 

warning signs that indicate I am about to have another spiral down into  

depression. It‟s not fair for me to expect you to be a different person than who 

you are.” 

“I still need to work on my irritability. Let me put Light on your brain, to 

help you recover the balance faster.” She did, and resumed her medication.  

By the following night the medication was already working. We took our 

customary walk, and Sarah asked, “Why did Touch cry?” 

“Because we had a disagreement. Sometimes humans say things when 

they are cranky and irritable that hurt other people‟s feelings. Touch is very 

sensitive to any irritation toward her that I express.” 

“Will Touch go away?” 

“No. We were joined by I AM and this will not cause us to separate.” 

“If Touch goes away, Sarah will dissolve.” 

“That won‟t happen.” 

We stood beside the pond holding hands as the moon came out from 

behind a cloud, creat ing a go lden light. “Sarah likes this dark. The moon is  

pretty. Why does it look that way? Is its light going out?”  

“No. When there are particles of dust and soot and chemicals in the 

atmosphere they make the moonlight have different colors. I like going out at 

night and looking at the stars. It makes me feel like I could keep going  

forever.”  

“Sound not go!” 

“No, I‟m not going now, but if I was, you and Touch would go with me. 

I‟m not like Perithnea, who can go anywhere she wants to just by thinking 

about it. I think that‟s terrific.”  

“Perithnea often visits 8 man.”  

“Why won‟t you play with her on her swing set?”  

“I don‟t know.”  

“Well, it‟s very real. It‟s just in a different dimension, where she 

normally lives.” 

“Touch is tired and wants a bath.” 

“Okay, let‟s go inside.”  

Later I read about responsibility and friendship from The Book of Virtues, 

which Sarah enjoyed.  
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Waking too early, I read in Native Heart about Gabriel Horn‟s v ision , 

which convinced h im that it was his destiny to be a peace pipe carrier. His  

descript ion suggested to me that he had been contacted by angels. As a 

result o f the v ision, he and his wife attempted to rev ive the use of the 

sacred pipe to sanctify various gatherings of Nat ive A mericans, and they  

were o ften v is ited by ancient sp irits during p ipe ceremonies. On  one 

occasion at a locat ion where Nat ive A mericans h istorically  gathered to  

pray, he and his wife were s moking the p ipe and were soon surrounded by  

hundreds of crows that  seemed to have suddenly  appeared  out o f th in air. 

He intu it ively knew that they were inhab ited by the spirits of the  

ancestors.  

When she woke up, Marjie said, “I heard scratching noises at the window 

during the night.” 

“I can‟t imagine how an animal could have done that, because there‟s no 

sill to climb onto. I heard a weird sound, too, but I don‟t know what it was.” 

Perithnea popped out with, “I‟m going to be a cowgirl today. I‟m all 

dressed up in my cowgirl outfit and I‟m going to ride Beth. Maybe I should 

call myself a dog girl.”  

“That sounds like fun. Have you seen Adam? I‟d like  to talk to him, too.” 

“Maybe I can lasso him.”  

“Have fun riding Beth.” She withdrew.  

“Marjie, is Sarah around?” 

“She‟s riding on my shoulders.” I tickled Sarah‟s form, although it was 

still invisible to me.  

“Do Teglinlins like to be tickled?” 

“Yes. She‟s  flipping her flaps back and forth. They crackle when she does 

that.” 

“Maybe that‟s due to the strength of her emotion.”  

Marjie‟s medication was working well and her mood had evened out. I 

suggested that we have a session after supper. Entranced, she said, “Alta Sha 

is here.”  

We greeted. He said, “The medications are helping her brain to  

reestablish a normal chemical balance, but it is not time for her to discontinue 

them. Sarah is also decreasing the amount of visible manifestations to reduce 

the stressful effect this has on Marjorie‟s nervous system. You will recall that 

she thought she was mentally ill when she first caught sight of Sarah. She has 

not searched for the cause of her reaction.”  

“Is she ready to do that now?” 
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“No.” 

“I didn‟t think so. Is Nucleus still searching his past?” 

“Yes.” 

“I was hoping to speak to Adam.” 

“She is tiring. I suggest that after you speak to Adam you let her rest.”  

“I‟m feeling some very strange sensations in my head right now. They are 

different from what I have felt before. Are you causing them?” 

“No. Is it unlike what you felt when Mi touched you?” 

“I can feel her touching the top of my head, but this is a different  

sensation.” He had no comment. 

I continued, “I‟m g lad that Bart is looking toward the Light and that he‟s 

searching for answers.” 

“He is looking for a place where he feels he belongs. He has a good 

heart.” 

“Alleluia,” I said. He responded likewise and withdrew.  

“Is Adam available?” I asked Marjie.  

“I‟m here, father.” 

“I‟ve missed you. Where have you been?” 

“I have been both far and near.”  

“Tell me about the near part.” 

“Your lawn is a very interesting place. It is fascinating.”  

“What makes it so?” 

“There are many life forms in the grass. I like to watch them.”  

“Perithnea told me that you and Joshua had been studying it. Were you 

distressed when he joined with his body?” 

His eyes glistened with tears. He hesitated before choking out, “I was 

there. Words cannot describe the beauty of the experience.”  

“You were p riv ileged to see that.” 

“I am honored that you trusted me to teach him.”  

“I had no doubt that you would do a good job. You are, as Sarah has said, 

excellent.” 

“I only did what you have shown me. I am proud of you, father.”  

“And I am very p roud that you are my son. Will you and Joshua remain  

in contact with each other?” 

“We will always think of the other.”  

“Will you go to visit him from t ime to t ime?”  

“I can go to him whenever I please, but Joshua is busy since he accepted 

a position and has responsibilities in the botanical area at the Station.”  
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“What good is a position if one doesn‟t have time to visit with a friend?”  

“There will always be time for that.” 

“Good.” 

“Mother is very tired.” 

“We should speak again soon. We need to do this more often.” I touched 

his arm, sending love through my hand. “Can you feel that?”  

“Yes. Goodnight, father.” 

“Goodnight, son.” 

Sunday evening Marjie and I were sitting by the water garden  when Alta 

Sha said, “You should allow life to spring forth within  the pond and watch the 

miracle occur.”  

 “I will enjoy that.” 

Then Sarah said, “Sarah en joys the pond, but she doesn‟t like grammar.”  

I laughed. “Well, today is Sunday, so you can take a day off from 

grammar.”  

“I can articulate well if I want to.” She didn‟t want to, and reverted to her 

childish way of speaking. We took a walk and she channeled briefly at 

intervals, being careful not to drain Marjie. On our return leg, we saw a very  

bright, stationary white light appear momentarily near Jupiter, soon followed  

by another.  

I asked Sarah, “What do you think that was?”  

Smiling, she answered, “Adam. He said Joshua loves Sarah, wants her 

to be strong, and to keep growing.” As soon as we got back to the house, she 

said, “Sound read to Sarah now? Sarah loves story time and the way you  

groom Touch when you read. Teglin lins don ‟t groom each other.” I read  

about compassion in  The Book of Virtues.  

Two days later we held a session with Nucleus. “I just wanted to check in 

on my friends and to get a report on Sarah‟s progress,” he said.  

“We are doing well. Marjie is taking her medicat ions and they are 

working. Just before she started back on them, she was able to see and feel 

Sarah‟s physical form.”  

“I was in formed of that. Remarkab le!”  

“Have you been successful in your search for a cause?” 

“My System has not found a cause and I must finally admit I have no idea 

why she became visible and why my star pupil can see her and you cannot.”  

“If you eliminate every possibility you can think of, what is left?”  

“Breath, as Sarah calls Him.”  

“That is correct . It was a g ift  from Breath, I AM.  
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“It was the perfect experience for both of them. Sarah needed to regress 

before she could go forward. When she became v isible and Marjie saw how 

young she actually is, she was able to give Sarah all the babying she 

needed.” 

“Will she revert to this infantile state in the future?” 

“Not permanently, but from time to time she may wish to be treated like a 

baby again. Now she is growing even faster than before. She‟s been learning 

how to use imagination and is developing a sense of humor. She‟s starting to 

play word games like Perithnea does .” 

“Please try to restrain her!” he joked.  

“Her jokes aren‟t as outlandish as Perithnea‟s. I‟m reading to her from a 

book designed to teach moral values. It was brought to my att ention in a way 

that convinced me I AM wanted me to use it.”  

“At least it is not Peter Pan. How are you doing?” 

“I am growing weary of th is society.” 

“Yes, I have noticed that you do that from time to time. Are you aware 

that you cycle?” 

“Now that you mention it, I suppose I do.” 

“I understand you are preparing for a journey.”  

“Yes, to gather stones.” 

“A repeat performance?” 

“I hope not. The snow was too deep to get to the top of the pass the last 

time.”  

“I meant only with respect to location.” 

“Right. We‟re planning to travel to Canada in July as well.” He raised his 

eyebrows with interest. “Marjie kept having dreams about going to Canada, 

and Perithnea suggested it was a good idea, so we read some books about 

northern Lake Superior. When Marjie and I saw the picture of a mountain  

named Manu Bijou, we felt the same spiritual energy that we experienced at 

that Colorado ranch I told you about, and we were convinced that we should 

go there.  

“The mountain was sacred to the Indians who lived near it. They believ ed 

it was inhabited by the Great Sp irit.” Nucleus grasped my hand tighter as if he 

also felt the spiritual energy. “The Indians say that the Great Spirit revealed  

the location of silver deposits to them because of their faithfulness but told 

them never to show the white men where it was. However, someone did tell , 

and was guiding white men to the silver across Lake Superior when a great 

storm sank their boats and drowned them. During the storm the mountain is 
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supposed to have risen from the sea to its present height. Silver is still being  

mined near it. It‟s located in the Sleeping Giant Provincial Park, in case you 

decide you want to go there.”  

“Was there a problem with Star One this morning?”  

“She woke up with a slight nose bleed.”  

“How serious was it? Did it need treatment?” 

“It was just a small drop of blood.” 

“That means that the coagulation factor is correct.”  

“We thought you might have done a procedure on her during the night. 

What did you do?” 

“I cannot reveal that.” I wondered why the secrecy, but knew better than 

to ask. It would put him in an awkward position. 

“I‟ve been feeling quite tired when I wake up in the morn ing and 

wondered if I was busy during my sleep.”  

“You have been quite active. Do you wish for me to cease the activity?” 

“No, I just think it may need some adjustment. I‟m not used to waking up 

so tired.” 

“Should I reduce the amount of activity, or your fat igue?”  

“You know that I prefer act ivity to sleep almost anytime.”  

“Then I will make adjustments to reduce your fatigue. Speaking of 

fatigue, we should let Star One rest.” 

“I‟m happy that I got to speak to my friend again.”  

At story time I read several poems to Sarah and we talked about the 

meaning of a tale about two lovers who each sacrificed personal possessions 

in order to give the other a material g ift, with results that were not very 

satisfying to either of them. The moral was that gifts of the heart are more 

important than material things.  
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Chapter Thirty Four 

Sabotage 

I read as usual to the children at bedtime and then fell asleep, but a sinus 

headache woke me up a couple o f hours later. I took medicat ion for it and was 

having a snack when very distressed, Sarah cried out, “Sound, 8 man is sick!” 

I went upstairs to investigate. 

“What happened?” 

“He breathed toxic fumes! Everyone is very worried that he might die!”  

“We need to do our best to try to heal him. Let me speak to Marjie.” She 

emerged.  

“Nuke is seriously ill from breathing toxic fumes. We need to send 

healing Light to him. I‟ll count you down so that you can go to the Station and 

I‟ll project myself there also.” I d id the count. 

Marjie said, “He‟s in the medical unit  on a bed with a clear top over it. He 

looks very ill. It‟s very hard for him to breathe. There‟s a tube running into his 

nose and down into his lungs. They are trying to dilute the toxicity by 

purifying his blood and recircu lating it through his body over and over. He‟s 

surrounded by about twenty people who are all busy trying to help him. They  

are grim and determined and also angry.  

“Their thoughts are telling me that Nuke was showing Sarah how the 

metals in an alloy could be separated with a chemical, exp laining that when  

the separation took place, the metals would change co lor. The correct  

chemical inside the container had been secretly replaced with another one, 

and when he poured it on the alloy, one of the metals was instantly 

vaporized into toxic fumes that he couldn‟t avoid inhaling . I have the sense 

that it was a woman who switched the chemical. They ‟re not sure if this was 

done deliberately, because the laboratory is used by many. Alta Sha is  

standing beside him, touching him and talking to him. Tears are running  

down Nuke ‟s face.”  

“Infuse his body with healing Light and I will, too.”  
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We asked I AM to heal our friend. I v isualized ten thousand Hosts joining 

in the effort  and bathed his body in different spectrums of Light. I asked for 

the powerful medicine of the Tarahumara, the Apache‟, the Sioux, and the 

Ute‟ spirits. In my mind‟s eye, I was doing the dance which must be seen 

again all around Nuke‟s body, twirling in circles and shaking my rattle over 

his injured lungs while chanting a healing song. I lifted his ethereal body in 

my hands into the beautiful Light of I AM and prayed, “If you cannot heal this 

body, Father, then let him have mine, so that he can continue the work You  

have given him. We both want the same things. I willingly give my body to 

carry out Your work.” Nuke‟s ethereal body became a ball o f golden Light. I 

lowered it into his physical form.  

Marjie said, “His breathing is better. His chest is moving. I didn‟t know 

his chest was shaped like that. It curves in at the middle. He‟s what we called  

pigeon-chested when I was a kid.” If she could think of trivial things like that, 

I knew he would be all right. “Everyone thinks he will survive,” she said. My 

anxiety dissipated instantly. 

Alta Sha remarked, “Nucleus will recover. The link between him and  

Sarah was severed to protect her from feeling his pain and physical symptoms. 

She was instantly drawn back into her physical body when the fumes were 

released.” 

“Why did that happen?” 

“The link to her body was designed to pull her back if her life was in  

danger.” 

“Alleluia! What a relief!”  

Marjie said, “I‟m tired.”  

“Go back to sleep. I‟m too keyed up to sleep .” 

 I went downstairs, not ready to stop my healing work, and continued to 

send Light to Nuke. When I finished, tears of gratitude and relief began to 

flow. I realized just how much I would miss my best friend if he were to die, 

and what a tremendous loss it would be to the entire Alliance if he were no 

longer in charge of security, especially since he was discovering his emotions. 

I still felt Mother‟s touch, which had been present throughout the incident. My 

tears stopped and I relaxed.  

Marjie and I shared our feelings of relief as we went to town on errands 

later that morning. When we got back home she said, “Nuke is calling for 

you.” I counted her down. 

Nuke‟s breathing was labored and his voice faint. “Thank you for coming  

to my aid.”  
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“Marjie was there and I tried very hard to put myself there also.”  

“You succeeded.” 

“I brought many with me.”  

“I thank you.” 

“I could not believe that I AM was ready for you to die. You have too 

much work to do.” 

“I have been around too long. I am very seasoned. It would take  more 

than that to get rid of me. An investigation is taking place. A preliminary  

report will be ready in twenty four hours.” 

“Marjie sensed that it was a woman who changed the label.”  

“Yes. All were aware that it was a woman.”  

“Because of the traces she left?” 

“Yes.” 

“Do you plan to contact us when you receive the report?” 

“I am very t ired. I should rest.” 

“We will wait until you are able to call on us.” 

He took my hand. “I love my friend.” 

“You felt how much love I have for you last night. I thank I AM that you 

are safe. Allelu ia.”  

“Alleluia.” We parted.  

Marjie said, “I can‟t feel Sarah. What happened to her?” 

“Alta Sha said she was drawn back into her body for protection, and the 

link between her and 8 was severed so that she wouldn‟t feel h is pain.”  

“I want her back. She needs to stay with me.”  

“I‟m sure that they will send her back soon, since it wasn‟t her choice to 

enter her body yet. Perhaps you can contact Mother about this.” 

“Okay. Count me down.” I did. 

“I‟m with Mother. She is showing me Sarah‟s body in its container. She‟s 

beautiful! Mother says that Sarah will be returned to me today, but before this 

can be done, they have to refrigerate her body in order to put it back into a 

dormant state.” 

“Very good. Is that all?”  

“Yes.” 

It wasn‟t long before Sarah resumed channeling. She was delighted that 

Nuke was alive. “Eight man is happy. He is breathing more easily. Sarah  

shared her Light with him.” She looked at the pond, where a b ird was bathing. 

“Look at the bird.” We en joyed the view. “There‟s Touch‟s frog.” It had taken  

up residence in the pond. 
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“Thank you for helping with Nuke,” I said.  

“Sarah showed concern.” 

“Yes you did. It was very helpful.”  

Perithnea said, “That was quite an ordeal last night, wasn‟t it?”  

“Yes. Thanks for your help.”  

“I love 8, too. Goodbye. I‟ll check back later.”  

“Be sure to say hello to Adam for me.”  

“I will. He‟s staying with 8 and keeping an eye on him.”  

Around four, Marjie began an early supper. We were eating when she 

suddenly stopped, absorbed with a vision. 

“What do you see?” 

“Perithnea wants to know what the word is for when you are so angry that 

you want to destroy everything with your anger.”  

“Rage.”  

Perithnea said, “That‟s what 8 has right now.” 

“I suppose that he got the report and it says this was no accident, right?” 

She nodded. “Rage is not good for him. He needs to be calm. Rage may harm 

his body.” 

“I would certainly like to be there and know what‟s going on,” Marjie 

said. 

“Well, let ‟s try it.” She lay down. I felt Mother very strongly as I counted 

her down.  

“I caught a glimpse of Nuke, but I was being pushed and pulled by the 

others when I tried to get through.” 

I felt intense activity in the middle of my brain, fo llowed by waves of 

energy that felt as if it were alternately expanding and contracting. The 

strange sensation was not painful. “I‟m going to count you even deeper so that 

you can get through to him.” I said . The sensations were even more intense. 

“I can see him clearly. He is shouting commands. People are try ing to 

calm h im but he won‟t let them. His eyes are solid red! I didn‟t know that they 

could be that color.” 

“This isn‟t good. We need to calm him down.”  

“Three grays are trying to calm him. They keep putting a silver blanket  

on him but he keeps kicking it off.”  

“Try to communicate with him. Tell him he needs to concentrate on 

healing. Let h im know that it‟s important that he not undo the work that has 

been done to heal him. He doesn‟t have to deal with this right now. He has 

many others he can count on, including Mother and the Board.” 
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“He‟s looking in my direct ion. I th ink he hears me.”  

“Go to him.”  

“I‟m try ing, but I have to move very slowly. I don‟t want to make a 

misstep. He‟s asking if that is his counselor. The others are parting for me. 

I‟m at his side. He‟s taking my hand.” Marjie said, “Speak to him. Comfort  

him.”  

Through her, Nuke took my hand in his and placed her other hand on my 

chest, over my heart. I leaned fo rward to make it easier for him. “Nuke, you 

need to let I AM handle this problem. I AM protected you and Sarah. They 

tried to kill you and they failed because of His protection. You don‟t have to 

worry about this. You have to think about healing and let the others deal with 

it. When you are recovered, you can return to the battle if you like, but for 

now, you have won by surviving. Let your wounds heal. Take a bath in the 

river of rainbows that flows through Heaven. If you inhale the rainbow mist 

from the fountains of Light, it will soothe your lungs.” 

I ran my hands over the length of his body, saying, “Fill yourself with  

that Light that you love so much which comes from Star One.” I also 

projected Light into his body through my hands. “You are surrounded by 

geniuses. Others know what to do. Let Mother and the others handle this.”  

“Mother is letting him know that she will take care of this situation. His 

eyes are getting black again. He accepts Mother‟s authority without question. 

He isn‟t kicking the blanket off now, he‟s going to sleep.” I moved his hand 

from my chest to his own. 

“Good. How much longer do you want to stay there? Let me know when  

you want me to count you up.” 

“Can I stay for a while?”  

“Of course. I need to go downstairs to see why Beth is barking.”  

Beth never barked unless she perceived a threat or was frightened by the 

unfamiliar. I checked but saw nothing that would cause her to bark, and  

figured she was aware of something unusual happening. When I went back 

upstairs, Marjie was resting quietly. I went back downstairs to do a chore, 

thanking I AM for Nuke‟s ability to rest instead of raging. Mother‟s touch was 

very intense. Perhaps she wants me to go back upstairs, I thought, and 

returned. 

I sat in a bedside chair and sensed that Mother wanted me to  crane my 

head back as far as it would go as she had instructed me to do once before. 

This posture created a painful strain on my neck muscles which caused me to 

straighten up after a minute or so. I knew Mother wasn‟t finished and repeated 
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the exercise several times. Marjie then said, “I‟m ready for you to count me 

up.” I did so. 

She added, “He‟s sleeping and is very calm. What are you doing?” 

“Mother seems to be doing something to me. I‟m just sitting.” I calmly  

sat there for another five or ten minutes, sending healing Light to Nuke, as I 

had been doing at intervals throughout the day. Mother‟s touch subsided, and 

Marjie and I resumed our normal household routine.  

Adam kept me posted about Nuke‟s condition. Because an hour in our 

dimension is equivalent to six “hours” in Nuke‟s, his progress was amazingly  

rapid. His lungs were flushed, his burns were repaired, and his eyes were 

successfully treated in the course of two and a quarter Station days (cycles), or 

nine earth hours.  

At bedtime, Marjie seemed to have already fallen asleep when I projected 

healing Light to 8 for about ten minutes. She then surprised me by saying, “I 

feel like I should be with Nuke.” 

“Very well, I‟ll count you down.” 

“He‟s resting. I‟m sharing Light with him. I‟m back.”  

“That was quick.”  

“I just wanted to check on him. I hurt all over. My back is sore.”  

“Are you identifying with his illness?” 

“No. It‟s from all the bending over I did today.”  

I sent Light to her back and she finally fell t ruly asleep.  

In the morn ing , Sarah  asked , “Can Sarah  go back to  see 8 man?”  

“Not right now. The link between you has been cut. Why do you want to 

go back?” 

“Sarah wants to learn more. Can you do the experiments that he did for 

Sarah?” 

“No, I don‟t have a laboratory.” 

“Sarah saw you there.” 

“You did? What was I doing?” 

“You were in 8‟s body.” 

“I was?” 

“Eight is not happy in his heart like you.” 

“Why not?‟ 

“He is not with Touch. I saw Touch too, and all her pretty colors.”  

“Was she in the same body?” 

“No. She was beautiful with all her Lights.” 

“The experiment didn‟t turn out so well, did it?” 
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“No. There was an exp losion and a bright light. A cloud formed that 8 

breathed.” 

“I know. I‟m very glad that you weren‟t hurt.”  

At dusk, Perithnea asked, “Is my last name Haire?”  

“It can be if you want it to be. Why do you need a last name?”  

“I don‟t. I just wanted to know.” 

“How d id you get the name Perithnea?” 

Surprised, she said, “I don‟t know! I don‟t have parents who picked it out 

for me, you know.”  

“I beg your pardon?” I teased. 

“You know what I mean. I don‟t have biological parents.” 

“Perhaps I AM gave you that name, or maybe you selected it.”  

“I really don‟t know. That  would  make a good  sto ry , wouldn ‟t it?”  

“Yes. It would be fun to find out how you got your beautiful name, but I 

don‟t know why you would need a last name. Last names are such temporary 

things.” 

“Well here we are, out for another lovely evening walk on the Haire 

farm.” 

“Yes, we raise lots of hares around here.” 

“Yep, the happy kind.” 

“They have quite a spread here. It‟s more their place than it is ours.” 

Looking toward the purple sunset she said, “Isn‟t that a lovely color?”  

“Yes, but I‟m afraid pollut ion is helping it to be that color. There‟s all 

kind of junk in the air. My sinuses have been bothering me all day.”  

She started walking like Charlie Chaplain, with her feet splayed and 

swaying from side to side. 

Smiling, I imitated her, curling up my toes and waddling beside her. 

“We‟re having fun, aren‟t we?” she said. 

“Yes.” 

A little farther along, big brown beetles began to bombard us. “Mother 

won‟t like it at all if one of those lands on her.”  

“I‟ve never seen so many. We‟d better go back the way we came.” One of 

the beetles almost flew into Marjie‟s mouth. Perithnea ran out of the swarm to 

the foot of the driveway and waited for me. When we were almost to the 

house, she withdrew.  

Marjie and I watched a sad but true movie about dedicated Jesuit priests 

who taught natives living in Argentina to develop a peaceful, communal, 

agrarian society around their mission in order to manifest the lifestyle which  
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Christ had instructed his followers to lead. The natives readily accepted the 

wisdom of a having a community based on mutual love and sharing. They 

were jo ining the church, following the rituals of the Catholic religion, and 

causing no problems at all for the invading whites.  

The cardinal who was dispatched to investigate the missions called them 

a strange political experiment and was determined to put a stop to this radical 

form of Christianity. Aristocratic Spaniards and the hierarchy of the Catholic 

Church had conspired to turn the Indians into slave laborers in order to extract  

the mineral and agricu ltural wealth from the land, and would not tolerate them 

being treated as free men, equal in every way to their conquero rs. The Pope 

excommunicated the Jesuits and ordered the destruction of their mission 

buildings so that tax-paying Spaniards could take possession of their already 

cultivated land. The Indians and the Jesuits were then massacred.  

After the movie Sarah said, “Touch‟s head hurts.” Like me, she had a 

sinus headache due to air pollution, and we held a healing session. I asked for 

help from I AM and all attending spirits and directed Light to the painful area. 

I felt Mother‟s touch, closed my eyes, and relaxed, allowing my subconscious 

to do the work. I received the image of an elongated, turquoise light which 

blended into a deep, vivid blue. This continued for a few moments until I 

realized that I had done enough.  

“Were you aware of Mother?” I asked Marjie.  

“Yes. She‟s standing behind you.” 

“Thank you, Mother, I‟m honored. Are you finished, Marjie?”  

“Yes. It just feels better to keep my eyes closed.” 

I read to Sarah from Autobiography of a Yoga  by Paramahansa 

Yogananda about always keeping our minds on God, which I followed up 

with short stories about courage from The Book of Virtues until she fell asleep 

with me stroking her hair.  

I then visualized my three guard ian angels sitting around a spiritual 

Light instead of a campfire. The boy angel Watching Wolf was lying on his  

side. Bright Eagle, the male brave, and Morning Star, his female 

companion, sat opposite each other. They were all gazing into the upward ly  

drifting Light, which grew more intense and solid until it resembled the 

central co lumn of spiritual Light at the Station, used by the ETs as their 

main  source of energy. I drifted  into a sound sleep.  

Marjie had to awaken me twice from n ightmares in the wee hours of the 

morn ing. I had dreamed that I was a small child being pursued by a dark form 

that I couldn‟t clearly perceive.  
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When I had gotten up and was getting prepared to go to work, Perithnea 

said, “You became a little boy in your dreams. The things that happened to 

Nuke and Sarah reminded you of your own childhood fears.”  

“Thank you for that interpretation, Dr. Perithnea. Do you have any other 

wise words?” 

“Don‟t work too hard today. Guess what Adam, Sarah, Joshua and I have 

been doing.” 

“Having a party.” 

“Sort of. We all went to see Nuke and sang a get well song for him and  

acted silly to make him laugh.” 

“I imagine he appreciated that very much.”  

It gladdened me to see that Sarah was very happy , sing ing and making  

cheerfu l remarks from t ime to time. She said , “Angel man (meaning A lta 

Sha) took me to h is s wing set. Sarah p layed with h im.”  

“I‟m glad you had fun. Did Mother swing you in her arms?”  

“Yes.” 

That afternoon I was attempting to put the finishing touches on the ceiling  

in an upstairs bedroom, but encountered some exasperating frustrations , and I 

said, “Shit.”  

Sarah entered the room, “Sarah wants to hammer shit.” 

“What?” 

“Sarah wants to hammer shit. I heard Sound hammering shit.”  

I exp lained that this was not a good word.  

Wild rabbits had been nibbling at the many new flowers we had planted 

and Marjie decided it was time to cull some of them with an old, 

semiautomatic .22 rifle we had. She began to hunt them regularly  in the 

morn ings and evenings, when they were most active. I wondered at her 

sudden interest in killing rabbits because she is such an animal lover until Alta 

Sha explained, “It  is due to Tanner‟s influence. He gets satisfaction out of 

hunting to provide meat for his family‟s survival. It is something he has done 

in many lifetimes.”  

“Why is Tanner interested in things of the flesh now that he is a spirit?”  

“Many spirits enjoy doing the things they did in the flesh. The time will 

come, however, when they will care only for doing the will of I AM, and then 

they will b lend with Him.”  

“I have recently been thinking of doing that very thing.”  
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He looked aside as if listening to another voice.  

“What does Perithnea have to say about that idea?”  

“She says He accepts returns and exchanges but not Visa and gives no 

refunds.” I laughed.  

“Do not worry about the rabbits. They still live and are happy. Who 

knows? They might come back as hawks.”  

I smiled at his humor. “That would balance things out. Speaking of 

hawks, I appreciated the ones I saw today.” 

“It was I AM‟s way of trying to please you. It pleases me to look upon 

one who appreciates such a small thing.” 

“It was not a small thing to me.” Surprising tears filled my eyes . “Were 

you present for the entertainment this morn ing?”  

“Yes,” he smiled. “Nucleus was resting in bed. He said that if the little  

ones would go to so much trouble to entertain him, he had no reason to 

complain. He is to remain in bed for a short time and is on the upward mend, 

but like you, he is a poor patient.” 

“It‟s true that I dislike personal infirmit ies. Has Nuke been receiving  

reports of actions taken against the saboteurs?” 

“No.” 

“It would probably upset him. He needs to concentrate on rest.” 

“The one who has done this thing to him is U, the one he was warned 

about.”  

“Wasn‟t she the third recru it that didn‟t get along with the others and 

was sent home? How could she have known it would be Nucleus who would  

be in jured  and not someone else? Or d id she not care?”  

“The last. The laboratory she chose is the only one that Nucleus uses. Her 

calculations were quite accurate. The label was not changed until shortly 

before the accident.” 

“How could she manage that if she wasn‟t there?” 

“There was another.” 

“I thought there might have been a conspiracy. What was their mot ive?”  

“Personal power.”  

“Are they rebels or imposters?” 

“Neither.”  

“What was their goal?” 

“Board membership.” 

“Surely the Board would have recognized a conspirator. Their plan would  

have failed.”  
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“Correct. Neither one of them is like you, who sees the Board from the 

inside. To those on the outside, the Board has a much different appearance.”  

“It appeared different to Nuke as well before he was appointed to it.”  

“Yes. An approach was made to harm Sarah‟s physical body also.” 

“I assume that it failed.”  

“Mother has done her work. There is no further danger.”  

“I don‟t understand how this could happen in a society that is based on 

cooperation and where so many have telepathic ability.”  

“You must consider the vast number of species and cultures involved. 

The ones making the attempt were o f a d ifferent species.” 

“It‟s hard to imagine the vastness.” 

“Compare it to the number of cultures, languages, and races on Earth. It is 

true that these societies are more highly evolved. They are more intelligent 

and wiser than humans, but they still have free will. However, the conspirators 

now have calm thoughts. They think only of their own existence.”  

“Were their minds read and then swept clean, like a lobotomy?” He 

nodded. 

“I have tired her.”  

“Thank you for coming.”  

“It pleases me to do the will of I AM and nothing else. Why do you thank 

me?”  

“I thank you for making the choice to serve I AM.” 

At this he smiled, bowed his head, and said, “And I love you, too.” He 

left. 

I to ld Marjie what was said. She had another s inus headache, which  

she thought was due to  the po llen  and  dust stirred up  by mowing .  

I shared Light with her and felt Mother ‟s touch. My heartbeat pulsed  

like an Ind ian ‟s drum and I let my body sway in t ime with its rhythm. I 

felt the u rge to chant . Marjie as ked , “Do you hear that?”  

“I only hear my heart beating. What is it?” 

“It‟s a real high pitched voice, chanting. I can‟t sing that high.”  

“I bet it‟s Tanner. I felt like chanting as well. I believe he‟s  trying to help 

you feel better, too.” 

After Marjie and I made love Sarah asked, “What were you and Touch 

doing?” 

“It‟s called sexual intercourse.” 

“Breeding,” she said. 

“Not really. Touch can‟t have more babies that way.” 
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“Then why did you do it?” 

“It‟s a way to express  our love by giving each other pleasure.” 

“Why stop?” 

“We can‟t do it all the time.” 

“You should do it all the time if it g ives pleasure.” 

“Other things give pleasure, too.” 

“Not like this. Do fathers and daughters do this?‟ 

“No. That is considered immoral.” 

“Bad.”  

“Yes. It‟s not a good idea for fathers and daughters to do this. If they 

breed there is a danger of genetic abnormalities in their children. Also, it can  

cause problems between family members. When you are grown you may find  

a male Teglinlin who will give you pleasure this way.”  She got suddenly quiet 

and withdrew. 

Marjie fell asleep too quickly for me to do any reading and I followed  

suit. Something woke me around two in the morning. Marjie, als o awake, said 

that her headache was very bad. She took more sinus medicine and I counted 

her down, asking for Mother‟s help. “She‟s putting something up into my 

sinus cavity. It‟s very uncomfortable,” Marjie said.  

“Hang in there. It won‟t take long, and you‟ll feel better.” I rocked on the 

bed in rhythm with my heartbeat and sent Light to Marjie‟s forehead. She felt  

better after a few minutes and we went back to sleep.  

She still had a mild headache in the morn ing. Perithnea said, “The 

weather changes are causing mother‟s headache. The barometric pressure is 

shifting too often.” 

“I‟ve been having a problem with sinuses myself.”  

“Father Bright, guess what‟s pink and violet and white?”  

“A black eye on a faery?” She giggled.  

“No! It ‟s mother‟s Light.” 

“I thought that‟s what you meant.” 

“And what‟s brown and golden and bright?” 

“Tanner?” 

She giggled again. “No, it ‟s you.” I knew she meant Gold Eagle, one of 

my spiritual aspects. “Mother dreamed about weapons all n ight long, any  

weapons she could get her hands on. She was hav ing trouble catching ho ld  

of them, ‟cause they kept moving around and she had to chase them. You  

dreamed about your feet and did a lot of running. Then you flew for a while 

and after that you made more lawn furn iture at the Stat ion. Eight  wanted  



Sabotage 

354 

some match ing pieces to go with his outdoor chair.” I was frustrated by not 

remembering any of it.  

At the dinner table I was joined by Sarah. “I watched Touch paint today. 

She did it for n ine hours.”  

“It sounds like she overdid it  again. I would have tried to get her to stop if 

I had been here.” 

Marjie‟s headache was still bothering her. We lay down right after supper 

thinking we would nap, but neither of us could sleep. Instead we decided to  

take a walk. 

As we walked, Sarah pointed out numerous small details of plants and 

other items along our path that I would have overlooked. We were beside a 

farmer‟s field when she asked, “Do you see the smoke coming up behind 

those corn stalks? Boys are smoking back there, hiding.” She was careful to 

say thank you and please, without the odd, whining tone that she had used 

before. After a short time, she said, “Touch is very tired. Sarah shh.” 

A litt le while later, Perithnea asked, “Why does mother have to kill all the 

rabbits?” 

“I don‟t understand it completely, but it seems like a repetition of things 

she and Tanner have done in other lives. When she hunted in other lifetimes, 

she got into trouble over it. This time she isn‟t. Maybe it‟s a karmic 

resolution.” 

“She‟s worried that you‟re going to stop liking her because she killed  

them, but there are too many and a lot would die of starvation this winter. It‟s 

better if they go quickly.” 

“She needn‟t worry about that. She‟s taking a necessary step. Softener of 

Skins may be using her to do certain things, but he was brought to us by I AM, 

and not so that we would ignore him. She is in conflict between what society 

thinks and what I AM wants. We can‟t worry about what society thinks. We 

should do what I AM leads us to do, no matter what they think.”  

“I understand.” 

“That‟s why I love having you for my daughter so much. You  

understand.” 

“She took my hand, smiling. “We will travel together.” Then she was 

gone. 

Marjie said, “I‟m both proud and ashamed of killing the rabbits. I enjoy  

shooting them, but I don‟t like watching them die. I feel confused about it.”  

“Alta Sha said Tanner is working through you. He likes to hunt and has 

done it in many lifetimes to support his family.”  
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“Alta Sha told me to watch when Old Dog started eating a rabbit that 

wasn‟t even dead yet. It seemed cruel to me. He said that this was nature and I 

have to toughen myself to it.”  

“You know that he loves animals as much as anyone but he understands 

that the way of nature is to eat and be eaten. I doubt that the rabbit felt  

anything.” 

“It seemed to be in shock.” 

“Shooting the rabbits is okay with me. I understand why it needs to be 

done.” 

A couple of hours had passed and I asked Marjie if she was up to visiting 

Nuke. “I can see him, but he‟s asleep. I‟m putting my hand on his forehead 

and sending him healing Light. I‟m ready to come back.”  

“Okay. It‟s story time.”  

Sarah said, “Touch sleepy.” She chose a selection from The Book of 

Virtues about faith which I read. She then wanted to look at the songs in an 

old hymnal and we en joyed singing them together. 
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Chapter Thirty Five 

Searching for Tanner’s Stones  

I had returned from work when Sarah announced, “Sarah is not learning. 

Sarah needs stimulation so she can grow a little bit. Sarah does not think 

about the things she has already learned during the day. Sarah is turned on and 

off.”  

“Well, I‟m sure that 8 will be happy to instruct you and I will do what I 

can to help, too. It‟s important to remember that true wisdom lies in knowing  

how to use the things you have learned to make things better and to help 

others. Knowledge without application has little  value.”  

“Sarah shush now.” 

At bedtime Perithnea read cartoons and jokes to me from a magazine 

entitled Going Bonkers. After we had a few laughs, it was Sarah‟s turn to 

channel and she said, “Sarah wants Sound to put her in a trance to help her 

remember what she has learned.” 

Although she had previously said that she had total recall, and I knew 

from experience that she had an excellent memory, I went along with her 

request. After inducing the trance I said, “You have been practicing 

imagination, and I want you to use it now. Create a mental image of an  

instructor who will teach you whatever you need to know.”  

“Sarah sees him,” she said. 

“What is his name?” 

“Whisper Big Heart.” I was stunned. 

“Are you ready to learn from him?”  

“Yes.” 

“Then observe and learn. Tell me what he is teaching you, please.”  

“Whisper is showing me how to make mud balls and throw them at a 

tree. Now he‟s showing me how to blow a whistle. Now we ‟re watching a 

beetle. He ‟s showing me how to co lor in a coloring book. Now he ‟s taking  

me to the lib rary and we are looking at star charts. I ‟m showing h im where 
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the Station is. We are finished. Sarah is looking forward to seeing Bart in  

the morn ing.  

“Will Sound read from this book?” She pointed to Autobiography of a 

Yoga. “Sarah needs wisdom.” I was happy to comply.  

Before I left fo r work the next morning, Sarah danced in a circle before 

me, saying, “Sarah happy! Sarah spin! Sound spin?” I spun around twice. 

“Sound happy too. Sarah go pick up Whisper today. Sarah excited!”  

“Have a good time. Maybe you can teach him how to express enthusiasm 

like you do.”  

Marjie, Bart and I were eating supper when she said, “My neck is so stiff 

I can hardly move it. It hurts so much when I turn it to the left it makes me 

cry.”  

“It‟s probably sore from all that painting you did yesterday. You still 

have trouble knowing when to quit. Do you want to do a session after we 

eat?” 

“Yes.” 

Turning to Bart  I said, “Tanner has a message for you. When we go to the 

Spanish Peaks, he wants you to look for stones, too. He says you have a big 

heart with ears that can hear, and should listen with your heart. If it tells you 

that a stone belongs to you, then you should keep it. If not, you should cast it 

away. He says that this will be a journey for you from boyhood into manhood. 

Part of becoming a man is to look within for answers instead relying on what 

others tell you to think or feel.” Bart had no comment. 

Marjie said, “Do you want to watch, Bart?” He nodded. 

“I see Alta Sha. He‟s helping me to relax. He wants me to hold my sore 

arm still.”  

“With Alta Sha‟s permission, imagine that you are in a hot spring which  

is soothing your entire body and relaxing your neck and shoulder muscles. 

Are you there?” 

“Yes. It feels good. I want to visit Nuke.”  

“Use your implant. You know how to go there.”  

“I‟m in his quarters. He looks much healthier. He‟s looking my way and 

is going over to his portable System.”  

In a still weakened voice, Nuke said, “Greetings, Pat. Who is that with 

you?” 

“This is Marjie‟s son, Bart. Sarah calls him Whisper Big Heart. We 

invited him to watch. Is that acceptable to you?” 

“Yes. Greet ings to Whisper Big Heart.” Bart was silent. 
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“We are very happy to see that you are up and about.” 

“All of my precious ones were here when I needed them. I will not forget 

this. I will not give up my physical body easily after four thousand seven 

hundred and eighteen years.” 

“I was informed that it was U who conspired to have the chemical 

mislabeled with the intent of killing you and Sarah.”  

“How do you know that?” 

“Alta Sha told me. How could the true mot ives of someone so highly  

placed as U have gone undetected? I thought your security was very tight, 

and that you would  have done a scan of her.”  

“We do not casually intercept the private thoughts of others. An attempt 

to do so would depend on many factors, such as the security level of the 

individual, the risk involved, what group was being dealt with, the location, 

subject matter, and so forth. She had gained much trust through her previous 

record and no need was seen to question her motives. I understand that she has 

been able to convert others to her cause as well. When the accident occurred, I 

felt numb. I knew that the chemicals had not reacted properly, but I felt  

nothing at first. It was like a separation.” 

“Shock, I imagine.”  

“What can you tell me about this shock?” 

“Your mind shuts down briefly. How long did it last?” 

“Only until I realized that I could  not breathe.” 

“I was told that you were a very impatient patient at first.”  

“I gather that I was, until Mother ordered me to play the role of the 

injured patient, a role I do not like.”  

“Neither do I. Speaking of infirmit ies, Marjie has pulled a muscle in  her 

neck and it‟s very painful.”  

“Mother informs me that she wants to assist in the healing process. Star 

One is weakening.”  

“We should let her rest. Were you aware that she visited you last night? 

We didn‟t have a chance to come until you were sleeping.”  

“I was aware of the most beautiful Light that I have ever seen, the one I 

love the most.” 

“Have you given up your rage?” 

“I believe I am succeeding rather well.”  

“Until tomorrow, then.” I touched his arm, and he left.  

Marjie said , “Mother just lifted me out of the warm water, took me to  

the medical unit, and put me on a levitat ing table. She‟s standing at my feet. 
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Now she‟s touching my face, communicat ing that there are things she wants 

to do to help me. Someone else is here, too, ho lding a metallic rod. He asked  

me to turn my head to the left. It hurts my neck, but I ‟m doing it anyway. I 

can feel the weight of the rod. It‟s conforming to the shape of my neck and  

shoulder and vibrating like a tuning fork. The vib rat ion is so intense, it hurts 

my ear. It has stopped, but the rod is still on my neck and shoulder. It‟s  

warm. I can feel the muscles relaxing. I can move my head now without any 

pain.”  

“Are they finished with you?” 

“Yes. You can count me up.”  

I was happy that Bart had witnessed a healing. He saw how much better 

she was. I was glad he had been introduced to Nucleus 8.  

A short while later Bart received a telephone call from h is grandmother, 

who told him that his best friend had been killed in a car wreck the previous 

day. He was speechless. We assured him that his friend was with I AM and 

encouraged him to express his grief freely.  

Meanwhile, Chris called to tell me that he had been accepted at a leading 

computer animations school in Raleigh, North Carolina, and was being given 

a break on the cost of tuition. He had applied for financial aid and was 

promised a job within three months  if he showed good progress. He was on 

cloud nine, for his longtime dream had come true. It was a great Father‟s Day 

gift.  

Marjie said, “Perithnea told Bart that if he would cry, she would too, and 

they cried together.” I was proud of Perithnea for breaking the faery rule 

about not crying in order to help him, and pleased that Bart had expressed his 

true feelings. 

Bart listened in at story time. Sarah repeatedly told him how happy she 

was that he was visiting.  

Adam asked, “Can I go on your trip, Father?”  

“Of course. I was hoping that you would. Perhaps you can share some 

things you have learned about becoming a man with Bart.”  

“I would be happy to do that. Good night.”   

“Good night, Adam. I love you.” He seemed p leased with his assignment. 

The evening of the following day, Sarah and Whisper went outside with  

me to look at our first water lily b loom. After admiring it with us, Marjie went  

rabbit hunting. 

 We were packing for our trip when Sarah complained, “Sarah has no 

suitcase.” Bart overheard her and found a small woven basket for her things 
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that she was delighted to have. She asked him to help her pack her doll and 

some of its accessories in it.  

At bedtime I read a passage from Charles Filmore‟s Talks on Truth, 

which described God ‟s qualities. Sarah as ked questions and said she agreed 

with what he wrote. She told Bart, “I love it when Sound rubs my head. It 

makes my skin ripp le. Even though my body is at the Station, I am still 

linked  with it, and th ings that happen to me here can have an effect on  it ,”  

she explained.  

“We had better try  to get some sleep  now. We leave tomorrow.”  

I said a prayer before we left and Perithnea added, “P.S. Make sure that 

we have a safe spot on the road.” It was June 25, 1995. 

We stopped at a trading post at Cherokee, Oklahoma, which had all sorts 

of handmade Nat ive A merican crafts. While browsing, Bart found a blue 

stone like the one he had seen in his trance and we bought it for him. I said, 

“Alta Sha said to pay close attention to your surroundings when you find the 

things you‟re looking for. Here you are surrounded by beautiful things made 

by Indians. Perhaps it means that you have a spiritual connection with them.”  

On the Oklahoma prairie, Sarah said, “Sarah likes this flat land. It  

reminds me of home.”  

“Do you mean Compound 91?” She nodded. “Are you sure that 

Compound 91 was really your homeland? I thought you were born somewhere 

else.” 

“Sarah doesn‟t know where she was born,” she replied.  

“Ask Nuke. He will know, and maybe he can show you images.”  

“Craft. City.” 

“A city in space? How big was it?”  

“Twenty miles.”  

“You mean it was twenty miles across?  

“Yes. Station.” 

The following afternoon we unloaded our gear into a motel room near the 

Spanish Peaks. Marjie said, “Tanner wants to go to the mountains right 

away.” 

“I‟m a little concerned about the weather. Their tops are covered with 

clouds and it might rain or snow on us.” 

“It‟s time,” she said. 

I prayed for good weather as we drove without incident to the top of 

Cordova Pass, very close to timberline. We parked and headed up the familiar 

trail lead ing to the meadow where we first encountered the Tarahumara 
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spirits. As soon as we arrived, Tanner began to chant aloud in a singsong 

voice. We continued walking toward the top of the meadow where we had  

first seen the infinity stone. Along the way, Tanner picked up one of his 

stones and showed it to me with a smile. It was the one with the four bands of 

color in it. He again encouraged Bart to pick up any stones that spoke to his 

heart. We sat down for a moment, and I pierced my finger t ip to let a few 

drops of blood fall to the ground. I asked I AM to guide my feet to the other 

stones. We thoroughly searched for the infinity stone in the area where we had  

previously seen it, but it wasn‟t there!  

We enlarged our area of search and I found a brick-red stone that had 

cracked into three pieces. “Tanner! Come and look at this one. It speaks to 

me.”  

Quickly at my side, Tanner joyfully exclaimed, “Man to Come has found 

it! It is the heart of the buffalo !” When I pried the pieces out of the ground and 

held them in  my hands to fit them together, they formed the shape of a heart. I 

reverently passed it to Tanner, who thanked the Great Spirit, and I held our 

canvas tote bag open for him to place it inside. A spiritual thrill went through 

me as I thanked I AM for help ing me to find it. 

Our search continued for an hour. Tanner found the black, crescent 

shaped moon rock that he was seeking, but we could not find any of the 

others. I wandered off to the edge of the meadow by myself and shouted a 

greeting to each of the Ute‟ spirits we had left there, saying, “Eko eko  

Zomolock! Eko eko Aradiia! Eko eko Cerenos!” I loudly recited the Ute‟ 

poem that Zomolok had taught me:  

Peenay. 

Peenay Cheecalla. 

Doo no washeenay. 

Seenay a hay kay. 

Cheecalla, Utay!”  

As if in answer, I felt another spiritual thrill t ravel up my spine.  

The weather was deteriorating. A few snowflakes and occasional sleet 

were falling.  

Marjie said, “I‟m ready to leave.”  

“I thought you said you weren‟t going to leave until we found all the 

stones.” 

“Tanner wants to go.” We quickly h iked back to the van. Before getting 

in, a t ired and sad Tanner said, “She will not give up the stones.”  

“She?” 
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“Mother Earth. She has taken them into her bosom and hidden them from 

me. She makes me wander.”  

“We can come back tomorrow. The 8 stone was above the surface 

before.” I put my arm across his shoulders to comfort him.  

“She has taken them with in herself. I am very sad. I must have these 

stones for my new home.”  

“Do you mean the new p lanet? Is that your new home?”  

He looked at me as if I had said something foolish. “Home is wherever I 

am.”  

“Who put these stones here? Was it you or your ancestors?” 

“Grandfather put them here. The Creator.”  

“Even if you don‟t have them in your possession, you will still have your 

vision of them and what they signify. No one can take that away from you.”  

“Tanner must have his stones! Perhaps I will find them in the lowlands. 

We should leave. The boy is ill. His lips are turning blue.” Bart had not 

complained, and I hadn‟t noticed his blue lips, which I assumed was due to 

lack of oxygen at the altitude of nearly twelve thousand feet. Tanner gathered 

cedar, sage, and sweetgrass, put them in the pewter container we had for that 

purpose, and lit them. He advised Bart to bathe himself in the smoke. Marjie, 

Tanner and I smudged also before starting down the mountain. 

Perithnea said, “Father, I don‟t quite understand the situation. Why didn‟t 

we find all of the stones? Is Tanner being tested?” 

“Perhaps it is a necessary challenge for h is spiritual growth.”  

“But why are spirits put to the test?” 

“They have to grow, too. You already know that.”  

“It‟s true. I‟ve been put to the test, haven‟t I?” 

“Yes, and you passed with flying colors. I‟m not sure why the other 

stones aren‟t where they‟re supposed to be. Why does a spirit need  material 

stones anyway? Why does Tanner think he can take them to his home? He 

lives in  the world of spirit. He acted as if he doesn‟t know about the new 

planet. I think maybe he‟s going to reincarnate there.”  

“How d id the stones get moved?” 

“Don‟t forget that the spirits of the Tarahumaras and the Ute‟s are still 

here. Maybe they had something to do with it. I‟ll bet Alta Sha could help us 

understand if we ask h im.”  

Alta Sha said, “Indeed I could. Ask.”  

“Will we find the stones if we come back tomorrow?”  

“Softener of Skins will not go back to the mountain tomorrow.”  
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“Why not?” 

“Because he knows Mother Earth will not yield up the stones to him.”  

“I want to look some more, even if he won‟t.”  

“What purpose would be served by staying here any longer? The stones 

are not here.” I suddenly felt very sad, and tears filled my eyes. “Ask,” he 

repeated. 

“I miss my Ute‟ brothers. I want to know what they are doing, how they 

are getting along.” 

“They have been moving stones. The stones are not Tanner‟s to find.” I 

wept on. “Ask,” he said again. 

“I want to be with them. I miss them.”  

“Why do you long for that which  you know cannot be? You have work to  

do. Did you not feel their touch?” The memory of the spiritual thrill I felt  

when I called their names made me laugh, as did the knowledge that they had 

moved the stones. “I AM enjoys a good joke,” I said. 

“It was not intended as a joke. Why do you find it humorous?”  

“I know it ‟s not a joke, but it is  ironic.”  

“You did well on the mountain, even though you did not find all of the 

stones. I AM is pleased. He has arranged for another adventure, which is to 

find the rest of them. Alleluia.”  

“Alleluia.” I felt much better.  

To Marjie I said, “Tanner said he might find the other stones in the 

lowlands. I wonder if he means where he used to live. Maybe there are some 

on or near the ranch. I think we should go back by there on the way home.”  

By this time the sun had returned and we had reached a mountain 

meadow filled with glorious wildflowers, a sight Marjie had been longing to 

see. I parked at a convenient wide spot in the road, admiring the delicate 

violet columbines growing there. Alta Sha asked Bart , “Are you feeling  

better?” Bart nodded. His lips were pink  again.  

I asked, “Would you like to take a walk among the flowers with us?” 

“I‟d rather stay in the van and rest,” he answered. 

Marjie and I were enchanted by the wide variety of flowers in the field. 

She was especially drawn to the wild purple Irises and wanted to take some of 

them home, so we dug up a few. I told her what had happened in the meadow 

when Tanner was channeling and added, “I said the poem to the Ute‟s who are 

still here.”  

“Which poem?” 

I repeated it and felt spiritual energy surge again. “Did you feel that?” 
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“Yes. You don‟t think we‟re on another wild goose chase, do you?” 

“I don‟t think we have ever been on wild goose chases. Every trip we 

have made for the spirits has been productive, even if we didn‟t get all the 

stones or answers we were looking for this time. It just gives us another 

reason to travel, and we always enjoy that.” 
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Chapter Thirty Six 

A Scary Cyst 

After eating supper we went for a drive through the Trinchera valley, 

where Marjie and I had seen a wide variety of wild life on her first trip to the 

peaks. I had hopes that Bart would have a similar experience. Sarah was the 

first to see a distant herd of elk, and soon afterwards we encountered a single 

one browsing in the brush right beside the road. Farther on we saw more elk 

close at hand and a few mule deer.  

We took a side road toward the old mining town of Torres, located in a 

lush valley bounded on the west by spectacular snow-capped peaks. As we 

rounded a bend at the end of the valley, we chanced upon a herd of around a 

hundred elk just as they were about to cross the road in front of us. The 

females and their young crossed within thirty feet or so, but the forty or more 

males took off northward across the valley toward a wooded hillside farther 

around the bend. I sped up, hoping to catch up with them before they got to 

the obscuring shelter of the trees. A wolf was following them at a dead run, 

and I wondered if he had been stalking one of the calves. We intercepted the 

herd just as they were about to cross the road at an opening in the trees. They 

stopped, warily watching us and snorting loudly with frustration. Several were 

mature bulls with magnificent racks. Bart busily took pictures of this 

unforgettable scene while I thanked them for sharing their beauty with us. Our 

van was blocking their path, and after a couple of minutes of confusion, they 

ran back into the valley, Bart was more excited than I had ever seen him 

before.  

I said, “I prayed before we left the cabin that you would see elk, Bart. 

Few people ever get that close to a wild herd.”  

Smiling broadly, Alta Sha said, “It takes a while to gather them.”  

“That explains why I chose to go the long way around the valley, which I 

normally don‟t do. You needed time to round them up. I thank I AM for th is 

wonderful b lessing.” I drove on. 
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Alta Sha manifested again, nodding at me. Seeing him brought to mind a 

question I had forgotten to ask before. “Why does Tanner want these stones? 

Surely it‟s not only to possess them.”  

“Of course not. That would be greed.” 

“Then what use does he have for them?”  

“He will use them for teaching and he will also know where his new 

home is.” 

We passed a small herd of mu le deer grazing near the road as the sun 

began to sink in the west. An overcast of clouds obscured the Trinchera peaks 

until a welcome opening allowed the sun to reveal their majesty aga in. The 

pink color of the gold-edged clouds reflected from their snowy tops above the 

forested green foothills, creating an exquisite scene.  

Marjie woke the next morning with a bad sinus headache. “What is 

making mother‟s head hurt so much?” I asked Perithnea.  

“A combination of dust, altitude, and pollen are making her sinuses act 

up, but she took something for it. It will get better.” I had already projected 

healing Light to her.  

Sarah said, “Sarah didn‟t hear story last night. Sarah fell asleep.” 

I summarized the reading for her. She said, “Thank you. I love you, 

Sound. Sarah shh.” 

We had a large breakfast at La Veta after driving through the scenic 

Cuchara River valley and continued north towards the lake where J.C. 

Counce, a deceased gold prospector and hermit, had told us in trance that he 

had lived in his cabin, west of what is now Colorado Springs. It was a bright 

and sunny day which set aglow a new mantle of snow on the mountains. 

Marjie asked, “Can you feel Mother? I asked her to help me with this 

headache.” 

“Yes. I‟ll count you down so you can receive her help quickly.” 

“Mother is always so good to come whenever I call,” she said. After 

Mother‟s min istrations, her headache rapidly improved.  

The road I intended to use was closed, forcing us to take a detour 

through fantastic scenery via Cripp le Creek. When we reached the vicin ity  

of J.C.‟s lake, we turned onto the appropriately named Gold Camp Road, 

which  had a surface of well maintained gravel. We passed by weird  rock 

formations that looked as if molten lava had been poured from a giant spigot 

before harden ing, unlike anything I had seen before. We were impressed by 

two huge towers of th is once molten lava standing side by side like ghostly 

sentinels.  
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Marjie felt J.C.‟s excitement as we drew near his former home. She said, 

“I feel him tugging at me. I want to chew tobacco and spit. I want to lick 

gold.” We took the very rough and quite steep access road which led up to the 

lake past a rustic campground. Clouds were closing in and snow thickly fell in  

granular balls like soft hail just as we reached a locked gate barrin g entry to 

the L-shaped lake. A sign explained that it was part of a water conservation 

project and to protect the lake‟s purity, no one was allowed beyond the fence. 

I was mightily disappointed that we could not go right to the location of the 

cabin‟s remains, if there were any. “Count me down,” Marjie said.  

I did, adding, “We are seeking Mr. Counce.”   

“You don‟t have to look very far,” he answered.  

“It looks like we‟re not going to be able to get to your cabin site, J.C.”  

“You brought me to my home and  I‟m much obliged to you. All of this 

right in here is my home. Shucks, I know there ain‟t nothing left of that cabin, 

anyway.” 

“I imagine the bugs ate it up a long time ago.” 

“Yeah, those flying ants.” 

“Did you die in that cabin?” 

“Yep, I took my last breath there.” 

“Maybe there is a way to get in from the other side.” 

“Well, there‟s nothing there to see.” 

“Would you like to visit your bones? They might still be there.”  

“Well, no, I had some neighbors who came and took care of all that.”  

“If they came and got your body, then they probably got anything else 

you left behind as well.”  

“I expect so. I got to see the place once more, and that was enough.”  

“I‟m happy to call you a friend,” I said, placing my hand on his. “Perhaps 

we can talk again someday.” 

Uncomfortable with my touch, he drew back Marjie‟s hand and said, “I 

expect I‟ll be close by, but I don‟t want to wear out my welcome.”  

“You will always be welcome. We don‟t want to get trapped on this 

treacherous road in the snow, so we‟d better go back down.” He withdrew. In  

the back of my mind I had hoped that J.C. might lead us to his hoard of lost 

gold, though I also knew the chances of that happening were very slim. Now 

that I knew it wasn‟t to be, I was a litt le disappointed. 

The snow was falling in even bigger flakes and coming down fast. Soon 

we encountered a backpacker and his dog walking down the hill and offered  

him a ride, which he g ladly accepted. He was friendly and talkative. We 
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learned that he had just come from Nashville, where he had driven an ice 

cream truck in the ghetto. He said, “The kids were always happy to see me 

and my dog coming down the street.” He also said that he had once gone to 

Guatemala and used his money to feed homeless children for six months 

before it ran out.  

I asked where he was born, which was in Wisconsin. I told him we were 

going to Duluth and then to Thunder Bay, and it turned out that he had lived 

just north of Duluth! He told us how bad the mosquitoes got in the summer in  

northern Wisconsin, and gave us a small v ial of a special repellent that he said 

was very effective. We dropped him off at the junction, feeling we had met a 

kindred spirit. 

The mountainous drive into Colorado Springs was gorgeous, with many 

weird, unearthly looking rock formations along the roadway. We crossed 

numerous rushing creeks and from one of the overlooks we could see the city 

spread out below us.  

Marjie‟s headache had returned when we got to the city and we were 

hungry. Fortunately we quickly came to a buffet style restaurant where we 

stuffed ourselves at a very reasonable price. We then headed westward toward 

Black Canyon of the Gunnison, driving through very beautiful country past 

the Colleg iate Peaks, a long string of mountains over 12,000 feet high named 

for famous universities. An awe -inspiring storm ten miles or so to the south of 

us simultaneously included rain, snow, lightning and a rainbow. We spent the 

night at Poncha Springs in a quiet, comfortable motel which afforded grand 

views in all directions.  

Alta Sha suggested that we devote the following day to play, adding, 

“Perhaps panning for gold would be enjoyable.” I agreed that this could be 

fun. At Black Canyon of the Gunnison Bart took many pictures. We fed a 

chipmunk by hand at an overlook, which was a treat. Bart and Marjie took a 

brief helicopter ride over the canyon. She said it reminded her of being in a 

spacecraft. 

After having lunch at Montrose, we drove south through the San Juan 

Range. Snowmelt had created many waterfalls cascading down the flanks of 

the mountains, some of which gushed under the roadway‟s bridges. Shortly 

after Bart announced he needed a pit stop, we turned into the parking lot of a 

played out gold mine which had been converted into a tourist attraction. The 

sign advertised mine tours and gold panning. Any gold flakes in your pan 
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were yours to keep. Perfect! Marjie and Bart panned for gold and found a few 

flakes. Bart and I took the mine tour on a little train that pulled the ore cart we 

sat in. It took us a half mile into the mountain and we heard an interesting talk 

about mining techniques in the old days. 

As we left Sarah said, “Sarah wants to look for rocks, too.”  

“Okay by me. I‟ll look fo r a p lace where we can park near that  creek 

beside us. There‟ll be lots of good rocks to look fo r there.” We stopped  

beside a shallow, fast moving stream. Sarah and Bart each found s mall 

rocks fu ll of go ld flecks, which thrilled them. Cont inu ing south toward  

Durango, we stopped at an overlook with v iews of the mighty San Juan  

mountains at all po ints of the co mpass. As Marjie and Bart walked around  

the area, I repeated the Ute ‟ poem, shouted their names, and felt their 

spirits touch me again. Marjie, moved to tears by  the gorgeous scenery , 

cried on my shoulder. Bart threw rocks and snowballs into a lake hundreds  

of feet below us. “This is really beaut ifu l!” he exclaimed . It p leased me to  

see them so moved . 

Although it was only afternoon, we stopped for the night at a ski lodge 

made of giant logs situated across the highway from a still lake which  

reflected the mountains beyond, making a picture postcard view. It was too 

inviting to pass up, and room rates were quite reasonable in the off season. 

The lodge had a pool, a sauna, and a restaurant. After entering our room, Bart  

noticed a spider web in the corner of a window. I said, “There‟s the spider 

web you said you would find.”  

Marjie and I took a walk on the shore of the lake while Bart occupied 

himself with video games at the lodge. She was fingering her wrist and said, 

“Feel this.”  

“It feels like a cyst. What of it?” 

“It has moved. It was deeper and now it‟s at the surface and I don‟t like 

its color. I‟m afraid it might be melanoma.” She was picking at it.  

“If it‟s cancer, picking at it is the wrong thing to do,” I said. 

“I want it off!” she insisted, quite upset . 

“Maybe Mother can take care of it. You should stop clawing it. It should 

be removed by a doctor.” 

Alta Sha nodded a greeting which I returned. I asked, “Why is this thing 

coming to her attention now, when we should be having a carefree vacation?”  

“The high altitude has caused it to come to the surface.”  

“She thinks it could be melanoma. Is it something to be concerned 

about?” 
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“It is encapsulated, but it should be removed.”  

“Couldn‟t Mother do this? It seems like a simple thing for her to take care 

of.” 

“Of course, but Pearl would carry the worry with her.”  

“Are you saying that she would rather have a human doctor give her a 

diagnosis and remove it than Mother, who is far more advanced?” 

“Yes. Perhaps it would be best for her to see a physician, but she will be 

alright,” Alta Sha said.  

“It sounds like nonsense to me, but if that‟s the way we have to do it, so 

be it.” I was very frustrated, thinking, Why now? Why here? It makes no 

sense, but Marjie is far too anxious to let it wait. She‟ll be miserable until it‟s 

gone. Marjie‟s mother had died of melanoma, and at age eight, Bart had  

barely survived lymphoma. “What can we do to make her feel better now, so 

that she can enjoy today?” 

“We will reassure her.” He took my hand as we walked back toward the 

Lodge and left me when we reached the grounds.  

It was too beautiful to go inside, so Marjie and I sat in a swing on the 

large deck to admire the view. I asked, “Do you remember that when we were 

bonded by I AM we were given new bodies and told that we would not suffer 

any serious illnesses and would live to an advanced age? I believe this 

implicitly. Have you lost faith in Alta Sha? Do you no longer believe he is a 

messenger of God?” 

“No, I believe him.”  

“He said you will be alright. We will find a doctor in Durango tomorrow 

who hopefully will remove the cyst on short notice.”  

“Thank you. I can relax now that I know it‟ll be taken care of.”  

I invited Bart to take a walk with me while Marjie, exhausted from her 

worries, napped. After walking on the lake shore for a while and skipping 

rocks across its smooth surface, we went back to the lodge. I was 

contemplating cooking out on a grill provided for that purpose and stopped to 

examine it. There was pebbly gravel around its base. Bart turned over a stone 

with his shoe, and there was a cigarette butt! “How about that, Bart? The butt 

was hiding but we found it anyway.” We mentally checked another item off 

his list.  

On the drive to Durango the next morning, we prayed that we would find 

a doctor who would work us in without an appointment. We had barely 

entered the city limits when we came to a dermatologist‟s office, but it was 

not yet open. Killing time, we drove farther and saw the sign of the realty  
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company which was selling the ranch that we wanted to revisit. We inq uired  

about it and were told that the asking price was $885,000.00, which seemed 

quite reasonable for a place with over five hundred acres, two large houses, 

several outbuildings, a mile of both riverfront and highway frontage, an 

irrigation ditch and fenced pastures, but it was still far too much for our 

income. Nevertheless, we wanted to go back once more and got permission to 

visit it. 

A few doors away there was a walk-in medical clinic that we hadn‟t 

noticed before. We were quickly seen by a very nice young physician who 

suggested that Marjie could safely wait until we got home to have the cyst 

removed, but she was insistent, and he consented to take it off right away. He 

said it was unlikely to be cancerous, but he would have it analyzed and would 

mail the results to us in a few days.  

The doctor revealed that he was also a sculptor and painter and some of 

his very appealing works were on display. He was very interested in our 

spiritual reasons for visiting Colorado, and in my work as a psychologist and 

hypnotherapist. He said that if I moved to Durango, he would send me plenty 

of referrals. The cyst was removed, Marjie‟s fears were relieved, and he gave 

us a professional discount. We were on our way within ninety minutes of our 

arrival in Durango, which I considered to be a small miracle in itself. My fears 

of wasting a whole day waiting to be seen by a doctor had proven groundless. 

I should have known better. 

We stopped at the ranch about an hour later.  We decided to walk to the 

river which ran behind the main house, and had to step over a log across the 

path. “There‟s another item from your vision,” I said to Bart.  

After admiring the Piedras River for a short while, we walked across a 

field of vivid blue morning glories and through a gate into another field where 

a prairie dog colony was in full swing. Beyond the second field we found a 

hidden pond where fish were actively feeding. Lush pastures fed by the 

irrigation ditch surrounded us. Walking down the path that led back to the 

van, Bart found a long black and white magpie feather, another of h is vision 

objects. 

Marjie stayed at the main house while Bart and I climbed a hill across the 

highway which was also part of the property. Because we were in the low 

country where Tanner used to roam, I thought we might find more of his 

stones or maybe the snakeskin that Bart had seen in his trance. Although we 

hiked around on the hillside for quite a while, we didn‟t find them, so we went  

back to the main house.  
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I was feeling drawn to the pinnacle of Chimney Rock Tribal Park, which  

was barely visible north of the ranch. We arrived too late to take the last tour 

of the day, but we got permission from the attendant to hike around in the 

vicinity of the gated entrance. We looked for stones or anything else of 

interest as we hiked into an arroyo and sat down on a ledge underneath some 

cottonwoods. Marjie said, “Alta Sha wants you to help Bart find the snakeskin  

in his mind‟s eye.” 

