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                                                                          Introduction 

 

We all feel like things are changing rapidly these days, perhaps faster than we can keep up. With all the 
new quantum fields of science and the breakthroughs in technology- we know, we feel it, we are on the 
cusp of a major shift in humanity’s evolution. There is a shift in pace recently to disclose these truths. 
More importantly, there is a shift in our awareness and ability to be able to accept these truths. It is 
indeed a very exciting time to be alive. 

At first, it will surely seem like a tough new reality we are facing-one that shifts the solid ground we have 
come to depend on. There is an internal struggle going on as to whether we will be better off knowing 
these truths. Personally though, as tough as it may be to accept, I would rather have my eyes wide open, 
looking at a tough reality then to live life after life  with this veil pulled over my eyes-not being able to 
know or participate in my reality. Especially if your one of the ones who has awareness and some 
memory of being an active participant in that hard truth. Sometimes things have to get worse before 
they can get better. 

Many people have bits of the puzzle that is currently unfolding. Some knowingly hold these pieces and 
others blindly hold these pieces. We are kept so segregated and compartmentalized that we never come 
together to compare notes and try to get a clearer view of the big picture. That is a shame, because in 
the end we are all searching for the same truths.  

I don’t claim to have all the answers, trust me, no one does. I have managed to get a bit of a better 
perspective on things than most though. Our current level of consciousness wouldn't allow for us to 
grasp it all anyways.  This is a very personalized experience (more so than you can possibly 
comprehend).  My truths may not be your truths in the end. We are all here on personalized missions 
and different levels of spiritual evolution. 

My mission has been to gain a better understanding of what that big picture is and to deliver a coherent 
version of it to everyone, for the benefit of all. Allow me to lend you my existence and perspective to 
shed some light on these matters. Here is my truth. Take from it what you will.  
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Chapter One 

Where It All Started 

 

Where should I begin? The more I learn, the more I feel like all the events of my life are somehow tied to 
this or was a buildup to this, so I guess in order to be thorough I should start from the beginning. I was 
born in April of 1974. My parents were very young. My mom was 16 and my dad was 21 when she 
became pregnant with me. I only found out when I was a teenager by doing the Math myself, that yes, 
my parents did have a shotgun wedding thanks to me. They went on to have my two younger brothers, 
we are all about two years apart in age.   

Although I don’t know if they have any bearing on these matters, a few things I feel worth mentioning 
about my early childhood years: 

 I also found out when I was a teenager that I was not breathing when I was born. The doctors put me on 
oxygen right away, but they made a mistake and fed me 100% pure oxygen for a time before the 
mistake was realized. My mom said the doctor told her that it would go one of two ways: that I would 
be very advanced or that I would be mentally retarded and that she would know which it was very early 
on. My mom said I rolled over on my own within the first couple of days.  As nervous as she had been to 
hear the doctor say that, she knew from early on that I was going to be advanced.  

I guess she was right. School was always a breeze for me. By 2nd grade I had had some of my writing 
published in a magazine or newspaper after winning some writing contest. The school approached my 
parents when I was in the second grade and talked to them about having me skip the third grade and go 
straight to fourth grade. They said I was just not challenged enough. My parents decided not to move 
me up a grade and my childhood went on fairly uneventful. 

I have three very vivid memories of my early years (before age 5) that have never left me. Although I can 
remember other things vaguely from these early years, these three things are as fresh and clear and 
detailed as if they happened yesterday. 

The first is the monster in my room that I feared at night. I saw this monster come out of my closet a few 
times and from under my bed. As much as I try to remember who or what this monster was or what it 
looked like, its’ face always eludes me. I can’t put my finger on it, but I know the feeling of fear and 
dread that it caused in me. We only lived in that house the first few years of my life. Once we moved to 
a new home, I never saw or got the eerie feeling of that monster again. Was it just a kid’s imagination of 
a boogie monster? Was it a person sneaking into my room who was molesting me? I was three years old 
or less, those details are very fuzzy, but I can still see the room clearly, the bright pink color of the walls, 
the white dresser with gold knobs,  covered in my toys, and the dark closet door that I never wanted to 
go near after dark…   
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The second early memory to stay with me was also from when we lived in that house. There was an old 
lady that lived across the street from us. Her backyard was like a magical playground. Not only were 
there a ton of different colored flowers and statues and outdoor decorative things, but she had this in-
ground pool which she had turned into a pond for these big turtles she had. I remember spending a lot 
of time in her backyard and thinking her pool pond was the most magical thing I had ever seen. I don’t 
know if this woman used to babysit me or why it is that I spent so much time at her house when I was 
that young. Later in life without consciously realizing the connection I ended up with a couple of turtles 
as pets myself. I’m not sure that this memory has any bearing on these matters, but for some reason I 
attach a lot of significance to the experiences in this woman’s backyard. I feel deep down that this 
woman or the experiences at her home shaped me or contributed to who I became in some big way.   

The last vivid early childhood memory is a bit more strange. It wasn’t until I was 12 or 13 that I 
approached my mom one day and told her about these pictures I had had in my head my whole life that 
would not go away and made no sense. She asked me to tell her about them. I told her that I can see a 
blond haired woman who has short cropped hair. She is wearing a navy blue dress with white polka dots 
and a pearl necklace. She is sleeping on a bed of white silk, but something is wrong, something doesn’t 
feel right, she doesn’t look right… I look up at my mom and can instantly tell something is wrong. She is 
horrified.  

She says in a shocked and shaky voice ” I don’t know how you could know that, we took you to your 
Great Aunt’s funeral against my better judgement because we couldn’t find a sitter. You were only two 
or three years old. You were with me the whole time, and I didn’t take you up to the casket, and  made 
sure you were facing the other way when your dad went up to pay his respects. There is no way that you 
saw her in her casket, let alone to that kind of detail. How could you know that?” I can’t explain it either, 
but I am seeing this woman close up, a foot away, looking right at her face and upper chest. That image 
is burned into my psyche forever and still pops up out of nowhere from time to time.   Perhaps my 
unintended first vision of death was just that jarring that it will never leave me but my gut feeling is that 
there is some meaning or something else with this. 

So other than a few vivid memories that I can’t seem to shake and the feeling that they carry some 
significance to something…my early childhood was pretty normal I guess. I don’t think many people 
remember experiences so vividly from such a young age, or that those memories stay so razor focused 
for life as they have with me, but then again who knows? I can only speak for myself. 

It was during the period of my life from the age of 14 to 28 that I experienced the most High 
Strangeness. This same time frame was also turbulent in many other normal but difficult ways  that 
everyone goes through like puberty, first loves, death of a loved one, etc.  The culmination of so many 
intense experiences during this time was nothing short of remarkable that I survived it. Thankfully it 
seemed to taper off after my twenties, both the High Strangeness Incidents and the normal life stuff.  I 
would not have survived much longer at that pace. These things had taken such a toll on me and were 
happening so frequently that I was coming undone. Both my family and I began to question my mental 
well being. I had a breakdown of sorts that landed me in the ER having to be tranquilized. I was a mess 
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over this shit and couldn’t even tell anybody the half of it as they would surely lock me up as certifiably 
insane. 

Wow! I look back now from over the hump and remember just how insane that time was. I am strangely 
proud of myself for actually physically surviving it at all. I think not everyone would have…But I am 
getting way ahead of myself as this is where my story really just begins…     

Around the time of puberty (more specifically menses at age 14) things started getting really weird. The 
next  15 years of my life is hard to put into words. There is so much that happened, and each experience 
is part of the puzzle, but there is not enough time to document every single high-strangeness event. 

 I would have these vague memories (or were they dreams?), like flashbacks, but flashbacks to events I 
had no conscious knowledge of and seemed so crazy, there was no way this could all be real, but 
something inside me knew that it was. 

November of 1989, I was 15 years old and the Berlin Wall was set to come down in Germany. It was 
supposed to be the biggest party on the planet. Pink Floyd was going to perform a concert and laser light 
show. I just had to go. I begged my parents for weeks to let me go, they thought I was crazy. I even 
offered one of them to come with me as a last ditch effort-no go. They said I would just have to watch it 
on t.v. like everyone else.  The date arrived and I was glued to our t.v.  As the festivities began, my mom 
walked into the living room and said something to the effect of  “see, you can see the whole thing right 
here from the safety of our home…” her trite tone of voice triggered something in me, I felt this electric 
shock go through my body, and I said to her before I even realized what was coming out of my mouth 
“…I knew I shouldn’t have picked you guys, I knew you would never understand” and at the moment 
those words left my mouth I had this flashback of walking down this very bright lit corridor with 
someone and there were these raised platforms on either side of us. The platforms were about a foot or 
two off the ground and there were what looked like real people (but I later came to realize they were 
holograms so life-like you could not distinguish them from real life). 

They were couples, a man and a woman. Some of them were sitting at their dinner tables talking and 
laughing, some of them were standing next to a door or counter and were arguing, some of them were 
embracing and crying, and some of them were in a bed or on a couch having sex. It was the strangest 
thing, because as we walked down this brightly lit corridor I was told to choose wisely as this choice 
would play a huge role in the experience I would have. As we passed each couple, I could feel an energy 
signature of the couple. Each couple had a unique energy signature. About 3/4th of the way down this 
corridor we come to this couple whose energy signature was off the charts, they were very young, they 
are having sex, but it is more than that. It felt like they had just had a fight, the woman was crying or had 
recently been crying, but then at the same time they were having such passionate sex…the energy 
signature was unique and intense…is the best way I can describe it. I stopped on the spot and said” I 
choose them”. The being said “that is a bold choice but may cause you some difficulties”. I stood by my 
choice and refused to even finish walking the corridor. I wouldn’t even look at the other options. That’s 
how sure I was… 
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All of a sudden I realized that it felt like space and time had just been pulled into a vacuum and then  the 
sounds of my living room  came back at full volume and I was standing there looking at my mother who 
was looking at me like ”what are you talking about? Choose us for what?” I was so overwhelmed and 
disoriented, I started crying and ran up to my room. My mom thought I had run off crying upset because 
they had not let me fly to Germany at 15 years old, but really I was scared and confused and not at all 
sure what had just happened to me, but it shook me to the core. 

Although I had the strange flashbacks or dreams occasionally that I couldn’t place, this was the first of 
the high strangeness events that happened in waking hours, that others witnessed, that I knew could 
not be written off as just a dream or something I saw on t.v. This was also the first of a lifetime of these 
little shocks that I would get sometimes when these things happened.  

 Something was going on here. It was around this time that I started looking for answers. I first turned to 
religion. I was not brought up in a religious household, and had never been to church except for 
weddings. I once asked my mom why they had never gone to church or taken us to church? She said 
that religion was a deeply personal thing that she would not want forced on us. She said when we were 
old enough, we could seek out religion for ourselves if we wanted.  It seemed like as good a place as any 
to start… 

So here I was this 15 or 16 year old typical teen on the one hand living life just as every other teen I 
guess, but from that moment on, there was this whole other secret side of my life that I knew I could 
not speak about to anyone. My day to day life was my exterior journey, but I was now choosing to 
embark on an interior journey as well.  

I had always been a huge reader. I read every night before bed. I couldn’t sleep unless I had read at least 
a few pages. Sometimes a book would grab me and I would be up all night or spend the next day 
finishing the book. I was reading fantasy and typical teen literature, but suddenly my interest was in 
researching all the major religions of the world. What were their similarities and differences? Where 
was their source material from? Most of the major religions I found very hard to relate to. First of all, 
they all seem to come from an individual man who claims to have been touched by GOD and given 
information. What made that man so special? Why him? How does he know it was really GOD and not 
something else?  If GOD wanted us all to know these things, he could just make it so. Then there is the 
fact that they claim these fantastic magical events occurred that seem to defy what we know as 
possible. These stories are passed down over thousands of years which brings to mind the childhood 
game of telephone where you whisper the message to the next person and what you end up with is not 
at all what you started with…then I am finding material that suggests these writings were selectively 
chosen and some were not included…started feeling to me like I was going to find more non truths than 
anything else… 

My mother was a collector of antiques and even had an antique shop for a while. She had boxes of old 
books all the time, as did both of my grandmas. They would let me pick from their books and borrow 
whatever I wanted. It was in one of these boxes that I found some old books on Buddhism.  
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I had always been drawn to the Japanese culture. Growing up if I saw an image or something on t.v., it 
always spoke to me, felt comfortable to me. I was fascinated with everything Japanese and had no idea 
why. When I found the books on Buddhism, it all made sense then. I knew this was my calling. I was 
meant to live my life in Japan. I found the first solid ground of my entire life in the teachings of those 
books. It is the only major religion in my opinion that was not trying to tell me what to believe, to tell me 
the answers. Buddhism says let me teach you how to find those answers for yourself, and that’s exactly 
what it did. 

The other major thing with me and Buddhism, is that I developed these three knots on my head near my 
temple when I was around 14. The doctor said they were just calcium deposits, that many people get 
them. The doctor said I should have it checked every so often to make sure they were only growing 
outward from my skull, not inward which could put pressure on the brain. They never hurt, they were 
hard as a rock, just three pebble size knots on my temple. I found in the Buddhism books information 
about Bodhisattvas. A bodhisattva is one who has completed their enlightenment but defers entry to 
Nirvana (heaven ) and chooses to keep coming back over and over in order to help others reach it as 
well. One of the key physical traits of a bodhisattva is three knots on the head. As my eyes passed over 
the words, once again I have that electric shock feeling and slowly raise my hand to the bumps on my 
head. I knew at that moment I had gotten my first answer. It lit a fire in me. Of course, with every 
answer it also reveals 20 new questions. Who was it that said “the smartest man is he who realizes he 
knows nothing.”?   I knew in my soul that it was my destiny to seek these truths and bring them to light. 
So here I am this typical teenage girl living a typical teenage life but who is also privately learning ancient 
meditation techniques, chanting, and breathing exercises. I told everyone from about that time on that I 
was going to go live in Japan after college.  

While researching colleges, I came across the program “Semester at Sea”. It was hosted by a different 
university each year. It was a ship that had been turned into a floating university. They chose 500 college 
students from around the world, put them on a ship where they took classes while sailing around the 
planet stopping at 10 different countries for a few days to a week. I decided right then, I was going to 
participate in this program. I was accepted into my first choice of colleges, and was thrilled to move out 
of state and have the freedoms to follow my own path. It was as if my life was finally beginning. I think 
of the strength, energy, and sheer determination I had back then. It felt so good to be able to create my 
future in the physical real world in a way that supports this interior journey as well. It was nice to have 
those two lives I had kept separate merge into one concrete life plan that encompasses both.  

The plan was to learn all I could about Japan, anything and everything. I took intensive language courses 
of reading, writing, and speaking. I took supplemental conversation courses. I think I took every course 
they offered on Japan, from religion to language to culture and economics. I had a Japanese roommate 
one year, joined extracurricular groups and events…anything and everything. I would do the “Semester 
at Sea” program my junior year, finish college, and move to Japan. I somehow knew the answers I 
sought would be found there.   

My first semester went ok, but I had been seeing this guy from back home who had come up to visit and 
I found myself pregnant late October/early November. To make matters worse, my parents informed 
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me that they were going through some major financial difficulties and would no longer be able to pay 
my expensive private university tuition. I was devastated. I had failed right out of the gate. How could I 
let this happen? My life would be ruined, this child’s life would be ruined being born to an unwed 
college dropout. I was told at the clinic that I would need to make a decision in the next 60 days how I 
wanted to handle the pregnancy…abortion, adoption, or ruin both our lives? Between my parents 
bombshell that I would not be returning to college and now this…how did my life go from being lined up 
perfectly to being over in less than 90 days? 

I finished that first semester by putting everything out of my mind and pretending it didn’t exist so that I 
could keep it together long enough to finish my courses. I moved back home on Christmas break and  
cried myself to sleep every night having no idea what to do. I didn’t feel like I could live with any of the 
options. By Christmas Eve, I knew I was running out of time. I was two months pregnant and would have 
to tell my parents and face this. I remember laying there sobbing quietly into my pillow. I started 
thinking about Christmas, that it was GOD’s son’s birthday. I was praying for the first time in my life. I 
begged him to please take this back and give me a second chance. I was starting to drift off to sleep still 
crying and praying when I remember a very bright light shining in my front bedroom window. What 
could be that bright? shining in a second story window? What about the tree? Why is there no shadow 
from its branches like usual?..... 

The next thing I know I sit straight up in my bed and take this huge deep breath, like I had been holding 
my breath or something. Then I am hit with this pain I had never experienced before. Being older and 
having had many miscarriages as well as one child, I now know this pain was contractions, but at 19 
years old and never having been pregnant, I did not know what was happening to me. I get out of my 
bed and am about to go get my mom and come clean with her, I need help, something is wrong. As I am 
doubled over in pain trying to make it across the room I hear my parents downstairs wrapping Christmas 
presents and laughing, that’s right, it’s Christmas Eve. I stop at the end of my bed and am hit with the 
most intense pain yet. Wetness gushes out all over my pajama pants. I think I have peed my pants till I 
look down and see all the blood. It’s running down my leg, dripping onto my pastel carpet. I grab a pile 
of dirty clothes from the floor and fall to my knees. I want to scream, but I am so scared and paralyzed 
with pain I can’t move. I just lay there on my knees, doubled over, bleeding heavily for what seemed like 
hours. I heard my parents finish up and go to bed. After a while the bleeding and the pain eased a little. I 
cleaned myself up as best as I could. Put a pad on, hid the pajamas, underwear, dirty clothes I bled all 
over, put something over the stain on the carpet and crawled into my bed. I laid there in a ball shaking 
till I fell asleep or passed out. The next thing I know, my parents are waking me up to open Christmas 
presents. I faked my way through it, took some medicine and went back to bed. I knew I was no longer 
pregnant and felt that GOD had not only heard my prayer, but granted it. He had taken it back and given 
me that second chance. I felt blessed and promised him I would not waste this gift he had given me. 

My mom had contacted the admissions office at my college and explained the situation to them, long 
story short, I was back in my private university the next academic year on scholarships and financial aid. 
I worked 3 part time jobs one year while going to college full time with difficult schedules. I did whatever 
it took to make my dreams come true. I never forgot how easily one mistake can derail your entire life. 
Focused and disciplined would be an understatement, I was on a mission. 
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The fall semester of 1994 was the other infamous episode that forever is burned into my psyche. It was 
finals week. My roommate and I were cramming for our finals. I had my big Japanese Language Final at 8 
am the next morning. I would not be advanced to the next level of the course if I didn't score high 
enough on this final. I would be forced to repeat this class again next semester. I had been struggling 
this semester and my grade was low enough that I had to do well on this final. I didn't think I would do 
well. I studied day and night, but I just couldn't pound it all into my memory quick enough. The night 
before the exam I was freaking out. I was taking caffeine pills and drinking coffee, had no plans of 
sleeping.I needed every minute up to the test.  My roommate had a few friends over and they were 
partying downstairs in the living room. I had headphones on and was listening to music as I studied to 
block out the noise from downstairs. It was late, probably 2 or 3 in the morning. I had smoked all my 
cigarrettes but one. I had to save that last one for in the morning. Tomorrow was not the day to start 
without a cigarette, so I would just have to go the rest of the night without. I would have my one 
cigarette on the way to my exam and go get a pack after the test. I was wearing my favorite old pajamas 
that I had since I was 12. A few more hours to cram before the test... 

I have no memory of how this happened or any feeling at the time. One minute I am sitting on the end 
of my bed studying and the next moment I am floating, hovering up in the corner of my bedroom. I am 
looking at my body sitting on the end of the bed motionless. I will my body to look up and look into my 
own eyes. I don't think I will ever be able to put into words what that did to me. How can I prove that 
this is real and not a dream? The cigarette. I will my body to smoke the cigarette, the last one I was 
saving before my test, but then I think that still wont convince me because I could have woken up half 
asleep and smoked it without conciously realizing I needed to save that. Then I had a plan, smoke it half 
way. Put the cigarette out at half way and if you wake up and have a whole cigarette or no cigarette, you 
will know this is just crazy, but if you wake up to half a cigarette you will know this really happened. I 
watched myself smoke the cigarette. It was the strangest feeling hovering there outside of my body but 
still being able to control my body like I was in it. It was strange not needing oxygen and that whole 
involuntary thing just evaporated. I floated there and watched myself put the cigarette out at half way 
and then thought ok, what now? How do I get back into my body? The next memory I have is of being in 
a dark place and a being that I can't see or feel but just hear telepathically says to me "yours is going to 
be a difficult one" and I reply "even the worst life is better than no life"   and with that I turn and swim 
back in the direction I came from... 

I had the alarm set for 7:03am to make it to my 8am test, but I never turned the alarm on because I 
never went to bed. None the less, I woke up at 7:03am completely naked. I had no thoughts in my head 
what so ever. I woke up refreshed, energized and ready to take my test. I showered, dressed, went to 
my test and somehow aced it. As much as I had been struggling in that course, I knew without a doubt I 
had scored an A on the test. I just knew the answers. I don't know how, I didn't know them yesterday, 
but this morning, when I needed them, they were there. I was having a great day, I was on top of the 
world. I stopped and  got a pack of cigarettes and headed home for lunch. When I got home, my 
roommate was upstairs in her room,she asked how the test went, I said great and went into my room. I 
was going to sit on the bed and have a cigarette when I noticed my nightgown laying bunched up on the 
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floor next to the bed. Just as my roommate came to my doorway to gab, I picked up the nightgown to 
throw in the dirty clothes. 

When I grabbed the nightgown, I got an electric shock and suddenly remembered every detail of what 
had happened the night before, the out of body experience, them letting me come back, I immediately 
thought of the cigarette and turned to look at my ash tray sitting by the bed- there was the half smoked 
cigarette in the exact position I watched myself put it in. That's when the bottom dropped out from 
under me. Everything started spinning, the back of my head got very fuzzy and I felt like I was gonna 
pass out. I slid down onto my bed and tried to get ahold of myself. 

My roommate was speaking when I grabbed the nightgown off the floor, and she would later say that 
she watched the color drain from my face, and a blank stare come over my eyes, that I went completely 
white and she thought I was going to pass out or die. The next time I looked at her face she was crying 
and looked very scared and said I needed to go talk to someone,that I was scaring her. I didn't go and 
talk to anyone, but I did become interested and started researching out of body experiences. 

In the fall of the next year, 1995 I boarded the ship with a few hundred dollars cash, about 15 credit 
cards and began the “Semester at Sea” program. I knew I would be putting myself in a financial hole 
over this, but it was a once in a lifetime experience that I was not about to miss out on. Japan was our 
first stop! 

 

Chapter 2 

The Most Extraordinary Event of My Life 

 

Through this program students could choose how they wanted to spend their time in any particular 
country. The ship had organized trips you could purchase. They were expensive, but got you access to 
much more significant places. You could contact a local travel agent or tourist service, or you could just 
do independent travel and go off on your own. Japan was the only country that  I paid for these 
expensive trips through the ship. It was amazing and well worth it. Tea ceremony  with Geisha’s and 
traditional dinner at one of the finest hotels in Japan, Kabuki theatre, the works. Then there was the 
Comparative Buddhist Temples tour where we traveled all over the area visiting different temples. It 
was the last day of this tour that the most extraordinary event of my life occurred… 

I have mentioned this electric shock feeling that I sometimes get when these strange events happen. I 
have had about a dozen of these electric shock moments. While each one is an important piece of the 
puzzle, I have ranked these electric shock events in order by level of high strangeness and significance to 
me personally, and what I am about to share with you  is the number 1 such event of my life…I have 
never spoken a single word about this till now. 
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We had visited 4 or 5 temples on the first day, and were at the first temple of the second day. There 
were 5 or 6 temples we had planned to visit that day. However, while at that first temple, our tour guide 
somehow had connections and got our group permission to attend a very important Buddhist ceremony 
in another village pretty far away. We boarded our buses and left immediately for this rare honor we 
had been invited to. On the long hot miserable bus ride there, we were told about this ceremony we 
were headed to. They told us it was a ritual by a special group of Buddhist monks that are never seen by 
the public except during this ceremony. I can’t remember how often the ceremony was held, but it 
seemed like once a year. It was at a Buddhist monastery  in a small rural village. Only so many people 
were allowed to attend, but they had made an exception for our group. We were told this was a great 
honor and that we needed to be on our best behavior. I was excited, but some of the students were not 
happy that they had paid so much money and now the last day of the trip was cancelled to spend hours 
on this bus to go see some little village ceremony. I don’t know how they felt afterwards, but I sure got 
my money’s worth and then some… 

After a few hours we arrive at this town that is extremely different from anything else we had seen in 
Japan. All the buildings were very modest and all made of the same material. They were all the same 
white stucco like walls and natural wood roofs. It looked like the whole village was connected by these 
covered walkways with the same wood roofs. There were pavilion areas, whole rooms with roofs but no 
walls or just one wall. Everything was this white stucco or natural wood. There wasn’t much color or 
decoration which the Japanese culture is famous for. The roads are just dirt. It seemed like a middle to 
lower class village. The people were very plain as well compared to the style and traditions we had seen 
everywhere else. As we are walking towards this village, we notice that there is this whole segment of 
the population from kids to elderly that seem like peasants. They are lined up along the street and along 
the outside of the temple, but I got the feeling they were not permitted to enter. If the other people of 
this village looked plain by Japanese standards, these people made them look like wealthy elites. They 
were wearing dirty tattered torn clothes. They had dirt on their hands and faces. They looked like they 
had just been brought in from working he fields to stand outside this temple for this ceremony. The 
other villagers never acknowledged them or spoke to them, it was like they were invisible. After walking 
down the dirt road lined with these peasants who are looking at us with such awe, we are let in the gate 
to the temple.   

We enter into one of these pavilion type rooms. It has two open sides and two wooden walls. The shape 
of the roof is most ornate thing about this temple. It seemed to be designed for acoustics, all wood, you 
could tell from the shape. To our right, there is a large, fairly plain statue of Buddha in front of the 
enclosed wood wall. People have placed burning incense in these holders set up around the statue, and 
some have placed flower necklaces around the statues neck. There are wood beams all over holding the 
roof of this pavilion up. Behind us, one of the open walls leads into an open courtyard area with grass 
and trees. Again, no color, nothing fancy. As I look into the courtyard, I see some of those peasant type 
people lined with their backs against the wall. They were mostly elderly.  Everyone else is inside this 
pavilion room. There is a crowd of 200 or 300 people. We had arrived just in time and so were at the 
back of this crowd. I would say the crowd was 25 to 30 people deep and stretched the whole length of 
this pavilion room. To the left was the entrance we had come in through from the street.  
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Being very short, I couldn’t see a thing in front of me but the backs of peoples’ heads. Every now and 
then someone would move the right way and I would catch a quick glimpse of what was in front of us. I 
saw a set up that was organized the way a red carpet event would be- except minus the glamour. There 
was a carpeted entrance from a hallway leading from the wall that the Buddha statue was on. I can’t 
remember the color, it may have been red. There was simple rope tied to plain wooden stands that 
separated the crowd from the ceremony area. The entrance carpet ran to the middle of the room where 
there was a much more decorated huge rug on the floor and a large tent made out of what looked like 
burlap sack material but darker. The entrance flaps were closed. We stood around for a while waiting, 
and finally a few monks in very ornate gold and red robes wearing flower necklaces entered and the 
crowd quieted. They walked over to one side of the tent and picked up some musical instruments and 
started playing a very traditional sounding song, nothing Buddhist or monastic, just a pretty song. When 
they finished that song, a gong was hit and they started playing another song, this one felt a bit more 
religious, but still just a song. As they are playing this second song, all these monks dressed in the fancy 
red and gold robes with these colorful flower necklaces start filing in, and they don’t stop coming, two in 
a row, they just keep coming and coming, there had to have been over a hundred of them! I lost count. 
They filed in and took their spots forming a horseshoe around this tent in the center of the room. The 
first thing that struck me was that these monks looked too fancy to belong to this monastery and there 
were too many of them, the monastery didn’t seem big enough for this many monks. I was confused, 
but then the song ended, the gong was struck again, the monks with the instruments put their 
instruments away and went and took their places among the others. There was a brief silence and you 
could hear the crowd shifting around. 

All of a sudden I thought I heard a strange background noise. I couldn’t place it because of all the 
shuffling, but I was trying to listen for it. There it is again, what is that? Where is it coming from? Then I 
hear a second noise layered on top of the first. It is different than the first but somehow combines with 
the first sound to create 3 sounds at once, each sound individually and the combined sound. Is that an 
instrument? I have never heard a sound like that before. Then another layer joins in and now it is loud 
enough that you know these sounds are coming from a small number of these monks spread out in the 
group of many. Every 30 seconds or minute or so, another layer would chime in and soon the entire 
building is vibrating with what has become the most elaborate, powerful chanting I have ever 
experienced in my life. You almost don’t believe it is real, how can humans create this? It is more than 
just a sound or a vibration. You can feel the acoustic design of the roof. You can feel the sounds 
bouncing off at just the right places to combine into something that is just indescribable. I felt a change 
in myself, the vibration was so loud you could not even think straight, it just snatched you up and 
started tuning you like a tuning fork. I could feel it working, I could feel my body’s frequency or vibration 
tuning into and aligning with this vibration. At first I embraced it, thinking wow this is amazing, relax, 
and let it carry you up and away, but the layers just kept coming and every time they introduced a new 
layer, it kicked things up a notch in the areas of vibration and energy. They just kept adding layer after 
layer, it was getting too intense to be honest with you, I became frightened and wanted it to stop. I was 
just about to turn and walk towards the open court yard behind me when they just stopped. They didn’t 
taper back down slowly, they went from this unbelievable intensity to silence and you could hear people 
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gasping. I knew then I was not the only one that had been moved by what had just happened. You could 
feel the energy in the room, you could almost see it.  

As I am standing there trying to pull myself together, they hit the gong again, some words are spoken, 
and then these little old monks in burlap sack looking robes start filing in. There is only about 8 of them, 
but they were so old it took them forever to walk the carpet to the rug in the center of the room. I could 
tell instantly these were the monks of this monastery, all these other monks must be like the choir or 
something, just brought in for this event. They are filing in by rows of two just like the others, but the 
first two are carrying a lantern in one hand and huge burning incense sticks in the other. They finally 
make it to the center rug and some ceremony ensues where each one is blessed with the incense, given 
a flower necklace and then disappears into the burlap tent. The flaps are still shut, you can see nothing 
in the tent. The last one is blessed and goes in the tent. There is a couple minutes of the crowd shuffling, 
then I hear the background noise again and I know what is coming again. Do I stay or turn around and 
walk out now?   Can I handle it again? Towards the end, I was having trouble breathing and felt light 
headed like I may pass out. Do I want to risk that? 

As much as my head was saying walk away now, it is too intense, I couldn’t make myself do it. I was 
drawn to it, like a spell or something. Then things really got weird. As the first couple of layers were 
introduced, I once again felt that shift in frequency or vibration within my body but then the strangest 
sense came over me and I knew that the answers I had always known I would spend a lifetime in Japan 
searching for- were right in this very room at this very moment. I somehow knew this beyond a doubt 
and was frantically scanning the room trying to figure out what is it? Where is it? I was starting to panic 
because I felt more and more that this answer I needed was in that burlap tent that no one was allowed 
in. I was panicked because I somehow knew that once this chant ended, so would my higher frequency 
and any chance of finding it was lost forever. I became convinced that whatever those old monks were 
doing in that tent was what I was looking for. There was only one way for me to get in there…but I was 
forbidden from doing that anymore…wait, what? 

I suddenly had that electric shock feeling and a flashback. I recognized this flashback though, it was my 
great aunts funeral when I was two or three years old. I see myself being held on my mother’s hip. I 
keep trying to turn my head to look at this wooden box at the back of the room. I know that is what 
everyone is focused on. I can feel this strange energy of sadness and confusion and fear and that just 
makes me want to know what is in that box even more. I instinctively know that it is so important for me 
to see this that I have to find a way. I try the usual fussing and wriggling, trying to get her to put me 
down, but she wont. She is intentionally keeping this from me. She keeps turning me the other way so I 
can’t see the box and I am getting very angry. The next vision I have is that infamous image that has 
remained in my head all these years. I am floating about a foot above the box and looking at this woman 
inside. She is sleeping on white silk, but something is not right, she don’t feel right, what is this? 

 I am hovering there so intent and studying this woman trying to figure out what I am missing here that I 
don’t even notice a gentle woman float right up beside me. It’s not till she says “What are you doing? 
Why have you left your body?” that I even notice her.  I tell her telepathically that I knew how important 
whatever was in this box was for me to know, and that woman would not bring me over to see it, so I 
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just came out to see it on my own”. I can see and feel her amusement at my child like wonder and 
innocence about the whole thing. She says to me “you can’t do that in this experience, you must stay in 
your body always.”  I am horrified, it is like being told that you are going to be taped up in this dark box 
with two holes for eyes and have to spend your whole life in that box. I respond by saying “Why? If I’m 
able to do it and it helps me win the game, why shouldn’t I use it?” At this statement she realizes that 
the soul inside this innocent child body is not so innocent and knows a few things…her energy and 
demeanor instantly change. I can feel that she is irritated and losing patience with me. She says in a not 
so gentle voice” you agreed to abide by the rules of the game, not just the central rules but the rules of 
each level. Each level has different consciousness, different abilities, different limitations, and different 
rules specific to that level. You must not leave your body throughout this entire experience. The next 
time you do this, it will be your body in that box and this experience will be over for you. Do you 
understand?” I really didn’t, but I knew she was done with me and considering taking me back with her 
right then and there. I knew I didn’t want that, so I said “yes.” The next thing I know I am lifting my head 
off my mom’s shoulder where I was apparently asleep in her arm the whole time… I start crying, I am 
scared, I don’t understand. 

This flashback occurred in the blink of an eye, and just like last time, it feels like I have been in a vacuum 
of some sort and suddenly the sound comes back to full volume and I am vibrating beyond what I feel 
safe and comfortable doing. Suddenly I realize that I cannot leave my body to go see what they are 
doing in that tent. I am done panicking and realize that the chant will be over soon, I don’t know what 
else to do. I am going to fail at this one shot to get this answer.  

At the exact moment that I had resigned myself to the fact that this answer was going to get away from 
me, I felt a hand on my shoulder. At the exact moment the hand made contact with my shoulder I felt a 
rush of energy, it felt like wind that originated from me and swept out about 3 feet in every direction 
around me. As this energy spread around me, all the people who had been packed up against me in this 
crowd took a few steps back from me. The air got instantly cooler, I was calm, I could breath. I felt very 
stable. I turned to see who had put their hand on me, and it was one of the peasant dirty people, a little 
old man. He was wearing the same burlap sack robes as the monks in the tent, but his was dirty and 
torn. He had dirt on his face. He had this strange sparkle to his eyes, and he leaned in to whisper 
something in my ear. I bent down to meet my ear at his mouth, and he spoke some words in Japanese 
just a phrase or sentence. Even though I spoke some Japanese, I understood not a single word of what 
he said, but I knew that it didn’t matter. My subconscious had received the message and it would be 
there and accessible by me when I needed it.  As his hand broke contact with me, I once again felt that 
energy or rushing wind sensation, but this time it was coming from the 3 foot circle created around me 
and moved into the center point-me. With that rushing energy, the vacuum feeling again, but this time 
as the sound comes back to normal, all those people who had stepped away from me just took two or 
three steps back towards me where they had been before and never stopped watching the ceremony. It 
was like none of the people around me experienced this. How is this possible? Did I imagine this? As I 
look around expecting to see someone looking at me in disbelief, I realize no one saw this. I turn to look 
for the little old man and just catch a glimpse of his face before he is lost in the crowd, but here is the 
strangest part of this entire episode…when I caught that last glimpse of his face, he was smiling this 
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familiar knowing smile, where have I seen that before? Then he winked at me. In the split second that 
he winked, it was my grandma’s spirit inside that man’s body, but as his eye opened back up from the 
wink, it was the old man again, and then he disappeared into the crowd. I started feeling very 
overwhelmed and exhausted. My legs felt like jello and I was worried I would pass out. The back of my 
head felt all fuzzy. I knew I had to get out of there and get some air. As I turned to walk out the back 
open wall to the courtyard area, there was this girl from my ship who was in our group. She had been 
standing slightly behind me, and here she is frozen in this trance like state just staring at me. She leans 
in and says ”What did he say to you?” I shrugged my shoulders, pointed to the noise in the air and then 
pointed to my ear and shook my head as if to say, “I don’t know, it was too loud in here, I couldn’t hear 
him”. She gives me this look like she knows I am lying, but I can take no more at this point. I am going 
down. My body is telling me sit down now or your  gonna  fall down. I turned and made a beeline for 
one of the trees in the courtyard. I made it to the tree just as I collapsed on the ground, but it looked like 
I had thrown myself down like that on purpose. I laid down on my back in the grass and tried to bring 
myself back down to a functioning level. After we left that temple, I fell asleep on the bus and slept the 
whole way back to the ship. Here was the part I couldn’t figure out- when this occurred, my grandma 
was still alive and sitting in her home here in the Midwest. 

 I didn’t know what to think.  Usually if something of this magnitude happens you take some time to 
dwell on it, to try to remember details, but on this voyage we were on, there was no time to reflect, it 
was classwork and we will be arriving in China in 48 hours. Everyone had the mentality that this was a 
time for doing, there would be plenty of time to reflect on it all when it was over.  

So I tucked that little gem away in the secret pouch in my brain and got back to the business of being a 
global explorer. A couple of weeks after this happened I used the ships phone to call my grandma. I 
wanted to ask her about this, did she do that? How is she able to leave her body without getting in 
trouble? Or dying? However, there was a line to use that phone, it was like $7 per minute and we had 
time limits. Also, there were many other people in the room waiting for their turn to use the phone. It 
was not a private enough setting to get into that. I did drop some hints just as feelers though, I said to 
her that I wished so much that she could be here with me and her reply was “I am with you baby girl, I 
am right there with you experiencing the excitement and wonder of it all.” I told her I loved her and 
would see her soon. 

When I finally arrived back home after this adventure, the first time we laid eyes on each other she had 
that same shit eating grin on her face and the same strange sparkle in her eyes for the first few seconds 
our eyes met. . I knew that the moment I looked her in the eyes, I would know for sure if she had any 
awareness of this…and she did. My whole family was there and I could not speak to her about it, but I 
got almost a telepathic thought from her that we cannot talk about this, ever. It is just between us, we 
know it, let it go…so I did.  

While this was the most significant experience I had on this ship, there were other experiences also. 
Looking back, I think the intensity and energy of a trip like that automatically puts you into a different 
state of being. The experience of being a part of this ship created an energy that was very condusive to 
the high strangeness events…it kept you outside the normal range of energy and vibration constantly. 
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So the next incident of high strangeness to occur while on this trip happened late one night on the ship 
when I decided to head to the deck for some privacy and alone time. 

Privacy was non existent on this ship, the closest you could get to alone was in the shower, asleep, or to 
head up to one of the decks in the middle of the night to star gaze or watch the ocean waves in the 
moonlight. I would often do this, go find a little out of the way spot and be alone with my thoughts. 
There were four different decks at different levels. Usually I would head to the highest deck and gaze up 
at the stars that were so bright and vibrant out in the middle of the dark ocean, but this particular night I 
chose the lowest level deck which was about 5 feet off the waters surface. I was just leaning over the 
rail, staring off into nothing when a light caught the corner of my eye, I looked down thinking that 
someone must be shining a light out of their portal window...but then remembered the portals are 
above me, not below. I saw about 20 feet below the waters surface, lights that were rising and getting 
bigger and brighter. There was green, red, yellow lights. It got to just below the surface, and I could see 
it was a craft. Immediately I thought, ok, this is some kind of high-tech sub checking out our ship, but 
just then a telepathic message came into my head. It was a mans voice that said "you can run to the 
ends of the earth, strand yourself in the middle of the ocean...we will always be able to find you". I then 
got a feeling of dread, of fear. I turned and ran back to my cabin, climbed in my top bunk and cried 
myself to sleep. 

 What is wrong with me? Why me? I am either completely fucked in the head and need some serious 
help or I am perceiving and tapping into things I am not supposed to be aware of or the boddhisatva 
theory is right on, and I have volunteered for this and therefore are granted access to these things here 
and there as it pertains to this game I am playing... 

The last incident of high strangeness while on this trip occurred in the last country we visited-Morrocco. 
I had decided to travel with one of my friends from the ship. We were headed to this tiny little 
communal Berber village in the northern Rif Mountains the town was called Chefchouin. We had heard 
fantastic stories of this place being the major producer and exporter of hash to Spain (which was just a 
short distance from the northern tip of Morrocco.). We had seen pictures and posters in the tourism 
office on the ship, but it was such a long journey, no one was headed there as we didn't have enough 
time. We weren't gonna let that stop us. We travelled day and night by every means of transportation 
you could think of...train, bus,rickshaw, cab, hitch hike...finally after 2 or 3 days of non stop travel, we 
find ourselves in a tiny little town at the base of the Rif Mountains. 

 There is no more public transit to the town we are trying to get to up in those mountains. We talk with 
the locals and figure out that we are going to have to hire someone with a car to take us the rest of the 
way. No one wants to do it, even though we are offerring a lot of money. Our contact keeps telling us 
that there are multiple military check points along the way and that people have had problems at those 
checkpoints and no one is willing to take us. He tells us it is dangerous and we should just forget it and 
head back. We are not even going to consider that, after everything we have been through to get this 
far...no way. We tell him he has to find someone who is willing to take us, now, as we are running out of 
time. We have a deadline that we have to make it back to the ship by or it will leave without us, we 
already are not sure if we will make it back, as there is no reliable time table for transportation in this 
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area. It's not like we can say it will take the same amount of time to get back to the ship as it took us to 
get here, you just don't know, it's all up to chance, but we had gotten quite accustomed to gambling 
with chance on this trip, and we had come too far to turn back now, it just wasn't an option. 