“Do you want my help, Bart?”  

“Yes.” 

As I counted him down and asked him to seek guidance, two ravens 

appeared, flying close over our heads. One lighted in a branch directly above us. 

“Aho, brother,” I greeted. “Welcome. Have you come to help us find the skin?” 

The raven gargled and growled as if speaking in some foreign language, which he 

continued to do throughout Bart‟s trance. I asked Bart, “Where are you?” 

“I am back in the cave, looking at the skin. It‟s kind of brown.”  

“Do you have any idea where it might be found outside of the cave?” 

“No.” Nothing else was happening , so I counted him up.  

Shortly thereafter the raven flew away. Marjie and I remarked at how 

unusual the raven‟s behavior had been. He definitely seemed to be 

communicat ing, although we didn‟t understand the message. We hiked around 

the immediate area but didn‟t find a snakeskin. A park attendant came to tell 

us it was closing time. 

As we got into the van, I said, “I want to have a farewell ceremony at the 

ranch house.” We drove back there and were sitting on the hearth of the free 

standing, adobe fireplace when I lit the cedar, sage, and sweetgrass mixture 

for smudging ourselves. Each of us had wafted the smoke over our heads, and 

the incense had stopped burning. I started to relight it but Alta Sha said, “Put 

the remains in the firep lace. They will purify it when the next fire burns. I AM 

is pleased with you all. You have done well,”  he said. 

“We still didn‟t find all of the stones, or Bart‟s snakeskin.”  

“The stones are for another time. You are searching too hard to find the 

snakeskin. It will not be complicated. It will be simple.”  

“Then we will find it on our path?” 

“Yes. Alleluia.”  

“Alleluia. Father, thank you for these blessings.” 

Our drive through the New Mexico highlands on a road I had not taken 

before was truly awesome, offering many vistas of mountains and valleys. We 

sighted elk, deer, and very large ravens. At Taos we stopped for the night at a 



Faeries, Angels, Indians and Aliens  

373 

vintage adobe motel with indiv idual cabins. An art gallery and several 

attractive bronze sculptures were located in the shaded courtyard. A large 

statue of a kneeling bison graced the front entrance, another perfect setting for 

our overnight stay. 

We strolled through the old town‟s streets, which were nearly deserted 

after dark. Marjie was enthralled with the traditional adobe architecture and 

the many art galleries and gift shops displaying beautiful, handmade items of 

all descriptions. Although Marjie‟s arm was hurting from the morning  

surgery, Mother gave her medication to soothe it and she slept very well that 

night after I read to her and the children.  

The bright, clear morn ing added to our pleasure as we drove on. 

The mountainous landscape was full of color and again we saw elk and 

many pronghorn antelope. When Adam emerged, I asked, “Are you still 

interested in talking to Whisper?” 

“Yes, father.”  

“Now would be a good time. Bart, Adam wants to talk to you.”  

Adam asked, “How is your quest going, Bart?”  

“I‟ve found everything except the snakeskin.”  

“Perhaps you will find a snake on the road. Roadkill. That would be 

simple, wouldn‟t it? I have been paying close attention to you, Whisper. I 

noticed that you have not given up on your quest. You still look fo r the things 

you want to find. You are steadfast. These are the actions of a man, not of a 

child, who would have lost interest by now.” He looked to me for agreement, 

and I nodded. 

“A man holds steady to  h is quest. I had to  learn th is when I was  

climbing on the pyramid . My father has taught me that it is always  

important to learn and to grow. My father is very wise. If he does not 

know the answer to so meth ing, he will seek it, and when he has the 

in format ion , he will pass it on  to you . I am proud to  be h is son. ”  

“I am proud to be your father. You are also very wise.”  

He continued, “Your spirit has grown on this trip. Your pitch is much  

higher now than it was. You should not let your spirit be pulled back down by 

the people around you when you return. I have visited your home and have 

seen what happens there. They will t ry to draw you back into the shadows. 

You should fight this influence and keep your sp irit free. One is never 

trapped. One can always have a free spirit. I felt trapped when I was climbing  

down the pyramid. I wanted to call to my father for help, but I knew it was 

something I had to do on my own. I could not give up. I wanted father to 
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rescue me, but to free my spirit, I would have to go all the way to the bottom 

by myself, and I received help when I did.”  

I said, “When you understand that you cannot give away responsibility  

for what you do with your life, you also understand that no one els e can take 

responsibility for it. Even if they try, you can‟t give it away. In the end, we 

make the final decisions about what we will do. When you decide to accept 

full responsibility, then you get much help from your spiritual friends.”  

“And friends in physical form, too.” Adam added. “I enjoy traveling with 

you, Bart. You are a good companion. I‟m glad you came along. Do you have 

any questions you would like to ask me?”  

“No.”  

“Then goodbye for now.” 

I said, “I love you very much, Adam,” 

“I love you the same.”  

We were driving through a relatively flat area covered with prairie grass 

and cacti when we saw a huge red tailed hawk resting on a fence post. It did 

not fly away as soon as it spotted us as I expected it to do. I slowed to walking  

speed on the deserted highway to avoid disturbing it and it remained in place 

until we were within twenty yards. Then it leisurely flew in a semicircle in  

front of us to land on another fence post across  the highway, giving us a very 

close look. It was much larger than any red tail I had seen before, and I 

understood why Indians called them red eagles. I thanked the hawk for 

sharing his beauty with us. 

Around ten in the morning we ate a wonderful breakfast in the little town 

of Wagon Mound, New Mexico. The huge sandwiches of barbecued beef 

which Marjie and Bart ordered satisfied their hunger for a long time, as did 

mine, made with deer sausage. We didn‟t need to eat again until seven o‟clock 

in the evening.  

I stayed on secondary highways through sparsely populated areas we had 

not seen before. On a long stretch of deserted road we saw the carcass of a 

light brown snake approximately four feet long. Its limp, warm body indicated 

it was freshly killed. Bart said, “It‟s just like the one I saw in the trance at 

Chimney Rock.” We put it in a plastic bag and into the cooler for later 

skinning and tanning. 

A short while later Marjie said, “I saw something beside the road that I 

feel is important, but I‟m not sure what it was.” I turned around  and we saw a 

freshly killed jackrabbit. Alta Sha suggested that we keep one of the hind feet 

for good luck. I gave Bart a knife and told him to cut one off to keep. 
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We had been driving for another hour when we spotted the carcass of a 

large bird at the side of the road and stopped to investigate. It was a young 

golden eagle that apparently had been very recently struck by a passing 

vehicle, but not run over. Its extended wings were about four and a half feet  

from tip to tip. I reluctantly left all those superb feathers behind, again 

thankful that I had actually held such a magnificent raptor.  

Within five miles the highway intersected with I-40, which would take us 

back to Tennessee. Soon after entering the Interstate, Perithnea said, “You 

better slow down or the next cop is going to nail you. Are you listening to 

me?”  

“Yes.” I slowed down for a few minutes, but gradually allowed my speed 

to increase when I didn‟t see any police. As predicted, I was stopped by a 

patrolman. We had to wait in line with other speeders at the barren roadside 

before he got to us. The sun was shining brightly and the temperature was 

quite hot, so I was concerned that the idling engine might overheat, but just as 

we parked, an isolated cloud provided shade! Not only that, the patrolman let  

me off with only a warning. Once again I had a special reason to thank I AM. 

Out of curiosity, I asked Perithnea, “Why did you decide to stay 8 years 

old?” 

“Eight is a special age. It signifies convergence but also expansion, like 

the infin ity symbol.”  

Alta Sha appeared. “This day has certainly been packed with blessings,” I 

said. He nodded. “I never expected to hold a golden eagle, dead or alive.”  

“I AM loves His children.”  

“He certain ly gives us wonderful gifts.”  

“He loves you, He loves Touch, He loves Whisper Big Heart, and you 

love Him.”  

He turned to Bart. “You are good. I am happy to have you as a friend and 

traveling companion.” Bart didn‟t respond. 

I said, “Do you travel to other dimensions even while guarding Marjie?”  

“Of course.” 

“What do you do in those other dimensions?” 

“I serve I AM.”  

I laughed.”You serve I AM wherever you are. That tells me nothing I 

didn‟t already know. You encourage me to ask questions, and when I ask, you 

give an evasive answer.”  

“But you keep asking.” 

“You encourage me.”  
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“Somet imes Marjie travels in her subconscious to other places and 

encounters spirits and I fo llow her. The doctor who attended her is an 

example.” 

“I know that you sometimes prepare steps for us.” 

“The subconscious of others travels freely at t imes also.” 

“You mean when they are as leep?” 

“Yes. I encounter them there. I do not have to search for what is needed. I 

AM provides, as with the library card. The doctor was provided. All that I had  

to do was to interact with h im. That is why the doctor was so receptive to you. 

Otherwise, he would have referred you elsewhere. His nurse thought that he 

would.”  

“I noticed her surprised look when he agreed to see Marjie. I was also 

surprised.” 

“Who else but I AM would order up a physician who is also an art ist with  

similar interests?” 

“We are certainly b lessed. I keep wondering why Tanner‟s stones are so 

elusive.” 

“You have said that I AM has a sense of humor. Now I find that you have 

one too.” 

“Why do you say that?” 

“When I told you that I AM had prepared a step for you, you chose two.”  

“How so?” 

“You chose Canada and the mountains. It did not matter what path you 

chose, because I AM would have made things turn out as intended.” 

“We chose Canada because of the spiritual feelings we had about Manu 

Bijou, but I thought all of Tanner‟s stones would be found at the Spanish 

Peaks because Tanner said so. I didn‟t know what to expect in Canada.”  

“Another attempt at humor has failed, I see.” He listened. “Perithnea tells 

me that I work too hard.”  

“Is she saying that you are overworked?” 

“No.” 

“Oh, she means you work to hard at being funny!” 

“Yes.” 

“I‟m sorry. I don‟t understand the humor.” 

“Perhaps that is the joke. You don‟t understand.” 

I finally caught on that he was joking about having to prepare steps for 

two trips instead of one, and suddenly I understood. “I bet some of the stones 

are in Canada!”  
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“Alleluia!”  

“Alleluia.” I s miled. Alta Sha‟s sometimes cryptic comments were 

designed to make me think. He once said he enjoyed observing how my mind  

worked, and he often put it to the test. 

Ready for a break, we stopped at a gift shop in Oklahoma. Sarah wanted 

another baby doll, and chose a brown one wearing an Indian style dress and 

headband. She carried it on her arm as we left the store. 

Once in the van, a puzzled Marjie asked, “What am I doing with this 

doll? That is so weird.” I exp lained.  

Around nine, Perithnea suggested, “Why don‟t you stop for the night? 

You have come a long way today.” 

“We have made pretty good time.”  

Alta Sha said, “I AM has prepared well for you tonight.” I pulled off the 

interstate at Shawnee, Oklahoma, where we enjoyed another good meal and a 

pleasant night‟s stay. 

On the final leg of our journey we were listening to a CD of Peruvian  

flute music when Marjie said, “I feel a strong spiritual rush from that music.”  

“I‟ve always  loved those flutes . They make me th ink of Kokopelli.”  

“Who‟s that?” 

“He was a legendary flute player who charmed everyone with his magical 

music. He was known as a god of joy to many Southwestern Indian tribes and 

to some of the mound builders in the Miss issippi Valley. I imagine that his 

legend was known by Tanner and maybe the Tarahumaras, too.”  

We arrived at home in the early afternoon. I had an unusual urge to 

smudge ourselves and the house with sacred smoke, and p laced the 

ingredients into the pewter bowl. Before I lighted them, Marjie said, “Tanner 

wants to speak to you. His pull is very strong. I can feel my entire body 

vibrating.”  

“I must have been picking up on his wish to communicate. I don‟t usually 

feel an urge to smudge. Why don‟t you let him come forth?” Bart and I 

watched as Marjie‟s expression changed into Tanner‟s serious bearing. 

“Bring me an ember,” he commanded. I struck a small match and offered 

it to him. “A long one.” I struck one of the foot long matches we kept for the 

fireplace and he lighted the incense with it. “Get the boy‟s feather,” he said. I 

fetched a plastic bag which contained several feathers we had picked up on 

the journey. He chose the most colorful one and held it within the smoke, 
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turning it over until it was complete ly bathed in the sweet smelling fumes. 

Looking at Bart and pointing to me, he said, “This one knows this. It is good. 

Purificat ion of the feather.” He used the feather to waft smoke onto Bart, me 

and himself. He shifted the container to insure that all the ingredients were 

consumed.  

He took Bart‟s hand, held up the feather, and said, “This feather is from a 

bird who flies high and very fast. He travels far. He is a great hunter. When a 

boy enters manhood, he no longer has need of family. He chooses to leav e 

family behind. He flies free, like the eagle.” Tanner placed his other hand over 

the one holding Bart ‟s, a sign of great affect ion. To emphasize the important 

points, Tanner would pat the back of Bart‟s hand three times  and repeated this 

action three times during his speech. “When boy becomes a man, he needs a 

new name, a secret name. This name will be known to you, to me, and to this 

live one here. Only we will know this secret name. I will choose this name for 

you now. Later, you choose. Understand?” Bart gave no response at all. 

Tanner turned to me, “Does boy understand?” 

“Bart, do you understand that he is going to choose your secret name now 

but that later in life you will choose a different one?” He nodded. 

Tanner said, “Good. Your name will be ……..”  I was touched by 

Tanner‟s performance of the tradit ional naming ceremony. Bart  seemed duly  

impressed, although he had no comment. Tanner withdrew.  

On our evening walk, Sarah said, “I don‟t want to go anywhere ever 

again. I want to stay at home.”  

“I‟m sorry you feel that way, because in a few weeks mother and I are 

going on another trip. Unless you want to stay behind, you‟ll be traveling  

again.” 

“Sarah make Touch stay!” 

“You know that when I travel, she goes with me. It is the will of Breath.” 

She frowned and was silent. 

We heard a loud, metallic, pop near the kitchen doorway when we ate 

supper, which we assumed was a greeting from the wood sprites. Other 

mysterious sounds emanated from the bathroom later on, and when we lay  

down to sleep, there were foots teps in the stairwell, as if the Indian spirits 

were letting us know they were still around.  

I read to Sarah as usual until she and Marjie fell asleep. Still ly ing beside 

her, I quietly read from another book. A lthough Marjie was still asleep, Sarah, 
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trembling, suddenly sat up in bed, fearfully looked at the scar left by removal 

of the cyst, and said, “Tear, tear.” Without further comment, she lay back 

down and continued sleeping. I wondered why she was concerned about it, 

since it was Marjie‟s body. 

In the morning Marjie said, “I pinned Alta Sha to the wall and made him 

tell me if the cyst was cancerous. He told me that I AM still had much work 

for me to do but by being so worried about it, I was giving the cancer power 

and strength to take over my body.” 

“So as long as you don‟t obsess about it, you‟ll be fine. He already told us 

that it was encapsulated, and that you would be alright. Trust in the words of I 

AM.” 

Nevertheless, Marjie was still much more upset that evening about the 

cyst than I expected her to be. In tears, she said, “The nurse called. The lab 

report showed that there was a melanoma in the cyst, but it was encapsulated 

and there was no reason to think it had spread elsewhere. I don‟t want to give 

the cancer any power by having doubts and fears, but I‟m not sure I can 

manage to do that. I‟m so scared of cancer I might cause it to get worse.”  

“A few doubts and fears are only human. You can‟t expect to be perfectly  

free of them, but I AM will take care of you in spite of any flaws, just as  He 

has done all along. You‟ve been receiv ing medical help  all of your life from 

the ETs without even knowing it. It won‟t stop now. The main thing is not to 

be obsessing about it. As long as you are willing to serve and keep your eyes 

on that goal instead of constantly focusing on cancer, you‟ll be alright. I AM 

said He has a lot of work for you to do. The biopsy showed that the melanoma 

had been encapsulated. Why do you think it was sealed in the first place? It 

was done so that it couldn‟t spread throughout your body. You were already 

being protected from it.”  

“It was different than what my mother had. It felt d ifferent.”  

“Finding this melanoma was a step you had to take. It was your worst 

fear and you had to face it. It ‟s important not to let your fear take control.”  

Cry ing, Sarah said, “Sarah hurt! Tear!”  

“It would be better if you could help Touch instead of feeling her pain, 

which doesn‟t do her any good. How could you help Touch?” 

“Sarah can help! Sarah takes a big step! Sarah happy now!”  
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Chapter Thirty Seven 

Immune System Attack 

I was glad that Marjie was much less anxious about having cancer in the 

morning. Soon after we woke, Adam said, “Hello father. I am very happy to 

be back at home.”  

“And I‟m happy to say hello to my warrior son.”  

He smiled. “We can talk more later.”  

Perithnea said, “Good morn ing, Father Bright. How are you feeling  

today?” 

“Good morn ing, Daughter Bright. I‟m rather tired for some reason.”  

“Let me put some faery dust on you. There, that will make you feel better 

for the rest of the day.” I departed for work.  

Marjie was in the midst of washing the supper dishes when Sarah pointed 

to the left side of her head and said, “Sarah saw Touch being struck here by a 

bear and knocked off a cliff when we were looking for the old man‟s rocks.”  

“Are you sure it was Touch?” Marjie had seen the same vision on our 

first journey to the peaks, but the victim had been a Native A merican woman.  

“It was Touch. How could Sarah see this when Touch was not hurt?” 

“I think you saw Touch the way she looked in another lifetime, when she 

was someone else.” 

“Sarah feels neglected. Sound has not had much time for her.”  

“I have been very busy since we got back, but we can talk now.”  

“Sarah does not do dishes.”  

“You‟re doing them now.”  

“Sarah is not doing them, Touch is doing them. Sarah doesn‟t do dishes. 

Sarah not like. Th is work is beneath Sarah. Sarah is royalty. Sarah will make 

others do these things.” 

“Who will look after your personal needs, clean the dishes, and so on,  

after you enter your body again?” 

“Others will do it for me because Sarah is a princess.” 
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“Remember what I said about those who rule because they are respected 

and those who rule because others fear them?”  

“Sarah will still not do dishes.” 

“If Sarah thinks she is too good to do the work she wants others to do for 

her, then Sarah will be a despot.” 

“That is not right! You called Sarah a bad name!”  

“No, I d idn‟t call you a bad name. I simply described what you would 

become if you follow this line of behavior.”  

“Sound called Sarah a bad name! Sarah used her imagination and Sound 

said bad things about Sarah. Sarah did not call you a bad name. Sarah is going 

back to The Dark!”  

Her h istrion ics made me s mile. “You are not a despot now, Sarah , but 

with that attitude, you could  become a dictator who is not worthy to ru le 

because you aren‟t willing to work like everyone else. A good leader does 

not ask others to do what she is not willing to do herself. Anything that 

needs to be done is worth doing. A ll good work is honorable and worthy of 

a queen.”  

“Sound is right. Sarah apologizes. Sound did not call Sarah a bad name.” 

She returned my embrace and I rocked her in my arms while she hummed her 

unique Teglinlin song of contentment.  

“I will read you a story later,” I promised. 

“Touch is tired. Sarah shh.”  

Soon afterwards, Perithnea popped out. “Hello, Father Bright!”  

“Hi, Daughter Bright!” 

“I wish Sarah would stop playing games with your emotions.”  

“It didn‟t work this time.”  

“No, it backfired.”  

“I hope she learned from it. Sometimes people want to try out behaviors 

and experience the consequences just to see if they work. They can also learn 

that they really aren‟t necessary in order to obtain what they wanted to 

accomplish. It‟s a normal part of g rowing up.” 

Sarah repeated ly told me that she was growing during the day and her 

manner was defin itely more mature at story time. I opened The Book of 

Virtues at random to a tale about the value of work which was based on a 

letter that Abraham Lincoln wrote to h is shiftless brother in law who was  

always asking for money. In it he refused to give him another loan, but  

offered to match, dollar fo r dollar, any amount that the brother in law earned  

through his labors. I thought his answer was generous and wise.  
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Upon awakening in the morning, Marjie said, “I heard Bart ‟s voice 

calling my name several t imes in my sleep last night.”  

“I heard my name called, too. I wonder if Mi is playing tricks on us again. 

I had a nightmare. I d reamed of being in beautiful mountains. When it was 

time to leave, I found myself at a gate which had opened freely on my way 

into the mountains but now it was locked. I couldn‟t get my car out without 

knowing the code that would open the gate, so I went looking for help. I came 

to a dilap idated building I had been in before, but the inside walls had all been 

moved to different locations, making it a confusing maze. There were no signs 

to direct me to the office. I never found it and tried to leave, but I couldn‟t 

find the stairway going to the exit and was trapped in the basement. The 

whole experience was very frustrating.” 

The analogy  to my current d ilemma was obv ious. My concepts o f 

reality had been totally altered and the new ones didn ‟t fit into the 

comfortab le o ld patterns of my life. I had gone to the mountains, had  

encountered the reality o f the spirit world , and cou ldn ‟t go back to what  

used to be. I didn ‟t know what the outcome of these new ins ights would  

be, o r how they  app lied to  my normal existence.  

Sarah vo lunteered  to wash the d ishes after supper. 

I said, “I‟m impressed that you‟re washing the dishes, Sarah.” 

“Sarah still doesn‟t like doing dishes. Who is that old man in Touch and 

who are his bright friends?” 

“It may be Tanner, an Indian spirit, or Alta Sha, Touch‟s guardian angel. 

Would you like to meet your own guardian angel?”  

“Maybe sometime.”  

“The other bright ones may be other Indian spirits who have been 

channeling through her.” 

We met with Isabel at Unity, who was charmed by Tanner‟s rocks and 

with photos of the ranch. When she held the buffalo heart, she exclaimed  

about all the energy she was receiving from it. She shared some of this energy 

with Marjie, and said she had never experienced such a bright flash of Light 

during a healing.  

As we drove homeward, Sarah briefly appeared. She saw a hearse parked 

beside the road and asked, “What kind of vehicle is that?” I explained its 

purpose, which led to a brief discussion of human funeral customs. 

Sarah said, “When Teglinlins died at Compound 91, their bodies would 

be left on the surface. When we went out again for food or water, they would 

be gone. Sarah does not know where the bodies went.” 
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The sermon had been on the topic of independence. She asked, “What is 

Independence Day?” I told her. She said, “Can Sarah have an independence 

day for herself?”  

“Yes. What date do you choose for your independence day?” 

“The day I left Compound 91.”  

“Is that the day you really became independent, or should you choose the 

day when you become emotionally and spiritually free of that place?” 

“That is today,” she replied.  

“Then this can be Sarah‟s independence day. It‟s July the 2nd, 1995.”  

Marjie and I decided to stop at Henning to visit Patsy Thompson, the 

Choctaw leader who had been very friendly toward us. On the way to her 

home, Marjie said, “Alta Sha wants me to be prepared to channel information  

for Patsy.” 

“That should be interesting. I‟m looking forward to it.”  

Perithnea asked, “Are you having a good day?” 

“Yes.” 

“It‟s a good idea to get your batteries charged before you run your engine. 

Since Isabel sent that energy to her, Mother is not only charged, she‟s 

overcharged.” 

“It sounds like her engine will be running well for Patsy.” 

Patsy‟s physical condition had improved somewhat since our last visit. 

We were there for perhaps ninety minutes, during which she gave us a brief 

summary of her life. I was impressed by how much she had helped her 

Choctaw relatives and friends in various ways, including attempts to create a 

reservation for the small northern band, which had not been moved to 

Oklahoma in the Trail of Tears days. When she had nearly succeeded, others 

who had been silent bystanders suddenly stepped forward to criticize and to 

jockey for political power, which had greatly disillusioned her. She believed 

the stress of that conflict had contributed to her physical deterio ration.  

She granted us permission to send healing Light throughout her body 

with our hands. I did as much as seemed appropriate for me to do, but Marjie 

continued.  

She said, “Sit up, Patsy, and put your hands on top  of mine.” Marjie held  

her hands out, palms up, and Patsy placed hers on top of them, palms down.  

“Take a deep breath, get very relaxed, and feel the energy spread from 

my hands into your hands, arms, and body. I can feel the energy flowing into 

you, and I feel you giving energy back to me. It is moving in a circle.”  

“This energy is purifying your body,” I said. 
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They continued for several minutes. When finished, Marjie said, “You 

can continue to use this energy for healing yourself.”  

Patsy thanked us and added, “After that healing session you did with me 

last time my doctor couldn‟t find any evidence of the congestion around my 

heart that was there before.” We were very happy to hear that.  

We showed her the stones we had collected for Tanner, beginning with 

the heart of the buffalo. She was touched to hear the complete story of how 

we were led to them.  

As we drove onward, I thought about the suicide of an Indian 

acquaintance‟s son. Attempts to find out why he did it through hypnotic work 

with his mother had been unsuccessful. As usual, when answers were not 

provided by other sources, I questioned Alta Sha, who said, “He was wise to 

end his life when he did. His spirit was one that could never be happy 

contained in a physical form. He found the limitations unbearable. If he had 

remained in physical form, h is spirit would have been shattered. It was much 

better for him to end his physical life in order to grow in other ways. This path 

was chosen by him even before he was born. It certainly was not the fault o f 

his mother or h is father. It was a path he alone chose. “ 

“I was disappointed that she could not see his spirit in the trance.”  

“She does see the spirit of her son, although she does not recognize it.”  

“What do you mean?” 

“In the grandchild that she does see. The parent gives a part of his spirit  

to his offspring. Her son knew that his children would be well raised by his 

mother. She is an indiv idual who denies herself knowledge of herself and of 

many other things as well, including contact with her guiding spirit and those 

of loved ones.” 

“Will you speak to her if she requests it?” 

“Yes. You may tell her this. A follow up call to her when you arrive at 

your home would be helpful to arrange another contact.”  

“Did she allow herself to receive the healing of her knees?” 

“She had no choice. I was determined that she would receive healing. I 

worked with her at a deeper level than she knows.”  

On our evening walk, Sarah was fascinated by the sight of a newly born 

calf which was still partly covered by the embryonic sac. She was thrilled  

when it slowly stood up on its unsteady legs. “Sarah was a baby like that 

before,” she said. 

“It‟s amazing how quickly a calf learns how to stand up. They grow very 

fast,” I said, reinforcing what she was also doing. 



Faeries, Angels, Indians and Aliens  

385 

Marjie was unusually tired when we got home and asked, “Will you help 

me clean the rifle?” I obliged, but had difficulty getting the extractor to go 

back together correctly. Perithnea said, “You should finish it later. Mother 

needs to go to bed, and so do you.”  

I read to Sarah, who quickly fell asleep. Marjie rolled onto her left side as 

usual when I stopped. After a couple of minutes, Sarah said, “Touch‟s skin is 

very cold. Touch hurts.” The room was quite warm, so I thought she might 

have a fever. 

“Where does it hurt?” 

“All over. Everything hurts.” 

I gave her some aspirin and sinus medicine, but these didn‟t help her 

much, nor did the healing energy I projected. I then felt Mother‟s touch and 

told Marjie to seek her help. Marjie said, “I‟m in a room with Mother. The 

floor is slowly rotating. I can‟t see any of the details. My mind is too foggy 

from this fever.”  

I prayed for healing. A lta Sha appeared, speaking slowly through her 

stupor, which was getting rapidly worse. In a weak voice, he said, “Her 

symptoms are caused by her immune system turning against her body. This 

attack, which is intended to destroy her neuromuscular system, is being made 

by an alien species which is quite corrupted.” 

“Are they attacking because she is Sarah‟s host?” 

“Yes.”  

“How are they doing it?”  

“Through Nucleus 8‟s retired System. There are links between the old 

System and the new System. They are using these links to give false 

instructions to her implant, which is causing the changes in her body.” 

“Have the perpetrators been traced?” 

“No.” 

“Why does I AM permit this to occur?” 

“I do not question I AM.”  

He held out his hand to me, and I g ratefully took it. “Mother is working  

to help her, and I am working to help her. You have done all that you can do. 

We have our hands full.”  

“I thank I AM for sending such good help.” 

“She will rest. You need rest also. Please rest.” 

I took his advice, but continued to project Light to Marjie and covered 

myself with it also, thinking that I might need protection as well.  

“Help me sleep, Pat,” Marjie p leaded. 
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“Find yourself sitt ing in a warm stream that bubbles up out of the Earth. 

The heat from the spring is penetrating into your body, creating pleasant 

warmth which  will allow you to sleep. It is soothing your muscles and  

joints.” I rubbed her back until she d rifted off to sleep.  

There was nothing else I could do. Earth‟s doctors had nothing to combat 

advanced alien technology. I wondered why links between Nuke‟s old and 

new Systems had been left open. I thought, What need was there for any links, 

and who, other than 8, would know how to use them?  Security should be 

tighter than ever since the last attack . Surely I AM will not allow this one to 

succeed. He has other plans for Marjie and Sarah. 

Marjie slept comfortably until ten in the morning. I went to see if she was 

ready to eat a late breakfast, and was very pleased that she had improved 

enough to join me at the table.  

She asked, “Why did I sleep so late? 

“You‟ve been ill.”  

“What kind of illness was it?” 

I wasn‟t sure that it was a good time to tell her about another attack, so I 

punted. “Ask Alta Sha.”  

“He says that my implant was given instructions through the links 

between Nuke‟s old System and his new one which caused me to get sick. 

Nucleus is busy severing the links between them.”  

“How are you feeling now?” 

“A lot better than I did yesterday.” 

“I don‟t understand why I AM allows these onslaughts. How many more 

times will you be attacked before it‟s over? I know that all challenges are for 

spiritual growth, and that God has His plans, but I don‟t know how many 

more times I can go through nearly losing the people I love.” My tears flowed, 

but I quickly brought them under control. 

We said a blessing and started eating. My suppressed tears returned. 

Marjie, also in tears, got on her knees and put her head in my lap, saying, “Do 

you think it‟s time for us to stop doing this work and forget the whole thing?”  

“No. If we were to stop, what would we do instead? What could ever 

replace what we have started? What else could compare with the blessings we 

have received? No one who does good in this world can expect to be 

completely free from persecution. Jesus warned that if we followed h is path, 

persecution would follow.” She dried her tears, took her seat, and we finished 

our meal. 

She was washing dishes when Sarah said, “Sound?” 
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“Yes, dear?” 

“Dark tried to get Sarah! Sarah afraid of Dark.”  

“Do you understand why it happened?” 

“Yes. Dark hurt Touch. Sarah doesn‟t want Dark to hurt Touch! Sarah  

talked to 8. Eight said Sarah has to make a choice.”  

“What choice do you have to make?” 

“Eight says I can return to my body now.”  

“And what other choice do you have?” 

“Sarah not want Touch to be hurt! Sarah love Touch.” 

“Are you afraid someone will try to hurt Touch again if you stay  with 

her?” 

“Yes.” 

“That could still happen even if you are not with Touch. When people 

choose to do good and their Light shines very bright, The Dark often tries to 

put it out.” 

Sobbing, she said, “Sarah doesn‟t want to hurt anyone, and Sarah doesn‟t 

want to go!” 

“You don‟t even want to hurt the ones who tried to kill you with  

chemicals. Others have hurt Touch before you came to be with her, but I AM 

has protected her from any permanent harm.”  

“Sarah has to make a decision. Sarah is not ready to enter her body.” 

“If you are certain that you aren‟t ready, that helps you to make a choice.”  

“Sarah not want to go. Sound not finished with story book.”  

“Have you received all of the teaching you need from me?”  

“Sarah not fin ished.” 

“What will happen if you go back? Who will teach you?” 

“Teaching postponed,” she sobbed. “Sarah not want teaching postponed. 

Baby doll not finished. Eight man says Sarah does not have to make decision 

now. Sarah rest.” 

“How long do you have to make a decision?”  

“Hours.” 

“Very well.”  

“Which decision should Sarah make?”  

“Both decisions are good. You have to decide which one is best for you.”  

She was still crying. “Sarah rest. Touch tired.” I was very upset at the 

thought of losing her, but tried hard to suppress my tears. 

Marjie said, “Count me down! I want to speak to 8! She‟s hurting!” I did 

so quickly and said, “Star One calling 8.”  
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Having received his response, Marjie practically shouted, “Sarah is going 

to stay!......Perhaps you did not hear me correct ly. Sarah is going to stay! I 

don‟t want to hear any of your arguments. Perhaps you are too involved with 

your subject, or whatever you call her.…. I remind you that you could not 

protect me from the malignancy…. Perhaps you should clean up your own 

department instead of worry ing about my affairs…. Thank you…. I cannot 

remain angry with you, although I was angry with you earlier.”  

To me she said, “He‟s going to let me have my way. He sends greetings 

to you and says that the individuals who took an active part in the attack have 

been isolated by Mother and their minds have been scanned to identify the 

others who were involved. There was no other way to find out. The others 

identified by the scans did not act to carry out their assignments and are not 

being isolated. They will not be coerced, but they will be carefully watched. 

The active culprits agreed to have their memories erased and will be given a 

fresh start. His old System‟s memory is being completely erased.”  

“I‟m proud of you for taking a firm stand for what you thought was right. 

Is Sarah content now?”  

“She is snuggling inside me.”  

“In spite of the damage they have caused, the attacks have been good for 

Sarah‟s growth. She was faced with a hard choice and she learned that what 

pains her most is hurting someone else and having her teaching postponed. 

She chose growth.” 

“That‟s the opposite of the way she was when she came here,” Marjie 

said. “She didn‟t want to learn then.” 

“You need rest. It‟s been a rough night and day for you.” She had no 

quarrel with that and lay down.  

Very relieved that the crisis had passed, I took care of some shopping 

while Marjie rested. When I got back, she trudged downstairs, looking very 

weak. “I feel really bad. I‟m so tired.” We had a session aimed at increasing 

her energy level. “Alta Sha is telling me that I need to be still and that I can‟t 

tolerate a large infusion of energy right now.”  

“Why don‟t you rest in the downstairs bedroom so you don‟t have to go 

up and down the steps? Let me get you something to drink.”  

“I feel so burned out,” she said. It took several hours, but her energy level 

improved and she was able to eat heartily at suppertime, which relieved my 

anxiety. 

Tearfully, Perithnea said, “I‟m so glad that mother is better. I was afraid  

that she might die, and I don‟t have a position I can put her in yet. Nucleus 
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should make modificat ions to his System. Maybe he should remove her 

implant so that there will be no danger of this ever happening again!” 

“There‟s no such thing as complete protection from the evil intentions of 

some indiv iduals. There are always those who want power and will do  

anything to get it. There were other attacks on her in the past.” 

“I don‟t think her body can stand much more. I think she‟s had all she can 

take.” 

“I agree. It seems to me she‟s had far more illness than her share.” 

“Why doesn‟t I AM give her more protection?” 

“I AM has protected her, or she wouldn‟t be alive now. Every effort to 

destroy her has failed. No permanent damage has been done.”  

“That‟s true. Thank you for reminding me.”  

Sarah said, “Someday when Sarah is grown up, Sarah will take care of 

those who planned this attack.” 

“Nuke said their identities are known and they are being closely watched. 

I understand your desire for revenge, but we can depend on I AM to see that 

justice will be done.” 

Marjie asked, “Can we talk to Nucleus? Is it all right?” 

“Is he calling? I don‟t want to drain you.”  

“I‟m thinking of him an awful lot. I feel alright, now.”  

I began the countdown but before I fin ished, Nuke responded with a 

greeting and I reciprocated. He said, “I have been very worried about Star 

One. During the crisis I was quite calm, but not now.”  

“I also had a delayed reaction. It wasn‟t until she was out of danger that 

my tears fell.”  

Swallowing a sob, he said, “I want to assure you from the bottom of my 

heart that if I had any inkling that such a thing would occur, I would have 

prevented it.” 

“I know that. I don‟t hold you to blame.”  

“I have been put in my place,” he continued, referring to Marjie‟s tongu e 

lashing. “I have learned to love and to trust, and in doing so, I lowered my 

guard somewhat. I despise weakness and I have made myself vulnerab le. I 

have learned that I will have to raise my shield of distrust again.”  

“It‟s undoubtedly true that loving others makes one vulnerable. Caution is 

always wise, but one can‟t enjoy life by staying behind a wall of distrust and 

suspicion. There is no such thing as a perfect security system. In formation  

about how the system was created and how to maintain it always exists 

somewhere, and can be exp loited those who want to break through .” 



Immune System Attack 

390 

“The memory of my old System has been completely eliminated. There 

are no other links to her implant except through my new System. No one has 

access to this System except members of the Board and they can be trusted.” 

“I trust them just as I trust you.” 

“The Board has issued a statement indicating that there will be no further 

inductions to the Board for quite some time. It is rare for the Board to issue a 

statement of any kind. When they do, it is perceived as unswayable.” 

“Thank the Board for me. That should reduce any motivation to eliminate 

Sarah. Does it truly include her?”  

“I want to secure this communication before answering.” He paused. “I 

made sure that this was only a two way communication link. Sarah is not 

included, but you are not to mention this to anyone.” 

“Is there a risk of eavesdropping through our implants? Should we be 

concerned that our thoughts about Sarah could be intercepted? How could we 

communicate with Sarah about her future if that is possible?” 

“There is practically no chance that anyone could monitor your 

implants.” 

“If one group can plot against the Board, so can another. What pains me 

most is that there are people who feel justified in taking life in order to get 

what they want, even the lives of those who mean them no harm.”  

“When Sarah rejoins her physical form, I will make a decision about the 

status of Star One‟s current implant. It may require removal. Her physical 

signs are weakening. I do not wish to drain her.”  

“I understand. Good evening to you.” I grasped his hand. 

Marjie emerged from the trance in tears. “Why are you crying?” I asked. 

“I can‟t bear the thought of losing contact with my family. I don‟t like the 

idea that I have come so far only to be left behind.” 

“There‟s no need to worry about being left behind. Even without an 

implant you would not be forgotten, and by the time Sarah is ready to rejoin  

her body, implants may not be necessary. We might be living on the new 

planet that Nuke created. You‟ve already had two implants replaced. They 

will have even better technology in the future. Who knows what I AM has 

planned for us? Whatever it is, I feel sure that it will include ETs.”  

“I‟m hungry.”  

We went downstairs and she ate a bowl of cereal. A lta Sha appeared  

just as she was finishing and said, “She is recovering rap idly . There will be 

continued periods of weakness, but these will pass.” 

“Should I stay with her tomorrow?” I had appointments. 
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“You are needed elsewhere. I will be with her.”  

“What was done to stop her immune System from attacking her body?” 

“You were right in thinking that the implant was programmed to cause 

the body to attack itself. All power to Nucleus‟s System was terminated. This 

ended the corrupted signal to her implant and stopped the internal attack. 

Mother and I used our healing Light. She has her own special recipe.” He 

smiled. 

“I thank the Creator for providing Light and assistance.” 

He gravely said, “I had no forewarning that this would occur.”  

“I believe that.” 

“I love the one that I guard. I would not let any harm come to her if I 

could prevent it.” 

“I know. The ways of I AM are mysterious.” 

“They are good ways.” 

“I understand. These incidents have caused much growth in Sarah and  

gave Marjie a chance to stand up, to assert her independence, and to declare 

her determination that things would go her way. She succeeded.” 

“The love that flows to Sarah also flows from her to others. I will not 

drain the one I guard.” We said goodbye. 

Donna called to say that she wanted to get together with us as soon as 

possible to talk about Rapsar, and we agreed to go to Atlanta at the earliest 

opportunity. Sarah asked, “Who is Rapsar?” 

“He was the pilot of a space craft that crashed a very long time ago on 

Earth at the Spanish Peaks. His spirit is now residing in Donna‟s body.” 

“Eight man says that Sarah will be working with Rapsar in the future. 

What kind of work?”  

“I don‟t know, but when the time is right for Rapsar to leave Donna, he 

will. He‟s already been given his flight instructions. Maybe he will become 

your personal pilot.”  

Marjie said, “I feel very strongly that we need to see Donna as soon as 

possible.”  

“Are you up to traveling again so soon?” 

“Yes.” 

“Then we could go next  weekend.” We made the necessary arrangements.  

At bedtime, Sarah reaffirmed her love for everyone in our extended 

spiritual family. “Sarah wants to continue learning. Sarah does not want to be 

a burden. She will t ry very hard not to be.” 

“You‟ve never been a burden. You‟re a blessing.”  
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“Sarah is very happy to be staying with Sound and Touch. Sarah is not 

ready to begin making important decisions. Her judgment is not developed 

enough. Touch was brave to stand up for me.”  

“You had a hard decision to make, and you made the right one. You 

chose to keep learning and to grow.”  

After asking I AM to lead us to an appropriate passage, I randomly  

opened the Bible to the book of Obadiah and began to read the first verses my 

eyes rested upon, which condemned the Edomites for preying upon the house 

of Jacob and declared that they would receive the vengeance of God, Who 

would punish them with the same consequences which they had dealt to 

others. Recognizing the answer to my prayer, I choked up and struggled to 

fin ish the story. Sarah patted the Bible affectionately and said, “When Sarah is 

on the Board, she will see that people receive justice. I will create a world in  

which there are no people who want to harm others.”  

I then read aloud from Autobiography of a Yoga about many ways to find 

the divinity within, to know that each of us is an expression of God, and the 

importance of persevering through adversity by using the power of God  

within us. Sarah said, “I like these readings very much. These words are mind  

expanding.” 

I woke up feeling tired and wishing that there was some way to find a 

truly utopian society somewhere. Even the Alliance had been penetrated by 

the forces of darkness! I wanted no part of such doings, but if it were the will 

of I AM for me to deal with them, I would. Nevertheless, I was weary. 

Musing this way, I was reminded of a strange experience I had before meeting  

Marjie. I was gazing at the full moon‟s patterns of light and shaded surfaces, 

when they seemed to form the image of a dark knight upon his horse. I said to 

myself, Someday you and I will have to battle. I hadn‟t thought of that for a 

long time. 

Marjie‟s energy was nearly back to normal when I got home from work. I 

began setting foundation posts for a front porch deck and roof while Marjie 

watched. I said, “I think I need to speak to Adam.”  

“I am here, father.”  

“How do you feel about the recent events?” 

“That covers a very large territory, father.”  

“About the attack on Sarah and Mother.” 

“I was concerned, but not worried. You taught me not to worry.”  
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“You felt that she was protected by I AM?” 

“Of course. You have taught me this.” 

“I must admit I was worried for a while. She didn‟t seem to be 

responding very quickly to treatment.” 

“I don‟t fear that she will be leaving her form anytime soon. I have seen 

her faery application.”  

“She already filled one out?”  

“All that is required is her soul signature.” 

“I‟m surprised. I knew that she was thinking of becoming a faery but I 

didn‟t know she had filled out the application.”  

“Perhaps I have let the cat out of the bag.” 

“I haven‟t made a decision yet about applying. Have you been 

communicat ing with Joshua?” 

“Oh yes.” 

“How d id he react to the crisis?” 

“He was very concerned about Sarah and mother and 8. He spent almost 

all of his time at 8‟s side after the attack.”  

“Nucleus was very upset. He was shaking and near tears when he 

discussed it with me.”  

“Yes, but he managed to get through it. This time there was none of the 

rage.” 

“I noticed. That is growth for him.”  

“He controlled it. I am hold ing you up from your work. It is time for me 

to go.” 

“Where are you going?” 

“I am going where there is no gravity.” 

“That sounds like fun. Enjoy yourself.” We embraced and he was gone.  

Marjie and I took a bath after I fin ished setting the posts. Sarah said, 

“Eight told Sarah that Joshua is busy working for Sarah‟s benefit. Sarah is  

very happy that Touch is better. Sarah is try ing to be helpfu l.”  

“You‟re being very helpfu l. Your cheerfulness is making me happy, too.”  

Perithnea said, “Hello, father.” 

“Hello, Miss P. I understand that Marjie has filled out her faery  

application.”  

“Yes, but she hasn‟t signed it yet.” 

“I was wondering what would happen to our bond if she became a faery  

and I didn‟t. Would that break our bond?” 

“It‟s possible that she could be your faery. Even I AM has faeries.”  
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“What‟s the difference between faeries and angels? You seem to have a 

lot in common.”  

“I‟ll let the big guy answer that.” 

Alta Sha responded, “As beautiful as Perithnea‟s spirit is, she cannot be 

considered angelic. There is a definite difference between faeries and angels 

which is very obvious to Alta Sha.” 

“It isn‟t obvious to me. Can you exp lain it?”  

“Angels are appointed. They are given their positions as a gift of I AM in 

return for their love of I AM. They do not request their position and they do 

not make application for it. It is simply given to them. I AM chooses his 

angels with wisdom.”  

“It does seem that you are wiser than Perithnea. She often defers to you. 

If I was a faery, I don‟t think I would want to spend eternity as a child.”  

“Faeries choose the age at which they will appear, some as young, others 

as elderly.”  

“Marjie might like to be a child like Perithnea.” 

“Or she might prefer to be an elderly grandmother type who teaches 

children and looks after them.”  

“Like a faery godmother.”  

He smiled and nodded. “Perhaps you are more concerned that if she were 

a faery, she would ride your coattails like Perithnea rides mine and would 

make remarks in which you find no humor.”  

I chuckled. “I could en joy that and so could Marjie.”  

“You will meet many other kinds of beings before you leave your body.” 

“I look forward to that, but if they are greedy, power hungry and 

materialistic, I‟m not interested in meeting them.”  

“I speak only of possibilit ies for you.” 

“I‟m sure there are beings out there who can teach me. Those are the  ones 

I want to meet.”  

“The primary thing is that you realize that such exist. There are many  

kinds of which you have no knowledge at all.”  

“If Marjie and I b lend with I AM, then we will all simply be One.”  

“The bonding which is formed between you will con tinue no matter what 

forms you take. You already exist in many forms and yet you are bonded. 

That does not change the bond.” 

“That occurred to me just a few minutes ago.” 

“The strength of your bond is greater than most because you are 

committed in your conscious minds, your subconscious minds, and in your 
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souls to serve I AM. It is a gift of I AM that Alta Sha is allowed to guard the 

Light of I AM which resides in her.”  

He stared at me intently. I thought he was sending a telepathic message 

and stared back, trying to be very receptive, but I was unaware of any ideas 

that I could attribute to telepathy. Marjie‟s face glowed with inner Light. W e 

continued this way for a few minutes. Alta Sha said, “What did you hear?” 

“Only the inner sounds I always hear, like crickets sing ing . I main ly  

noticed  the Light  around  her after your comment  about it. ”  

“That was simply a matter of suggestion.” 

“What is the difference between a matter of suggestion and mental 

telepathy?” 

“One is verbal, the other is spiritual. Mental telepathy does not always 

take the form of a voice or a thought which seems to come from outside. 

Somet imes the thoughts occur as  your own but they truly are not.” 

“Somet imes I feel that I am being reminded to do something important 

that I would have forgotten and I think of you or Perithnea, but the thoughts 

seem to be my own. What is the use of it if I can‟t identify that they came 

from another source?” 

“You often receive thoughts that you do not identify as someone else‟s. 

You and Marjie are frequently aware of one another‟s thoughts and respond 

accordingly.” 

“Why is knowing which thoughts are telepath ic important? Why can ‟t  

I just accept  the thoughts without regard to  the source?”  

“If you can do this, it is good. You do not need the labels, but you do not 

trust your own abilit ies. You do not give yourself enough credit for your 

capacities. If you do not discount what you receive, then you will have a 

greater range of abilit ies and capacities.” 

“That idea really means something to me. It is very helpfu l. Thank you.” 

“Thank I AM.”  

“Of course,” I replied, closing my eyes and giving thanks to my Father. 

Alta Sha was gone when I opened them. 

Marjie tearfu lly asserted, “Under no circumstances do I want to separate 

from you. Even if I am a faery I want to be with you. It isn‟t a case of another 

person deciding that they would rather be somewhere else than with you.”  

“I appreciate your loyalty. I already knew that you were loyal, but I didn‟t  

know how to take it when I heard that you had filled out your application to 

become a faery.”  

“I didn‟t sign it.”  
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We finished our bath and went upstairs. Marjie said, “Since the attack, 

I‟ve been having sharp pains in my legs. It made them feel cold all the way to 

the marrow of my bones. Today my right leg has been hurting. It feels almost 

as if my shin is fractured. It feels weak.”  

“It may actually be weak. You should be very careful with it until it has 

had a chance to completely heal. The attack was against the entire 

neuromuscular system.” I concentrated on sending healing Light into her leg. 

The image of a hairline fracture of the shin came into my mind. Intense white 

Light was shining on it, which I p rojected into the marrow as well.  

I was very sleepy when I finished. I told Sarah I didn‟t think I could stay 

awake long enough to read, and she accepted it very well.  

Remembering what Alta Sha said about trusting my abilities and 

accepting whatever came to mind, I made myself receptive to any images that 

might come as I fell asleep. The image of a jolly, elderly oriental gentle man  

with white hair and beard, dressed in a traditional Chinese robe, came to  

mind. I thought he was Donna‟s guide. I received other images of attractive, 

otherworldly forms, wishing that I knew their function and relevance.  

Something woke me around 3:00 A.M. I used the bathroom, lay back 

down, and heard footsteps ascend the stairs and stop on the landing outside 

the door. I waited calmly to see if a visible spirit would enter the room, but 

none did, and I fell back to sleep. 

I asked Perithnea in the morn ing if she knew who was on the stairs, but 

she didn‟t. “You‟re a lot of help,” I joked.  

She laughed and said, “Wear your pink tie. It‟s a good thing mother 

washed clothes yesterday because you were almost out of pants to wear. She 

washed four of your business pants.” 

“You mean the pants I do my business in?” I cracked.  

She laughed and laughed. “If you hadn‟t smiled, I would not have known 

it was a joke. I‟ll have to tell that one to Mr. Read Me, but he probably won‟t 

get it. Don‟t forget your belt. Have a happy day!” 

Marjie said, “My leg isn‟t bothering me at all this morn ing.”  

“Great. Then I guess you still want to keep our appointment with our 

Indian friend this evening?” 

“Yes.” 
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Chapter Thirty Eight 

Sarah meets Rapsar 

After work we met with a woman of mixed ancestry who wanted to 

contact the Native American aspect of herself and to gain from the wisdom it  

possessed. I attempted to induce a trance, but her psychological defenses 

interfered. Alta Sha emerged, and referring to me, he said to her, “This one 

does not speak his own words, but those of the Creator, which he allows to 

flow through him. He has been sent to help you, as have I. It does not matter 

to me whether you believe I am who I say I am or not. The words I speak are 

those of the Creator. If you want wisdom and insight, you will have to work 

very hard to lower the barriers which prevent you from knowing yourself. All 

that you seek you can receive, but you will have to follow this one‟s 

instructions and listen to his words. I know that you are not comfortable with  

men, but it is important for you to put aside your fears and doubts and to 

allow yourself to use what is said. You should realize that the spirit which  

now inhabits your physical form is created by God, is a part of God, and can 

provide you with the answers you are seeking.” He then turned the session 

over to me. 

I said, “Visualize your spirit as it would appear if it were not contained in 

your body and tell me what you see.” 

“It has the shape of a ball, more like an egg.”  

“What color is it?” 

“It has a reddish beige hue, the color of my people and of the earth.”  

“Is Light coming from it?”  

“There is a Light behind it.” 

“Where does this Light come from?” 

“From the other world.”  

“Put your mind into that ball and look toward the Light that comes from 

the other world. A llow that Light to enter the ball and to fill it completely. 

Tell me what you feel as you do this.” 
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“I feel warmth.”  

“Do you feel peace?” 

“Yes.” 

“This is healing Light. You can let it heal your physical fo rm. It can 

illuminate all of those aspects of yourself that you wish to understand, 

especially your emotions. By learn ing about your emotions, accepting them 

and expressing them, you can set them free and begin to heal yourself.”  

I spent a good deal of the session helping her to overcome self doubts. 

She thanked me for helping her see her actions from a different point of view. 

At the end of the lengthy session we all prayed, including Alta Sha.  

On the way home Marjie complained that her stomach was upset. 

Perithnea said, “Mother is feeling much worse than she‟s saying.” I focused 

Light on it, which helped some.  

Sarah said, “Touch is brave. She kept her appointment even though she 

felt sick.”  

Marjie‟s stomach distress improved before bedtime, but was worse  in the 

morning. I prayed for assistance and Marjie said, “Mother is here. She is 

telling me that my implant will have to be removed and replaced. It was 

damaged by the false impulses from Nuke‟s old System and is making me ill. 

They will do it this morn ing while you‟re at work.”  

“Don‟t I need to stay with you?” 

Perithnea answered, “She will be well looked after by the medical staff at 

the Station, by me and the other children, by Alta Sha, and by Mother. She 

will sleep most of the day. By this afternoon she‟ll be feeling better. You can 

call her after lunch to be sure she is all right.” 

I was a b it concerned about the effect of another implant surgery , but with  

all those assurances, I went on to work. At mid day Marjie said that the 

replacement had gone according to plan. She had gone to town for groceries 

and was resting. After supper, she went rabbit hunting again.  

I asked Perithnea, “Will it be safe fo r Marjie to go to Atlanta?” 

“It will cost you fifty kisses to find out,” she answered. 

“It‟s a deal.”  

“She can travel, but she will sleep a lot.”  

“She usually does that anyway when we travel.”  

Alta Sha manifested. “Everything went well with the surgery. You should 

take your time and enjoy your trip.” His penetrating gaze suggested he was 

sending a telepathic message, but I wasn‟t aware of the content . I noticed that 

the overhead light bulb momentarily grew much brighter.  
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“I guess we had a power surge,” I commented. 

“Perhaps you are being summoned.” 

I thought it was probably Nuke calling, but Marjie d idn‟t hav e any 

indication that he wanted to talk. Instead, Sarah asked, “Will Sarah be safe 

where we are going?”  

“Yes. I wouldn‟t take you there if I thought you would be in danger. The 

people we are going to visit are kind.”  

She surprised me by saying, “I am interested in meeting new people, 

especially 8‟s friend Rapsar.”  

We watched a program on telev ision and when it was over, she tapped me 

on the shoulder and said, “Eight.” 

“Is 8 tapping on your shoulder?” 

“Yes, 8.”  

“Tell him I am all ears.”  

“What?”  

“It means I‟m ready to listen.”  

“Good evening, Pat,” Nuke said. 

“Good evening. Marjie isn‟t having the symptoms she had the last time 

her implant was replaced.”  

“The procedure went quite well. Her recovery is very rapid.”  

“We will be with Rapsar tomorrow.”  

He raised her eyebrows. “I was not expecting this development. Why are 

you going there?” 

“For several reasons. Donna said it was important for us to have a talk 

about Rapsar, Sarah said that you told her she will be working with him in the 

future, and I want to check on the progress of Rod‟s energy machine.”  

“The signal is poor tonight.” 

“She‟s tired. Perhaps we should continue this tomorrow. Do you have any 

special message for Rapsar?” 

“I await a message from him.”  

“I‟m not sure that Donna will allow him to emerge.”  

“I understand. Our link is making Star One nauseous. I must break off.” I 

put my hand on Marjie‟s shoulder, and he smiled, saying, “Thank you for 

your help, friend.”  

“Anytime. Thanks for her new implant.”  

Marjie said, “I feel nauseous.” 

“Eight said it was because of a poor connection.”  

“It‟s going away,” she said. “I‟m really tired.”  
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I got the Book of Virtues out and Sarah asked, “Can I put my head on 

your lap so you can rub it?” 

“Sure.” It wasn‟t long before we were both asleep. 

Sarah was surprisingly enthusiastic about the trip to Atlanta. She helped  

by reminding me not to forget various things and by taking suitcases to the 

car. She was also happy that we would be there before n ightfall.  

Perithnea announced, “I‟m not going with you this time, father.”  

“Oh, why not?” 

“I‟m not happy with the way Donna has treated me and Ivy after saying 

that she loved us. She hasn‟t tried to speak to me when she calls and Ivy is 

feeling neglected, too.” 

“I understand why you don‟t want to be around her, but we‟ll miss you. 

It‟s the first time you haven‟t gone somewhere with us. You don‟t have to 

channel if you go.” 

“I‟d rather not.”  

“I didn‟t realize you wouldn‟t go. I wouldn‟t either if it weren‟t for 

Rapsar and Sarah.”  

“I know. Don‟t feel bad. If mother needs me, I‟ll be there to help her.”  

“That‟s good to know.” 

I made a wrong turn on the way to Donna‟s and traffic slowed us down. I 

wondered why we were being delayed, but when we got to her condo, Rod 

was just waking up from a much needed nap, and our timing was just right.  

Rod showed me blueprints of h is energy device and order forms for 

components, along with thick files of other material relat ing to it. He claimed  

that only investors were being shown this information, and said that a 

physicist from Oak Ridge Laboratories whom I had previously met had 

become an investor. Without a background in engineering or physics, the 

documents meant nothing to me, but he seemed to be quite sincere, and I 

wrote him another check in hopes that his machine for developing more 

energy than it consumed would become a reality. He also said that recently he 

had been under much closer government surveillance. “I had a feeling that 

you were at risk in the last few days without knowing why,” I said. Perhaps 

my telepathy was working better than I thought. 

We had not previously informed either Donna or Rod of Sarah‟s 

existence. Soon after we arrived, she began to channel, and I introduced her to 

them. They treated her as a real person, which pleased her. She was fascinated 
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by all the books, artifacts, and whatnots in Donna‟s apartment, which could 

take days to fully exp lore. I told them about Sarah‟s history and the recent 

attacks made on her, Nucleus and Marjorie.  

Donna said she had heard Rapsar‟s voice a few days before  and he told 

her that he needed to come forth soon, which I realized co incided with Sarah‟s 

announcement that she would be working with him. Donna spontaneously 

suggested that Rapsar wanted to greet us.  

I was happy that she had volunteered so quickly, and said, “Greet ings to 

you, Rapsar.” 

“Thank you for bringing Sarah to me so that we can speak. I am now at  

rest, thanks to you.” This was exactly what I was hoping to hear. He wasn‟t 

gasping for air like the last time we had spoken. Turning to Sarah, he said, “I 

am Rapsar.” 

She answered, “Sarah does not know you. How does Sarah know to trust 

you?” 

“I am a long time friend of your instructor, Nucleus 8. You should not 

trust automatically. Trust takes time to develop. I am here to be your watch 

guard and to protect you. Someday I will pilot you in a craft to another place.”  

“Sarah does not want to leave Sound and Touch.”  

“Only when Sarah gives permission and is ready will I take you 

elsewhere. For now, I only want you to become acquainted with me and to 

know that I am here fo r your benefit.”  

“What do you know about The Dark?”  

“Of what darkness do you speak?” 

“How can you protect me if you do not know about The Dark?”  

“the darkness is of no concern to us. It will not be a part of your future. 

You have been taken away from The Dark and you will be kept away from it. 

You have no need to worry about it.” His tone was that of a firm parent  

instructing his child. 

“Sarah is happy that she will not have to leave soon. Sarah is still little.”  

He held his hand out to her. “Pay close attention. I want you to accept the 

sparkling, golden flowe r that I am giv ing to you. Can you see and feel it?”  

“Yes. Breath.” 

“Breath? No, it is Light.” 

“To her the Light of the Creator is Breath,” I exp lained. “He wants you to 

take it from his hand.” She did.  

Looking at me he said, “All is well with Rapsar. All is according to plan. 

You have no need to be concerned for me.” He withdrew.  
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Rapsar‟s manner had been gentle, firm, strong, committed and 

commanding, which was very different from Donna‟s soft, femin ine style of 

relating. Donna had heard Rapsar‟s words and was certain that she had not 

been the one saying them. She asserted that they were definitely separate 

individuals. 

Marjie was tired and decided to rest at the apartment while Rod, Donna 

and I went to pick up his son in her car in order to drop them off elsewhere. 

We were on our way back to her apartment when I said, “I was pleased that 

you were able to channel Rapsar without needing to be in a trance.” 

“It‟s much better that way,” she said.  

“Are you still interested in piloting a craft someday?”  

“Yes.” 

“It looks as if you‟ll get your wish, only it will be Rapsar telling you what 

to do.” 

That night I slept remarkab ly well in spite of the many noises of 

downtown Atlanta which ordinarily would have kept me awake. That the 

sirens of ambulances going to a nearby hospital emergency entrance didn‟t 

wake me was a miracle in itself. 

Sarah immediately greeted me when Marjie woke up in the morning. 

“Touch doesn‟t understand the formula fo r yellow,” she complained. 

“Does Sarah understand this formula?”  

“No. Nucleus showed me how to make yellow, but I can‟t remember 

exactly what I am supposed to do.” 

“I‟m sure he will show you again if you ask. Why was Nuke showing you 

how to make the color yellow?”  

“Not just the color. It is a dark yellow metal.”  

“What kind of metal?”  

“Gold. It has a dark yellow color.” 

“Why was he showing you how to make gold?”  

“It will be used to make the text ile fo r the ceremonial gown that Sarah 

will wear when she is inducted to the Board. One of 8‟s friends carefully  

measured Sarah to make sure that it will fit snugly. And some of 8‟s friends at 

the Station use powdered gold to strengthen their skeletal structure.  

“Eight put black powder into a trough and held an instrument over it. The 

instrument glowed bright green and the powder instantly turned to gold.” 

Our purposes in Atlanta had been quickly accomplished, and soon we 

were headed back to Martin. “How did you like our visit, Sarah?”  

“Sarah was happy to meet new people.”  
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“You were very well behaved. I think they were impressed with you. 

How d id you feel about meeting Rapsar?” 

“He didn‟t know about The Dark. Sarah is not sure she should trust him. 

Sarah is glad she doesn‟t have to leave Sound and Touch.” 

Marjie said, “I don‟t know why, but suddenly I feel very unhappy with 

my body. I don‟t like it. I don‟t want to have it anymore, and I don‟t even 

know why.” 

After some unproductive questioning I suggested that I count her down to 

explore the reasons for feeling that way, but before I started, a tearful Sarah 

said, “It‟s Sarah‟s fault. Sarah is sorry to make Touch feel bad because Sarah 

doesn‟t like her body. Sarah has viewed it and does not like it. It is much  

bigger than the last time Sarah saw it. It has new parts on it that weren‟t there 

before. Sarah wants her old body back!”  

“Your body is maturing. The changes that come with growth can make 

you feel strange and uncomfortable. I think that one day you will be happy 

with your grown body. Maybe you don‟t like it because you‟re not ready to be 

a grownup. How old is it now?”  

“Eight man says nineteen years old. Sarah doesn‟t want to be that old! 

Sarah is still little! Sarah doesn‟t want to grow up and leave Sound and 

Touch!” 

“You don‟t have to leave until you want to. We won‟t make you go, but 

everyone grows up someday, and when they do, they often want to go places 

without their parents and to be more independent. They come and they go as 

they please.” She nodded, accepting my assurances.  

Marjie said, “That was strange. One minute I didn‟t like my body at all 

and now I feel fine about it.”  

“It was Sarah reject ing her body. When I convinced her she didn‟t have to 

enter it until she wants to, you stopped having her feelings.”  

“It‟s weird not to be able to tell the difference between her feelings and 

mine somet imes.” 

“The same thing happens to her. Sometimes she has your feelings, too. 

Maybe you need some kind of internal signal that will let you know which is 

which.”  

I suggested that we stop at New Echota, Georgia, the capital of a former 

Cherokee reservation. At the museum we read the sad history of the theft of 

good farm land and the many improvements upon it from the highly  

successful Cherokees who had lived there, and their forced expulsion by 

covetous whites. Before it was stolen, the Cherokees were peacefully settled 
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on their reservation land, were successfully farming it, had developed an 

organized government and published a newspaper using the alphabet created 

by the genius Sequoya. Andrew Jackson approved the use of military force to 

expel them in spite of a Supreme Court ruling that it was illegal. The land had 

been guaranteed to them by the U.S. government in perpetuity, partly in 

appreciation of their assistance in fighting the British in the war of 1812 under 

the generalship of Andrew Jackson. Betray ing their loyalty to the white 

government which they had fought and died for, Jackson supported the whites 

who wanted the first class farms the Indians had developed. When gold was 

found on their land, the whites were determined to steal it and did so with the 

blessings of the Georgia leg islature. The Cherokees were forced to march on  

what is now called the Trail of Tears to Oklahoma in the dead of winter with  

litt le more than the clothes on their back. Hundreds died on the way of 

exposure, illness and starvation, not to mention broken hearts. It was another 

disgusting chapter in the history of white men‟s dastardly treatment of 

peaceful Indians. 

We visited the impressive log structure of the restored capital building  

and several others. When we reached the print shop, we purchased a replica of 

a newspaper published with Cherokee and English versions side by side, 

printed using the same techniques that were used by the Indians. What the 

Indians had achieved by adopting white man‟s ways had surpassed the typical 

white settlements in northern Georg ia at that time. It was no wonder that the 

Cherokees were considered by white men to be one of the civilized tribes. 

While walking the grounds of the restored village, I suddenly became 

lightheaded, dizzy and weak, as if all my energy had suddenly been drained.  

To avoid faint ing, I sat down under a big oak which served as a backrest. 

Marjie sent healing Light to me while I visualized it energ izing me. I also held 

my hand against the bark of the tree to receive energy from it. After a short 

rest I was able to walk back to the car and realized that I was quite hungry. I 

quickly recovered after eating lunch at the closest restaurant we could find,  

Adam and Perithnea told me how concerned they had been for me and of 

their efforts to send me energy. “The sprites in the tree sent energy to you too, 

Father Bright,” said Perithnea.  

“I appreciate all the love and energy that everyone sent.” 

I asked Adam, “Were you present when Rapsar spoke to Sarah?” 

“Yes. She was not very impressed.” 

“I think she feels that he‟s one more person who is trying to make her 

grow up faster than she wants to,” I said.  
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“I‟m going to sit with you for the rest of the way and watch you drive the 

car,” he rep lied.  

“Good. I‟ll enjoy your company.” 

Alta Sha emerged. “Things will be progressing more rapid ly now. You  

will meet more Cherokee people in the future. That is why you felt led to visit 

New Echota. They may enjoy looking at a  replica of an actual newspaper with  

Cherokee and English versions side by side.”  

We stopped at a textile outlet store in Dalton, Georgia, where Marjie 

purchased two ivory colored blankets made out of fine velour. She exp lained, 

“They feel like Teglinlin fur. Sarah loves them.” Sarah talked nonstop about 

how much she liked them until, about twenty minutes later, Mother 

intervened. Marjie said, “Mother is telling me that Sarah needs to be swaddled 

in them when we get home. It will be like returning to the womb for her. I‟m 

still having trouble telling the difference from what I feel and what she feels. 

It‟s confusing. Mother says that she‟s going to separate these feelings. She‟s 

also rubbing her face against yours.” 

“I felt her very strongly, but I didn‟t know she was doing that. Thank you 

Mother, I love you too.” 

We were at home again when Adam jo ined me at breakfast. After our 

affectionate greeting I asked, “How do you feel about Sarah‟s progress? Do 

you have any suggestions?” 

“I don‟t have suggestions, but I have noticed that when she receives 

something she likes, she wants more of it. In this she seems to be somewhat 

greedy, like many human children.”  

“She is a lot like a human child. Sometimes I‟m concerned that I may not 

be giving her enough instruction. On the other hand , if she isn‟t where she 

needs to be, I AM will put her somewhere else.” 

“I agree.”  

“What have you been doing?” 

“Pollinating flowers.” 

“Here on Earth?”  

“In a laboratory at the Station. Nucleus suggested that I might enjoy 

working on genetic mutations of flowers in order to create decorations for the 

party that will be given when Sarah joins the Board. The mutated flowers 

Joshua and I plan to develop will be considered scientific wonders.”  

“That sounds like interesting work. I would like to hear more about what 

you have in mind. Have you and Joshua been learning a lot about plant 

genetics?” 
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“Yes, I learned that there are only three basic genes in plants which 

control the creation of flowers. One controls the growth of leaves, one 

controls the central core, and another controls the growth of petals. Any one 

of them can stimulate the activity of the others, so if A is activated first, it can 

stimulate B and C as well. I have been able to fool the flowers into thinking  

that the other two genes are present when they are not by borrowing genetic 

material from another plant. I created a plant that  has leaves on it but no 

petals. Where the petals would be there are just more leaves.  

“It is my goal to create a plant that will have all petals and no leaves. I 

will eliminate the gene that controls the growth of leaves but will fool the 

plant into thinking it is present. I have to make myself very small to do this 

type of work.”  

“It sounds fascinating. I‟m glad you have found a project that you like so 

much.”  

“Thank you, father. I will go back to the laboratory now.”  

“Goodbye, and keep me posted on your progress.” 

“I will.”  

Sarah joined me and Bart at lunch. She whispered, “Sarah is happy that 

Whisper is here. Perhaps he will be staying.” 

“I don‟t know,” I answered.  

“Will you please tell him what Sarah imagined about him, and that Sarah 

wants him to be her teacher?” 

“Okay. Bart, when I asked Sarah to search for a guide, she thought of 

you. She had a vision of you teaching her how to do different things. She 

wants to know if you will stay for a longer visit and instruct her.”  

Sarah said, “Please?”  

Bart seemed amused. “I have to go back to school in only a couple of 

weeks.”  

“You are welcome to stay if you want to,” I said. “Think it over and let  

Marjie and me know what you decide. I have to go to work.”  

I returned to the house around seven o‟clock. After I said hello to Bart  

and Marjie, Perithnea emerged, saying, “We went shopping. Mother bought 

some new curtains for the bedroom and some accessories for the bathroom. 

She was very nervous about buying them without your okay.” 

“It took courage. That‟s good.” 

“She thinks that she spent too much and is afraid to tell you about the 

bathroom accessories that she put on lay away.”  

“She didn‟t spend too much.” 
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We had just sat down for supper when Sarah said, so that Bart could hear, 

“Sarah is very happy that Whisper is here.”  

“Have you talked to each other much today?” 

“No, Touch has been too busy. Sarah watched Touch pick and peel corn 

from the garden. She p icked eight ears.”  

“They should be good to eat. I like corn a lot.”  

Sarah said, “Would you tell Bart about Sarah and 8‟s emergency? I didn‟t  

tell h im before because you‟re a better storyteller than me.”  

“Perhaps Sarah would like to tell the story.” 

“No, Sarah doesn‟t want to tell,” she said. 

“If Sarah doesn‟t want to tell the story, then I‟m not sure that I want to 

tell it, either.”  

“Sarah does not care!” I d idn‟t believe it and gave her a skeptical look.  

“Why should I tell the story if Sarah does not care?” 

“Sarah does care! Sarah bad. Punish Sarah?” 

“No, I won‟t punish you. You recognized your error and told the truth. 

What good would it do to punish you?” 

I told Bart the story of the chemical explosion and also let him know 

again how much Sarah liked him. He listened intently, but had no remarks. 

Sarah said, “Whisper is Sarah‟s surrogate brother. Sarah is very happy that 

you are here.”  

Bart didn‟t answer and I added, “We‟re about to make a trip to Canada to 

look for more of Tanner‟s stones, Bart. Do you think you could get 

permission to go?” 

“I think I‟ve done enough traveling for one summer. I‟m really not 

interested in going anywhere else.” Sarah, shocked and hurt, asked him 

several times in the next few minutes if he would change his mind, practically  

begging him to go with her. Although he had no plans which would prevent 

him from going, he was adamant, and Sarah withdrew. I was worried about 

the effect his rejection would have on her, and didn‟t understand why Bart  

tossed away an opportunity to travel to places he had never seen before. 

Marjie was also perturbed with Bart but like me, said nothing.  

Bart complained that there was nothing to do. I suggested several 

activities but he wasn‟t interested. Therefore, I went to the living room to 

read, Bart went to his bedroom, and Marjie took a bath, put on her 

nightclothes, and went upstairs around eight thirty. I suggested that it was too 

early to go to bed and that Bart might want some company. She decided to go 

to his room to speak with him. 
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When I passed by his open door, I heard Sarah speaking, and looked in to 

see how she was handling the situation. Bart was lying face down on the bed 

with tears in h is eyes. Sarah asked him, “Why does Whisper cry?” He 

shrugged his shoulders. She said, “Sarah loves Bart. You can tell Sarah what‟s 

wrong.” Bart wouldn‟t talk. She continued to ask him to explain, 

unsuccessfully. “Help Sarah, Sound. What is wrong with Bart?”  

“I don‟t know. If Bart doesn‟t know, he can find out by looking within 

himself. I‟ll be happy to help you do that if you want to, Bart .” He said nothing. 

“Perhaps Bart is missing something that he used to have,” I suggested, thinking 

of the friend that had died, but got no response.  

“Sound help Bart?” Sarah asked again. 

“I don‟t believe in intruding,” I answered. I was convinced that Ba rt was 

manipulating Sarah‟s feelings and I was miffed. I had often seen him do that 

to Marjie. I decided to back away from the conversation without letting him 

know that he was having any effect on me.  

“Sarah does not wish to intrude, either. Sarah loves Whisper and wants to 

help him, but does not know how,” she said. I walked to the living room, and 

Sarah jo ined me a moment later. “Sarah has no idea what is wrong with  

Whisper.”  

“Neither do I.”  

“Sarah does not want to beg.” 

“I agree. It is not a good idea to beg for an answer. It ‟s up to him to tell us 

something if he wants our help. Perhaps he prefers to talk to Touch.”  

“No, Touch would beg.”  

“You could be right.”  

Sarah and I looked at pictures of flowers in a gardening book. I was glad 

to see that she was not overreacting to Bart‟s withdrawal. Shortly thereafter 

Bart came in looking a bit upset but no longer crying. We tried to converse 

with him, but he didn‟t respond, so Sarah and I continued looking at the book, 

which had a listing of common insect pests. “Sarah wants to find a picture of 

the bug I saw on the corn today.” She turned to the Index, found the page she 

needed, and went to it, but there was no picture, only  a description.  

“It takes more intelligence than a baby has to use the index,” I 

commented. 

“I know, but Sarah is choosing to be a baby,” she answered. I s miled at  

her admission. 

I was tired and went upstairs to bed, while Sarah fo llowed Bart to his 

room. In a litt le while, she came upstairs and said, “Whisper said he was  
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crying because he was afraid he had hurt Sarah‟s feelings by not going on 

the trip. I to ld h im that Sarah would not be alone. Sarah has Sound, Touch, 

Adam, Perithnea, and Purpy.” I was proud of her for telling Bart that she 

could enjoy the trip even if he d idn‟t go. When Bart went home, I regretted  

that he had chosen to withdraw again . Apparently he had allowed himself to  

be drawn back into his family‟s discouragement, as Adam had  warned could  

happen if he d id not persist in h is spiritual search.  

The following night I said to Sarah, “I noticed several times this evening 

that you seemed to enjoy contradicting my opinions. Why were you doing 

that?” 

“Sarah was pointing out the alternative.”  

“I‟m glad you feel free to express a different point of view. You would  

have been punished for that at Compound 91.”  

“Sarah was helpful, too. Sarah shucked corn. Sarah got down on her 

hands and knees to clean a spill on the kitchen floor.”  

“I‟m impressed that you humbled yourself to do that.” 

“It was slave work.”  

I laughed. “Slave work! Is the work of slaves any different from the work 

of others?” 

“It was not slave work. Just the work of a worker,” she agreed. “Sarah 

will dictate.”  

“Very well, what do you dictate?” 

“Sound should check the electrical connection on the computer. A storm 

with lightning is coming near.”  

“You are so right. I forgot to do that. Thank you for reminding me.”  

I noted that although Sarah asserted that she intended to remain a baby 

for a long time, she was certainly not acting like one and continued to mature. 

I was confident that she would give up babyhood in a reasonable length of 

time. 

We were returning to the house from our after supper walk when Marjie 

said, “I can hear Nuke calling. He‟s saying, „Knock knock, Pat.‟“  

“We‟ll have a session if you like.”  

“Okay. I want to lose some weight, too. I‟m really unhappy with the way 

I look. Do you promise to give me suggestions to make me lose?”  

“Sure.”  

We contacted Nucleus. I asked, “How are you feeling, brother?”  



Sarah meets Rapsar 

410 

“Good as new. Thank you for the assistance you gave me.”  

“I‟m always happy to help when I can. Are you calmer now?”  

“Yes. How is Sarah doing?” 

“Sarah is unhappy that her body has matured while she chooses to remain  

a baby. It‟s causing her to be more resistant to returning to it. To  her, the 

growth of her body represents what others want from her, not what she wants, 

but I see daily evidence that she is growing mentally and emotionally.”  

“The growth of her body is being stopped.” 

“How o ld is it now?” 

“Twenty two.” 

“That would be considered adulthood on Earth.”  

“Teglinlins do not reach adult status until thirty years of age, when they 

suddenly emerge from puberty. I also learned just an hour ago that they 

sometimes become violent during puberty. I was completely unaware of this 

possibility.”  

“She‟s exh ibit ing some mildly oppositional behavior now.”  

“Can this be controlled?”  

“I have no intent ion of contro lling her. She already resents the contro l 

others have over her body . She describes herself as a lab  rat.”  

“Is she likely to continue with this oppositional attitude?”  

“No, she‟s experiment ing to find out if she will be punished. She‟s 

learning that she can have a difference of opinion and that I won‟t punish her 

for it. On the other hand, she demonstrates kindness and compassion for 

others and does not seem at all aggressive. I have no doubt that the mild  

opposition is not a problem.”  

“I am relieved to hear that.”  

I described the menial labors that Sarah had voluntarily performed which  

she referred to as slave work. “Does she think that this work is beneath her, or 

does she find it enjoyable instead of menial?”  

“She says she doesn‟t like some of it. I have explained to her that if she is 

to be truly queenly, she must be willing to do the things she would ask others 

to do.” 

“She is not going to be a queen; she is going to be a member of the 

Board.”  

“I know, but as I understand it, she will have great responsibility and 

great power beyond any earthly queen‟s. It‟s the closest analogy I could think 

of.” 

“This is correct.” 
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“My only fear is that she may overly identify with the human tendency to 

be egocentric.”  

“There is nothing that can be done about that now.”  

“She is also learn ing how to use her imagination. She has been making up 

different endings to some of the stories I read to her.”  

“Excellent. That‟s very unusual for a Teglinlin.”  

“She didn‟t overreact when Bart refused to instruct her or when he turned 

down her invitation to go to Canada with us. She even comforted him when  

he got upset. She has grown in spite of her insistence that she wants to remain  

a baby.”  

“All of this is very reassuring.”  

“Adam is enjoying the genetic experiments you suggested.” 

He smiled and changed the topic. “I have in my hand what you would 

term a graph which shows emotional responses. Star One‟s personal read out 

indicates that her reaction to our conversation is somewhat different than it 

has been in the past. Do you know what may be causing this change?” 

“Does it show specific emotions?” 

“No, only their intensity.” 

“I think she may be having some ambivalence because she is developing 

the idea that you and I may be the same. Sarah reinforced this notion by 

saying that she saw me in your form in the laboratory at the Station. She was 

very definite about it. I have trouble getting my little mind to wrap around this 

concept.” 

“It can be confusing. I have no comment on that topic. How are you?” 

“Fine. I‟m looking fo rward to our next adventure.”  

“Oh yes. I am aware of this journey.”  

“Do not let it t ry your patience.” 

“I will take that to heart.” 

“What will you take to heart?” 

“What you just said.” 

“What did I say?” He was obviously perplexed.  

“Didn‟t you just say, Do not let it try your patience?” 

“No. Let me check my System‟s memory.” 

“Perhaps it was Alta Sha. Your voices sometimes sound alike to me.”  

“It was I,”  said Alta Sha.”  

“Thank you, Alta Sha.”  

“It is very baffling to me how I put something into my System and it  

comes out different on the other end.” 
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“That is why we call it a  miracle. It is baffling.”  

“Thank heaven that it is an angel communicat ing. What if?”  

“Yes, that could be a problem.”  

“I would hate to think of this happening if I were communicating with my 

mother. I would have to come and be a house guest for a while.”  

“Are you still busy? Are things as hectic as they were?” 

“Although I have assigned many responsibilit ies to others, I still have a 

great many.”  

“Perhaps you should take more time for meditation.”  

“I have made sure to set aside time for that. I have to admit that it could 

become addictive.”  

We agreed to speak again soon. I gave Marjie suggestions for weight loss 

and ended the session. 

Shortly after it was time to read. Sarah said, “Sarah wants to talk to 

Sound for a while, but can wait if you are too tired.”  

“I‟m not. Are you upset that Whisper is not going on the trip with us?” 

“No. I will be happy to be with you. When Sarah grows up, can she bond 

with Sound?” 

“Daughters and fathers cannot bond. Besides, I am already bonded to 

Touch.” 

“It would be better to have someone who isn‟t used, anyway.” 

“That‟s right. When you are grown, you can find some fine Teglinlin who  

is not used to bond with.” 

“Eight is not used.” 

“That‟s true. Perhaps you could bond with him.” I wondered how this 

could be accomplished between totally different species.  

“Sound read now.” 
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Chapter Thirty Nine 

Sarah’s Crisis 

Marjie said, “I want to do some personal trance work. I don‟t know 

exactly what I need to work on, but I want to go back to the hallway of 

doors.”  

“Alright.” I prayed for an experience that would bring wisdom, insight, 

and understanding. 

Entranced, she said, “I‟m in the hallway. Sarah is here. She wants to go 

with me. I‟m afraid you might be exposed to something that will frighten you, 

Sarah.”  

“Ask Alta Sha if this experience is for both of you,” I said. 

“I don‟t think I will go on. It‟s all messed up now. Sarah went down the 

hall, entered a door and slammed it behind her! Now why d id she do that?”  

“Perhaps she needed to try this and didn‟t want you to make the decision  

for her. See what Alta Sha has to say.” 

“Oh, just forget it. I can‟t remember which door she went through 

anyway!” 

“Ask Alta Sha what you need to do. You came here for a reason and a 

purpose. You still have the reason.” 

“Alta Sha says Sarah knew which door to go through and did it without 

hesitation or fear.”  

“Just go down the hall, pick out your own door and don‟t worry about 

where Sarah went. You can pick a different door.” 

“I see it. It‟s green.” 

“Fill yourself with Light. When you‟re ready, enter.” 

“The room is full of dark colors, blues, purples, and greens that look as if 

they are being projected by light bulbs. It‟s full of different sounds blasting 

out at me from all d irections at once. It feels like it  could tear the top of my 

head off.”  

 “Go beyond this room to the next one that you need to enter.”  
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“I‟m in a tunnel. I can‟t see the end of it.” She was quiet for a few 

moments. “The walls in this tunnel swirl. They‟re fu ll of swirling lights.” 

“Go through the tunnel.” 

“This is odd. There is a chair here, even though there‟s no floor for it to  

sit on.” 

“Maybe you‟re supposed to sit in it.” 

“I don‟t want to. I‟m going ahead. Now I see another chair but this one is 

upside down, facing the wall of the tunnel. It‟s levitating. I don‟t like this 

chair. The re‟s something strange about it.” 

“Do you want to get out of this tunnel?” She nodded. “Then just step out 

of it.”  

“I‟m out. I just took a step sideways and I was out.”  

“Where are you now?” 

“I‟m in a room full of ladder backed chairs arranged in a circle a round 

me. They look strange “ 

“Are they seats of judgment?” 

“I don‟t know, but they are moving in closer.”  

“Examine one of these chairs closely and see what it really is.”  

“They‟re all different kinds of beings! Some I have seen before, some I 

haven‟t. You, or is it Nuke, is standing beside me. They‟re still closing in. It‟s 

confusing.” She was mild ly distressed. 

“What do these beings want?” 

“They want to touch me. They need to touch me.”  

“Are you willing to let them?”  

A blissful smile crossed her face. “Fill yourself with the Light of the 

Creator and allow it to flow through you to them. Be the queen that you are. 

How does it feel to be touched by them?”  

“Satisfying. One by one, they touch me and then back away.”  

“Do you see Sarah?” 

“Yes, I see Sarah and Joshua.” 

“Are they together?” 

“No, they‟re standing apart. One of you, Nucleus or you, I can‟t tell 

which, is going to take me out of here soon.” 

“Take your time. I don‟t want you to leave until you finish what you 

came here to do.” She smiled and  the beings continued touching her.  

“Here‟s one I haven‟t seen before. It‟s a little ball. There‟s light in there. I 

want to see it better.” She held her hand up to her face, examin ing it very  

closely.  
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“It‟s beautiful! Either you or Nucleus wants it to enter me, but I don‟t 

have an opening near my heart, where it wants to come.”  

“Perhaps it doesn‟t need an opening. They go through walls, so maybe it  

can enter your body anywhere.” 

“I let it in. It has no knowledge of emotions.” She sighed deeply and said, 

“Nucleus or you, I still can‟t tell who, says it has to stay inside me for a while 

until it  learns about feelings.” 

“Are you finished?” 

“I don‟t know. I can‟t figure out who is standing beside me, if it‟s you or 

if it‟s Nuke.”  

“Take a good close look and tell me what you see.” 

Looking distressed, she said, “I see your face on Nuke‟s body. I want to 

end this now!” 

“One reason why you came here is to deal with how you feel when you 

see us like this. Does it d isturb you if Nuke and I are one and the same?”  

“Yes. I don‟t want to tell you how I feel.”  

“You can tell me anything. I am not going to be hurt and I won‟t be angry  

with you, no matter what you are feeling.” I suspected she was attracted to 

him. 

“I‟m ashamed.” 

“There is nothing to be ashamed of. If you have fee lings for Nuke, then 

you have feelings for me as well. If you love my entire spirit, then you will 

love all aspects of that spirit, which can assume many different forms. Why 

are your feelings so disturbing?” 

“I have always found Nuke to be very attractive , and then I feel that I am 

betraying you. I feel unfaithful when I have these feelings for h im.”  

“Do you remember having seen yourself reflected in my eyes as an ET 

and having experienced yourself as an ET in h is dimension?” She nodded. “I 

have also seen you that way, and I find that one attractive. If I love your spirit, 

I have to love her too. Do you feel badly if I love her as well?”  

“She is me.”  

“So if I love her, I am loving you. Likewise, if we are different aspects of 

the same spirit, you can still love me while you also love Nuke .”  

“I‟m going to have to work on this some more.”  

“You probably will, but I won‟t be jealous or upset.” I counted her up. 

She emerged, looking at me with wonder. “I noticed that your mouth 

forms a perfectly straight line, just like Nuke‟s. When I looked at him it was 

really you, but it was really h im. It was weird!”  
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“I don‟t begin to understand how all of this fits together. I just know that 

somehow it does. Ultimately, we are all of the same Great Spirit. It will be 

made clear to us someday. What about that ball of light that entered you?” 

“It was sweet. They were all sweet. I felt love for all of them, and they 

had love for me.”  

“It sounds like you had a very good experience, in spite of the rough 

start.”  

Sarah, eyes wide with amazement, said, “Touch was beautiful! I saw her 

Light and it was beautiful! I love the little light that entered her. It‟s brand 

new. It doesn‟t know about feelings. It‟s Sound‟s job to teach it how to feel.”  

“I will do my best.” 

“It doesn‟t communicate with language.” 

“Were you happy to be with Joshua again?” 

“I didn‟t see Joshua.”  

“Touch saw both of you in the same space with her, but you weren‟t close 

together. Maybe you were so focused on what you needed to see that you 

didn‟t notice each other.”  

I felt wonderful to have helped Marjie understand just how beautiful and 

important she is to others. My prayer for a significant experience had been 

abundantly answered. 

Sarah continued, “The light was put into Marjie for you, Sound. It is for 

when Sarah is gone. Sarah must make preparations for the future. Her training  

must continue. It is time for Sarah to stop delaying things and to get on with 

it.”  

I thought that the love shown for Marjie in the session had inspired Sarah 

to be like her, but I was dis mayed to think Sarah might be leaving soon.  

Sarah thoroughly enjoyed having me stroke her hair and back while I read  

Yogananda‟s comments about true security in a calamitous world. She had  

chosen this topic, saying, “Sarah will probably need this most of all.”  

In the morning at breakfast Marjie studied my face closely, as if still 

confused about whether I was Nuke or myself. I let it pass without comment.  

It was late that night when Marjie jo ined me downstairs, where I had  

gone to read due to insomnia. She said , “I feel like I‟ve been on a two or 

three day high and I‟m just now waking up. I don‟t know what they‟ve been 

doing to me, but I think they took my body for some kind of medical 

procedure. You to ld me that they were coming for me.”  

“I don‟t know anything about them coming for you. Maybe it was Nuke 

who told you that.” She had a snack and went back to bed.  
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I was getting ready for work when Marjie said, “I know they were doing  

medical tests on me that kept waking me up, but I don‟t remember wh at kind  

of tests they were. I‟m not even sure if they were working on me or if it was 

Sarah.”  

“Sarah said it was time for her to stop delaying. Maybe they are preparing 

for her to return to her body.”  

Marjie said she was feeling nauseous when we sat down to eat supper. I 

suggested that we contact Nuke, but Perithnea said, “I want to save mother the 

strain of having Nuke talk through her. I‟ll find out what happened.” After a 

moment she said, “Sarah received some diagnostic tests and an injection 

similar to a human hormone to promote the healthy growth of her body. 

Teglin lins need it because they are hybrids. Without it all of them are subject 

to certain physical weaknesses that can shorten their life. It‟s standard 

procedure for Teglinlins to have this injection at her age.”  

“I was concerned when Marjie said she had tests she couldn‟t remember. 

It occurred to me that the ETs who used her implant to harm her might be 

trying a more d irect attack.”  

“When the minds of those ETs were scanned, the potential for a direct  

attack was revealed and this was taken into account by Mother. Their 

memories were erased. Her implant is designed so that any strong emotion 

will cause an alarm in Nuke‟s System, and will alert Mother. They will 

respond immediately with attention and investigation.” 

“So protection could be here quickly?”  

“Yes. They would send others to investigate.” 

“Without their protection, we would be very vu lnerable. I thank I AM 

that we have such good friends.” 

“Mother feels tired because Sarah was resisting the tests and the injection. 

Sarah has been clinging close to mother spiritually, so mother feels what  

Sarah feels. Sarah‟s physical form was being held and comforted by an adult 

Teglin lin during the tests.”  

She changed the subject. “It‟s only my feeling, and you don‟t have to take 

my word for it , but there is something about you getting the ranch that just 

doesn‟t feel right to me. I don‟t want you to be discouraged though, because I 

could be wrong.” 

“I‟m open to the possibility that we won‟t be going to live there and I‟m 

not going to worry about it. Breath will put us there if that is where He wants 

us to be. Maybe the feeling of belonging we had was only due to the traces 

Tanner left behind when he was there. I don‟t know where he‟s going to do 
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his teaching. Maybe it will be on the new planet. That would suit me just 

fine.”  

“Before I go, I want to ask you how your day was and tell you that I love 

you, but I am go ing to stop channeling before you answer.”  

Tears of relief came to my eyes. I had been more worried about Marjie 

than I realized. “I love you too, Daughter Bright.”  

“Don‟t cry,” she said, tears coming into her eyes also. “I know you love 

me.”  

Marjie and I were sitting on the sofa when Sarah joined me at bedtime. 

She put her head in my lap and I stroked her hair as usual. She said, “Sarah 

feels different.”  

“How do you feel?”  

“Sarah feels forced. She is not ready to be an adult yet.” 

“The hormone injection they gave you was done at just the right time for 

your body to grow properly. It was necessary.” 

“Sarah doesn‟t want to grow that fast! It‟s important for Sarah to 

remember what it is like to be a baby.”  

“I know it is. We should always have compassion for the little ones, 

wherever they are. You don‟t have to give up the baby part of yourself 

entirely.”  

“Sarah is losing the Sarah that she is familiar with.” 

“There will always be a part of you that is still a baby. I know what that 

feels like and you will, too. It‟s important not to forget about having those 

feelings.”  

She shook her head in disagreement. “Sarah has memories. Sarah does 

not want to give up being touched. Can adult Teglin lins receive this touch?” 

“Being touched is something that we all need, whether we are adults or 

children. It‟s important. You enjoy being touched, and I receive a blessing 

because I enjoy touching you. No one loses. Everyone gains from touching.”  

“Sarah will have to leave soon.” 

“Nucleus said we had a year to help you grow. You have only been here 

since April. There are still nine months left.”  

“Nucleus told Sarah how much time Sarah has. Sarah wants to be able to 

come back when she wants to.” 

“I can‟t believe that we will lose contact with one another forever. We 

will have to see each other from time to time.” My grief was very strong at the 

thought of losing her, but I didn‟t let my tears flow. I felt battered by all these 

threats of loss. How does one learn how to love but also to let loved ones go, 
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so that the losses are not so hard to bear? We have to let the people we love 

be free, but we hope that they will return, not in some distant future, but soon!  

“Sarah is very tired. So is Touch,” she said. For Sarah to say she was tired 

was very unusual. Normally she didn‟t welcome sleep.   

“Do you want me to read to you?” 

“Yes.” I read from Yogananda about choosing one‟s moods in spite of 

circumstances through thinking positive thoughts, which was highly  

appropriate to the situation. Then I read the story of Tom Sawyer pretending 

to love painting a fence, which he actually hated doing , thereby attracting 

other boys to the task, who then paid him for the privilege of painting a little  

bit of it! Sarah commented, “Tom was very smart.”  

“Tom could have willingly painted the fence out of love for his Aunt Polly. 

She took very good care of him because of her love for him. Sometimes Tom 

did things that made it hard for anyone to love him. When you‟re a member of 

the Board, you will be in a position to show your love for others by making 

decisions that make the universe a better place to live, especially for the little 

ones. Some of the things you choose may be difficult for you to do, but if you 

do them out of love, you won‟t mind.” Sarah then fell asleep. 

The next evening I was typing dictation when Perithnea said, “Sarah is 

not doing well. She has been clinging to mother all day long. She is feeling 

extremely tired. The ETs are afraid that they are going to lose her.” 

“What do you mean? Is she about to die?” All of my emotional alarms  

were ringing. 

“They don‟t know. She keeps saying that she wants to see Joshua. I‟ve 

tried and tried to get Nucleus to permit it , but he refuses. I have done 

everything I can think of to persuade him. I even batted my eyelashes at him, 

but he says he will not give in to her.”  

“I had no idea Sarah was in such a bad frame of mind. She complained of 

feeling tired and strange, but not that much.”  

Marjie heard. “We have to have a session about this  right now,” she said.  

“This could be a rough one for you. It would be better if you fortified  

yourself with some food.” 

“I can‟t eat, I‟m too upset.” I counted her down right away . “I can‟t feel 

her! She isn‟t here!”  

I desperately prayed aloud to I AM that He would allow us to make 

contact with Sarah.  

After a couple of minutes, Sarah answered with a weak voice. “Sarah is 

tired. Sarah needs to rest. Sarah wants to be a baby and isn‟t ready to grow up. 
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Sarah wants Joshua. Sarah feels forced. The force has to stop, but Sarah 

doesn‟t know how to stop it. Sarah is hurting. She wants the hurt to stop.” 

I said, “My hurt will never s top if you die now. Ask Breath for the 

strength to go on. Give yourself completely to Him.”  

“Sarah is too tired to go on.” 

I choked out, “There was a time when my life was meaningless to me. I 

was so tired that it took a major effo rt of will to get out of bed or even to  dial 

a telephone. My life felt worthless. I thought I had failed everyone, including 

myself. I was nothing.” 

“Sarah feels the same way.”  

“The only thing that saved me was giving my life entirely to Breath. I 

told Him I didn‟t want it and it was His to do whatever He wanted to do with 

it. I knew I couldn‟t make myself happy, but He knew how to give my life 

meaning and make it happy again. You can do the same.” 

“Sarah is too tired. Sarah wants to go to Breath. Sarah can‟t find Joshua. 

It‟s important for Sarah to remember what it is like to be a baby.” She was 

fading fast. Her voice was weaker and weaker. “Sarah has to rest.” 

“It‟s alright for you to rest, but do not go to Breath yet. Wait for me.” 

“Sarah wait.”  

“Marjie, I have to speak with Eight.” 

“I keep getting that he is busy, he is busy,” she answered. 

“I don‟t care how busy he is! He has to accept this message now! Make 

sure you communicate that.” 

Eight spoke. “What is it, Pat?” 

“We have to talk about Sarah. She is dying.”  

“I have many concerns. Sarah is only one of them. Everyone is trying to 

talk to me at the same time.”  

“You have to listen to this. If you don‟t want her to die, we have to talk!”  

I let my anger be heard. 

“I‟m doing all that I can to save her.” 

“The injection is making her feel forced to grow faster than she wants to, 

faster than she can. She is resisting.” 

“I know she resists but the injection was necessary.” 

“It was the wrong psychological moment.”  

“Everyone agreed that this was the proper time. I guess I am a failure at  

psychology.” 

“You grew up in a completely different environment than the one she is 

growing up in. No one even asked for my recommendation.” 
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“We should have consulted you. We did not expect it would cause any 

harm.”  

“Her body is forcing her to grow faster than she wants to. I understood 

that it was to be the other way around, and that her spiritual development  

would cause her body to grow in unison.” 

“The injection caused this  change.” 

“We have to reverse the process if at all possible,” I insisted.  

“Perhaps if she would enter her body and find out that she likes it, she 

wouldn‟t resist.”  

“By forcing her, you are the same as her parents, and she resists.   

“She‟s trying to completely disconnect from her body. It would help if 

she could see Joshua.” 

“It is impossible to separate Joshua‟s spirit from his body a second time.”  

“She wants to return to the baby state.” 

“This may be possible if we freeze the body so that it stops pulling her to 

it.”  

“Then do it.” 

“Will this have to be done often? We cannot freeze and then refreeze it  

without damaging the cells.” 

“I understand. It‟s unlikely that she will need to do this again. She was 

choosing to grow on her own before the inject ion was given.” 

“Very well, we will do it.”  

“Will you have to get the Board‟s permission?” 

“I will take full responsibility.”  

“Good. She‟s fading fast. There‟s no time to waste. Marjie, can you 

connect me with Sarah again?”  

“I think so.”  

“Sarah?” 

“Sarah is tired. Sarah wants to go to Breath. Why won‟t Sound let Sarah 

go? I heard Breath calling me, but it was your voice. Sarah loves all of you 

very much, Adam, Perithnea, Joshua, Touch, Whisper. Can Whisper come?”  

“If Whisper came to live with Sarah, would that make Sarah want to 

live?”  

Alta Sha interrupted. “You should examine your motivation. You cannot  

offer the spirit of one to save another.” 

“It was not an impulsive decision. I have been thinking of inviting him 

for a long time. Sarah may be providing the stimulus that I need to go ahead.” 

“Treat each issue separately. Let I AM do the combin ing.” 
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“Very well.” He withdrew.  

“Sarah, we are try ing to stop your body from pulling on you so that you 

don‟t feel forced. Give us time to do this.” 

“Sarah is afraid.”  

“You cannot join I AM with a feeling of fear. There should be no fear. 

Perhaps what you fear is  your own death.” 

“I feel forced. Sarah has to stop the force.” She shuddered. “Sarah‟s body 

feels cold.” The freezing process had finally started. Sarah complained of the 

cold for several minutes and then alternated between feeling cold and warm. I 

prayed that Breath would warm her spirit so she wouldn‟t feel so cold. “Sarah 

is feeling warmer. The cold is going away.” I prayed for her to gain strength, 

and Marjie‟s revitalized expression showed that she was. Sarah exclaimed, 

“The force has stopped!” My fear of losing her flowed away, like water 

gushing through a burst dam, and my tears fo llowed.  

“Sarah knows it is important for her to remain a baby for now. Sarah is 

not ready to be in such a big body. She cannot be forced.” 

“No force, no force! It was not my idea to force you. I did not know 

anything about the procedure which caused you so much distress. I would not 

betray you.” 

„Sarah grew only to please you, Sound. She did not grow to please 

Sarah.”  

“I told you several times to grow at your own pace. I said I d idn‟t want  

you to leave before you were ready. I don‟t want you to think that I want you 

to grow any faster than you should. We will not allow anyone else to do this 

to you, either.” I rocked her in my arms and we sang the allelu ia song 

together. She needed to be treated like an infant, so I did, making a special 

effort fo r the remainder of the evening to express my affection by stroking and 

hugging her.  

Marjie‟s strength had largely returned along with Sarah‟s. “Now we 

know why you felt so tired, and why Sarah was so subdued,” I commented. 

“I knew she was gone for good if we d idn‟t find a way to bring her back,” 

Marjie said. “She was determined to stop the force by going to Breath. I‟ve 

been giving Nucleus a real tongue lashing for not informing us when they 

decided to give her that injection.” 

“It‟s very important for them to understand that she is not to be forced at 

all. Their agenda cannot control her destiny,” I said. “I AM must be the one to 

decide when she is ready to enter her body. As Sarah said, her destiny can 

wait.”  
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Nucleus responded. “I agree. I apologize for being so busy earlier. I 

apologize for making you angry.” 

“I‟m not angry now. Have other things been going wrong?” 

“Not necessarily wrong. There were many things that had to be sorted 

out, all of it quite avoidable. It was understood that her body would draw 

Sarah‟s spirit to it after being given the injection. I was trying to stop the 

process, and although I hate to admit it, I was failing.  

“We are all extremely relieved that the freezing process was successful. 

However, our link with Sarah through the implant in her body has been 

severed. From now on, she will very literally be your baby. We will not know 

what is happening to Sarah except indirectly through conversations between 

you and Star One. Can you give me a report concerning her present 

condition?” 

“She is fine, very contented. She feels like she did shortly before the 

process began.” 

“Will any of her intelligence be lost?‟ 

“All the knowledge is still there, but it will not be used until it is needed.” 

He looked even more relieved. “Sarah has been very wise all along. She has 

been telling us over and over that she was not ready to grow so quickly, and  

we have not listened to her.” 

“Many of her species are very intelligent. That is one reason why she was 

selected.” 

“I AM selected her before anyone else did. We need to rely more on I 

AM and less on science and technology.” 

“I think that is probably correct.”  

“If I AM had not intervened, I would not have been able to communicate 

with Sarah at all. Marjie had lost all contact with her. I AM spoke to her with 

the sound of my voice so that she could hear me calling her.”  

“We had lost communication with her also. I was completely surprised 

that you were able to speak to her. I know where to direct  my thanks. The link 

is breaking up now.” 

“Marjie is very tired. She has been through a great deal.” 

“So have we all. Goodnight.” 

Marjie was still tired when I had to leave for work in the morn ing. I 

advised her to go back to bed. When I returned an hour and a half later, she 

was up and dressed. My schedule was open for the rest of the day and I again 

advised her to take it easy, but she thought shopping for new bedroom 

furniture might wake her up. We had soon bought a new mattress and bed 
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frame at a bargain price, and I had new tires put on the LTD for the trip to 

Canada.  

Sarah talked for a few minutes whenever Marjie felt somewhat energetic, 

which prevented her from fu lly recuperating from the energy drain. We were 

back at home around three in the afternoon. Perithnea said, “In my 

unprofessional opinion, mother needs to stay in bed for the rest of today and 

all of tomorrow. Don‟t ask her how tired she really is, because if you do, it 

will only make her cry.”  

“I value your opinion. I can see that she is very tired, so that‟s what I will 

recommend.” 

Marjie slept while I took care of other chores and errands. She was still 

exhausted when I returned. I was also tired  and lay down to take a nap with  

her. Sarah asked, “Will Sound touch Sarah?” I stroked her back and her hair. 

Marjie said, “I have to make her stop. She‟s draining me.”  

“Sarah is not tired,” she protested. 

“But Touch is exhausted. If she doesn‟t get some rest, she will be sick. I 

know you don‟t want to make her sick.”  

“No, I love Touch.” 

“Then Sarah has to withdraw for now.” She reluctantly  did.  

Marjie asked, “Will you take me to where I can get more energy?”  

I asked I AM to give her th is experience and counted her down.  

“Alta Sha is here. He‟s taking me to Mother. She‟s leading me to a 

special bed. It‟s lighted up and extra wide. He‟s asking if you want to lie  

down beside me and receive some energy also.” I mentally projected myself 

into the other-dimensional bed. “Can you feel the energy  pulsing?” she asked. 

“I feel a pulsing, but I think it is my heart beating.”  

Alta Sha said, “Do you feel the pulse?” 

“Yes.” 

“It is timed with your heart. Enjoy this for as long as you wish. Take as 

much energy from this container as you want.” I took a short nap. 

Marjie woke up after an hour feeling energetic enough to go out to eat. 

Our favorite restaurant was closed, so we decided to get carry out, rented a 

movie, and went home. Sarah talked rapidly as we were driving back to the 

house, getting more and more hyper. She read every sign, and described 

everything she saw until I was finally forced to say, “You have to stop talking, 

Sarah. You‟re draining all of Touch‟s energy.” 

“Sarah doesn‟t want to stop. Why is this draining Touch? Sarah feels 

good.” 
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“You have to stop right now! If you don‟t, you will hurt Touch.” She 

reluctantly complied, but Marjie was completely drained. Nevertheless, Sarah 

started channeling again when we arrived at home! I sternly said, “Sarah, 

what you are doing is wrong! We didn‟t save your life with the help of I AM 

so that you could behave like this. You have to stop. You are taking energy 

without permission.” 

“Sarah is not tired and wants to stay out. Sarah feels very good.” 

“I don‟t care how good Sarah feels right now. Sarah cannot stay out! If 

Touch gets sick and dies, Sarah will have no one, and you will have to go 

away. If you want to live, you are going to have to let Touch rest. You have 

to be quiet. I do not want to hear another peep out of you until tomorrow!”  

It felt terrible to be harsh like her worth less biological parents had been, 

especially after our intense struggle to save her life.  

Fortunately, Alta Sha intervened. “I am taking her with me so that Pearl 

can rest. Adjustments will be made by I AM which will allow Sarah to speak 

freely without draining her.”  

“I thank I AM for this. It is a great blessing. I d idn‟t like having to choose 

between her and Marjie.”  

Marjie rested with her head in my lap and we prepared to watch the 

movie.  

Perithnea said, “I will not drain  mother. I just wanted to tell you how 

proud I am of you for standing up to Sarah.” 

“I didn‟t like doing it.”  

“It had to be done.” 

A while later Marjie and I went to the kitchen for a snack. Alta Sha said, 

“Sarah will no longer drain Marjie when she speaks.” 

“That‟s great. How was this accomplished?” 

“It is not mine to ask.”  

“Alleluia.”  

“Alleluia. Perhaps in time, Sarah will heal.” 

“Now that I can help her without having to worry about draining Marjie, 

it should be much easier.”  

“Yes.” He embraced me. I released all of the tension I had been feeling 

about the situation. I had feared that after my rejection, Sarah might again  

decide to return to Breath. I then felt Mother‟s very strong touch and thought 

she might be adjusting my implant. I sat in the recliner and made myself very  

receptive while I waited for Marjie to jo in me. Mi was tickling my hair. 

Marjie asked, “Is it okay for Sarah to come out now?”  
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“Sure. She won‟t drain you anymore.”  

“I can see and feel her body like before.” She swaddled Sarah in a velour 

blanket and held her in her lap. “She‟s eating this up,” Marjie happily said. I 

thought it was wonderful.  

When the movie was over, Sarah said, “Story time, pleeease?” She drew 

out the word like she used to. Although it was eleven thirty and I lacked sleep 

from the night before, the infusion of energy I had received earlier was 

effective, and I was able to keep my eyes open to read The Velveteen Rabbit, 

by Margery Williams. 

In the morning I asked Sarah, “Why were you unable to stop talking  

yesterday?” 

“When Sarah was at Compound 91, the adults would choke me when I 

spoke. They would choke so hard Sarah thought she could not breathe. Joshua 

told Sarah to keep talking, because to talk, Sarah would have to breathe and 

would not die. To prove that Sarah was still breathing, Sarah would talk very  

fast, but because Sarah kept talking, an adult would hit Sarah so hard she 

would be unconscious. Later Sarah would wake up and still be breathing. 

When 8 man started to freeze Sarah‟s body, they squeezed the air out of 

Sarah‟s lungs. It was like being choked again.”  

“The people at Compound 91 who treated you that way are criminals! It  

was a terrible thing to do to anyone, but more so to a baby! I‟m sorry I had to 

tell you to stop talking. I didn‟t understand why you were doing it, and it was 

hurting Touch. Please don‟t hold it against me.”  

“Sarah loves Sound.” 

Sarah spoke freely at intervals for the remainder of the day without 

draining Marjie. She was cheerful and helped at many small tasks, showing 

me that she was neither afraid nor angry because I had silenced her. Although 

she had told me earlier that she wanted to stay a baby for a while, she was 

definitely learning throughout the day, used good grammar, pointed out that 

she was being a good girl, and volunteered to stop speaking when Marjie 

yawned.  

Perithnea said the blessing over our evening meal. “Thank you, I AM, for 

saving Nucleus‟s life. Thank you for my brothers and sisters, especially Sarah. 

Thank you for my parents and for everything.”  

At story time, I prayed that God would lead me to a passage in the Bible 

that would be pertinent to our current experience. It opened to one of Paul‟s 

letters in which he criticized the wealthy persons in a congregation for 

thinking that because they had social status and materia l possessions, they 
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were better than anyone else. He wrote that whatever they had was bestowed 

on them by God and was not the result of their own efforts.  

As usual, the passage was most appropriate. We had felt discounted by 

the Board‟s decision to pull Sarah back to her body without consulting us , and 

against her wish to be left alone. From their positions of power they thought 

they did not need to consult us and as a result, had lost their control.  
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Chapter Forty 

More Rocks for Tanner 

Marjie felt very good the following day and decided to use the riding 

mower to cut the lawn. Taking a break, she came into the kitchen for a drink 

of water and yelled a loud “Yahoo!” which was so unusual that I stared at her 

in wonder. Tanner said, “It is not polite to stare.” 

“I wasn‟t sure who was speaking. Welcome, Tanner.” 

“Tanner ride s mall red pony! Pony go fast! How does red pony run 

without legs? Pony all broken down!” He hunched over, imitating the shape of 

the mower. 

I tried to exp lain in very simple terms how wheels and an internal 

combustion engine work, using my fist to illustrate the movement of a piston 

going up and down in the cylinder. Tanner guffawed, “Man to Come funny!” 

He imitated my stroking fist, but between Marjie‟s legs, and I laughed with 

him. He went back out to finish mowing. When came in, he jumped in the 

shower and whooped and hollered about riding the red pony. I quickly revised 

my image of him as a sad old Indian who couldn‟t find his rocks.  

Marjie came out of the bathroom saying, “I heard some chanting when I 

got on the mower and the next thing I knew, I was back in the house.” I told 

her how much fun Tanner had on his red pony. “At least one of us did,” she 

answered, mildly frustrated. 

Perithnea said, “I had a wonderful t ime watching Tanner. He would lean  

back in his seat, arms up in the air, and bounce up and down. He was singing 

and shouting and having a marvelous time.”  

I worked on the house for a while, ran errands, and cooked out steaks, 

which we ate around seven. Sarah said, “Sarah is missing Joshua. I want him 

to be with me all the time in the same place where my consciousness is. 

Sound fix?”  

“I can‟t fix that, Sarah.”  

“Please, please, please!”  
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“He may be able to come for a visit, but he can‟t stay. He has other work 

to do and is happy in his body. He doesn‟t want to be here all the time. If he 

did, he would still be here.”  

“I don‟t like it,”  Sarah huffed. 

In her place came Perithnea. “Hello, Daughter Bright! What have you 

been up to?” 

“I‟ve been busy changing the color of water from orange to yellow at my 

friends‟ house.”  

“How d id you do that?” 

“We had to go to the mountains and get some white froth from the 

whitewater streams, and some blue green color from the lake water to mix in  

with the orange. We couldn‟t get the color right at first so we had to undo it 

and redo it until we did. It took a long time , and I d idn‟t even get paid!” 

“What would you do with the money if you did get paid?”  

“I would share it with everyone, but it wouldn‟t be money.”  

“What would it be?”  

“It would be talent, except that those friends don‟t have any. They are 

rather confused. The only talent they have is for giving orders and changing 

their minds.” 

“They sound more like humans than faeries.” 

“Some humans need confused faeries to go along with their own 

confusion. It wouldn‟t do for all of them to be very bright like me. That would  

just make it more confusing for them.”  

“I can see that.” She left.  

At bedtime Sarah told me that I had been pushing myself too hard for the 

last couple of weeks and I needed to rest more. I took her advice.  

Perithnea informed me the next morning that she had eaten one of 

Marjie‟s dreams. “She was in a cave and saw many unusual life forms of 

different colors. She asked if she could have one and chose a black and white 

male. I think it could have been an embryonic Teglin lin. She had to crawl out 

of the cave on her hands and knees because the opening was so narrow. I 

think it  was a dream memory of something Sarah has seen.” 

“Do you think Sarah saw an embryonic Teglin lin inside her mother 

before she was born?” 

“It could have been.” 

“Maybe I should do a regression with Sarah to find out more about that.” 

A thunderstorm caused our power to go out in the afternoon, so Marjie 

and I went to town for supper. On the way, Sarah started channeling and I 
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asked, “Would you be interested in doing a session to remember your early  

life?”  

“Sarah can remember her embryonic life.”  

“You do?” 

“Yes. Sarah‟s mother tried to abort. Hurt Sarah.”  

“How?”  

“Touch Sarah. Drink bad tasting things.” 

“But you survived.” 

“Yes. Sarah strong. Sarah will not be destroyed.” 

“So from the very beginning someone has tried to end your life, and it has 

made you strong.” 

“Yes. Sarah fight.” In v iew of her past, the efforts by 8 and company to 

force Sarah‟s body to quickly mature had understandably brought out her 

fighting instincts. It was perfectly natural for her to cling to the safety she had 

experienced with us. I had even more reason to question the wisdom of the 

Board when it came to understanding her emotional needs. 

A couple of policemen were also eating at the restaurant. She asked, 

“Will they arrest Sarah for talking?” I assured her that they wouldn‟t.  

We were packing for our trip to Canada when Sarah asked, “Will you 

make Sarah lab rat?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Experiment. Sarah‟s birth.”  

“Do you want me to put you into a trance?” 

“No. Teglin lins have total recall. Sarah doesn‟t want to remember when  

she was a real baby. Sarah has forgotten the name of her father. Is Sarah bad?” 

“No. His name is not worth remembering. Perhaps you can remember a 

life when you were not a Teglinlin.”  

“Sarah sees a green form. It sparkles with energy. It is separating into two 

parts, creating a smaller version of itself.”  

“How does it feel to be that litt le one? 

“Happy.” 

“How do these beings survive? What is their function?”  

“They share energy and they reproduce.” 

“Think of another lifetime as a Teglinlin.”  

“Sarah does not want to remember a lifetime as a Teglinlin. Sarah does 

not trust Teglinlins.” 

“Do you believe that there are no Teglin lins anywhere that can be 

trusted?” 
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“Only two, Joshua and Sarah.” 

“Do you remember the female Teglinlin who comforted your body when 

you were in jected and felt so tired?” 

“Yes.” 

“Do you think she was a bad Teglinlin?” 

“Sarah doesn‟t know.” 

“Eight would not allow anyone to be around h im or to work with h im 

whom he does not trust. Do  you remember the woman who came to the 

Stat ion who t ried to harm you and Joseph? He sent her away because he 

didn‟t  trust her. Only the best people are allowed to be near 8 and he 

chooses them very carefu lly , He does not have t ime to waste with those 

who would  do harm.”  

“Sarah knows.” She began to cry. “Sound tries to make Sarah grow.”  

“No, it is entirely up to you whether you grow or not.”  

She cried more and loudly asserted, “Sarah feel safe as baby! Sarah want 

to stay baby!” I held her in my arms and let her cry. “Place where 8 lives is 

big!” 

“You like it better here because it‟s small?”  

“Yes! Safe!”  

“Are you afraid you might get lost in the vast place where 8 is?” She 

nodded. “Are you afraid you won‟t be able to find any friends there that you 

can trust?” She nodded again. “I can understand that.”  

It was clear that she had no reason to trust anyone besides Joshua, Touch, 

and me. She still wasn‟t sure about 8 because she knew he was trying to make 

her body grow and wanted something from her. Nevertheless, it was important 

for her to learn that most Teglinlins could be trusted. “Have you seen other 

Teglin lins with 8, or have you seen pictures of them?”  

“Yes.” 

“Do they seem to be having a good time together? Do they seem to be 

nice?” 

“Yes.” 

“Nucleus 8 has a wonderful machine that allows you to know what it 

feels like to be someone else. Touch used it when she was little like Sarah is 

and liked it. She exchanged places with others and knew what it felt like to be 

them. Perhaps you could go with Touch to be with 8 and meet some other 

Teglin lins and see what they are like and if you want to be friends with them. 

If you don‟t like them, you don‟t have to stay around them. Would you like to 

try that?” 
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“Yes, but Sarah does not want to leave Touch. Sarah can feel the way that 

Touch loves her babies. Sarah does not want to lose this.” 

“Touch keeps on loving her babies even when they are grown. Eight and I 

will always love you and so will Joshua, Adam and Perithnea.”  

“Sarah is afraid you will go away and leave her.”  

“Then you will just have to put your foot down and say that whenever we 

go somewhere, you have to go with us.” 

She cried some more. “Sarah does not know why she wants to stay a 

baby.” 

“Do you want to find out why?” 

“Yes. Does Sound know?” 

“Not entirely.”  

“Good. Then we can find out together. We can be partners.” 

“Yes! I like that idea,” I said. She smiled. I was happy that I AM had 

given me the idea of using the machine to introduce her to some other 

Teglin lins and that she was at least willing to try it.  

We were driving through Illinois toward Canada via a route we had not 

taken before. It was starting to get dark when Sarah announced, “It‟s time to  

go home now.”  

“I‟m sorry, but we can‟t do that. We have a long way to go and have to 

spend the night somewhere else.” 

“Sarah does not want to sleep somewhere else. Sarah wants to sleep in 

her own bed. Take Sarah home!”  

“Breath sent us on this trip and I intend to complete it, even if Sarah does 

not like it. I‟m sorry, but that is the way it is.”  

She pouted and yelled, “Sarah does not want to go any farther! Sarah 

needs to go home and be in her own bed! Sarah will cry.”  

“You can complain and cry all that you want to. Personally, I don‟t enjoy 

crying very much. What about how Tanner feels? He needs his stones. Are we 

just supposed to forget about him?”  

“Yes!” I laughed. 

“Do you really think I should forget about the needs and feelings of my 

friends?” 

“Is he a better friend than Sarah?” 

“No, you are equal.”  

“Just let Sarah out here. Sarah will get out.” 

“You remind me of Touch when she gets really mad at me and says the 

same thing.” 
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She continued to quibble with me for a while, but I re mained very calm 

and she realized it was getting her nowhere. I told her again that we would be 

traveling for several days and would be sleeping in other places.  

At last she said, “Sarah knows and Sarah will be good.” 

We found a quiet, reasonably priced motel, for which I had prayed. I AM 

was paving the way again. I read as usual at bedtime and Sarah had no more 

complaints. 

Marjie was napping while we continued northward. When she woke up 

she said, “I was having a dream about rabbits. They were running aro und and 

playing like children.”  

“I think Sarah was involved, too. You were making sounds and 

movements that reminded me of her. Can I speak to her?”  

“Sarah is here.”  

“Were you sharing Marjie‟s dream?”  

“Yes. Sarah was with 8 at circle Station. It rotated. Sarah saw Teglinlins, 

but Touch thought they were rabbits.” 

“Did you enjoy being with them? Was there one that you liked?”  

“Yes, a baby. We played.”  

“That‟s wonderful.” 

“We made noise and the adults did not punish. Not hit. They laughed!”  

“That‟s great! What games did you play?” 

“We ran and tumbled. We had fun.” Apparently the experience had been 

very real for Sarah in spite of not being in her body. The technology of 8 and 

crew was truly amazing. 

I pulled into a MacDonald‟s for b reakfast and said to Marjie, “Apparently 

while you were dreaming, Sarah went to the Station. The rabbits you dreamed 

about were actually Teglinlins. She told me that she played with one of the 

babies.” 

 “I‟m sorry I d idn‟t get to see that.”  

“Apparently you were dreaming about what she was doing, but seeing 

rabbits instead of Teglin lins.”  

We were eating when I said, “I‟ve seen some crows this morning, but no 

hawks. The last time we came to Illinois we saw lots of them.” Within  

minutes of leaving, we saw two red tail hawks flying s ide by side, like an  

aerial reflect ion of ourselves.  

Marjie slept off and on all morning. I hoped that the rest was replenishing 

her energy. At lunch, she ordered lemonade and was acting mildly intoxicated 

within minutes of drinking some of it. “What‟s going on with you, Marjie?” 
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Sarah rolled her eyes in a comical way and said, “Citrus! Fermented! 

Alcohol! Make Sarah t ipsy. Sarah go to sleep.”  

Although she was feeling the effects of Sarah‟s intoxication, Marjie was 

able to eat. A little while after we left, Sarah complained of a headache and so 

did she. 

“It must be from Sarah‟s hangover.” 

Marjie said, “I don‟t see why I have to have Sarah‟s headache. It‟s her 

hangover, not mine.”  

I called on Mother to help and I felt tingling energy when I held my hand 

near Marjie‟s head to project healing Light. Mother touched my brain and her 

song was very loud. Marjie soon went to sleep.  

That evening we arrived at Duluth. We stayed at a very nice resort hotel 

adjacent to Lake Superior and enjoyed an evening walk around the extensive 

grounds. We strolled past inlets and coves of the lake, encountered a variety 

of water birds, and wandered out onto the boat docks to look at the many 

crafts moored there.  

During a break in the next day‟s conference, Marjie  and I bought sticker 

books and modeling clay for Sarah to play with at a hobby shop. The 

conference was over by mid afternoon and we drove along the lakeshore 

toward Thunder Bay until we found a small motel with beautiful, tree filled  

grounds and a good view of Lake Superior from our comfortable, second floor 

room. We enjoyed walking to the shore, looking for rocks along the water‟s 

edge, and playing horseshoes. For supper we chose a waterfront restaurant in 

the town of Grand Marias that offered a picturesque view of a small harbor 

with its many pleasure and fishing boats docked nearby. We toured the town, 

admiring the quaint Victorian homes.  

The following day we drove past Thunder Bay to look for lodgings as 

near as possible to Sleeping Giant Provincial Park, which contained Manu 

Bijou. Marjie loved the prolific birch t rees with their white bark lin ing the 

highway. “I wish we could get some logs from them for our firep lace. They 

would look so pretty,” she said. When we stopped at a turnout to stretch our 

legs, her wish was granted. A pile of birch logs cut to the right length were 

sitting there! We put a few in the trunk, marveling at I AM‟s blessing. 

There was a small motel very near the entrance to the park where we 

checked in early that afternoon. Having plenty of daylight left, we drove 

through the heavily forested park until we reached the head of a trail which  

lead to Manu Bijou, where we parked. A strenuous hike of several miles took 

us to the base of the mountain, next to Lake Superior. The forest had been 
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surprisingly quiet. We had heard very few bird songs and except for a 

porcupine had seen no other wildlife.  

After an hour or so we reached Saltwater Bay, which was adjacent to the 

flanks of the mountain. We admired the crystalline water and a multitude of 

flattened, black, glacier-s moothed stones which covered the shore and the 

bottom of the bay. We enjoyed pitching rocks which skipped many times 

across the smooth water before sinking. After a few minutes, we sat on a log 

to rest, waiting for guidance. Tanner was not channeling and we wondered 

where we were supposed to go next to look for h is stones. 

Marjie said, “Tanner is telling me to take the trail that leads to the heart of 

Manu Bijou.” According to the trail sign, it was several more miles to the 

summit.  

“I hope we don‟t have to go all the way to the top. We‟d have trouble 

finding our way back to the car in The Dark, and I doubt that either one of us 

is in good enough shape to make it, anyway.”  

“Tanner says to keep a sharp eye. Things that seem insignificant may be 

the most significant of all.”  

After several minutes of climbing upward Marjie said, “I don‟t think I 

can go any farther.”  

“There‟s a flat rock where we can sit on the other side of the creek,” I 

said. We started across. 

“Tanner says to look for stones here.” There was a s mall hump of dried  

stones in the middle of the creek bed. Marjie sat down there and began to 

examine the rocks around her while I slowly walked up and down the creek 

looking for any that spoke to me. I had no luck and returned to her side.  

“Look at this,” she said. The black veins in the small red stone in her 

hand resembled a serpent‟s tongue. “This is one of them, and I found this, 

too.” The flat gray stone with a smooth oval depression on one side looked as 

if it had been designed to hold the perfectly fitting serpent stone. “He wants 

this one, too.” It was a black sliver of rock which closely resembled a 

rattlesnake fang. “These are the stones Tanner wanted us to find.”  

“Tanner was right when he said they might seem small and insignificant. 

If he hadn‟t been helping, I wouldn‟t have noticed them,” I said. “It‟s pretty 

amazing that they were located where you had to stop and rest.”  

Alta Sha commented, “When Tanner looks at the small red stone, he sees 

the tongue of the snake clearly. He was taught the legend of this rock. It says 

that when the mountain sighed, water rose up to the chest of  Manu Bijou and 
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the serpent was deposited in a bed of rocks  which had been prepared for it. 

There it was turned to stone.  

“Eventually Tanner will learn the significance of the small rock which  

resembles a fang, which he does not yet know.”  

“Were these stones moved here from the meadow at the Spanish Peaks?”  

“Alta Sha does not always see all of the workings of I AM. All I know is 

that Tanner knew of these rocks and their legends.” 

“How d id he learn the legends?” 

“His elders taught him.”  

I wondered if there had been a cultural connection between Tanner‟s 

people and the Ojibwas who had inhabited this part of North A merica. I had  

read somewhere that there had been an influx of Indians from the southwest 

into this area after the last ice age.  

“Were these stones ever in Tanner‟s possession?” 

“No.” 

“Are we going to find the infinity stone?” 

“You will find it. I cannot say where. Tanner is very pleased with finding 

his rocks.” 

I didn‟t feel the spiritual tingles I felt at the Spanish Peaks or at the ranch 

near Chimney Rock, and felt  a litt le let down that I wasn‟t thrilled by our 

success. We had come a long way to find rocks which outwardly seemed 

rather ordinary.  

“Are you pleased?” Alta Sha asked. 

“I am p leased to be doing the work of I AM and I am pleased to be 

walking in this beautiful forest that He created, but I do not feel the same 

excitement that I felt in the mountains where Tanner once walked.”  

“Enjoy all of the things that you will see on your way back. Marjie will 

be able to make it to the car before dark, but you will have to feed her when  

you get there.” 

The return walk seemed as if it would never end. We enjoyed  seeing a 

number of butterflies and I found a rock with striking black and yellow spots. 

Tanner dubbed it a tortoise rock and we kept it, also. 

There was an hour or so of daylight left when we reached the car, so we 

drove to other points of interest, stopping at an overlook which offered a 

magnificent view of Lake Superior from the top of a very high, sheer cliff. A  

cantilevered metal walkway protruded fifty or sixty feet into thin air from the 

edge of the cliff. The open metallic mesh under our feet gave me the anxious 

sensation of being suspended in air five hundred feet above the water and 
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rocks below, with seagulls flying beneath us. The trembling walkway made 

me very uneasy, but Marjie enthusiastically said, “It‟s almost like fly ing.” I 

was glad when we got back on solid ground. 
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Chapter Forty One 

Pierre, the Voyageur 

Friday morning we decided to tour the city of Thunder Bay, which in 

spite of its dramatic name, was disappointingly drab. It did not appeal as a 

good place to spend the night, so we drove on in search of better scenery. Our 

next stop was the nearby Fort William Indian Reserve, where we toured the 

authentic reconstruction of an early fu r trading fort fo rmerly operated by the 

Hudson Bay Company. The impressive attraction contained 42 build ings and 

employed many actors who dressed in period clothing and enacted the roles of 

people who would have populated it in the early 1800‟s. Many of the shops, 

stores, and administrative buildings were functioning just as they would have 

done then. Bagpipes, fiddles, accordions, dancing, and the occasional boom of 

cannons firing added to the lively atmosphere. The actors would not step out 

of character when I attempted to learn how they got their jobs and if they 

enjoyed working there, which was amusing.  

We watched glass blowers, a blacksmith, and a boat builder demonstrate 

their very impressive skills, and toured the infirmary where sick company 

employees would rest on small cots. Marjie placed her hand on one of the 

beds as we passed through. Later we strolled by a barn in which there were a 

few barred cells for holding lawbreakers. A recording inside one of the cells 

imitated the wails and pleas of a prisoner who complained of feeling wretched 

due to a massive hangover. As we left, Marjie said, “Even though I know it 

was just a recording, I have the strongest feeling that something like that 

really happened.” In the trading post where the voyageurs received supplies 

from the fur company, Marjie said, “I have the strangest feeling that I owe the 

storekeepers money. I want to get out of here as soon as possible.”  

“You must be identifying with the spirit of someone who actually lived  

here,” I said. “Be carefu l about picking up someone you may not want.”  

We walked outside the fort, where we encountered a very friendly  

Chippewa woman, who exp lained the construction of the traditional tepee -
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shaped wigwams of birch bark which she and others were assembling. She 

showed us how the moss which hung from the trees was put between the 

doubled layers of bark for insulation from the cold northern winters. She 

fondly told of spending a month or so each fall in the bush country with her 

husband, living off the land by hunting, fishing, and collecting berries as their 

ancestors did. She said he was in the hospital for knee replacement and was 

grateful when we offered to send healing Light his way.  

As we drove away from the fort, Marjie said, “I feel so relieved to be out 

of there. It feels like I was just released from prison.”  

Perithnea said, “Guess what, Father Bright.” 

“Did she pick up a spirit?”  

“Yep, when she touched that infirmary bed.”  

“Thanks. Let me tell her what‟s going on.” I exp lained to Marjie why she 

was having the strange reactions.  

“I can‟t believe I let another spirit enter me. I wasn‟t expecting that to 

happen at all.”  

“Neither was I, or I would have reminded you to put up your shield of 

Light.” 

“Who could it be?” 

“I think it must be one of the voyageurs because of your fear of being 

arrested for drinking too much, owing money at the company store, and 

thinking that someone was looking for you. I figure that he is with you for a 

reason. Do you want to send him into the Light now?”  

“I suppose not, as long as he doesn‟t want to channel all the time. I don‟t 

have much energy for another one.” 

“Then maybe he can stay until we know why he‟s here.”  

“Okay by me.”  

We visited a small but very enjoyable zoo in  a nearby park, where Marjie, 

who had wanted to see a moose from the beginning of our trip, got to see not 

only moose, but caribou as well! It  was a treat to get close to golden eagles, 

Swanson‟s hawks, snowy owls, red tailed hawks, great horned owls, and other 

raptors. A pond was filled with all sorts of waterfowl, including majestic 

black and white Swans, blue herons, ducks and geese of many kinds. We 

admired foxes, wolves, bobcats and minks. Alta Sha had said to enjoy all that 

we saw on the way back, and we certainly were.  

We drove along the northern shore of Lake Superior, looking for a 

promising place to stay for the night, but didn‟t see anything that appealed to 

us by dusk. We stopped at the next inn we came to, which was full. However 
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the proprietor called a friend across the street, who had a cabin that h e would 

unofficially rent to us. The owner insisted that we label our check a donation. 

When we were settled in, Alta Sha greeted me. After a few pleasantries I 

asked, “Why has that voyageur spirit been brought into our lives at this time?”  

“What ideas do you have about it?” 

“I suspect it happened in order to encourage Sarah‟s growth.” 

“You are an intelligent man. The outcome of their relationship will be 

determined in large by the advice that you give her. I suggest that you speak 

to Nucleus to find out more about Teglinlins and about requirements of 

admission to the Board, since Sarah herself does not know much about these 

matters.”  

“I thank I AM for this good advice.” I held off starting a conversation 

about this with Marjie, who was quite tired.  

It was midmorning of the next day when Marjie said, “I suddenly feel 

really sad and I don‟t understand why.” 

“Are you upset about something?” 

“Not that I know of.”  

“Maybe we should have a session about it when we get a chance.”  

Perithnea spoke up. “It‟s the combination of the long hike, the excitement  

of being at the fort and having a new entity inside that‟s causing this. All of 

that has drained her energy.”  

Marjie was beginning to show the hypersensitivity and low s elf esteem 

which appeared when she was getting depressed. She worried that she had 

offended me and that she was a burden because of being depressed, and my 

assurances weren‟t helping. Perithnea said, “I‟m going to put her away so she 

can rest. You‟ll have to put up with me for a while.”  

“Thank you for being such a big help, Daughter Bright.” We chatted 

about many unimportant things as we drove homeward.  

After Marjie had napped for a while, Sarah emerged. “Who is that man?” 

“He‟s a spirit who joined Touch when we were at the fort. Do you like 

him?”  

“Yes. He talks nice to Sarah. He said his name is Pierre. He wants me to 

go away someplace with him to make love and said Sarah could come back 

later. Sarah wants to make love to him, but I said I would have to get your 

permission.” 

“You don‟t have my permiss ion to go anywhere with Pierre until I‟ve had  

a chance to talk to h im and the others who care about you. We have to know a 

lot more before we can g ive you an answer. Tell h im you have to wait.”  
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“Sarah will wait.”  

Perithnea cracked jokes, keeping me entertained. At lunchtime, she spoke 

softly in the restaurant so that others wouldn‟t hear her child like voice and  

think Marjie was strange. However, she whispered her order in my ear, which  

I relayed to the wait ress, who looked at us as if we were weird, anyway. Other 

customers stared at Perithnea‟s child like manneris ms and Perithnea stared 

back with a deliberately goofy smile on her face which made me laugh.  

Marjie emerged from t ime to time during the afternoon with no memory  

of the channeling and apologized for being under the weather. I assured her 

that I was not dissatisfied. In a hurry to get home, I drove all night with  

Perithnea for company. It was around six in the morning when we arrived, and 

Sarah was very happy to be back.  

We slept until two in the afternoon. I ran errands and did chores, while 

Marjie and Sarah worked at fashioning a small copy of Sarah‟s head from the 

modeling clay. After supper we listened to some beautiful music we had  

purchased at a Canadian gift  shop. Spiritual chills went up and down my spine 

and with my eyes closed, I saw the Light of I AM brilliantly shining. Tears 

welled as I listened to the instrumental hymn Emmanuel. I felt terribly  

homesick and received the image of a very bright star that I knew was home. I 

longed intensely for reunion with that star. It seemed odd that finding the 

stones had not thrilled me, but I exulted in the unexpected blessing of the 

music. I had a strange but powerful feeling that the song was about an aspect 

of my innermost self.  

My meditation was over when Sarah said, “That man says Sarah is 

beautiful.”  

“Is he someone you would want to bond with?”  

“Sarah is too young to bond with anyone.” 

“Why do you think you want to make love with him?”  

“Sarah wants to know what it would feel like.”  

“How can you make love to someone if you don‟t have bodies to do it 

with? You‟re not in your body and he‟s not in his.”  

“Sarah doesn‟t know.” 

“Even if you were in your body and he was in his, you are made 

differently. I don‟t see how you could make love.”  

Marjie and I contacted Nucleus to discuss this dilemma. Needless to say, 

he was as surprised by this development as we were. “This is totally 
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unexpected and totally unique in my experience. There is no way for a human 

and a Teglinlin to have intercourse without surgical changes to the Teglinlin, 

and I am completely opposed to that. Teglinlins enjoy rolling and playing 

together privately in a way which stimulates the desire to reproduce. There is 

no harm in such explorations, and even immature Teglin lins are allowed to d o 

it, so long as both participants take the wishes of the other one into 

consideration. The implant which was recently installed in Star One is 

superior to all the previous models. It allows Sarah to fully experience the 

sensations of Star One‟s body and vice-versa. If Sarah were to experience the 

sensations of making love with Pierre, Star One‟s body would have to be 

involved.” 

“That would be a violation of Marjie‟s values, and I don‟t think she 

would consent.” 

“Perhaps Pierre would  consent to enter a Teglinlin body if one were made 

available to h im,” Nucleus suggested. 

“That might work.”  

“Then I will do some research on this,” he said. 

“Meanwhile, I will talk to Pierre and explain the situation to him.”  