He sees that we will not be deterred, and makes a phone call. About 20 to 30 minutes later, this man 
pulls up in a nice car. He gets out and is checking us out head to toe. He looks like he don't trust us. He 
starts arguing with our contact in Arabic, they are yelling at each other, pointing to us, pointing to the 
mountains and finally the two men approach us. 

Our contact tells us that this man wants to see our passports and other identification as those papers 
will be needed to get through the checkpoints. We oblige and produce all of our identification, as well as 
empty the contents of our backpacks and jacket pockets to prove we have no weapons and mean this 
man no harm. Our contact tells us once again that these military checkpoints could be dangerous for us 
and that this man cannot protect us and has no power if they decide to detain us. He informs us that this 
could be dangerous for our driver also to agree to take us here, and that his price has just gone up. He 
tells us that the man will require to see the entire amount we have agreed upon up front and to get half 
now and half when we get there. He says that if we are detained at any of the checkpoints, the man will 
keep the first half of the payment and we are on our own. We agree, give the driver half the payment, 
give our contact a nice tip for hooking us up and jump in the backseat to take off into the mountains 
with this stranger...ah the tenacity of youth... 

It isn't until we take off driving that we realize we have no way of communicating with this man. Neither 
of us speak a word of Arabic, and he speaks no English or Spanish. It was evening time when we took off 
and had been travelling for less than an hour when we pulled into a gas station. Through sign language 
or body gestures he lets us know that we should use the restroom and purchase food and drink. He 
gases up the car and we head back out. We drive another hour or two and playing with communication 
hit on the fact that this man and the girl I am travelling with both speak a little French, so that was the 
only basis for real communication other than body gestures. 

The sun goes down, it is dark and we are still driving. We started getting a little paranoid and wondering 
if this man was up to something evil or not. We took turns sleeping, as one of us needed to be alert at all 
times. In a while, we see lights up ahead. He slows the car and tells us this is the first checkpoint. He says 
to get our identification out, put our backpacks on the floor, to keep our hands where they can see 
them, to not speak unless we are asked a direct question and to let him do all the talking. No sudden 
movements.... 

We pull up to the guard house and gate with tall fencing and barbed wire running along the top. 6 to 8 
men with large guns pointed right at us are screaming in Arabic, they have surrounded the car and are 
shining lights in all over the vehicle. We look at each other like "Oh shit". We now realize why our 
contact had such trouble finding someone willing to take us, this is crazy. One of the armed guards walks 
up to the driver window. Our driver rolls down the window and starts speaking calmly to the man in 
Arabic. He gestures at us, gestures up ahead and then just sits there looking at the armed guard who 
seems to be considering what our driver has just told him. Next thing we know, they open the door, drag 
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him from the car as he is pleading with them and we can hear the desperation in his voice. They open 
the back door and ask for our passports. We see our driver standing off at a distance talking to a few of 
the armed guards. After a while, the tension calmed down, they brought us our passports, and a few 
minutes later our driver got back in the car without saying a word and they let us through the 
checkpoint. It wasn't until the lights were completely out of sight behind us that anyone spoke a word. 
He told us that was the first of three checkpoints, but that the next two shouldn't be so bad, as these 
guards would have let the other checkpoints know that we were searched and interrogated at the first. 
They would be expecting us at the next two checkpoints. 

The next two checkpoints were the same drill as the first, except they didn't drag our driver out of the 
car and didn't detain us as long as the first one. After clearing the third checkpoint, our driver tells us 
that he doesn't know why they are letting us through, but we have made it past all the checkpoints and 
will make it to our destination. 

It is around 1 or 2 in the morning when we arrive in Chefchouin. He asks us where we want to be 
dropped off at? We tell him we need a hotel and are interested in the hashish that this town is known 
for. At the word hashish, he smiles and knows exactly why we have come to Chefchouin. He says he 
knows just where to take us. He takes us to this hotel and a young guy walks out to greet us. Our driver 
talks with this man for a while and we get the feeling he is telling this guy all we have went through to 
make it here. The young guy walks up to us and says in broken English" aah...you want the 
hashish?...you have come to the right place...please come in...your are a special honored guest at my 
familiy's hotel. My family and I will take care of you, please come in..." 

We shake hands with our driver and bow to him. We thank him for keeping his word and delivering us 
here safely. We pay him the rest of his fee and a generous tip and say our goodbyes. We head into the 
hotel with our new host. 

As soon as we enter the hotel, there is a huge hookah sitting on the counter and the whole room is filled 
with smoke. We look at each other and smile. That driver did in fact know just where to bring us. He 
takes us upstairs to our room, and there is a golf ball sized ball of hash on each pillow! Like hotels in the 
west put mints on the pillow!  We set our bags down in the room and follow him back downstairs to a 
living room type area. There are a handful of young people drinking tea and smoking hash, playing 
guitar, singing, etc. He introduces us to everyone, and we join in the fun. Some of them are wearing the 
traditional  hooded Berber robe, others are dressed in western attire, jeans, and graphic tees. We tell 
them all the story of how and why we have come to be here in the middle of the night like this.  They 
are mesmerized. Our host makes a phone call and we can tell he is telling someone about us arriving 
here.  Our host then says to us that his best friend's family is the largest producer of hashish in this area 
and his best friend is on his way over to meet us. A few minutes later a young guy comes walking in and 
introduces himself to us.  

We hit it off with these people instantly. I trusted them. I felt safe with them. It was as if I had known 
them my whole life. We were best friends and had an extended family on the other side of the world 
within an hour or two of arriving. The friend whose family was the hashish producer dissappeared for a 
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little while, then came back around 4am. He said his family had agreed to take us to their farm and give 
us a tour of the hashish farm. He suggested we get a couple hours sleep, that we would have to head 
out soon. We barely closed our eyes and were up and ready at the crack of dawn.  

We spent the day at his family's farm. They were so good to us. His mother and grandmother went to a 
lot of trouble preparing a feast for all of us which we ate Berber Communal style, on the floor with all 
these big bowls in the center of the rug that you just stuck your dirty hand into and grabbed a handful 
and put it in your mouth. They made the most amazing mint tea from leaves they picked growing in the 
garden. They let us play with all the baby farm animals, and showed us the whole hashish making 
process. If we thought the golf ball sized hash balls on our pillows were amazing, you should have seen 
the look on or faces when we were taken to an area in a field which had something the size of a pickup 
truck covered in tarps. They removed the tarps and we were looking at a hash ball the size of a pickup 
truck! 

They took us into the fields and showed us the plants, how they were picked and laid on these screens in 
the barn to dry, then they were shaken to get the THC off the leaves, this THC powder they call kief, and 
some smoke it in that form, but then the kief is processed and made into hashish which is the really 
potent stuff. They export most of the hashish to Spain, and explained that the family would pay off the 
authorities to look the other way. It wasn't technically legal, but was accepted in this area, as hashish 
was the largest export and money maker in the area. 

After an amazing day at this farm with his family, we didn't want to leave. We wanted to spend a few 
weeks here, but had just a few days to make it all the way back to the ship. We knew we would have to 
head out in the morning to have any chance of making the ship. We still might not make it, but if we 
didn't leave first thing in the morning, there was no chance of making it...we really considered staying 
and just missing the ship, after all, it was the last country on the itinerary, it's not like we would miss 
another port, but, the reality that we would lose all our course credits for not completing the program 
was enough of a motivator to atleast try. 

So we made it back to our hotel that evening, and wanted to check out the rest of this town we had 
come so far to see. We told the guys that we wanted to walk around town a little before it got dark and 
check it out, that we would be back later. We walked all over town, through parks, through the narrow 
winding roads, into the little stores. It was so strange to see desert and palm trees, but also mountains 
and thick clouds. Everyone was in the Berber robes, and it looked like this town didn't get many visitors. 
We stood out everywhere we went. We would try to purchase things at the stores, but everyone kept 
refusing our money. They just kept giving us everything, saying it was a gift, that they were honored to 
have us visit.  

As it was starting to get dark, we entered the most famous Berber rug store in the village. We were 
ushered to sit in the corner, and several men started pulling out rugs and laying them on the floor in 
front of us. I started feeling strange. The back of my head got all fuzzy, I realized I have been here 
before, this has already happened. I remember it. As a man carrying a tray of mint tea comes out of the 
back room, he is speaking in Arabic. I start speaking in Arabic and saying what he is saying at the exact 
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time he says it. Everything starts spinning, I feel like I am about to go down, the same feeling as when I 
was running to the open courtyard at the Buddhist monastery. I jump up and run out of the store. When 
I get outside, I know I have to sit down now. I slid down along the wall and was just sitting right outside 
the door. The girl I was traveling with comes out and asks if I'm ok, what happened in there? I tell her I 
don't know, some kind of weird deja vous, I just need to sit out here and get some fresh air, that I will be 
back in a minute. She heads back in. After a few minutes I went back in, purchased the rug that was 
pulled out right at the moment that weirdness started, and we went back to the hotel. We hung out that 
night with our gracious hosts and said our goodbyes the next morning and headed for the ship. We 
made it by the skin of our teeth. We were late, but the ship hadn't left port yet. They let us on board and 
we were on our way back to the good ole U.S.A. Everyone aboard the ship was so jealous when we told 
them what we had managed to pull off in Morrocco, how luck and chance just carried us all the way 
there and set us on the doorstep of where we needed to be. It was nothing short of amazing.  

When the ship docked in New Orleans on Christmas Eve, most passengers had family there to pick them 
up. They were all too happy to get off that ship and back to their families and lives. My experience was 
the opposite of that. Not only was no one there to greet me, but I didn't want the experience to end. I 
was so sad. I was one of the last people off that ship. I remember thinking that I just don't fit in to 
regular life, I'm not like everyone else, and this lifestyle suited me better than anything else had so far. 
To just be a permanent tourist whisked off from one amazing experience to the next. Then there was 
the fact that all these incidents of high strangeness were instigated by the shift in energy and being 
removed from your norms. I didn't want to go back to my norms, I wanted to continue like this forever. I 
can honestly say this experience was the best time of my life. I have never felt more at home, 
comfortable and doing what I am supposed to be doing, then when I was on that ship. 

When this experience is over for me and they asked me what I liked best about it, hands down it is this 3 
month period of my life that is worth more than all the rest of it combined. I am forever grateful to have 
been chosen to experience that. Wow! That experience alone makes all this scary dark shit worth it. I 
can't even put into words the state of being, the feeling that your are finally working with and not 
against your destiny... 

I made it home by New Years and decided I needed to take a semester off. I needed some time to 
process all that I had just experienced. There was no way I was able to start a new semester of school  in 
two weeks. 

 

Chapter 3 

The Worst Years of My Life 

 

So the absolute best time of my life was immediately followed then by the worst time of my life. The 
next 10 years of my life was so shocking and disturbing, I find myself instinctively wanting to pass right 
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by it, not go back there, not delve into these things again. I am scared to even think about these things, 
let alone document them this way, but I have to calm myself down and remind myself that this is why I 
am writing this. I am sick of being scared. I am sick of having to turn away from all this. The time has 
come to face my fear- finally once and for all face this stuff head on, to try to make some sense of it. To 
at the very least acknowledge, process, and forgive myself. So here goes... 

It's January 1996.  I'm 21 years old and have just come off the greatest high of my life. In the two years 
since GOD granted me this second chance, I have make the most of it. I accomplished everything I said I 
would. I was back in college, I had made Semester at Sea happen, but now I found myself in my parents 
basement, broke, overwhelmed in processing all that had just happened to me, and not sure what to do 
next. 

I had planned my whole life around moving to Japan to find the answers I knew awaited me there, but 
now I found myself in the unexpected place of already having gotten that answer. I never expected to 
find it so soon, and now I know that the whole moving to Japan thing is no longer in the cards for me. Do 
I even want to go back to college? The whole reason I went to college was to be able to do Semester at 
Sea and to prepare myself to live in Japan. Semester at Sea is over and I no longer need to move to 
Japan. I mean, I can if I want to, but I know that the next piece of the puzzle is not in Japan. I am lost. 
What does a person do when they have already accomplished what they assummed would take a 
lifetime in two years? 

I sank into a deep saddness knowing that the highlight of my life was over. It would never be like that 
again. I was paralyzed with not knowing what my next move should be. I spent all my time down in my 
parents basement. I played the game Blazing the Oregon trail for hours at a time on the computer and 
slept mostly. I got all my 50 rolls of film developed and re- read my journals from the trip. I thought a lot 
about the strange things that had happened throughout my life but especially on that ship. I never 
wrote down anything in my journals about that kind of stuff, I always kept it all in my head, that seemed 
like the safest place for it all. Day after day, locked away down in that basement trying to find myself 
and figure out what was next. I just didn't know, I was lost. I felt afraid also. The last few strange 
episodes had a much darker  tone I felt than other episodes. I was afraid to go back out into the world, 
knowing something next level was going on that I was very much wrapped up in and worried what was 
to come next in that area too. So here I am back to two separate lives and narratives no longer working 
together in harmony to take me where I need to be. No longer being sure or having any direction what 
so ever what my next path should be. I just wanted to hide out in the safety of my parents basement 
and just exist for a while with my thoughts. 

One evening I was playing on the computer, my hand was on the mouse when our house was struck by 
lightning. My hand was frozen to the mouse, I couldn't pull my hand away. As the electricity felt like a 
hot burn running up my arm, the computer screen went blank, then it was an all white screen and a 
little cartoon character of a mouse ran across the screen to the middle, turned and faced me, and stood 
up on its hind legs. My reaction of shock and disbelief made the mouse laugh this horrible, hiddeous 
laugh as it threw it's head backward, then got dead serious and looked me right in the eye and said 
something to the effect (I try and try but can't remember its exact words)"Don't you get it yet? There is 
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no where you can hide from us, we can always get to you, no matter what you do, this is just wasting 
time..." Then my hand was released from the mouse right before that hot burn from the electricity 
reached my heart and I was pushed back with such a force. I was sitting in an office chair with wheels on 
a concrete floor and the chair just went flying across the floor. The force pushed me all the way across 
the basement and I slammed into the back wall and the weight rack my father had set up on that wall. I 
jumped up off of the chair, my heart was beating so fast I thought it would explode. I had this electric 
charge feeling all over my body, the hairs were all standing up on my arms. About this time my parents 
come running downstairs yelling "Are you ok?" They can see I am shaken, I try to tell them I was 
electricuted, that I was stuck  to the mouse, that my heart is racing. They look me over physically I guess 
for signs of a burn? and tell me to calm down and just breath. It blew several electronics that had been 
plugged in at the time of the strike, including our huge screen tv, just fried 'em and me. 

So, now this comfortable little safe haven I had created to gather and recharge myself was not even safe 
or comfortable for me any longer. The feeling of exposure and being vulnerable and not even being able 
to comprehend where this is all coming from, what it all means, what do they want from me? What am I 
supposed to do? Do they want to harm me or help me? I can't get a read on who is behind all this. 
Usually I get a feeling about a persons energy signature. I know there exists good and evil. I can usually 
tell the difference, but I am getting no energy signature at all from these encounters recently and don't 
know if I should fear for my life or not? They haven't been gentle or reassuring, just matter of fact and 
mysterious with a layer of fear, not like the experience with grandma in Japan where I felt safe and 
reassurred. No effort was made to ease my fear, they seemed almost to enjoy creating this fear and 
dread in me. That is not a good sign. 

 It is around this time that I begin to toss around the notion that I may be being messed with by more 
than one group, and that perhaps one groups interest in me had sparked other groups interest in me 
wanting to know what the first group was doing with me. It definetely didn't feel like all these different 
experiences I had had thus far originated from the same source. No. There is more than one deal going 
on here, and somehow I am up to my ears in this shit- good and bad. It is starting to affect my physical 
life, my outward journey.  

Everyone who knew me, from my family to my friends, everyone knew that I had left for that ship the 
person they had always known, but had returned somehow fundamentally different. I remember one of 
my aunts that I was always close with saying to me one night when we had all been drinking "what 
happened to you on that ship? what happened to the girl we all knew? Where did she go?  What 
happened?" 

I tear up now just thinking about that. She has since passed, but she was one of the handful of people 
who really knew me my whole life. She saw it and reached out, she wanted  to help. She wanted me to 
confide in her, but what could I really have said?  

I am lost and scared because I have already accomplished my lifes work and have nothing left to do but 
deal with and fend off these insane episodes that are not of our usual earthly awareness and try to find 
my way through this exterior and interior journey alone as no one could possibly understand what I 
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have seen and experienced? Also, I fear for my life and safety recently and think there is a new player in 
this game who has their sights set on me and I have no idea how to protect myself? or where to turn for 
help....then there is the fact that twice now ( that I know of) the ones who control this game have 
wanted to take me out of the game and I have managed to convince them to let me come back, that I 
can handle whatever difficulties my life has in store for me, but now I am starting to see that I am no 
match for this kind of shit, and don't know what I have gotten myself into... 

Yeah, I can tell you exactly where I would have been referred to for help- the psych ward. The sad part is 
-I was not completely convinced that they would not have been right to feel that way. This can't be real. 
How? 

It was this sincere concern and fear that my aunt showed for my well being that made me realize what 
will be will be, and there is no sense running or hiding from it, especially since it didn't work anyway. I 
needed to get back to life, to both my journeys exterior and interior for better or worse. No more 
running or hiding from my destiny-bring it on. 

I decided that I would go back and finish college. I figured no matter where the next leg of my journey 
took me, a college degree could only help not hurt my chances, and until I figured out what that next 
step was, it was best to just continue with the path I had put so much blood, sweat, and tears into. In 
the fall of 1996 I returned to my private out of state university to finish my degree. 

I was older and wanted some privacy and a life away from the university, so I rented an off campus 
apartment in a nearby town 15 minutes or so away. I tried to pick up where I left off, with the Japanese 
language program and the tough courseloads, but something was different. I was different. 

 I will never forget the look of sadness and dissappointment on my Japanese professor's face... I had 
always struggled, but was such a fighter before, failure was not an option. The Japanese language 
program began with 30+ students, by the 2nd term it was down to 12, by the third term is was down to 
5, and of those 5, I was the only American/English speaking person left. There were 3 Chinese students 
who said they took it for an easy A because it is so similar to Chinese, a Korean student who was too 
smart for his own good, and me, blond haired, blue eyed, mid western wild child. My professor was also 
American born/English speaking blond haired, blue eyed man who had married a Japanese woman and 
spent much of his life in Japan before taking this teaching position. 

 You can imagine the pride he took in me, the extra mile he went with me... when I came back after 
being gone over a year between the semester at sea and then the semester I took off...I had lost a lot of 
my language ability. I had promised him I would remain vigilant and practice while I was away, but I 
didn't.  

He looked like he was about to cry as he said in this slow, sad, accepting tone "your time abroad has 
interrupted your studies. Do you still think you have it in you to do the work necessary to keep up with 
this?" It was a rhetorical question. We both knew that I didn't have it in me anymore, he just didn't 
understand why and it hurt him deeply. He too, like my aunt, could see that my flame had been 
extinguished. Again, what could I really say? I cried on the way home that day. I was mourning the life I 
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had worked so hard to set up but no longer needed or even wanted. I cried for all the people this was 
hurting, who really cared about me, who could see I was hurting and needed help, but no one knew 
what was even wrong. 

I started drinking and going to all night dance clubs. I did the bare minimum to get by in classes and 
spent most of my time trying to have a good time or as I now see it- drowning myself in alcohol, drugs, 
and sex in an attempt to numb the pain and confusion of who I now was and what I should do now? 
Where am I headed? How much longer do I even have? They have tried to take me out of this world 
twice now, and that was before all this other crazy stuff happened. I have a feeling they will be coming 
for me again soon. I wont be able to talk my way out of it this time. I can't play dumb and innocent 
under the radar anymore, too much has happened. 

Little did I know that this difficult life I was to have- had not even presented itself yet. I could never have 
had any perception of what was to come, thank god, because it would have driven me mad or to suicide, 
but things were about to go from bad, to a whole lot worse... 

 

 

Chapter 4 

From Bad to a Whole Lot Worse 

 

When I say I lost my flame, I mean it literally. I had always felt like I had walked in the light, that I had 
been supported and guided by good. Things just seemed to work out for me. I was able to make things 
happen. Even the strange events up to and including the Buddhist monastery. I knew I had volunteered 
for this, that our memories were wiped clean of who and what we really are so that we can play the 
game fairly. I had faith. I had faith in who I was and the things that were happening to me.  