At bedtime Sarah said again that she was willing to wait for permission to 

mate with Pierre. We worked on her new Egyptian sticker book for a little  

while and I read to her.  

Marjie was not up to channeling Pierre in the morning and complained, 

“I‟m t ired of having all these gaps in my memory and being used as a vessel 

for things I don‟t understand. It feels wrong to me.”  

“There was only one day recently that you were completely unaware of, 

and that was done for your benefit, so you could rest. Most of the time, you 

are alert and aware except for brief periods . When we go on trips, there seems 

to be more channeling, and Sarah has been more active since the attack. I 

understand that you‟re frustrated and feel left out. Perhaps you can learn to be 

more aware of what is happening during the channeling or you can limit it. 

We can work on that this evening if you like.”  

“Let‟s see how I feel then,” she said. 

Sarah said the blessing at supper. We were still eating when she said, 

“Sarah has been telling Pierre about herself. He said that I had a most 

unfortunate childhood. He said he wants to find the devils who have done this 

to me and do away with them. I told h im I couldn‟t tell him where they are. 

Sarah didn‟t know how much to tell h im about myself. You told Sarah to be 

cautious. He would like to speak to you.” 
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“I will speak to him when Touch is ready to let him talk. She may not 

want to tonight. She‟s getting a litt le tired of all this channeling.”  

After we finished supper, Marjie said, “Sarah wants me to let you talk to 

Pierre. It‟s okay with me if you do.” 

When she was entranced, I asked, “May I speak to Pierre?” 

With a French accent, Pierre asked, “What place is this? Why am I here? 

Who are you?” 

“My name is Dr. Rex Haire and this is my home. It is now the year 

1995.You may not realize that you are a free spirit, no longer contained in the 

body you once inhabited.” 

“How can this be? I went to sleep in the year 1837 in the wilderness. It 

was extremely cold. But now that I think of it, I didn‟t wake up! I remember 

seeing a beautiful Light and entering it. How is it that I am in a female body?” 

“The woman whose body you inhabit is named Marjorie. She is my wife. 

It was her Light that you saw. She touched a wool b lanket on what might have 

been your bed and you entered her Light. You are not the first spirit to enter 

her. We have helped many others like you along their spiritual path.”  

“I was not wealthy enough in life to own a woolen blanket. I made mine 

from scraps of fur. I do not understand why I am here and not in hell. I fully  

expected to go there, since I did not make a final confession and was not 

blessed by a priest. I don‟t understand how it can be 1995.”  

“Maybe this will convince you.” I turned a lamp on and off and back on. 

“How can there be a light with no flame?”  

“This light is made by electricity heating a filament, making it glow very  

brightly. It was not invented until many years after you died.”  

“I suppose I must accept that what you say is true.”  

“I was told by Sarah that you have proposed to make love with her. I am 

Sarah‟s godfather. Marjorie and I have been entrusted with her care.”  

“She has a very beautiful Light. I meant no offense.”  

“Sarah does not come from Earth. She is what many would call an alien.”  

“I have met many foreigners. I have never had any particular concern 

with them being fo reign.”  

“It is good that you have an open mind, for you will need one. Although 

Sarah‟s spirit is also within Marjorie, her body is elsewhere, in a state similar 

to hibernation. Someday she will rejo in her body, but it is not human. It is 

completely different.”  

“Where is her body? Can I see it?”  

“It is not here. It is 37 light years away.”  
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“I cannot wait 37 years!” 

“It doesn‟t take 37 years to get there. I said light years. A light year is the 

distance that light can travel in one year and light travels at approximately  

186,000 miles per second.” 

“How can anyone go that far? Are you some kind of magician?”  

“No. I cannot exp lain all of the details of how this is done. You will have 

to take my word for it.”  

“How do I know that you are not some kind of witch, to do tricks like 

this?” 

“We work with an angel named Alta Sha. Perhaps you have seen him 

within Marjorie. He guards her and is a messenger of God.”  

“Is he the one who shines so brightly?” 

“Yes. Alta Sha arranged for me to be introduced to the individual who 

helped to rescue Sarah from her evil parents. His name is Nucleus 8. He is her 

instructor and lives where her body is located. He has told us that when Sarah 

is fully grown, she will become a member of a governing Board that has great 

power. Therefore, she is  considered to be an extremely important member of 

her society. The Board she will join is much more powerful than any 

government on Earth. Nucleus 8 and his kind mastered travel through time 

and space eons ago. They are capable of transporting a spirit from one place to  

another while maintain ing the body until the spirit returns. Nucleus 8 has told 

me that it may be possible to give you a new body like the one that Sarah 

has.” 

“I am not sure that I would want this. I will have to give it some thought.” 

“You need to understand that your spirit is unlimited. Your last form was 

human, but your spirit can assume many different forms. You chose to be a 

human in your last life but you are free to choose some other form in the next. 

Also, you should know that Sarah‟s species is more intelligent than the human 

species in many ways. Humans are not at the top of the ladder.”  

“She seems very innocent and childlike to me,” he responded. 

“She is a child. She is not fully mature.”  

“I had no idea! I assure you that I would  not molest a child! Has she not 

yet reached her bleeding?”  

“No. However, she is free to choose with whom she will bond and with  

whom she will blend. Before you attempt to make love to her, you need to 

know exact ly what is involved. The Board she will jo in makes decisions that 

affect billions of beings throughout the universe. She requires special 

treatment and training to prepare her for such an important responsibility. We 
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are trying to insure that she has no experiences which would interfere with her 

assumption of Board membership.”  

“I would like to meet this group.” 

“Perhaps you can someday, but access is quite limited.”  

“Do you know the Dordogne area of France? It is my home.” (The 

Dordogne region, in southwest France, is home of the famous Lascaux cav es 

where many prehistoric p ictographs are painted on the walls, facts which  

neither Marjie nor I knew at that time).  

“No, I know very little about France.”  

“Are you acquainted with a Baron George Cuvier? He is a naturalist. He 

can arrange transportation for me to go back to my home. I would like to visit 

my mama‟ and papa‟. My family name is LeBeaux.” (Georges Cuvier 

founded vertebrate paleontology as a scientific discip line and established  that 

ancient life forms had become ext inct. He was a lifelong Protestant who died 

in 1832. These facts were also unknown to either me or Marjie when this 

conversation took place. Apparently, news of his death had not reached Pierre 

in the new world by 1837.)  

“Now that you are a spirit, you do not need to rely on human 

transportation to go back to your home. You can travel at will. However, your 

mother and father will certain ly have passed away by now. It has been over 

150 years since your death.” 

Shaken, he said, “This is all very distressing.” 

“Do you believe in God?” 

“I am a faithful member of the Church of England.”  

“I‟m not concerned with your church membership. Do you  truly believe 

that you have a Supreme Father Who cares for you and loves you and will 

come to your aid?”  

“I have called out to Him in t imes of distres s.” 

“You do not have to wait until stressful times to call out to Him. Perhaps 

you should call on Him now. Ask Him for the wisdom and understanding that 

you need to make the right decision.” I prayed aloud, “Father, please grant 

your child, Pierre LeBeaux, the wisdom and inner peace that he needs to make 

the right choices.” Pierre trembled and rubbed his forehead. I asked, “Are you 

afraid?”  

“Please release me, sir. I am very distressed.” 

“Close your eyes. I will count backwards from five to one, and as I do so, 

allow yourself to become deeply relaxed and return to the realm of spirits.” I 

counted Pierre down and said to Marjie, “Separate your thoughts and feelings 
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from Pierre‟s. Do not identify with his problems and make them your own. I 

AM will solve his problems if he will seek I AM.”  

As she emerged, Marjie said, “I have no energy at all.” I suggested that 

she go to the river of many colors that flows from the Throne to gather 

energy, but before going, she said, “Nucleus is calling. I don‟t want to keep 

him wait ing.”  

The next voice was his. “Begin communicat ion. Hello, Pat.”  

“Hello Uncle Nuke.”  

“I have been receiving indications that Star One is under considerable 

stress and is experiencing quite an energy drain. Is she ill?”  

“No. I have been speaking to Pierre Le Beaux, and he became quite 

distressed. I told him of his death. He wanted to go home, and said George 

Cuvier was his neighbor.” 

“I can understand his distress. My System confirms that his family lived  

next door to Baron Cuvier. Have you talked about the possibility of entering  

the body of a Teglinlin?” 

“He was not completely repelled by the idea. He showed at least some 

openness.” 

“Would you try to steer him in that direction?”  

“I believe that I have, but I will talk with h im about it again in the future.”  

“I am very pleased with this briefing, which I will keep brief for her 

sake.” 

“If you can give her some energy, p lease do.”  

“It has been arranged. She should be prone.” 

I helped Marjie to lie down on the couch. After a few moments, her eyes 

opened. “That‟s better. At least I feel like I can move. I would really love 

some chocolate, though.” 

“We don‟t have any in the house, but I‟ll go to town to get some.”  

“Don‟t go to any trouble.” 

“It‟s no trouble. You‟ve been channeling a new spirit for a long time and 

that always drains you. You need something sweet. Were you aware of the 

conversation with Pierre?”  

“Yes.”  

“Good. Apparently you are more aware o f the channeling.”  

We ate chocolate cake with chocolate ice cream when I got back. After 

our snack, Sarah emerged and began to play with her Egyptian sticker book.  

I asked, “Have you spoken to Pierre since our session with him?”  

“No, he doesn‟t want to talk.”  
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“He was very upset when he asked me to release him. I thought you 

might be trying to comfort him.”  

“No.” 

Marjie‟s energy infusion worked very well. She was busy doing chores 

all the following day and mowed the lawn after supper. We discussed the 

possibility of returning to Atlanta. For some obscure reason I felt that it was 

time to go back. 

On our usual evening walk, Sarah said, “Sarah wants to finish the 

sculpture of her head tonight so that Pierre will be able to see what her face 

looks like. He has been asking me about my physical form and if I have 

begun to bleed yet. Sarah doesn‟t know what he means by that.”  

I exp lained about human menstruation and answered her questions about 

human reproductive organs. She was aware that Marjie had donated many ova 

used to produce numerous hybrid children liv ing in 8‟s dimension, and 

wanted to know why Marjie d id not bleed now. I exp lained that her uterus had 

been removed a few years before.  

“Sarah told Pierre that she drank only liquids and had no teeth. He 

seemed a little  upset and wanted to know who pulled them. He told me that he 

had also drunk many liquids in his life, and that drinking too much is the 

reason he has no wealth. He said that although he had no money, he had a 

heart of gold.” 

His alcoholism exp lained a number of things, like why the next door 

neighbor of a Baron couldn‟t afford a wool b lanket and why Marjie had a 

feeling of familiarity with the moans of a hung over voyageur jailed at Fort 

Williams. I said, “Don‟t be surprised if the first sight of your body comes as a 

shock to him.”  

“Why would he be shocked by seeing Sarah‟s body?” 

“Humans often find anything so unfamiliar shocking, but I don‟t think 

Pierre will be too shocked, because he seems to be pretty open minded.” 

“Sarah shh.” 

Alta Sha manifested. He grasped my arm affectionately and asked, “How 

are you doing?” 

“I‟m quite well. It seems that Pierre is becoming more receptive to the 

idea of becoming a Teg lin lin.”  

“I have presented myself to Pierre since you spoke to him and have 

shown him things which have enabled him to accept many of the ideas that 

you introduced to him.” 

“What did you show him?”  
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“He has seen his parents and many others that he has not seen since he 

left h is physical form. He is much reassured and is now open to further 

instruction.” 

“Will alcohol present a problem?”  

“No, but he should avoid lemons in the future.” I chuckled.  

“Pierre must be planning to say yes to a Teglinlin body.”  

He looked at me and said, “It is a path he may choose. The decision is 

his.” 

“I thank I AM for your assistance in helping Pierre to accept the ideas I 

gave him yesterday.” We parted affectionately. 

I was afraid Marjie might be too tired to do much that evening, but she 

helped Sarah to finish the bust of her head, which occupied them for about 

two hours. I went to see how they were progressing, and Marjie said, “The 

eyes look asymmetrical to me. I would have done better if I didn‟t have so 

much help. I had them just right, but Sarah made me change them.” 

“Sarah is becoming a sculptor,” Sarah proclaimed. “It is very fun.”  

At bedtime Sarah said, “Sarah loves Touch and Sound very much.” 

“And I love both of you very much, too.” 

“Why do you love Touch?” 

“I love her because she was a gift from I AM. I treasure the gifts I AM 

gives me. You are a gift  of I AM also, and we are a gift from I AM to you.” 

“Sarah chooses to love you, also. I like it when you rub my head. Are you 

going to read tonight?” 

“Sure.”  

“It isn‟t too late?” 

“No. I like read ing to you. It helps me fall asleep, too.”  
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Chapter Forty Two  

Teglinlin Sex 

Perithnea said, “You look chipper th is morning.”  

“I feel like I could use another hour of sleep.” 

She complimented my appearance and character, which made me smile. 

“You look like a little boy when you get a compliment. Your lips curl up so 

cute. To many of the people who see you, you are like one of the 

unreachables. You are suave and debonair, and because you have a Ph.D., you 

are entitled to a free briefcase with a zipper!” I chuckled as she handed it to 

me. 

“Thanks for the compliments.” 

She put the green fedora that I wore when it  was cold and windy  on her 

head. “I like your hat very much, but it‟s not my color. I like the brown tones. 

Do you know what a brown tone is?” 

“Are you speaking of a color?”  

“No. It sounds like this. Mmmmm.” She uttered a low musical note. 

I imitated it and said, “If that is a brown tone, what would a red tone 

sound like?”  

She hummed a h igher note and asked, “Do you know what a transparent 

note sounds like?”  

I opened my mouth but didn‟t make a sound, and she laughed. “You‟re a 

good guesser. I need to tell you that mother overdid it again yesterday. She‟s 

tired and has muscle cramps. “  

“She needs to learn how to pace herself so that she has the energy for 

other things.”  

“She does it to prove that she‟s tough and worth something.” 

“She doesn‟t have to prove anything.” 

“She wants to show that she can take a licking and keep on ticking.”  

Perithnea withdrew. I got Marjie to promise to take it easy while I was at 

work. Before I left, she said she wanted to have a session after I got home. 
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Perithnea jo ined me at suppertime. “Touch dreamed all n ight about the 

sculpture she‟s been making of Sarah. She couldn‟t stop working on it and 

was getting very frustrated.” 

“We need to work on her compulsive traits. They interfere with her rest.” 

Marjie and I worked in the garden a bit before our session.  

I suggested that she go to the hallway of doors and look for the one that 

would help her deal with her tendency to obsess about projects, problems, and 

so on. She said, “I see a door. It has a burnt orange color. I like the door, but I 

can‟t get my body to go in.”  

“Ask for assistance.” 

“A small hand is guiding my hand to the doorknob. It‟s helping me to  

open the door but my body won‟t enter. The helper is trying to  push me 

through the door but I‟m not getting anywhere. I can‟t really see who the 

helper is. Maybe I can find another way to get into this room.”  

“Okay, go look for one.”  

“I‟m walking through grass. It has sharp edges and it‟s scratchy. Now I 

can see the open door to my left. Somehow I have come into the room.”  

“Tell me what you see.” 

Her eyes popped open. “It just quit. I was trying to see what was in the 

room with me but I couldn‟t.”  

“Maybe we should explore the grass and find out how it is connected 

with your past, okay?” 

“Okay.” I counted her down again. 

“I‟m only four. I don‟t know where this is. I‟m all alone in a yard, 

looking for a hiding place. I don‟t like this grass. It doesn‟t taste good. It 

scratches the back of my throat. I wouldn‟t like to  be a cow. This isn‟t a good 

place to hide. Too scratchy.” 

“Why are you hiding?” 

“So I can jump out and scream at them. I want to scare them.” She 

giggled. “I want to find a good place. Here‟s a tree. Maybe I can hide here. 

No, my feet show. I have to find a better place. I don‟t see one! Where can I 

hide?” She started crying. “I can‟t  play the game unless I can find a good 

hiding place.”  

“Who do you want to frighten?” 

“Mona . She hates it.” 

“Why do you want to do something to her that she hates?” 

“Because it‟s fun. I like to see her get scared.” 

“But she hates it.” 
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“I don‟t care.”  

“What did Mona do to make you want to hurt her?”  

Little Marjie sobbed, “She‟s always telling on me! She never likes 

anything that I do!” Marjie was sobbing deeply and reverted to  her adult 

voice. “Stop this. I can‟t take it. Please make it stop.”  

“Alright.” I counted her up and took her in my arms.  

She said, “I remember Mona and Carmen pretending to be nice when 

they were only setting me up to get punished. One time they asked me  if I 

wanted to hold a pretty doll, and when I had it, they ran to my parents and 

complained that I took the doll away from them. Another time we were at the 

swimming pool and they coaxed me into the water, and then yelled, Look out 

for the sharks! and then they came at me underwater. I was terrified. I was 

desperate to get out of the water.” 

Many other unhappy memories surfaced, bringing with them the intense 

emotions she had felt as a child. “My parents told me that I could not ride my 

training bike more than twenty sidewalk squares away from the front of the 

house before I had to turn back. I remember going to the last square and 

putting my toe into the twenty first and looking around to see if anyone was 

going to punish me.  

“I remember seeing a homemade film of my father rid ing h is  

motorcycle through the same kind of grass that I saw beyond the door. 

Carmen and Mona would be jealous of me because he would take me off 

alone with h im on h is bike. They d idn‟t know he on ly did that so he cou ld  

molest me!”  I held her unt il she had  exhausted her tears.  

Perithnea said, “I‟m going to put mother away now so that she can calm 

down.”  

“That‟s a good idea.” 

Concerned, Sarah asked, “Why is Touch crying?” 

“She remembered being abused when she was little, like you.”  

“Sarah knows how that feels, but I didn‟t go through it as long as she did. 

Will Sound make Touch feel better?”  

“Yes.” 

“Good. Will you hold me, too?” 

“Of course.” I hugged her. 

“Sarah loves Sound very much.”  

Marjie was still in  bed when I got home at lunchtime and exp lained, “I‟ve 

still got the same headache I‟ve had all night long. I took a sinus pill and some 

aspirin, but it didn‟t help.”  
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“Do you want me to help you go down?”  

Perithnea answered, “No, Father.”  

“Why not?” 

“Her headache is from all the feelings that came out when you opened 

Pandora‟s box last night. She needs to stay in bed and rest all day. Supper 

won‟t be ready when you get home, either.” 

“I didn‟t mean for her to go downstairs. I meant to count her down for 

healing. Will that be alright?” 

“Yes.” 

“Are you trying to help her too?” 

“Yes.” 

I prayed to I AM and also asked Mother and Nucleus for assistance. I felt 

Mother‟s touch and projected Light into Marjie‟s head and mind.  

After a few minutes, Marjie said, “I just want to sleep.” 

“Very well, enjoy a deep rest. Don‟t worry about supper.” 

 I didn‟t have much time available to spend with her due to afternoon 

appointments, but I had faith that my prayers would be answered and she 

would get some relief. When I returned from work her headache was better, 

and she got up to eat the supper I had quickly prepared.  

Immediately after eating we held another session. I prayed for assistance 

again and after the countdown I said, “Let this headache be the bridge that 

will help you to find the experience you need to exp lore.”  

“I‟m not getting anything,” she said. 

“Then go to the hallway of doors and look for the one you need to step 

through.” 

“I see it. I can move my hand now and touch the knob but I kno w it will 

shock me. Maybe I could kick this door down.” 

“You can if you want to. You have the strength and the confidence that 

you need to do it. You have all the Hosts that you may need at your 

command.”  

“I kicked it in. A blast of hot air just hit me in the face. A lta Sha says to 

put a barrier between myself and the heat.” 

“Form a barrier of Light that you can see through, but which will reflect  

the heat away from you.” 

“I see flames in here. There are scenes in the flames that are about my 

past.” 

“Go to the origin of your concerns about not being precise enough and 

having to do things over and over.” 
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“I‟m looking for the right one. Alta Sha says it would not be wise to pick 

this one or that one.” 

“Let him be your guide.”  

“He says I should not seek experiences beyond this present lifet ime.”  

“Then look only at those events that happened since conception in this 

lifetime and find the right door.” 

“I have it. The pain goes back as far as I can remember.”   

“Even when you were in your mother‟s  womb?”  

“Yes.” 

“Do you remember the grass that you hid in when you were litt le? See if 

you can find any of it where you are.”  

“I see it.”  

“Then let the grass be a bridge to some important experience.”  

She described an incest scene that we had dealt with once before and 

asked, “Why do I have to go through  this again?” 

“There must be some unresolved feelings attached to it. Review what  

happened.” 

“It‟s disgusting.” 

“This time, tell your father exactly  what you think about what he is 

making you do.” 

Sobbing, she said, “You‟re a  pervert!”  

“Tell him again!”  

You‟re a pervert !”  

“Again.” I had her repeat it several times to encourage the full expression 

of her feelings.  

Enraged, she shouted, “You spoiled everything! You ruined everybody‟s 

life in the family! You‟re not fit to live! You pretend to be so innocent. I hope 

you are suffering! I hope you feel the same amount of pain that I felt! I hope 

you‟re missing me and that you can‟t stand it! I despise you! You are sick! 

Disgusting!” 

“Fully express the anger. It has been contained behind that door for too 

long.” Marjie raged on until she ran out of steam and began to relax. I counted 

her up out of the trance.  

“I feel tired but clean,” she said.  

“You did a good job of releasing all that anger.”  

“I‟m ready for bed.”  

She fell asleep as I read to her and Sarah from a new book about Chief 

Joseph of the Nez Perce‟.  
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When she woke, Marjie announced, “I had a dream about hybrid babies. 

The strange thing about them was that they had detachable arms. They would 

put the arms on them when it was time for them to take nourishment from 

their bottles and take them off afterwards. They were tiny enough to fit in the 

palm of your hand.” 

“That‟s interesting. I had a strange dream about a deformed baby, too. It 

was human but it had distorted limbs and was very dirty. It was blind and had 

been severely neglected. I was bathing it and I woke up.  

“I also had a weird sensation while I was lying asleep on my stomach that 

there was a heavy weight pressing down on my hips and on my right shoulder. 

I felt like I was pinned and couldn‟t move. When I tried to use my arm to push 

the weight off my hips, I couldn‟t move it. I thought the ETs were doing 

something to me, but it was uncomfortable. It took all of my willpower to  

finally force my arm to move. I felt like I was half asleep and half awake. I 

touched whatever it was holding me down and immediately woke up, feeling  

afraid. I wonder what caused that sensation?” 

Perithnea said, “Both of you visited the baby factory last night. What you 

dreamed was a distortion of what you actually saw and did.”  

“I thought it probably was a distorted memory. How is Marjie doing?”  

“She is still t ired and needs to stay in bed today. You‟ll have to fix your 

own supper again.” 

“That‟s no problem. I want her to rest and get over her headache.” 

Marjie spent most of the day recuperating. When I got home, I asked, 

“How d id it go today?” 

“I‟m still tired, even though I‟ve been in bed most of the day.” At the 

supper table she said, “I think that the only way I will ever be able to put the 

past completely behind me is to find out that my father has died. I want to 

know that he suffered like he made others suffer. That he got justice. That he 

felt what I felt and didn‟t get away with playing the innocent one.” 

“Maybe so, but we still need to  work on the origins of your tendency to 

worry obsessively about things you‟ve done that aren‟t perfect.”  

We had a session right after eating. When she was entranced, I said, 

“Look for another childhood experience that contributes to your worries about 

not being perfect.” 

“I‟m rid ing my bicycle. I want to keep it clean, so I‟m trying to avoid 

mud puddles. I‟m putting it into a shed behind the house in a stall that was 

once used for a horse. I want a horse so bad that I treat my bike like it‟s a 

horse.”  
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“Did you ever ride a horse?” 

“Yes. I used to save up my allowance and go riding at a  stable near my 

house whenever I could. I remember the horse‟s name was Virgin ia. We 

understood each other. Virg inia was very careful and made sure to avoid low 

branches so I wouldn‟t get hurt. She wouldn‟t run back to the barn, but took 

her time, which was unusual for most of those horses. Somet imes I would  

even walk her back to the stable instead of riding her. I convinced them to let 

me ride bareback because I wanted to have physical contact with her. That 

was wonderful, because I could tuck my toes up under her front legs and I had 

more control that way. Virg inia learned to hold out her leg so I could use it as 

a step to get up on her.  

“I had forgotten how much that hors e meant to me. She really loved me 

without any strings attached. She didn‟t make rules for me to follow or tell me 

I was making mistakes. I felt free when I was on her. There was no one to tell 

me what to do when I was rid ing her, but I never did anything wrong, I used 

my head. I wouldn‟t do anything to hurt Virginia or myself.  

“When we moved to Tennessee I got a horse of my own. I named it  

Patches. Even though it was supposed to be mine, I had to share it with my 

sisters. I didn‟t mind sharing, but they lost interest in him pretty quickly. I 

came home one day and saw that Patches‟ mane and tail had been cut short. I 

was real upset. Mona had already lost interest in the horse, but said she did it. 

I asked her why. She said that Patches was too hot. I asked her how she 

expected Patches to swat flies without a tail, and why she left him with no 

mane to protect his neck. It was cruel!  

“Patches and I used to p lay games. He would run up behind me, tag  

me with h is nose, and wait  fo r me to chase h im. One day  Patches came 

running up to my father and tagged h im. He tu rned around and punched  

Patches in the nose with h is fist. He said Patches was a bad horse and  

cursed him. I th ink Patches scared h im. I felt like he had ru ined my 

relat ionship  with  Patches by bring ing  his v io lence into it , so I to ld h im to  

go ahead and just sell the horse. I knew he wanted to anyway, and if I kept  

Patches he would find other excuses to be mean to him, just because we 

liked  each  other.”  

“When he hit Patches, you felt he contaminated the relationship, like he 

did when he hurt you. If the horse was not worth keeping and loving, then that 

meant you weren‟t worth keeping and loving, either. No matter how careful 

you were, you still weren‟t doing things well enough to get your father or 

your sisters to treat you right. Alta Sha, will you allow Marjie to see her 
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father‟s spirit as it tru ly appears because of all the bad things he has done to 

her and others?” 

Marjie said. “It‟s a dull, mustard yellow color. It‟s covered with black, 

festering sores.” 

“Look within his spirit  and tell me what you find there.”  

“There is genuine confusion at the core, but the outside attempts to act as 

if there is no confusion. It tries to ignore the confusion. The spirit seems 

unaware of what it has actually done to itself through its own actions, as if it  

doesn‟t know it has done anything wrong. I wonder if it‟s so confused it 

actually believes it‟s innocent.” 

“Ask Alta Sha if you can see the consequences that this spirit will 

experience in the future as a result of its wrongdoing.”  

“He says it is not possible, because all spirits have free will.”  

“Find yourself at your father‟s grave on the day he is to be buried. Watch 

them lower the coffin.” 

“I want to help throw the dirt on him!”   

“Then stay behind after the others  leave so that you can. With every 

shovel of dirt that you throw on his coffin, tell him what you think of him. 

Express all of your anger and resentment for what he did to you. Reach deep 

into your gut where the pain is, take it out and throw it into the grave with 

him.”   

“It looks like a bloody, open wound. I‟m throwing it into the grave and 

covering it with dirt. What should I do with the hole it left in me?”  

“Fill it  with the healing Light of I AM.”  

“I‟m filling the grave.” She yelled curses at him as she shoveled. “It‟s full 

now.” 

“Pound the dirt down with your shovel, just as you wanted to pound him 

when he was still alive. Pound him for making you feel so dirty and imperfec t  

and alone in your own family.” She beat on the grave for several minutes until 

her anger dissipated. “Write words on his headstone for everyone to see that 

tell what kind of man he really was.” 

“Pervert. Child molester.” 

“Liar, too,” I suggested. “When you‟re finished, go to a place where you 

can feel at peace and be cleansed. Perhaps you should go to the rainbow river 

that flows from the Throne and wash yourself clean.”  

“Alta Sha is here. He ‟s s miling at  me. We‟re pract icing to  see who  

can make the most beautifu l s mile. He forms his so slowly and it is very  

beautifu l. He is p leased with  me. I‟m pleased with myself.”  
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After lying on the bed for a short while longer Marjie felt content and 

rested, so I asked, “Do you feel up to letting me speak to Pierre and  Nucleus?”  

“Yes.”  

Pierre said, “It isn‟t proper for a gentleman to meet another gentleman in  

repose.” 

“Why don‟t you sit up, then?” He did. 

“You have many clothes in your closet. You must be wealthy indeed to 

live in this style. They are very colorful.”  

“We would not be considered wealthy . A lthough we like colorfu l 

clothes, there are many who would have more co lors than we do .”  

“I admired the many colors that the natives of this continent wore in their 

ceremonies.” 

“They made many beautiful things. Did you know that a native spirit also 

dwells within your hostess?” 

“No.” 

“His name is Tanner. It was largely because of him that we made the 

journey to Canada and unexpectedly met you.”  

“He hides himself very well.”  

“I thought you might like to know in case you meet one another.” 

“This is all very strange to me. How is it that you can afford so many nice 

things?” 

“I am what you would call a doctor of the mind. I help people who have 

mental problems.”  

“I have thought that I might be having a mental problem because of all 

these strange events. Perhaps I have been imagining things.”  

“The visions you had of your mother and father and of the angel Alta Sha 

were quite real. I am quite real, also.” 

“I feel somewhat entrapped in this body.” 

“You are certainly not trapped. You joined her Light because you were 

attracted to it, and you can leave it if you wish. I understand that you have 

been shown many things since we last spoke.” 

“Indeed I have. I have learned that I was mistaken about many things 

while I still lived in my body.” 

“Have you decided if you want to enter the body of a Teglinlin?”  

“I am not certain. I know nothing of Teglin lins, and I do not know if my 

path and Sarah‟s will be the same in the future. Only now am I becoming a 

litt le aware of what my capacities are.” For a few minutes we discussed the 

limit less nature of spirit and how it can take many forms. “I need to think 
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more on this matter of becoming a Teg lin lin. I request that you release me 

now.” 

 

“Close your eyes, then, and I release you.” 

In a moment, Nucleus said, “Good evening, Pat.”  

“Hello, Nuke. I was hoping I could talk with you. I just finished talking to 

Pierre about his decision.” 

“A body is available if he is willing to occupy it. I would like to know if 

he is willing to undergo some rather intensive tests to determine if his spirit is 

compatible with life in a Teglin lin body. The transition could involve some 

difficult ies which have to be evaluated.” 

“I don‟t think he‟s ready to decide yet. He said he wants to think it over.”  

“Will you contact me within twenty-four hours and let me know if he has 

made a decision? 

“Yes. By the way, I thought I saw one of your crafts fly over last night.” 

“As I have told you, I am alerted to any strong emotion that Star One 

feels. When I receive a warning, I open the corridor.”  

“She has been doing some highly emotional work on her past. I 

appreciate you keeping a close watch on her. Sarah is growing. She asked me 

to read to her from a book on cosmology.”  

“Good. Fill her mind with all that you can. Thank you for your report. 

Will tomorrow evening be convenient for our next talk?”  

“Yes.” 

“Good night, Pat.” 

“Good night, friend.” 

I was driving home around lunchtime the following day when a red tailed 

hawk deliberately flew in front of the car, made a circle in the field beside me 

and flew back in front of the car as if to say, See me, see me, see me! Shortly  

after that, seven crows flew over. 

I told Marjie about seeing some blooming wild hibiscus in a roads ide 

ditch not far from our home and agreed with her that it would be nice to have 

one for our water garden, so we went to dig one up. There were cattails 

growing nearby which we also sampled, transplanting both when we got back 

home. The hibiscus had white, saucer-sized blooms with sharply contrasting 

red centers. Our garden was becoming more and more colorfu l.  

We went out to eat and along the way, Sarah said, “Pierre spoke to me 

today.” 

“What did he have to say?” 
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“He wanted to know if he became a Teglin lin would Sarah bond to him 

and be loyal to him, and if Sarah would be there for h im since he did not 

know any other Teglinlins. He d id not know if he would be able to leave the 

Teglin lin body.” 

“Do you think you love him enough to be bonded?” 

“Sarah doesn‟t know. Sarah wants you to decide.” 

“My decision would be no. You are a child. You can‟t know if you want 

to be bonded for life to anyone because you haven‟t had enough experience.” 

“Pierre says that fathers often make such decisions for their daughters.” 

“In his time that was true, especially among the nobility, but I won‟t do  

that. Those marriages were often made for economic or polit ical reasons. I 

want you to wait until you‟re old enough to make a wise decision by yourself. 

I would not presume to tell you with whom you should bond.”  

“Sarah wants to make love, but thinks it should be with someone she is 

bonded with. How do Teglinlins make love?”  

“I have no knowledge of that , but 8 can tell you. He cou ld p robab ly  

arrange a demonstrat ion. He already to ld me that Teg lin lins do not requ ire 

that the pair be bonded if they  wish to make love. For them, it ‟s a normal 

part of g rowing up. Even if Pierre does not enter a Teg lin lin body, the t wo  

of you should be able to blend by join ing your spirits together. However, 

you said you  didn ‟t  like your body and  d idn‟t  want to  go back to it . How 

can you make love if you don‟t? I will try to talk to Pierre about this again  

later th is even ing.”  

When Pierre channeled, I said, “If you want to enter a Teglinlin body, 

you will have to undergo some tests to determine if it is possible.”  

“I do not want anyone to do surgery on me,” he said.  

“You are not in a physical body, so surgery should not be necessary. 

However, you might be asked to accept having a small device painlessly 

placed in the Teglinlin body which would allow the governing Board of 

Sarah‟s society to monitor your health and activit ies, not for purposes of 

controlling you, but for your welfare and hers. You will recall that I told you 

Sarah was not in her own body, which is not fully mature, and she is still quite 

young for a Teglinlin. Th is is a rough reproduction of how her body‟s head 

looks.” I showed him the bust she and Marjie had made.  

“It looks like a deformity.”  

“It isn‟t. This is what an immature Teg lin lin of her age looks like. If you 

decide to enter a Teglinlin body, you will encounter other non humans with 

bodies that may seem deformed to you. It is somewhat egocentric to think that 
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the human form is the standard by which others should be judged. For some 

purposes, the human form is superior, but for other purposes it can be quite 

inferior. For example, have you ever seen a black man?”  

“Yes, I have seen one.” 

“Were you shocked? Did you consider his color a deformity?” 

“No, but it did take some getting used to. I have seen red men as well. 

The people of my country have somewhat darker skin than the English, who  

are quite pale.”  

I showed him sketches that Marjie had made of Nucleus 8 and another 

somewhat humanoid person from the Station. “These are some of the other 

intelligent beings that you will encounter if you decide to become a 

Teglin lin.”  

“I fear that if I were to meet with one of these Teglin lins, I might show 

alarm, which would cause offense. I don‟t want to offend anyone.” 

“Nucleus 8 has dealt with many humans and knows how they react to th e 

unfamiliar. He would take that into account.” I described some of the 

opportunities for learning that would be available to him at the Station.  

“I would want assurances that I will have the option of leaving the 

Teglin lin body if it becomes unpleasant for me to remain in it.”  

“I will relay your concerns to 8.”  

Shortly afterwards I had another conversation with Nucleus, who was 

pleased that Pierre was interested in learning more about Teglinlins and that 

he was leaning toward saying yes. “He wants to know if he can leave the 

Teglin lin body if he wants to.” 

“That would not be a problem.”  

“Won‟t Sarah have to reenter her body to have the experience of making  

love? She isn‟t ready to give up her dependence on us and will not want to 

stay in it. What if she wants to leave it again? You said it could be dangerous 

for her to leave it more than twice.”  

“She doesn‟t have to be in her body in order to have all the sensations of 

intercourse. We can create those sensations for her but it requires  the use of 

Star One‟s implant and Star One would also experience those sensations.” 

“I‟m not sure Marjie would agree to that. She has no interest in Pierre. 

She would probably think that she was being unfaithful to me.”  

“She would of course have to agree. If she does, are you willing to play  

the role of guide?  

“How can I be the guide to something I know nothing about? Why would 

a guide be necessary? Don‟t Teglinlins just do what feels good to them?” 



Faeries, Angels, Indians and Aliens  

461 

“Adult Teglinlins provide some guidance to young ones to exp lain the 

use of the sexual organs. Then they leave them alone in strict privacy. 

Teglin lins have no films, books, or other ways of showing Sarah how to 

mate.”  

“How do Teglinlins reproduce?”  

“The sexual o rgans are located under the left arm in the female  

and under the right arm in the male. The only similarity to human 

reproduction is that the male organ becomes erect due to infusion of blood, 

and the female organs are also infused. The female has an opening analogous 

to a vagina.” 

“I doubt that Marjie will agree, but I‟ll ask her.” We planned to talk again 

the following day. 

When I brought the subject up for discussion in the morning, Marjie 

immediately rejected the notion of making love with Pierre. After we talked it  

over for a while, she understood that she would not actually be having sex 

with him, only feeling Sarah‟s sensations. “You have experienced sex with  

other men before you met me, and you can vividly recall them in  trance. To  

remember and experience those sensations again would not mean that you are 

being unfaithful to me, so why would having a vicarious experience for 

Sarah‟s benefit be unfaithful?” I asked.  

“I guess if you think about it that way, I wouldn‟t be doing anything 

wrong.” 

“I think it would help Sarah to mature, and it‟s a normal thing for a 

Teglin lin at her age to do.”  

“It‟s hard for me to believe that you wouldn‟t have any feelings of 

jealousy about it,” she said. 

“I feel very secure in our relationship. I don‟t believe that you want to 

fool around with somebody else, or that you would be tempted to leave me.”  

“Okay, if he decides to become a Teglin lin, I‟ll do it.”  

“May I speak to Sarah?” 

Sarah said, “What do you want to talk about, Sound?” 

“Eight says that you don‟t have to enter your body in order to have all the 

feelings of making love. Would you be satisfied with a simulation?”  

“Yes. When can we do it?” 

“Pierre has to agree to enter a Teglinlin body. Do you want to tell him 

about this?” 

“He‟s not here. He left when Sound and Touch were asleep.”  

“Where did he go?” 
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“Where 8 is.” 

Marjie and I had a session that evening to make contact with Nuke. I 

reported, “Sarah said that Pierre went to the Station. I assume that means that 

he agreed to the tests.” 

“Yes. The tests have begun and the results are very encouraging. He has 

expressed interest in speaking to you.”  

“Sarah wants to go through with the simulation. She‟s missing him and 

wants to be with him. Marjie is a little tentative. Perhaps you can explain the 

process to her in more detail to help her make up her mind.”  

“Very well, I will need a half hour of your time to make the 

arrangements.” Marjie remained in trance in order to maintain contact with 8. 

I set the alarm clock to go off in a half hour and dictated notes while keeping  

an eye on her. Judging from the happy expression on her face, she was 

enjoying herself. After twenty minutes, Nuke said, “Preparations are 

complete. Sarah and Star One are returning. Star One can tell you what 

transpired in the interval.”  

“Thank you. I trust we will speak again  soon.” 

Marjie said, “Pierre did very well in his tests. Nuke said it was a textbook 

case. I saw him and spoke to him, and so did Sarah. Pierre told her that he 

enjoyed the sensations he was having during the tests, although he felt 

mentally exhausted. He said it seemed like he had been gone for days. He‟s 

resting now.  

“Eight exp lained everything involved in Teglinlin sexuality. He showed 

me the organs and their location and told me that if I wished, he could 

superimpose your face in place of Pierre‟s during the simulat ion. Sarah also 

visited her body and this time was happy with how it looked. She saw the 

golden gown that was made for her to wear when she is inducted to the Board. 

It‟s very beautiful.”  

Sarah enthusiastically said, “Sarah talked to Pierre. Sarah went to the 

laboratory and played with some of the chemicals there, too. One of them 

made a hissing noise. Another one made a rubbery substance when Sarah 

poured it out and one made pretty colors when she poured it out. It was fun.”  

We ended the trance and went about our normal activities. A few hours 

later, Sarah said, “Sarah misses Pierre. Sarah would like to see him.”  

“I‟ll ask Nuke if he‟s ready to have visitors.” 

Nuke said, “Pierre‟s tests are fin ished. He passed with fly ing colors, and 

the transfer can be made whenever he agrees to enter the Teglinlin body. We 

can speak again later tonight, if it  is convenient.”  
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“That will be fine with me.”  

Marjie suggested that we should catch some small fish to put in our pond, 

and I agreed that it sounded like fun. Perithnea dug up worms while I got the 

fishing poles rigged. In the third or fourth creek that we fished, we caught 

several small bass and a few bream. We were driving back to the house when 

Marjie said, “What are we doing here?” 

“We‟ve been fishing. Don‟t you remember telling me you wanted to 

catch some fish for the pond?” 

“I don‟t know anything about it.” 

“It was your voice I heard. We‟ve been talking all evening. I thought you 

were really having a good time. I‟m sorry you missed out.” Though frustrated 

by the gap in her memory, Marjie was pleased with the fish.  

I confronted Perithnea. “You imitated Marjie‟s voice, d idn‟t you.”  

“Yes. I‟ve never been human fishing and I wanted to experience it in a 

physical way.”  

“I‟m surprised that you would trick me like that. It was kind of 

deceptive.” 

“I‟m not surprised,” she said. 

“You could have just asked. You didn‟t have to fake it. I‟m a bit  

disappointed in you.”  

Marjie was still a little frustrated by the memory gap. “I don‟t  want my 

evening to be interrupted by any of the children tonight. I just want to be left 

alone for one whole evening.” 

“I don‟t blame you for feeling that way. If I had known it wasn‟t you 

fishing, I would have done something about it. I told Perithnea I was 

disappointed in her.”  

Marjie and I spent the evening looking at some of the rocks we had  

gathered in Canada and rehashing past adventures. By nine thirty she was 

sleepy, so we went to bed.  

After getting her consent, I prepared to read to Sarah, who said, “Pierre 

has gone back to the Station to enter his Teglinlin body. I asked him if he 

would wait for me. He said, Of course. I love Teglinlins and will not mind 

being one at all. I think I might let 8‟s people reestablish a link between me 

and my body so that it will continue to grow along with me. Do you think 

Sarah should do that?” I discussed her options with her again and suggested 

that she seek the will of I AM. I noticed that she was beginning to use the 
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pronouns I and me occasionally, which I interpreted as indicating that she was 

trying to put her past at Compound 91 behind her, another sign of growth.  

After reading to her for about thirty minutes she said, “I have heard 

enough.” I kissed her good night and assumed she was going to sleep. 

Not being sleepy, I went downstairs to watch one of my all time favorite 

movies, Dances with Wolves. Marjie came downstairs to watch it with me. 

She was fascinated with the Indians in the movie. I had the impression that 

Tanner was also watching and at times I sensed Sarah‟s presence, although 

they did not speak. 

The movie lasted until after one, but restless, Marjie couldn‟t be still and 

decided to sleep on the sofa so that s he wouldn‟t keep me awake. In the 

morn ing she said, “I fell asleep as soon as I came downstairs.”  

“You just needed to get away from me,” I teased.  

We worked around the house during the day. At lunchtime, we discussed 

Sarah‟s situation again. Marjie said, “I think Sarah may be substituting Pierre 

for Joshua and might become too dependent on him. She can be wishy washy, 

too.” 

“If she enjoys being with Pierre, she may become more interested in 

joining her body. She doesn‟t have to bond with him. Up to now she‟s been 

consistently interested in making love to him.”  

Sarah interjected, “Sarah doesn‟t know if she wants to see Pierre again . 

She doesn‟t know if she wants to be back in her body again . Sarah  doesn‟t 

even know if she wants to grow up at all. Sarah be wishy-washy. Sarah  

never leave. Sarah will stay a baby and never go back!”  

I knew that she was trying to get a reaction from me, so I changed the 

subject. “There‟s a humming bird. Isn‟t he pretty?” 

“Sarah never go back!”  

“He sure is pretty. Why don‟t you look at him?” I said with a s mile.  

Sarah laughed. “Sound make Sarah laugh. Sound is ignoring Sarah.”  

 “I heard what you said. You said you were never going back. Did you 

see the humming bird? Would you mind filling my g lass with tea?” 

“No, Sarah dictate.” She was still smiling. 

“Well, if Sarah doesn‟t link up with her body and doesn‟t go back, and 

does not grow, then she will not be able to dictate.”   

She raised her eyebrows at this. “Sarah not care! That would be alright. 

Then Sarah would not have to make decisions. It is hard to make decisions. 

Sarah doesn‟t know what she wants. First she wants one thing, and then she 

doesn‟t want it. Why can‟t Sarah make decisions?” 
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“I don‟t know. Maybe you‟re just too young to make important  

decisions.” 

“Sarah will stay here and will not do anything. Sarah will be a leech.” 

“Very well, but you know what happens to leeches. You‟ve been there 

before.” I meant Compound 91 and she knew it.   

“Sound not fun!” She was upset, now. She stormed out, wa lking toward  

the bathroom. 

“I‟m sorry Sarah. I d idn‟t mean to hurt your feelings.” I waited a few 

seconds before I followed her. She was facing the wall in a corner of the 

bathroom. “There, there, Sarah,” I said, embracing her. “Sound does not ever 

want you to go back to Compound 91. I was just joking with you.”  

Marjie said, “What am I doing in the corner? Do you know how bizarre it  

is to find yourself standing in a corner and you don‟t even know why you‟re 

there?” 

“Sarah said she was going to remain a baby and a leech all her life. She 

was upset with me for reminding her that leeches went to Compound 91, and  

came in here to pout.” 

Miffed, Marjie said, “But she used my body to do it!”  

I went back to my writing and Marjie took a nap. When she woke up, she 

said, “I dreamed that I was arrested by some po licemen who claimed I had  

speed in my car, but it was only powdered sugar from some doughnuts I 

had in  a bag. They  knew perfect ly well that it  wasn ‟t meth , because I got  

them to taste it . They just s mirked and said they were go ing to impound  

my vehicle fo r ev idence, but they didn ‟t take me to jail. They just took my 

car and left me stranded . I t ried to get some help, but no one wanted to get  

invo lved. I was really worried  about what you  would  think. I wanted to  

know why these things always happen to me and they don ‟t happen to  

you.”  

“I think this dream has more to do with Sarah than with you. I think the 

car represents her body and the sugar her freedom. She feels alone and 

uncertain of what to do, is worried about what I think of her, and she‟s angry 

and frustrated.”  

Marjie and I drove to town to eat out, and Sarah began to channel. I 

asked, “Was that your dream that Touch had?” 

“Yes. Sarah is in distress.” 

“Why?” 

“Sarah is wishy washy. Sarah is fickle. She wants something and then she 

doesn‟t. Why can‟t Sarah make up her mind?”  
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“When you are uncertain, you can wait for the guidance of Breath. You  

can pray to Breath for His will to be done and wait until it seems clear to you 

what that is.”  

“Sarah shh.”  

Perithnea joined me at the restaurant as we were sitting down at our table 

and asked, “May I, father?” 

“Yes. What is it you want to do?” 

“What are you talking about?” Marjie answered.   

“Perithnea just asked me if she could sit beside me, then she 

disappeared.” 

“Oh. I see her over there. I wonder why she does that.” 

“Does what?” 

“She‟s riding the ceiling fan again. Every time we come here she rides the 

fan. It‟s going so fast she‟s just a blur.”  

After our meal we decided  to go fo r a walk on the un iversity campus  

adjacent to the restaurant. We sat on a bench under a huge o ld t ree and  

watched  the squ irrels and  b irds. Marjie said, “I feel as if I‟m supposed to  

be making a decision , but I can‟t make up my mind . I don‟t  even know 

what  it is I‟m trying  to make up my mind  about.”  

“It must be Sarah‟s influence.”  

“Sarah speak.” 

“Yes, Sarah?”  

“Sarah still can‟t make up her mind. Sarah wants to be someone who can 

make up her mind and stick to it. Eight wants me to be this way, and so does 

Sarah. Will Sound help me?”  

“I‟ll t ry my best. I know it‟s hard when you can‟t make up your mind  

about something important.” Stymied for a way to help, I asked, “Does Alta 

Sha have any advice to offer about this problem with Sarah?” 

He answered, “Sarah is very impulsive. She flits from one thing to 

another like a small b ird.” He d id not have any specific advice.  

As soon as we got home I suggested to Sarah that she sit in the recliner 

and I asked, “Does Sarah still want to make love to Pierre?”  

“Sarah does, but everything is too complicated. Sarah is told she must 

wait. Sarah doesn‟t know what she wants.” 

“Do you want to make love now?” 

“Yes.” 

“All is in place. Everything had to be arranged, but now it can be done. 

Are you ready?” 
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“Yes, but Touch has to say yes, too.” 

“Let me speak to Touch.”  

Marjie gave her consent with only mild reluctance. I felt Mother‟s 

presence, and counted Marjie down into the trance. “Calling Nucleus 8,” I 

said. 

“Star One transmission completed. Communicat ion begins. Good 

evening, Pat.” 

“Good Evening , Nucleus. Sarah is ready  to make love with Pierre.”  

“Oh! Is she ready for unification with her body?”   

“Not yet, but I think this experience may provide the incentive that she 

needs to make a decision.”   

“I have learned that Teglinlins are not suited to waiting very well. Once 

they make a decision, they like to take action quickly. Is Star One ready?”  

“Yes. She has consented.” 

“All jewelry should be removed, and any clothing that binds tightly, such 

as her belt, shoes, and so forth. You may touch her, but make sure that no 

metal is touching your skin.”  

We followed his instructions. “We are ready.” 

“My instruments indicate that she is in a semi reclining position. I will 

begin the simulat ion. Star One will begin to feel it first, and then Sarah will be 

slowly drawn in. I will not communicate during the simulation.” 

“What am I to do?” 

“You may touch her if you wish.”  

I sat quietly and observed. After about five minutes, I noticed a tremor in  

Marjie‟s head and extremities which continued for perhaps a minute. She 

began to smile and her breathing rate increased. Sarah said, “Sound?” 

“Yes, Sarah?”  

“Sarah floats!” 

“That‟s good. I‟m happy for you.” 

There was a moment of silence before she said, “Sarah feels wonderful! 

Sarah  is floating! Sarah is excellent! Sarah loves Touch!” 

“Yes, she made a sacrifice for you.”  

“Sarah stop simulation now. Not tire Touch.” 

“I am so happy you had a good experience and are feeling better.”  

Nucleus then said , “The simulat ion has been terminated by Sarah , 

Pat . Apparent ly it was quite an experience fo r everyone and very  

successfu l.”  

“Good.” 
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“You were involved. Marjie saw your face in place of the Teglin lin, and  

you did a wonderful job of stimulat ion. There was quite an audience to watch 

this experience. It  was something for the record books. Indeed, I choked up.”  

“Good, but I don‟t remember any of that.”  

“I will terminate the transmission now so that Star One can tell you about 

the experience. We will communicate again very soon.” 

“Good night, then.” 

Marjie was still entranced. “Are you ready for me to count you up, 

Marjie?” 

“I don‟t want to forget anything.” 

“You will remember everything that happened. One, two, three, four, 

five.”  

She said, “It was too tense. I felt a kind of muscular massaging motion 

coming up my left side from below the knee up to the middle of my side. I 

guess this was foreplay. Then I felt the tension (the tremors I observed). You 

were my partner. We began to spin around and around in water. That was very 

nice, floating in the water and spinning.” 

“It wasn‟t as bad as you thought it would be with me as your partner?”  

“No. It was arousing, though, and I was embarrassed. I felt like everyone 

knew that I was aroused.”  

“How could you feel otherwise with everyone watching? Do you want to 

make love now?” 

“No, not right now. I want to go hunt rabbits.” 

“I‟m glad you had a good experience.”  

“Sarah wants to speak.” she said. 

“Very well.”  

“Touch‟s ovaries hurt.” 

“I imagine that she wants to reproduce after all that  stimulat ion.” 

“Yes, she does. She wants to make love now.”  

“Then we will.”  

“Sarah feels wonderful. Sarah loves Touch. Sarah loves Sound.” 

After a memorable session of lovemaking, Marjie asked, “Were you 

disappointed in me for being aroused by the simulat ion?”  

“No, that‟s what I expected to happen. How could you help it?”  

“I‟ve never known anyone with an attitude like yours.”  

I entered the bedroom before Sarah and Marjie at reading time and prayed 

that I AM would lead me to a Bible passage about taking a step in faith that 

would be helpful to Sarah‟s indecisiveness. When she joined me, I said, “I 
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know that sometimes it‟s hard to know which decision to make. We just have 

to take a chance sometimes and hope that the one we make is the best. No one 

can ever know if a decision is perfect, because we can‟t predict the ultimate 

outcome of our actions. The important thing is to be adaptable and flexible, so 

that if we make a bad decision, we learn from it and do things differently. One 

has to trust that Breath is ultimately in charge and will help things to work out 

for the best. I‟m a lot like you. I don‟t like to wait after I make a decision. I 

want to implement it right away. Having to wait was more of a problem for 

you than making the decision.” 

I opened the Bible at random to John 15, where Jesus tells his disciples 

that he is the vine, and they are the branches. If they are in him and keep h is 

commandments, they will bear much fruit. Branches which do not bear fruit 

will be cast into the fire. Those which bear fruit will be pruned so that they 

will bear even more fruit. He said that they could ask whatever they willed  

from the Father and they would receive it. He commanded them to love one 

another, saying, “Greater love hath no man than this,  that he lay down his life 

for his friends .” We discussed the meaning of the passage and how it related 

to her recent problems. Then I read about quasars until she fell asleep.  
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Chapter Forty Three  

No Longer a Baby 

Alta Sha was setting the table for supper when I got home from work. 

“Ask Star One about an incident that occurred today. Because of it, you may  

wish to do some testing later. I prefer that she tell you what happened. We 

will talk later.”  

I asked Marjie what happened. “I was driving to town today and twice 

when I left a store I put the car into the wrong gear. The first time I wanted to 

put it in reverse, but instead I put it in drive. The second time, I wanted to put 

it in drive, but I put it in reverse, even though I made a special effo rt to put it 

in the right gear. What‟s wrong with me? I‟ve never done anything like that 

before.” 

“A few days ago you told me that after you had been painting a while, 

one of your fingers crossed over the other one and you couldn‟t straighten it 

out.”  

“I was holding the paint can in my left arm, but it got tired. I set the can 

of paint down, but I couldn‟t straighten out my arm. For a few seconds it 

wouldn‟t move. And lately I‟ve been having drawing sensations in my left  

leg, like a muscle cramp, but it‟s not really painful. It on ly lasts a few minutes. 

If I get up and walk, it goes away. I already told you about some deep pains 

I‟ve been having in my right shin.”  

“Those symptoms could indicate a problem in your sensory -motor 

nervous system. I‟d like to give you some tests after supper, if it ‟s okay with  

you.” 

“Yes. I never had anything like that happen before.”  

We were clearing the table when Perithnea said, “I‟m worried about 

mother. Maybe it‟s just old age. After fo rty things do start to go downhill,  you 

know.”  

Marjie was limping. Sarah said, “Touch‟s left leg wants to fall.” We sat 

down and I showed Marjie some geometric figures that I asked her to draw. 
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She was normally quite good at drawing, but she had trouble reproducing 

oblique angles and reversed some of the images. Then I asked her to stand on 

one foot with her eyes closed, and she couldn‟t do that at all.  

I said, “We should contact Nucleus to find out what he knows about your 

symptoms and what they can do about them.”  

“I want to watch the movie I rented. I don‟t want to do any trance work 

right now.”  

“It probably won‟t take very long for them to do some tests,” I said. “It‟s 

not a good idea to wait if you‟re about to have a stroke or something.”  

Alta Sha rep lied, “Nucleus is not alerted to this problem. His monitor is 

limited to showing peaks of emotion.”  

“What can you tell me about her condition? Can you pinpoint the area of 

the damage?” 

“No. I cannot.” 

“Do you know what is causing the damage?” 

“No. All that I know is that the vessels supplying blood to a small area of 

the brain are shriveling at the ends. They are deteriorating and retreating.”  

“That implies a local chemical imbalance of some sort causing the ends 

of the veins to die.” 

“I do not know why Alta Sha is not allowed access to more specific 

knowledge. There has been an increase recently in this damage, although it 

has been occurring slowly and gradually for some time. I am quite concerned. 

I must protect my charge, and I do not know what to do.”  

“If you have not been allowed access, the implication is that you are not 

supposed to do anything about it.” 

“I agree.” I had never seen Alta Sha so anxious about any of Marjie‟s 

physical symptoms. 

“It makes good sense to contact 8 and Mother. Their knowledge of her 

nervous system is much more advanced than our Earth physicians‟.” 

“You are an intelligent man.”  

“When Marjie and I were bonded, you told us that we were given new 

bodies, would not suffer serious illness, and would live to be quite o ld. Isn‟t 

that so?” 

“Yes, that is so. Forgive me for focusing on the present. You have helped 

Alta Sha.”   

“I‟m very happy to have helped you. That means a lot to me. Perhaps 

she will recover from this without any major problems .”  

“She must recover,” he said in a matter of fact manner.  
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“She must?”  

“I simply  know this.” We embraced, holding one another close for 

several seconds. I sent all my love to him with tears in my eyes. I had never 

felt a deeper love for anyone. He said, “Brother.”  

“Brother,” I answered. He looked deeply  into my eyes and saw my 

tears. 

“Perhaps we should call Nucleus now,” I said.  

“She wishes to watch her movie.”  

“I guess it can wait until tomorrow then. No major damage is likely to 

occur overnight.”  

“Alleluia,” he nodded.  

“Alleluia.”  

We watched Dumb and Dumber. The slapstick comedy was so ridiculous 

that I found it hilarious.  

As we lay down to sleep, I was projecting healing Light into her brain  

when Marjie said, “I hear Mother calling.” 

“Good. Answer.” I counted her down. 

“We are in a large operating room. There are grays here. Mo ther is doing 

something to the back of my head and wants me to be still.”  

“Is it all right if I touch you?” 

“Yes.” 

I held her hand and continued to project Light into her brain. Perithnea 

joined me. “Father, Mother wants to contain the area where the deterioration  

is happening. They will have to take some tissue. It is only a small area, but it 

is necessary to contain the damage.”  

“That‟s fine with me.”  

Then Marjie said, “What is that funny smell? Something is cooking.”  

“It will pass in a moment. They are cauterizing a small area in your brain. 

It‟s a good way to prevent damage from spreading.”  

“They‟re injecting something like a salve there. Mother wants you to turn 

my head forty five degrees to the right and hold it.” I did. “Now turn it ninety 

degrees to the left…. Now turn if forty five degrees to the right again. They 

are fin ished. Mother says I am not to raise my head above twenty degrees for 

the next three hours, and she doesn‟t want me to get overheated tomorrow. I 

should avoid being in direct sunlight, because my visual cortex was involved. 

It‟s important that I keep my eyes moving and no t focus on anything for very 

long. She will be monitoring me throughout the night. The procedure went 

well. She asks if you will read to Sarah as usual.” 
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“Thank you, Mother. Thank you, I AM, and I thank all the others who 

helped,” I said. I sang the Alleluia  song.  

Sarah said, “Sarah is concerned for Touch.” 

“I know. You  don‟t have to say anything. She will be alright now. Mother 

took care of her. I‟ll read to you.” I stroked her hair and read a passage from 

Colossians in the Bible which exalted the greatness of God. Then I read from 

the cosmology book until I heard Marjie lightly snoring.  

I was too wound up to sleep and read about black holes until a litt le after 

midnight. As I quietly crawled into the bed, Marjie groaned, “My head is 

busting.” 

“Call out to Mother. Ask her to stop the pain.” Simultaneously I raised 

my hand toward the ceiling and asked for Mother‟s assistance. I immediately  

felt her stroking my brain. Marjie said, “She is doing something. My pain is 

easing, but I have to use the bathroom.” 

“I don‟t think you should right this minute. You will have to raise your 

head over twenty degrees and the three hours aren‟t up yet.” 

“Mother says if I scrunch up my shoulders it will be alright.” She lifted  

her shoulders and slowly walked to the bathroom with my arm around her 

waist to prevent a fall. She made it back to bed and fell asleep without further 

pain. 

Marjie was able to ambulate without problems in the morning and I had  

assurances from Perithnea that she would keep an eye on her. Marjie also 

promised to follow Mother‟s instructions. She spent most of the day sleeping 

and was still in bed when I got home around five thirty.  

Marjie said, “A hawk came to visit me when I was sitting in the shade. It 

landed in the tree right beside me.”  

“What a blessing that was. It was a good day for seeing birds for me, too. 

I saw a bunch of wild turkeys, an Indigo Bunting, and several hawks and 

crows.” 

We were driving to town when Perithnea suddenly asked, “Are there any 

other tests you can give mother to find out how much of her brain was 

damaged?” 

“There are some, but I‟m more concerned about the cause of the damage 

than how extensive it is. I don‟t want it to happen again. She is likely to 

recover from the damage she already suffered, for the brain is very adaptable, 

and the area was not large, according to Mother.”  

“I heard Alta Sha and Mother saying that this kind of problem can happen 

more than once with an indiv idual, and that mother should be aware of this.”  
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“That‟s not good news.” I wondered if it was an indirect warn ing from 

the angels about her future, but I didn‟t want to question them at that moment  

because Marjie was still very tired.  

“What purpose do you think this served, father?”  

“I don‟t know, but I don‟t think it happened just so Marjie would suffer. 

There‟s a lesson in here somewhere. Maybe it was partly  for Alta Sha‟s 

growth and partly for mine. Maybe I‟m supposed to prepare for the loss of a 

second wife, but I don‟t believe that Marjie will have any illness in the near 

future that will seriously impair her. Her work is too important. We have been 

told that eventually she will be speaking to many people.”  

“Other limitations besides speech could occur.”  

“That‟s true, but it doesn‟t seem likely. Perhaps this happened for it s 

effects on Sarah. Sarah now knows that the vessel she inhabits is not totally 

secure or permanent, which may encourage her to seek out her own body.” 

On the way back from town, Sarah said, “Sarah did a good job of taking 

care of Touch today. Sarah was quiet. Sarah loves Touch very much.” 

“I thank you for that.”  

Marjie was ready for bed when we got home. She had a slight headache 

and I suggested we call upon Mother. “I‟m in the medical unit on the 

levitating table again. I see several grays and medical instruments. One of 

them is holding an instrument that has a slightly distorted diamond shape at 

the end. One end of the diamond shape is blunted and the other is sharp. The 

blunted end opens up like a tunnel. There‟s some type of probe in it. They‟re 

injecting something into the brain tissue through it. I see flashing lights.” 

“You‟re probably reacting to medications that they gave you through that 

probe.” The treatment was quickly over, and Marjie felt much better.  

Sarah and I looked at pictures of various  heavenly bodies which she 

found very interesting, and said, “Compound 91 had two stars. It orbited both 

of them.”  

“What shape did its orbit have?” 

“It was a long shape. Elliptical.”  

“How long did it take to complete the orbit in Earth time?”  

“Between three and four years.” 

We also looked at a National Geographic article about Koko, a gorilla  

who was trained to use sign language for communicating with humans. Koko  

had requested to be given a kitten, and there were p ictures of her being very  

gentle with it. “Look at how carefu lly she holds the kitten,” Sarah said. 

“It‟s the same way that I hold and stroke you. Love is universal.”  
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Just before we went to sleep, we heard a sound beside the bed like carpet  

being torn apart but I saw nothing to cause it. We had heard a sound like 

someone rapping their knuckles on wood in the same place the night before.  

Marjie felt very well in the morn ing and promised not to overextend 

herself. Perithnea was chipper, joking with me about my clothes, etc. She 

asked me to play a tune on my harmonica, and I played Turkey in the Straw, 

while she comically imitated a dancing turkey, flapping her elbows and 

extending her head in rhythm with the music.  

Then Sarah said, “Mother allowed me to watch when they worked on 

Touch‟s brain.” 

“What kind of instrument was it that looked like a d iamond?”  

“It wasn‟t a diamond; it was just shaped like one. It was tiny. Touch saw 

everything the way it would look under a microscope. The flashes Touch saw 

were caused by a chemical reaction to the injection.”  

“Will you help to keep Touch from trying to do too much  today?” 

“Sarah promises.”  

That night, Marjie wanted to have a session in order to talk to Alta Sha 

and Nucleus about what happened in her brain. I asked Alta Sha, “Do you 

have more informat ion about the causes of Marjie‟s brain problem?”  

“Not precisely. It was a combination of age, heat, and depletion of 

energy. It is possible for it to occur again if she is not cautious. She is at a 

similar age to her father‟s when he developed his first symptoms.”  

“Perhaps Nucleus can be more specific. Would you object if I speak to 

him about this?” 

“Not at all. That is one of his functions in your life.”  

“Thank you.” 

“Thank I AM. A lleluia!”  

“Alleluia.”  

Marjie said, “I am so tired.”  

“This can wait until later when you‟re rested. We don‟t want to overdo 

it.”  

“I can hear Nucleus. He‟s in the vicinity, so go ahead and speak to him.”  

“Good evening, Nucleus.” 

“Good evening, Pat.”  

“Can you tell me the specific cause of the damage to her brain? Alta Sha 

said that it was a combination of age, heat, and energy depletion, but I s till 

don‟t understand why her vessels deteriorated, and what could make it happen 

again. Does she have a disease of the circulatory system?” 
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“Essentially, her blood pressure dropped to a very low level. This allowed  

the collapse of the small blood vessels in the portion of the brain affected. 

When they collapsed, the nutrients and oxygen needed by the brain cells were 

cut off, causing their death. An area o f less than two square millimeters was 

involved.”  

“That‟s a relief. What can we do to avoid another occurrence? 

“She should avoid getting overheated. I will be monitoring this closely in 

the future.” 

“Would exercise strengthen her heart and circulatory system?” 

“It would certainly be beneficial.”  

“How can we tell if she is about to have another episode?” 

“There are no warning signs to serve as a red flag, but she will know 

when it has happened due to changes in her functioning.”  

“Thanks for the information. I have some for you, too. Sarah has shown a 

lot of interest in things pertaining to space, solar systems, and so forth. She 

was also very concerned about Touch and protective of her welfare.”  

“Good. Do you think this episode has encouraged her to link up with her 

body?” 

“I don‟t know.”  

“My System indicates that she wants to cling for the present, so we will 

let her cling. Star One is getting tired. We shall speak again soon.” 

“Good night, friend.” 

While talking to Nucleus I watched Marjie‟s face closely as always. This 

time I saw brief glimpses of another face in place of hers, but I couldn‟t be 

sure whose face it was.  

I read to Sarah about jackals in the Serengeti, and she quickly fell asleep. 

So did I. 

Marjie told me that she saw Adam sitting on top of a coat hanger in the 

closet when she was getting dressed, and he made the milk jug thunk several 

times at breakfast. I asked, “Adam, do you know who made that tearing sound 

by the bed last night?” 

“I did. I wanted to entertain you.” 

“It was very convincing.” 

“I want to stay close by you today.” 

“You can watch me build a roof over the porch.”  

“I would like that.” 
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 I spent the afternoon working on the house, got overheated, and stopped 

to recuperate. Perithnea said, “You overdid it, Father Bright. Let me use my 

faery power to cool you off. Faery cooling, faery cooling, faery cooling!” I 

quickly recovered.  

Sarah was active during the day, helping with shopping, mowing the 

yard, and preparing the pizza we had for supper. When Marjie gave thanks for 

our meal, she asked I AM to surprise us with another blessing the following  

day. Perithnea and Sarah had put jalapeno peppers on the pizza, not realizing  

how hot they were. After a couple of bites, we decided  to call it a Mexican  

pizza. I didn‟t hear from them again until story time.  

Sarah easily understood Stephen Hawking‟s theory concerning the nature 

of black ho les although I had some difficu lty with terminology. It was late 

when we finally turned out the lights. I was almost asleep when Marjie said, 

“Look at those funny lights in the closet.” 

There was a foot long string of bluish white pinpoints of light on the floor 

of the closet next to the bed. A couple of feet just outside the closet there was 

another clump of lights which began to twinkle. Fascinated, Marjie and I 

watched as the little Lights moved until they also formed a line. The ones in 

the closet were lined up across the toe of one of Marjie‟s shoes. Both lines 

moved slowly from left to right. I hummed La Cucaracha, hoping they would 

dance the Conga for us. 

Perithnea said, “Those are some of my friends. I invited them to come.”  

“How many d id you invite?”  

“There are twenty three of them altogether.” 

“What‟s the occasion?” 

“It‟s midsummer‟s night.” 

“Shakespeare wrote a play about that. In the play, the faeries get together 

for a special celebration. Maybe he knew something.”  

“He could have. I told them it was okay to shine their Light so you could 

see them, but don‟t get too close. I told them that you were an intelligent man  

and would figure out what was causing the Lights. They were happy to know 

that you were that smart. You should dream good dreams for us, because 

there‟s going to be a banquet later.”  

“I‟ll t ry my best.” Marjie and I watched the display of faery lights for 

about twenty minutes. They would clump together at times before stringing 

back out again. A small Light off to itself went out for a while but came on 

again when I moved back to my side of the bed. It was a little after midnight, 

and I said to Marjie, “You got the surprise you prayed for.” Marjie was as 
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thrilled as I was by their enchanting display. The Lights were still there when  

we finally drifted off to sleep. 

When we shared our experience of the faery Lights with Isabel at Unity  

the following Sunday, she told us that she had also seen an unexplained Light 

in her bedroom recently. She then told us about a dream in which she pulled  

out a large, yellow jewel that was stuck to the roof of her mouth. It looked like 

a geodesic dome with a flattened bottom. I wondered if it was symbolic of an  

implant. She also dreamed of having hundreds of diamonds spread out before 

her and was showing them to someone and saying, “This is the rest of my 

life.” She asked me, “What do you think it means?”  

“I think the yellow jewel represents spiritual enlightenment. The 

diamonds are probably great experiences that you are going to have and share 

with others .” 

As we were driving home, Perithnea said, “I decided that I was going to 

spend the whole day with you, but I got really bored. The world that humans 

live in is very mundane.” 

“I agree. Why would you want to spend the whole day in this mundane 

world when you can simply pop in and out?” 

“I just wanted to spend the day with you and mother.”  

“Was the Light Isabel saw one of your friends?” 

“I don‟t know, but I‟m go ing to investigate.” 

Marjie said, “I‟m still having dreams where I keep doing the same things 

over and over and get really frustrated.” 

“Why don‟t we have a session about it when we get home?”  

“Okay.”  

Marjie had barely reclined when Nucleus greeted me. “How d id you 

know we were about to begin a session?” I asked. 

“I was alerted to her relaxed state.” 

“Oh. What did you want to talk about?” 

“I would like to have a progress report about Sarah.” 

“She seems to be at a plateau with respect to returning to her body. 

There‟s no evidence of increased interest in it. She‟s still showing a lot of 

interest in cosmology.” 

“Your computer contains information about Earth which she might also find 

interesting. It would be wise for Sarah to learn as much as she can about your 

planet at this stage of her life, since this is not the only time that she will be on it.” 

“I am happy to hear that. I‟ll tell Sarah what you said. We had the 

company of a bunch of faeries recently.” 
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“Perithnea came to visit and told me about that. She also said that your 

friend Isabel received a v isit.” 

“Does Isabel have an implant?” 

“Yes. She is an enlightened one. However, an implant would be too small 

for her to remove in the manner she dreamed of.”  

“What do you make of the pale yellow jewel she pulled from her mouth?”  

“It symbolizes a spiritual mass which she has ingested. Although it is a 

great mass, it is not too much for her to digest. The facets on it symbolize the 

ease with which she can grasp this mass.” 

“Perhaps she‟s beginning to awaken to an aspect of herself she wasn‟t 

aware of,” I suggested. 

“Indeed.” He smiled. “Perhaps you would like to share with her that I was 

aware of her visitor.”  

“I‟ll be happy to. Marjie and I were preparing to have a session about her 

repetitive dreams.” 

“Has there been no improvement?” 

“There is less concern for needing protection involved in them but the 

repetitive actions continue.” 

“They can be quite disturbing to her. When we have observed them, we 

have provided a distraction.” 

“Did it work?”  

“Of course.” 

“What did you do?” 

“We made a tapping sound that drew her attention.” 

“Then I‟ll try that.”  

“Good luck. Until we meet again.”  

“Good night, Nuke.”  

I began by suggesting that Marjie go back to a time when she was having 

a repetitive dream and was distracted by something. “I have it now,” she said. 

“What are you doing?” 

“I‟m in my room at the Station. I‟m dreaming about putting blocks in a 

certain place, moving them from one area to another, but I‟m not moving them 

right. There‟s something wrong with the way I‟m moving them. I keep 

repeating it over and over, trying to do it right.” 

“Go to the distraction and tell me what happens.”  

“I hear a tapping, like someone clicking their fingernails on a table top.”  

“When you pay attention, does the dream stop?”   

“Yes,” she said, smiling.  
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“Is there more?”  

“No.” 

“Find another repetitive dream that you were distracted from and tell me 

what happened.” 

“I‟m dreaming about something I did involving remote control. Mother 

gave me this remote control with buttons on it for controlling a moving  

walkway. What do you call them?”   

“You mean like an escalator?”  

“No. Like the moving walkways you see in some airports.”  

“What happened?” 

“She gave me this remote control thing and showed me how to use it, but 

now I can‟t figure it out and I‟m dreaming about it over and over.”  

“This was an actual experience that you dreamed about later?”  

“Yes.” 

“Then let‟s go back to the actual experience before you dreamed about 

it.” I wanted to know why the dream was so disturbing to her. Perhaps 

something had gone wrong before she dreamt about it.  

“Mother wants me to practice with the control. She left me alone to use it. 

Everything on this control is backwards. When I try to correct my mistakes, I 

just keep making the same mistake over. I just keep going backwards and 

forwards. I don‟t understand this!” She was crying.  

“What do you do now?” 

“I just sit down. I can‟t do this.”  

“Why are you so upset?” 

“I wanted to please her. I‟m afraid she‟ll be disappointed .”  

“How long do you sit there?‟ 

“Not long. Mother just came back in the room.”  

“Is she critical or disappointed?” 

“No. She‟s soothing me, telling me that I am a very fine little  girl. Now 

she is standing beside me and has her hand over mine, which is on the control. 

She‟s showing me how to operate it right. I see! If you want it to go forward, 

you push the back button , and so forth. Everything is just backwards. That‟s 

why I couldn‟t figure it out.  

“Now we‟re on the walkway. Other people are getting on. All o f them are 

standing behind me and none are standing behind Mother. I wonder why? I 

hope we won‟t break this thing. We‟re awfully heavy. Whee! This is fun. 

Everyone who gets on chooses another direction, so it‟s like a carnival ride!”  

“Let‟s progress to the end of this experience.” 



Faeries, Angels, Indians and Aliens  

481 

“I‟m flying back into my room with Mother.” 

“Before you were worried that Mother would be disappointed and critical 

of you. Does she have any of those feelings about you?” 

“No. She only thinks good things about me. She thinks I‟m special.”  

“And about how old are you now?” 

“Four or five.”  

“It was a complicated thing for a little one to understand. But now you 

have mastered it.”  

“Yes. I am smart.”  

“Of course you are. Now I want you to go forward to the dream you had 

about this experience. Go to the part where you are stuck and are feeling bad 

and there is a distraction.” 

“I hear the tap, tap, tapping.” 

“You know this sound and it works for you. In the future as you begin to 

have a dream that keeps repeating, it will be a signal for the tapping to begin 

and to distract you. Can you do that?” She nodded. “It‟s easy, isn‟t it?”  

“Yes.” 

I counted her up and we discussed the session. She liked the memory of 

the flying walkway and learning to think in reverse using the controls. I 

wondered if this was related to a problem she has had much of her life with  

doing things in reverse. We discussed that making mistakes was not a good 

reason for self criticism, because we learn from them and use that knowledge 

to succeed. “Trial and error learning is normal before success,” I said. She 

seemed to accept this fairly well.  

I got up early to put decking on the porch roof, and when I finished, 

Sarah asked me to color with her in her co loring book. We also played a tic  

tac toe game in the book and then drew our own matrices and played it several 

more times. Once she grasped the principle of the game, she easily won or 

stalemated me.  

In the evening I showed Sarah the different kinds of atlases on the 

computer which she looked at while I worked in the next room. Every few 

minutes she called my name in an excited voice and I would stop my work to 

look at what she had found. After the third or fourth interruption, I was getting 

a litt le irritated and said, “I can‟t get much work done because you keep 

calling me. Please don‟t call me again unless it is important.”  

 At story time, Sarah stared at the ceiling, which looked normal to me, 

and said, “Hallway.”  

“Yes?” 
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“Hallway. Eight.” 

“Oh. The corridor is open?” 

“Yes. Hi, 8! Eight says he is busy. Eight!” Then, in a very deep voice, she 

said, “Eight! Eight says shh again. He says it is reading time. Sound?”  

“Yes, Sarah.”  

“Why did you get mad at Sarah today? Hurt Sarah‟s feelings.” 

“I told you that I was trying to work and couldn‟t get anything done 

because you kept calling me.”   

“Sarah wasn‟t calling you to come. Sarah just wanted you to know that 

she found something that she liked on the computer. Sarah just wanted to 

share.” A tear fell from her eye. “Sarah cries for Sound. Will Sound wipe 

Sarah‟s tear away?”  

“Yes, but why are you crying for me?”  

“To add a tear to the river.”  

“Oh. It will make a beautiful color in the river.” I gently wiped the tear 

away. “Let me speak to Perithnea for a minute, Okay?”  

“Yes, Father Bright?” 

“Do you know who it was that visited Isabel?”  

“No, but I know some people in the village who do.”  

“Why did they go see Isabel?”  

“They were just visiting. Just passing through.”  

When I had finished reading, I said good night to Marjie, Sarah, and 

Perithnea. I was surprised to hear 8 say, “Good night, Pat.” It was touched that 

he had left the corridor open in order to hear me read.  

Perithnea reminded me in the morning that I needed to get some new 

eyeglasses and I thanked her. It was a long day at work and I didn‟t get home 

until seven. We went to town for gasoline and Sarah said, “Sarah needs 

something creative to do. Buy me something I can learn with.”  

“What sort of things would you like to learn?” 

“To do experiments like 8 showed me. Sarah needs a chemistry set.” 

“What kind of experiments do you want to do with it?”  

“I want to make it go boom.”  

“That doesn‟t seem like a very good reason for getting one. The  ones we 

can buy in the store won‟t have things in them that you can make go boom, 

anyway.”  

“Sarah really needs this. Sarah has very strong feelings about this. Will 

you buy Sarah a chemistry set if she agrees to grow more?” 

“Trying to make explosions is not a good use of a chemistry set.” 
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“Sarah will not talk if Sound will not buy a chemistry set.” 

I laughed at her attempts to manipulate. She laughed, too, knowing I that 

saw through her tactic. 

“Sarah won‟t ask for anything!” She said, feigning anger.  

“Why not? I didn‟t say I wouldn‟t get it for you.”  

“What does Sarah have to do to get it?”  

“I just need a good reason to buy one.”  

“Sarah might as well ask a tree. Tree will say no, too.” 

“I don‟t understand why you want me to buy the simple chemistry set you 

can get on Earth when you have the opportunity to work in the finest 

laboratory with technology vastly superior to ours at the Station. You could 

do important things there.” 

“How?”  

“With 8.”  

“No. Sarah stay. Sarah not know why. Sarah wants something. Sarah  

needs something, but doesn‟t know what it is.”  

“That‟s how you were feeling before the simulat ion.”  

“Sarah not want that!” 

“That‟s fine, but I‟m wondering what it is that Sarah really wants.” 

“Sarah doesn‟t really want Sound to buy her something.”   

I filled up the car with gas and got back in. Sarah said, “Sarah has an 

idea. Microscope.” 

“That‟s a good idea.”  

“Then Sarah could look at this and that.” She gave examples.  

I went into the store to find a decent microscope, but they didn‟t have 

one, and I said, “I tried to find a good one, but they don‟t have any. We can 

look someplace else later. “  

“Sarah understands. Touch is tired. Go home now.”  

“Does Sarah ever think about the future?” I asked.  

“Sarah doesn‟t think about the future.”  

“Why not?”  

“Sarah has no imagination.” 

“Perhaps we could talk to 8 about the duties of a Board member and you 

could find out more about it.”  

“No. Sarah doesn‟t want to do that.” 

“I guess you don‟t want to know about the future. What do you think that 

it takes for a person to be happy?” 
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“They need love, happy relationships, a healthy environment, 

opportunities to grow, and good nutrition.” 

“Some people have all that and are still not happy. What else?” 

 “Sarah doesn‟t know.” 

“I think one has to have curiosity, a desire to be creative, to learn and to 

grow and to have challenges. Without that, the rest is almost a waste. Do you 

agree?” 

“I think it is most important to have Breath.”  

“Yes, that is what‟s most important. What is it that Breath wants us to 

do?” 

“To be like Him.”  

“And what does His example show us that He is like?”  

“I don‟t know.”  

“He has shown us that He loves endless creativity. He has given us a 

universe with limitless possibilities, a place in which there is constant change. I 

think He wants us to be like that. Do you remember the verse I read the other 

night about the branches that bear much fruit?” 

“Yes, they were pruned.” I laughed at her banter. 

“Yes, but only so that they would bear even more fruit. When we bear 

fruit, we are given challenges to overcome which permit us to bear even more 

fruit.”   

She leaned toward me so that I could stroke her head. “Are you alright, 

Sarah?” 

“Yes. I just want some affect ion. Sarah loves Sound.” 

“And Sound loves Sarah very much.”  

“Touch tired. Sarah shh now.”  

Marjie wanted to lie down when we got home. I jo ined her and began to 

read and stroke her hair. I continued with the book on cosmology, reading a 

theory of how galaxies were formed. Sarah quietly listened, and fell asleep  

rather quickly. 

In the morn ing I heard an electronic beep in the bedroom just before the 

alarm clock went off. I had heard the same sound the day before and assumed 

that the ETs were responsible.  

Marjie reported that the repetitive dreams had stopped. “I dreamed we 

drove to Cuba, but it had the same shape as Turkey. We had to pay thirty five 

dollars at two different places in order to get into the country. They didn‟t care 

about papers so long as we could pay. At the second border stop they 

recommended a hotel.  
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It was palatial, very ornate and opulent. “We asked the desk clerk what  

sights we should take in. She recommended that we go to the women‟s 

gymnasium, where the gymnastics team was practicing. Instead we went to 

another place where there was a congregation of beautiful young women who 

had volunteered to sacrifice their lives at the height of their beauty for some 

kind of personal reward, but they didn‟t know what the reward was. I woke up  

trying to figure out why they would make a sacrifice like that.”  

“I think they may represent you. You have sacrificed a good deal of your 

conscious life so that others may channel, for a reward that isn‟t  entirely  

clear.”  

At supper, Sarah said, “Sarah is no longer a baby.”  

“Is that how you really feel? Are you sure you aren‟t just saying it to 

please me?”  

“Yes. A baby cannot do the things Sarah wants to do now. Babies can‟t 

use computers. They can‟t make booklets. There are a lot of things babies 

can‟t do. I don‟t need to be a baby anymore.”  

Sarah and I sat down at the computer to continue her exp loration of 

atlases, stopping around nine. I worked on the journal while Marjie watched 

television. I read Alta Sha‟s words of a year before . He said that Nucleus and 

his kind existed in another dimension, and I recalled that Nucleus had said the 

Station was 37 light years away. I resolved to ask Alta Sha about the seeming  

discrepancy. 

When I joined Marjie, who was ly ing on the bed, Sarah sat up and said, 

“Touch is hungry.”  

We were walking across the room to go downstairs for a snack when 

Sarah saw a p iece of grass on the rug that looked like an insect and she yelled, 

“Bug!” She ran to the bed, jumped in, pulled the covers over her head, and 

assumed a squatting position at the foot of the bed. I couldn‟t imagine what 

kind of t rauma would cause such a drastic reaction. 

“It‟s just grass, not a bug.” 

She was trembling. “It reminds Sarah of bug! It is awfu l!”  

“What‟s the matter, Sarah? It‟s just a piece of grass.” 

“It reminds Sarah of bug from Compound 91! Bugs got on Sarah and ate 

her hair! They are awful!” She sobbed loudly. I put my arm around her and 

she put her head in my lap. “ Sarah‟s parents used to throw bugs on her when 

they were angry.”  

“That‟s outrageous! Terrib le!” I comforted her. “How did you get them 

off?” 
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“Joshua would take them off.”   

“It was lucky that you had Joshua there to do that for you.” 

“Sarah no like bugs.”  

“There aren‟t any bugs like that here.”  

She gradually stopped crying and asked me to wipe her tears away, which  

I happily d id. “Sarah loves Sound.” 

“And I love you.” We went down for our snack.   

Marjie channeled Alta Sha. I said, “Eight said he was 37 light years away 

from here, but you said he was in another dimension. Which is it?”  

“Perhaps I AM has given you a contradictory angel.”  

“I don‟t think there is a real contradiction. I just hoped you could explain  

how both are true.” 

“You live in  one dimension, Nucleus lives in another, and Perithnea in  

yet another. Each of these dimensions can be transposed upon another. If 

you were to do a cross section of these dimensions, by traveling through 

them from one to another, you could find corresponding points. If you were 

to go thirty seven light years away in this dimension, you could step into his 

dimension and be at the corresponding point. Each of these dimensions is 

just as solid and real as the next. Each of them is different and each of them 

is designed by I AM to meet the needs of their inhabitants. However, none 

of them are truly real. You know that what appears to be real in your own 

dimension is actually not solid. It is made up of moving particles. The same 

is true of all d imensions; the particles in them are constantly changing. That 

which is truly real is that which is of Spirit. That which is wholly Sp irit does 

not change, but is eternal. There is only one thing that is real, and that is I 

AM. Faeries and angels can navigate through these dimensions easily, and  

so can Nucleus. If you delve into this too far, you may have to give up your 

illusions.” 

“And if I g ive up my illusions, what then?” 

“Then you will have to make decisions. You are greatly b lessed to be able 

to talk with beings from another dimension.” 

“And I appreciate this blessing.” 

I felt Mother‟s touch. It was intriguing to think that one could travel from 

dimension to dimension, exploring alternate realities. I could imagine 

reaching the point when one would tire of this and just want to join with the 

truly Real instead of exp loring illusions. If one did this, the ego would 

disappear, I suppose, and without ego, why would anyone care to explore? “Is 

the new planet which 8 is creating located in h is dimension?”  
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“Yes.” 

“Does each manifestation of spirit in one dimension have its counterpart 

in another, like a reflection, but changed by the different conditions that 

prevail there?”  

“This is not the case. It is not a law. It can be represented, but it need not 

be.” 

“I have to rest. I‟m too tired to talk about this any longer,” I said. I 

wondered why beings from one dimension would want to interact with beings 

from another. Perhaps the events in one influence the events in another, which  

is what some ETs have told humans. They want us to correct certain flaws in  

our way of doing things because the effect of wrongdoing is felt in their 

dimension as well. One outstanding example is the disruptive effect of nuclear 

explosions upon adjacent dimensions.  

I wanted to sleep but was too wound up. My fatigue dwindled  

considerably after I quietly reflected on these thoughts for a while. I went  

downstairs, sat in the recliner and wished that I could travel at will to other 

dimensions and recall all that transpired there. I felt limited and frustrated. I 

knew that I was receiv ing images from Nuke‟s dimension and perhaps others 

from t ime to time, but they had little meaning without knowing how they fit  

into the context of events around them. I finally fell asleep. 

In the morn ing Marjie said, “I had the same dream three times in a row. 

There was a flood around our property which drove cattle into our apple 

orchard until it was full of Black Angus cows. Beth was right in the middle of 

them. Each time I had the dream, I would wake up, use the bathroom, think I 

wasn‟t going to have it again, and there it would be. I would hear the tapping 

noise and that would end the dream, but it kept coming back.”  

“It‟s a different kind of repetition. The dream is repeating, but you aren‟t 

doing the same thing over and over in it. Perhaps it is a prophetic dream. We 

can have a session after work about it if you like.”  

In our evening session, I suggested that Marjie return to the dream and 

allow it to continue to its conclusion, but she said, “I‟m being shown the small 

ball o f Light that entered me a few days back in order to learn about emotions. 

The Light was not for me, it was for you. Can you see anything?” 

“Yes. The left  side of my v isual field is covered with a golden haze.”  

“That‟s it. Are you aware of any other sensations?” 

“It feels as if a hand has been placed on top of my brain at the crown of 

my head, just to the right of the midline. It  feels different from Mother‟s touch 

and from Mi‟s as well. I felt it several t imes earlier today.”   
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“That is the Light. Let go of my hand.” I did.  

“This Light is for you. You are to form a relat ionship with it. You are to  

give it a name.” 

“I‟ll call it Haze.”  

“It is a gift from I AM. You should let Haze into your heart. It is very 

powerful, and can help you get what you need.”  

“Is this one of those situations where you can only make one wish, or can 

it respond to more than one?” 

“You should be very specific in your requests.”  

“I want to know how to use it, and to be able to travel to other dimensions 

and to remember what I did there.”  

Marjie emerged  from the t rance and soon had  drifted o ff to s leep . I 

went downstairs, got comfortab le in the recliner, closed my eyes, and  

greeted Haze. I inv ited him into my heart and expressed my wishes to him. 

I hoped to have another v ision of h im as I sat in The Dark, but none came. 

However, I felt h is touch. I began to fall as leep, so I went upstairs and go t  

into bed. 

Marjie complained of being bored, was irritable, and had no interest in 

my suggested activities the following afternoon. She hadn‟t been sleeping 

well for several n ights due to disturbing dreams and I thought an infusion of 

energy might be helpful.  

We had a session. I asked Alta Sha to take her to the Throne, where she 

was held in the arms of I AM. I expected that she would certainly be able to  

sleep peacefully after that, but in the morning she complained that her dream 

had been too perfect!  

“How can you be upset about a perfect dream?” I asked. 

“It was so orderly and sensible that it was almost as irritating as the 

nonsense of doing things again and again. I don‟t know why you‟re even 

asking me why it was frustrating!” I thought she was being  unreasonable and 

withdrew to our new deck to avoid further conflict. In a few minutes she 

joined me and said, “Alta Sha wants to speak to you.” 

“That‟s fine with me.”  

He greeted me with, “My friend.” 

“My friend,” I rep lied.  

“Once again Pearl‟s sleep was not restful.”  

“What‟s wrong?” 
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“Her brain chemicals are unbalanced. I am sorry that she is having this 

problem. She needs to go back on her medication. She will need to take it for 

a month.” 

I was really shocked. Unbidden tears welled. “Why did I AM deny he r 

the healing that she wants?” 

“I AM did not deny her the healing. He simply d id not perform the 

miracle that you wanted Him to perform. This is His way of healing her. The 

medication is readily available and is designed to restore the balance of 

chemicals in her brain, so that the brain learns how to reproduce a balance of 

chemicals in the future. If she takes it for a month, the benefits will be much  

longer lasting than if she takes it for only a few days.”  

“If this is the will of I AM who am I to question it?” 

“Perhaps you thought your guardian angel had gone bad.” 

“How could that be?”  

“That was an attempt at humor.”  

“Oh. I guess I‟m too upset to notice. Somet imes her problems seem 

never-ending. Marjie told me that she saw a headline on a trashy newspaper 

that said if you‟re having bad luck, maybe your guardian angel has gone bad 

on you.” 

“The idea is ludicrous,” he said. “What is it that brings tears to your eyes? 

Is it because you did not receive the miracle you were expecting?”  

“I want her to be well. It hurts me to think that she is still depressed and 

has to take medicine for it.”  

“There are many people who have to take medicine every day for an 

illness.” 

“I‟m grateful that I AM has provided a solution for her distress. Does she 

have enough medicine on hand to last a month?” 

“Yes.” 

“I‟d better go get it then.” 

“I have already seen to that. It is my responsibility to keep her physical 

self safe from harm, and that is what I will do, by whatever method I AM 

shows to me.”  

“Alleluia.”  

“Alleluia.”  

We went out to eat. Sarah and Perithnea normally would channel on the 

way, but said nothing. A little concerned, I asked, “Are you alright, Sarah?”  

“Yes. Sarah was worried  about Touch. Sarah was watching. W ill Touch 

be alright?” 
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“Yes. The medicine will help her.”  

“Will you play with me on the computer?” 

“Sure.”  

Adam jo ined me at bedtime. I was stroking his forehead and asked, “Are 

your genetic experiments going well?”  

“Yes. I have blooms everywhere. If I have sufficient time, I will try to 

create a rainbow of colors with these flowers for Sarah‟s induction. Nucleus 

said that I might have enough time.” 

“Perhaps you will. Sarah is in no hurry to jo in the Board.”  

“If you need me for anything just call on me, father.”  

I spoke to Perithnea again Sunday morning and asked, “Where did you 

spend your time yesterday?” 

“I was busy consoling some friends whose charges have passed on. They 

were a bit heartsick because they did not accomplish all that they wanted to 

with them before they passed away.” 

“Was that because the humans wouldn‟t allow them to?” 

“Yes. They are feeling better now. A group of us got together to help 

them.”  

“Couldn‟t they see the ones who passed on in spirit?”  

“It isn‟t their job to follow them into the spirit world. That‟s someone 

else‟s responsibility.”  

We were driving to Unity when Sarah asked, “Can you put Sarah into a 

trance so she can find out where Joshua is?” 

“Perhaps we can find out later.”  

“I would like to visit Toys R Us.” 

“That‟s a good idea. I‟m glad you reminded me. They may have the 

microscope you want.” After church we bought a microscope and a 

chemistry set for Sarah, which made her very happy.  

We were back at home when Marjie and I had a session in which I asked 

Adam to fill us in on Joshua‟s activities. He said, “Joshua and I have been 

working together with the flowers. We have been almost constant companions 

and have spent all our time on this recently. Joshua attends to the young plants. 

He had an artist make a portrait of Sarah which hangs in a prominent place and 

he gazes at it frequently. He misses Sarah just as she misses him. Sarah can hear 

what I am saying.” 

“Thank you for the informat ion. I‟m sure that Sarah appreciates it.”  
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“Can I be excused now? I am quite busy.” 

“Certainly.”  

On our evening walk, Nucleus 8 joined me. We greeted and he said, 

“How do you feel about Sarah‟s progress?” 

“She has decided that she is no longer a baby and is very interested in 

learning through using the computer, a microscope, and a chemistry set. 

However, she is still very concerned that if she leaves us, she will lose the 

affection that she needs. She is afraid she won‟t be able to be with us as much 

as she wants to. She wants to be able to come to us for story time even if she 

is a Board member.”  

“Of course she will be able to do that.”  

“That‟s what I told her.”  

“The picture of her that Joshua received from one of our artists is quite 

breathtaking. It shows Sarah in the gown she will wear when she is inducted, 

and some of the blossoms that Adam and Joshua have already created. Do you 

think that Sarah is embracing the feminine?”  

“She has always seemed very feminine to me. I‟m surprised that you 

asked.” 

“I just wanted your opinion.” 

“Your question brings Pierre to mind. I don‟t think it‟s likely that they 

will bond. She hasn‟t mentioned his name since their love making. What is he 

doing these days?” 

“He is working in the citrus groves.” 

“A Teglinlin in a citrus grove? Sounds like an alcoholic‟s dream come 

true. He should enjoy that.” 

“I have allowed this because Pierre will take very good care of th e 

plants.”  

“He didn‟t learn much from his last lifetime, did he?” I laughed. “I asked 

Alta Sha if his fondness for alcohol would be a problem, but he told me no. I 

guess he was right; it isn‟t a problem because he‟s already served his purpose 

with Sarah. But if he‟s still drinking, it‟s certain that they won‟t be bonded.”  

“He is a sot. We keep his drinking under control so that it isn‟t a problem, 

but we do not allow him to transport,” 8 smiled. I laughed at the mental 

picture of a drunken Teglin lin operating a craft.  

“You seem more relaxed than the last time we talked. You don‟t seem so 

hard pressed,” I said. 

“I am. The time table fo r Sarah was like a sharp corner in my life.”  

“Why would her growth schedule be a sharp corner for you?”   
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“Look around. Do you see any sharp corners in your environment?” (We 

were walking in the countryside).  

“No, and there are none in yours, either, as I understand it.”  

“That‟s right, but keeping Sarah on schedule was like a sharp corner. It 

was pressing on my spirit. The Board has decided that Sarah will set her own 

deadline and we will not be trying to make th ings happen according to our 

schedule. The pressure has been relieved.”  

“That‟s the way it should be. Why was January picked in the first place?”  

“It was a decision of the Board. I still have an ego, and a great deal of 

ambition, and I am proud of them both. I must admit it would have pleased 

me a great deal to have met the deadline.”  

“It‟s still a  possibility. Now that she has decided not to remain a ch ild, her 

growth rate could increase rather quickly. I AM will work these things out in 

the proper way.”  

“Of course. Good evening, Pat.”  

“It‟s been a pleasure, Nuke.”  

We were almost back to the house. Slightly frustrated, Marjie facetiously 

said, “I really enjoyed that walk.”  

I told her what happened. She had her first sound sleep in weeks that 

night. 
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Chapter Forty Four 

A Gift of Memories 

Marjie enjoyed mowing the yard Monday afternoon, and I used the bush 

hog on the fields, which was fun for me. Our chores kept us busy until seven 

in the evening. At supper, Adam made the milk jug thunk and caused the top 

to rise and fall down several t imes. 

Sarah had been very patient and did not seek attention until after all our 

work was done. When she channeled, I praised her for being considerate of 

Marjie. 

“Sarah is being thoughtful and good,” she said. At bedtime she put some 

salve on my itching back and I thanked her again. She said, “Sarah is being 

helpful. Sarah is excellent. How d id Sound get the scratch on your arm?”  

“I rubbed against a nail when I was working on the roof. It‟s nothing.”  

“Sarah loves Sound.”  

“Sound loves Sarah very much, too.” She liked the article I read to her 

about the formation of novae and supernovae.  

While preparing for sleep, I tried to visualize Haze and was rewarded 

with the sharp but brief image of a golden face with numerous eyes. I had 

been aware of h is touch several times during the day.  

In the morn ing I asked Perithnea to tell me more about Haze. “I don‟t 

know much about him, except that he is very powerful. I can‟t see him right 

now,” she said. 

“You mean he isn‟t with me all the time?”  

“No. He comes and goes.” 

“Well, that explains why I‟m not aware of him all the time. I‟ve been 

trying to communicate with h im.”  

“He is supposed to do all the work. He is very powerful. You don‟t have 

to worry about Haze. He‟s supposed to help you. You were just asked to form 

a relat ionship with him.”   

“I‟ve been trying.” 
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I got home early from work and had time to do some painting on the 

house as planned. Perithnea and Marjie were involved in looking at star maps 

and after dark we used them to try to locate some of the constellations, but the 

mosquitoes drove us back inside rather quickly.  

Although Marjie‟s depression was improved, the medicat ion was also 

keeping her awake. With A lta Sha‟s approval, we supplemented it with an  

antihistamine capsule, which helped her to sleep.  

Around five in the morning I was awakened by a disturbing dream. 

Marjie and I were in the oldest section of a large, strange city, admiring the 

store window displays. I was amazed at how small the identical shops were 

and how each of them had its own little  doorway in a large brick building. I 

was searching for new office space which had been advertised as being 

nearby. We came to the end of the street, turned right and saw, in the middle 

of a vast, park-like opening, a huge building unlike anything ever seen on this 

planet. The cube-shaped central core of the building was supported by two 

gigantic, curved “legs” of concrete arranged at right angles to one another. 

The legs were much larger than the cubical core which they supported at their 

intersection about two hundred feet above the ground. The structure looked as 

if it should have fallen over due to its unstable design. The legs, 

approximately forty feet in diameter, extended out a half mile or more from 

the center point. The central cube was about 150 by 150 feet on each side and 

several stories tall. Like it, the legs were also full of office spaces. The closer 

we got to this off-balance build ing, the more anxious I was that it would fall 

on us. There were big cracks in the concrete legs where water seemed to have 

seeped beneath the surface. I wondered how they could repair damage like 

that to prevent the structure from further deterioration. I thought the building 

contractor must have used inferior materials, and the whole thing looked quite 

dangerous to me. 

“I would  not work in this build ing,” I told  Marjie. “If it ever falls, there 

would be no surviving it, unless my office was at the base of one of the legs.” 

Other strangely shaped buildings lined the edge of the field. We walked  

toward one with an onion-shaped dome like those on Russian churches. There 

were huge, single paned windows in the dome, each of which each too k up 

almost a quarter of its circumference. I wondered what advanced technology 

could have made them and put them in place, and immediately thought of 

ETs. 

The anxiety generated by the instability of the two-legged building woke 

me up. The dream had been so vivid that I thought I must have been traveling 
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to a real place in another dimension. I knew that the ETs could build in any 

shape desired and could overcome the effects of gravity.  

I tried to fall asleep again. Vivid images, organic and inorganic and to o 

numerous to describe, formed in my mind‟s eye. I saw large black eyes from 

time to time and saw the image of Star One‟s hybrid form as she appears in 

8‟s dimension. I wondered if Haze were helping me to remember traveling to 

another dimension as I had requested. I felt as if I were almost, but not fully, 

in that other dimension. When I directed my thoughts to Haze, I experienced a 

vivid golden image followed by beautiful, flowing shades of violet, red, and 

gold.  

Curiously, when Marjie woke, she said, “I dreamed of us staying at a 

hotel in China which got washed away by a flood.” It seemed odd that we 

both dreamed of buildings damaged by water in unfamiliar places. Much later, 

my dream seemed a rather obvious symbol of the professional insecurity I was 

subconsciously feeling. 

That evening I said, “I would like to have a session tonight . I have felt 

Mother‟s touch all day, as if she‟s calling me.”  

After a brief countdown I felt Mother‟s touch again and Marjie said, “I 

see Mother. Now I see a lot of very large Qs. You know, the letter Q. They‟re 

forming up in a line. Now they are snaking toward me, moving up and down. 

They are coming very near my face. Mother is with them. One of the Qs is 

hanging around her neck, a big black Q! I don‟t know what this means. How 

am I supposed to react to this?” 

“Maybe the Q stands for queen. Why don‟t you ask Mother what they 

mean?”  

“She says it stands for quad quasars. Nucleus and his team have 

discovered them. They‟re celebrating.”  

“I‟ve been reading to Sarah about quasars.”  

“I don‟t even know what a quasar is,” Marjie said.  

“They are inconceivably powerful sources of energy that emit much more 

light than an entire galaxy . They may be produced by black holes.”  

“Mother says you are right about them having a great deal of energy.”  

“Perhaps quasars are a point of contact between their dimension and 

ours.” 

“Mother says you are right about that, also.” 

“Nucleus can explain it all to us if we contact him. So why don‟t you call 

him?”  

“I‟m not getting an answer.” 
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“He may be too busy s ince their discovery. We can try later.”  

Our session over, Marjie and I took a walk. I said, “I‟m concerned that 

Sarah really doesn‟t understand what being a member of the Board means. 

I‟m hoping that Nucleus will teach her about it.”  

Sarah replied, “I don‟t want to be nailed to a board!” 

“What do you mean?”  

“Isn‟t that what they do, nail you to a board, like they did to that man in  

the Breath book?” 

“Are you talking about Jesus?”  

“Yes. They nailed him to a board, and  they tried to hurt Sarah because 

she was going to be on the Board.” 

“That story has nothing to do with becoming a member of the Board. It is 

written that Jesus was nailed to a wooden cross, but that was his destiny, not 

yours. The Board I am talking about is a group of people who  sit around a 

table and make very important decisions that affect the lives of billions of 

people. It‟s called a Board because the table is like a big board.”  

„Like a family?” 

“Yes, a lot like a family.”  

“Good. Sarah would like to have a family.”  

“It‟s very unusual for someone to try to harm a Board member. Everyone 

at the Station and on the Board is trying to protect you so that you won‟t be 

harmed.”  

“Sarah was afraid she would be killed if she becomes a Board member.”  

“Nucleus 8 can show you what Board  members do. Would you like that?” 

“Yes.” 

“Right now he is busy celebrating with his friends about the discovery of 

four quasars.” 

“Will Sound read more about quasars to me?”  

“Yes.” 

After the bedtime reading, I went outside to look at the stars. In the wes t I 

saw a very bright, twinkling star which drew my attention. As I watched, it 

made s mall but defin ite movements. I waved and said, “Hello, friends. I‟m 

happy to hear that you discovered the quad four.” When I went out about an 

hour later, the vessel was gone. 

My sleep was restless and I woke up around four with very swollen  

sinuses, as if I had been exposed to an irritating chemical. I wondered what 

could have caused that.  Had I been traveling during my sleep? I figured I 

would find out the next time I saw Nuke. 
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Upon awakening, Marjie said, “Someth ing strange happened last night. 

Do you remember what it was?” 

“I saw a UFO in the west before I went to sleep, and I woke up around 

four with irritated sinuses. I felt like I had been breathing a chemical of so me 

kind.”  

“I know this wasn‟t a dream. I was wide awake. You sat up in the bed and 

stood up very straight beside it, and your body went right through the roof at 

an angle. You completely disappeared! I knew that you had been taken by the 

ETs, but I didn‟t worry about it, because I knew you would be back before 

long, so I just turned over and went back to sleep.” 

“I don‟t remember any of that. Maybe my sinuses are acting up because 

of something I breathed when I was there. I wish I could remember what I 

did.” It was very frustrating. 

In spite of the night‟s activities I felt quite energetic and after an easy day 

at work, I got home around six thirty. Nuke‟s promise that my nighttime 

jaunts would not leave me t ired had been confirmed.  

Marjie was exhausted from typing and painting. Perithnea said, “She 

overdid it today. She got so tired she started to shake. She had to sit down and 

have several glasses of tea. She‟s very proud of herself, though.”  

“Will she ever learn to pace herself?”  

We finally contacted 8. In a jov ial mood, he said, “Hello, Pat. I 

apologize fo r any delay in my response. It has been quite noisy due to the 

celebrat ion, which is still going on. We have successfully captured the 

energy of all four quasars! We hardly know what to do with it all.”  

“Congratulations on your new discovery. Mother let us know about it. I 

can‟t begin to imagine how much energy that is. I understand that a single 

quasar has the energy of a thousand or more galaxies.” 

“That is correct. I was pleased that you were able to part icipate in the 

celebration.”  

“I understand that I was with you, but I have no memory of it. It is very 

frustrating to know that I‟ve been celebrating with you and I can‟t remember 

any of it.”  

“It frustrates me also to have to discuss the same material with you a 

second time. But, I am learning more about the mechanics of humans, and 

perhaps more about the mechanics of myself as well.”  

“The reason I called you was that I have an idea about how to encourage 

Sarah‟s growth. I think exposure to the workings of the Board would help her 

to have a better understanding of what being a Board member involves.”  
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“I can‟t share what is currently being done, but I can assemble the Board  

to provide Star One with mental images of the members. I can also provide 

some information about the effects that Board decisions have had on others.” 

“I had to explain to Sarah that being a member of the Board doesn‟t mean  

that she would be nailed to a board; she thought she was going to be crucified  

like Jesus.” 

“Oh. From your instruction manual.”  

“I exp lained that she wouldn‟t be harmed and would be protected as a 

Board member. Has anyone ever made attempts to kill Board members?”  

“Many centuries ago there was an attempt. There was a great battle in  

space, but the Board was victorious. I believe that some of your ancient 

writings speak of this battle.” 

“Do you mean the writings of India which describe a battle in the heavens 

among the Gods?” 

“Yes.” 

“Does that mean that the Board was once located near Earth?” I was 

astounded. 

“It was. It  was removed to its present location for reasons of security. 

There has been no attack on this location since that time.”  

“I‟d like to know more of the history of the Board someday, but I imagine 

you would like to go back to the celebrat ion.”  

“Yes. I will use your suggestion about Sarah.” 

“Perhaps we can talk about it tomorrow.”  

“Tomorrow, then.” 

“Good night.” 

I read to Sarah from a new book about Native A mericans. Marjie began 

to act strangely, and I asked, “What‟s wrong?” 

“They are separating me.”  

“What do you mean by that?” 

“I‟m too sleepy. I‟ll tell you later.”  

Marjie couldn‟t remember the details of what happened in the morning, 

but said, “I didn‟t like the sensation of being separated. I know that Mother 

wanted me to go with her somewhere.”  

I was in a bad mood due to my frustration over not remembering my 

experiences in 8‟s dimension. I mildly criticized something Marjie forgot to 

do and she got so upset that she threatened to leave me. She shouted, “You are 

encouraging me to believe in a lot of crazy things that I have no proof are 

real!  You are encouraging me to believe in fantasies like faeries!”  
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I reminded her again of the many proofs we had experienced which  

showed that the ones she channeled were real and kept talking calmly to her 

until we got to the true reason for her distress. “Your anger was so strong I felt  

like I was being blasted. I had to get away from it.”  

“I only expressed a little irritation. It wasn‟t like I yelled at you or threw 

things or acted enraged. You‟ve never seen me get really angry. I don‟t have 

enough self control to never express my frustration. I have feelings like 

everyone else, and sometimes I get irritated, and you react as if I dropped a 

bomb. I‟m sorry. I‟ll have to work harder on controlling my mouth.”  

I asked her to pray with me that I AM would help me eliminate my 

irritability and would enable her to let my anger roll off her like water from a 

duck‟s back.  

Alta Sha channeled. “Will you let go of the pain that you hold to yourself 

as something precious? You do not need it and should let it go. Express what 

it is that you are truly angry about. Some of your anger is with I AM.”  

The dam of emotion broke when I heard h is words. “I‟m angry that I‟m 

stuck here on this planet when I know that there is a much better place to be. 

I‟m tired o f wait ing. My patience is running out. I don‟t feel like I‟m 

accomplishing anything important by being here.”  

Alta Sha gently embraced me and soothed away my tears. “Your kind  

words have more far reaching effects than you know. You cannot follow the 

outcomes of the kindness and gentleness that you show to others. Let your 

anger go into Alta Sha.” 

I found it impossible to direct my anger toward him. “I feel that if I 

complain enough, maybe I AM will make it possible for me to remember 

more of what I do in that other dimension.”  

“Do you want to leave now?” 

“If it means leaving my physical body, the answer is no. I have work to  

do here. Things aren‟t all that bad.” 

“One of your biggest responsibilit ies is to wait for I AM to introduce you 

to that other world at the perfect moment .” 

“I realize that. I guess it‟s just self-pity.”  

“You are entitled to a certain amount of self-pity.” He held me as if he 

were my father. I wept until my emot ion dissipated. “You have released much 

anger,” he said.  

“I feel a lot better, but I‟m going out to chop wood so I can release more 

of it.”  

“Alleluia.”  



A Gift of Memories 

500 

I got the axe from the tool shed and attacked a dead tree that needed to be 

removed, pouring all my anger about everything into each stroke for as long 

as I could. The extent of my frustration with my earthly life beginning from 

early childhood had not been clear to me until I deliberately set it free. I 

recalled the meanness I had observed in the way some children treated others 

and the meanness I had received from people I barely knew. Jealousy, 

competition, aggression and greed had always disturbed me. I was disgusted 

by watching people jockey for position and power, indulging themselves at 

the expense of others, devoting themselves to the pursuit of profit, failing to 

live up to the responsibilities and ethics of their professions, etc, etc. I longed 

for a world in  which love, cooperation, and mutual support was the rule, not 

the exception. From earliest childhood I knew that there was a better way and 

much of my life I had silently mourned for the loss of it. My grief was too 

often expressed as irritation and anger. Irritation only contributed to the 

negativity I complained about.  

Underlying the anger was also a feeling of abandonment by those who 

had sent me to Earth, but it then occurred to me that only someone who had 

been truly loved could grieve so much over its loss.  

I thought, Why was I blaming someone else for my predicament? It made 

no sense that I would have been exiled by people who genuinely loved me. 

Therefore, I must have chosen my fate and now I was complaining about it. 

My situation was like volunteering to climb Mount Everest, knowing that it 

would be very hard, and then griping all the time about how difficult it was.  

I wouldn‟t have chosen this life if I expected it to be a piece of cake. 

Growth can only occur by overcoming challenges, and trust in others can also 

grow when we find a helping hand. A certain amount of complaining was to 

be expected, but overdoing it would only make matters worse.  

Why is any amount of complaining desirable? Does it serve some vitally 

important function for people, such as blowing off steam, or is the need to 

ventilate a misconception? Could one reasonably aspire to stop complaining 

entirely? Could one give up the illusion that the frustrations are unfair, 

considering that one made the choice to be here?  

After exhausting myself with the axe, I felt lighter and more optimistic. I 

went inside the house and found that Marjie had decided to stay. We agreed 

not to talk about our conflict until her emotions, like mine, were less intense.  

After b reakfast, Marjie began paint ing the exterio r walls  o f the 

house after I had scrubbed them clean of d irt and mildew. That kept us  

busy all afternoon. The work also helped  to  d issipate my residual anger.  
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Each of the children made a point of speaking to me during the day an d I 

appreciated the comfort that their presence provided. Adam made the tea jug  

thunk several times when we sat down to eat. He said, “I enjoy propelling  

myself from one side of the tea jug to the other.”  

“The noise makes it hard for Marjie to deny your existence. Thank you 

for help ing.” 

Sarah complained, “I remember Touch saying I was a warlock. I don‟t 

like that word. Sarah is not a warlock.”  

“She didn‟t mean it. She was just angry.” 

“Will you always be my family, o r will you leave Sarah?” 

“I will always  be your adoptive father and will always want to be near 

you. Even when people are far apart physically, they can be with one another 

emotionally. I th ink that someday we will both be in the same dimension and 

will spend time together with 8 too on the new planet, but I‟m not certain  

what the future holds. We will do whatever it is that I AM wants us to do.” 

Before going to bed, we watched the craft which had returned to linger in 

the western sky. I also saw a small red light merrily twinkling near Jupiter. I 

asked Perithnea, “Is that a craft also?” 

“Yes. Purpy says hello.”  

“Hello, Purpy. Thanks for being here.”  

We continued painting the next day and got a lot accomplished. I had odd 

sensations as if the right frontal area o f my brain was being manipulated, but 

felt no adverse effects. I wondered if it were caused by Haze. In case it was, I 

affirmed aloud that he knew best how to help me make progress in healing my 

emotional distress.  

Marjie was happy to go to our favorite Chinese restaurant for supper. 

Adam joined me on the way to town. “Have you been staying around today to 

check up on me?” I asked.  

“Yes.” 

“Thanks for caring. How are the flowers progressing?” 

“We have created a golden blossom that we call Century. We have 

succeeded in producing a metallic appearance in the petals which reflects 

golden light.” 

“They will match Sarah‟s gown,” I noted.  

“I plan to transfer this reflectivity to other flowers as well. Joshua is 

trying to create a flower with silver petals. He has decided to name it Mirror 

My Love. I think that Nucleus is helping Joshua from the sidelines, so that 

Joshua will get all the credit.”  
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I wondered if I would be able to recall attending Sarah‟s induction. What 

a loss it would be to have no memory of it!  

I stopped beside the automatic teller at our bank. Read ing the initials, I 

said to Adam, “ATM. They sound like atom if you pronounce them like a 

word. Do you remember when you thought your name was Atom and you 

were supposed to be very small?”  

“Yes. I am very glad that you corrected that  error.” 

“I suppose it could be interesting to be as small as an atom.”  

“But very confining.”  

“I‟ve been thinking that it might be good for Sarah to know more about the 

history of 8‟s people and the principles their society is based on.” 

“It might be helpfu l to her. Mother is growing tired.”  

“Then we will have to talk again later.”  

After a delicious meal Marjie and I went to the library and checked out 

the astronomy books Sarah selected.  From there we went home. 

Sarah asked, “Can Sarah have a baby?” 

“You would have to reenter your body, and it would have to be mature 

enough. Becoming a parent is a big responsibility and not something to be 

done without a lot of thought. Why do you want to have one?” 

“I don‟t want to be a parent. I just want to have a baby and then I‟ll give 

it away. My parents on Compound 91 didn‟t think about it before they had 

me.”  

“They were wrong not to. One shouldn‟t bring a new life into the world  

without thought. Maybe someone else would like to have yours and would 

take good care of it, but there is always a spiritual connection between mother 

and child.”  

“Like glue?”  

“Yes. It might be possible through 8‟s technology for you to have 

the sensations of pregnancy and birth without actually doing it, but I don‟t 

know. You‟ll have to ask 8, and you would have to have Touch‟s permission, 

since she would have to go through it with you.”  

Sarah looked up  at the ceiling and  began talking to  8 th rough the 

corridor, which was inv isib le to me. “Can I have a baby?  Please? Sarah  

waaant . Pleeease? Why not? Sarah wants to have a baby! Sarah will not  

speak to 8 anymore if she can ‟t have a baby. The next t ime 8 opens the 

door, Sarah will close it . Sarah will not grow.” I wondered how Nuke was  

taking her amus ing attempt to manipulate him and began to laugh. She 

said, “Shh! Eight closed the door in Sarah‟s face! Why is Sound laughing?” 
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“Because I know you‟re just playing with him. You don‟t mean it. You  

wouldn‟t really turn your back on 8.”  

She reacted as if the corridor had been reopened, turned her head and put 

her nose up in indignation. “Sarah not speak to 8. Sarah not listen.” Eight said 

something which got to her and she began to cry. “Sarah sorry. Sarah loves 

8.”  

Nevertheless, I sensed that the answer was still no.”What‟s wrong, Sarah? 

Why are you crying?” 

“Eight said meet force with fo rce!”   

I soothed her. “What would have happened if you succeeded in getting 

your way by what you did?” 

“I would have been manipulating.”  

“That‟s right, and then what would have happened to Sarah?” 

“I would have become spoiled.”  

“That‟s right. No one likes a manipulator, so be glad that you didn‟t 

succeed.”  

At bedtime, Marjie read while I looked at the astronomy books, admiring  

the colors of distant galaxies. When I reached to turn out the light, Sarah 

asked, “Will Sound always snuggle with Sarah? Will you still hold me even 

after I enter my body? Will you be repelled by my body?” 

“I will always want to hold Sarah.”  

“Touch was afraid of Mother when she first saw her.”  

“Yes, but she learned to love that form. I think Teglinlins have a beautiful 

form.”  

“Did you know that Mother can communicate with quasars?” 

“How can she do that?” 

“You must remember that once you enter Mother, she is vast.” 

I wondered if she was so vast that she could contain a quasar. I 

envisioned her as being big enough to contain a whole galaxy. I also 

remembered reading that the closest known quasar is estimated to be a billion 

light years away! 

I woke up around 5:30 due to a disturbing dream about having a wife who  

was a contrary composite of all three women I had married. I was trying very 

hard to get her to cooperate with me and she wouldn‟t. She insisted on doing 

things that awakened me in the middle of the night and would not stop. When 

I complained, she threatened to leave me. I thought, Perhaps I am supposed to 
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be alone. Upon awakening, I realized that none of the truly important things in 

my life had happened when I was alone. I had no intention of leaving Marjie, 

but knew she might leave me unless I had total control over my verbal 

expressions of anger, regardless of its target. 

Around noon I was painting the exterior of the house and had almost run 

out of paint. Perithnea said, “I spent a boring night wait ing for y ou to travel. 

At the last minute you backed out. You told them that you were just too tired 

and needed to put it off until another night.”  

“I was very tired, but I have no memory of that conversation.” 

“You might find some more paint like that if you go to  the Wal Mart in  

Union City.” I knew that the local store had run out of the color I was using 

and was thinking that I wouldn‟t be able to fin ish the house for several days.  

“I hadn‟t even considered going to Union City. Thanks for the 

suggestion.” 

As it happened, I needed to go there anyway to visit a client I had been 

counseling at a safe house for abused women. When I saw her, she reported 

considerable progress in her reactions to her boyfriend‟s behavior and was 

experiencing a renewal of her faith in God, which I found very gratifying. She 

related that she had been abused by an uncle when she was a child and shared 

an early memory of seeing a UFO! I offered to exp lore these memories with  

her in the future.  

Mi tickled me that afternoon, and I saw a brown blur which suddenly 

appeared and then disappeared in mid-flight in the kitchen.  

At nine o‟clock, Marjie said, “ Sarah wants us to turn on Star Trek 

because she wants to watch Worf.”  

“Sounds good to me.”  

Sarah asked, “Why do I want to watch Worf?”  

“He reminds you of people you have seen in 8‟s dimension.”  

“Yes. You are very s mart.”  

As it turned out, the entire ep isode was devoted to Worf, who was  

caught in a parallel reality. He kept jumping uncontrollably from one 

dimension into the other. In each of them, the characters were the same, but  

acted out slightly different ro les, so that he became very confused as to 

which was the “true” reality. I had no doubt that 8 and company knew what  

the episode was about and had given  Sarah the mot ivat ion to watch it. It  

couldn‟t have been more relevant to her life.  

During the last commercial b reak, Sarah was staring at my face in a 

strange way.”Why are you looking at me so intently?”  
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“I see 8 when I look at your face. I love 8, and I love you, too.” She 

looked toward the spot in the ceiling where the corridor opens, listened to a 

communicat ion from 8, and said, “Sarah loves 8! Hello Joshua! Sarah loves 

Joshua! Sarah misses Joshua!” She looked at me contentedly and said, “Sarah 

shh now.” We watched the last segment of the program before she said good 

night and fell asleep.  

Before I left fo r work Sarah said that she loved me and that she had been 

to see 8 while I was sleeping. “What did you and 8 talk about last night?” 

“Eight said Sarah was beautiful and as Sarah grows, she becomes more 

beautiful. I think 8 uses psychology.”  

“I‟m sure he wants to encourage your growth, but I think he‟s telling the 

truth. I don‟t think he‟s manipulat ing you.” 

“Then why not separate the two? He could just say Sarah is beautiful and 

then he could say he likes to see Sarah grow.”  

“That‟s a very good point, Sarah.” 

She smiled.”Eight uses psychology.” 

“Eight told me the other day that he has given up the idea of trying to 

rush your growth. He said it is your decision and you have to go at your own 

pace. I think he‟s just being truthful. I think Sarah is beautiful, too.” 

While I was away at work, Marjie had enjoyed a pleasant visit with her 

sons, who had reassured her that they loved her. Perithnea was pleased that 

Bart didn‟t reject her expression of affection toward him, and that he hadn‟t 

denied Sarah‟s existence when his family teased him about her. Bart had 

received a lot of “ragging” from his family about a greeting card that Sarah 

had sent him, written in the symbols of her Teglinlin language.  

When I got home, Perithnea said hello and gave me several compliments, 

telling me how kind I was to others, and that my Light was very bright.  

“Thank you for the compliment.” 

“It‟s simply the truth.” 

Marjie asked, “Do you feel Mother? I th ink she‟s calling me.”  

“Why don‟t we have a session after our walk?”  

“Okay.”  

Adam appeared. “I would like to get a word in edgewise,” he said. I 

embraced h im. His expression reminded me of Marjie‟s sketch of him.  

“Thank you for coming to visit.”  

“Mother was very pleased with the boys‟ visit. Bart replied immediately  

when she told him I sent my greet ings. Mother talked to Bart‟s grandmother 

about Alta Sha and Tony said he wished he could talk to his guardian angel.”  
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“That sounds like real progress. How is your flower pro ject going?”  

“I wanted  to b reak the news to you first. One of my ch ild ren has  

produced a s ingle s ilvery  petal, but  the others are a d ifferent  co lor.”  

“That‟s great. You‟re making progress.” 

“Yes, but I am d isappointed that we have not fully succeeded.” 

“Your persistence will pay off, I‟ll bet.” 

“Thank you for having confidence in me. You have a session planned, so 

I‟ll go back to the Station.” 

“Talk to you later, then. I love you.” 

“I love you, father.”  

Upon entering the trance, Marjie immediately saw Mother. “Her face is 

moving like an accordion. It comes very close to mine and gets very large, 

and then it moves away and gets very small. I don‟t know if I like th is. Why is 

she doing that? Now she is pressing down on my chest. I wonder why she‟s 

doing that.” 

“Perhaps she wants you to go deeper.” I counted down again.  

“Now I see you and Mother together. You‟re on the ship. You‟re barefoot 

and wearing a blue robe without a belt. You‟re walking beside her a nd 

touching her. She‟s showing you to her office. You‟re thrilled with her see -

through floor. You are looking at the doorways to other dimensions, and you 

have tears in your eyes.” I felt those emotions.  

“Mother says you should not allow yourself to be overwhelmed. There is 

more she wants to show you. She‟s escorting  you down a corridor. You‟re 

still touching her. There are several other beings passing by and you stop to 

stare at them intently. They‟re not offended. They understand that you‟re just 

trying to get to know them and they consider it to be very natural. A dark one 

reached out to you with a protrusion like a finger and touched you on the 

shoulder. You touched him back in the same way.  

“Mother has taken you to a room where Nuke is. There are many  others 

there, all different kinds. You‟re giving him a hug and he‟s introducing you to 

the others and showing you the different forms of greeting that they use. Some 

do not shake hands, but make contact with other parts of the body. Now he‟s 

showing you a grown Teglinlin. There are tears in your eyes again. You are 

asking him if you can see Sarah‟s body, but the answer is no. Mother says it‟s 

time fo r me to come back.”  

“Thank you for this memory, Mother,” I said. Referring to Marjie, I 

continued, “Thank you, I AM, for the presence in my life of this wonderful 

being.” 
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Mother‟s whispery voice answered. “Do you know that I love you?”  

“Oh yes. I know that you love me.”  

“You can feel my touch.” 

“Yes. It is very precious to me. Thank you for this memory.”  

“Do not discount it.” 

“I don‟t. I felt those feelings.” 

“Will you allow me to continue?” 

“Of course. I can‟t imagine saying no to you.” 

We gazed at each other and I felt her stroking my brain. Then she was 

gone.  

I counted Marjie up from the trance, but Mother had put her so deep that 

even when I counted up to ten again, she was still under. She asked me to  

touch her, which provided the necessary stimulus for her to emerge.  

She said, “It was like watching a video on a screen. I didn‟t see myself in  

it, only you and Mother. You were really impressed with the floor covering in 

the place where you met with Nucleus and the others. You were very 

comfortable with all those strange forms. You didn‟t seem at all embarrassed 

to study them intently.”   

Marjie was exhausted. Sarah appeared and I said, “Touch is too tired for 

us to look through the microscope tonight.” 

“That‟s alright. What did Mother do to you that made you cry?”  

“She showed me being with her at the Station. It was an answer to prayer. 

Haze heard it and Mother answered it through Marjie. I felt the emotions I had 

there. I was greatly blessed and it made me cry.”  

Marjie wanted a snack so I went downstairs to get it. While washing my 

hands, I noticed a golden haze around my face when I looked in the mirror. I 

was delighted with Haze‟s manifestation. “Thank you for helping me,” I said.  

I had a restless night in anticipation of the possibility that I might have 

another experience and memory of being at the Station. I had the strange 

feeling that something was happening to me that I couldn‟t fully sense, but 

nothing remarkable emerged into my consciousness.  
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Chapter Forty Five 

Blackmail 

Marjie received legal notice that Ralph wanted child support payments 

for Bart. Ralph had never paid any child support after their divorce, which  

made his claim totally absurd, and she was very upset about it. I spent most of 

the afternoon and evening assuring her that we could deal with this and she 

did not have to be so distressed, but her conditioned fear and resentment of 

him was too strong to be eliminated so easily.  

I suggested that we go to Huntsville, Alabama for the weekend and tour 

the Space Center, in order to get her mind off the issue. She agreed that 

getting away for a few days might help. Our first stop was Natchez Trace 

State Park, where we spent the night at the lodge, which is situated beside a 

lake surrounded by a mixed fo rest of pines and broadleaf trees. After dark we 

sat on the dock, which  extended into the lake for about thirty feet. I hoped that 

the water and the clear night sky aglow with myriad stars would soothe her 

anxiety, but she was too distressed to enjoy the tranquil surroundings. 

Adam and Perithnea pledged their support and assured Marjie that if the 

truth about Ralph‟s past behavior was revealed in court, he would emerge 

with no self respect at all.  

As if to assure us that we were in good hands, a high flying UFO passed 

overhead. I tried my best to calm Marjie‟s anxiet ies through trance, but the 

destructive effects of Ralph‟s past abuses were so powerful that she had to 

take an extra dose of medicat ion in order to sleep.  

The vision of a circle of golden Light woke me in the morning. The 

interior o f the circle contained shifting forms on a background of color 

ranging from deep blue to deep purple. Vague faces appeared and disappeared 

in its center. I supposed that Haze was showing me aspects of himself.  

We continued toward Huntsville, but Marjie‟s anxiety mounted until it  

became so acute that I parked in a secluded turnout under some trees, 

planning to have a healing session with her. Upon completion of the 
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countdown, she said, “Mother is giving me an injection.” This greatly calmed  

her. I encouraged Marjie to make contact with  her Higher Self, and to 

embrace the serenity and confidence it possesses. She was able to develop this 

image in detail. “A lta Sha is telling me to return to it whenever I start to feel 

anxious,” she said. This worked well for the rest of the day.  

When we stopped for a snack Marjie drank lemonade while Sarah was 

channeling. I forgot to warn her about the citric acid, and Sarah was soon 

intoxicated. Marjie certain ly wasn‟t feeling any distress for a while after that.  

At Huntsville we stopped at a large motel which rented apartments by the 

day, week, or month, and asked to see one of them before checking in. A 

young, attractive and very friendly brunette escorted us to view the apartment. 

Her abnormally curved spine caused her to stand in a very upright post ure as 

she cheerfully talked to us along the way. Her large brown eyes and very pale 

complexion added to the impression that she was not an ordinary person. We 

were impressed with the accommodations, checked in, and as we were 

unloading our luggage I asked Marjie, “Did you notice how odd that woman 

looks?” 

“There is defin itely something strange about her.”  

“I wouldn‟t be surprised to find out that she is a hybrid and that part of 

her mission was to greet us.” 

“I think you‟re right.” 

Marjie was calm enough to thoroughly enjoy our tour of the NASA Space 

Center, and knowing that she was not suffering allowed me to relax as well. 

Having visited the Space Center previously, I expected her to be excited by 

the many interesting exhib its , and I was not disappointed. She and Sarah had a 

blast. Marjie was particularly thrilled by a simulated space journey to Jupiter. 

The combination of moving seats, large video screen, sound effects, etc. felt 

very familiar to her. She exclaimed, “The sensations made me remember that 

I have actually done something like this before. What a trip!”  

When Sarah walked through the Skylab space station exhibit, which had 

been used to train astronauts before they went into space, she looked very sad. 

I asked, “What‟s bothering you, Sarah?” 

“This technology is so primitive! It‟s dangerous. Sarah feels sorry for 

them. They risked their lives going to orbit in this thing.”  

We were aware that a black man, apparently alone, kept looking at us 

from a distance as we walked through the exhib its. 

Marjie woke up feeling quite tense again. In a trance session, Mother 

gave her another injection. I encouraged her to continue using the image of 
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her confident, happy self, which worked rather well through the morning. 

When she ate a peach for lunch, the citric acid made Sarah a bit intoxicated 

again.  

The weather was very pleasant, which made it a great day for exploring. 

We visited a mansion on a mountain which had been built at great expense by 

a somewhat eccentric physician who was also a lover of the arts. We enjoyed 

walking through the gardens, which provided a scenic view of the to wn 

below, and Adam and Perithnea joined us. Perithnea said that 8 had 

accidentally discovered that the nectar from Adam‟s flowers was a great 

depilatory, and that human women at  the Station liked it  because it removed 

hair without leaving any residue. Adam was quite happy with this unexpected 

benefit of his experiments.  

We also visited a fascinating aviation museum full of very early aircraft, 

including several that were used in World War I. The early technology of the 

engines and airframes was intriguing. I was amazed by the variety and 

creativity of their functional forms and shapes. The quality of all the exhib its 

was excellent.  

We watched a pilot take off in a small stunt plane from the adjacent 

airfield. W ithout introducing himself, a  man who had been following us  at a 

polite distance said, “I had a friend who owned one of those. He said it was 

one of the most squirrelly planes you could ever fly, very tricky to handle. He 

crashed while doing maneuvers too close to the ground one day and was 

killed. He had flown p lanes for Air A merica in Vietnam and was a really good 

pilot, but he liked to take risks.” 

“That‟s too bad,” I commented. I really didn‟t want to talk about the 

morb id subject of somebody dying. I had the feeling that he wanted to keep on 

talking, but I couldn‟t figure out why. Neither o f us knew what else to say and 

we were ready to leave, so instead of encouraging him, we said goodbye and 

started for the exit. Out of earshot, I said, “I think that guy would have 

followed us home if we had invited him.”  

“I know what you mean. I felt like he was determined to talk to us.”  

“I wonder if he was a plant that Nuke put here.”  

After consulting our road map, we decided to visit a waterfall, which  

turned out to be dry due to a prolonged drought. Nevertheless, we walked into 

the impressive gorge it had created, and found fossilized footprints of ancient 

animals in the stone ceiling of the cave formed by the undercutting action of 

the waterfall. How the footprints of quadrupeds managed to get up there was a 

mystery. On an overlook near the top of the fall was a statue commemorating  
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an Indian maiden who had committed suicide by jumping into the chasm in  

order to avoid marry ing someone she didn‟t love. It was quite similar to others 

we had seen with the same theme near Thunder Bay and in Virginia. Perhaps 

Indians weren‟t as stoic as we had been taught to believe.  

Marjie‟s confident higher self allev iated anxiety along with. Mother‟s 

tranquilizing medication at intervals, but the closer we got to home, the more 

anxious she was and she began to have muscle spasms. We used the same 

techniques as before to relieve her.  

As soon as we arrived at home we held a session. “Look for that part of 

yourself that is able to observe your discomfort without being affected by it,” 

I suggested. 

Marjie answered in the calm, wise voice of her Higher Self. “She is being 

flooded with fears from the past. She is full of fractures. For a soul to ch oose 

such a course is very distressing. It is a very difficult course to follow. Her 

spirit has nearly been shattered.” 

“Perhaps the fractures can be washed away by the sacred water that flows 

through the gates of heaven.” 

“I will wash her in this water and have her drink of it.”  A few moments 

passed. “The cracks are diminished.” 

“Then perhaps you should reunite.” I counted Marjie up, relieved that she 

felt better. It was bedtime, so I stroked her hair as I read an article about 

prehistoric humans to Sarah.  

I had to go to work in the morning and was assured that Marjie would be 

closely watched by our channeling family and friends. When I called to check 

on her she said, “I was going to call an attorney, but I was too upset. I knew I 

would just start crying. Would you call one for me?” I made an appointment  

with one, and she spent part of the day gathering legal documents to prepare 

for it . When I got home, she was doing fairly well, but on our evening walk, 

she complained of sharp, intermittent stomach pains  and said, “I hear Nuke 

calling, too.” 

“We‟ll have a session when we get back to the house if you like.”  

“Good.” 

When called upon, Nuke said, “It is very difficult for me to observe the 

suffering of her earthly form through her implant, especially when I can also 

see the form that Star One has here. The difference is dramat ic. Star One is 

very calm. You should be proud of me for controlling my rage. If I had my 

way, I would eliminate the person who threatens her now. In the past I have 

given this one warning of the danger he is courting by trying to harm her.”  



Blackmail 

512 

“What did you do?” 

“I caused him to fall asleep behind the wheel of his automobile. He was 

driving to his home when he ran into a tree. He was thrown into the steering 

wheel and through the windshield and received internal injuries and bleeding. 

Everyone expected him to die. They thought it was a miracle that he survived. 

The true miracle was that I decided to spare him. I had intended for him to 

die, but on second thought, I realized that I d id not have permission to take his 

life. I hoped that he would reflect on what had happened to him and would  

change his course. Now I know that he will not stop tormenting others. He 

gets an ego boost from provoking people, breaking ru les, testing limits and 

succeeding in doing so.” 

“I think he has a death wish. The threat of death will not deter him.”  

“Do you feel the kind of rage that I feel?”  

“No, because I have been expecting him to try something like this ever 

since Marjie married me. He thinks I have money and wants to get his hands 

on some of it. He‟s just acting true to form. What surprises me is the strength 

of Marjie‟s reaction. It shows that we still have a lot of work to do on her past. 