 I guess you could say that up to the point of seeing the craft in the water beside our ship and the feeling 
of fear and dread associated with it, I felt protected and that all would be as it should. That night 
though, I didn't feel that light from that experience. I felt a lack of something, but couldn't put my finger 
on it. I felt danger and fear. 

It feels like all my life I had walked so assuringly in the light and now was my test, the dark was going to 
have a go at me and they (the good, the light) could not interfere or protect me. They had given me all 
they could up to this point, they had offerred me a way out, but I chose to come back and keep playing. 
Now I had to walk this dark part of the path alone.  

Dark part of the path? What does that mean exactly? Am I in danger? I thought this was just a game? 
Why am I so afraid and feel that the light no longer resides in me, that I am no longer protected and 
somehow vulnerable? Really vulnerable, not just a game?   
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I don't like this feeling at all. I start becoming hyper sensitive and paranoid. I can't sleep. I can't stop 
wondering when the other shoe is gonna drop? What exactly am I going to be facing here? What kind of 
game is this? Build me up with this light that was freaky and bizarre in itself, then turn me over to let the 
darkness take their best shot at me? I'm feeling way under prepared for whatever is headed my way. 
Constant dread is the best description I can give.  

It started with the dreams. Very dark disturbing horror themed, twisted dreams. I wont try to analyze 
my dreams here, but they were bizarre and scary. I had never had dreams like these before. Many times 
I would awaken in the dark from one of these dreams with this feeling of terror and dread. It felt like I 
was not alone, like someone was watching me. 

One bright sunny afternoon, middle of the day I was cleaning the apartment. I was in a good mood, 
pretty absent minded. I picked up a jacket or something I needed to hang in the closet in my bedroom. I 
went into my bedroom, and as soon as I passed through the doorway, I felt something. I don't know 
what. I can't even describe it, a feeling, a sudden awareness, being put on the spot in frontof the whole 
class, that ultra self conscious fear. I looked around the room then grabbed the closet door. I wanted to 
hang the jacket and get out of that room immediately. 

 Unfortunetely as I grabbed the closet door handle, I was once again electricuted. It was not that electric 
shock feeling I have described when strange events happen sometimes, this was just like the hot burning 
pain from when I was actually electricuted in my parents basement. I got a flash back, or should I say a 
flash forward? I saw and felt my death, or at least an experience of death for me. It was so real, it was 
indistinguishable from reality. I don't know if it would serve any purpose to detail the ordeal, but the 
short version is that I was stabbed with a knife and I saw my blood splatter all over a closet door that 
was not the same closet door I was currently holding the handle of. I never see the man who stabs me, 
but I feel that I know him and that he has carried a grudge for a very long time. I feel the stab, feel the 
lifeforce drain out of me, have the whole "life flashing before your eyes thing" you hear about, then just 
before I die in the vision, I am thrust back off the closet door, just like when my hand was stuck to the 
mouse. I know this has come from the same source. The craft in the water by our ship, the electricution 
while on the computer, and this has all come from the same source. This I am sure of. I feel the same 
lack of something... I am literally thrown back from the closet, fall to the floor and vomit. I had not yet 
been able to take a breath since being released from the door handle, hitting the floor knocked 
whatever wind was in me out, and then I started vomiting and suffocating at the same time. The pain 
and anguish is too much to bear. I am overcome with the knowledge that if I pass out while vomiting, I 
will likely choke to death. I lay down on my side and continue vomiting begging to get just a breath in. I 
woke up some time later. I could not tell you how much time passed as I was not sure what time it was 
when this happened, but I woke up next to a pile of vomit sometime after that. I sat there and cried and 
shook and started thinking about the vision and the feelings I had in it. I was trying to see if I could figure 
out who it was that stabbed me, but I couldn't. I was trying to remember the details of what I looked like 
to try to figure out how old I may have been when this happens, if this happens...but the details elude 
me. I am left on the floor covered in puke crying, with this ever constant feeling of dread.  
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Somehow I know they are just getting started. I have to toughen up or I am not going to survive this. I 
have to swallow my fear and know I will find my way back to the light, then all  this  will be just like a bad 
dream. Don't lose your faith. If you can manage that and control the fear, everything will be 
alright...eventually. I hope. 

After that incident, I no longer felt safe and comfortable in that apartment. I always felt like I was being 
watched and felt a dark presence there. It was not long after this episode that I saw some movement 
thru the blinds outside my bedroom window one night. Something caught the corner of my eye. I yelled 
"I am calling the police" to scare them off, then opened the blinds and looked out my bedroom window. 
Nothing. I didn't really call the police, but had my phone in my hand just incase.  

This happened a few more times, but by the time I got to the window-there was no one there. I had 
convinced myself that this was all part of this fucked up game I was playing, and no one was actually out 
there... they were just playing off my fear. 

That is until one night shortly there after. Same thing, I caught a glimpse of movement through the 
window out of the corner of my eye. I leaped at the blinds determined to not give enough time for 
anyone to get away. I needed to prove that this was just in my mind. I opened the blinds, and we had 
just had a fresh snow. On the ground right outside my bedroom window was the perfect foot prints of  
large boots. You could also see the prints walk off towards the parking area. I just about had a heart 
attack right then and there. I ran to my phone. I called 911. The police came, made imprints of the boot 
marks, took photos, asked me lots of questions and then suggested I go stay with a friend for a while or 
have a couple of guy friends come stay with me until we can get this sorted out. 

I threw some clothes in a bag and was out of there, they didn't have to tell me twice. I went to a house 
that many of my friends had lived in. It was up a ton of steps at the top of this hill with all these huge 
trees all around it. There were between 6 and 10 people living there at all times, several big dogs, 
several more people staying there tempoarily, and even more that just passed out and ended up 
sleeping there the night before. They always had a full house and I knew and trusted them. The last 
thing I wanted right now was to be alone. It was perfect. I stayed there a week and got more rest in that 
chaos than I had since moving into that apartment of mine.  

After a week or so though, I realized that I am now paying rent for an apartment that I am afraid of and 
crashing on a couch. My friends had been very good about the whole thing and told me I could stay as 
long as I needed, but I knew they didn't mean the rest of the semester and as the newness wore off, I 
knew I had to do something. One of my closest friends living there at the time had a German Sheppard. 
He was such a good boy. Everyone loved that dog so much. I asked a huge favor of her, could I please 
borrow her dog for a few days to a week to have him come stay with me at my apartment until I feel 
better about being there again? She agreed and the dog and I went back to that apartment. Bad idea. 

The first couple of nights were fine, the dog was comfortable and relaxed, no problem. I was just starting 
to feel the tiniest bit ok with being back in that apartment on the third night when I was awoken by this 
dog on top of me going bazerk. He was growling and barking like crazy. Being half asleep, I thought the 
dog was attacking me because I was awakened when he jumped on me in bed, but he then spring 
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boarded off my bed and me and hurled himself into my bedroom window tearing the blinds down. He 
wanted to kill whatever was at that window. I had never seen this side of that dog. I was so thankful to 
have him with me. I also knew I had a real problem here. I called the police again. They came, same drill,  
they said no, not even with a dog, you should not be here by yourself anymore and should consider 
moving,preferably back on campus where there would be some level of security. 

The next day I left the dog in the apartment while I went to campus to arrange for housing and let them 
know what was happening with me. I was gone only a couple of hours and came back to the apartment 
and could not get the door open. The key went in and turned, but no matter how hard I pushed the 
door, it would not open and I could hear the dog going nuts in there. He was tearing things up, it 
sounded like he was fighting someone. I ran back to my car and called 911 again. The police came again. 
They forced their way into the apartment. It turned out that the dog had tore up the carpet and padding 
right inside the door in a way that pushed it up against the door. He had tore blinds off the windows, put 
a big hole in the wall. It was crazy the amount of damage this usual mellow dog did in a couple of hours. 
I took the dog back to its home and explained to my friend what had happened.  

I got angry that I was being run out of my home. I invited two of my guy friends that I always went 
clubbing with to spend the weekend with me so I wouldn't be alone. They showed up and we had 
planned a quiet night at the apartment having a few drinks, smoking a little pot and just chillin' out. A 
couple of hours later, we were all three sitting in the floor of my living room in a circle. We had a couple 
of drinks and smoked a little by this time, but by no means were we in bad shape. We were laughing and 
singing. I was just starting to let go of some of my panic, then the phone rang. 

I turned off the music and answered the phone, still sitting there in the circle in my living room. It was 
the police. They were calling to give me some information about the evidence they had collected  from 
outside my window. The officer proceeds to tell me that from the casts they made of the prints, they 
have positively identified the shoe. It was a size 12 Doc Martin boot, he is asking me if that rings any 
bells? As he is asking me this, I am looking at a size 12 Doc Martin boot on one of the guys I have invited 
over to protect me. I can't even speak.  As I look from his boot to his face, I see it in his eyes, and he 
knows that I know... Something in his eyes changes right before me. I will never be able to decribe it 
except evil.  Oh my god! I just made a fatal mistake. He is already in here!  

What came next happens almost in slow motion. He jumps up and I just let the phone fall to the floor. 
He looks around frantically like a trapped wild animal and then turns and runs full speed ahead and 
throws himself into my sliding glass doors. He misjudged the stength of the glass and bounced right off it 
and without missing a beat, he turned and ran into my kitchen (past the door which I will never 
understand) and threw himself out my kitchen window. He dove head first thru the curtains, the blinds, 
the glass, I came around the corner of the kitchen just in time to see his feet going through the window. 
I was standing there in shock looking at the broken window and scarred to death to look out the 
window. I didn't want to see him down there on the ground. 

 I turned and yelled at the other guy to go see if he is ok and keep him still, I will call 911, but as the 
other guy opened the apartment door, he came bursting thrugh the door, covered in blood and 
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screaming at me that this was all my fault. I had the phone in my hand and he looked at it, then ran into 
the kitchen and grabbed a huge knife that was in my dish drainer. He let out this awful scream and 
started coming at me with this knife raised.  

I ran to my bedroom shut the door (which had no lock) and put my boot (which was also a steel toed 
Doc Martin boot) in front of the door. I dialed 911 and was screaming into the phone "Now! I need help 
now damn it, he is trying to kill me! I can't keep him out much longer, please..." 

He was beating on the door, the top part was coming open but my boot was keeping the bottom part of 
the door from opening. The officer I had been speaking with when I dropped the phone must have 
known something was wrong and sent the police, because there was not enough time for  a response 
from the 911 call I had just made. Only seconds had passed, but I hear scuffling and hear "Police, drop 
the knife". I can't believe it. Are they really here or is this a trick to get me to open the door? I can't take 
the chance and don't budge. A few seconds later there is a knock at the door and the police officer tells 
me they have him in custody, it is ok to come out. He needs to see if I am injured. 

I open the door and let the officer in. He looks me over and sees that I have no physical injuries. As we 
come out of the bedroom I see that an ambulance has arrived and they have him tied to a stretcher. 
They are wheeling him out of my apartment as I come out of the bedroom.The other guy was an 
exchange student from Malaysia. He was such a kind gentle soul but I see him now standing in my hall 
talking to the police and just crying. You can see this has messed him up. I look around at all the blood 
on the walls and on the floor, along with the damage from the dog, the broken window, and all the 
bloody discarded gloves, gauze and other medical waste from the ambulance workers strown all over 
the floor. It looked like a war zone in that apartment. That image of that battered broken apartment 
which looked exactly the way I felt will stay with me all the rest of my days. 

I should have thrown in the towel right then and there and got the hell outta there. I should have 
realized there was no salvaging this semester at that point, but instead I actually went to the hospital 
the next day to see if he was ok, the guy who tried to kill me yesterday. I wanted answers. What the hell 
was going on here? They would not let me in the room with him, but his mother had flown in and 
wanted to speak to me. She acted very weird right off the bat. She was asking me if my apartment was 
kept too warm? I told her it was kept warm, yes...she said this had happened before when it was too hot 
and was acting like she was angry with me for triggering this in her son.   

 I was told that he had been taken back home (on the other side of the country), and had been admitted 
to a mental institution. I thought the nightmare was finally over. I moved to an apartment back on 
campus with a roommate and the assurance from the University that campus security would be 
stationed near my apartment for a while. I also had to disclose to my new roommate what had 
happened, pictures of this guy and his car, and to inform her to call the police if she ever sees this man 
or his car. She was scared to live wth me from the get go. I don't blame her. 

It was only two or three weeks before he was spotted in a completely different car sitting outside my 
new apartment. He was no longer a student enrolled in the University, but apparently he was also not in 
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a mental institution on the other side of the country either. I knew this was going to be bad. I kept 
myself in public and around people always. 

 I spent a lot of time at the library. I realized I was not capable of finishing my courses after all this. I was 
at the library one afternoon between classes and I saw him, or I thought I saw him. I was such a mess by 
this point though, I wasn't sleeping, I didn't trust myself by this point. I knew I couldn't stay here any 
longer, but didn't know what to do. As I got up and walked down an aisle, he came from around the 
corner and was suddenly standing two feet from me in a private secluded isle of books. I stopped in my 
tracks and thought once again I am so stupid, why didn't I just leave? I thought for sure he was going to 
pull out a gun and shoot me right there. In this sick twisted sense of irony I thought at that moment " I 
had been all worried about who is going to stab me in front of that closet door, but I was right, it wasn't 
real, this is how I am really going to die...". 

He didn't pull out a gun though. Instead he asked me why I am avoiding him and why I wont talk to him? 
I told him he was not allowed to talk to me or be around me any more, and he needed to leave now. He 
grabbed me by my shoulders and started shaking me, he was yelling that he could talk to me whenever 
he wanted. I started screaming at the top of my lungs and by the time security had arrived he was gone. 

That was it for me. I got a ride to the airport and flew far away to go stay with my brother where he was 
attending college. When my brother and his best friend picked me up at the airport, I could see the look 
of shock and concern on my brothers face. I must have looked like hell. I just said to them in a very 
weary voice. " I'm in big trouble here. I need a safe place to get some sleep, and I need someone I can 
trust to promise not to leave me alone for even a second." 

I told no one where I was going and dropped all contacts from my university. I just didn't know who I 
could trust. To this day there are many good friends that I never reconnected with after that. I spent 
years looking over my shoulder and expecting to find him standing in front of me one day out of the 
blue. I wonder if he is the man who holds a grudge against me for many years then stabs me to death? I 
wouldn't be surprised. I never got any answers to that whole mess. What happened to him? Why was he 
looking in my windows when he could have knocked on the door and I would have let him in? What was 
all my fault? Why was he so angry with me out of no where? Did he really want to kill me? Why? We 
were friends, good friends. I trusted him. What was his problem? I don't get it...I never will. 

That ruined all trust I had in people. I realized that no matter how well you think you know someone, 
you can never really know someone else or what they may be capable of. It ruined my trust in myself. I 
literally invited the bad guy in to protect me. I am usually a much better read of people... I have always 
known this episode of his was caused by this evil negative force that seems to have taken an interest in 
me. Seems awful coincidental. It was terrifying. You don't just get over something like that. It has a 
tendancy to stick with you-forever.  

If only that had been the worst of it, I think I would have been ok. Who was it that said "that which 
doesn't kill you makes you stronger"? ...well, they were wrong. There are things out there which don't 
kill you- but leave you in such a state that you wish it had. 
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Chapter 5 

If Only That Had Been the Worst of It... 

 

 I had found some repreive where my brother went to school and decided to hang around awhile. I 
transferred to a nearby college to take some electives. I needed to recover from whatever all that was 
physically and mentally. I needed to really think this through and put together as much as I could and 
get some sort of a game plan moving forward. I did not feel like this was over by a long shot. 

Just what exactly was I a part of here? This is no game. That was all too real and could have cost me my 
life!  How could they keep this from me? Are they really on my side? I wouldn't have volunteered for 
this. Maybe I am being punished...then again, maybe this is the game. I better figure this out...and quick, 
like in a hurry.  

During this time I had two waking visions. I had never had an experience like this before. The first waking 
vision happened while I was at work. My boss was a pretty religious man, I think Catholic. I was walking 
across the office back to my desk when an image appeared right before me. I was still seeing the office, 
but overlayed on top of that was like a holographic  movie. I was running in a field from someone and I 
was terrified. This person was trying to kill me. It is a bright sunny day in this beautiful field and I am 
experiencing the worst terror I can imagine as I see the final seconds of my life. The knife stabs me in the 
chest and I look at him with this innocent look like I don't understand, then I fall to the ground. I am lost 
from the frame when I fall, but the camera pans down and I have transformed into this white lamb. This 
white lamb has it's throat slashed and is laying on the ground, a pool of blood draining from the wound. 
It dies. I die. 

The holographic image is gone. It is just the office again. My boss comes out of his office. He says he can 
see that something just happened to me. He says I was in a trance. He called out to me and I didn't even 
hear him. He asks if I am ok? If I want to talk about it? I go into his office and proceed to tell him what 
just happened. 

Being such a religious man, he is beyond excited. He is running around his office pulls out the bible and 
starts flipping furiously through the pages. He reads passages that sound eerily familiar to what what 
shown to me. Then he starts pulling out other books on interpretations of the bible verses. He is in a 
frenzy by this point. I am uncomfortable and wishing I hadn't told him now. The bottom line he tells me, 
is that it represents you being the inncocent that is handed over to be sacrificed.  

Now I really wish I hadn't told him. I have this sinking feeling he is right. I felt like this message had come 
from the light and was the only way they could reach me right now, although I did not feel their energy 
source attached to this, so I wasn't sure. That would make some sense of everything that is happening. 
The bright light has cut me loose, handed me over on a silver platter. They played me. They betrayed 
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me. They just threw me away. Why? They promised they would always love and protect me. What have 
I done to deserve this? What do I do now? 

While the trauma of what had happened in my college apartment was beginning to ease, I  knew it was 
just a matter of time before I would be confronted by the darkness again. It was not long before the 
darkness found me alone in my apartment one night. 

I awoke one night in the darkness and felt that same sense of dread of fear. I knew it was back. My 
involuntary reaction was one of panic and dread and wanting to get away, but I had seen that this dark 
light was every bit as powerful as the bright light. I knew it was pointless to try to avoid this. It obviously 
was going to happen...but then I remembered swallow your fear, don't lose your faith and remember, if 
this is all just a virtual reality simulation as I now had come to believe, I needed to have the courage to 
step out on a limb. To do things differently this time, it's a game I have played many times before, but I 
have never made it this far and have to constantly pull myself out of my head about it. 

I sit there in bed in the darkness and acknowledge his presence. I tell him telepathically that I am not 
going to run from him any longer. I am ready to face him but he has to understand that I will never 
respond to these trauma and fear tactics he is using on me. I don't understand it and don't know how to 
repond to that. I tell him they are not necessary, as I already know his power is equal to that of the light.  

 I tell him that I understand that the light has made me an independent player again and that I must now 
choose which team I want to play for again. 

I tell him I am honestly willing to explore the possibility of joining his team, but that if he wants to make 
me an offer then he needs to do it the right way. Show me who and what you are, what you are all 
about and WHY I should join you. Show me what my existence would be  if I did join you. Don't terrorize 
me, tantilize me...(I see a light go off, I have just given given him an idea, this makes me nervous there is 
something to that)... then back off, drop the fear and dread, the crazy stalking trauma shit and give me 
the clear headed space I need to truly consider and make an informed decision that I can stand behind. 
That is the only way I know how to do this with you, are you willing? Try something different with me? 
Please? What do you have to lose? 

The fear and dread feeling dissappated immediately and the energy just hung around for a few minutes. 
I kept waiting for something, but then it just dissappated like the feeling of fear and dread had. It was 
gone. I went back to sleep. 

Huh, it actually worked. I feel like an ant playing among giants. I know I am going to get squashed sooner 
or later yet I have this involutary drive to survive at all costs and just keep running around darting from 
here to there narrowly avoiding being stepped on, buy myself some more time, figure out the next 
step... 

The second waking vision I had was as bizarre as the first one had been scary. I can't remember exactly 
when or where it happened, but I remember I was awake and same as before, a holographic image over 
my environment. I will never forget the image. 
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It was a big glass bowl. It was about the size of a baby blow-up pool. It was a terrarium. This was no 
ordinary terrarium though. Think of the most expensive, advanced terrarium money and technology 
could create now, then imagine what could be created a million years into the future. That's the 
terrarium I was looking at. There were these strange little creatures. They were water monkeys. They 
were only about 4 inches tall and could exist in the water or the land parts of this terrarium. They were 
someone's pets. They knew of no existence beyond their cage and existed merely for the pleasure and 
amusement of their owner. I got the definite impression that the same could be said for Earth and 
humans. 

Well, this huge pile of shit just keeps stacking up, huh? The bright light has either betrayed me and cut 
me loose or this is the ultimate test of my faith and loyalty. The darkness is banging down my door 
wanting an answer. I'm trying to buy myself some more time to figure this out, and now this existence is 
nothing more than someone's amusement?...The Game. Of course, if we are living these lives in a 
simulation or virtual reality system, which I believe we are, then it IS in fact all just a game for someone's 
amusement.   