Even though this experience is very painful for her, I believe that it ‟s part of I 

AM‟s plan, and some good will come out of it eventually. I hope the outcome 

will be that Ralph will no longer torment her.”  

“Perhaps a better punishment than death would be to place him at  

Compound 91.”  

“You have a good idea there. He would find the total indifference of 

others infuriating. He would create a ruckus, and that seems to be what they 

can‟t stand. They would probably put him outside for The Dark to take pretty 

quickly, if they could.  

“I also wanted to tell you that we‟re very grateful for the medication and 

other assistance we received on our trip. It would have been a disaster without 

the help you and Mother gave us. We had the feeling that some of the p eople 

we met were members of your staff.”  

“Which ones do you mean?” 

“First, the woman who showed us the apartment had unusually large eyes 

and marked curvature of the spine, and there was a man who began talking to 

us for no obvious reason at the airplane museum.”  

“Congratulations! You spotted them. They were placed in your path in 

order to help.” 

“How d id you manage that? How could you know in advance that we 

would be in those particular p laces? But then, you do have time travel.”  
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“Yes indeed. You were followed during the entire trip. Some of my staff 

were transformed in order that they would appear human to you. Some 

followed in automobiles, others just observed, and you met a few of them.”  

“I had no idea there were so many.”  

“They did their job well if you did not recognize them.”  

“The man at the airport struck me as rather lonely.  Now I‟m sorry that I 

didn‟t try harder to carry on a conversation.” 

“He was lonely. He was on a mission and truly was out of his element. 

The friend he spoke of actually crashed in one of our craft. He was instructed 

to speak to you for your entertainment and for practice in the art of 

communicat ing with humans.” 

“There were a few other people that I felt were unusual, like the desk 

clerk at the state park, a black man who kept looking at us at the Space 

Center, and an in formation clerk at another park. Were they yours, too?” 

“Yes. You will encounter others who have been sent to watch after you 

and Star One.”  

“I‟ll be on the lookout for them.”  

“I am happy that you were given a memory of a v isit through Star One by  

Mother.” 

“That was a very special blessing.” 

“Adam has requested a leave of absence in order to be near you and Star 

One at this time and it  has been granted.” 

“He spoke to me at the state park. Was I right in thinking that it was one 

of your craft we saw fly over us that night?” 

“Yes. They were checking on her condition. She may develop a headache 

if she continues using the medicat ion that we have been giving her for too 

long. If she feels a headache, she should stop requesting it until it subsides.” 

“She developed a headache yesterday evening and I noticed that the 

medication didn‟t seem to work as well. Now I know why. Sarah has been 

very helpful and considerate, and of course the other children have been, too.”  

“We can talk more about her tomorrow, as Star One is beginning to tire. 

Will you be reading a bedtime story to me tonight?” 

“Oh yes. I hope you enjoy it.” 

“It is very soothing. I have never experienced anything quite like it  

before.” 

“Then I‟ll see you at bedtime.”  

Marjie was given medication for her stomach pains while still entranced. 

She also took her regular medicat ion afterwards and soon felt much better.  
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Marjie asked me to read the documentation she had gathered in 

preparation for our meet ing with the attorney, especially medical records of 

her hospitalization. I was not impressed with the quality of any of the reports, 

some of which did not contain any justification for the various diagnoses she 

had been given. From my concurrent observations, I knew that some of the 

statements made about her were absolutely wrong. She didn‟t understand 

some of the psychiatric terms in the reports, and I defined them for her.  

Before lights out, I again saw a brown, moth-like something fly across the 

room to disappear in mid-flight and I immediately thought of Mi. I had seen 

her the previous evening as well and had felt her touch several times during 

the day.  

I said, “Hi Mi! I know you want to help, too. You are very important to 

us. I‟m going to make sure that I put it in the book I‟m writ ing that you 

showed yourself to me. We love you.”  

I read aloud to all who listened until Marjie fell asleep . Still wakeful, I 

read silently. The words were surrounded by a golden aura. I asked Haze to 

show me how to help Marjie overcome her past. 

Stomach pain and anxiety woke Marjie during the night. I held her and 

projected Light to her while mentally repeating the 100th Psalm. She soon fell 

asleep.  

In the morning Perithnea said, “I‟ll be glad when Mother can see a 

psychiatrist about her medication, because she‟s been grinding her teeth and 

having abdominal cramps most of the night.” 

“I don‟t know who to take her to. Most of the psychiatrists around here 

aren‟t much good at this sort of thing.” 

“Why don‟t you ask that new one where you work? He might be good.”  

“Thanks for the suggestion, Perithnea! I don‟t know why I didn‟t think of 

asking him before. I guess I was concerned about airing our private problems 

where I work. I don‟t have much trust in our clerical workers to maintain  

confidentiality, but maybe we could keep them from knowing about it.” 

“Perhaps help is only an arm‟s length away,” she said.  

Adam said hello, and I greeted him warmly, thanking him for taking  

leave in order to help with Marjie.  

“Nothing has a higher priority than trying to help my mother. I want to 

help you, too. You like sweetener in your coffee, don‟t you?” He prepared a 

cup of coffee and made sure all my shirt buttons were fastened. “I don‟t want 

anyone to think that you are neglected at home,” he said. I was impressed with 

how much he had matured in such a short time. He was much more 
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spontaneous and spoke to me respectfully, but no longer as a child. We 

embraced before I left for work.  

The psychiatrist was quite sympathetic to Marjie‟s plight and agreed to 

evaluate her off the record. He also prescribed medication to tide her over 

until their first appointment.  

When I got home from work, Perithnea, Adam, and Sarah each greeted 

me in turn. Marjie was very encouraged when I gave her the new medication  

and told her about her appointment. After we shared our appreciation of th is 

development, Nucleus manifested without a trance induction and freely  

walked about while talking, just as Alta Sha, Perithnea, and others had been 

doing for quite some t ime. 

“Good evening, Counselor.” 

“Well, this is a surprise.”  

“It is rather odd for me, too. Are you being observant?” 

“I‟m not sure what you want me to observe, but I‟ll be on the lookout.”  

“My actions are very draining for Star One, so we should continue 

another time.” We shook hands and gave each other an affectionate look 

before he left.  

Perithnea said, “He wanted you to realize that he was actually inhabiting  

mother‟s body, not just speaking through her implant. He needed Light 

Mother‟s help to do it. She allowed him to pass through one of her portals and 

to be here instantaneously.”  

“I was impressed, but I think he was more impressed than I was. I‟m so 

used to others using Marjie‟s body that it wasn‟t all that dramat ic for me. It  

kind of threw me off when he asked if I was being observant. I thought he 

wanted me to notice something else.” 

“We should rope off the area and charge tourists five dollars a head to 

view the place where an ET stood!” I laughed.  

At bedtime, Perithnea noticed I was in deep thought, and said, “What are 

you thinking of, father?”  

“I should have been more enthusiastic about Nuke‟s visit. I think I 

disappointed him. I didn‟t have time to think about how significant it was for 

him.”  

“His window is open now.” 

Nucleus began channeling immediately. “I am here again.”  

I turned and gave him a big hug.”I love you, brother,” I said. “I‟m sorry I 

didn‟t catch on to what you wanted me to observe, but I did notice. It‟s a 

milestone.” 
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“And I love you, universal brother. The odor of that lotion that Star One 

just put on your back reminds me of the s mell of the Error Uniform I had to 

wear that time I made a big mistake.”  

“Does it offend you?” 

“No, the odor isn‟t unpleasant, but the memory of the unifo rm is.”  

“I understand that this is a very new experience for you. Where is your 

body?” 

“It is still at my monitor, but in a catatonic state. My spirit was sent here 

with Mother‟s assistance to be in Star One‟s body but she is quite tired.”  

“Then maybe we should talk at a later time.”  

“I may linger for a while. It‟s read ing time.”  

“Very good. I‟m not sure what Sarah wants me to read tonight.” 

“Perhaps from this Discover magazine or from this book.”  

“It‟s a pleasure,” I said.  

“And for me, too.”  

When I began to read, Sarah, who was looking at the pictures in the 

magazine, said, “Sarah‟s vision is blurry.”  

“It‟s probably due to the new medication Touch is taking. It‟s a common 

side effect but will probably disappear when her body adjusts to it.” Within 

ten minutes, she was sound asleep.  

Marjie continued to be quite depressed and anxious the next couple of 

days in spite of the medication, which had not yet built up an adequate blood 

level to be fully effective. Th is had a worrisome effect on all of us who were 

trying to help her. Even Adam and Perithnea shed tears over their inability to 

relieve her suffering, saying again that faeries aren‟t  supposed to cry. 

However, the medication finally took hold and all were much relieved.  

We kept our appointment with the attorney, but the interview with  him 

was an ordeal for Marjie. She was so distressed that she had trouble 

comprehending his words, even after he repeated himself several times, and 

she cried at intervals. I shed a few empathetic tears as well. The attorney 

promised to aggressively pursue her interests.  

Most of Saturday we worked in the yard. The medication dosage was too 

strong, which caused Marjie to be sluggish and uncoordinated and to have 

slurred speech. She thought everything was funny. What alarmed me was that 

she had no insight into her impaired condition and she was determined to go 

shopping in town by herself. I finally convinced her that it was not only risky 

but illegal for her to drive under the influence of the medicat ion. I drove, but 

she insisted on going into the store alone.  
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“People are going to think you‟re drunk.”  

“I don‟t care what they think! I‟m going shopping.” 

“I‟ll keep an eye on her. It‟ll be alright,” Perithnea said.  

I knew it would only create a scene if I tried to stop her, so I dropped her 

off and waited in the parking lot. After ten minutes or so she came back and  

jovially said, “The clerks followed me around the store trying to show me 

everything, which they don‟t ever do. I‟m sure they thought I was drunk. 

What a hoot! I didn‟t buy anything, but I did it on my own. I needed to prove 

to myself that I could do it in spite of my fears.”  

“Do you want to shop some more with me, since we are here? I need a 

few things.” 

“Sure!” Marjie had a great time. It was a welcome change to be around a 

happy wife, even if she was high.  

Marjie‟s mood deteriorated at home after Bart called to say he didn ‟t  

want to visit for the weekend because he would rather go hunting with his 

father. She was convinced  that Ralph was succeeding in keep ing him away  

from her. I thought Bart had just found someth ing else he would rather do, 

but she wouldn‟t be consoled.  

I was warming up supper when Marjie, fresh from the shower and 

wrapped in a towel, jo ined me. A lta Sha then said, “Friend, I will put her aside 

for now, so that you may be free.”  

“You mean for this  evening?” 

“No. You have bonded with her spiritually, haven‟t you?” 

“Yes.” 

“And now she is breaking. This is not the Utopia of which you dreamed. I 

can set you free.” 

“I haven‟t even thought about being set free from her. I just want to know 

how to help her. Do you mean set me free forever?” 

“Yes. I AM has instructed me to tell you that you can be free of this 

burden. You do not have to continue the bond.” 

“My choice is to remain with her and to help her. As long as I have the 

necessary help and there‟s any hope that she can get better, then I want to stay 

with her. We have bigger and better things to do. She can get better, can‟t 

she?” 

“Yes.” 

“Why is I AM giving me this choice right now?” 

“I do not ask why. I only make the offer I was as ked to make. You must 

choose. You must tell I AM of your decision now.”  
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I closed my eyes and prayed. “I want the strength, the wisdom and the 

resources to be able to help Marjie. I believe that things will be better in the 

future. We have many things to do for Your love. When this problem is over, 

we will be able to concentrate more on doing Your work. I believe that even 

this suffering is serving some purpose which will turn to good.” 

He said, “Alta Sha is grateful for your assistance in helping her.” He 

hugged me.”Alleluia,” he said.  

“Alleluia.”  

Marjie felt better after supper and asked me to rent a scary movie to 

watch. I thought this rather odd, but complied. She was ironing when I got 

back, but it was Nucleus who greeted me.  

“I have been wait ing for your return. I am en joying this rather primitive 

activity using this ancient iron.” 

“I have always enjoyed ironing  somewhat.” 

“Star One has a great deal of experience with ironing . She used to do 

this at the garment facto ry. Her mother taught her how to iron when she was 

a child, and she always enjoyed it . She made the other workers jealous 

because she could iron two garments at once and both would come out  

wrinkle-free. They complained to the supervisor that she was cheating but 

when she asked the employer if he had  a p roblem with it, he said no and to ld  

the others to leave her alone. When they transferred her to the cutting room 

she started at the bottom and worked her way to the top in three years. Her 

mother showed her how to do the cutting quickly, wh ich made the transition  

easier for her.”  

We hung up the ironed clothes and sat in the bedroom chairs.  

“I admire the architecture of your bedroom. It is very unusual.”  

“Well, I am just an amateur, and I made some mistakes, but it is sturdy 

and it gets the job done.” 

“Why did you choose this color scheme?” 

“The color reminds us of being by the sea.” 

“I like the antique lamp beside your bed.” 

“It‟s nice, and not too big. Good for read ing.”  

He brushed his finger at his nose several times before saying, “Mi, please 

sit on the table and stop tickling me.”  

“Mi has shown herself to me several t imes recently.”  

“I overheard you speaking of that. She is attracted to your Light.”  

“Speaking of Light, what did you do with all the energy you obtained 

from those quasars?” 
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“We have constructed a crystal city. The walls are transparent, but if 

someone wants privacy, the portion which they occupy becomes shaded.” 

“It‟s remarkable that you built a city like the one Perithnea and I once 

visited during a trance journey. I remember that we could travel in and out of 

the crystal walls without needing a door.” 

“Perithnea has told me of this journey. You looked into my future. Our 

walls do not prevent exit or entry of anyone unless it is desired.”  

“I had no idea it was a pre monition of things to come. Marjie to ld Sarah  

that she was going to teach her how to apply makeup and put bows in her 

hair.”  

“Femin ine things.” 

“Yes, and she also volunteered to look through the microscope with 

Sarah.”  

“I am happy that Marjorie is teaching  her.”  

“I hope you made the right decision when you asked me to teach her 

about the stars. I worry  that whatever I read to her is so outdated that you‟ll 

probably have to teach it to her all over again.”  

“You are teaching her just fine. Most Teglinlins adjust very rapidly to a 

new situation, but this Teglinlin needs time. We made the right decision.”  

“She said she wanted to have a baby made with my sperm so that she 

would never have to leave me. I told her it might be genetically impossible, 

and to ask you, because if anyone could do it, you could.” 

He raised his eyebrows. “There may be a portion of your DNA wh ich  

would not be intrusive. I‟ll investigate. Star One has improved.”  

“I noticed that her mood was better and she had more energy today. She 

didn‟t need as much medication.”  

“Half of the usual morning dosage may be enough for her. It is good that 

she is on your medicine. Although the medication Mother gives her is very 

powerful, when given interdimensionally, it  is not as effective and can cause 

undesirable aftereffects such as the headache.” 

“Don‟t you have other medications you could use for that?” 

“Yes, but her not being with us makes them less effective.”  

“How are the flower experiments going?” 

“Very well. We have babies everywhere. I‟m glad I do not sleep in a 

stretcher which has seams.” 

“Because they would be growing out of them?” I smiled.  

“Yes.” 

“Plants must like it there very much.”  
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“It is the pure air, and our System is designed so that plants receive the 

moisture that they need automatically.”  

“I showed Sarah a movie last night about a troll. Everywhere he went, a  

forest grew.”  

“That was exact ly what she needed to see.” 

“Sarah showed true compassion for Marjie.”  

“I was not aware of that. It is very good news. What did she do?” 

“The troll movie caused her to identify very strongly with Marjie. She 

knew that Touch wanted to go to a place like that and to never come back. 

Sarah cried and said that she did not want Touch to hurt because it made her 

hurt, too. She also said in a very mature voice that she was no longer a child. 

Only later did she revert to her childish voice.”  

“Perhaps the mature voice was too much like Marjorie‟s.”  

“She did begin to sound like her.”  

“One reason why she clings to the old voice is so you will have no 

trouble distinguishing it.” 

“I have mixed feelings about her growing up. I am happy that she is 

maturing, but I‟m also afraid of losing her when she re-enters her body. Sarah 

and I have grieved over the possibility of losing contact. She said she didn‟t 

want to grow up and leave us. I told her that she could cling to her childhood 

if she wanted to, but she couldn‟t change the fact that she has matured, and 

her compassion for Marjie p roved it. I‟m concerned that I won‟t remember my 

future contacts with her after the change.” 

“You will remember every detail, and she will be able to visit with you.”  

“Just as you do?” 

“Yes.” 

“That‟s a relief. She will be pleased to know that. I don‟t think it will be 

very long before she decides to return to her body, if she knows that our 

contact will not be terminated.”  

“Marjorie has suffered much recently.”  

“I hope this is the last of it. She has done enough suffering.”  

“How does it affect you?” 

“I‟m alright as long as I know that she can become strong again and we 

have the resources to take care of her, but I would like for her suffering to end 

once and for all.  

“Alta Sha offered me freedom from our bond last night, but that isn‟t 

what I want.” 

“This is not the bliss you dreamed of.”  
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“I never expected to have roses all the time. If everything was always 

perfect, life would just be boring. Life should be an adventure, and that 

always involves an element of challenge and risk. Bliss wouldn‟t seem like 

bliss if one never had any difficult ies to compare it with.”  

He smiled. “There are millions of others who suffer terribly,”  

“Yes, and you guys seem to take a great deal of interest in those who 

have suffered. I have noticed that almost every woman I have worked with  

who has been severely traumat ized has a memory of a UFO sighting, as if you 

had contacted them.”  

“Women and men, too. What is our reasoning?” 

“Those who have suffered can appreciate it when they are loved and 

cared for. They will not be so afraid of you and can tell others about your true 

nature.” 

“That is correct.” 

“Are there other reasons?” 

“Those who have suffered know how to appreciate goodness. A society in 

which all are grateful for each other is bliss.” My tears suddenly erupted. 

Marjie and I were both homesick fo r that.  

“She tires. I would like to ask a favor of you.” 

“What is it?” 

“I have observed what you do for Marjorie and Sarah at bedtime. Would  

you do the same for me?” 

“Of course.” I stepped closer and ran my fingers through his hair.  

He closed his eyes and said, “Please sit.” 

I took a seat and he sat on the floor at my feet with his head on my chest. 

I continued to stroke his hair. “What a wonderful feeling it is,” he said.  

“I love you,” I said.  

“I love you also.” I continued stroking his head for quite a few minutes 

and then rubbed Marjie‟s back. “This is very pleasant. I have never felt 

anything like this before. Thank you very much.”  

“Thank you for asking me.”  

“It is time for me to go.” We stood and embraced. Marjie heaved a sigh 

and rejoined me.  

Marjie and I went downstairs to watch a movie and Perithnea popped out. 

“Eight said you told him about our trip to the crystal city,” I said.  

“Of course I d id. I suggested that he should build a city like that one. 

After all, they have all that energy. I figured my input was just as good as 

anyone else‟s.” 
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Marjie said, “Donna recalled t raveling to a crystal city, too.” 

Sarah piped in. “Sarah heard everything that 8 said. Sarah is glad that our 

contacts will not have to stop.” 

“I am too. It  made me feel much better to know that.”  

At bedtime, Marjie quickly fell asleep, but Sarah talked with eyes closed. 

“I am seeing a pretty blue bench. Pretty blue. Pretty blue.” I thought Marjie 

must be on her healing bed at the Station and Sarah was enjoying it with her.  

The next morn ing we decided to go fishing at my cousin‟s pond and 

hoped to share healing energy with him for h is severe liver and kidney 

disease. As we were about to go out the door Perithnea said, “Alta Sha told 

me that I‟m not allowed to go fishing with you.” 

“Why not? Are you in trouble?” 

“No, he just thinks that mother should have all the fun herself.”  

“Maybe you could go if you only fished for a little while. You could ask 

her for permission.” 

“I would like that. I like to fish.” 

Marjie gave permission. She was looking forward to fishing, which she 

always enjoyed. “I hope we can catch some little ones to put in the pond as 

well as some to eat,” she said.  

We stopped for a cold drink. Marjie chose lemonade, forgetting the effect 

it had on Sarah. It wasn‟t long before Sarah, in a slightly slurred voice, said, 

“Sarah feels woozy.”  

“Uh oh, now what will we do? She‟s had lorazepam and citrus. I don‟t 

want her to be drunk when we get there.” 

“Sarah will rest. Sarah will sleep,” she replied. Marjie quickly returned to 

normal.  

As soon as we reached the fish pond I heard the cry of a hawk and looked  

up to see it spiraling on a thermal updraft until it became a tiny speck. A 

number of crows also joined us at various times while we fished. Marjie 

slipped and fell knee deep into the lake while trying to bring in a fish, making  

us both laugh. We caught several large catfish and some small bream. 

Perithnea and Sarah watched, but didn‟t channel. Marjie kept saying what a 

good time she had, which pleased everyone.  

We had a pleasant visit with my cousin and his wife, but there was no 

opportunity to do healing work, because he was undergoing dialysis. 

However, we promised to send a lot of Light to both of them.  
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Marjie put five of the smaller catfish and several of the bream in our little  

pond when we got home. We cooked pizza for supper and Adam thunked the 

milk jug to let us know he was around.  

After supper we walked up the road to watch our neighbors harvest corn. 

Marjie was fascinated with the process of combin ing  and unloading the 

husked corn into grain trucks. She collected a few reddish corn cobs for 

decorations. On the way back, Alta Sha said, “She is feeling much better 

now.” 

“The medication seems to be working well.”  

“The enjoyment of the day also helped a great deal.”  

“Will it ever rain again? It‟s been almost a month.”  

“Of course.” I was hoping he would say when, but as usual he didn‟t 

predict.  

After dark the mult iple, distant lights of the combine shining eerily  

through the corn field prompted Sarah to exc laim, “Ship!” I was reminded of 

the opening scenes of the movie, ET, which Sarah had not seen, and we 

watched it. When she saw the craft from which the ETs first emerged, she 

said, “Pod. Baby ship.” She loved the movie as much as we d id.  

We fell asleep early. Around 3:30, Marjie cried out. Her right arm was 

convulsively jerking back and forth. I thought she might be having a seizure, 

but she woke, saying. “It was a nightmare. Some people wanted to sterilize 

me against my wishes and I was fighting them off.” She cuddled close for the 

rest of the night. I slept sporadically.  

In the morning she said, “I dreamed of people stripping the flesh from my 

bones. I don‟t know how they were doing it, but they were taking everything. 

My entire body was being stripped away. What do you think it  means?” 

“Fear of being destroyed by a legal battle with Ralph.”  
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Chapter Forty Six 

Stress Takes its Toll 

A few fish that had not survived the night were floating in our little pond. 

I felt a bit guilty about causing their deaths by not leaving them in peace in 

their natural habitat. Marjie repeated that she had thoroughly enjoyed our 

fishing trip and Perithnea said, “It was good for mother because she had to 

concentrate on fishing and nothing else.”  Knowing it had helped her so much 

allev iated my mild guilt feelings. 

Marjie had her first meeting with the new psychiatrist that afternoon 

while I waited, hoping it would go as well as I expected it would based on my 

meet ing with him. When it was over, she said, “He was very empathetic and 

easy to talk to. I liked him a lot. He wants me to take more medication and he 

wants to see me again before writ ing his evaluation. He said he really enjoyed 

our interview and wants to explore my symptoms further and that he would n‟t 

charge for his services because he was having too much fun! 

“Perithnea talked to him too. Although he didn‟t say that she didn‟t exist, 

he told me that she and the others would go away when I got better.”  

“That was very kind of him. He‟s always seemed like a really n ice man to  

me as well as being a good psychiatrist. I‟m not surprised that he was 

intrigued by your case. I was too, from my first encounter with Perithnea. I 

hope that our common interest in helping you will lead to a closer relationship 

between me and him. It would be n ice if I could  share all that has happened 

with a co lleague who understands.” 

“He wants to see me again in two weeks.”  

At bedtime I read a Discover article to Sarah about current attempts to 

develop a quantum computer which could simultaneously calculate in  

alternate dimensions. Sarah nodded in agreement with many of the theoretical 

statements and said, “A particle can be everywhere simultaneously if its pitch 

is high enough. Just as a spirit is not confined to one reality or dimension, 

neither is a subatomic particle.”  
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Her sophisticated knowledge contrasted greatly with her continued 

interest in being a child. I said goodnight to our adopted children and to Mi, 

Mother and Nuke. Haze touched a specific p lace on my right forehead which  

let me know that he was also present. “Thank you for joining me, Haze.” 

Marjie‟s muscles slightly jerked at intervals during the night but she didn‟t 

awaken when I checked on her.  

In the morning Perithnea said, “Mother dreamed of being in high s chool. 

It was a really strange one because some of the teachers were pushing around 

two wet bars made out of teak. The bars were about thirty feet long and 

twenty feet wide and slightly curved. They were on rollers that made them 

move very easily with only a slight touch. They were so big they were like oil 

tankers, with all these alcoholic drinks on them. When they came by, people 

grabbed drinks off the top and then tried to get out of the way while they 

swung from one side of the hallway to the other. Mother was running and 

trying to avoid being hit by the bars.  

“There were a lot of cheerleaders jumping up and down and supposedly 

having a good time. She met one that she liked, and thought she would like to 

have an affair with her. She told the cheerleader that she was going home 

because she was tired of watching the game. The cheerleader told mother that 

she had to stay. Mother answered that there were no chains on her, she didn‟t 

have a guard, and would go if she wanted to. The cheerleader said, In that 

case, I will go with you. They went to the house of another young woman and 

found her sleeping in her liv ing room in a red corvette with the cover pulled  

over her. Then the alarm went off and interrupted her dream.  

“That psychiatrist stirred up a lot of stuff with his questions. I can tell you 

for sure that she has no desire to have a lesbian affair. You don‟t have to 

worry about that.” 

“Freud would have loved to interpret that dream.”  

“I thought it was really funny when the doctor said more medicine would  

make me go away. Isn‟t he going to be surprised! I want the depression to go 

away so that mother and I can have more fun. When he finds out that I am 

more in evidence than ever after it‟s gone, he‟s really going to be confused! I 

love it.” She rolled around on the bed, giggling.  

Marjie was again quite anxious when I got home. Perithnea said, “She 

napped in the afternoon but woke up with knots in her stomach from anxiety. 

She got a letter from the attorney that stirred up her fears.”  

“Let me talk to her. Thanks for looking after her for me.”  

“That‟s my job.”  
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Marjie took more anti-anxiety medicine, which helped. We watched the 

sunset and fed the fish. After an uneventful evening we were tired and turned 

in early.  

In bed, I said to Sarah, “I hope you aren‟t feeling neglected.” 

“Sarah is helping Touch. I don‟t mind.” She fell asleep quickly while I 

read.  

Marjie‟s active dreaming movements woke me up around 4:00. I slept 

downstairs for the remainder of the night, feeling unexpectedly rested when I 

got up. My schedule allowed me to be at home for lunch, and Perithnea joined  

me, saying, “I‟m so happy you are here to eat lunch with me. I wish you 

didn‟t have to go back to work. Mother‟s been busy this morning but she‟s 

still tense.” 

“I have to keep some appointments.” 

Marjie said, “I took extra medicine but I still feel anxious. I feel like I 

want to take another dose and just crash.” 

“You don‟t want to start depending too much on it. That stuff is 

addictive, you know.”  

In response, Alta Sha said, “She needs rest. The two tablets will not harm 

her.” 

“I was concerned that she is just avoiding her problems.”  

“Of course she is. She is running away from a hard life, but it will do no 

harm.”  

“Then I have no objection.” 

Marjie held me and told me how much she loved me while I comforted  

her. “I‟m just exhausted,” she said. She quickly fell asleep.  

I had just come home from work when Perithnea said, “Your blue spruce 

is suffering a slow death.” 

“What happened to it? That‟s one of my favorite t rees. It reminds me of 

the Rockies.”  

“The insects have bored into it and caused too much damage. It‟s 

suffering and would be relieved to have its life ended.”  

“In that case, I guess I‟ll have to cut it down. That‟s too bad.” I got my 

saw and went to the young tree, which was only about nine feet tall. Perithnea 

said, “Wait father.” She touched the trunk of the tree, and with tears in her 

eyes, said, “You have been very brave to try so hard to stay alive. You don‟t 

have to suffer any more. You are free to go.”  
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I added, “Thank you tree, for being so beautiful and trying so hard, but 

now we are setting your spirit free. You can become another tree if you wish. 

Perithnea, where will the wood sprite go?” 

“It has gone into the maple t ree beside us.” 

“Good. That‟s a beautiful tree, too.”  

That evening I worked on the journal before going outside to look at the 

stars. Directly overhead a light like a meteor flashed briefly across the sky. 

From the west a solitary and unblinking white light, very high and very fast, 

traversed the sky toward the east. When it reached the Milky Way above me it  

faded from view. I pro jected my thanks and love to the occupants, then 

scanned the sky in other directions. Between me and the Milky Way I saw 

another very high light briefly flash by.  

I woke in a bad mood. Perhaps the frustration of Ben and Tony not 

answering our phone calls, Marjie‟s continued anxiety, the legal problems  

facing us, and problems some colleagues were having with their corrupt 

employers had added up.  

Perithnea asked, “What‟s bothering you, father?” 

“I think it‟s anger at ungrateful children and general frustration at being 

in this world. So many people seem to be self centered and inconsiderate. I 

just need to get busy and then I‟ll feel better.” 

“Why don‟t you go outside and express all the anger you have with  

everyone who ever treated you badly? Adam and I will watch. He needs to 

learn how to express his frustrations, too. You can work out all your anger 

while mother goes to pick up Bart and be in a better mood when she gets 

back.” 

The stump of the blue spruce seemed an appropriate target for my anger, 

and I began chopping at it with my axe, trying with all my might to knock the 

stump out of the ground, but it was too well rooted. Looking for another suitable 

target, I chose a diseased walnut tree that also needed release from its suffering. 

I hacked away at it with the axe, focusing my anger on those who had hurt me 

in the past. I thought of the wanton decimation of my Indian brothers and 

sisters, the destruction of the environment by short-sighted, greedy humans, and 

of my frustration at being stuck on Earth, even though it was my choice to be 

here. My anger became tears of grief. When the tears started I collapsed in a 

chair and allowed them to flow freely. I remembered Alta Sha telling me that I 

was holding my pain close to myself as if it were a friend and that I should give 

it to I AM. Perithnea had said if I would cleanse myself of these bad feelings 

then good feelings would replace them. I tried to follow their wise advice.  
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Later on, I realized that Perithnea had been right. My mood was much  

better, and when Marjie and Bart arrived I was very friendly toward him. 

Marjie prepared p izza and I cleaned up the mess of wood chips and branches I 

had made in the yard.  

We didn‟t mention the legal problems his father was causing, but I told 

Bart that Marjie had gone back on medication due to the stress she was 

feeling. We took him shopping and bought him some shirts and a CD, for 

which he thanked us. Marjie was quite tired when we got back. It had  been a 

long day for her emotionally as well as physically.  

Sarah, Bart and I played with her microscope and chemistry set in the 

evening. She was definitely bonding with Bart and he treated her as if he 

believed she were real.  

I woke up around five the next morning and worked on my notes for a 

couple of hours. Marjie invited Bart to live with us, but he declined. After 

they talked privately for a while, I took him home without her, because she 

felt too tired to go back to Camden, and was crying when we left.  

Marjie had napped while I was gone, but was still tired when we sat down 

to lunch. Perithnea confirmed that she needed more sleep. I lay down with  

Marjie and prayed aloud for her welfare. She envisioned sitting at the feet of 

her heavenly Father. I felt the touches of Mother and Haze, as if to reassure 

me that all would be well. When she was asleep, I occupied myself with  

chores.  

At bedtime I commented to Sarah, “You were unusually quiet today.” 

“I was quiet because Touch hurts.”  

“That was kind of you.” I read until she fell asleep.  

I was up before Marjie and felt  Mi tickling me while the baby sprites 

made mult iple popping sounds in the house‟s frame. I also felt Mother‟s touch 

and thought, I am so privileged to receive so much love. Why is it so hard for 

humans to show love to one another when beings from another dimension 

offer it so readily?  

Over breakfast, Marjie said, “I feel like I‟m letting Bart down. As his 

mother, I think I should order him to come and live with me, but Alta Sha 

says that he should remain where he is for the present. I also know that if he 

doesn‟t come of h is own free will, it  won‟t work out.”  

“I don‟t think I could tolerate having a person in my home who doesn‟t 

want to be here. He and I don‟t have an emotional bond. He doesn‟t 

voluntarily share anything about his inner life. When someone withholds so 

much, how can you ever get close?”  
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“I feel like I just want to sleep and forget it all.”  

“Why don‟t we have a session about it?” 

“Okay.”  

With tears in his eyes, Alta Sha said, “I have failed her and you. She is 

craving a cigarette, and I cannot deny it to her.”  

“You haven‟t failed me. I‟m not your charge. Others look after me. You  

are my friend, and always will be.” 

“I said to you long ago that I would not allow her to purchase  another 

cigarette.” 

“I don‟t remember you saying that. Nevertheless, I don‟t hold it against 

you.” 

“I AM is allowing her to do this.” 

“I do not see how it will help her, but I am sure that I AM has a plan. It 

isn‟t up to me to question it. Perhaps it‟s a test for both of us. I am being  

tested regarding my distaste of cigarettes and you are being tested regarding 

being unable to solve all of her problems.” 

“It seems so.” We embraced.  

“We have done our best, but I‟m not fin ished. I don‟t believe that we 

have lost the battle,” I said. He agreed.  

Marjie and I said a prayer for guidance and I counted her down. I 

suggested, “See Ralph as small as he actually is emotionally.”  

“He‟s getting smaller and s maller. Now he‟s the size o f a lady bug.”  

“A lady bug can‟t hurt you. Anytime you begin to feel anxious about his 

attempts to cause trouble for you, visualize how s mall he really is.”  

“Okay.” She emerged from the trance.  

I went to the store to buy cigarettes. When I got back she said, “These are 

just temporary.”  

“I believe that, too.” 

Bart called on Sunday to say that Tony would not be able to bring him 

over for supper after all because his car wasn‟t working right. Marjie had 

predicted that this would happen. I was determined that she would see Tony if 

there were any possible way to do it, and called h im at his work to see if he 

would have dinner with us in Camden, to which he readily agreed.  

Marjie rested and I did chores until time to leave.  

We got to Camden earlier than planned and drove around her old 

neighborhood. She pointed out houses she had lived in, including the one she 

and her sons had shared between marriages, saying, “I was pretty happy then 

even though we barely had enough money to survive.”  
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Bart wasn‟t at home, but we picked up Tony from work. He had a 

positive attitude, which I appreciated. Marjie was still depressed and cried 

briefly during the meal. Tony comforted her. I suggested to him that he might 

enjoy liv ing in Martin, as he was having difficu lty finding his niche in  

Camden. I pointed out that he could go to college or do whatever else he 

wanted to do, but he declined.  

While driving back home, Marjie said that she thought Tony didn‟t really  

understand what was being offered, and that I needed to spell it out in more 

detail. I rather doubted her conclusion, but agreed that I would be more 

specific the next time we spoke.  

Alta Sha joined me.”The reason Tony wants to remain in Camden is that 

he needs a security net under him in order to move. He would need to closely 

examine this net. He needs to know how much financial support he would 

receive from you if he moved. He distances himself from Marjorie not 

because he lacks affection for her, but because of his own pain.” Alta Sha 

knew that I questioned Tony‟s affection for Marjie because on many 

occasions he had failed to call her after promising to do so.  

Marjie and I were walking in the evening when she said, “I‟m afraid that 

I‟m disappointing you. I‟m not living up to your expectations. It‟s hurting you 

to see me this way and I don‟t want to hurt you.” 

“Actually, I‟m not hurt. I‟m not worrying about the cigarettes and I 

believe that you are going to get better. I believe we have a great future, and 

feel blessed for the time I have spent with you. Don‟t despair; everything is 

going to be all right.” 

The next time I saw him, Nucleus was ironing clothes, and seemed to be 

enjoying himself. “You‟re getting really fast with that iron,” I said. 

“I‟m becoming quite domesticated. I‟ve finished here and now I have to 

sweep the dust off the stairs. I would not want your bare feet to walk on dirt, 

since you are of such royal blood.” His manner suggested he was only half 

joking. 

“Thanks for the help.”  

We sat on the sofa when he had finished. “How is Marjie doing?” I asked.  

“The medication is adequate, but she is under a great deal of stress at this 

time. Therefore it is not having as great an effect as she would like. However, 

the stress will soon be ended.” 

“I‟m having difficulty pinpointing what external stress is causing her so 

much difficulty.”  

“She is being besieged by a wave of negative energy.” 
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“Is it coming from Ralph?” 

“Yes.” 

“But she reduced him in  the trance until he was no larger than a lady  

bug.” 

“That is true, but even small things can be powerful. He finds his own 

sources of energy, apart from those which she took back from him.”  

“Then is he consciously sending this negative energy to her?” 

“He knows her weaknesses and he intends to cause distress, but he is not 

consciously aware that he is sending negative energy to her.”  

“Thank you. Now that I know the source, perhaps we can fight it o ff more 

successfully. Why is she so susceptible to this negativity after all the work we 

have done to help her protect herself?” 

“Have you ever tried taking candy from a three year o ld?”   

“When we use that phrase, we usually mean doing something that is 

easy.” 

“From a three year old?”  

“They protest, but they are easily overcome.”  

“Oh, but they are persistent. To take it away from him would not be so 

easy. My indicators show that she has taken up a bad habit  again. You need 

not worry about the cigarettes.” 

“I understand that I AM allows this, but I don‟t like it . Hopefully it ‟s 

temporary.”  

“I can negate the effects of the cigarettes.” 

“How?”  

“I can pair them with a distasteful experience.”  

“Of course, but I don‟t think aversive conditioning is called for right now 

on top of all the other stress.” 

“The cigarettes are of no consequence. With our technology, I can 

prevent any harmful effects to her body. I have considered sending someone 

to be with her at all times during this crisis.” 

“A companion could be an important reminder of the help that she has, if 

she is aware of it. Somet imes she doesn‟t believe.”  

“That‟s only on the surface. Deep within she knows and believes. Once she 

believes in something, she never stops. That is one of her most loveable traits. 

You made a good choice in selecting her as a mate. The despair that she feels 

now is very different from the way she appears to me, but, if you have tired of 

her, I will be glad to take your place.” 

“I haven‟t given any thought to getting rid of this relationship.”  
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“Well, it was worth a shot.” I laughed. He put his hand to my face, and 

touched me very gently, with a look of love and respect. I felt he was looking 

into my soul. “These have been trying times for you,” he said.  

“I have been tried before.” I felt that he wanted me to touch him also, but 

waited for a sign. He took my hand and put it against his head. I softly 

touched his hair, his face and his neck, using both hands. I projected Light 

into him and into Marjie‟s mind. He en joyed this greatly.  

Then he looked at me as if surprised by what he saw and said, “Eight, 

soon she will feel better. I leave you to your entertainment. Good bye, friend.”  

“Good bye.” I was puzzled by his last words. Was he seeing himself in me 

as others had been doing? 

Marjie asked, “Why are you holding my hand?” I told her about our 

conversation but left out the possibility of a new companion. “I don‟t know 

what he did to me, but it certainly made me feel happy,” she said.  

“I‟m glad.”  

Sarah asked if she could watch a movie with us, add ing, “Sarah will 

make sure that Touch gets to  see it  too, if you  will stroke my hair. ”  

Marjie asked me to cuddle with her when I finished reading at bedtime. I 

held her in my arms, and in an unfamiliar voice, she said, “A red basket is 

hanging down. I see a purple pool of water. It is restful and peaceful. I see 

green lines. Something is disturbing the green lines. Orange swirls of light are 

squirming around among the green lines. They don‟t belong there.  

“Now I see a dark land. There are pyramid shapes rising up like towers, 

build ings with peaks at their tops. They are a dark purp lish color, but the 

tops are lighter b lue and they glitter. Th is is a very dry p lace. I don ‟t  know 

where it is. I‟m very thirsty. I need moisture.”  

“Look and you will find a pool of water made by the rain that is 

beginning to fall and you will be able to drink.”  

“A black fence separates me from the water.”  

“Are you dreaming?” I wasn‟t sure if I was talking to Marjie or someone 

else. 

“No. I entered before she began REM sleep.”  

Perhaps she really needs water, I thought, and brought her a glass. She 

drank from it and when she had finished I said, “I would like to know who is 

speaking to me.”  

“I cannot say my name. I have gone back to the restful pool. I see the 

green lines again.” Although I was extremely curious, I didn‟t seek more 

informat ion due to Marjie‟s serious fatigue. The entity said nothing else.  
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In the morning I said hello to Perithnea and asked, “Who was talking  

through Marjie last night?” 

“I don‟t know. All night long she was dreaming about conflicts and being 

in the wrong place. Lately she has been looking for order in the things around 

her in her waking life as well, try ing to figure out where she belongs.” When I 

asked Marjie what she remembered of the incident, she could only recall 

fragments. The unexplained channeling remained a mystery. 

After her second appointment the psychiatrist told Marjie he had 

concluded that she was definitely unable to work. Marjie told me that she felt 

as if a great weight had been lifted from her shoulders after hearing his 

conclusions. He also adjusted her medications so that they would not be too 

strong. 

Sarah looked at my face at reading time, and said, “Eight! Why do you 

look like 8?” I said nothing, waiting to see how long the impression would 

last. In about fifteen seconds, she asked, “How do you do that?” 

“I wish I knew the answer. It seems to confirm my belief that 8 and I are 

expressions of the same Oversoul.”  

I read to her from Alice Bryant and Linda Seebach‟s Healing Shattered 

Reality: Understanding Contactee Trauma, a book about overcoming the 

sometimes traumatic effects of contact with beings from another dimension.   

I continued reading and found that parts of the book were more 

meaningful to me than when I had first read it a couple of years before. The ir 

description of the Freedom Federat ion was very similar to 8‟s Alliance. 

Consistent with what Nuke had repeatedly stated, the authors wrote that so -

called abductees were actually volunteers who agreed before their current life  

that they would be contacted.  

After work the following day I found a note on the refrigerator from Alta 

Sha stating that he, Nucleus and Mother had decided that it would be best for 

Marjie to sleep from 24 to 36 hours, waking up only to use the bathroom and 

to take her medicat ion on schedule, and that food had been prepared for me 

which I would find in the refrigerato r. I went upstairs to check on her and to 

change clothes. Although Marjie was sound asleep, Perithnea said, “She has 

already taken her nighttime dose of medicine. I fixed your supper. Sarah  

helped to bake the cookies. It was Mother ‟s idea to put the rose in  the vase 

for you.”  

“Thanks to all of you for being so considerate.”  

Just as I was fin ishing supper, I heard a thump upstairs and went to 

investigate. Marjie was ly ing on the floor beside the bed!  
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Perithnea said, “I made her lie down on the floor because I didn‟t want 

her to go down the steps.” I helped Marjie to get back into bed.  

“I want to sit up,” she said. I put a couple of pillows behind her back for 

support. “I‟m hungry.” 

“I‟ll bring up a tray for you.” When I returned, she had slumped onto her 

side, asleep again. She woke and I helped her to sit up.  

“I have a bad sinus headache.” 

“I don‟t know if I should give you anything on top of the other medicine 

you‟ve taken. It might be too much.” 

Alta Sha appeared. “It will be safe.”  

“I thank I AM for this advice,” I said.  

Marjie ate very slowly. When she finished she said, “Will you read to me 

now?” 

I got into the bed, opened a book, and Sarah said, “Mother gave Touch 

injections into her brain which will make her sleep.” I read even though 

Marjie was apparently asleep, for I knew that others were probably listening.  

I knew I was leaving her in good hands when I went to work the next  

morning. My work day went by quickly, and Marjie‟s psychiatrist gave me 

the original copy of h is evaluation.  

Marjie was awake and very happy to have the report when I got home. 

She told me that she had been typing notes for me. I was surprised that she 

was up and about so quickly. We enjoyed watching a large catfish feeding in  

the pond.  

While we were having a snack a couple of hours later, Perithnea said, 

“Mother got up sooner than she was supposed to. She needs to be medicated 

so she will go back to sleep. Alta Sha wants to talk to you, too. You‟re in  

trouble now!” 

I laughed. “I‟m ready and willing.”  

Alta Sha gave me his usual affectionate nod, saying, “My charge is doing 

better.” 

“Yes, I noted that she is much more cheerful. Her eyes look more alive.”  

“The sedation is doing her good.” 

“Why is sleeping so beneficial?”  

“It is peaceful sleep that allows her muscles and joints to relax and allows 

her body to rebalance itself. Her brain chemistry is also being improved by 

this sleep.” 

“I‟d much rather have her asleep and feeling well than awake and  

haggard. I‟m wondering how she was able to type this evening. Was it a 
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planned thing for the medications to wear off jus t in time for her to do that, or 

was it a coincidence?” 

“The effects were allowed to diminish.” 

“It‟s  wonderful how I AM allows all these things to fall into place.”  

“Alleluia.”  

“Alleluia.”   

“Alta Sha loves you.” 

“I love you. Are there other things we need to discuss? I got the 

impression from Perithnea that there might be some work to do.”  

“I came to share love. There is no more important business than that.”  

“I agree.”  

We held hands and locked eyes affectionately. “She is soon going to feel 

the effects of the medicat ion. She should be getting ready for bed.” 

“Before you leave, I would like to ask one more thing. Why are others 

seeing Nucleus‟s face so often when they look at me?”  

“Why do you suppose this is happening?” 

“I have thought for a while that we are d ifferent manifestations of the 

same Oversoul. Sarah somet imes sees me when she‟s looking at him.”  

“This is happening more frequently.” 

“It must be rather strange to look at another‟s face and see your own face 

looking back at you. I have looked in the mirror several times to see if the 

same thing would happen to me, but it hasn‟t yet.  

“It could be funny for his companions to look at Nuke but see me, and to 

hear me say, I don‟t know how to operate this machine.” 

“When you are there, you will feel only confidence.”  

“It is as if we are blending, but at the same time we have distinct 

personalities.”  

“You have been allowed to retain that.” 

“It‟s hard for me to imagine what the long range consequences of this 

blending could be.” He made no rep ly to this bait, and we said goodbye.  

I went upstairs and read to Sarah from a humorous book that made us 

laugh. We went to sleep early.  

Marjie was feeling well when I left for work the next morn ing. I was 

happy as I drove to a follow up interview about a new consulting job.  

As if in greet ing, a red tailed hawk circled above me when I entered the 

parking lot. My new boss and I had a delightful conversation about ETs 

before we concluded our business. He agreed to pay me more per hour than I 

had ever received before.  
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Marjie still felt great after spending an enjoyable day working in the yard. 

Perithnea, Adam and Sarah each expressed their happiness that she was doing 

so much better and said that they loved me during our after supper walk.  

I woke around four in the morning, when Perithnea said, “Mother is 

having terrible d reams, one right after another.” 

“We need to put a stop to that.” I woke Marjie. “Perithnea says you‟re 

having a lot of nightmares. What are they about?” 

“Vio lence. One of them was about me being a policewoman. I stabbed 

and shot Ralph in the throat. A lot of scenes involved people being killed. I 

was naked. I felt exposed and vulnerable.”  

“It‟s  normal for you to feel angry and vulnerable. We‟ll have to do some 

work on this.”   

“Okay, but I want a snack first.”  

Snack finished, I counted her down and said, “This time when you go to 

sleep, I want you to dream of being the prosecuting attorney in a courtroom, 

telling the jury about all the crimes Ralph committed against you and others, 

and pleading for justice to be done.” 

“I already did that in my daydreams,” she said. She wept as she thought 

of all the bad things he had done to her. “I want to go home. I want to be with 

Mother.” 

“Then call her.”  

“All I see is a spiral. I don‟t like it. I want to go home.”  

“Follow the spiral and see where it leads.” 

She sobbed even harder.”I want to go home!”  

“Ask Mother why you can‟t.” 

Mother‟s voice responded. “It is not time for her to be with me. She has 

work to do.” 

“She does not understand what the work is.” 

“It is coming to her.”  

“She feels so much like a victim.”  

“Then we have to make her feel like a v ictor.”  

“How do we do that?” 

“Her v ictory is coming. I love her. I love you. I have always loved you.”  

“I love you too, Mother. Your love is very precious to me. I will attempt  

to help her feel like a v ictor.”  

Following my suggestions, Marjie visualized herself as several famous 

heroes who had overcome enormous challenges in mythology and history. 

This seemed to calm her somewhat, so we ended the session.  
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Marjie was still tired and depressed when she got up Saturday morning, 

largely because she felt she was letting Bart down by not feeling strong 

enough to have him live with us. “I feel like I‟m betraying him.”  

“You can‟t help being depressed. Your brain is chemically unbalanced.  

You can‟t function as a full time mother right now. When you are over the 

depression and feeling stronger, she can ask him again.  You need to release 

your anger toward Ralph.” She agreed.  

I gathered some old clothes, made a scarecrow representing Ralph, and 

hung it in a tree. I urged her to attack the effigy with a sharp knife and to 

release all of her anger. She became enraged, cursing Ralph and yelling at him 

to take back the pain he had caused her. She must have stabbed the effigy a 

hundred times before she was too exhausted to continue. She then went int o 

the house, collapsed on the floor, and lay her head on the sofa, weeping. I 

comforted her.  

She calmed down and said, “Ralph is in my past now. I will leave him 

there. I have entered another world, a world with you. He lives in a different  

world. I don‟t want to be in his world any longer.”  

“You don‟t have to be.” 

“I don‟t want him dragging me back into his world in court.”  

“You don‟t have to go back into his world just because you enter a 

courtroom.”  

“I don‟t?” 

“No. You can take your new world with you into the court.” 

“I can? What a relief.”  

“I do that all the time. I feel like I live in a d ifferent world than most of 

the people I work with. They are in theirs, and I am in mine.”  

By then I was a little tired and lay back down with her to take a nap. I 

clearly heard footsteps coming up the stairs and onto the landing next to the 

bedroom door. Then I heard a noise in the office, and wondered who was 

letting us know they were present. I kept quiet, wait ing for more sounds, but 

nothing else happened. After trying for twenty minutes I couldn‟t sleep, and 

went to work on the car.  
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Chapter Forty Seven 

Sleep Therapy 

After I had gotten everything ready for their visit, Tony drove up with 

Bart in the car with him. I fired up the grill when we had said our hellos, and 

while I was cooking, Tony joined me after visit ing with Marjie for a few 

minutes. I asked him if he had thought about my offer to come and live with  

us, but he gave me several reasons why he wanted to stay in Camden. I told  

him again that if he wanted to come to Martin and go to college, I would help 

him financially. He declined, saying that he had enough income of his own 

and some savings.  

When we had eaten supper and visited for a few hours  it was time for 

them to leave. They were getting in the car when Marjie said, “I feel very  

blessed to have Rex in my life. He takes very good care of me.”  

Tony gave her a poem he had written, which p leased her greatly, and they 

left on a positive note. I was happy that Marjie was calmly accepting that her 

boys were not going to be liv ing with her anytime soon. “Things are as they 

should be,” she said. I agreed.  

Nucleus joined me unexpectedly. “Good evening, Pat.”  

“Good evening to you. This is a pleasant surprise. I‟m g lad to have your 

company.” 

“It is also my pleasure to be in your company. My equipment registers 

many emotional peaks today. Can you tell me what caused these?” 

“Bart and Tony came to visit and they told us that they have both decided 

that they do not want to come and live here.”  

“Has she faced her fear of failure concerning Bart?”  

“Yes. It was hard for her.”  

“It‟s an important step for her. What caused the peak this morning?” I 

explained about the effigy.  

“How delightful! However, it severely drained her energy. I have spoken 

to Alta Sha and Mother in detail, and we are all agreed that more sleep would 
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be good for her. The only question is whether we should maintain the sleep 

for twenty four or thirty six hours. We are divided.”  

“She has shown improvement this afternoon and evening. I think twenty 

four hours might be enough.” 

“I appreciate your input. It will be taken into consideration. If she does 

require thirty six hours, we will try to accommodate your schedule.”  

“It‟s no problem for me. I am free for the next thirty six hours.” 

“Your needs are being considered also.” 

“I know that.” 

“You deserve much more.”  

“I am very grateful to have all the help that she and I need. What more 

could I want?”  

“I appreciate that very much,” he said.  

“Eight, it seemed to me that when you looked at me the other night, you 

saw yourself.” 

“Indeed I did. I saw my future.” 

“That must have been odd.” 

“It was wonderful.”  

“I can see that this development could be humorous. There could be some 

cases of mistaken identity in the future.”  

“There will be no mistaken identity. It is time for us to sedate her.” 

“Very well. It has been a pleasure.” 

After only a few minutes of reading, Marjie was asleep. 

I woke to a beautiful sunny day with a touch of crisp autumn coolness in 

the air. I decided that my project for the day would be to put doors on our 

bedroom closets.  

Marjie got up around noon, went outside to smoke a cigarette, and sat in 

the sun for a while. I had to calm her fears that smoking would come between 

us. She said she wasn‟t really enjoying it, which brought to mind Nuke‟s 

statement about aversive conditioning.  

She was supposed to go back to sleep but didn‟t want to. Alta Sha said, 

“She is resisting.” 

“I know. She wants to enjoy the day with me. Perhaps she will do better 

if we put her to bed in the room where I‟m working.”  

“I agree.”  

Although she was nearby, Marjie continued to resist the sedation the ETs 

gave her. She was only half asleep when she said, “Mother has restrained me. 

I‟m bound to my bed by the silver blanket. I don‟t like this. I feel like I‟m 
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caught in the border between sleeping and being awake. I don‟t want to sleep. 

I have too many dreams .” 

“Maybe they‟re overdoing it with the sleep therapy.”  

“She will be calm,” Eight replied.  

“They‟re using some kind of green rod to make me calm down,” Marjie 

said. “There are too many of them. I‟m too full.” Nevertheless, she smiled  

peacefully and turned onto her left side.  

Eight said, “She has calmed,” She quickly fell asleep.  

To avoid disturbing her, I stopped my work, went down for lunch, and sat 

by the pond to enjoy the sound of the waterfall and the colors of the flowers 

while I dictated my notes.  

Rested, I worked on a pile of scrap lumber in the yard which needed to be 

stacked. Around four o‟clock I felt muscle spasms between my eyes unlike 

anything I had experienced before. The sensation lasted only a few moments 

but was very strong. I had thoughts of Haze. I decided that I should check on 

Marjie, and did so after straightening up the area.  

I was shocked to find that Marjie wasn‟t in the bed. Perithnea‟s slurred, 

distressed voice called from the far side of the bed, “Father, help me!” Marjie 

was lying on the floor between the bed and the wall. I rushed over and saw 

that her head was resting on a small stuffed animal, and she looked 

comfortable. Perithnea said, “I can‟t get her up by myself. I need your help.” 

“How long has she been on the floor?”  

“About twenty minutes.”  

“That‟s when I felt muscle twitches in my eyebrows. I think Haze was 

trying to alert me that she needed my help. Put her arms around my neck and 

hold on.” I lifted her up to her feet and Marjie said, “I have to use the 

bathroom.” I walked her there.  

Moving about had slightly awakened her and she preferred to sit up in 

bed. Alta Sha said, “She got out of bed, tapped on the window to get your 

attention, and then she slid down the wall when she turned to get back into 

bed. She did not fall. She was on the floor for about four minutes, but she first 

needed to go to the bathroom about twenty minutes ago. She will be allowed  

to eat now and to visit for a while before the medication will be resumed. I 

love you.” 

“I love you. Next time I will pay more attention to my signals.”  

Marjie said, “I don‟t like spending such a beautiful day in bed.”  

“I understand. I would be going nuts if I had to waste a perfectly good 

day in bed.” She revived quickly and came downstairs to eat supper. 
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When we had finished eating Perithnea said, “I‟m going to give her a 

shower and help her to go back upstairs.”  

Marjie resisted sleep when she got into bed. I said, “Please don‟t be 

difficult. This is the treatment that has been prescribed for your benefit, and 

you ought to cooperate. It‟s what you need in order to get better. If you fight 

it, you‟re defeat ing its purpose.” 

With tears in her eyes, she retorted in a childlike voice, “I‟m not bein g 

difficult.”  

“I know you don‟t mean to be difficult, but you‟re resisting the treatment  

you need. You know how you felt much better after the last sleep treatment. 

Why don‟t you just accept it?” 

“I see the green rod again. Mother is putting it into my brain. There are 

too many  of them. It ‟s too much.” She closed her eyes.  

I was changing my clothes when I heard a co ld, hard and angry masculine 

voice say, “I have not been difficult!” The channeling entity sat up. “If you 

want difficu lty, I can show you difficulty.”  

“Who are you?” 

His venomous, hissing voice said, “I am the fire of which she dreams. I 

can burn your house down!” 

I thought, He means it. How do you deal with a dreamed up fire spirit? 

As if this were a person, I sternly said, “You need to leave. You are just 

creating more problems. We don‟t need anything based on fear or threats 

here.” 

I sat on the bed beside her, showing no fear. He thrust his malevolent face 

gradually closer to mine. “You should not accuse her of being difficult when  

she is not difficult,” he seethed.  

“Whoever or whatever you are, you need to be gone. There is no room for 

darkness here. I am telling you to go.” 

“You are not strong enough to make me leave.” 

“Perhaps not, but I AM is.” He pugnaciously drew his face closer to 

mine. I responded by pushing her chin backwards with the index finger of my 

right hand. He resisted, but my push was stronger and he moved back. I stood 

up to finish dressing, feeling somewhat disadvantaged by being in my 

underwear. 

Contemptuously, he said, “Oh, you run from me. You are afraid to face 

me.”  

“I‟m getting dressed.” I turned my back to him to show him I wasn‟t 

impressed, but I was nervously trying to think of a way to get rid of him.  
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“You are afraid to face me!” he insisted.  

“I am not afraid of you at all. We don‟t need anyone here who wishes to 

create fear and makes th reats of destruction. She has had enough of that in  

her life. She doesn‟t need any more suffering. Why are you here?”  

“Because of a rod, you idiot.”  

“How could a rod do that?” 

“One of them was flawed. She warned you there were too many but you 

wouldn‟t listen” 

“What is it you seek? What do you want?”  

“I want a positive suggestion, idiot man.”  

“Blend your light with the quasar Light that was used to build the crystal 

city. You will enjoy that.” 

 “Good. I can do that,” he replied, and was instantly gone.  

I was still sighing with relief when Nuke joined me. “I‟m sorry to report 

that we made another mistake.”  

“What did he mean about the rod?”  

“One of the rods did not have the proper amount of medication in it for a 

human. It was intended that the medicine would cause her to have a dream of 

warmth to counteract the dream of ice which she had before, but too much 

medication was given, causing her to dream of f ire. I apologize for any 

distress that this caused you.” 

“I was a bit unsure of what to do with a spirit of fire, but it all worked out 

alright, thanks to I AM. Although I acted brave in front of the fire spirit, I was  

afraid he might actually set the house on fire. Stranger things have happened, 

such as the spontaneous combustion of human beings.”  

“We are making too many mistakes. I‟m beginning to doubt my 

competence. I‟m supposed to protect her.” 

“You can‟t be on top of every little detail all the time. There is an 

underlying reason why I AM is allowing all these things to occur.” 

“Thank you for your patience with us.” 

“The good you do far outweighs the mistakes.” He withdrew.  

Perithnea said, “Mother tried to tell them that they were giving her too 

much medicine.”  

“I didn‟t know what she meant when she said there were too many. I 

thought she was talking about the little grays she sees in the medical unit. 

How d id the fire in her dream become personified?” I asked.  

“Even fire can become personified if it has access to enough motivation.”  

“Was this an aspect of her personality?”  
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Alta Sha answered, “The motivation for its existence did not come from 

within Pearl. Combined with the excess medication, the negativity which 

Ralph has been directing toward her provided the impetus for an unpleasant 

manifestation.” I recalled that Marjie was certain that Ralph had deliberately  

burned down their house years before, destroying everything she owned after 

he had removed all of his personal possessions to a safe location . 

Speaking to Marjie, I said, “You tried to tell me twice that you were 

getting too much medicine, but I misunderstood. I thought you were just 

obsessing like you sometimes do, or hallucinating after getting the drug, and 

that the medication was helping. Forgive me for not understanding you.”  

She forgave me, but was still unable to sleep in spite of the medication  

that had just been admin istered. I read to her and Sarah and stroked her head 

and back to soothe them. Around eight o‟clock she was given additional 

medication by the ETs and finally fell soundly asleep.  

Marjie was alert by mid morning of the next day and went shopping 

while I continued to work on closet doors. I noted that her mood was not as 

cheerful as it had been after the first sleep treatment. She was distressed about 

the upcoming court date concerning her ability to pay child support and was 

worried about the effect the psychiatric report would have concerning her 

fitness as a parent. I called her attorney‟s office and left a message, wanting 

him to reassure her concerning the uses of the report, but he did not return the 

call.  

At lunch Adam said, “I need to talk to you about something I did which  

could get me into a lot of t rouble.” 

“I doubt that you did anything very bad. What was it?”  

“I hotwired Nuke‟s System so that I would have a direct link to mother. I 

wanted to know what was going on firsthand.” 

“Why didn‟t you just ask Nuke fo r permission? He probably would have 

said yes.” 

“I wanted to do something bold and daring, but now I feel guilty about 

it.”  

“Well, you certainly succeeded. How do you think he will feel when you 

tell h im?”  

“I don‟t know. I suspect he will be quite angry with me.”  

“Well, whatever you did was done out of love. You weren‟t spying .” 

Concerned about security of his link, I asked, “Does anyone else have access 

to the link that you created?” 

“No, I am the only one.”  



Sleep Therapy 

544 

“If no one else can use it, you haven‟t really done any harm.”  

“But his security has been breached by me, and he will be most  upset.” 

“Nucleus has done some bold and daring th ings in his lifet ime, too. He 

essentially d id the same thing when he altered mother‟s implant because he 

wanted a private link. It would be kind of hypocritical fo r him to be too hard 

on someone who is imitat ing h im.”  

“Perhaps you are right, father. I need to go and tell him about this.” 

“I admire you for your honesty. He may be hurt by the idea that you 

didn‟t trust him to keep you informed. You admire him a great deal, don‟t 

you?” 

“Oh yes. I want to be like him.”  

“Let me know how it turns out.” 

A few hours later, Adam reappeared. “What happened with Nucleus?”  

“I was chastised.” 

“Tell me what he said.” 

“He didn‟t say anything.” 

“Nothing?” 

“No, he just looked at me with those big, unblinking black eyes, and said 

nothing! He can make you feel very uncomfortable just by giving you that 

stare. Then he said, I believe you have work to do , and I left.”  

“Well, the fact that he said nothing and didn‟t punish you makes me think 

that‟s all he intends to do.” 

“I hope so.” 

“I think he understands  why you took matters into your own hands. How 

are your experiments going?” 

“We have succeeded in getting two of the five petals to be clear and we 

are on the way to success.” 

“I‟m impressed. I‟m sure you will succeed.” We said goodbye.  

Marjie was still quite tense. I suggested that we take a bath together, 

hoping it would help her to relax. While we bathed, Alta Sha  

said, “She is having a better time of it than appears on the surface. Many 

others have thought that she was not enjoying herself because she is stoic and 

doesn‟t smile often. She needs to learn how to translate her inner feelings into 

an outward expression.” 

“Perhaps it comes from being an Indian in so many lifetimes.”  

“Perhaps so.” 

“I wish she could enjoy the blessings I AM is showering on us , one right 

after another.” 



Faeries, Angels, Indians and Aliens  

545 

“Deep within she is aware of them all and marks every one. It g ives her 

great pleasure to see the pleasure that you find in them.”  

“That‟s good to know.” He nodded and withdrew.  

After the bath I heard Perithnea urgently calling me from the upstairs 

bedroom. Quickly go ing up the stairs, I found Perithnea in tears. “She wants 

to go home Father, and I can‟t stop her. Help me! A lta Sha can‟t help, either. 

You have to do something!” 

“Let me speak to her.” 

Sobbing deeply, Marjie said, “I want to go home. I can‟t take any more of 

this.”  

“This is too much of a mood swing  to be normal. I see that you‟ve got on 

some pajamas that Terresa wore shortly before she died. I think her traces are 

influencing you. We need to get you into something else. Call Mother, and 

she will come and hold you. You‟ll feel at home with her.”  

She was wracked with sobs. I got another pair of pajamas out for her. 

“Has Mother come yet?” 

She swatted at the air in front of her, shouting, “Get away!  Get away! 

No! Get out of here! Leave me alone!”  

“What do you see?” 

“Hands reaching out for me!”  

I made my Light as bright as possible. “Turn on your Light, Marjie! Ask 

for help from A lta Sha and the Hosts!” 

To the entities I shouted, “I command you to leave in the name of the 

Father, the Son, and the Holy Sp irit! You are not welcome! You must leave!”  

Marjie calmed down and lay back on the bed. “Mother is here. Can you 

see her companions?” 

“Are they here with us?” 

“Yes. There are lots of them, all around.” She smiled peacefully. I helped 

her to put on the other pajamas, and she lay down again. “Mother is doing 

something to me.”  

“She‟s probably giving you medication to help you relax. You need it.”  

“Alright.” She got very relaxed and I breathed more easily .  

Alta Sha emerged. “Mother is comforting her. She will feel better in a 

few minutes.” 

“Did this reaction have something to do with Terresa‟s pajamas?”  

“Yes.” 

“Whose hands were reach ing out to her?” 

“Other spirits. I thank I AM for your strength, friend.”  
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“I thank I AM for g iving me strength and for the help He and Mother 

provided.” 

“She will be ab le to enjoy a movie in a few moments, but you should give 

her the nighttime medicat ion.” We embraced. Another ride on our emot ional 

roller coaster was over.  

Marjie had an upsetting meeting with her attorney the following day. She 

called me at work. “I‟m not satisfied with the agreement my lawyer is ready to 

make with Ralph‟s lawyer. He wants the judge to say that because I‟m 

disabled, Ralph won‟t seek custody payments now, but if I am able to work 

later on, he can take me back to court for child support. That means that 

whenever he wants money, Ralph could drag me into court again and again to 

make me prove that I am still disabled. I would never agree to that.”  

“I don‟t blame you. It‟s completely hypocritical. He was never 

ordered to  pay a cent and  now he wants you to  pay? It ‟s rid icu lous.”  

Marjie was asleep when I got home. I worked on reports. 

Perithnea called my name. I went to find out what she wanted . “Father, 

you have to help me. There‟s nothing I can do for her. Alta Sha says he can‟t 

help her either, because she has free will and it ‟s her choice. All he can do is 

stand by and watch. She wants to go home. She‟s ready to give up.”  

“I‟ll do what I can. Marjie, Perithnea says you‟re giving up.” 

Marjie was lethargic and weeping. Her speech and movements were 

listless. “I just can‟t fight anymore, Pat. I‟m too tired. You just don‟t 

understand.” 

“What‟s bothering you so much? Is it the agreement the lawyer wants you 

to sign?” 

“Yes. Ralph will always be able to hold it over my head. Anytime that he 

wants more ch ild support, all he will have to do is haul me into court. I want it  

stopped. I don‟t want him to be able to come back at me in the future.”  

“That would be good, but legally, any able bodied parent is responsible 

for child support except by an agreement between the parents, and even the 

agreement can be challenged if circumstances change. That‟s true for 

everyone. If your divorce attorney had been worth a damn, he would  have 

insisted that Ralph pay child support for Bart and Tony when you divorced. 

He would have been forced to pay so long as he was able to work.  

“You don‟t have to sign the agreement. Tell me what you want, and I will 

put it in writ ing and we will give it to your attorney. He can present it to 



Faeries, Angels, Indians and Aliens  

547 

Ralph‟s attorney and we‟ll see what happens. We will try to force Ralph to 

pay the child support his children were entitled to but never received. That 

puts him on the defensive for a change and might cause him to drop the claim 

against you.” 

Marjie got out of bed and helped me to prepare supper.  

She typed the letter spelling out her counterclaims. When she was 

fin ished, Perithnea said, “I am so happy that you were able to help mother. I 

had pinned her to the bed so she wouldn‟t do something to hurt herself, but I 

couldn‟t stop her from willing herself to just fade away. I love you so much!”  

“And I love you, sweetheart. Thanks for warn ing me, and thank I AM 

that I was able to help.”  

“You were Marjie‟s guard this time. Alta Sha is grateful, too.” 

Later in the evening, I filled Marjie with rainbows of Light as our spirits 

and bodies joined. She said, “The Light you gave me was wonderful. I feel so 

much better. Now I want to do some trance work. I want to go back to the first 

time that we had a session together. I want to remember it just  the way it was 

then.” 

“I‟ll be happy to help you do that.” 

Perithnea said, “I think that is an excellent idea, father. She needs to go 

back there and when she finishes, she needs to get down on the floor and cry 

out all her tears. You‟d better get a lot of tissues, because she‟s going to be 

throwing them everywhere. You may have to put on your wet suit!”  

In trance, I sent Marjie back to the ornately carved oak door she had 

entered at the very beginning of our work together. She said, “I had forgotten 

how exquisite the carving is. I just want to look at it for a minute before I 

enter.” Upon entering, tears of happiness overflowed as she gazed upon the 

heavenly scene. “I‟m wearing the same outfit:  white lace socks, black patent 

shoes, and a white dress. It‟s a dress for a princess. I see the children playing 

but I‟d rather follow the path instead of stopping to play with them. I have 

come to a stone bridge that I don‟t remember seeing before. I‟m crossing over. 

I‟m at the Throne of I AM!”  

Awed by the sacredness of this experience, I watched in wonder as she 

cried for many minutes. Her eyes slowly opened and she silently looked at me 

with an intent, curious expression.  

“What are you doing now?”I asked.  

“I am looking upon the son of God. I am looking at your Light.” She 

spoke in the tranquil, mature, and very wise voice of her Higher Self. “May I 

touch your face?” 
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“You certainly may.”  

I lightly stroked her arm as  she lovingly caressed my cheek. I felt very  

blessed. 

Her Higher Self said, “It is now time for her to go to the river and shed 

tears for all the pain she has felt in her life. She is to gather all of them in  

buckets and pour the buckets into the river. There are many of these buckets. 

Some are very little and some are very large.” 

Weeping, Marjie said, “I‟m pouring out the buckets one by one.” She 

sobbed as she emptied each bucket. “This is a very large one. It‟s the bucket 

of pain that Ralph has given me. This bucket contains all the pain, hate and 

bitterness I have toward him. It‟s too big for me to lift alone.”  

“I‟ll help you.” With my mind‟s eye I joined her and together we poured 

it into the river of tears that flows from the Throne of God.  

„There‟s still another bucket.”  

“Is this the bucket of guilt and shame?” I asked.  

She nodded.”It‟s very big, too.” We poured it out together.  

“Let all the tears flow out of you,” I encouraged.  

“There‟s one more.” she said.  

“Which one is it?” 

“It‟s the one which contains the sympathy that I have for you.” 

“We definitely need to pour that one out. I don‟t need sympathy. I have 

the mercy of I AM and that‟s all the sympathy I need.”  

She wept profusely. “I‟m letting this one float away. I forgot to tip it 

over.” 

“Don‟t worry. Alta Sha will tip it over.”  

“It is so. I‟m looking at the fountain of rainbows now.” 

“Breathe the mist. Drink th is water. Let it purify you inside.”  

She cried even harder as it cleansed her inside and out and finally s miled.  

“It‟s fin ished. All the buckets are empty.” 

“Good. Now we can go back along the path where the children were 

playing. Do you want to play with them?”  

Smiling radiantly, she said, “Yes, I would like to do that.”  

“Then enjoy yourself.”  

A short time passed while she happily played like a carefree child. “I 

would like to stay here forever, but it‟s time to go. I have work to do.” She 

reached toward the children and tearfully said, “I am so sorry to go. I want to 

stay with you, but I have to leave.” 

“You can go back to visit any time you want  to,” I suggested.  
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“I‟m coming back out through the door,” she said, and suddenly emerged 

from the trance, still sobbing.  

“Hold me. I want to get down on the floor and cry out all of these tears.” 

I reached for a box of tissues and got down on the floor beside her. “Go 

ahead. Let yourself cry like a baby. Don‟t hold anything back.” She wailed from 

deep within. I stroked her back, soothing her as I would an infant. After many 

minutes, her supply of tears ran out.  

“I‟m exhausted, but I feel clean inside.” She sat up and wrapped herself 

in a blanket. “Alta Sha would like to speak.”  

I got off the floor, sat in a chair, and waited for him.  

“The past hour has been spent in a very worthwhile way,” he said.  

“I think she accomplished a lot.”  

“Alta Sha thanks you once more and tells you that he loves you.” 

“I love you.” 

“I see the son of God.” 

“If He wants me, I am His.”  

“It is so. Bless me.”  

“I AM, bless this faithful servant who seeks only to do Your will. He has 

been a wonderful companion and friend to me.” I stroked his face, happy to 

see his beaming smile. 

“She is very tired. It is time for her medicat ion and perhaps some milk 

and a cookie. I suggest that you give her Benadryl as well, so that she will not 

wake up with a headache. Allelu ia!”  

“Alleluia,” I replied.  

I brought Marjie‟s medicine and bedtime snack to her and sat beside her 

in the bed, prepared to read to her and Sarah.  

Looking at me, Sarah said, “I see Breath. Sarah loves Sound and Touch.”  

“Breath sends all of His love to you and to me and to Touch,” I replied. Her 

calm acceptance of Marjie‟s previous distress impressed me.  

After they fell asleep I took a walk to enjoy the brilliant stars in the clear, 

cool sky. Almost immediately a very bright, unblinking white light flew from 

north to south across the Milky Way, fading out when it was directly 

overhead. I stood there, absorbing all the love that filled the universe, given so 

freely by I AM and his servants, and felt rejuvenated. 
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Chapter Forty Eight 

Meeting My Higher Self 

While I was at work, Marjie delivered the letter which expressed her 

wishes to the attorney. Her mood was good when I got home and Perithnea 

and Sarah greeted me cheerfully. I was unusually tired, so I lay down for a 

nap. Perithnea took off my shoes and massaged my feet, then went downstairs 

to prepare supper. I tried to sleep but felt a very strong pressure on the left 

side of my brain above my temple and a lesser pressure on the right side. I 

thought of Haze, then of Mother, and finally felt Mi sitting on my nose.  

The pressure on the left side increased, signaling that something was 

being done to my brain. I felt a deep probing within my head, accompanied by  

a dull pain. A lthough the pain was a bit alarming, I remained very still, 

wait ing to see what would happen next. “What are you doing to my brain, 

Mother? Supper will be ready soon, so I hope you can finish before then.” The 

pressure intensified, becoming a bit  uncomfortable. I felt mildly anxious about 

the extent of the activity and affirmed, “I and my companions are surrounded 

and protected by the Light of I AM.” I sang the Alleluia song as the 

unrelenting pressure continued. This was definitely something major. 

Perithnea entered the bedroom saying, “Supper is ready.”  

“Mother is doing something to me and hasn‟t finished yet. Can you tell 

me what she‟s doing?” 

“She is touching you.” 

“I‟m a little afraid to just get up and start doing things. They may be in 

the middle of a procedure.” 

“Why don‟t you ask her if you can be dismissed?‟ 

“Do I have permission to go, Mother?” The pressure remained stable. 

“Very well, I‟ll just go with the flow.”  

“What do you see, colors?” 

“Not especially.” I opened my eyes and looked at the white ceiling, and  

saw the brilliant violet light of I AM with my third eye. “Now I‟m beginning  
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to see colors.” I closed my eyes to see what other images might form in my 

mind‟s eye. Perithnea took a seat across the room.  

Speaking through Marjie, Mother asked in a whispery voice, “What 

colors do you see?” 

“All the colors of the rainbow. I seem to be looking at a flat surface that 

has these different colors in it .” 

“They are panels.” 

“I can‟t see them distinctly.”  

“Can you reach for one of them?‟ 

“Mentally I can.”  

“What do you see?‟ 

“I see some details but it isn‟t clear to me just what it is.” 

“Continue looking.” 

“Now I see red lines and green lines. They seem to be connected, almost 

like circu its.” 

“Yes! Reach for one of them.”  

“What I‟m holding is some kind of metallic brass hoop.” 

“Look closer.”  

“I see little projections sticking out from the sides of it. They are 

gradually changing into what appear to be bubbles. This reminds me of the 

tubes with bubbles in them that Marjie has seen before.”  

“Keep looking.” 

“The tube changed from a brass color to a violet, crystalline substance 

that is composed of segments. The segments remind me of passages.” 

“Can you enter it?” 

“Yes.” 

“Follow it.”  

“I‟m looking at a passage like a tunnel. It‟s beginning to change back into 

that silvery, metallic substance I saw before. It curves upward and away and I 

seem to be on the outside of it. It reaches up beyond me to some other thing. I 

have the strange feeling that it is somehow connected to you.”  

“Very good. Can you enter this tube?” 

“It seems big enough. I‟m going inside. Now I see red light everywhere. 

There are things floating in this light moving past me. Some of them are discoid, 

some other shapes. I don‟t know what I‟m seeing.” 

“I like red very much.”  

“It is almost like walking through blood. The round things remind me of 

blood cells.” 
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“It is not blood. Proceed up the tube.” 

This must be one of her limbs, I thought. “I‟m walking through the tube. 

Now I‟m coming to a much larger area. It ‟s vaulted above me with rib -like 

structures. The Light here is a purplish-violet color. The complexity of the 

structure is amazing. Everywhere I look there are forms and intricate patterns 

connected to the rib-like structures high above my head.”  

“Yes. Continue looking.”  

“At the side o f th is vast area I see some organ ic -looking oval 

open ings like windows. They  have red  borders  and  purp lish  panes .”  

“Yes. Go into one of them.”  

“I see the vastness of space. There are many stars. They are faint, very far 

away.” 

“That is right.” 

“Now I see an object in the foreground. It looks like a black electrical device 

with ridges around it, shaped like a double cone.  

“You took your vision from the stars.” 

“Very well, I will look again. I see a galaxy.”  

“Yes.” 

Tiring, I said, “I‟m about to run out of steam. I have stepped back from 

the window. I see what looks like a section of tunnels. There are three or four 

of them, arched over with golden ribs.” 

“Do not enter the tunnels.” 

“I‟m go ing back to the red area. I am go ing back down through the 

passageway and now have emerged into the area I started from. Before me I 

see what looks like the head of a bird. It is a very dark purple, and has a 

pointed face like an eagle or a raven, but the wings look more like reptilian  

skin with bumps on it. The texture reminds me of a lizard.”  

“Reach out and touch it.”   

“It is transforming into something very much like a monitor lizard. It ‟s a 

big, human-sized lizard that is bright green on the dorsal surface and white on 

the underside.” 

“Embrace this lizard. It has something for you.”  

I noticed minute details of the lizard‟s face and structure. I reached out to 

embrace him. “He‟s changing colors.” 

“You are changing colors.”  

“I feel a lot of energy and warmth from this lizard. My legs are getting 

warm. There is a lot of energy in my hands and arms.”  

“Its gift to you is peace of mind. It has been saved for you.” 
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“Saved?” 

“Yes. It has been saved for you.” I thought, She must mean I have 

previously had contact with this lizard and it has been important to me.  I felt  

wonderful as I accepted the energy of this lizard.  

“Now I see shiny, multicolored shapes of metal or crystal. They are 

arranged like a fan that is slowly opening. I see beautiful colors behind the 

fan. I see a very bright, white crystalline shape in the midst of these petals, 

which are slowly unfold ing in layer after layer of brilliant color, magentas, 

pinks, greens, reds, purples, violets, blues, and turquoise. They are absolutely 

beautiful.”  

I received Mother‟s thought: You are seeing your own Light. The 

magnificent display continued for several minutes. 

 I thought, No wonder Perithnea calls me Father Bright, if this is how she 

sees me. “The display of colors is gradually passing away. I see the same dark 

purple, eagle-like head I saw before. The lizard‟s skin is appearing, but now 

it‟s assuming a form like spokes of a wheel without the outer rim that reminds 

me of an octopus. At the center where the arms join, there are segmented, 

crystal windows with topaz colored light shining from within. I‟m stepping 

through one.  

“I‟m looking upward at a structure similar to the inside of gothic 

cathedrals, where arches join at right angles to support the high roof. The 

curved columns of the arches are bronze colored; between them I see a brown 

background, with intricate, beige colored designs around the borders of the 

four arched segments.  

“Now I see hundreds of arches and steeples arranged in ascending steps 

to make a g igantic pyramid. There are shell shaped structures on the pyramid  

which remind me of the famous opera house in Sydney, Australia. They look 

like sails or the arrangement of the cells within a naut ilus shell. There are 

arches within arches and windows within windows, all reaching skyward. I‟m 

surrounded by crystalline pyramids. The four-sided pyramid is actually one 

half of a diamond crystal. I am in a sea of huge diamonds. Thousands of these 

crystal pyramids are interlocked with one another; this structure must be 

immensely strong. The points of the pyramids overlap to form a very strong, 

very thin material which has amazing electrical properties.  

“I see curved, laser-like rays in all the colors of the rainbow. They are 

forming into a spinning spiral, which is becoming a double cone shape similar 

to a spinning top, which reminds me of a craft. I see many other exquisite 

objects in detail, but I don‟t know what they are.  
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“There is the Egyptian dog god, Anubis, who measures the goodness and 

evil in the hearts of the dead on his scales of justice to determine what destiny 

they deserve. There are so many beautiful things here,” I said.  

“There is much more to see inside of me.”  

“I would like to come back and exp lore some more.”  

“You will have this opportunity. I thank you for coming to me.”  

“It was entirely my pleasure, Mother. We belong together.” 

“Yes, we do.”  

“Why did you not want me to go into the tunnels?” 

“It is not time.”  

The pressure on my brain eased. I walked over to Marjie, whose head 

rested on her chest. I hugged her, hoping that Mother would also feel the 

embrace. Suddenly alert, Marjie asked, “What happened?” 

“I took a trip within Mother.”  

“The last thing I remember was you and the bed rising up off the floor. 

First the head of the bed rose up, and gradually, the foot of the bed did, too. It 

was like you were floating on top of a wave. I thought my eyes were playing 

tricks on me, but I kept watching, and it kept happening. It was amazing.”  

I said, “I was so intent on the visions I was having that I didn‟t even feel 

it move. Mother gave me what I have been asking for. I went consciously into 

another dimension, and I remember doing it ! What a trip! I never expected to 

journey inside of her.”  

I described the visions I had seen while we ate supper. Marjie told me 

how lucky I was, and how happy she was for me.  

I searched the house for a book about Egypt that would clarify some 

points about Anubis. While I did that, Sarah looked for her Egyptian sticker 

book. I couldn‟t find the former, and Sarah was getting angry because she also 

couldn‟t find her book.  

She exclaimed, “Sarah doesn‟t bother other people‟s things! Sarah  

doesn‟t understand why they put her things in odd places!” She was being 

quite a little tyrant, which amused me. After much searching, we finally  found 

both of them.  

I learned that Anubis was the son of Horus, the son of Osiris and Isis, 

who together created the universe. Osiris is personified in the heavens by 

Sirius, also known as the Dog Star. I recalled that the Egyptian god 

responsible for devouring the souls of the unworthy was part crocodile, part 

hippo, and part lion, and noted that a crocodile is an aquatic reptile. Maybe 

that was a connection with the lizard.  
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Marjie greatly enjoyed working on a craft project in that evening, a 

development which proved she was feeling much better. When she had 

fin ished working on it, Sarah said, “Sarah wants to give you a gift, too. Sarah 

wants to read a chapter from a new book that Perithnea picked out for us at 

the store today.” 

“That will be nice.”  

I drifted off to sleep as she read very well from a fantasy book which  

included a lot of puns. When she stopped, I woke up, and she asked, “Do you 

like this book?” 

“I enjoy word play, but I wouldn‟t buy an entire book full of it. If you 

enjoy it, I‟ll read some of it to you.” 

“I don‟t want you to do that, but you can read that other funny book to 

me.” I did. 

My aching joints woke me around two in the morning. I went down to get 

some aspirin and took a look outside. The stars were stunningly brilliant, 

especially the constellation Orion, just above the eastern horizon. A slow, 

low-flying, silent light came in my d irection from the north, eventually  

passing by me and continuing until it disappeared in the south, definitely not 

using earthly technology. Simultaneously, another object with strangely 

flashing lights flew northward from the south, going directly over me, and  

much too far behind it, the sound of jet engines could be heard. Looking  

eastward again, I saw a very b right light traveling northward which began to 

dim as it reached a point due east of me. Then a pattern of flashing lights 

unlike a typical aircraft appeared behind it. I looked d irectly overhead into the 

depths of the Milky Way and saw a very small, white light traveling quickly  

from north to south. As soon as it was directly over me, it vanished. Then I 

saw two meteor-like lights flash across the sky, but I wasn‟t sure, after all the 

others, that they were truly meteors. I believed I was seeing mult iple UFOs. 

As if to verify my thoughts, an owl hauntingly called from the trees nearby.  

Each time that I thought of the journey within Mother, I felt her touching 

my brain. I was so awed by what I had experienced that I was wakeful most of 

the night, reviewing bits and pieces of it.  

Before I left fo r work, Adam shared his continuing guilt feelings over 

offending 8 by penetrating his security System. “He is still not speaking to 

me. He will only stare and sigh when I see him. The silence is harder to bear 

than a scolding.” 

“Could your hot wiring have caused serious damage if you had made a 

mistake?” 
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“An error could have caused harm to mother through her implant, but I 

was certain that I could do it correctly.”  

“Perhaps you should tell him that you were try ing to imitate him by being  

bold and daring, but also that you realize your failure to trust in him has 

resulted in others thinking that you cannot be trusted.” 

“I will talk to him again.”  

My work schedule and office location had been changed by the mental 

health center to a nearby town, which saved me considerable travel time. I 

was impressed with the support staff there, which had a much more cordial 

attitude than in the previous office, and thanked I AM for these blessings.  

Marjie had another great day, which made me happy. She was pleased to 

begin typing for me again. She suggested that we get an agreement from 

Ralph to give up his demands for child support in exchange for a chance t o 

redeem his reputation. I doubted that he cared anything about his reputation.  

As we ate supper Adam made the tea jug lid pop up and down several 

times before giving me a progress report. “Nucleus is still giv ing me the cold 

shoulder. He tells me to return to my work and says he will not discuss the 

penetration of his System with me ever again. I wonder if he will ever speak 

to me about any other subject.”  

“You‟re not being required to wear the uniform of erro r, which means it  

isn‟t considered serious. Everyone makes mistakes. Even the Board almost 

killed mother by accidentally  drain ing most of the life fo rce out of her. In time 

I‟m sure he‟ll relent. Remember that Nuke held his head high even when he 

was required to wear the brown uniform.”  

“I should do the same.”  

“Yes. Accept his silence without complaint like he did.” I gave him a 

hug.  

“Thank you for the embrace.”  

“I am proud of you. I know that your heart is in the right place.”  

Marjie and I took a walk and I asked to speak to Nucleus. “Is everything 

alright with you? I haven‟t heard from you in a few days. It‟s unusual for you 

not to contact me after one of Marjie‟s emotional upsets.”  

“I have been dealing with another emotional crisis. I left her in the very  

able hands of Mother and Alta Sha.” 

“What crisis is that?” 

“This one involves a young lad with whom you are acquainted.”  

“Who?”  

“Adam.”  
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“Oh!”  

“Adam took a terrible risk attempting to install a private link through my 

System. One false move could have had tragic effects, not only for Star One, 

but for millions of others who are linked to the System.”  

“Adam knew that, but he was certain he could do it correctly.”  

“He could not possibly have had sufficient knowledge and intelligence to 

do this alone. His hands were guided.” 

“That is  very likely. Do you know how o ld Adam is?” 

“No. I have not considered it.” 

“It is less than two Earth years since he was created.” 

“He has shown an amazing growth of intelligence.”  

“Yes, indeed.” 

“What difference does that make?”  

“He lacks experience. He has always been somewhat timid, and I think 

that was a factor in him not asking you for assistance. I don‟t think it was a 

matter o f him distrusting you.” 

“I think there was more to it than that. There was an element of curiosity, 

risk, and boldness.”  

“He told me that he wanted to do something bold and daring like  you 

have done in the past, but I also think he doubted that his wishes would be 

taken seriously if he asked for what he wanted.” 

“I agree that trust is really not an issue with Adam. My reaction to him 

has been based upon love. I have to be somewhat stern with h im. What do you 

think I should do?” 

“I‟m not asking you to change your approach. I just wasn‟t sure if you 

were aware o f the other factors which might have motivated him.” 

“Adam‟s every move has been monitored since the incident was 

discovered. He has been observed slinking.”  

“He is ashamed that he went behind your back. I think he has learned his 

lesson. I have explained that if he acts as if he distrusts his colleagues, then 

they will react in a similar way.” 

“From now on he will be denied access to my System. However, I have 

not destroyed the link which he created. I have placed a relay in the laboratory 

where he is conducting his flower experiments which will notify him if 

anything emotionally significant happens to Star One. I have not informed  

him of this placement, and want him to discover it fo r himself. Just a 

moment.” He paused, as if listening. “I apologize for the interruption.”  

“No apology necessary.” 
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“It was the one of whom we speak. He came to my door to ask me if there 

was anything he could do for me. I told h im to return to his  flowers. If he does 

not remain there, how will he find the relay?” 

“That would indeed make him feel much better.”  

“And will let him off the hook.”  

“I don‟t know if he will feel that way, but to change the subject, Mother 

has been instructing me.”  

“I am delighted.” 

“She has shown me parts of herself.” 

“Grasp as much as you can. There is more than you can ever see there. 

You realize now the great gift which you have so long denied.”  

“Mother was very determined.” He smiled at that. “In the latter part of 

my v ision I saw the Egyptian god. Anubis.” 

“It is a pleasure to speak to you, 8,” he said.  

“And to you, 8.”  

“Good night, 8,” he said.  

“You‟re making a point of calling me 8.”  

His only rep ly was, “Signal to 8 d isconnect,” and he was gone.  

I brought Marjie up to date. She was happy that 8‟s cold manner toward  

Adam was more for show than for real, and that her implant‟s relay was not 

only working, it was being directed by Nuke into Adam‟s work area.  

A couple of days later I felt Mother calling me very strongly with her 

touch. I lay back in the recliner and made myself receptive to any images that 

might come. I saw beautiful colors and more details of a building constructed 

with four arches that I had seen before. The outside of the building was 

structured like an inverted flower bud about to open. The stem of the flower 

would be at the top and the petals hung down toward the ground with 

upturned tips, very much like the roofs of Chinese pagodas. I wondered if 

Chinese architecture had its inspiration from an extraterrestrial source in long 

ages past. I entered it through a Chinese styled, intricately carved door. The 

vast building had doubled walls, and there were many  balconies layered up 

toward the apex of the arches. The balconies had clear windows through 

which beings could be seen. I saw writing on a wall which simultaneously 

looked like Chinese characters and Egyptian hieroglyphics. Other symbols 

looked like UFOs. One of the forms had a face similar to Mother‟s, but 

shaped more like a Valentine heart. Was it the prototype for the heart shape 

that people use as a symbol of love? Valentine hearts don‟t look like real 

hearts, but they do look like the face on the wall , I thought.  
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The lizard was behind one of the windows on a high balcony. I levitated 

into his room. He wore an orange robe with white sleeves, reminding me of 

the crocodile god who wore an orange garment pictured in my book about 

Egypt. I enjoyed his immense energy and felt myself vibrating all over with a 

feeling of lightness and tranquility.  

After perhaps an hour of these visions, I got up and talked with Marjie 

while we fed the fish. We then watched a movie about Joseph, a son of Jacob, 

as told in the Bible. I was surprised to find that I felt a powerful emot ional 

kinship with Joseph. He was a favorite son of his father and in his youth was 

sold into Egyptian slavery by his jealous brothers, but eventually was 

appointed governor of all Egypt because of his wisdom. He ordered that a 

surplus of food be maintained against drought and famines in stora ge 

buildings shaped like elongated domes. In the end Joseph was reunited with 

his brothers, who did not recognize him. He devised a non-violent means to 

help them realize the enormity of their sin toward him. The anguish he had 

felt due to their betrayal and the loss of contact with his family ripped through 

me as if it were my own. My heart broke with his. I couldn‟t deny that I had 

been through his experience. His life purpose was to teach others that 

compassion and mercy were more powerful than violence and hatred. He was 

totally dedicated to the one God, and had risked death several times by 

standing up for his beliefs  in Egypt‟s polytheistic culture. So many things 

about him paralleled my mot ivations that when the movie was over, I had to 

excuse myself and went outside to release my deep feelings of grief.  

I suddenly made another connection. Chief Joseph had been named after 

the same Biblical hero by white missionaries! I knew that he and I were soul 

brothers. I felt the motivational likeness of the three of us in an overwhelming  

insight. I knew without doubt that choosing this movie was a response to 

Div ine Guidance. I had selected it in  spite of doubting that I would enjoy it, 

but what a blessing I had received! 

Marjie came and stood beside me. I had regained my composure, and 

holding hands, we admired the beautifu l stars. With her acutely sensitive 

perception, she saw the outlines of three darkened ships above us , which were 

invisible to me except for some slightly opaque areas within the Milky Way. 

However, I distinctly saw two lighted ships pass from north to south and vice 

versa, only to disappear before they should have done due to distance . Then 

two meteors flashed across the sky, just as they had done the night before. 

Marjie wept, saying, “I know that I have a family who loves me up there. Hi, 

Nuke! Come and get me!”  
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I held her in my arms and assured her, “Yes, you do have a loving family  

there.”  

We went in the house. She said, “I want to do some trance work. I want  

to go to the Throne.” I counted down from five to one, and she said, “Further. 

Alta Sha is pushing me down.” I repeated the count. 

“He‟s taking my hand. We‟re fly ing through the stars. We‟re going 

through the same entry as before, but I don‟t have to wait outside this time. I 

see the magnificent Hosts on either side. Now we are at the Throne. I see 

millions of Hosts with their swords of power. I‟m sitting at my Father‟s feet.” 

Tears streamed down her face. “He says that He sees my Light without 

blemish. I know that where I am now is reality. What we call reality is not real 

because it is corrupt. I am truly no longer of this corrupt reality, even though I 

must live in it. I belong to the uncorrupted reality, and soon this is where I 

will stay.  

“My sons love me dearly, but they have lives of their own to lead. They  

must follow their path, just as I must follow mine.” She released more tears as 

she accepted this truth.  

“I have been blessed with much love, especially yours. I thought that kind 

of love existed only in fairy tales. You are tru ly my fairy tale lover, but very 

real. Your love has helped me in many ways to weather the storm. I AM, 

please take my tears.” 

“You can add them to the river,” I suggested, while wiping them gently 

from her face.  

“He is washing me with my tears. Touch  me.” I continued stroking her 

forehead and cheeks, wiping the tears from her face, and also bathing her with 

them. She said, “I am fin ished.” 

We embraced. “I love you so much, Pat.”  

“And I love you, Marjie.”   

“Hello, Pat,” Nuke unexpectedly said.  

“Hello, 8.”  

“Her v ision was keen this evening.” 

“I could only see voids. It was not enough to know like she did that they 

were really ships.” 

“Oh they were too timid for that and following the protocol. Perhaps you 

would like to come for a visit this evening.”  

“I would be delighted.” 

“Very good, then.” We shared feelings of kinship through our gazes, and 

he said, “Star Eight disconnect.”  
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This was a new phrase. I supposed he was referring to Marjie as Star, 

short for Star One. It was almost eleven. Sarah asked if it was too late for me 

to read to her, and of course it wasn‟t. 
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Chapter Forty Nine 

Daydreams and Distress 

Marjie and I were making love in the morn ing when she started to weep 

but also urged me to continue. When our passion was spent, she said, “I don‟t 

know how to tell you this. I don‟t want you to be mad. Last night in my sleep, 

Nucleus made love to me in exact ly the same way, and I enjoyed it. It makes 

me feel dirty, like I have been violated, not by you, but by him. It was real. It  

happened right here in this bed! I don‟t understand it! Why would he do such 

a thing?” 

“I wanted to make love to you last night, but I did nothing about it. In 

some ways Nucleus and I are the same. When you look at me, you sometimes 

see him, and vice versa. So have others. It wouldn‟t surprise me if you picked 

up on my unspoken desire and confused me with him. Maybe this is some 

kind of t ime warp. I‟ve been shown lately that the number 8 is something he 

and I have in common.  

“Only yesterday I was typing about you visiting a city of light with  

Mother. You knew that there was someone wait ing for you there who was 

going to heal you, but you didn‟t know who it was. Later, you discovered that 

it was Nuke. But who is working to heal you on the Earth? I am, and he is 

helping with his technology. He and I seem to be blending, at least in your 

mind. He has his dimension and I have mine, but perhaps to some extent we 

are interchangeable. Even he called me 8 a couple of times recently. If he is 8, 

and I am 8, we are different expressions of the same Oversoul. As Star One, 

you also have a different expression in his dimension. Whatever Nucleus did, 

it was done out of love. He would not harm you in any way.  

“You and I are both reaching the point where we catch glimps es of his 

dimension in a waking state. I don‟t understand what is going on entirely, but 

I cannot believe that Nucleus would deliberately v iolate the bond between you 

and me. He cares too much for us.”  

“I suppose you‟re right. I guess I didn‟t do anything wrong.”  
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I talked to Alta Sha about Marjie‟s  sexual experience with 8 at the first 

opportunity, asking, “What really happened between them? Does this reflect a 

change in Nuke‟s attitude?” 

Alta Sha said, “You were correct in many of your statements about 

parallel universes and that Nucleus and you are experiencing many of the 

same emotions. From Nucleus‟s point of view, he experienced a very vivid  

daydream that he was unable to control. He would not deliberately act on any 

sexual fantasies he has about Marjorie because he respects your bond and will 

not violate his values. Nucleus felt considerable shame and remorse because 

he had the daydream.”  

“Why did it happen just when it did?”  

“The stimulus for the experience for both of them occurred when you 

touched her breast while she was sleeping. It sexually stimulated her, leading  

to a dream that was so vivid it became solid.”  

“Why did it take place in our bedroom instead of in Nuke‟s dimension?” 

“She has seen you dematerialize, leave and rematerialize in this room. It  

is quite conceivable that the opposite would eventually occur through the 

portal which Nucleus 8 has established.” 

At that moment I noticed a patch of white vapor near the curtains in the 

periphery of my v ision and another between me and Alta Sha just below our 

direct line of sight. I suspected that a partial materializat ion of grays from 

Nuke‟s dimension was occurring, as if to confirm his words.  

Alta Sha continued. “Marjorie is sensitive to anyone of high pitch. Your 

pitch is so high now that she was sensitive to your need for sexual contact. 

She was also sensitive to Nucleus‟s desire for sexual contact. It was inevitable 

that something like this would occur as long as he and you share a physical 

attraction to her, due to the close parallels between you.”  

“I am p leased to know that Nucleus didn‟t deliberately intrude.”  

I worked on the journal until time to keep our appointment with Marjie‟s 

attorney. When we got there, Perithnea stunned and amused me by channeling  

the entire time that we were with him. Marjie d idn‟t have to say a word.  

Perithnea identified herself, handling the situation with humor that made 

me laugh repeatedly. She thoroughly explained Marjie‟s desire for Ralph to 

sign the agreement that Marjie had proposed.  

It pleased me that the attorney acted as if the channeling were a 

commonplace occurrence. I suspected he was secretly categorizing it as 

Multiple Personality Disorder. I also wondered what thoughts he was having 

about me, since I made no effort to intervene. As I anticipated, the attorney 
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did not think Ralph would accept Marjie‟s proposal, but said he would present 

it to the opposing attorney anyway.  

“Did I embarrass you?” Perithnea asked when we in the car, getting ready 

to leave.  

“No, I was just surprised. You  did a fine job of p resenting Marjie‟s 

position.” 

Sarah joined in. “Sarah was quiet. Sarah was afraid that if she spoke, you 

might have a coronary.” 

“It would have been a shock, but I doubt that I would have had a heart 

attack.” 

“Maybe a slight one.” 

Marjie had no memory of the meeting, so I filled her in. At first she was 

mort ified that Perithnea had spoken, but decided it was the will of I AM and 

that she would not worry about it. Adam appeared, very happy and excited.  

“What are you so happy about, Adam?” 

“I discovered a relay hidden among my flowers that‟s connected to the 

link I put in Nucleus 8‟s System, which he must have put there! When I found 

it I knew that Nucleus had forgiven me and gifted  me at the same time! I 

thought I had been rejected forever when he told me I would never have 

access to his System again, and every time I approached him to talk about it, 

he told me to please go back to my flowers. In return for his gift, I gave him a 

hug.” 

“What did Joshua think about it?” 

“Joshua told me before that I was dead meat, but now he thinks that 8 is 

really a neat guy.” 

“He had to show some sternness. Otherwise he would have appeared 

weak and vulnerable.”  

“I know. I guess I punished myself.”  

“When conscientious people believe they have done wrong , they punish 

themselves with guilt feelings. All you needed was a sign of disapproval.”  

“I know.”  

“It isn‟t worth violat ing your values to go through the self punishment 

that follows.”  

“I‟m glad I don‟t have to sneak around anymore.”  

“Nucleus knew that you had a need to be connected and he honored it. 

Were you alerted by your new relay to Marjie‟s distress this morning?”  

“No, because her thoughts were still intact. My sensor is not as 

sophisticated as 8‟s. It only reg isters a scattering of the thought process.” 
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“I didn‟t know. I‟m very happy that it all worked out well for you, and 

that you‟re on good terms with 8 again. When he sees how trustworthy you 

can be, he may eventually relent about letting you have access to his System.”  

“Thank you father.” We said goodbye.  

I got up in the early hours of the morning to use the bathroom and saw 

two distinct flashes of light outside, which I thought might be due to 

lightning. I looked out the window, but saw no clouds. Marjie partly  woke as I 

got into bed, asking, “What happened?” 

“I saw some flashes of light and thought a storm might be coming, but the 

sky is clear.”  

“I was on a ship that went straight up and straight down again. It took me 

to Louisiana.”  

“What did you see in Louisiana?” 

“Some kind of factory.”  

She was only half awake, and fell back to sleep before she could give me 

any more details. I thought the flashes of light could have been due to the 

arrival and departure of the ship. I knew that what seemed like an instant in 

Earth time could be much longer aboard a craft and vice-versa.  

We were awake for the day when Marjie said, “I remember levitating  

aboard the craft. It was a long, sleek ship designed for air travel, with control 

surfaces like an airplane. They let me sit in the pilot‟s seat. The pilot s at 

behind me, and the co-pilot sat next to me. They told me not to touch 

anything. I was placed in a cocoon-like enclosure that conformed to the shape 

of my body. I guess it was to hold me in place. We flew very fast at treetop 

level, so low that we brushed through some of the top branches. It was scary, 

but they told me it would not cause an accident. I enjoyed it very much, 

except when we h it the tree tops.” 

“Why did they take you to Louisiana?” 

“They were just taking me for a ride. They thought I would enjoy it. It 

was great.” 

“Well, you‟ve been asking them to take you aboard. Looks like you got 

your wish.” 

Nucleus greeted me before I left for work.”Why hello, Nuke, I‟m not 

used to seeing you this early in the day.” 

“It is the end of my shift and I am getting ready to go to bed. Adam gave 

me a hug. It was a wonderful experience.”  

I didn‟t mention Marjie‟s sexual dream, but I affectionately took his hand 

to let him know there were no hard feelings. I thought it was quite possible 
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that he had heard every word Alta Sha and I had exchanged about it. When I 

got home from work I was greeted by Perithnea as I went to change clothes.  

She asked, “Did you notice anything unusual?” 

“I noticed that someone put a glass of beer beside my plate.”  

“Anything else?” 

“No, but I‟ll look closer.”  

Marjie had prepared carrots and spinach for supper, two things that I like 

to eat but she doesn‟t. She had also baked a chocolate cake and had rented a 

movie. “She cooked the things I like and got a movie. Why am I being  

buttered up? What happened?” 

“I can‟t tell, but it ‟s pretty bad.” 

“What did she do? Wreck the car?” 

“No, not that. Something that could be worse.”  

“Did she crash the computer?” 

“Almost that bad. I‟ll let her tell you.” She backed out.  

“Miss Mouth!” Marjie said.  

“At least she didn‟t say what you wanted to tell me.”  

“I don‟t want to spoil your supper.” 

“You won‟t, so you might as well go ahead.” She gave me a greeting card  

with a couple of scared looking characters on the front and inside there was a 

long apology. “What are you apologizing for?”  

“I accidentally erased a floppy disc that had the transcript ion of almost 

three months of dictat ion from 1994.” A lthough very ashamed, she was not 

falling apart or even crying, which  impressed me.  

“Those kinds of things sometimes happen. We‟ll just have to do our best 

to reconstruct things from memory. Everyone makes mistakes now and then. 

Anything that was really important will be recalled, I think. After all, this is I 

AM‟s book. He won‟t let us leave anything out that really needs to be there.” 

“But it was so much work!”  

“I know.”  

“You‟re not mad at me? How can you be so calm about it?”  

“A lot of people would say I should be angry but I don‟t feel like being  

angry and upset about it. What good would it do? What‟s gone is gone. I 

could rant and rave, kick you out and tell you never to come back, but is that 

what you want me to do?” 

“No.” 

“Are you sure?” 

“Yes.”   
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“You seem a little disappointed that I‟m not getting upset. I‟m just 

practicing what I preach. Getting outraged about things you can‟t change is 

pointless. It hurts you and maybe the person you direct it toward and it 

doesn‟t solve anything, only makes it worse. You don‟t need the stress of an 

angry husband on top of all the other stress es you have right now. I forgive 

you, but the real question is will you forgive yourself?”  

In spite of still looking upset and guilty she said, “Yes.”  

“It‟s an important question. I‟m very serious. Will you forgive yourself 

for making a mistake? I‟m more likely to get upset  if you make yourself 

miserable by dwelling on the negative aspects of this situation. That would 

really frustrate me.”  

“I don‟t want to dwell on the negative.” 

“Great! Then let‟s enjoy this nice meal you fixed and have a good 

evening together.” 

When we took our walk under partly  cloudy skies , a halo  framed the hazy  

moon. It was cool enough for jackets. Perithnea said, “I think mother is 

reacting well, considering the enormity of the error.”  

“I think so, too. She‟s getting stronger.” 

Alta Sha appeared, saying, “It pleases me to be your friend.” 

“The feeling is mutual.”  

“You gave her a wonderful gift tonight. You taught her that she will not 

be severely punished or banished for making a serious but unintentional error. 

I AM is well p leased.” 

“I‟m glad I did the right thing.” 

“Something you always strive to do.” 

“I hope she accepts and believes that she need not punish herself for 

making honest mistakes. She needs to learn how to forgive herself. She‟s 

obsessed with making mistakes in her dreams.”  

“I thought she handled the situation rather well.”  

“I was impressed, too. She didn‟t dwell on her error after we talked.”  

“You also are showing more strength. You are becoming more aware of 

events around you.” 

“The other night I noticed a white something by the curtain.” 

“Of course.” 

“So it was a partial materialization?”  

“Yes. Perhaps soon you will be strong enough for the full perception of 

all that is taking place around you.” 

“Strong enough? What does strength have to do with it?”  
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“You still have some fear of fu ll contact. You remember a recent contact 

in which you felt some fear.”  

“Which one?” 

“When Marjie dreamed of fire. When the fire spoke to you.” 

“Oh that! I didn‟t know what I was dealing with. It was very unique.”  

“Yes, and you did have some fear.”  

“How can a person not have some fear upon encountering something 

totally foreign and potentially  dangerous that expresses hostility? To get to the 

point where I would not react with some fear to something like that might take 

forever.”  

“How long have you been working with Alta Sha, my friend?” He took 

my hand and patted it.  

“About two years.” 

“And how much have you learned? It will not take forever. You are being  

led, step by step, closer to the full experience. Each step is designed to help 

you overcome a little b it more o f your fear. 

Do not rush things. It may upset the plan of I AM.”  

“I‟m content to let I AM‟s plan unfold in its own way. I‟m learn ing to sit 

back and watch it happen without trying to force it. Life is easier that way.”  

“The plans of I AM ensure that everything will fall into place at the 

proper time. There is no need to rush. She tires. Allelu ia.”  

“Alleluia.”  

Marjie appreciated the affection I showed her for the remainder of our 

walk. She told me again how much she loved me. I did some of my Indian  

dance and acted silly to demonstrate my good mood.  

Donna called to tell us about meeting a woman with an instant feeling of 

mutual recognition. The woman said Donna was an angel and that she could 

see her wings. They remembered coming to Earth thousands of years ago with 

a larger group of angels as representatives of the Light and had not anticipated 

the extreme power of The Dark forces ruling the Earth which they had 

encountered.  

Donna said that in another incarnation, the woman had been with Rapsar 

when the craft he piloted crashed at the Spanish Peaks. She knew it was due to 

sabotage, and about the fuel crystals Donna had once buried. The woman had 

recently obtained three fossilized  bones in Florida, one o f which she knew 

was to be given to a sister angel when they met. The image of a bird could be 

seen on the bone that she had saved for Donna. The woman‟s personal bone 

had the image of triangles base to base with circles at the apexes. Donna said 
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that she saw the image of a baby emerging from its side. The image of a 

sword was seen on the third bone, which was to be given to another member 

of their angelic group. The woman said that Donna and the third person were 

warrior angels. She also said that a portal near the Spanish Peaks had recently 

been sealed with spiritual Light to prevent its continued use by dark forces.  

In a hypnotic session conducted by this woman, Donna obtained peace of 

mind through entirely surrendering to God. She said, “I d iscovered th at the 

peace I have striven so hard to find was actually within me, wait ing to be 

accepted. I now understand what I am here for. I must simply wait until the 

right opportunity to begin using my sword.”  

Marjie said, “I am so happy for you!”  

I said, “Congratulations on your discovery. Do you understand how much  

strength it takes to hold still and wait when you have so much power to wield? 

It calls for amazing patience.” I urged her to read Return of the Bird Tribes by 

Ken Carey, about the angels who protect Earth.  

Donna said that she was going to make a trip to Colorado with her new 

friend, but wouldn‟t divulge its purpose. I thought it ironic that after 

everything we had shared she felt secrecy was necessary, but I kept that 

thought to myself. It seemed that even an angel in disguise wanted to play the 

I know something you don‟t know game, and it made me a little  more skeptical 

of her motives. 

In the midd le of the n ight I woke up to the sound of a deep , 

reverberat ing hum over the house, aware that the bed an d my body were 

vib rat ing. I saw lights flashing outside the window, and received  the 

image of a s mall vessel with lights ring ing its perimeter land ing on the 

front lawn. A beam of bright light emerged from it to shine on our upper 

deck, and  from with in it , a g ray materialized in the bedroom. The 

unexpected  sight  of the g ray  frightened me, and I seemed to  wake up  a 

second time. It  was as if I had again  dreamed of being awake when I was  

actually  asleep, but the experience was too v iv id to be a normal dream.  

Alta Sha ‟s statement that I was still afraid  of actually  meeting  a g ray  had  

been verified, for I had been momentarily frightened . Now awake fo r 

certain , I looked out the window, saw noth ing out of the o rdinary , and  

tried to  go back to  sleep.  

Marjie sat up, lunged to the foot of the bed, and took a swing at  

something I couldn‟t see! Alarmed, I asked, “What‟s going on?” 

“I was having a dream about Chuck. He said I was very ugly, and I gave 

him a b lack eye.”  
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“I just dreamed that a gray was in here and I thought you were swinging 

at it. I‟m glad I was wrong.”  

I saw several hawks while commuting to work. Two had perched side by 

side on a telephone pole, and I thought of them as symbols of Marjie and me. 

Another three flew over an intersection as I passed by. I watched them 

joyfully engaged in aerial acrobatics. One flew toward me and briefly hovered 

overhead as if to say hello.  

Marjie was having stomach cramps when I got home and didn‟t know 

why. Perithnea said, “She forgot to take her medicat ion this morn ing, even 

though I reminded her.” 

“Thanks for telling me. Maybe she‟s withdrawing from the meds.” I 

reminded Marjie to take her medication and the stomach cramps dissipated. I 

was fin ishing up some paperwork when Perithnea called me, and I went to see 

what she wanted.  

 “She‟s having heart palpitations. I‟m going to put her to bed.”  

Marjie didn‟t look at all well and said, “Sometimes I can feel my heart 

actually stop beating.” Each time it happened, she gasped for air. I was very  

upset and didn‟t know how to respond. My anxiety intensified when she said, 

“I had an aunt who died of a sudden heart attack after experiencing back pains 

like the kind I‟m having.” 

 “Ask Alta Sha what I should do to help you.” 

“He just keeps looking at me and saying, Rest, baby. What you need is 

rest.” 

“Then try to rest. Let me count you down so you can get relaxed.” I 

prayed aloud for I AM to lead us into a healing experience. I suggested to 

Marjie that she either find her boat and take a peaceful ride, or go to the field  

of flowers where Mother had often come to her in the past. She chose the 

field, and I felt Mother touching me. “Is Mother with you?”  

“Yes.” I held my hand over her heart, willing Light into her. I gave her 

suggestions intended to restore normal heart and lung functions . “Can you see 

Alta Sha? Does he say that you need medication for this?”  

“He says it is an accumulation of stress that is causing these symptoms 

and what I need to do is rest.” She got calmer. “I‟m walking through the field  

of flowers with Alta Sha. “  

“Maybe you should just continue with him. I have done all that I know to 

do.” 
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“Go and take a walk. I‟ll be fine now.” 

“I don‟t want to leave with you like this.”  

Alta Sha said, “Your anxiety for her is unnecessary. She will be alright. 

She is in the arms of I AM and will rest now.”  

I left the house, jogged for a bit, said prayers for Marjie, and thought 

about how bad I would feel if she were to die. I inwardly knew that this was 

not I AM‟s plan, but I also knew that we have free will and the future can be 

altered by present decisions. I went back sooner than usual, wanting to be 

certain that she was alright. She was lying nearly motionless on her side in a 

fetal position, and I bent close to be sure she was breathing. “Do not touch 

her, my friend. Mother is ministering to her.” Alta Sha said, startling me.  

“I didn‟t intend to touch her. I was just checking her breathing.”  

Marjie turned onto her back. I sat beside her and centered myself in the 

Light. I imaged her surrounded by protective, healing Light and said another 

prayer for her recovery. In a few moments, she opened her eyes. “I feel a little  

better now. I don‟t understand why Alta Sha kept saying, Rest, baby. Why did 

he keep calling me baby?” She began to cry.  

“I don‟t know why. It really isn‟t important enough to get upset about. 

Stay calm and try to rest. All this emotion is putting a strain on your heart. 

There‟s nothing to fear. Mother is taking care of you.” 

“I‟m not sleepy.” 

“Would you like for me to read to you, then?” 

“Yes.”  

“Is there something you would like to eat or drink?”  

“Tea.” I headed for the door and she exclaimed, “Pat!”  

“What?” 

“Mother just put this big dome-shaped thing over my chest. Rods are 

projecting from the dome down into my chest. They‟re all different colors.  

“They‟re going into my body  and all these lights are shooting out of the 

dome, all different colors of light.” Tears ran down her cheeks. 

“Does it frighten you?” 

“Yes. Why did she do that?” 

“She was probably checking your heart and trying to heal it.”  

“Mother tells me she has done all she can do. Alta Sha is saying Rest, 

baby. Why does he keep saying that?” 

“You told me that even when you were a baby you felt insecure. You  

didn‟t get to enjoy your infancy with a feeling of safety because even then you 

were afraid of being betrayed. The infant in you still exists. Alta Sha is trying 
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to let you know that even the baby inside needs to rela x. The baby is safe. It is 

secure. It needs to rest.” 

“Yes, I can see that.” 

“Can you let the baby in you relax, too? You‟re in very good hands. I AM 

is going to take care of you no matter what. Are you afraid you might die?”  

“No.” 

“Then what do you fear?” 

“I‟m afraid of what will happen to you!” She burst into tears again.  

“Marjie, I don‟t believe you‟re about to die and I certain ly don‟t want you 

to, but if you do, I will survive. You don‟t have to fear for me.” She wept even 

more. “The best thing you can do now is to calm all of yourself. Rest. Relax. 

It‟s hard on your heart to be so upset.” 

“All of the medical staff and the children were crying, too. It made me 

afraid.”  

“Everything is going to be alright. Alta Sha said you only need to rest.” I 

held and rocked her until she relaxed, fetched her tea, and prepared to read to 

her.  

“I see Nuke again,” she said, looking intently at my face. As if answering 

him, she said, “Very well.”  

“Good evening, Pat,” Nuke said.”I have good news.” 

“Good evening. What‟s the news?‟ 

“Mother‟s tests show that she is experiencing physical withdrawal from 

her medication and that is all. We were all fooled at first and we showed her 

sympathy instead of empathy. Our sympathy frightened her, her vivid 

imagination ran wild, and she became more frightened.” 

“My first thought was that she might be having withdrawal symptoms 

from the anti-anxiety agent.”  

“It was twenty two hours since her last dose.” 

“Long enough. Has she taken enough to control the symptoms?”  

“Mother suggests another half tablet. The antidepressant level is 

sufficient.”  

“Good.” 

“If she was in no real danger, why did we all weep?” he asked. 

“I was afraid she was dying of a heart attack.”  

“We all became overly concerned with the false alarm. But I guess I AM 

still has miracles to pull out of His hat, doesn‟t He?” 

“Oh yes. Just today I saw three hawks playing above me. One came over 

to investigate.” 
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“You really love them, don‟t you?” 

“Yes.” 

“I will make note of that. Is there any way that you can reduce the stress  

that is upon her?” 

“I have done as much as I can. I don‟t know of anything else to do. The 

main stress she has right now is from her ex‟s rid iculous demands, her fear 

that her children are being taken from her, and her self doubt.” 

“I know you have done all that you know how to do. Mother tells me I 

should disconnect.” 

“Thank you for the report,” I said. I touched his arm affect ionately. He 

smiled and left. I exp lained to Marjie that she was having withdrawal 

symptoms which would be stopped by taking the e xtra medication. She 

swallowed the half tablet, calmed down considerably within a few minutes, 

and I read as planned.  

The following morning Perithnea said, “That was quite a device Mother 

used last night.” 

“Very impressive.” 

“Mother wasn‟t taking any chances.” 

“I‟m g lad she wasn‟t. A lot of us thought Marjie was having a heart 

attack.” 

“We‟re happy that she didn‟t. She is developing a cold, though.” 

“Just what we need. I noticed she was coughing quite a bit.”  

“It‟s the first cold she‟s had in a year.” 

“I‟m glad it‟s only a cold. That sophisticated virus she picked up before at 

Wal Mart was scary.” 

Marjie complained, “I still feel t ired.”  

“Take it easy and stay in bed all day, if you want to.”  

“I‟m hungry.” She went downstairs for breakfast, and I went to wo rk.  

Mother touched me several times during the day, as did Mi and Haze. I 

phoned Marjie a couple of times to check on her. She had received 

medications from Mother, had slept most of the day, and was still in bed when  

I got home. A fter supper, she said, “Nuke wants to speak to you.” 

“Good.”  

We greeted. “Her heart is basically strong. Further analysis of her chest 

indicates that underlying stress is responsible for the continuing arrhythmias, 

especially the most recent one.” 

“Alta Sha said that this stress  will be ending soon.” 

“Her heart should return to normal when it is reduced.”  
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“It‟s good to know that she‟s basically strong. By the way, we got a call 

from Donna the other day.” 

“Oh, what did she have to say?” I gave him a detailed account of our 

angel conversation. Nuke said, “I find it very interesting that there was a 

witness to Rapsar‟s crash who knew about the sabotage, the fuel crystals and 

the portal. I may accompany them on their trip to the peaks.” It occurred to me 

that someone actively involved in arranging the sabotage would have also 

known about those things . 

“I was impressed when you were talking to Star One last night. You were 

very intelligent and logical but also very gentle.”  

“Thank you for the compliment. I only did what seemed right at that 

moment.”  

“Excellent. Mother tells me I need to disconnect.” 

As instructed by the medical staff, Marjie remained in bed most of the 

evening but got permission from Alta Sha to sit outside by the pond for about 

thirty minutes.  

I then read to her and she went to sleep around eight o‟clock.  

I had been  sleep ing fo r a while when Marjie woke me, saying , “I was  

dreaming that there were mice running around in the room and that there 

were other peop le in bed  with us.”   

Due to the effects of the medicat ions Mother had given her in add it ion  

to her p rescribed drugs, I had to help her find her way  to the bathroom. 

“Somebody dropped  someth ing on the floor downstairs. They ‟re not  

allowed to come upstairs.” she cryptically said. I didn ‟t hear anyth ing  

unusual.  

Marjie remained exhausted over the weekend and had to spend most of 

her time in bed, which she resented. Minimal exert ion made her feel weak and  

caused palpitations. Alta Sha had forewarned me that the irregular heartbeat 

would make her very t ired.  

Mother did another test and gave Marjie a t reatment which left  her very  

sore, but by Sunday afternoon she was able to sit outside and read. To keep 

her occupied, we watched movies and I read to her and Sarah a lot. I noticed  

that her heart consistently got worse around five p.m.  

Meanwhile, I worked at installing a rather heavy door which led from our 

bedroom onto the upstairs deck which formed a roof over the porch. Alta Sha 

channeled in order to help me get it upstairs. He was able to use Marjie‟s body 

without causing any undue stress to her heart. More than once I had observed 

him perform heavy tasks that were normally impossible for her.  
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When Nucleus channeled, I asked, “Why did the treatment Mother gave 

Marjie cause her to be sore?” 

“The treatments sent multiple s mall electrical shocks through her entire 

body, which left her muscles and joints aching.”  

Sunday evening, Alta Sha said, “Mother will give Pearl another treatment 

tonight. It will be the last of this kind because it will be unsafe to repeat it. If it  

does not work, you will have to find help from some other source.”  

I was confused, for I didn‟t understand how the ministrations of an 

Archangel could fail.  

I prayed for I AM to send healing and counted Marjie down in 

preparation for the treatment. She said, “I‟m with Mother.” 

Nucleus interjected, “I will be attending this treatment.”  

Marjie said, “Mother told him to stop talking.” She looked at me and said, 

“I see 8. I want Pat here with me, not 8. Now he is beginning to look like you. 

You are comforting me.” Marjie‟s body convulsed mildly as the shocks 

surged through her. The tremors lasted about thirty seconds. She was very still 

afterwards for a minute or two before saying, “I see 8 again. Are you going to 

let me go back to Pat? Good. I‟m ready.” I counted up to ten.  

“There is a big white X on me. I can‟t get any higher,” she complained. I 

assumed it was the Roman numeral. 

“Imagine that the X is lifting off you.” 

Nucleus said, “It has been necessary to sedate her. It will probably make 

her hallucinate again.” 

“Thanks for telling me. Marjie, is the X still on you?”  

“No.” She emerged from the trance. “Twenty two was with me, too. I‟m 

hungry. I want to go downstairs and get some milk and cookies. Why do I 

hear water running?” 

“The water‟s not running. It must be due to the medicat ion they gave you. 

You‟re sedated and I don‟t think it‟s a good idea to be  walking down the 

steps. Your body needs to recuperate.” 

“I don‟t care. I want some milk and cookies, and I want to go 

downstairs.” 

I reluctantly escorted her. She was very unsteady and her impaired vision 

made her unsure of where she was placing her feet. If I had not been holding 

her she would have fallen.  

At the table she said, “You still look like 8 to me. This place looks 

remarkably like my own house, but there are no other people here. Where did 

everybody go, and why did you make a model o f my house, Nuke?”  
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To avoid contradicting her, I played along. “I came to see you at your 

home instead of bringing you to my place.”  

“Thank you for coming. I‟m still very tired, and I feel sad. I just love too 

much.”  

“Who do you love so much that it causes you pain?” 

“I love Bart, and I love you. I want Bart with me, but I know that it is not 

the will of I AM. I feel that I am letting Pat down. I am not being a wife to 

him.”  

Continuing in the role of 8, I said, “You needn‟t worry about Pat. He is 

fine. You will be ab le to be a wife to him again soon, but for now he just 

wants you to take care of yourself and get well. You need not feel guilty or 

ashamed.” These words comforted her.  

“You‟re really Pat, aren‟t you?”  

“Yes.” We went back upstairs.  

Sarah came forth as we settled down to watch a movie. “Sarah will try to 

put Touch to sleep and will watch the movie with you.”  

“She needs it.”  

Nevertheless, Marjie didn‟t sleep until quite a while later after taking  

aspirin for her residual aches and pains. Nucleus suggested I should also give 

her Benadryl for a sinus headache.  

Marjie had more energy on Monday and was able to do a few light 

chores. I fin ished putting up the trim around the deck door. In the afternoon, 

she said, “Alta Sha is scolding me and telling me to go to bed because I did  

too much.” 

“In spite of your frustrations, you need to take the medical advice you‟re 

getting very seriously if you want to avoid a relapse.”  

“Don‟t be mad at me,” she said.  

“I‟m not mad, I just want you to really listen and follow their advice. It ‟s 

important.” 

“But I want to do things when I get to feeling better.”  

“Of course you do. I‟m the same way. I have never been as s ick as you 

have been in the last few days, but I had to be inactive for six weeks after I 

broke my leg. It almost drove me crazy, but I d idn‟t complain about it every  

day. You have to follow doctor‟s orders if you want to get well.”  I was getting 

tired of her resistance, which was prolonging her recovery.  

I put the finishing touches on the upstairs door. Perithnea said, “It‟s a 

very happy door.” 

“Why?‟ 
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“It‟s full of sprites.”  

Marjie sat on the deck smoking a cigarette that evening. Adam made 

thunking noises in the milk jug while I was preparing supper. Marjie said, 

“The cord on the window blinds just moved about two inches” 

“It must be Adam.” 

“I saw a flash of golden light on  the roof line of the house while I was out 

on the deck” 

“Maybe Haze is visiting, too.” 

After dark Sarah confirmed that a bright, star-like object in the northeast 

which made slight movements and flashed various colors was a craft. I heard 

footsteps on the stairs at bedtime. Signs and wonders never ceased. 
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Chapter Fifty  

A Condition of the Heart 

While going to work I reflected on the thoughtfulness of my adopted 

children. Perithnea had put my paperwork in order and Adam had made sure 

that I had it before I left. He said, “I have been staying near because of 

mother‟s illness. I moved the cord on the blind, and I helped you put the door 

back on its hinges after you trimmed it.”  

“I thought it went back on those hinges more easily than usual. Thanks 

for the help.” I gave him a hug and he smiled. 

When I got home from work, I was surprised to find that Marjie had 

prepared supper. “I thought you were supposed to rest today,” I said. 

“I have been. I‟m supposed to go right back to bed when we fin ish 

eating.”   

She had trouble sleeping again that night. I asked Alta Sha if it was 

appropriate to give her more Benadryl and aspirin. He assured me that it  

would be alright. “I was concerned that she might get to the point that she 

can‟t sleep without additional medicine.”  

“For now, she remains in a hunched position inside of herself,” he said.  

“Is that out of fear or is she simply waiting?” 

“It is more waiting now than fear. She wants the litigation to be over.”  

“Perhaps it soon will be. Maybe she should talk to the lawyer tomorrow.”   

“The lawyer will call when he has something to report.” 

Perithnea said that Marjie would have a good day before I left for work, 

and told me to have a good day, too. I got back around seven. She said, “We 

have been hearing a lot of noises in the house today.” 

“What kind?” 

“Cabinet doors opening and closing, things being rattled in the kitchen, 

footsteps on the stairs, that sort of thing.” 

“Nucleus said he might send her a companion. Maybe that‟s who it was. 

Was she afraid?” 
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“No, she just went about her business. She wants to take a slow walk after 

supper.” 

“I suppose that‟s alright.” 

Marjie said she had no idea who her companion was but was unconcerned 

about it as long as no one put a hand on her shoulder. She had planted over a 

hundred flower bulbs in the morn ing, but had rested in the afternoon.  

During our walk we noticed a number of craft in the area and saw several 

meteors. Alta Sha joined me. “The noises she heard were made by those that 

Nucleus sent. They were placing remote sensors in the house to relay 

informat ion directly to Nucleus.” He smiled. “She is mending nicely but I 

could have kicked her backside this morning.”  

“Why didn‟t you kick her backside?” 

“I was formulating my lecture when she stopped, and she rested this 

afternoon. She enjoyed sitting by the pool and listening to the fountain.” 

“It is restful. The sky is very beautiful tonight.” 

“Yes. There are a number of observers. The grays were instructed not to 

touch anything in the house. It was like talking to children. It was like talking  

to Marjorie.”  

“They are very curious about our archaic technology. It must have been a 

great temptation to examine our things.” 

“Yes. They love cupboards and stairs.” 

“I suppose they are quite a novelty, since they don‟t need them.”  

“Yes.” 

“Will they be remaining for long?” 

“I do not know. I must rest for a moment; her body is getting quite tired.” 

After a couple of more stops to allow Marjie to rest, we entered the 

house. “Would you care to sit by the pool and enjoy the fountain?” Alta Sha 

asked. We took seats on the deck.  

“I‟ve been thinking about Tanner and his stones recently,” I said. 

“Tanner is not far away. You are not thinking of taking another long trip 

at this time, are you?” 

“No. This is not the right time.”  

“She would not be physically up to it. Perhaps you would enjoy getting 

together with your friends.” 

“Which friends do you mean?” 

“Donna and Rod.” 

“I would like that.” 

“You would learn much.”  
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“But that would mean going to Atlanta.” 

“Perhaps you should join them later at the peaks.”  

“I would really enjoy that. I have felt the peaks calling to me lately.”  

“You will always feel them calling. They are a part of your spirit now. 

Perhaps the next time you travel there you can spend more t ime exp loring  

them.”  

We thanked I AM for the magnificence of His creation and said allelu ia 

before he withdrew.  

Marjie said, “I feel like my old self, except for the fat igue.”  

“I‟m really g lad to see that you‟re doing better. I was worried about you.” 

“I was too.”  

I worked on my notes until time to read. Sarah had remained quiet, 

respecting Marjie‟s need for rest.  

I got up early and made coffee before going back upstairs to type. Marjie 

was asleep, but talking incomprehensibly in her dream. She woke up, saying, 

“I had a bad dream. I was here one minute and gone the next. You put some 

sort of brown covering over the window. I couldn‟t understand what happened 

to it. My heart is hurting and skipping beats. The pain is getting worse.”  

Unsure of what to do, I said, “Lie down in bed.” I prayed fo r Light and 

comfort for her while she gasped for air and clutched at her chest. My efforts 

seemed futile.  

“Nucleus contacting Star One,” I heard, much relieved.  

“What do you recommend?” I asked.  

“Knock her out.” 

“With the Lorazepam?” 

“Yes.” 

“Will Mother help?” 

“Yes. She will also give her someth ing.” I gave her the medicat ion.  

“She‟s having an esophageal spasm,” he exp lained.  

“I‟m going to count her down, so Mother can give her medication.” I felt  

Mother‟s touch as I counted, and Marjie relaxed too quickly for the tablet I 

had given her to take effect. I used my hands to spread Light through her 

stomach and esophagus, and suggested that any unwanted influences would be 

driven out. Her eyes closed as she began to fall asleep. She reached out as if to  

take my hand but quickly released it when I placed it in her palm. I lay down 

beside her and held her in my arms.  

Perithnea said, “She will sleep now. It ‟s safe for you to go back to your 

typing. We will keep an eye on her until you come back.”  



Faeries, Angels, Indians and Aliens  

581 

I returned after about an hour and found Marjie up and getting dressed. “I 

didn‟t expect you to be up so soon,” I said.  

“I feel fine now. I can‟t forget some aspects of the dream I was having, 

though, like you putting the brown cover over the window. I felt like I was 

suffocating to death. It was bad.” 

“You were wearing the house robe that Terresa used to wear just before 

she died. The traces she left behind must have caused you to dream about her 

death experience. The cancer had spread to her lungs and heart and she was on 

oxygen. It‟s very likely that she had an esophageal spasm because th e chemo 

had made her throat very raw. She was probably delirious from lack of 

oxygen and her heart was failing. To her, the room must have gotten dark just 

before she died. Please don‟t ever wear that robe again.”  

Alta Sha said, “You are right. The entire house has been cleansed.” 

“What of the clothing? Has it been cleansed?‟ 

“No.” 

“Why not?” 

“Because.” 

“You mean because it‟s my job to get rid of it?”  He s miled. “I have felt  

that I should do that, and we just had the proof. We can‟t take any more 

chances. It‟s amazing to me how often I type something for the book and then 

something else like it will happen. I had just typed about Marjie getting sick 

from the influence of the spirits at the mausoleum.”  

“You are an intelligent man.” 

“It almost makes me afraid to type anymore.” He s miled. “This evening 

when I get home we will get rid of this clothing. I have been thinking of 

giving it away.”  

“You could do that.” 

“Could the traces harm someone else?” 

“It is a possibility.”  

“Then we should throw it away. I wouldn‟t want someone else to be 

harmed.”  

“Thirty one Hosts are lining the bedroom upstairs.”  

“Why are thirty one needed? Are they to protect Marjie from other 

influences, or only from the influence of the clothing?” 

“The clothing.” 

“That‟s good news. How long will they stay?” 

“I do not know how long they will be needed.”  

“Then I will do it today.” 
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“She will cry when you do it.”  

“Terresa‟s traces also made her cry. We can control the one, but not the 

other.” 

He nodded. “Should anything else be removed besides the  clothing?”  

“Remove Terresa‟s unfinished projects. Perhaps Marjie has been 

protecting herself by not attempting to finish them. The ones that were not 

started are harmless. Her heart has not been permanently affected by this 

episode. It is still on the mend. If she ever truly needs to go to a hospital 

emergency room, she will know it within her soul, and will tell you. You can 

rely on that.” 

“I expected that if she didn‟t tell me, you would. Why was the Light not 

sufficient to solve her problem? Why did we have to resort to manmade 

medication?” 

“Because of your state of near panic.”  

“I was not aware of being near panic. I was concerned that she might be 

having a heart attack. I was afraid that the fear she had might push her over 

the edge, since she was already reacting to stress.” 

I finished my lunch and told Marjie what Alta Sha had said. I took some 

of the clothes from closets and drawers before I had to go back to work, and  

warned her not to touch any of them. She began to cry and felt sick to her 

stomach. She had become attached to many of them.  

“Think of them as someone else‟s clothes that you borrowed for a while. 

They really aren‟t yours, and now you‟re giving them back.”  

“I feel like I d id when my house burned down with all my clothes in it.”  

“Think of them as being full of disease. It‟s time you had new things 

anyway. You don‟t need to wear hand me downs. I need to have these things 

gone for myself, too. I don‟t need to keep looking at memories of her. I‟ve 

been thinking in the last few days that I was going to take everything in this 

house that reminded me too much of her and put it away or get rid o f it. It ‟s 

time for a new start. I mean no disrespect to her, but now is the time. I‟m 

sorry I waited so long.” 

By then a large pile of clothes had accumulated, some of which were very 

nice and barely used. Terresa had excellent taste in clothing, and it seemed a 

shame to simply throw them away, but I couldn‟t offer them to others with the 

knowledge that they might be harmful. I packed them in trash bags and took 

them to the garbage container at the bottom of the drive, knowing that they 

would be harmlessly buried somewhere.  

The evening and night were blessedly peaceful.  
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I woke up feeling unusually tired, wondering if I had been active in my 

sleep. Sarah had breakfast with me. She pensively stroked her face and 

seemed lost in thought. “Why are you feeling Touch‟s face like that?” 

“I was just feeling it .” 

“Are you thinking about your own face?”  

“Yes. I have been thinking about my body. Hello, 8!” She was looking  

directly at me.  

“Would you like to see your body?” 

“Yes.” 

“We will have to do a session for that.” 

“Why? You are 8. We can do it right away.” 