 In 1998 I moved back home and in with my grandma. I transferred colleges again to take some more 
electives I still needed. She knew something was different with me. It didn't take her long, she knew 
what it was.  I tried to explain to her telepathically through my eyes that I have not made any decisions 
yet. I tried to convey that I didn't choose this,  but rather it was put upon me . Please trust me and don't 
lose faith in me. My light may not be visible any longer, but I am the same lost soul and there is reason 
behind this. please just don't give up on me. I don't think I could handle it, but I have to do this. 

She never quite looked at me the same. She gave me the benefit of the doubt, but she never fully 
trusted that I had not betrayed her and looked more sad and dissappointed than angry about it. It broke 
my heart to think this woman, my only alliance in this mess, could ever think I would betray her. I had to 
be strong though. She didn't understand yet. 

As her health started deteriorating,I got the sense that she just didn't have the strength for these 
matters anymore. It was taking all her energy to maintain her life and existence. I didn't want to burden 
her with these things. I became her care taker. I have never been as honored or grateful for the time I 
had with her at the end. To be able to give something back to her when she really needed it is one of my 
most cherished gifts. It paled in comparison to all she had done for me, but it was the least I could do for 
her.  

I wouldn't trade having been there for her for anything, but it was also gut wrenching. I was being torn 
apart watching her inch closer to death despite my best efforts. I felt like my existence had become this 
constant torture, sadness, and loss. I needed something to remind me of the vibrancy of life and why I 
was doing all this in the first place.  I needed a companion to help me through the difficult days I knew 
lie ahead. I was losing the biggest ace up my sleeve that I never even knew I had, and the person I loved 
and trusted most in this world and beyond this world. I needed something to cling to, I was losing hope.  

One day with no prior thought or planning I got in my car and drove to the local dog pound. As  I am 
walking down the aisle, the dog cages are on either side of me. The sound was deafening, and I was 
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stressed out the moment I walked in. These big aggressive dogs were barking and jumping at the cage 
gates. I was just about to leave thinking I had made a mistake coming here, when I got to the last cages 
of the corridor. In the last cage was the most beautiful puppy I had ever seen. He was a husky mix. He 
was tan and white with a little black for accents (around the edge of the ears, tip of the tail, etc.). He had 
the brightest electric blue eyes. He was 6 months old and had the cutest personality. He was bouncing 
around the cage playing, completely unaffected by the stress around him. He had this light about him. I 
noticed it instantly. Almost like a bright aura around him. As I stood there realizing that he was why I 
had been drawn here out of the blue. This big, stinky, hillbilly (he was wearing overalls and chewing a 
piece of hay or something) rough looking guy steps up beside me with an employee of the facility and 
says "What about this one here?" Panic gripped me and I turned to them and said "I'm sorry sir, but this 
dog is going home with me". He gave me a look like "Oh really?" Then just turned and walked away... 

I really hadn't planned on getting a dog and had no supplies or a cage or even a leash to get this rowdy 
little pup to my car. They walked him out with their leash, put him in the passenger seat, took their leash 
and collar off, and that was it. I stood there for a moment not believing how that had just happened. He 
then jumped into the back seat and I jumped into the car and headed home. Movement in the rearview 
mirror catches my attention. I look in the rear view mirror and remember that I had a huge roll of toilet 
paper in the back seat, and this dog is shredding it, pieces of toilet paper are flying and floating all over 
the car. He is having a ball, I am thinking oh no... then just burst out laughing,  a deep cleansing laugh 
that I haven't had for a very long time now. I needed that. He lookes up at me like he is in heaven. I 
knew  from the moment our eyes met in that dog pound that he was meant to be mine. I named him 
EROS- the Greek god of love. Now I would have something to cling to when the unthinkable but 
inevitable happens and she leaves me here all alone. 

To say this was a difficult time in my life would be an understatement. It felt like I was being kicked in 
the gut while I was down. I was already so scared and confused, but to take her from me was just too 
much. To have to see the toll it is taking on her day after day and see her losing the battle no matter 
what she or the doctors did was hard to be so close to. Having Eros helped. When it got to be too much, 
he and I would go out in the huge back yard and romp and play and run in the sun. He could always 
make me laugh and put a smile on my face. 

As her condition deteriorated further, I felt that the life and death consequences of her care at this 
critical end stage was not a responsibility I could shoulder alone any longer. I didn't want to be the one 
responsible for messing something up that cost her her life. I would not be able to live with something 
like that. She sold her house and my parents built her an in-law suite off their home. Eros and I moved 
into the basement of my fathers office. 

I had a lot of mixed emotions during this time. I felt guilty that I was not strong enough to stand right 
beside her till the bitter end. It felt like I was letting her down. I owed her that much didn't I? On the 
other hand, I know she understood that I loved her more than anyone and was the one person who was 
just too close to her to have to see and endure this from that close of a perspective. 
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My grandma started giving me her most priced possessions and talking to me in the tense of  "in the 
future". She never said "when I am no longer here". We both understood that it  was just  too much hurt 
to even deal with until I had no other choice.   

While I still spent a lot of time with my grandma in the end, not living with her and not  being the sole 
caretaker gave me a chance to get out and back to life activites for Eros and I. During the hardest times I 
would get that emotion out through exercise with Eros. He was now a full grown Husky mix and had the 
energy and stamina to go with it. The vet had said that I better get a serious physical activity regimen for 
the dog or that energy would turn destructive. I had a lot I needed to get out too. We began hiking. 
Soon, we were traveling out of state to serious hiking destinations. We began rollerblading on an 8-10 
mile paved trail through the woods at the park. I taught him commands. We would fly through that trail. 
I would be exhausted, even though he pulled me most of the way. It didn't even phase him. He still had 
the energy to drag me into the pond after the ducks when we finished the trail. 

As tough of a time as this was for me, I clung to my dog. I bonded so tightly with this dog through all the 
hiking, hanging off the sides of mountains and all the rollerblading. We had come to be able to 
anticipate each others actions. 

It was around this time that I somehow came in posession of a calendar. I don't remember if it came in 
the mail or was given to me, but I did not buy it. It was not expensive. It may have been sent out by the 
electric company, I don't remember. The calendar had photos of National Parks. I was flipping through 
the calendar one day and there were two pictures that caught my eye. I got a strange little feeling. They 
were both mountains. One was Mt. Rainier in Washington State, and the other was in Denali National 
Park, Alaska. 

 During this same time period, I know things have happened, High Strangeness things that  I have no 
memory of. I can feel the hang over from the effects of these experiences. The  back of my head feels all 
fuzzy all the time. I complained of it so much that my mom insisted that I get a CAT scan. She said maybe 
the bumps were growing inward or something. I agreed. The CAT scan was done but nothing was found. 
I was not surprised. I slept alot and was always exhausted. How do you wake up from a full nights sleep 
feeling like someone has worked you over physically and mentally? 

I had tore out the two pictures of the mountains and would look at them quite a bit. I started feeling this 
pull.  Something was beckoning me in this direction. I couldn't get an energy signature reading at all. It 
didn't feel like a High Strangeness kind of thing. It's hard to explain this statement, but it felt much closer 
to home. It felt personal.  

A mountain. In a mountain. What mountain?...Something there for me. Not an answer, actually 
something there I need to go get. I started wondering if maybe I had actually left a physical artifact for 
myself that would help me win the game. It made sense.  I am in the best physical shape of my life. I 
have been hanging off the sides of mountains with this dog and training him to be my companion. Now 
I'm being pulled to a mountain. 
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Finally, I have a new direction. I now know what my next step is. I will prepare myself, and go get it! 
Maybe that's the end of the game. Then I am done with this shit. Time to finish this, I can't exist in this 
anxiety ridden, what is going to happen next state? I don't understand what this game is, how to play it, 
who is involved, none of it! I just want it to be over. 

  

Chapter 6 

 The Alaska Trips  1 & 2 

 

That first attempt to make it make it to Alaska was in a sense a dry run. We took off with no real supplies 
or planning. I was driving my older SUV which was showing some strain by this trip. I knew I would need 
a better car to make it to Alaska. I had a set amount of money and a set amount of time I had to make it 
back by. I told myself that I would not make it to Alaska on this first trip, and that was ok. The plan was 
to make it to Mt. Rainier and do some light hiking around the base to just get a feel for it. 

I had two different photos of mountains and had no idea which one was giving me that little urge. 
Maybe it wasn't even one of these two mountains but just a mountain? So the plan was to check out the 
closest one. I wanted to see if I got that feeling on Mt. Rainier or maybe an indication that this is not the 
right direction. 

Our trip starts off great. EROS and I are relaxed and enjoying the road. We stop whenever and where 
ever looks nice. We lose a day here and there when we really needed the exercise and would take the 
day to hike and stay at a hotel. We have no set schedule. This is a vacation, kind of. 

We eventually make our way to Washington State. We come in from the east end and still have to drive 
across the entire state to get to Mt. Rainier on the west side of the state. I can see that I have grossly 
underestimated how much time and money it would take us to get this far. As we made our way across 
the state, I started to feel something. I don't know what. There was no energy signature, just this 
strange little feeling. It was getting stronger. We must be on the right track. I am really hoping that 
whatever this is, it is at Mt. Rainier. I already can see that Alaska would be an enormous undertaking- 
more than twice what we have done already, through another country and back over. If it turns out to 
be Alaska, this is going to be a much bigger challenge than I realized. Let's hope it feels like Mt. Rainier. 

We had not made it very far across Washington State, the hiking and the scenery was just beautiful. We 
couldn't help ourselves. Besides, as high energy of a dog as he is, he needs this  break from the car. I 
decided we would have to put in a hard day and night's worth of driving  to get back on track or we 
weren't gonna have enough time to get to Mt. Rainier, let alone check it out. The drive throughout the 
day is fine. We don't make as good of time as I had hoped with daytime traffic though. Evening time rolls 
around, the road is mostly empty again.Occassionally you would see a semi-truck or pick-up truck. It's 
dark now, the air is cooler and smells so fresh. We have the windows down and the radio turned up. It 
helps me stay awake and alert. We haven't seen another vehicle for a while now. I start to get this 
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strange feeling. I can't place it. It is not an energy signature I am familiar with, but I feel it. I turn off the 
radio to better focus on and hear my surroundings. I know that dark energy is not done with me, but this 
doesn't feel like that energy. Still, I am hyper sensitive and scanning everything on the lookout for 
danger. 

My nerves and anxiety are worn thin. I have to just relax and swallow my fear. What else can I possibly 
do right now? I see a light coming from pretty far up on the other side of the road. This eases my panic a 
little. We are getting closer to this oncoming vehicle. There is a small overpass up ahead, it looks like we 
will pass near that overpass. As we approach the overpass though, I realize that the vehicle is not 
coming towards the overpass but rather stopped on the other side of it about a hundred feet or so 
before it. I think maybe he has engine trouble or a flat tire and is pulled off the road just before the 
overpass. As we reach the overpass, there is such a bright light shining through the underpass part. I 
realize as we head into the underpass that it is not two headlights, but one single source of light...A 
night time work crew?... 

The next thing I know, we are driving down the road 65 miles an hour. The windows are down and the 
radio is on and turned up so loud it is deafening. It is sort of off-station and is more fuzz and static than 
anything. My dog is sitting in the passenger seat and we just look at each other like "What was that?". I 
want to pull over and get a grip, but I am even more scared to be standing still right now. Let's just keep 
moving till we find a town, we need a crowded well lit place to stop.  

We keep driving for a few hours. There is no risk of me falling asleep now, even though I know I need to 
sleep. As the night wears on I am getting tired. We pull off at the biggest town we had seen for a while. 
We find a Walmart that is open 24 hours and find an open strategic place in the parking lot, under a 
light. We curled up in the back of the SUV and went to sleep. We both felt the need to be touching 
before we could fall asleep.  

Within a day or two of this incident, the SUV broke down stranding us in a little town. To make matters 
worse, they didn't have the part to fix the SUV and would have to order it. They said it would take a 
week to get the part and a day or two to repair it. It was very expensive and barely left me enough gas 
money to get us home. We were stranded here. Trip over. We would not be making it to Mt. Rainier. We 
checked into a hotel and planned to get some rest. The first couple of days were great, we slept alot and 
ordered room service or a pizza. I watched t.v. or took hot baths. We found ittle spots nearby to get 
EROS out for his walks. 

It was probably the fourth or fifth night in that hotel, I woke up with that hangover feeling when strange 
things would occur. The back of my head was fuzzy, I felt like I hadn't slept at all. I felt like I had been 
worked over physically and mentally, but there was no logical reason to feel this way. We had been 
relaxing and indulging ourselves. I felt great last night. A dream is not going to make you feel this way. 
This was solid, I had been through something. I had no feeling or memory of anything in particular 
though. That's the part that scares me the most, when I have that feeling that something has happened 
and has been erased from my memory. You feel so violated. How is it that I am not allowed to 
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consciously be aware of what is happening to me? What do they need to hide? Why all the secrecy and 
bullshit? Why the games?  

The next couple of nights in a row were the same thing. I knew something happened after I went to 
sleep. I was all too familiar with this feeling by now. I knew the memory had been erased, or tucked 
away deep in my subconscious where I could not get to it. With each passing night this happened, I was 
less and less comfortable stuck in that town. I started hounding the repair shop that it was urgent they 
get the SUV fixed a.s.a.p. 

I felt very stuck, very vulnerable, very exposed, and just wanted to go home by this point. After being 
stuck there 7-10 days, we finally did make it back home. 

A little over a year later later, in October of 2000 I decided to do the trial run again. I couldn't give up 
that easy. I rented a brand new SUV to avoid a repeat of last time. I had much more time and money. I 
had realized a few things from the first attempt, and made a few changes. For starters, I had 
underestimated how much time and money it would take to get to Mt. Ranier. I had no idea how much 
it would take to get to Alaska, so that was the first thing I did differently. I had binders that I had been 
working on for the last year. I had planned out the entire trip, all the way to Mt. Ranier. I had maps with 
our route highlighted. I had distance between each day's destination. I had a log that I kept 
meticulously, tracking mileage, time, gas. I kept all my gas receipts in an envelope in the binder. I was 
going to map this out to a tee this time. If we needed to come back to Mt. Ranier again, I would know 
exactly what was involved. If it turned out to be Alaska, I would have to do some serious estimating 
based on this trip.  

Another thing I changed was the day/night thing. Ever since the time stranded in the hotel, I had been 
thinking that this stuff seems to happen mostly at night, or when I am asleep. I seem to be particularly 
vulnerable when I am asleep. I switch it up this time. We will sleep half the day in a safe well lit space 
like the Walmart parking lots, with lots of people walking by and security cameras in the parking lot. If it 
again feels like something has happened while I was asleep, then I will know they are messing with my 
mind, but not physically taking my body. If it does not happen again, then it is probably very real and 
physical, but they couldn't get to me this time. 

I have never stopped feeling that pull that felt more personal somehow. I also felt that who ever or what 
ever was trying to keep me from reaching this mountain was well aware that I was making another 
attempt. I could just feel like I was being watched or monitored somehow. I had a few theories I wanted 
to test out on this trip. 

I had told a couple of my friends that I may need to call them day or night, but probably in the middle of 
the night and say some pretty strange things that make no sense to them or even scares the shit out of 
them. I told them just to play along with me. Play your part, act as you would if you felt what I was 
telling you was for real at that very moment. I had a key word set up with each one, I told them when 
they hear that key word, they know to just play their part. I then told them that if they don't hear our 
special word in that first sentance, then what I am telling them is real and I need help. Call the police. 
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Otherwise, just play your part. I will explain when I get back from this trip. I know they thought I was 
losing  my mind, but they all agreed. 

Changing up the day and night thing definetely worked. I was clear headed. I didn't feel anything 
unusual. I still wasn't comfortable with driving in the overnight hours, but there were things I could do 
or try when I was awake driving. I am completely defenseless when I am asleep. When it began to reach 
the wee hours of the night and the traffic died way down, I had it planned out in the binders to be in a 
large town or city. We would stop at a safe populated place until the early morning hours when traffic 
picked back up. We weren't getting as much driving done each day, but felt much more safe and 
structured. It was worth the extra time and money. 

I believe it was North Dakota we were coming across. We had reached our destination for the day. I 
decided we would deviate from the script in the binder and go on to the next big town . It was another 
three and a half hours. I knew I was pushing it. It would be late when we got there, but we would then 
have some extra daylight hours tomorrow to spend hiking. EROS needed it, I could tell. I could call a 
friend if I felt anything strange. I decided to go for it. We didn't get off the highway at our scheduled 
exit, but kept on going. 

I was listening to the radio. I was nice and relaxed. Nothing out of the ordinary seems to have happened 
on this trip so far. We had about an hour and half or so to the next town. We come to an exit, gas up 
and get right back on the road. One minute I am driving and looking for the sign that tells me how many 
miles to the next town we are going to. The next thing I know, I am driving still but something don't feel 
right. I grab my phone and dial one of my friends. I tell him the password in the first sentance and then 
tell him I think it is starting, to go ahead and put the plan in motion. I am wanting to see if it scares them 
off this time. I tell him to just stay on the phone with me till we know we got it. 

 As we pass the next sign with town distances, something catches my eye. I slam on the brakes and 
reverse it to the sign. I pull over right in front of the sign. I am looking at the sign and know something 
isn't right but I don't know what it is. I feel very disoriented. The back of my head is all fuzzy. I think to 
myself, too late, they already got you again. You should have stuck to the plan and we would be safe 
back in that town instead of...where are we? I look at the sign and cannot believe what I am seeing. This 
can't be right. I tell my friend I will call him back in a few minutes. I am looking at the map and the 
binder and I'm so confused. I know something is very wrong here but can't put my finger on it. Then it 
clicks. We are already past the next big town I was going to stop at till morning. We are 3 hours ahead of 
where we should be. What am I missing here? Did I gas up and  then drive another 3 hours in a blackout 
state? I look at the clock and ...that's not possible... 

I rip open the binder. I find my gas receipts envelope. I look at the last gas receipt. This can't be right. 
The bottom feels like it is dropping out on me again. Calm yourself. They finally messed up. I got 'em. I 
have proof, finally. I have to call the police. I start to dial 911, but then stop. Think this through, Your 
gonna call  911 in the middle of the night and tell them you have proof you were abducted by aliens or 
something else unnatural has occurred. 
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I do have the proof that is indisputable. I am on a security camera pumping gas into this vehicle and 
have in my hand a date and time stamped credit card receipt that places me there 33 minutes ago. Look 
at where I am right now and look at what time it is. I have somehow travelled a distance that should 
have taken 3 and a half hours in 33 minutes, and I still have a full tankof gas. It is not physically possible 
for me to be here now and to have been at that gas station 33 minutes ago! 

I refuse to get back in the car. I am pacing back and forth wth the phone. I finally have proof that I am 
not crazy, that weird shit has been happening to me. I need to call the police in the town of the gas 
station and tell them to get and secure the CC t.v footage fast before it dissappears. As happy as I am 
that I am finally able to prove something, I realize it would be a huge distraction from my mission here 
and ultimately doesn't prove what did happen, just that something has happened. Do I really need the 
attention right now?  I need to stay focused here. Well, that answers my question as to whether it was 
physical or just mental. There is no doubt now. I get back in the car and keep going.  

We made it all the way to Mt. Rainier this time. It was just as beautiful as the picture I had been looking 
at for so long. We spent a few days doing some light hiking around the base of the mountain. I knew 
shortly after we arrived that this was not the place I was being called to.  I still felt that strange little pull 
inside me and I now knew it was Alaska I had to go to. I knew I was being monitored and would have to 
be sneaky about this. Someone or something clearly doesn't want me to make it to my destination. I 
would need a serious plan to have any chance of making it. Time to go home, re-group and plan it right. I 
would only get one shot at this,  and  I had made up my mind. There was no coming back without it. 
Period. I had to stay and keep moving forward till I finished this!      

We enjoyed the return trip and didn't seem to have any problems. We were I believe in South Dakota. 
We had enjoyed an amazing day hiking out in the Badlands. Eros was playing whack-a-mole- with this 
field of prarie dogs. They were playing with him. You could tell they were enjoying the game. We had 
gotten lost and ended up hiking all day. We barely made it back to the car by dark. We set out driving 
but within a few hours I was so exhausted physically from the days hike, I knew it was not safe to drive 
all night. I didn't want to get a hotel and mess with all that. I just wanted to get a few hours sleep. I 
found a spot just inside the rest area exit. It wasn't the main parking area through, it was more on the 
side of the road of the exit ramp leading to the rest stop. We parked under a light and I hopped in the 
back to take a nap. Eros followed me and curled up beside me. I was out instantly. 

Something drew me out of the deepest sleep and I sat up in the back of the car. I felt an energy coming 
towards me. I instinctively turned and looked at the clock. I guess because of what had happened last 
time and that was how I had caught them. The clock said 1:22A.M. As I turned back towards this energy, 
it has now materialized into the brightest yellow-white light with a warmth and sense of comfort I can 
feel. This light comes through the back window of my SUV and directly into me. As I feel the energy 
penetrate my being, I recognize it. It is the light. The one light that we are a part of, or at least a piece of 
it. I am filled with such a warmth and love and untity and safe feeling. It is beyond blissful. Once the full 
spectrum of the energy force is inside me, it clicks instantly. This is my grandma's soul. She says to me" 
No matter what happens, it is ok". Before I can even respond, I feel the energy start to seep out of my 
back and it is the saddest, lonliest, feeling of being left all alone. As the last of the energy departs me, 
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my heart is shattered in a million pieces all over the back of that SUV. I have never felt a sadness or loss 
like this before. It penetrates and bruises my very soul. The tears are flowing so freely, but I am not 
making a sound or even breathing. I can't. I wont.  I don't want to go on anymore. I want to go with her. 
I know I am truly alone in this world now with the exception of this faithful companion I was given. I am 
holding him so tightly and sobbing into his fur. He is uncomfortable and wants to move, but he senses I 
need him more than ever in this moment and lovingly endures it and licks the tears from my face.I don't 
remember going back to sleep, but apparently did.  

I was awakened by my phone ringing around 7:30 a.m. It was my father, he wouldn't tell me that my 
grandma had died. Everyone was worried how I would handle this moment. I knew he was worried how 
I would make it all those miles I still had to drive with that knowledge.  He just said that he needed me 
to head back home right now and we would talk when I got home. I said to him "Dad, I already know 
grandma died last night at 1:22 a.m. Her spirit came and said goodbye to me." He was in disbelief. I 
could feel it through the phone. I then felt a tinge of jealousy that it was me she did this with and not 
him. He made a hasty comment about the death certificate actually says it was 1:26, but still...I felt his 
hurt and pain. This was not one of those moments to prove you are right. I let it go. I never mentioned 
to him that the soul leaves the body and the body continues to show electrical activity as it shuts down. I 
knew that my time was in fact the moment my grandmother had actually departed this existence and  
left  me all alone.   

It was a difficult drive as you can imagine. I realized that my grandma had kept her promise to me. We 
had always joked all my adult life that she was going to die when I was out of town. She promised she 
would. She understood that it was going to break me either way, but I couldn't witness the moment. I 
would never recover. I had forgotten about that. I was actually glad to be alone and away. I needed that 
space to wrap my head around it before facing anyone.  

They had asked me to speak at her service, since everyone knew I was the closest person in the world to 
her and the best one qualified to do her justice. I could not. I said no. I would be lucky to even make it 
through this event without dying myself. There is no way I can get up there on my feet in front of 
everyone and even think I could hold it together. No way. I can't. I knew she understood.  

I dreaded the day of her funeral. I felt like by having this service and putting her in the ground, it closed 
the trauma of it and was expected that you then let go and move on. I didn't want to let go or move on 
without her and this funeral that I had to attend was that moment of truth where I would be forced to 
accept that this door really is closed. That I have to accept it. I had dreaded this moment for so long, and 
suddenly without warning the moment was upon me. The weight of it crushed my very soul. 

I didn't want to go up to her casket, but I knew I would regret it if I didn't. I forced myself. It didn't even 
look like her. I almost didn't recognize her. I realized at that moment just how much our soul shines 
through our bodies. Without it, it's like looking at a wax statue, it is a likeness, but that special 
something that is her isn't captured. Her essence was clearly absent. That's what I had been trying so 
hard at my great aunt's funeral to figure out, but couldn't because I never knew the woman. I never met 
her alive, so I didn't see or even know what was no longer there, what was now missing.  
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I took my seat and had to focus every ounce of my being to just keep it together. I was having  a hard 
time breathing. The room was swirling. The back of my head got all fuzzy. I was seeing a flashback... It is 
the most comforting cherished experience I shared with my grandma. She used to sit on her couch 
watching her shows on t.v.  She would put a pillow on her lap and I would lay my head on the pillow. She 
would spend hours running her fingers through my hair or sometimes use a brush very gently. It was so 
soothing. It would give me goosebumps all over. I would often fall asleep when she started doing this, 
and when I woke up- she was still gently running her fingers through my hair. She seemed to love doing 
it as much as I loved having  her do it. It was our thing when I was a young child. 

In the flashback, it is one of those afternoons. I am young, looks like 5 or 6 maybe. She is running her 
fingers through my hair as I lay on the pillow on her lap. I am getting drowsy. This always makes me feel 
so good. It's like she is transferring an energy from her fingertips to my head. It tickles, it gives me 
goosebumps. She thinks I am asleep. Just in the moment  before I fall asleep, she leans down and 
whispers into my ear "I wonder where you are right now baby girl? You know we can leave our bodies 
when we sleep and go on the most magical adventures." 

At hearing this, it causes me to sit straight up and turn to look at her with the biggest scaredest eyes and 
shake my head no. I am telling her with my eyes that I am not allowed to do that. She looks like she is 
confused for a second, but then sees how scared I am and snaps out of it. She starts comforting me 
saying" hey, it's ok. Lay back down. Just relax. Forget all about it." I try to go back to enjoying her 
running her fingers through my hair, but there is no sensation now. It is different. The mood or energy 
flow has been shattered. 

Again, that vacuum feeling and I am back at my grandma's funeral. I can't breath. I may throw up. What 
do I do? I can't get up and run out in the middle of the service. Oh no. I have no choice. I jump up and 
say "I gotta get out of here" and turn and bolt out the door in a flash. I  run to my car (her car) and throw 
myself into the drivers seat. I did not go back in there.  

 

Chapter  7 

 That Fateful 3rd Try... 

 

Once she had gone, the world had a permanent shade cast over it for me. I knew that was the way, that 
it was her time. I knew it was selfish to feel this way, but I was angry at GOD for  taking her from me just 
when I was facing the most difficult part of my journey.  I had been told I would have to walk this dark 
part of the path alone, but it still seemed like excessive cruelty to me. The timing and everything. It felt 
like they were trying to kick me while I was down, trying to throw every wrench they had at me to keep 
me from being successful. It felt like they were trying to drag me to my lowest low right before the big 
show. Like they wanted me to literally fall and break a leg, instead of the figuratively "go get 'em" break 
a leg. Why were they constantly trying to keep me from shining? Are they jealous? Are they afraid I will 
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come out of this looking too good and suddenly be a threat to their jobs? I just don't get it. These people 
are supposed to be on MY team. Why does it feel like they aren't anymore? and worst yet, maybe never 
were?... 

I took all this anger and confusion and funneled it into preparing myself for this final showdown. I wasn't 
going to rush it, I had seen and figured out a few things by now. My first two dry runs had proved 
invaluable. I knew that physically and technologically, I was no match for who ever or whatever I was up 
against here. The only way I was going to make it to Alaska was to outwit them. I would only have one 
shot at this- I had to get it right. 

I spent the next year in a frenzy of preparation. I bought a brand new SUV. I made sure I had two spare 
tires, a can of Fix a Flat, all the fluids I could need for the car, a wench to pull myself out if I went off the 
road.  I put together a first aid kit that rivaled the best of them. It was customized towards extreme 
outdoor self -treatment. I had splints to stabalize a break and lots of wraps. I had the large plastic 
adhesive bandages to stop blood loss from gaping wounds. I had a bottle of oxycodone (powerful pain 
killer). I had a needle and thread to give myself stitches if need be. I went to an army surplus store and 
bought lots of flares- road flares and flares that are launched into the sky.  

I already had pepper spray and a hunting knife, but bought a shot gun and spent a year training with my 
uncle on it. By the time he was done with me, I could assemble and disassemble that weapon like 
nothing. I had many hours of target practice and had become a pretty good shot. My shoulder was so 
sore and bruised for months. I never forgot something he said to me, he said "Don't ever point this 
weapon at anything you don't want to kill...but if you have to point this weapon, you better be ready 
and able to pull that trigger!"  

No one understood what my obsession was with taking off to Alaska by myself. I made up a story about 
promising my dog, to take him back to the area of his heritage.  They were rightly concerned about my 
mental stability and well being by this point. I too was not feeling like I was on stable ground anymore 
here. I had always managed to keep a balance between my interior and exterior journeys. I had lost that 
control and was putting way more time and effort into my interior journey lately.  

As our departure date neared, I started getting this very strong sense that I should put my affairs in 
order and say my goodbyes... that this was a one-way trip. I could tell that EROS sensed the same thing. 
This shook me up a little bit. I started thinking of my family and friends, about this life...all the things I 
would miss. I had to keep reminding myself that this was just a simulation, and yes I would miss it, but I 
couldn't fail in reality because I was too attached to a simulation experience. It was a very difficult time 
of separating those two realities and not letting one obscure your view of the other. A difficult time of 
putting one foot in front of the other knowing your walking right to your end, but also knowing your 
salvation lies in that end. It is very hard to put this into words. 

One day I was thinking of such things, and all the people I have hurt and affected by this game... or 
insanity... or whatever it is that I am bound to here. I sure hope it turns out to have been worth all this. I 
looked over at EROS sleeping peacefully on my bed and the gravity of the situation hit me like a ton of 
bricks. He would not make it back from this trip either. He was sacrificing his life for me. He had already 
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given his entire being to being my light and only thing left to cling to, now I was going to expect this of 
him? He deserved a good long life.  He deserved peace and happiness, not this horrific nightmare that 
had become my existence.  I started sobbing out loud and woke him up. When our eyes met, I could see 
an innocence in him about what was ahead. I decided in that moment I would have to do this alone. I 
would find him a good home, a better life than the one he got stuck with in me.  He seemed to sense 
exactly what was on my mind. He jumped up ran a circle around me and sat down right in front of me. 
He looked deeply into my eyes, and I thought I felt a faint telepathic message of "You have your 
destiny... as do I... Please don't do this to me". The matter was settled. This was our destiny, and we 
would face it together. I was so grateful to have him with me. 

It took everything I had to keep it together as we said our goodbyes to everyone. I had to act like this 
was just another one of my crazy adventures, that I would be back in a month or two and have this out 
of my system. I wouldn't make eye contact with anyone. I kept myself in this strange numb zone to keep 
from breaking down. We hit the road in early fall 2001. 

I followed the plan that had worked for us last time. We slept in the early part of the day, hiked in the 
afternoons, drove till midnight, and hid in public places with people in the overnight hours. We made it 
all the way to Seattle without a problem. This is where it was going to get tough. I decided to try 
something. I had set up the same " little code word/just go along with it" thing with a few friends again. I 
called one of my friends and told him there was a change of plan. I just wanted to let them know for 
safety's sake and tracking purposes that I had decided to go back to Mt. Ranier again and spend a few 
more days there before going on to Alaska. I told them I would be sure to let them know before I 
headed across the border to Canada. The next morning, we were up and on the road before dawn and 
made a bee line across the border and up through Canada. We didn't sleep, we didn't stop. I had to get 
as far as I could before they caught up with me. I can't say for sure it worked, but what I can tell you is 
that it was three days after we crossed the Canadian border before we had a single problem or feeling of 
anything. By that time we were just a day or two's drive from the Alaska state line.  

This is where it started getting really scary. Once you get up into the Yukon Territory and beyond, it is 
pretty isolated. There are no big towns with things open all night to hide out in. You can go for a couple 
of days without seeing another vehicle or person. There is no one around to help you if you get into 
trouble. It got very rugged very fast. I felt very small and vulnerable. 

Now we had no where to hide in the overnight hours. We would sleep and hike during the day and drive 
all night. On that third night in Canada, we were driving along and I began to get the feeling I was not 
alone, the feeling I had in that apartment so many years ago. I felt that same sense of fear and dread. I 
knew the dark light had found me. Nothing else (that I am aware of) happened that night, but that 
feeling hung around all night until I went to sleep the next morning. I had to be touching my dog and my 
gun before I could even close my eyes. 

The next couple of days were fine. We crossed over into Alaska and were headed towards Anchorage. I 
wanted to rest, regroup, check supplies, etc. before heading out from there to find this mountain. I 
knew I was getting close. I could feel it stronger now. I was so happy that we had actually made it to 
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Alaska this time. There was no going back. I would have to keep moving forward from here till it was 
done.  

So we are driving down the Alaska Highway. It is called a highway, but it is actually a gravel road littered 
with these huge deep potholes. You can't go more than 35-40mph and must watch the road like a hawk 
for these killer potholes. Eros was in the passenger seat with his head hung out the window. We had just 
passed a huge sign that said "DO NOT EXIT CAR IN THIS AREA!!!" There was a picture of a bear, a bobcat 
and something else on the sign. We literally had just passed the sign a minute or two ago, and my dog 
jumped out the window (of the moving car) and takes off into the woods! He is completely out of sight 
in a few seconds. He has never jumped out the window before. I pull over and call his name, but I don't 
even hear his steps anymore. That dog can move, he is long gone. Shit. What do I do? I can't just drive 
off and leave my dog. AAH!  I grab my gun, the car keys and his leash and take off into the woods after 
him. That dog better hope I find him dead in here or I am going to kill him. 

I am running as fast as I can straight into these woods. I am screaming his name. Every so often I stop 
and get quiet to listen for any sound of him. Nothing, he is just gone. It was early evening and still 
daylight out, but in the shadows of the woods, it looked and felt very much like the darkness was closing 
in on me. I started to panic. I started to cry. I had to calm down. He can't be gone. I can't do this without 
him, and I couldn't make myself get in that car and drive off without him if I wanted to. Everything felt 
so out of my control. With every ounce of strength in me, I let out this scream "E--R--O--S"!  The whole 
forest heard me. I was just waiting for  the hungry bear or bobcat to pounce on me any second. I fell to 
the ground hysterical and sobbing. I just didn't care anymore, they had broke me. A few minutes later, I 
sensed movement and looked up to see my dog bouncing through the woods like a bunny hopping along 
towards me.  I jumped up, tackled him, put his leash on and started cussing him out. I was dragging him 
back towards the car scolding him the whole way. I only rolled his window down about half way after 
that. 

That incident seemed to be a turning point of some kind. Things happened, really bad things, things I 
wasn't supposed to see. I can't let myself remember. I have to leave it in that locked box in my head. If it 
ever gets out, that's the end of me. I know it's there. I can feel it like a weight balanced on top of my 
head. I have to keep a blank mind. Don't even think about it or you will look. That is what they are 
counting on. I shouldn't be alive right now. They don't understand  it... it was THAT bad. 

 This is a dark, scary, swirling mess. A confusing time where I have missing time, traumatic repressed 
events, traumatic conscious events, know that my memory has been erased of things. I want to figure 
out what is going on, it is my nature, but I instinctively know I can't. I have to let it go or I wont make it. 
Eros and I are suddenly sick. We both are vomiting and can't eat or drink. We are both nervous and 
scared. It's like we have had a nervous breakdown and are falling apart, but we don't know why. I have 
this feeling that we have to make a bee line for home now. We never planned on making a return trip, 
but somehow we have survived whatever it was and have a small window of opportunity to escape. 
Time is running out. Get out of here-while you still can! 
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I could see that my dog was dying. Whatever they put us through, it was too much for him. He was 
giving me this look like he was trying to hold on for my sake, but didn't think he could go much further. I 
decide we are in no shape to turn around and do weeks of hard driving in this condition. Against my 
better judgement, we carried on to Anchorage. I thought we could get a hotel and rest for a few days 
before setting out on this return trip. I should have listened to my gut and did a U- turn right then and 
there and high-tailed it home! 

We checked into a motel in the middle of the day. We both passed out instantly curled up on the bed- 
me, the dog, and the gun. We woke up in the late evening, just before dark. We were both in even 
worse shape than before we had slept. Something was attacking us and making us very sick. It just 
continued to get worse. We couldn't eat or drink. Sleep had done nothing to ease our exhaustion and 
frayed nerves. What the hell happened to us out there?  No, don't even look back. Stay facing forward. 
There is nothing back there but death. I knew we had to leave immediately. I looked at EROS and could 
see he probably wouldn't survive this return trip. He was going down hill fast. I was torn. I had already 
paid for the room tonight. I was scared to death to head out in the darkness. I decided we would leave 
before first light in the morning.  I knew we wouldn't sleep. I wanted to drive around town to look for a 
souvineer shop. I wanted to get some sweatshirts and other gifts to take back with us. It was just 
starting to get dark. I found the perfect shop and parked just outside the store front on the street. I 
locked the car and headed inside for a few souvineers. I quickly grabbed a few things and went to pay. I 
had this nagging feeling that I needed to get out of here, now.  

As I came out the door, there are two men trying to break into my car. One would stick his hand in the 
back window going for the lock, and while EROS lunged at him, the other man was sticking his hand in 
the front window. They were running EROS ragged. He could barely keep up. I dropped my bags and 
screamed as loud as I could and charged them. I hit the alarm button on my car remote. When the alarm 
went off, they calmly stopped, turned and looked at me with these blank faces, then got these awful 
smiles on their faces and I saw the same thing change in their eyes as I had seen in my college 
apartment. They turned and ran away. I will never forget the look on my dog's face. He was so relieved I 
had come back just in the nick of time. You could see it in his eyes, he could take no more. I thought that 
had done us both in. Neither one of us could handle much more. Again I resisted the urge to jump back 
on the road in the dark and drive all night in the condition we were in. We went back to the hotel and I 
just held him and rubbed his belly. I told him whatever we had come here to do was over now, and if he 
could just hold on a little longer... I would get us home and make this up to him. Please just don't leave 
me. I wont make it without you.  

I was sitting on the floor up against the back corner of the room. Eros was laying in front of me. I heard 
something and felt vibration at the same time. EROS jumped up and charged the door. Someone had 
picked the lock. I had the safety chain on the door, and there was a hand inside the room trying to 
unlatch the safety chain. I screamed " Come on in here motherfucker. I want  to introduce you to my 
friend Suzy Shotgun!" I charged the door. I was gonna break his arm in the door by slamming my weight 
against it. By the time I made it to the door, he was gone.  Do I call the police and ask them to escort me 
the hell out of here or try to wait it out? It will be daylight in four hours, just hold on... 
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I don't know why, but as I sat there waiting for the sun to come up, I had this sinking feeling. The feeling 
was that we had been given an opportunity to escape but didn't go when we were told. Now it was too 
late. They were gonna make sure we never made it out of here to tell the tale of whatever it was in my 
head I was so afraid to look at. I knew we had a long hard fight in front of us. Neither one of us was in 
any condition physically or mentally to do much of anything. Something inside me felt that I had been 
right in the beginning about this trip, it would be a one way trip. 

I sat there almost in a trance, not believing that this had become my reality. Why had I gone too far 
down the rabbit hole? Why did I always have to know? Why couldn't I just let these matters go? I was 
hurting so many of the people and things I cared most about...what is wrong with me? This is not normal 
stuff here.... 

I was lost in my thoughts, just staring at the door and the window when a hand and arm slid down past 
the curtains on the window. The window slid open sideways, there was a wooden piece of a broom 
handle wedged in the track to keep it from sliding all the way open. The arm was trying to get that to 
that bar. I couldn't believe how calm I was. After all, this was  how many horrific things in just a few 
days? I remember thinking how sad it was that this no longer shocked or scared me. I had come here to 
face my destiny, and if this was it, then so be it. I urged EROS to be quiet and do nothing. I calmly 
grabbed my shotgun, checked to make sure it was still loaded and switched the safety button off. I just 
sat there watching this arm fumbling for that broom handle. I think I actually wanted him to get the 
window open. I aimed my gun and just waited. The second I had a clean shot, I was going to blow this 
assholes head all over the walls of this room. 

He never did get ahold of the broom handle and eventually gave up. I wanted to come out the door and 
shoot him in the back, but I knew if he wasn't in the room I would be held legally liable. The very first 
trace of daylight, we slowly came out of the room, gun aimed.  I checked the car before we hit the road 
and we were out of there. I still had that sinking feeling  we would never see home again. I wasn't going 
to make it easy on 'em. I had to try for EROS's sake. I had put him through hell, and he still stood by me, 
gave me everything he had. If we made it through this, I would make this up to him- I swear it! 

It was the second or third day of driving, we were still in Alaska. EROS had been acting like he needed to 
go to the bathroom or just wanted out of the car for some reason. It was middle of the day and kind of 
gloomy and overcast. I pulled over on the side of the road, nothing but wilderness in every direction as 
far as the eye can see. It had been that way since about 30 miles outside of Anchorage. We still had such 
a long way to go. I tried not to think anything, just keep a one track mind and get home.  