“No, I‟m not 8. I just look like 8 to you. To see your body, you will have 

to get in contact with the real 8. Would you like to do that now?” 

“No, I want to paint a picture.”   

While Sarah painted, I caulked windows and put up curtain rods, which 

kept me busy until about noon, when Sarah said she had finished her picture 

and wanted me to come see it. She had shown imagination and creativity, and 

I praised her for it. She was proud of her accomplishment.  

I went outside for a while after eating lunch, and when I came back in, I 

found Nucleus ironing clothes. “Hello, Pat!” he said in his usually cheerful 

manner.  

“Hello, Nuke. I didn‟t expect to find you here.”  

“I found an opportunity to do some more ironing.”  

“I think it‟s good that you can take pleasure in such small th ings.” 

“She takes pleasure in it too, and I can understand why. You quickly see 

the results of your actions.” 

“I suppose you have to wait quite a while to see the results of many of 

your decisions.” 

“It can be a very long time.” 

“Sarah has been talking about her body. She expressed interest in seeing 

it.”  

“Oh yes?” 

“She said she is looking forward to the day when she will have a body of 

her own and won‟t have to share. She also informed me that she is not a 

juvenile any longer.” 

“I will have to tell the Board about this.” 

“She also let me know that adolescents are expensive,” I chuckled.  

“Femin ine wiles.” 
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“She talked Marjie into buying things for making Christmas decorations. 

She made that one on the table.” 

“It‟s very attractive, very festive and fanciful.”  

“I thought it showed imaginat ion. She also told me that one day when 

she is gone she would want me to hang it up at Christmas time. She is  

thinking of the day when she will no  longer be with us.”  

Nuke took the finished ironing to the bedroom. I pointed out other 

decorations hanging on the window. “Sarah did some of these, I think.”  

“That is not Sarah‟s work.”  

“How can you tell?”  

“It has the essence of Star One. It has that glow. It is very human, very 

nice human.”  

“Was I aboard a ship last night? I felt awfu lly tired  this morning, as if I 

had been busy.” 

“I will try to see to it that you are not so tired the next time. Speaking of 

trips, I would like to show you and Donna many places of interest around the 

Spanish Peaks when you go there.” 

“That would be great, but I got the impression that she wanted to go 

without us. She wouldn‟t divulge the purpose of the trip.” 

“I should go now,” he said.  

I got up before Marjie in the morning and went downstairs. A few 

minutes later I heard Perithnea shouting for me and went upstairs to see 

what was up. She said, “Mother had a d ream about having a baby.”  

Shaken, Marjie said, “I dreamed someone was under the covers. They 

rubbed between my legs and I had a baby.”   

I sat with her until she was ready to get up. Although she was still quite 

weak, she was determined to have an active day.  

I ran errands and started on some outside chores. When Marjie joined me , 

her sour expression warned that she was in a bad mood. 

 I asked, “What‟s the matter?” 

“Leave me alone!”   

I was baffled by her react ion. She went inside, and I fo llowed to find  

out what was bothering her. “A lta Sha says I have to go back to bed ,” she 

angrily cried . “I want to be outside. I know I‟m too weak to do anything  

but I cou ld sit out there , except it ‟s too cold . I have so many th ings I 

wanted to do today. I feel cheated!” I spent most of the day reassuring her 

that she was going to be alright. I couldn‟t understand why she was so weak 

after having so much energy the day before. 
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She woke from a dream saying, “It  feels like there‟s a lump in  my chest. I 

dreamed about my grandfather. I used to be afraid of him, but in my dream I 

was giving him a bath and felt closer to him than I ever d id in this world.”  

“We need to do some work on that. Maybe that‟s contributing to your 

lack of energy.”  

During the session she wept a great deal over the distress caused  by her 

grandfather‟s harsh behavior. She remembered feeling that something had 

been left undone between them after his death. “Just before he died, he said 

that he didn‟t have the words to tell me what he really felt for me.”  

“Maybe you should contact him now, to see what he has to say to you.”  

“He‟s gone. I can‟t do that now.” I encouraged her to release all the 

feelings she had for him, all the anger, fear and grief. She sobbed heavily until 

she ran out of tears.  

I counted her up and held her for a while, but she still felt tired out. I 

encouraged her to take a nap while I continued with my outside work.  

After a while, I heard Sarah shout, “Sound!” I rushed inside.  

Marjie said, “Someone touched my face! I thought it was you, but when I 

opened my eyes, you weren‟t there and I got scared. Alta Sha is telling me 

that there are many watching over me and I just happened to catch one of 

them in the act.”  

“If you don‟t feel better by Monday we‟ll make an appointment with a 

human doctor, since Mother has said there‟s little more that she can do, 

okay?” 

“Yes.”  

Marjie sat in the sun for a while that afternoon but was still very weak 

and spent most of the evening in bed. She was very upset about being 

confined. She worried that she wasn‟t pulling her share of the load and was 

depressed about being sick. She confused me with 8 and asked me to take her 

home and leave her there but to bring myself along, too.  

Around eight o‟clock she began to have more energy and wanted to go 

outside. Alta Sha assured me that it would be alright for a few minutes. She 

smoked  a cigarette and called Old Dog, who hadn ‟t come home yet from 

roaming the fields in search o f rabbits.  

I admired a craft flying overhead and po inted it out to Marjie. “Mother 

is in  that ship,”  she said.”She‟s been doing something to  me.”  

We went back inside. Marjie brushed her teeth, and said, “I want to go for 

a walk.” 

“Do you have enough energy for that? You‟ve been very tired all day.”  
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Alta Sha answered, “It will be alright. She will not go far because Mothe r 

has sedated her.” 

Marjie became uncoordinated within fifty yards from the house. Alta Sha 

had to take over her body so that she could walk. Back inside he said, “Sarah 

would enjoy watching a movie with you, although Marjorie will be 

unconscious.”  

Marjie was no better in the morning. She had dreamed of a cat climbing  

up on her bed and the next thing she knew she was giving birth. “There was 

too much blood. There was blood everywhere. It feels like there is some kind  

of glue on my face. I can‟t  wipe it off . I can‟t keep my eyes open.” She fell 

back to sleep due to being sedated. I transcribed tapes in the nearby office 

until I heard Perithnea calling me. “What‟s the matter?” I answered.  

“Mother has to use the bathroom.” I supported Marjie as she staggered 

across the room on rubbery legs. She immediately fell asleep when she was 

back in bed and I continued working.  

When I checked on her again an hour or so later she was awake. The sun 

was shining brightly and she wanted to go downstairs. With Alta Sha‟s 

approval, I escorted her so that she wouldn‟t fall.  

Marjie cried off and on during the day due to exhaustion and feeling her 

heart skipping beats, which frightened her. She hated feeling like an invalid  

and feared that she might not recover. I said, “Don‟t fo rget that we still have a 

lot of work to do. There are stones to find for Tanner; three Tarahumara 

Indian spirits are waiting to go home, and we have another trip to make to the 

peaks. I AM has plans for you and me. You will get better.”  

I couldn‟t understand why the ETs had not been able to do more for her 

and was anxious to ask Alta Sha and Nuke about it, but she was too weak to 

attempt channeling. By afternoon she began to feel better. I said, “Ask Alta 

Sha why the ETs can‟t regulate your heart through your implant.”  

“He says he does not know.”  

Nucleus unexpectedly appeared, looking quite concerned. “Her implant  

can be used to pace her heart, but it would require surgery to her physical 

form which could be detected. Mother has only been working with an i mage 

of her.”  

“Why can‟t you do surgery? You‟ve done it for her before.”  

“There are too many other lives in jeopardy. Her condition is not life 

threatening. Medication may solve the problem.”  

“Then I will take her to a human doctor, although it is hard for me to  

believe that we have medicat ions superior to what you can give her.”  
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“I apologize that we cannot physically intervene.”  

“I accept your word that other lives are at stake.”  

“I have to break off the connection because of her fatigue.” I took his 

hand in friendship and we said goodbye.  

I promised to arrange an appointment with a heart specialist for her the 

following day. Marjie replied, “I might not make it another day.” She sat on 

the deck for about a half hour and petted Old Dog and Beth, who, instead of 

running rabbits in the field as they normally did, were waiting for her to come 

outside. Rufus, our cat, also came to be petted. 

At bedtime, Sarah asked, “What is going to happen to Touch?” 

“I will take her to a human doctor, and I expect that she will be fine, 

eventually.”  

Perithnea and Adam said that they were looking after her. “I will try to 

send her a whiff of the fragrance of our flowers,” Adam said. 

“That‟s a very good idea,” I replied.  

After I had awakened during the night worrying about what  doctor to 

choose, I went back to sleep and dreamed of finding one without any 

difficulty. The cardiologist I called in the morning was able to work her in for 

an appointment the same day. I thanked I AM for this small miracle.  

Marjie felt chest pains and had an irregular heartbeat when she first woke 

up, but began to feel better before we left for the appointment. She said, “I bet 

nothing shows up on the tests. My heart feels normal now.”  

“If you don‟t think it‟s going to do any good, maybe we shouldn‟t go.” 

Alta Sha answered. “The path has been opened very easily. Do you wish to 

remove your foot from this step?” 

“Not if this is what I AM intends,” I replied.  

“It is not a test of your willingness.” 

“It‟s hard to believe her heart could be better so quick ly unless it is a  

test.” 

“She is not testing you.” 

“I didn‟t mean her. I meant I AM.”  

“It is not a test. Although she is stronger today, she is still weak.”  

“Then we will take the step.” 

“This doctor will have to work.”  

“You mean he will have to search to find the cause?” 

“Yes.”  

“I still don‟t understand why Nucleus is afraid to perform surgery on her. 

Many people have been discovered to have implants. Implants have been x-
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rayed and removed, and then they have disappeared. Why would people who 

have the power to simultaneously harness four quasars be afraid of anything 

that humans could do? How can many lives be at stake?” 

“The lives of those you know are at stake.”  

“But I am supposed to be writing a book about all this stuff for everyone 

to read. Do you mean that if this were disclosed now they might come and 

take my tapes?” (The year was 1995.)  

He nodded. “And telephone calls.” I realized that they could trace calls 

back to Donna and Rod, among others. I knew of nothing we had discussed 

with them that would justify killing, but realized that Rod might know a lot 

more than he had shared.  

The cardiologist put Marjie through several tests and wanted to study the 

results in more detail before prescribing anything. He gave her a Holter 

monitor to wear fo r twenty four hours, wanted her to stop taking her anti 

anxiety medicine, and told her to stop smoking. He claimed that the 

tranquilizer and the beta blocker medicine he might prescribe were 

incompatib le, and spoke as if he thought her symptoms were due to 

psychological factors. I thought he was practicing outside his area of 

competence by telling a mental patient to stop her medicat ion without 

consulting the psychiatrist who prescribed it, but kept my mouth shut. I knew 

that a beta blocker would also have a tranquilizing effect and might replace 

the other medication easily enough.  

That evening, Alta Sha said, “She has been summoned.”  

“Very well. We will respond immediately.”  

We prepared for a session. Marjie said, “Alta Sha wants to take me to see 

my Father. I‟m traveling through the stars with him. He has taken me to the 

doorway leading to the Throne and is standing before the doors, facing me. He 

has never done that before. Why are you making me wait, A lta Sha? 

“He says that my Father will be commanding. He wants  to be sure that I 

am ready for this meeting. I want to see my Father. We are entering. I see 

many, many souls here and many Hosts. The Hosts are making me pause 

before I pass. Have I done something wrong? I feel like a bad child. Maybe I 

am not entirely welcome. The Hosts stop me with their hands and then let me 

pass.  

“The walls are shimmering with beautiful Light. I AM is speaking to me. 

His voice is so loud it‟s like thunder. It makes the ground shake.” She wept. 

“He is stern, but I feel His all encompassing love. He says that if I want to 

continue serving Him, I cannot fall back into old habits.” Still sobbing, she 
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said to I AM, “I will not fail You. He says that the cigarettes I have picked 

back up are coming between me and all the blessings He intends  to bestow on 

me, all the best that I have ever had. It separates me from you physically. It  

separates me from all that is pure and good within and without. It makes me 

smell bad, so that I have to hide, and it separates me from man‟s medicine 

which will help to heal me.” She cried for a short while longer, but then 

smiled peacefully.  

“Don‟t explain. Just enjoy what is happening and tell me later,” I said.  

“I feel His loving Light all around me!”  

Alta Sha said, “I will speak for her. I AM has exp lained to  her that 

cigarettes have come between her and the things she values most. He is now 

taking away her desire for cigarettes so that she will not pick them up again.”  

This certainly pleased me. “A lleluia! Thank you, Father.”   

“I‟m fin ished,” Marjie said. “I‟m sorry that I let cigarettes come between 

us. I won‟t do it again.”  

At bedtime, Sarah emerged. “Nucleus showed me my body. It‟s pretty. 

Sarah is looking fo rward to going back to it someday, but it isn‟t time yet.”  

“I‟m glad you like it. Teglinlins are very pretty.” 

Marjie was feeling better in the morning. I questioned if I should go to 

work, which was almost seventy miles away, but Alta Sha said, “You should 

be present on the first day you are scheduled at your new job. She has all the 

help that she needs here.”  

I liked the staff of the gero-psychiatric unit and they seemed to like me, 

too. They enjoyed the impromptu talk I was asked to give about the 

psychology of aging.  

After having a fairly good day, Marjie had chest and back pains when I 

got home. I suspected she was experiencing withdrawal symptoms due to the 

doctor‟s orders to reduce her anti-anxiety medicine by half. She began to cry 

at supper, saying, “I want to speak to Bart and Tony to tell them what is 

happening to me, but I know that I‟ ll cry if I call them up.”  

“I‟ll call for you.” I described her symptoms and the treatment she was 

receiving to them. Marjie then got on the phone and told them repeatedly how 

much she loved them, and they reciprocated, but Bart avoided saying when he 

would come for another visit.  

The stars beckoned to me after Marjie and Sarah had fallen asleep, and I 

went outside to gaze at them, longing to travel there. I then went to sleep, but 

woke up after an hour, and Sarah did, too. “Read to me some more, and rub  

my head, please?” I did.  
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The following evening Marjie said, “I threw my cigarettes away today. I 

thought about smoking once or twice, but I didn‟t really have the desire to.”  

“I‟m grateful for that.” 

We were taking our evening walk when Sarah said, “Touch has walked  

too far. Her chest and back are hurting. The same thing happened when she 

was doing housework today.” 

“Thanks for telling me. We‟ll go back now.”  

Marjie said, “I smelled cinnamon in the corner of our bedroom today. It  

was very strong. I wonder where it came from.”  

“Adam said he was going to try to give you a whiff of the flowers he and 

Joshua have been working on.” 

“It smelled wonderful.”  

When I told Adam about Marjie smelling his flowers, he was thrilled. 

“I‟m so happy that you told me, father. Now I will tell Joshua.”  

“How is your experiment progressing?” 

“Three of the petals are silvery.”  

“Only two more to go. Very good.” 

Dr. Van  Lynch, our half-Cherokee friend, called around ten o‟clock and  

invited us to meet her at a pow-wow outside of Nashville in a few days. She 

was to give a short speech and to judge handicrafts. We hoped that Marjie 

would be strong enough to go.  

Sarah said that she was learning how to anticipate outcomes in her 

training at the Station, and that she liked the book I was reading to her 

because it had a lot of imagination in it. The night was very stormy and kept 

me awake. I overheard Sarah say to sleeping Marjie, “Be still and try not to 

dream so much.”  

We saw the cardiologist again, who decided not to put Marjie on 

medication because she seemed slightly better, but consented to do a stress 

test the following week if her chest pain persisted. I was disgusted when he 

said that she might simply have indigestion after her ext reme fatigue and chest 

and back pain upon mild exert ion had been fully described to him. As Alta 

Sha had warned, he had not yet found the underlying condition.  

I asked Alta Sha, “Is Marjie physically ab le to attend the pow-wow?” 

“A step has been placed in your path. Let her travel at her own pace, and 

you go at yours.” We located a motel only five minutes from the pow-wow 

grounds, and after checking in, went directly there. We were pleased to meet  

some Indian acquaintances as we made the rounds of vendors‟ stalls on the 

perimeter o f the dance circle.  
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We were sitting in our car taking a break when Van, who didn‟t see us, 

drove by and parked only one car away. After saying hello, we fo llowed her 

to the building where she was scheduled to judge crafts. I was given the honor 

of starting a ceremonial fire in the fireplace after another person tried to do so 

without success.  

Van was busy, so we enjoyed visiting other vendor booths for the 

remainder of the afternoon. The spiritual quality of the paintings by a Navajo 

artist caused both of us to vibrate in harmony with their beauty. Marjie asked  

the artist, “Do you receive your images in a trance?”  

“No, I simply paint what comes out of my own experience as one of the 

Dineh (Navaho). These are things I was taught as a child. I was a hair sty list 

for over twenty years in Cleveland before I became an artist.”  

Each of his landscapes had a reddish line at the horizon which he said 

represented the air pollution that could be seen wherever he went, especially  

at sunset. “It wasn‟t always there,” he said. I knew from experience that he 

was right.  

“I really love your work,” I said, “It has great spiritual energy. We have 

also had some experience with the world of spirits.” I felt led to give him a 

brief account of our contact with Native American spirits, who, due to their 

love of nature, would reincarnate to become prominent leaders on the New 

Earth which the ETs had created. “Only those humans with the proper 

motivation will be allowed to go there. Your paintings show me that you have 

the right attitude. What I am saying may freak you out, but someday you will 

remember this conversation and realize that I spoke the truth.” It felt to me as 

if my primary purpose in coming to the pow-wow had been to share this 

informat ion with him.  

With the exception of the artist encounter, Marjie and I thought the 

atmosphere of the pow-wow was too commercial and it felt spiritually empty. 

After waiting quite a while for the delayed dances to begin, we sat in the car 

to rest. Alta Sha joined me. He s miled with the pleasure of sitting with me, but 

said litt le beyond hello. I said, “I don‟t have to tell you who I just spoke to, do 

I.”  

“You stood firmly on the step which I AM had placed for you.”  

“I could feel the spirit in his paintings and I had a strong desire to share  

our knowledge of h is ancestors with him.” He looked expectantly at me.  “Is 

there something you want me to say or do?” 

“I did not wish to make you uncomfortable.”  

“I‟m not uncomfortable; you just have this expectant look.”  
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“I am her guard. I always have an expectant look.”  

“I see.”   

The dancers‟ costumes were superb, and the quality of the drumming and 

singing was excellent. I tried to start a conversation with a contestant who 

won a prize fo r the authenticity of his traditional costume, made of all natural 

materials. His light brown hair and blue eyes suggested that he had 

considerable Caucasian genetics, but he was definitely a g ifted dancer. He was 

busy putting away his things and actually seemed a bit hostile in response to 

my compliments, so I backed off, d isappointed by his attitude.  

Our attention was drawn to injured raptors being displayed on open 

perches by a conservation group from Nashville who were rehabilitating them. 

We were ab le to get very close to a sparrow hawk, a red tail hawk, and a 

turkey vulture. I was surprised at how unperturbed the red tail was by my 

closeness and felt certain that it would have allowed me to touch it, but I did 

not risk disturbing it or its keepers. One of its wings had been amputated.  

After listening to Van‟s brief speech, we talked with her. She introduced 

us to Tennessee‟s then Governor, Don Sundquist, and his wife. Van invited us 

to go to a nearby archaeological site with her, but Marjie was too tired for 

that.   

The multicolored autumn leaves made our drive back very p leasant until 

Marjie again developed irregular heartbeats, shortness of breath, and general 

discomfort. I was worried about her, as our joint efforts to decrease her 

symptoms weren‟t very effective. I said, “Maybe we should reduce the dose 

of antidepressant. That seemed to help before.”  

Alta Sha suggested instead a reduction of lorazepam by a half pill.  

“Why does she keep dreaming of giv ing birth?” 

“The dreams will continue. Each dream is more detailed and she learns a 

litt le more about their meaning. She learned a great deal from the last one.”  

“Since they are revealing themselves, I won‟t try to have a session about 

them.” He nodded. 

After resting in the car for a while, Marjie‟s energy and strength 

improved. We stopped at a fast food restaurant and Sarah said, “Can Sarah  

have the child‟s meal? I want the surprise that comes with it.” She was happy 

to find a plastic ring and a small plastic pumpkin inside. “When I‟m b ig and in  

charge, I will make sure that everyone gets surprise bags,” she said.  

“What will you put in the bags?” 

After a few moments of thought she said, “Sarah will put bits of light in  

them. People can put these bits of light wherever they want to and they will 
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stay there until they are removed. For example, you could put a bit of light on 

your fingertip and put your finger in a dark corner to see what is there. Or you 

could put one on your nose if you want to look straight ahead, or on your ears 

for decorations.” 

“That‟s very imaginative. I think it‟s good that you want to share your fun  

with others .” 

Marjie woke up gasping for air several times that night. At one point 

Perithnea said, “She shouldn‟t lie on her left side. It puts more strain on her 

heart and it wakes her up.”  

“I‟ll make sure she gets the message.” 

In the morning Marjie said, “I dreamed of having a baby again. This time 

you were with me. My vagina was filled with dry soil like clay and I had to 

dig it out so that I could give birth, but I delivered a healthy daughter. After 

she was born I gave birth to two tiny, premature embryos. They weren‟t  

completely formed and were attached, facing each other like Siamese twins. 

They only lived a little while before they died. Why do you think I dreamed 

that I had dirt in my vagina and had to dig it away from the birth canal before 

I could have them?”  

“I really don‟t know.”  

When I asked Perithnea what she thought about the dream, she said, 

“Maybe she‟s getting ready to unearth something.”  

“That‟s a great interpretation. Maybe it was associated with Van inviting  

us to go to that archaeological site.”   

Marjie spent the entire day in bed except for a few minutes when she 

watched me building porch steps. She hated her immobility and helplessness. 

Neither of us could understand why I AM had not already solved the heart 

problem for her, but we relied upon His judgment.  

We spent the evening in the bedroom watching television, reading and 

talking. Marjie was upset because her sons had not called her for a week after 

being informed of her condition and being begged by her to visit or at least to 

call. Then she said, “Nuke is calling me.” She paused. “I have no interest in  

talking to you unless you are going to offer me medical help for my heart. 

There isn‟t anything else I am interested in hearing you talk about. I‟m too 

tired and I just want to get out of the way.” 

“Linkage with Star One complete. She certainly put me in my p lace, 

didn‟t she?” 

“She‟s  very tired of being ill. It doesn‟t help that the heart doctor doesn‟t 

acknowledge how severe her condition is.”  
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“We are monitoring her closely. I am concerned about her condition but 

there is not much we can do until her doctor has tried his medication.”  

“I really don‟t understand why you are so  worried about the possibility  

that your medical intervention might be detected. Many individuals on Earth  

have been discovered who have had implants installed  or surgeries or other 

procedures that were done by ext raterrestrials. At any rate, it seems to me 

that the chances of detection are quite small. I can understand that there 

might be some concern about tapes or notes leading back to Donna or Rod, 

but they claim that they are already under government surveillance and have 

been for a long time. They have even conducted group meetings about their 

ET contacts.” 

“You are narrowing the scope.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Some species have only one surviving member.”  

“If I understand, you‟re saying that you don‟t have enough resources to 

meet all the medical needs that you have, so you must prioritize.”  

“There are some here that not only need a particular organ transplanted, 

but all of their organs transplanted or repaired. If Mother‟s equipment were 

closer to your location, then she could have been more effect ive.”  

“Why is distance a factor?” 

“From where I am, I have a three dimensional image of you which will 

allow me to see everything from the hairs on your toes to the hair on the back 

of your head. But where Mother is, this is not possible.” 

“Something gets lost in the transmission of the image?”  

“Yes. Personally, I would like to physically remove Star One from Earth  

so that we could forget about the images.” 

“We are trying to reduce the tranquilizing medications so they will not 

interfere with what the doctor may prescribe. He is very conservative about 

side effects. He has the absurd opinion that her symptoms could be caused by 

indigestion!” 

“Your best can do no better than that?” 

“I doubt that he is the best, but there are very few doctors around here 

who specialize in heart conditions. Unless something shows up on the stress 

test which convinces him to take action, he may do nothing.”  

“I want her up on her feet.”  

“And she wants to be up very badly. We all want her up.” 

“I cannot use my new appointment to leverage the Board. What would 

you do?” 
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“I don‟t have all of the information that the Board has. Since I don‟t 

know everything that is at stake, I don‟t question their judgment. I would like 

to point out, however, that she is Sarah‟s host. That ought to give her a pretty 

high priority. You say that this is not a life threatening condition, but if 

something isn‟t done soon, Marjie is going to develop a secondary depression 

that she may not be able to tolerate and it will complicate her medication  

regimen even more. The medicine she takes for her depression is somewhat 

incompatib le with what the doctor might prescribe for her heart. A dangerous 

situation could develop. Only a short time ago Marjie had lost her will to live. 

I‟m afraid of that happening again. I also think that that Sarah isn‟t learning 

everything she would if she had a healthy host.”  

“It is important for Sarah to learn compassion for others as well as for 

herself.”  

“She has already learned a lot about that.” 

A sad, anxious expression crossed his face. “I will seek an isolated place. 

I must break off the transmission now.”  

I reached for h is hand and said, “Friend.” Nuke withdrew.  

I repeated what Nucleus had said to Marjie, who replied, “I guess  I‟m just 

not important enough on their list of needs to be given consideration.” 

“He said he would look for an isolated place. I don‟t know if that was a 

promise to help or not.” 

She held out her thumb like a h itchhiker. “I‟m ready when he is.”  

Donna called for an update on Marjie‟s condition and promised to say 

prayers for her. I told her that Nuke had expressed interest in traveling to the 

Peaks with the group who were going in the spring and that he had promised 

to show us places of interest. She said she was not yet committed to making  

the trip, which struck me as odd, if it was truly her angelic duty to go there.  

Ben came by for a brief visit. Seeing him aroused Marjie‟s feelings of loss 

for her children, and she was unable to finish supper with me before calling  

Bart, who agreed to come for the weekend only after she begged him. Ralph 

then got on the phone and told her that Bart would not be allowed to have any 

more unsupervised visits because of the psychiatric report about her that his 

lawyer had received. He also said that she had filled Bart‟s head with a lot of 

crap, etc.  

Marjie stood up to him on the telephone, but the outcome was that Bart 

wouldn‟t be coming for the visit and that she would contact her attorney about 

Ralph‟s interference. Marjie said, “I knew he would try this. The only way he 

can hurt me is through the children.” 
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“Bart is reaching an age where he will have to take a stand. Either he 

wants to have contact with you or he doesn‟t.”   

“Ralph is the problem. Bart would come if it was left up to him.”  

I wasn‟t convinced she was right about that. Bart had been given a free, 

800 long distance number for contacting her whenever he wanted to talk to 

her and had never used it. Marjie did not want to believe that her children  

would voluntarily pull away from her, although they had chosen to go to live 

with their paternal grandparents when she was still married to Chuck.  

I was very concerned about the effect Ralph‟s latest blow would have on 

her emotional and physical health and said, “Not visiting or calling and not 

caring are two different things. Bart may  care, but like a lot of teenagers, he 

may not want to visit for various reasons. Teens have other things to do with 

their friends and often don‟t want to hang out with their parents, even if they 

have good relationships. They have to establish their independence from 

parents, and that‟s part of it.”  

She took some time alone to cry and to settle her mind. When she joined 

me again she asked, “Why do I keep setting myself up for these things?” 

“I don‟t know why, but you certainly do. I‟m getting tired of listening to 

you beg them to approach you, them saying they will, and when they don‟t 

within  a few days, you‟re begging again and the cycle starts all over. They say 

they will but they don‟t, and your feelings get hurt even more.” 

Perithnea said, “This is just like the relat ionships she has had with the 

people who abused her.” 

“Exactly.”  

Perithnea burst into tears. “I wish she would stop worrying so much about 

the people who take advantage of her. I am so tired of people doing that to 

her!” 

“I‟m tired of it, too.” I gave her a hug.  

“I have to go now. Faeries aren‟t supposed to cry.”  

I was still hold ing Marjie, who asked, “What happened?”  

“Perithnea was talking.”  

“So much of what has happened seems like a  dream. Was I dreaming? I 

was having a dream about Bart. No, that wasn‟t a dream.”  

“No, it wasn‟t.” 

“I have a splitting headache.”  She took aspirin and put her head in my 

lap while we watched television. I stroked her hair and sent Light to her, but 

her headache persisted. I suggested a session and we called upon Mother. 

Marjie said , “Mother says she has done all she can do for it.” She prayed, 
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telling I AM that she was going to go on speaking the truth, no matter what, 

and that she was turning the whole matter of her child ren over to Him 

because it was too big for her.  

I said, “I‟m glad you‟re turning it over to I AM and that you‟re  not going 

to fight with Ralph over Bart as if he is property. To settle this matter, Bart  

has to tell others what he wants in no uncertain terms and he‟s avoiding that. 

Actions speak louder than words, and his actions are keeping him where he 

is.”  

I felt Haze touching me and saw his golden glow around her. There was  

a tantalizing shimmer at the edge of my v ision, a partial g limpse into  

another dimension. I thanked Haze, Mother, and I AM for it and prayed that 

Marjie would be relieved of all of her suffering through the medical 

intervention  of the ETs and her human physician.  

Marjie‟s headache persisted all night, but she insisted that  I go to work as  

usual in the morning. That evening, Perithnea reported on Marjie‟s progress. 

“She had a little more energy during the day, but not much.”   

“Was that your Light I saw in the office today?” 

“Yes.” 

“I‟m curious. Have you ever worked with other intelligent species besides 

humans?” 

“No.” 

“Then I guess Adam is starting a new trend for faeries.”  

“I‟m not sure about other faeries. Yesterday I went to see my friends. I 

was afraid mother‟s suffering was rubbing off on me.”  

“Did it help?”  

“Yes, they cheered me up.”  

“Good. We need for you to be happy. It helps us, too.”  

Sarah appeared. “Hello, Sound.” 

“Hello, sweetheart. How are you doing?” 

“Sarah is learning a lot about human beings from Touch‟s reading. She 

has seen that they often exaggerate and can be insincere. When Sarah first met  

you, she thought you were exaggerating what was in store for me. Sarah  

didn‟t trust you. Sarah hopes that doesn‟t hurt your feelings.” 

“No, of course not. Anyone with your background would have been 

distrustful. I‟m just glad that you got over it.” 

“Sarah had a very short background when we first met.”  

“That‟s true.” 

“But now Sarah has a vast foreground. Not vast, extended.” 
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“Indeed, but why not say vast? How long do you think it will last?”  

“Until Breath stops breathing.” 

“That‟s right, and if He does stop breathing it won‟t matter. You‟ll be 

here one minute and gone the next.”  

“Yes. Sarah will keep on reading over Touch‟s shoulder, if that‟s alright 

with you.” 

“Sure. I need a few minutes to relax anyway.”  

Upon closing my eyes I received vivid images which were accompanied  

by Mother‟s powerful touch to my brain and her loud singing. It seemed as if I 

were helping to create the beautiful organic objects which continuously 

morphed from one form into another. One of them resembled a huge 

chandelier of diamonds with shifting, swirling pendants. I viewed it from a 

constantly changing position and then felt enveloped within it. I sensed it was 

a small glimpse of Mother‟s interior, but also a vision of I AM‟s creations on 

a galactic scale.  

I was refreshed after a half hour of this, and prepared to read aloud to 

Sarah, who said, “Sarah loves you, Sound. She loves Whisper Big Heart too. 

Sarah hopes he will do something to help himself.”  

“Yes, it‟s up to him, now.”  

I read from Whitley  St rieber‟s Transformation before falling asleep . 

Around 2:30 I woke with a sinus headache, got up to take some medicat ion, 

and continued reading. I resonated to a passage in which St rieber described  

an adolescent experience o f being taken by ETs to a million year o ld  

university located on a desert planet with a tan sky. He crawled over a field  

of rubble to get to a side entrance after being denied access through the 

main doorway. Inside, he was shown millions of distinct, intelligent species 

and where they came from, and felt at the deepest level that he had a 

spiritual connection with all of them. He described it as witnessing the 

dance of God. The t iming of my meditat ive v isions just before reading about  

Strieber‟s experience seemed provident ial.  

Marjie kept another fruitless doctor‟s appointment . He didn‟t prescribe 

any medicat ion, even though she failed a stress test, and told her to come back 

in two weeks, implying again that her symptoms were psychosomatic. She 

was not only disappointed, she was angry. “I didn‟t like the feeling I had 

around him. He sat too close and touched me unnecessarily. I thought he was 

trying to seduce me. His whole manner was inappropriate.”  

“If he doesn‟t have any treatment for you it‟s a waste of time to go to 

him. He isn‟t helping, he‟s making things worse.”  
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“He said he has to review all the test results  before he prescribes 

anything. I feel bad about spending all this money on tests without any 

results.” 

“It‟s okay by me to give him one more chance to come up with something  

before we quit, if you want to go back.”  

“I don‟t want to be alone with him again. He makes me feel creepy.” 

“I‟ll make sure to go with you.” I expected I would have to confront the 

doctor on our next  visit to get him to take action.  

“That attorney hasn‟t answered my call about Ralph interfering with my 

visitation rights, either. I left a message two days ago. I feel like saying screw 

it to everything. I don‟t want to deal with any of this anymore,” she said. 

After we watched the sunset and talked over the situation , I worked on 

my notes for about an hour and checked on Marjie. Alta Sha, sitting on the 

edge of the bed where Marjie had been lying, greeted me. I was relieved by 

his presence, eager as always to hear the words of I AM.   

“Should I pursue treatment from this earth doctor, or rely on Nucleus to 

solve this problem?” 

“You misinterpreted the comment Nucleus 8 made about finding an  

isolated spot. He was going to a place where others would not be able to see 

his tears.” A lta Sha ‟s eyes also brimmed. “She allowed this doctor to  

discount her symptoms and not to give her what she real ly needs because 

she was overwhelmed by his lack of understanding and did not know how to 

defend herself. You were not with her. She has simply sat down. It is a very 

hard life indeed that she has chosen. I AM has shown me, however, that she 

will stand up again in the future.” 

“I wanted to see if she could go in there and come out with what she 

wanted without having to rely on me to do it for her. I thought she was strong 

enough for that.” I wiped his tears with a tissue.  

“You cannot comfort Alta Sha. I am expressing my love for her through 

her body. These tears are shed for I AM. If it were fo r her ch ild, or for you, 

she would fight to the death. She would not accept no for an answer, but she 

will not do this for herself.”  

“It appears that I will have to do battle with the doctor and the lawyer to 

get them to do their jobs.” 

“This is not a psychosomatic condition. The doctor does not realize this. 

He has not been thorough in explaining the laboratory tests to Marjorie and 

she does not understand what they mean.”  

“I thank I AM for g iving me a friend who is so compassionate.” 
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We both said alleluia. He withdrew and I relayed his message to Marjie.  

She said, “I don‟t believe the either doctor or the lawyer are going to live 

up to their obligations. They‟re just like the others who let me down in the 

past.”  

Perithnea added, “Mother can feel your anger and she is getting upset.”  

“I have feelings too. It seems like I always have to go back and back 

again to get a job properly done by people that I paid to do it right the first 

time. I don‟t understand why there have to be so many frustrations like this in 

my life . Sometimes these kinds of feelings will motivate us to take effective 

action.” 

“I know it‟s disappointing for you, but you‟ll get better results if you talk 

to them with kindness and patience.”  

“I won‟t express my anger openly unless I have to. I‟m sorry that I was 

snappy.” 

“That‟s what friends are for.”  

I called the doctor‟s office from work and practically pleaded with the 

nurse to get him to prescribe something for mit ral valve pro lapse, which  

according to him, the stress test had indicated was present. I described her 

symptoms in detail, emphasized my professional credentials and clinical 

experience, and told her I was convinced this was not psychosomatic. I said 

she was suffering and needed relief. The nurse sounded supportive over the 

telephone and asked for the name of our pharmacy. I felt that at last something 

would be done to relieve her symptoms. 

When I told Marjie what I had done, she thanked me profusely and said, 

“I called and insisted on talking to the lawyer. I was very firm with him. He 

apologized and said he had been swamped with work on a very serious trial. 

He said the child support issue might be resolved it I would agree to pay half 

of Bart‟s dental expenses. He also said he was confident that Ralph would not 

be able to restrict visitations.”  

“Good. I‟m proud of you for taking the bull by the horns. I got the 

impression that the nurse is going to try to help, too.” We were notified that 

afternoon that a prescription had been filled for Marjie, and after her first 

dose, her chest pain went away. We joyfully thanked I AM for His assistance.  

I was joined by Alta Sha as Marjie and I took a bath. We reviewed the 

day‟s developments and he said, “Bart is afraid of Ralph and needs a court 

order to justify visitation so that he doesn‟t have to tell h im that he wants to 

visit, which he fears will make Ralph angry.” I made su re that Marjie knew 

what he said.  
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Sarah wanted me to read a science fiction book that Marjie had bought 

for her. She told me how much she loved me and Touch and how very happy 

she was that Touch felt so much better.  
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Chapter Fifty One 

Sarah Tells Her Story 

The next day Marjie and I wrote down the stipulations she wanted to 

include in a legal agreement with Ralph and she typed them for presentation 

to the attorney. While I was dictating notes, the leaves of one of the large 

plants in the room suddenly moved as if something had fallen into it, but 

nothing was visible. I immediately thought it might be Adam. Marjie and I 

were eat ing lunch when he appeared.  

“Good morn ing, father.”  

“Good morning! I‟m happy to see you. Was it you that moved the plant a 

while ago?” 

“Yes.” 

“I thought so. Thanks for making me aware of you in an unusual way.”  

He said, “How are you doing? I know you have been frustrated with 

mother‟s illness.” 

“I‟m doing much better now that she has medicine which is helping, b ut I 

caught a cold yesterday. I‟ve been concentrating on healing Light to try and 

get rid of it.”  

“I came to reassure both of you that I AM has not forsaken you. You  

should concentrate on healing your heart as well as your body.”  

“Good advice. I‟ll have to work on that. How are you doing?” 

“I am learning patience; we haven‟t been able to get more than three of 

the five petals to be silvery.” 

In response to other questions he said that he had been too busy with his 

plants to make new friends and that hadn‟t seen much of Nucleus 8 lately. He 

said that he would come back later to play in our p lants .  

Marjie complained of still feeling weak and of constriction in her chest 

which interfered with breathing for a few minutes at a time when the heart 

medication seemed to wear out before the next scheduled dose. Nevertheless, 

we decided to celebrate by eating out and watching videos.  
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Sarah chose one about the training of combat dogs in WWII, and Marjie 

selected The Truth About UFOs. When we watched the one Sarah had picked, 

she was very sympathetic with the heroic dog that helped to save soldiers in  

combat.  

I started to wash the leftover dishes but Marjie insisted on doing them. I 

had just turned away when I heard Nuke‟s voice saying, “Hello Pat.” I 

returned to the kitchen.  

“Hello, Nuke. Fancy meeting you here.”  

He said, “It is very remarkable to be using water to clean d irty dishes. We 

do not use water for cleaning at the Station. Water is precious and must be 

recycled, so we avoid contaminating it any more than necessary. We use sonic 

waves.”  

“I misunderstood what you meant when you said you were going to find 

an isolated place.” 

“I apologize. It must have been a great disappointment when the physical 

removal did not occur.”  

“I wasn‟t sure what you meant, so it wasn‟t as disappointing as it could 

have been. Alta Sha told me that physically taking her to the Station for 

treatment was not a step that I AM had put in place. We finally have 

medication which is helping.”  

He vehemently said, “If I were going to take anyone physically, my 

preference would be to take the one who torments her, but I have decided to 

follow the steps of I AM also.”  

“Vengeance is the Lord‟s, but sometimes it seems very slow.”  

“Indeed.” 

“Did you ever get around to painting the chair I made for you?” 

“Yes, but we have not yet constructed a table to go beside it.”  

“Were we planning on that?”  

“Yes. The blueprints and plans are all drawn up. It is a pedestal table, but 

without a base.” 

“We will have to do this soon.” 

“Yes, we will.”  

“Adam says you have been very busy lately.” 

“Yes. I no longer give him the long stare and the sigh. Now I occasionally  

wink at him.”  

“I‟m sure he is glad for that.” We agreed to talk again soon.  

Marjie and I sat down to watch her video. Some of the shots of UFOs 

were impressively close and quite clear.  
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Marjie was staring at one of our hanging plants and commented, 

“Something big is walking around in that plant, and I saw another plant‟s 

leaves moving earlier today, too.” 

“It‟s Adam. He told me he was going to come back and make the leaves 

move again.”  I stopped the video while she looked through the plant but she 

didn‟t find anything. 

We walked into the yard after the movie to gaze at the sky and saw that 

one of the prominent stars in Orion was unusually red, sparkled more than 

normal, and made small movements. Then a smaller red light emerged from 

the top of the reddish “star” only to disappear.  

We also saw several small points of Light on the ground around us. I 

thought at first that they were lightning bugs, but the color was intensely 

white instead of green, and they were not blinking. We admired the faeries‟  

Lights, greeted them, and eventually walked back toward the house. When I 

looked behind us, all the Lights had disappeared. I said, “It‟s a typical day at 

our house, with UFOs, faery Lights, and plants moving .”  

As I read in p reparation for sleep, I had the brief impression of a white, 

blurry “something” standing beside the bed which I thought was a gray. I 

thought, Add ETs to the mix, a few Indian spirits and sprites, and we have 

enough for a party! 

Marjie‟s head was lying on my shoulder when we woke up in the 

morn ing, and Perithnea greeted me with a cheerful, “Good morn ing, Father 

Bright!” 

“Good morn ing, Daughter Bright.” 

“Did you notice anything unusual?” 

“Her n ightgown is on backwards.” 

“Another doofus did that.” 

“They must have physically taken her last night. I hope they did 

something for her heart.”  

“When you got back, you told me that they had taken samples. She feels 

better, but she is sore. You should be delicate about the nightgown. She has 

no memory of what happened.” 

“How can I be delicate when it ‟s obviously on backwards?”  

Marjie went to the bathroom and said, “My nightgown is on backwards! 

How did that happen?” Teasing and testing her memory at the same time, I 

made up a story about her putting it on backwards by mistake after we made 

love. “I don‟t remember that at all!”  

“Maybe you went to a party and put it on backwards by mistake.”  
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“I had a crazy dream about being upside down in the bed. When I woke 

up to look, my head was at the foot of the bed.”  

“Perithnea said a doofus put it on backwards.” 

“Then they took me?”  

“Yes. Finding your head at the foot of the bed or your night clothes 

disarrayed is almost a tradition for contactees. You can‟t possibly overlook it  

and you search for an exp lanation. It  seems that ETs like to leave clues of a 

physical encounter.” 

“I remember dreaming that we met a short man with bushy eyebrows and 

dark brown hair who looked about fifty years old. He was very human. He 

had stubby little fingers. We were standing before a very large building. He 

asked if you would go up and paint a small outside corner on the top floor of 

this building for him, because somebody had overlooked it. You said you 

would, and climbed up the ladder to paint it. The spot couldn‟t have been 

more than eighteen inches long and seven inches tall. I was looking up at you 

and suddenly I was above you looking down, watching your brush go back 

and forth. Then I joined you and the man at the base of the building and he 

said, Because you painted it, it‟s yours. He just gave you the building! You  

said you couldn‟t take it just for painting one little spot. He said, The minute 

you put paint on it, it was yours. It was prepared for you. He wouldn‟t take no  

for an answer. He gave us a tour of the building. I saw a lot of furs hanging on 

the walls, maybe eighty or a hundred of them. They seemed to be robes. Then 

we came to a conversation pit sunken into the floor, but it was very  large and 

circular. In the middle was a table with all sorts of artifacts on it. I don‟t 

remember what they were. I told the little man all about our experiences with  

live Indians and Indian spirits. He was amazed and pleased to hear all of this. 

He didn‟t know anything about Indians before I told him.  

“We left the building and walked along walkways, but the walkways had 

walls that curved over them like tunnels and they went in different directions. 

You took one of the forks while I went straight ahead. Then I began to run. I 

was running beside waterfalls and met someone who told me that if I was 

looking for you, I should take a side path. I ran to catch up with you.  

“You showed me a building that looked like a huge double wide trailer 

made into a warehouse. The next thing I knew, the trailer vanished and we 

were standing under a canopy big enough to cover a football field. It had no 

sides, only a roof. I thought, You could have a pow-wow in here and not have 

to worry about the rain. You could put several rows of vendors along the sides 

and still have room for a dance circle. That‟s all I can remember.”  
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“The theme of a large building that we are connected to has appeared 

before in our d reams. I wonder if  they represent places where we will 

someday present our story to the public.”  

Marjie said, “My legs are sore, as if I‟ve been running.”  

“Maybe it‟s because of medical procedures they did at the Station.” 

“I feel better than I have for weeks.”  

“My cold is much better, too,” I said.  

We were on our way to Memphis to attend Unity when Sarah said, “The 

Choctaws at Henning are having another pow-wow.”  

“Thanks for telling me. Marjie dreamed of a place where we could have a 

pow-wow last night. We‟ll have to stop by.” She talked about how good 

Marjie felt, to be careful not to let the ice cream treats we were eating drip on 

our clothes, and other simple things. I wiggled my ears, which made her 

laugh. She said, “Talented ears! Sarah doesn‟t know if 8 can wiggle h is ears. 

I‟ll find out.” After a moment of telepathic communication, she said, “He 

can‟t.”  

In Bernard‟s absence, we heard a confusing and contradictory talk from 

Doug, the man who had turned his back on the three Tarahumara spirits he 

had initially accepted over a year before. Marjie became physically  

uncomfortable during his speech and I sent healing Light through my hand on 

her back, which was helpful. Alta Sha nodded to me but didn‟t speak until we 

were leaving the church, saying, “What did you think of the sermon?”  

“Although he said we are all able to do God‟s will, he left out the most 

important part, which is that we must choose to do it and to actively align our 

will with His. It doesn‟t happen automatically and one can always turn away. 

He made no distinction between the will of a man and the will of I A M.”  

“I agree. I stepped forward to protect Marjie from some of the statements 

that were being made. She was sensitive to his manner of delivery even 

though she rejected much of what he was saying, and I protected her from the 

negativity. I could not correct these thoughts if they were received in her 

mind, but I could intercept them.” I reasoned that to do that, Alta Sha must 

have known what Doug was going to say before he said it.  

We stopped at a restaurant where the serv ice was far too slow to suit  

me. I wanted to leave, but Marjie as ked a passing waiter, “Do you want to  

take our o rder before we get  up and  leave?” Th is got results .  
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On the trip  homeward Perithnea said, “I think mother‟s medicine needs to 

be increased by about a third. Her heart keeps acting up before she gets her 

next dose.” 

“I think you‟re right. Did you enjoy her dreams last night?” Marjie had 

dreamed of reconciling with her deceased paternal grandfather, who had been 

a frightening and unpleasant person in her childhood. She had also  dreamed of 

being introduced to a number of important people at a fort -like building which  

actually wasn‟t a fort.  

“Those were memories, not dreams. The experiences she had were real. 

Her pitch is so high now that she is able to step into other dimensions without 

the help of the ETs. She visited another reality where her grandfather is still 

alive. The fort is real, too.” 

“What advantage is there in being able to go from this dimension to 

another? If this is our primary dimension, shouldn‟t we concentrate on it?” 

“By travelling to other dimensions, you can learn a lot about other 

possibilit ies.” 

“Thanks for sharing your knowledge with me.”  

“You already had it. I was just rearranging it for you.” She was right 

again. I recalled having read of such parallel realities in the book Seth Speaks: 

The Eternal Validity of the Soul, dictated through Jane Roberts by Seth, who 

according to Alta Sha, is another angelic messenger of God. 

Marjie reclined her car seat to take a nap, and Sarah asked, “Will you sing 

to me, Sound?” 

I started singing Autumn Leaves and Sarah, catching on to the lyrics, sang 

along with me. A car with a bad catalytic converter passed by, leaving the 

odor of rotten eggs in its wake. Sarah sang, “But since you went away, I smell 

a fart,” and laughed uproariously at her own joke.  

Marjie started laughing too, and couldn‟t stop. She laughed so hard and 

long that she had stomach pains, but kept on laughing hysterically. “Please 

help me stop,” she begged. 

I began the countdown but was interrupted by the feminine voice of 

Jennifer, a spirit of laughter, who had not manifested in months. When she 

had first channeled, Jennifer stated that she was sent to teach Marjie how to 

enjoy laughing without inhibition. Now she said, “She struggles against the 

joy I wish to give her. She thinks she is never to allow her laughter to flow 

freely, but is supposed to be quiet.” 

“Can you help me to remove this inhib ition?” 

“I cannot help her.” 



Sarah Tells Her Story  

608 

“Then I will do my best to eliminate it.”  

“You must release me first.”   

“You may step aside then, so that I can speak to her.” Marjie had stopped 

laughing and was still entranced. I said, “We need to explore why you can‟t 

allow yourself to laugh freely.”  

After a pause she said, “I am reviewing many lives, but I can‟t get back 

far enough to find the original experience. There were several times when I 

was told to stifle laughter. I felt that others wanted to muzzle me.”  

“Pick any relevant experience.”  

“I feel a hand being placed over my face to quiet me.”  

“Describe the hand.” 

“It‟s very large. It has hair on it , a lot of hair.”  

“What color is the hair?” 

“Very dark brown.”  

“Are there fingers on it?”  

“No. It‟s a paw.”  

“Describe your own body.” 

“I see brown hair all over me.”  

“Go back to the events just before the hand was put over your face. What 

happened?” 

“I was making joyful noises.” 

“How o ld are you?‟  

“About half grown.”  

“How large are you compared to a human?” 

“I don‟t know.”  

“Are you with both parents?” 

“Yes, and there are others. It‟s dark in here.”  

“Go through the experience and tell me what happens.” 

“We must be quiet. There is something very big and very dark outside.” 

“What is it?” 

“I don‟t know, but it‟s very big. I have to be quiet. I don‟t like th is. I 

don‟t want to be quiet. I don‟t like it. It‟s lasting too long.” She struggled for 

breath as if suffocating.  

“Step back from this experience and see it on a screen. While you are 

looking at it, understand the answers to the question I‟m going to ask you. 

How is the experience that happened in that life connected with stifling your 

laughter in this one?” 

“I had to stifle my joy in o rder to survive and to please my parent.”  
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“Yes. In that lifetime, you had to stifle yourself, but that is not necessary 

now. You can share your joy with others, and make their life more joyful 

also.” 

“I understand. I was also taught when I was little that a lady never passes 

gas in public. You‟re supposed to inhibit it.” 

“So when Sarah sang about a fart, it got your laughter going. These 

inhibit ions were taught to you in both lifetimes by your mother. They are not 

normal in this lifetime and are actually unhealthy. I want you to put another 

image of yourself up on the screen. This is the image of you being able to 

fully express your happiness and all normal body functions without fear. You  

only suppress these things when you must in order to survive.”  

“I see it. I will try to become that way in this life.”  

“Good.” I counted her up.  

She had no memory of the session, so I recapped. When I repeated 

Sarah‟s line about a fart, Marjie laughed freely and normally, then said, “I 

remember other things my mother taught me to dislike about myself. She told 

me that my ears stuck out too far and sent me to school with them taped to the 

side of my head. I didn‟t like it , but I obeyed her and left them that way. All 

the other kids made fun of me. I was terribly embarrassed.” 

“How could you tolerate being treated that way by your mother?” 

“I always tried to be obedient. I didn‟t want to be punished.” 

“You were taught to suppress your normal behavior and to be ashamed of 

yourself, just like Sarah was.”  

We contemplated our insights in silence. Sarah then surfaced and asked 

me an innocuous question which I answered. She said, “Huh?” I repeated 

myself, and she asked, “Huh?” again.  

“I know you‟re playing a game by saying “Huh?” to whatever I say.” 

“Huh?” She wouldn‟t say anything else, so I stopped talking. 

Although the sun was still shining, Marjie went straight to bed when we 

got home. I spent the remaining daylight working in the yard and getting some 

much needed exercise.  

Marjie was feeling even worse when I went back inside. She said, “I feel 

pain and pressure in my chest. I think I need to take more heart medicine.”  

Alta Sha said, “Do not become alarmed about her pain. The pain will not 

kill her. I still have work left to do to polish her and you. The medicine is 

helping, but it is not strong enough. The doctor needs to prescribe a stronger 

dose.” 

“I thank I AM for these words of reassurance.” 
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“Alleluia.”  

To Marjie I said, “Let‟s look it up in the drug book to find out what a 

standard dose would be.” 

A quick check revealed that the dose was lower than the recommended 

minimum, which indicated that the doctor was still t reating her problem as 

psychosomatic. I was disgusted with his cavalier attitude. She took another 

half tablet, and within a few minutes felt much better.  

We were watching television that evening when we heard loud thumps at 

the side of the house. I looked out the window but couldn‟t see anything. 

Marjie said, “I heard some thumps like that on the stairwell a while ago.”  

Perithnea said, “It‟s Adam.” I closed the window. “Now you shut h im 

out.” Going along with her joke, I reopened it, invited him in, and re-closed it, 

even though I knew no wall or window could keep h im out.  

Perithnea said, “Mother had her best night‟s sleep in five weeks .”  

  

The ext ra medicine had worked wonders. Sarah said, “Please rub my 

head while I try to go back to sleep. Sarah needs to have her head rubbed. She 

can‟t live without it!” I laughed and happily complied.  

It was raining, so I did inside tasks until Perithnea called me from 

upstairs. “Mother is too tired to get up now, but she‟s hungry.” 

“What would she like to eat?” 

“Cream of Wheat and toast.” 

I took the hot cereal to her and sat beside the bed while she ate. Adam 

greeted me and said, “I have been practicing using my energy. I knocked 

some pieces of wood off the woodpile. I apologize.”  

“I don‟t mind. Those were pretty heavy pieces of wood. I suppose it was 

you thumping on the wall the other day, too?”  

“Yes, it was.” He held up his hand, saying. “Look father, four.”  

“Four what?” 

“You are an intelligent man, figure it out.” 

“Are there four of you?” 

“No. Think.” He held up his hand again.  

“Four different things that you did?” 

“No.” 

“Four pieces of wood got knocked off the woodpile?”  

“No father, much farther away than that. Add the dimension of space. 

Thirty seven light years away, father. Keep guessing.”` 
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“I have no idea what you‟re talking about. Your answer doesn‟t seem to 

be related to my question at all.”  

“It isn‟t. It‟s totally unrelated.” 

“Oh! Four petals!” 

“Yes!” 

“Congratulations, a breakthrough.” 

“The fourth one isn‟t quite as large as the others. We still don‟t have the 

cells right.” 

“Is it possible that you‟re asking the flower to change its nature so much 

that it wants to hang on to a little bit of its old self?”  

“No, it asked me just the other day if it had done enough.” 

“I didn‟t know you could have conversations with flowers. That‟s neat.”  

“We‟ve been asking everyone who has spare space to let us put the 

golden flowers there. We want to have flowers everywhere when Sarah has a 

complete tour of the facility. There should be flowers in every compartment. I 

am standing very firm on this. So far we have only one holdout. It is well 

within h is right to refuse a flower in his personal space, but we would like  

complete cooperation from everyone.” 

“Who is it?” 

“Nucleus 8. He says he is growing tired of the smell of cinnamon. He 

keeps his quarters unscented, and he has made access to them rather difficu lt. 

His door remains open for only two point eight seconds. Some of us have 

decided that we are going to try to get a vat of cinnamon odor into his room. 

Perhaps you can suggest a way to get his cooperation.” 

“Sarah could say that she won‟t enter any space that doesn‟t have her 

flowers in it.”  

“That‟s a thought. I could approach Nucleus from that point of view.”  

“Would he want to be the only one whose space is not decorated for 

Sarah?” 

“I like that approach even better than the other one. He would die  

of shame. I will have to talk to Joshua about this. Good bye, father. I love 

you.” 

“I love you too, Adam.” We hugged.  

I went about my business and after a while, Perithnea surfaced again . 

“Since it will soon be Halloween, all of the sprites and faeries are getting  

together for a celebration. It ‟s a n ight fo r spirits, you know.”  

“Maybe we could have a little  party for the spirits here.” 
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“If you‟re going to do that, you‟ll need to make arrangements to have 

Bart here and some pieces of wood. Faeries like the brother and sprites like 

the wood.” 

“Maybe we could have a fire for them and our Indian brothers.” 

“They would like that.” 

I was pleased when my new boss and I had a lengthy discussion at work 

about spirituality and the existence of other dimensions as real as ours with  

their own inhab itants. I to ld h im about some of the spiritual manifestations 

we had experienced and he was very interested. I recommended several 

pertinent books to him. I welcomed being able to talk openly about my 

beliefs with an employer, which I had never felt free to do before without 

suffering negative results.  

Due to the increased dose of heart medicine, Marjie had a rare and 

wonderful day of doing normal chores around the house. She prepared supper 

without help for the first time in a week. We took a walk after supper and 

when we turned back toward home she said, “There‟s a whole group of spirits 

trailing us.” 

I said, “Welcome, faeries and sprites! Why don‟t I see any faery Lights?” 

In a couple of seconds we saw two faery Lights on the ground near the 

top of the driveway and when we took a closer look we saw another two. 

Others appeared near a large oak as we passed by. When we got too close they 

would move away.  

“Thank you for showing us your Lights,” I said. “They are beautiful. 

We‟re glad you came to visit us .”   

Inside the house, Marjie showed me a very attractive decoration she had 

made by applying g litter to a branch along with art ificial greenery and  

flowers. “The sprites will appreciate this wood at Halloween,” I remarked.  

Marjie and I were bathing when Perithnea said, “My friends and I are 

going to have a party in the wood of the house and in the decoration mother 

made.”  

Sarah said, “Sarah has been invited to the party. Can I go?”  

“Of course.” 

“Thank you, Sound.” I wasn‟t sure just how she could participate in a 

faery party, but she was able to go to and from the Station without difficulty, 

so it seemed possible. 

Marjie and I enjoyed exquisite lovemaking for the first time since her 

heart had begun acting up. In the afterglow she said, “This relationship has 
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been like a dream come true for me. I almost feel as if we‟re having a second 

honeymoon.” 

“Me too. It‟s great to be able to make love to you again.”  

A while later, a breathless Sarah exclaimed, “Sound! I‟ve been at the party. 

Sarah wants to go back! What time do I have to come home?” 

“Are you having a good time?”  

“Oh yes!” 

“What have you been doing?” 

“We have been playing games. They divide us into groups by age,”  

“What age group are you in?” 

“Adolescent!” 

“Tell me about the games.” 

“Form changing, storytelling, dancing and others.” 

“How do you play form changing?” 

“The audience makes different suggestions as to how to alter your form to  

make interesting shapes.” 

“Since you‟re having so much fun, you don‟t have to come back until 

midnight.” 

“Thank you, Sound!” 

In the morning I spoke to Sarah again. “I‟m very pleased that you went to 

the party. You found out that you could enjoy yourself. I remember when you 

were afraid that if you left  us even for a short time, you wouldn‟t be able to  

come back, but you went, you had fun, you came back, and now you are ready 

to go again.  

“You also have the choice of continuing to grow. If you choose the path 

that leads to Breath, it always involves growth. Everything that Breath creates 

undergoes change, even galaxies. Souls must inevitably grow, even though 

they can choose to stand still for a while. We are all joined to Breath. Even if 

we try to separate for a t ime, eventually we always return. You and Touch and 

I are like that, too. We say hello, visit for a while , and then say goodbye for a 

while. We don‟t have to separate forever.” 

“I will have to think about that some more,” she said. 

In the evening I was preparing a fire in the outside grill when Sarah  

decided to ask what, where, how and why after everything that I said. After a 

couple of minutes of this , I said, “I‟m busy and don‟t want to play this game 

right now.” She left in a huff. When Marjie and I sat down to eat she came 

back, saying, “Sarah just might leave because Sound hurt Sarah‟s feelings. If 

you won‟t play the game with me, Sarah will just have to play it with Nuke.”  
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“I didn‟t mean to hurt your feelings, but I wasn‟t in the mood. I was 

busy.” 

“Do you know what happens when Teglinlins get angry?” 

“No.” 

“Their eyes get like little slits and their lips get tight and their flaps lay 

back and their face puffs up.” 

“I would like to see that sometime. I really didn‟t want to play the game. 

It wasn‟t fun. Now that you‟re an adolescent, I expected you to understand 

that I was getting annoyed.” Before the meal was over, she apologized and 

told me that she loved me.  

“Sarah should stop playing emotional manipulation games,” Perithnea 

said. “She‟s becoming too human.”  

“I‟ve been thinking the same thing. She‟s learning inflect ions of voice, 

body language and other things that Nucleus calls feminine wiles to  get what 

she wants, instead of just coming out with it. It‟s good that she can master 

those skills, but if she identifies too strongly with humans, it may be harder 

for her to accept herself as a Teglinlin. Thanks to you, she has played with 

sprites and faeries who don‟t act that way. I think it was really good for her to 

play form changing, so she won‟t be too attached to any one form.”  

“We also played a game of exchanging Light. Each of us would choose 

a partner and step inside o f each  other to see what it felt like.”  

“That is wonderful training for her, very much like what Marjie d id as a 

child at the Station.”  

“Adam was at the party. He was a member of the cleanup crew.”  

“He‟s like me. I would volunteer for that, too.”  

“Have a happy day, father.” 

“Thank you. You, too.” 

I took a brisk walk before retiring that night, hoping I would see some 

spirits. Just before I entered the house I saw a faery Light beside the porch. It 

slowly moved in the grass, and I asked, “Is that you, Mi?” I felt Mi‟s touch on 

my cheek, and knew it wasn‟t her, for the Light was still there. I thanked 

whoever it was.  

I read aloud from The Man Who Tapped the Secrets of the Universe  by 

Glenn Clark, a brief biography of Walter Russell, a genius in many areas of 

endeavor, including sports, architecture, painting, music, sculpture, science, 

and relig ion. He also made a fortune in real estate and was friends with  

presidents and regents. He predicted WWII in l921. He taught businessmen to 

use ethical princip les in their dealings. He was in touch with creative energies, 
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emphasizing to his many students the importance of positive thought forms 

and of seeking higher wisdom. His life was dedicated to serving I AM and 

practicing universal spiritual p rinciples. He emphasized the importance of 

desire in achieving one‟s goals, teaching that to accomplish great things, one 

must have great desire, and that part was entirely up to the individual.  

The following evening Marjie and I took a drive to admire the beautiful 

fall colors. I asked Alta Sha what he thought of Walter Russell. “I think he 

was brilliant,” he rep lied.  

“I‟ve been thinking of go ing to visit his home in Virginia.”  

“If it is spirits you would like to contact, I suggest that you travel to the 

northeast. There are many lost ones who wander there looking fo r the Light.”  

“I have always wanted to visit that part of the country.” 

We drove by a used car lot and I was immediately attracted to a charcoal 

colored Suzuki Sidekick, a compact SUV. It had four doors, four wheel drive, 

and low mileage. It was love at first sight for Marjie. After taking it for a test 

drive, she agreed that it would be perfect for our mountainous tours out west. 

Before committing ourselves to buying it, however, we looked at other used 

cars on various lots and found a minivan that we also liked, but it had a lot 

more miles on it than the Suzuki.  

Alta Sha said, “I AM has provided you with two vehicles, either one of 

which would be a good choice. If I AM had given you only one choice, it goes 

without question that you would have accepted it, but He gives you options. 

You are free to choose whichever one you prefer. He loves you very much.” 

We decided in favor of the Suzuki, and quickly clinched the deal. Marjie 

was thrilled, saying, “This is the car I want to drive when you‟re not using it.”  

Nucleus was also pleased. “I like the precise way it handles. It ‟s versatile, 

economical, compact, and very sporty.”  

“It can take us on some of those jeep trails in the mountains that I 

couldn‟t drive on before. The seats recline to make a bed if Marjie wants to 

take naps on our long trips.”  

“She was very disappointed when  she thought you weren‟t going to buy 

it, and then she was very excited when you did. I won‟t disturb your evening‟s 

entertainment.”  

Before bedtime I went outside to view the stars and saw an unusually red 

star in Orion which made small movements. Simultaneously, a blue “meteor” 

shot across the sky from west to east. I doubted that it actually was a meteor.  
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I was about to start reading aloud when Sarah said, “Eight man has been 

teaching me anatomy by showing me how my body is maturing.”   

“How do you feel about your body now?” 

“I think it‟s pretty.”  

“I‟m glad you like it.”  

“I saw the little brown girl running across the floor and said hello to her.”  

“I saw Mi earlier today, too.” 

While I was at work the next day, Sarah decided to write a story about her 

life, and used the computer to compose and to print it. She read it to me when 

I got home.   

The Menagerie 

My name is Sarah. I have been adopted by aliens. This is my story…  

I was born in a compound. I don‟t remember a lot about it. Mostly what 

my brother Joshua has told me. It was not a nice place. My parents were kept 

there because they would contribute nothing to society. They were not bums. 

They were parasites. All those contained in the compound were parasites, and 

there were a lot.  

Our food and water was available to us – it was delivered to us, but there 

was no contact with the providers. 

My parents wanted no disruption to their existence. No sounds. I 

remember. They would hurt me if I made a sound. My brother taught me how 

to make all the sounds I wanted to, but within my brain. I liked the freedom. 

We would scream and laugh and cry as loud as we wanted to and no one 

knew but us.  

A lot of other things were thought up by my brother to keep us safe from 

the parents, but I don‟t remember. 

One day one of the providers came. Actually came into the compound and 

took by brother and me away. We went up into the air and into the sky. I 

wasn‟t afraid because everyone was making noises! And I liked that a lot. A 

provider introduced itself as Mother and was very n ice. This provider stayed 

with us until we arrived at our destination. Another compound, I thought, but 

it was different. It was full of noise and lights and movement and especially 

freedom. 

I met a man there who was very tall. He was very broad. He spoke with a 

booming voice which startled me at first but he was also very kind.  

He was supposed to get to know Joshua and me and help us adjust to a 

new life. I was very wary o f him. I didn‟t know how to trust anyone except  

Joshua. You see, Joshua had saved my skin and my life many times while we 
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were living in the compound. Joshua talked to a lot of the providers and told 

me it was sa fe. He told me there was no Darkness here. I was still afraid. 

The tall man finally sat us down and told us that we would be going to 

live with new parents. We would be able to pick the parental names that we 

wanted. I didn‟t understand this at all. I didn‟t believe anything he said. I 

knew what parents were like. He said this would be different. I still didn ‟t 

believe anything he said.  

Not long after, we were taken to a very clean room, with a lot of clean 

objects in it. There were clear, oblong boxes and we were told to climb into 

them and rest. We did. What I didn‟t understand at the time was these boxes 

would contain our physical forms and our consciousnesses would travel to 

these new parents waiting for us. I also learned that my new “mother” was a 

person who had the gifts of the mind and could clearly channel our 

personalities. 

I remember opening my ears to “sound.” It  was coming from a humanoid 

male. I remembered we were supposed to name this new set of parents so I 

named him Sound. 

I felt very sa fe and something or someone rocking me gently back and 

forth and decided this was the other parent. I named this humanoid female 

Touch. Joshua liked Sound and Touch a lot. He talked to them all the time 

and finally convinced me that we were sa fe and I could try to interact with  

them. I was very cautious for a  long, long time. 

I remember the tall man would come and talk to Sound and Touch about 

us. Sound would tell him that we were reacting normally and that we were 

making progress. No, he said, they should not be taken back. He said we 

needed more time to adjust.  

Today, I love Joshua very much. I don‟t see him very often because he is 

busy with his horticultural workings. He likes it a lot.  

I love Sound and Touch very much too. They are my mom and dad. They 

are my parents as far as I am concerned. They have nurtured me, taught me, 

listened to me, allowed me to make mistakes, and watched me grow. Someday 

I would like to be like the Mother I met so long ago. But first, I have to 

experience new and exciting events and I have to study.  

When I was younger, I thought I would be afraid of aliens. Now I‟ve 

learned that there are good and bad people everywhere.  

I am also learning that Earth is not such a bad place to live. 

Love, Sarah. 

The End. 
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