The farther we got from Anchorage, the sickness was easing up. We were drinking and eating a little, 
now he had to go to the bathroom. This was a good sign. I felt like we needed to stretch our legs and be 
out of the car for a little while. We walked around for a bit on the road and around the car. The dog had 
not gone to the bathroom yet and was calmly sniffing around the edge of the wilderness. I had no plans 
to go into the woods. I wanted to stay by the car. I had my gun on me, my backback, and the dog. As he 
seemed to wander further in the woods,  it was like I just suddenly snapped out of a trance and realized 
we were deep in the woods. I had told myself not to get out of view of the car, how did I let this 
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happen? How long have we been walking in? I hope we walked straight in, we can't afford to get lost out 
here. Shit. What just happened? That's right, no thinking about anything till we get home. 

I got this eerie feeling and turned to say "Come on EROS, let's get out of here." When I turned and 
looked at my dog, he was baring his teeth with saliva dripping from his mouth. The hair on the back of 
his neck all the way down his spine was standing straight up. He was staring at a big tree about 20-30 
feet in front of us. I threw his leash on the ground and stepped on it with my boot to keep him from 
attacking whatever it was. I swung my gun off my shoulder, took the safety off, aimed at the tree and 
just waited. I expected a bear or bobcat to come out from behind the tree or jump down out of the tree. 
I was scanning my surroundings looking for movement when he stepped out from behind the tree. 

I knew as soon as I looked in his eyes who or what I was dealing with here. Pure evil.  He was this wild 
man who looked like he had been living in these woods for a very long time. He had the long hair and 
beard, dirty clothes, but it was the eyes I kept being drawn back to. This was the darkness, but in a 
different form, a more condensed or powerful version. It was not the same energy I had come to 
recognize as the dark light. This was much stronger. I kept being drawn back to the eyes. I could see 
flames dancing in the eyes almost. Something evil and very excited to finally have me right where it 
wanted me. 

I held his gaze and said in the steadiest voice I could muster "Buddy, I don't want any problems here, but 
you take one more step in my direction and that is exactly what we are going to have!"  He squinted his 
eyes like he was thinking that over, then smiled this evil smile and lunged at me! 

I pulled that trigger so fast!  I had aimed at his chest and was only 15 feet or so away from him.  I had hit 
a bullseye from much farther away on several occassions during my training. There was no way I missed 
him. I was using large game cartridges. At least some of the pellets would have got him for sure. He 
should have been splattered all over the trees, but he was still coming for me!  

I slung the gun over my shoulder and scooped up the dog's leash in one motion. I gave EROS the signal 
to run, run like hell. Usually that dog can run circles around me but I was holding my own with him now. 
We were flying through the woods. I could feel this being right behind me. It felt like at any second he 
would reach out and grab me. As we broke the woods and could see the car up ahead, I started 
wonderng how I would get the keys from my backpack and unlock the car without slowing us down? I 
had to have them out by the time we reached the car. I was just about to turn and look back to see how 
close he was when an intense feeling came over me. It was urging me, don't turn and look, if you do, you 
lose. Put all your strength now into making it out of this, you can see how you did after you pass the 
finish line. A song I knew by heart from childhood started playing in my head, right at the part that said " 
...know when to run. You never count your money when your sittin' at the table, they'll be time enough 
for counting when the dealin's done."  I listened to my gut this time. I never looked back.  I bent my arm 
and shifted the backpack so I could reach the keys while running. I hit the unlock just as we made it to 
the car. We both dove in, I slammed the door, hit lock, started the car with my backpack and gun still 
slung around me and fishtailed it out of there. I was shaking so bad I didn't dare even slow down to take 
the backpack and gun off till nearly an hour later. 
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I was so happy when we made it back to the Canadian border. We still had a long way of isolated 
wilderness to get through, but it was a milestone for sure. I felt a little of the darkness that had been 
hangng over us lift, just a little bit. A day or two later, we were coming over a hill in the Yukon Territory. 
It was a clear, sunny afternoon. We hadn't seen another vehicle in a day or so. Just as we came over the 
hill,  about 30 feet in front of us was a sasquatch casually walking across the road! It seemed to be in no 
hurry. As it moved, I saw the muscles and skin moving. This was no man in a monkey suit. It was 8 or 9 
feet tall, black hair. Looked like a giant gorilla, except the face was more human. I knew this creature 
had timed it perfectly so that it would be standing in the center of the road as we intersected. Not in the 
center of my lane, but on the center line (if there had been one). It would be inches from my drivers side 
window in a matter of seconds. 

I was worried that EROS would start growling or barking and cause this thing to attack us. EROS was in 
shock. He just stared, but never moved or made a sound. As the point of our intersection rapidly 
approached, there was no way I was slowing down. I was probably going 40 mph on a gravel 
highway...right at the moment that this creature was standing six inches from my drivers side window 
(which was rolled up), everything just froze, suspended animation, like someone had just hit the pause 
button. This creature and I were staring into each others eyes, and a message transpired in that look. A 
message so complex and overwhelming that I struggle to describe it here.  

It was a programmed being whose mission was not to let us make it out of this wilderness  alive. It was 
clear from the physical and muscular stature of this creature that it could knock our car right off the 
road like a matchbox toy. I saw a tenderness in its eyes though, it too was just a puppet on a string -
lonely and confused and questioning things. This creature had decided to not obey its command. It 
would fight that urge to destroy us. It was going to buy us as much time as it could. It was telling me its 
boss would be coming for me. It was telling me not to stop, not to sleep, just keep going all the way.  It 
was telling me "help us, help us all, please, we are all hurting in here... just like you." and with that, the 
pause button was pushed, the moment was broken, we zipped right by this creature at my window and 
it proceeded to the treeline and pixelled out and dissappeared. I saw it pixel out of focus with my own 
eyes. I knew there would be a price for this creature to pay for what it had just done. It had sacrificed 
itself to help me. Yet another soul I owed big. So many have helped me to pull this off, why? This is 
bigger than me and this game, I feel it...No!  Don't feel!  Don't think!  Just drive. You gotta make it first, 
before you can do anything about it. One foot in front of the other, don't get ahead of yourself. 

It took every ounce of mental strength I had to get us back down to the lower 48  and across the 
country. I was fighting hyperventillation attacks, I was fighting this nagging feeling to just take a peek at 
what in my head is causing so much commotion. I felt that dark energy one step behind me and closing 
fast. We only stopped to sleep a couple of hours here and there during the entire return trip, only when 
I had no choice, always in the daytime, always in a busy public area with lots of people around. We were 
getting close. 

Finally, we were only a couple of hours from my home. It was late, 1 or 2 in the morning. We got onto 
the interstate route that the exit for my house is on. This was the last stretch. I guess getting on the 
highway that my home was off of (even though it was still hours away) allowed my body to relax just a 
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little bit, like me might just make it. Letting my guard down just that little bit was all it took. It came 
crashing down on me like a brick wall. I was getting these vague flashes, horrifying flashes... I'm laying 
on an operating table looking at my feet. There is a creature. Why am I awake if they are operating on 
me? Stop! Don't let it back in, you can't see this...you don't want to know this! Push it away. I can't. 
Another flash... a light shining down on me and this creature has cocked his head, he doesn't understand 
what he is looking at...I feel my curiousity pulling me in. No! We were so close! It is overwhelming me 
and I am losing control. It is going to show itself, that which I can't see, that which I don't want to 
remember. I have to find a way to stop it...  

I am having a full-on panick attack by this point. My hands and feet went numb and curled up real tight. 
My fingernails were cutting into my hands and I couldn't open my hands up. Using  my elbows to control 
the steering wheel, I pull off on the side of the highway and manage to bring the car to a stop with my 
numb foot on the brake. I feel this weight pressing down on my chest. I am going to pass out or die. A 
see lights of a semi coming. It is the only vehicle I have seen in a long time. I need help. I manage to get 
the hazard lights on and just as the semi nears me, I pull out in front of it. The man swerves hard to miss 
hitting me, rolls his window down and yells something to the effect of  "What? Do you have a death 
wish or something?" All I get out is "heart attack, 911, please" His demeanor changes, he calls 911, then 
asks me to unlock the car door, that the 911 operator is asking him to check things about me. I refuse to 
open the door. I tell him  "I'm not opening the door or rolling down the window till I see sirens". He talks 
me into sticking my wrist out the window rolled down a few inches so he can check my pulse.  I then ask 
him to call my parents. 

I am telling my parents they have to come get EROS now, that I refuse to leave him on the side  of the 
highway in the dark. The police arrive. The ambulance arrives. They are all trying to convince me to get 
out of the car and something is telling me I should keep going, but I physically can't anymore. I'm going 
to get us killed in this condition. The officer is telling me I have no choice here, that he cannot let me 
take off driving, that I need to go to the hospital and be checked out. He tells me that he will stay here 
with the dog till my parents get here to pick him up. I am hysterical by this point. After all we have made 
it through, I am going to fail  him in the last leg. I get out of the car and tell them all to back up, that I will 
walk myself to the ambulance. I remember taking one step. I was out. I came to and was in the 
ambulance. I could see my car and EROS could see me. I could see this worried concern and hope that I 
would get out of that ambulance and come back to the car. I will never forget the look on that dogs face 
as they closed the ambulance doors and drove away with me...leaving him in the dark on the side of the 
highway with lights flashing, sirens blaring. I had failed him. Even worse I had left him all alone in the 
darkness, knowing what was after us. None of those horrifying images I had seen even held a candle to 
what the look on that dog's face did to me in that moment.   

I came undone. There is no other way to descibe it. I was shaking uncontrollably. I was shaking  so hard 
that they were afraid I was going to break my teeth. I was hyperventillating. They kept asking if I wanted 
a blanket. I told them I was hot, so hot. The tears just kept rolling down my face uncontrollably. All I 
could see was the gut wrenching look on EROS's face as I pulled away in that ambulance.  They said that 
I was going to cause myself some real physical problems here since I was unable to calm myself down. 
They said they were going to have to tranquilize me for my own safety, that I would start feeling better 
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in a few minutes. Boy did I ever. It was like a switch had been been turned on and suddenly I was 
floating in this soft fluffy cloud. I didn't forget what was happening to me and what I had been forced to 
do to EROS, I just somehow didn't care so much anymore. I was separate from everything right now...it 
felt nice. I wanted to stay this way forever. I had cared too much before, and now it had destroyed 
me...this was just ...comfortably numb.  

I had no idea how much time had passed. It seemed like just a little while, but my parents were walking 
into the hospital. The first thing out of my mouth was "Where is EROS? Is he ok? I have to see him now 
and let him know i'm ok." They calmed me down, assured me he was fine and waiting for me in the car." 
After a talk with my parents (even though I was an adult), they released me from the hospital. My mom 
drove my SUV with EROS and I in it. My dad drove their car back. EROS was in the seat behind the 
drivers seat, and he laid his head on my mom's shoulder as if to say "Thank God you guys are here. We 
weren't gonna make it."  He licked my face to let me know he was glad I was alive still too...  

It was like a dream come true when we walked back into our home. I never thought I would see it again. 
I almost didn't. I knew that darkness would find me here just as easy as any place else. It wasn't like we 
were safe now, it was more like, at least we have the home advantage now. 

 

Chapter  8 

Post Alaska 

 

My head was never the same after that trip. If you can picture your mind as your apartment, and you 
have just come home to find out you have been robbed. The contents of every drawer and cabinet are 
strown all over. Several of your most valued possessions are gone, others are laying shattered in pieces 
on the floor. You are looking around at complete chaos and destruction of everything you own in this 
world. That is what my head felt like after that trip. I didn't even know where to begin to start picking up 
the pieces. I was afraid to start picking up the pieces. I knew some of those pieces were toxic, pick up 
the wrong piece by mistake and it is game over. 

Things continued to happen from the moment we arrived back home. I felt that dark energy   lurking, 
watching. It was always there to some degree. I would wake up with that familiar weird hangover feeling 
and the back of my head would feel all fuzzy. Those first few years after Alaska were really hard. I was 
trapped in a very dark place. I was in a prison created by my own mind. I had been backed into a corner 
here, and had no where left to go. I couldn't move forward on the path I had been on, I had to let all that 
go or all was lost anyway. I couldn't look back to contemplate things...only death and hurt awaits me 
back there. What does that leave me with? Where can I go? Is it checkmate? Do they finally got me? 

My family and friends were beyond concerned at this point. I was hyper-sensitive, distrusting of 
everything and everyone. I was paranoid. Back to sheer terror and just waiting for the other shoe to 
drop. I could feel that dark energy waiting for me to slip up. My mom talked me into going to see a 
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doctor when the panic attacks persisted. The doctor talked to me during that short initial visit and 
decided the best course of action was antidepressants. I took them for three days and then flushed 
them down the toilet. My head was messed up enough, I couldn't have chemicals messing up my brain 
function further. 

So I eventually accepted that they did in fact have me up against a wall here, but never accepted that it 
was check mate. It ain't over till it's over. What does that leave me with? Where can I go? One day it hit 
me !  If they had me completely restrained on my path, I would just jump off that path and create a new 
path. 

Eros and I had begun to physically recover from that trip, but neither of us really ever recovered from 
the psychological toll. I decided I would focus on what was closest to my heart-EROS. I had swore that if 
we survived that trip, I would make it up to him. Now it was time to make good on that. I would give him 
a retirement fit for a king. He had given his life for me. I wanted to return the love and support to him 
when he needed it most. I felt that if I focused on love, it would keep that dark energy at bay. I found 
the perfect little A-frame cabin nestled on 5 acres of wilderness. It had a little creek running through it. I 
knew it was perfect and exactly where we were meant to be.  

We soon had a couple of horses, a donkey, a goat and a cat. EROS and I would hike back in our 
wilderness to this tree that had grown sideways across the creek. It had a beautful little grassy area 
beside the creek. We would stay there all day. I would lay in the grass or sit on the tree and read while 
EROS played in the creek and chased the bugs and critters. We would have a picnic lunch and just enjoy 
us and nature. It was picture perfect. He had a huge screened-in porch built off the house just for him. 
The window was left open most of the time, he could come and go as he pleased. I wasn't around 
people much anymore. I spent all my time alone in the woods with all these animals. Somehow they 
seemed to ground me, protect me in some way I didn't understand. 

I was somehow fundamentally different again, but I didn't know how exactly. There were clues, but I 
knew not to look too deeply into them. I had quit listening to music. I had packed all my favorite CD's 
away in a box. I burned all my diaries one day. I had been keeping a journal since I was 14 years old. My 
whole life was in those books. Why did I burn them? ...then that familiar feeling of "Don't worry yourself 
over these matters, it is all over now, just relax and enjoy the time you have left". I listened to that 
voice, but way down deep there was still that part of me that had to know what was being kept from 
me....one day... 

An unexpected thing happened during that time, I fell in love. I added another person and a whole slew 
of additional animals to our safe little bubble. One of those animals was a female dog that EROS 
instantly fell in love with, and we were one big happy family. Pure chaotic bliss, at least for a while. I had 
lived up to what I promised him. I could see the difference it had made in restoring his heart and soul. 
He was happy, content, and at peace. I gave him everything I had- just as he had done for me. I got to 
watch my dog grow old and enjoy the peace, love and security that we should all be so lucky to find in 
our final days. By the time my daughter was born in 2012, I knew that EROS was nearing the end of his 
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journey. Also, the cracks had begun to show in our perfect little bubble... Once again it felt like it was all 
crumbling in on top of me.  

I could feel the build up to it. One day it overwhelmed me and I started yelling at him. I was screaming, 
"why don't you just go already? I know what's coming. What are you waiting for?" I hated myself the 
second the words left my mouth. He was evolved enough to understand  I was hurting and didn't know 
how to accept this. He gave me this look that said he was sorry for me that our bond was causing me 
pain, even if it was for the right reasons. He told me with his eyes that it was ok, his journey was over 
now, mine was not. I didn't need him anymore. Between watching my dog inch closer to death, 
watching my relationship crumble and trying to take care of an infant...it sent me right back over the 
cliff with no warning. 

 A couple of days later, I was supposed to do something, and I changed my mind at the last minute. I 
knew we were nearing the end. I was going to put the baby to sleep and come spend some time alone 
with EROS. I was about to take her out of the stroller and upstairs to bed when EROS became very 
interested in her. He went to approach her and I will never understand why I felt this way. I trust that 
dog with my very soul, but I suddenly was afraid he would hurt the baby. I raised my hand as if to tell 
him, "You hurt my child and I will hurt you".  Again, the look on that dog's face crushed my soul. He has 
never looked so hurt and sad that I would raise a hand to him. I will never forgive myself for that.  He 
gently licked my daughter on both cheeks and went back to his bed.  I put the baby to bed and crawled 
into the dirty, dog hair covered bed under the steps with him. We just laid there for hours. I cried, I 
rubbed his belly and petted him. I apologized for everything I had done and put him through. I begged 
for his forgiveness and thanked him for being mine. There was a tenderness and sadness and 
acceptance on both our parts. It was the most beautiful thing I have ever felt...and it was choking me to 
death. 

The next day,we were getting ready to leave to run some errands. My boyfriend was the one who 
usually took him for his walks recently, because I was always so busy with the baby. He was going to 
take the dogs for a quick walk before we left. Some little bell went off in my head, and I felt like I wanted 
to take him on his walk, but I was loaded down with baby and diaper bags. I let my boyfriend take the 
dogs out quickly before we left. As EROS headed out the door, he turned and gave me a look. It was like 
he was saying,  "are you sure you don't want to walk me, it may be your last chance?"  I couldn't even let 
that sink in, I put it out of my head. I went to the car.  We stopped for a milkshake on the way home. As I 
stood in the parking lot sipping my milkshake... a feeling... I knew he was gone. I didn't want to go home.  
As soon as we got out of the car, we could hear our female dog barking frantically to let us know 
something was wrong. I knew what it was- the love of my life was gone. I was on my own again, with a 
baby now counting on me too. 

We buried him on the hillside behind the house where I could see it from the windows. I didn't want any 
grave markers or flowers or anything. I wanted it to be completely natural  and to just put him back in 
the earth. I sat at that window day and night for days, I was numb, I was having panic attacks again, one 
right after the next, I was vomiting. Then I just gave up and said "Wait for me". I laid down on that bed 
of all the pain and hurt I created for myself and everyone else, and I just wanted it to be over. I willed it 
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to be over. I refused to breath. I felt myself falling asleep or maybe dying I don't know. The window was 
open next to the bed where I had been looking at his gravesight. Just as everything went dark, I felt a 
fluttering wind on my face and heard a fluttering. Is it angels? I opened my eyes and there was a bird, a 
white bird that had flown in the window and was hovering about 3 inches from my face. It was so close 
that when I opened my eyes, all I saw was the movement of the wings. The wind from these wings was 
forcing air into my nose. I turned my head to the side as if to say no thanks. The bird flew back out the 
window and landed on his grave. I jumped up instantly and leaned out the window, was it him?  It sat 
there looking at me for several minutes. I felt a message of "it's ok, you did good by him, he is happy, he 
was only part of your story. Honor him by being triumphant and making those struggles worth 
something. After everything you have made it through, don't let something this beautiful be your 
undoing." Of everything they had put me through, it was love, the thing closest to my heart that broke 
me, not the scary dark shit. I almost didn't clear that one. Again, it took some help. 

My relationship deteriorated to a point of no return, I ended up having to start all over again from 
scratch, with a baby counting on me this time. I didn't know how much time I had left here, but I would 
put everything  I had left in me towards creating a better life for her.  So  I have been so busy for the last 
decade just keeping our heads above water as a single mom. Things had just evaporated from my head. 
Its hard to explain. Its not like I forgot about the experience at the temple, it was just- that was the past, 
in another life. That is over now.  Let it go, watch your child grow up, live in this reality now. 

Which brings us to current day. It's 2019, I have finally gotten us to the place and the life I had 
envisioned for us, but it was back breaking work on my part. We are gone 12 to 15 hours a day most 
days, it's daycare, work, school, girl scouts, swimming, house, yard, dog, it just goes on and on. I am 
making it happen...then covid hits. 

Suddenly our lives came to a complete standstill. At first, it was difficult to adjust,  I didn't know what to 
do with myself. We did puzzles and cooked more complex meals, of course we were so concerned about 
this virus that I was constantly flipping through the channels to watch the news. It was a total shift for 
everyone, a sudden change in our reality, a change in the way our brain normally functions and the 
things it is normally so preoccupied with.  

It started out very subtle. I had the ability one night to think and allow myself to get emotional over the 
loss of Eros and my grandma. I was wondering where they are now and if I will be reuited with them 
when this experience is over...suddenly I got a sensation and a vague memory of the battle we fought, 
me, grandma, and Eros. It was not an ordinary battle, then it was gone... 

Why do I feel like there are things I am not remembering, and things that were taken from me? What is 
my purpose in life (besides raising my daughter)? What is the meaning of all this? How did all this beauty 
and wonder come to exist? I guess you could say I started thinking deeply for the first time in a long 
time. I haven't had the time or energy for any of this for so long now... 

Then I seem to be washed clean of any thoughts of these matters. They just drift off and I think to 
myself just relax and enjoy what time you have left, you don't have to worry about any of that anymore. 
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Any of what? Anymore? That's right, I did worry about these things very much so my entire life...all my 
lives...what am I not remembering?  

One night I was flipping through the news channels trying to get information on the pandemic, and of 
course you catch clips from other news stories as well. It was a piece on Prince Harry and Meghan 
Markle. It showed a clip from the interview in Africa they had done. Meghan was explaining that 
although it may look from the outside like she had it all and should be happy, that things aren't always 
what they seem. The reporter then implied that she had signed on for the job and knew what she was 
getting into and should just quietly take her place, after all, it's not such a bad life...and her reply to the 
reporter was something to the effect of " yeah, I could do that, but it is not enough to just survive. We 
should seek to thrive"...I got that electric shock sensation that I hadn't thought about in so many years, 
Oh My God what is going on here? I would never have forgotten that. I would never have let that go. 
That is from me and the only thing I trust for sure 100%. Someone has done something to me. It had to 
have been taken from me. What else was taken from me? 

This was the first major crack in the dam. I could feel it. A slow trickle of feeling, like- wait a minute... I 
know something is going on here and for some reason I have not cared for the last decade (which is not 
like me at all), and let the fibers that make up my very being go. How and why could I have let that 
happen? Did I let it happen or was it taken from me? I am so confused. I remember it. There was a lot 
that I had to let go of. Then this thought of trust us, just let this go and enjoy all the things about life that 
you have loved so much, that has drawn you back in time and time again all these times...all these 
times? Thats right I have lived many many lives, maybe since the very beginning, but why? What was the 
point of them? 

I can feel all the answers just beyond my grasp. I know that I am closer to it, this truth, than I have ever 
been able to get before. Those tiny cracks at the dam ignited a frenzy in my soul, a surge of powerful 
intense emotions good and bad. I have to know. I have to find it this time, this is my last chance. I'm 
running out of time. I can feel it working against me. 

Same feeling as in the buddhist temple, I am running out of time and if I don't find it and put it all 
together in this lifetime, all my hard work was for nothing. It's now or never, but what is it?  I wish I 
could pull my head apart and go in and organize everything, I know I have the answers within me 
somehow. I just have to get to them... 

Everything is so jumbled up in my head. I am thinking back over my entire life and the most meaningful 
things about it and things keep popping into my head, flashbacks that I am familiar and intimate with, 
but no longer possess. Or I will remember an experience like the Morrocco experience but not remeber 
the deja-vous part of it.  What happened to me? Where did all this knowledge go? Why don't I think 
about these things anymore? The more I remembered, the faster and faster the memories started 
flooding back. I am scared and excited, but mostly just grateful. I am not me without these things, they 
have become woven into the very fiber of my being. I feel like I have been this autonomous blank slate 
robot for the last decade or more. 
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After Joe Biden was elected president, there was an Inaugual Performance show after the inauguration. 
I didn't watch the inauguration or the show, I can't remember what we had done that night. The next 
morning I was flipping through the news online, and a story about a surprise knock out performance by 
Katy Perry as the finale of this presentation that no one saw coming. I clicked on the performance and 
was moved to tears, it was so powerful. It spoke to me, the part about you will know when the time is 
right..I watched that performance over and over. Every single time the hairs on my arms were standing 
straight up and tears were just rolling down my face. 

It was a message. What was I supposed to do when the time was right? "What you were always 
supposed to do" was the reply I got, not in those words, it was more of a feeling like "hang in there 
kiddo, you're almost there". 

What has been going on for the last decade or so? It's like my life's work was zipped up in a suitcase and 
stored away by someone and I have just recently somehow accidently come upon it. Is this an accident? 
Or am I being given these memories back? I don't care right now, I just need to gather up as many of 
them as I can and put them some where else besides my head since that apparently was not the safest 
place for all this. I have to get it down, get it out before they realize what has happened and take it from 
me again. I'm nervous too, it feels like there are things just beyond this thresh hold that I may not want 
to remember, yes, there were things I gave up to get rid of some of the bad, it was a trade. I remember. 
I knew I had to have voluntarily given up those secret bits I had learned to hide. They could not have 
taken them from me. If they could have, they would have done it long ago. What in God's name would 
have made me give those up? The very essence of who I am...  

I was obsessing about getting all this back, I didn't know how long this window would remain open or 
how long it would take them to realize I had gotten this back and take it again, or just take me. I get the 
feeling I have caused a lot of people a lot of problems, that I have broken rules, that I should be thankful 
for the way it has all worked out and just let it go... 

I can't. That curiousity we all have to peek behind the veil is creeping back up in me. I need to know. I 
wont cause any more problems, I promise, I just feel incomplete without this knowledge. I'm feeling a 
lot of energy and commotion or interest surrounding me all of a sudden. I can feel that something is 
going on, having to do with me, and I am not allowed to be a part of it. Why are they keeping this from 
me? What don't they want me to know? What are they afaid I might let out? Who are they? I'm feeling 
like there is more than one they. 

One of the random tid bits I had seen in the news was this new technology from one of the DNA 
ancestry companies. They could take an old photo of a person, and digitally make the photo a short 
video. They could make a portrait smile or blink or turn their head, they could make objects appear to 
move in the photo. I was fascinated. I went to the website and researched it. I had this strange feeling 
about this. There was something to this. I was going to find a picture of my grandma and do this with her 
photo. I could also give it to my parents as a gift that would shock and amaze them. I had this excited 
feeling that this was the closest I would ever be able to get, to really having her back or seeing her exist 
in this realm. I made a mental note to start looking for the right photo to use. 
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 It was the next day or so that I was once again flipping through looking for news during the early 
morning hours and happened to land on a talk show. It was Hota Kotb and Jenna Bush I think. They were 
doing an in depth story on this new ancestry photo technology. I got very excited as they began the 
piece and felt  this energy around me, they were showing many different photo examples that the 
technology had been used on. I was mesmerized, focused, and so excited about this...a couple pictures 
before the last photo, they showed a large 8 x 10 portrait from like the 1930's. It was a picture of a 
woman in the sephia photo type. The photo was a side profile, she is looking off to the side. As the 
woman in the photo turns and faces forward, it feels like the eyes are alive. They are looking at me, this 
photo is different than the others. Then the woman in the photo smiles...where have I seen that before? 
Why is it so familiar to me? Then the woman in the photo winked. Same as the buddhist temple, in the 
moment that the eye closed, it was my grandma's spirit smiling and winking at me in just a split second. 
As the eye opened back up, it was this woman in the photo from the 1930's, nothing alive about the 
eyes anymore, the energy is gone...then the dam inside my mind bursts! 

It is like I am watching a dozen different movies all at the same time, but this is not like looking at a tv a 
distance from you. This is like a 3D holographic projection being beamed from the tv directly to your 
head. A dozen of them at the same time coming right at me. They aren't just images, but sound, feeling 
and emotion, senses, everything. It is all the high strangeness events of my life. It is things I never had 
any concious knowledge of, things that I had a conscious memory of, but what I was being shown was a 
completely different level of that event and things that were happening behind the scene in the 
subconcious were being shown to me for the first time. Some of it was these extraordinary things I had 
managed to hold onto in my concious state until the last ten years or so...and now it all made sense. 
How could I not have  seen it this way before? Of course hind sight is always 20/20. It is all there, or at 
least it feels that way. I guess you can't know what you don't yet know. I am beyond overwhelmed, 
beyond grateful, I have the pieces of me back. 

I fall to the floor and tears are just streaming uncontrollably down my face. It's like a mother who has 
many children but hasn't seen any of them in 20 years, with each child that walks through that door she 
is reminded of just how special that child is, how each one is a piece of her heart, and that she has been 
living with an empty broken heart all this time, not even remembering what had caused it. But with each 
child that comes through that door, she remembers that they are her reason for living, the reason she 
struggled with this blind hurt and broken heart, she had faith that one day they would return to her and 
her heart would once again be full. She waits with just blind faith, waits so long she forgets what it was 
she was waiting for ...and then, with no warning, the waiting is finally over. Here they all are, one right 
after another walking right throught the door...I hear a voice in my head, a female voice that I do not 
recognize. She says " these answers that  you obsess over, that you must know, that you can't let go of... 
Be at peace now" ...and I was...for a while.  

What were the answers I was given? I could write a whole other book just on that alone. There is too 
much to try to document it all, but let me see if I can answer some of the questions I know you must 
have. Like me, you have been drug through so much, asked to have faith and to trust the process...to 
trust me. You have dutifully done what was asked of you, through the highs and lows, you have been 
just as confused and blind as I was throughout this journey.  You have stuck it out because you are 
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looking for answers too. You feel that there is something more to all this, something just out of our 
grasp. Many people get tiny glimpses, but no one is given a clear enough picture to put anything into 
perspective. We are all searching for these same answers...  

 

 Chapter 9 

Did I Win the Game? 

 

 

I am first shown that reincarnation is in fact real. We live many, many lives. I have lived many lives, going 
all the way back to the very beginning. I am briefly given quick glimpses of some of these lives just to 
drive the point home that reincarnation is real, and all of us have lived many times before. Our 
memories are erased after each time and we live another life. Sometimes we live the same life over and 
over again until we get it right. The reason for this is multilayered. 

There are two teams at play here, the bright light and the dark light. Over time our perceptions of what 
these two teams are have changed. They have been called good and evil, GOD and the DEVIL, these 
things they are not.  I prefer to call them by their real names which I believe to be "the bright light" and 
"the dark light". They are both lights, they are both masterpieces, they are just shown or reflected 
through different lenses. These two lights are equal in power and beauty, even though they are the 
opposite ends of the spectrum.  

The two lights actually need one another to exist. They create a constant push/ pull like a magnet that 
actually holds them both in existance.You can't have one without the other. I am shown that without 
the dark light, there would be no way to differenciate and identify the bright light and vise versa.  You 
appreciate something much more after you lose it or fear losing it. If there was no struggle or strife, then 
it wouldn't be good, it would just be.  

This is the way it was in the very beginning. There was just the two lights. They were separate and 
existed independently from the other. The bright light is heaven, pure bliss. Eventually though, the 
bright light got bored, craved some excitement. How can you be content with THIS, when you don't 
have a THAT to show you that yes, I should be happy with THIS?  I have also heard this motif in the 
Garden of Eden story, that they could not appreciate and see Eden for the paradise it was, until they 
were cast out and had something else to compare it to. 

 I am shown the symbol of the ying and yang. It's hard to believe it can be reduced to such a simple 
symbol, but that symbol really does encompass the truth. Two different independent halves that work 
both against each other differentiating the bright from the dark light and with each other to create a 
whole around the two parts. There is a little bright light in the darkness and vise versa (the dots in the 
symbol). We will come back to this a little later. 
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 At some point this thing we call life was created. The bright light made itself into many individual slivers 
of light that joined together to collectively form the bright light now. In doing this, the independent 
slivers of light could enjoy individual experiences that exposes them to both the lights then come back 
to join the one  bright light that we are all are a part of with a new found respect and appreciation for 
the bliss and singularity of our united safe existence. 

It became required to participate in these experiences like a schooling until we had evolved as 
individuals and learned all the lessons, and came to appreciate what we had. Once graduated from this 
schooling, we are released from this circle of life and death (reincarnations ) and simply go back to meld 
into one as the light. After all we have experienced, most are exhausted mentally and emotionally and 
more than content to reunite and meld with all the slivers from all our different lives and become one 
again. 

I was not shown how this process played out in the dark light, but got the impression it was much the 
same thing from the other end of the spectrum. 

I was then shown that I flew through the schooling and had reached enlightenment very early on but 
was still not content to simply come back and sit in the bliss of the light for eternity while most of my 
team were floundering like fish out of water, suffering, trying, but they just can't get it. They keep 
making the same mistakes over and over, they are afraid to try a new approach. They are stuck in a hell 
on Earth of their own creation, held by their own unwillingness to face something. They can live that 
same life over and over and never get any closer to figuring it out. It made me sad for them. I need to 
help them. Why just sit here and do nothing but bask in my own accomplishments and bliss? 

It is at this point that I am permitted to become a Bodhisatva, one who denies their own salvation in 
order to help others reach it. I will live life after life for as long as I choose or until every soul on our 
team has joined the light. I planned to be the last one through that gate, closing it behind me with 
everyone safely inside and enjoying our bliss together. I quickly thrive in this role and have come to love 
and crave so many things about these life experiences, it is a perfect fit and goes on this way for a very 
very long time. 

I am then shown that very early on after becoming a Bodhisatva, I found out about the game. I realized 
that effort was being made to hide the existense of this game from me, and every time I tried to inquire 
about this mysterious game, people got very upset and turned me in. They were treating me like some 
dumb child. I was one of the oldest and best Bodhisatvas ever, what would my team need to hide from 
me? Why was I always redirected or given a special mission (which I always carried out dutifully)?  

No matter how tough I had proven myself to be, they were never gonna let me in on this. I could feel it. 
Unbeknownst to my team captains, I had decided I would figure out what they were hiding from me 
myself and keep it all under the cuff till I knew what this was all about. 

So, this mysterious game is apparently played by only the best and strongest Bodhisatvas. You cannot be 
forced to play the game, you must volunteer. Once you volunteer to play, they choose only a few of the 
strongest examples of the bright light.  The stakes are apparently pretty high. You win the game by 
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figuring out all these different pieces to this puzzle and then be the first one to prove that you have 
solved the puzzle. 

 I can't seem to figure out what the prize is for the winner, or why this game is played in the first place, 
but it doesn't matter. I am pissed and feeling betrayed by those I trusted and gave everything I am to. I 
am one of their best and brightest and oldest. Why have I never been offered to play this game? What 
don't I know here? 

I will show them. I devise an ingenious plan. I have to approach this from an angle that no one has 
thought of before. I have to have patience and never rush it or show my hand, just patiently keep 
collecting your tid bits and hiding them. You will know when the time is right. I start collecting 
information and answers and then hiding them and leaving myself clues that they would never catch 
onto. 

There are so many aspects to this and ways to get this information and ways to leave  yourself clues. I 
don't want to show my whole hand here, I may still yet need these techniques. It would take too much 
time to try to explain everything sneaky I did anyways, but for example... when we die in each life, we 
are met by the gate keepers. 

 Often they show themselves through the bright white light or departed loved ones we yearn to 
reconnect with. Sorry for the spoiler here, but our dear departed loved ones are not really meeting us to 
escort us to heaven. It is merely a reflection of your loved one, in the form that you connected with that 
soul in. A holograph so life like you would never know the difference. The real living entity that is your 
loved one's soul is already living their next life or joined the light and will not be in that same form again 
when and if you really do cross paths again. You may not even recognize them if you did cross paths 
with them again, and if you do recognize them, it will probably be immediately wiped from your 
memory because holding onto past lives can cause problems or blockages in current or future lives. I 
hate to burst that bubble, but I said I would put the truths I found out there and that is one of them.  

 Before we move onto our next life or go back to the bright light, we are permitted to ask a couple of the 
big burning questions everyone can't wait to ask GOD- What is the meaning of life? What is GOD? etc. 
What people don't realize is that what you are dealing with there is not GOD. It is people just like you 
and me. As a matter of fact, I believe at some point in my existence it was me, that I once worked the 
gates and the machinery that puts the souls into the body containers. That is the only thing I can come 
up with as to how I would have had the intimate access to the machine to encode those electric shock 
breadcrumbs that I know were from me throughout this life.  

Also, what people don't know is that the being you are asking those big questions to is actually a pre-
programmed computer. Before you can even finish the question the computer is downloading 
mathematical equations and scientific formulas into your head with the complete explanation. So, I 
started testing this computer and asking particular questions at the end of each life that built on the 
questions I had asked  in previous lives. I started figuring out what questions to ask in what order- to 
push this computer to a breaking point, where it didn't have the answers anymore. Don't use it yet, just 
line it all up, that will be an ace up your sleeve that you may need one day. 
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Life after life, I was so patient, and patience is not one of my strong suits. I never let on what I was 
doing. I just kept building on it and hiding all these little tidbits here and there. Life after life,  I was never 
told about the game. When I decided to unleash this, I would be unstoppable and then they would see 
what a mistake they made not letting me play the game! 

The last few lives I have had, I considered unleashing my truths at them and demanding to be allowed to 
participate in this game...but something always kept me from going through with it. I kept chickening 
out. I knew they would be furious that I did things behind their backs like hiding the bits of information, 
but then again, aren't they also guilty of hiding and doing behind my back too? It was more than that 
though, I had an odd feeling that I didn't have the whole story here yet and was not ready to jump till I 
knew all I could. Once I jumped, there was no going back. I better have all my ducks in a row before I do 
it. 

They dont tell me that this is my last life coming up. I already knew this as I have been encoding things 
into this life for some time now. I know it is my last, and I want it to be perfect. They are required to 
offer the chance to volunteer for this game at least once before a Bodhisatva retires. The chance to 
volunteer has to be offered before the soul's last life. They are hoping  that I have lost all interest in this 
game and will not even  volunteer, as I am not required to and am getting tired from all my lives. Little 
did they know just how interested in this game I was... Finally, I am going to be called up. Why did they 
put it off so long? I been ready for this since day 1. Maybe it's the key to the next level if I win the 
game... 

I am told that I have been selected as a candidate to play a game. The game is descibed to me in very 
cryptic detail. They are trying to downplay the whole thing to me. They are saying that this is a complex 
game that takes a very long time to complete, that you will be wiped clean of who and what you are, 
your memories, and will venture out as a blank slate with only your core values and blind faith to lead 
you in this game. I'm told that only a few of the volunteers at most are chosen to play. 

He is saying that I don't have to volunteer... but I don't even let him finish the sentence. I volunteer. He 
tries to tell me I should not make this decision hastily. I tell him not to worry, my decision is not hasty. I 
made this decision long ago and have been waiting for this day. He hangs his head with defeat and 
knows it is pointless to say anymore. He gives me a strange look, like I don't know what I am getting 
myself into. I care not, they have held me back long enough. You just watch what I can do with this 
dumb game of yours!  

The game! That's right. That's what all this was about! Did I win? What happened? Finish it please, I have 
to know. I can handle it. 

First they try to tell me this is as far as they can reveal because this life experience is still ongoing and 
that I will get the rest of the story when I get back. Who do they think they are dealing with here? I 
didn't come this far to be shut out in the very end. This is my last chance and I left nothing to error this 
time around. 
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I tell them that I know the game is over, whatever happened, happened on that last trip to Alaska. My 
existence here now is nothing more than a retirement that I asked for. A retirement that I can't even 
enjoy because they are still playing games with me and keeping things from me. I tell them I remember 
the last deal I made with them and the things I traded them in order to get rid of some of the bad and be 
able to stay here. I understand that it had to be done, that it was the only way I could come back to this 
existence, but I don't remember why that is. I tell them I have all those bits back that I gave them and 
then some. I tell them bits and pieces of that final trip to Alaska has managed to resurface in my head. I 
tell them I know how to get the final pieces of the puzzle myself. I know all the answers I seek are in my 
head. I also know you put this wall around them of this bad stuff that you think will keep me from 
looking, but you are wrong. I can and will handle it on my own if you don't give me the rest of the story. 
We both know that could cause all sorts of problems for lots of people involved, who knows what might 
come out of my head? After all, you have no idea what I have been up to all this time, do you...? 

They reply that indeed we will be sitting down for a nice long talk when I get back. They once again try 
to tell me that I should just relax and enjoy my retirement. They assure me that all  will reveal itself 
when this life experience is over.  

That is it! I'm done with the games. I tell them it isn't going to work this time. I tell them that they have 
seriously underestimated me. I tell them they all know me as this quiet, timid, innocent, obedient team 
mate, which I am, but what they don't realize is that I will let them back me into a corner... but once you 
get me in that corner- you better watch out because I am going to come out swinging!  I tell them I know 
that they will erase my memory as soon as this experience ends and I will never even know they were 
supposed to tell me something.  I tell them I must have it all now! In this life experience, in this 
consciousness...and that this is the last opportunity I am going to give them to be straight with me, then 
I will choose one of many other avenues I have to access it. I tell them I am going to get it one way or 
another, and they know I speak the truth. I once again feel that resignation and also anger at me. I have 
outwitted them at their own game and they know it! 

 They cannot believe I have flown under the radar for this long with no one being any wiser to the things 
I was figuring out and hiding. They are actually afraid of me, of what else I may have done that they 
don't know about...I know they are going to have my head when I get back, but I don't care. Finally a 
little pay back. Well boys, how do you like feeling played and decieved and things kept from you?  How 
do you like being afraid of the unknown with no possible escape? It's fun being messed with like this, 
right? Great game, huh? 

 They knew their game was over now. I had won.  

Even with all that I had been given, I knew there were things they were still keeping  from me. It  still just 
didn't add up. They were still keeping the most crucial important parts from me that made this puzzle 
work. I had a vague idea what it encompassed. I have repressed whatever happened in Alaska on that 
3rd trip for all these years. I have always known that.   

They give me the final three puzzle pieces that are the missing links that finally tie this all together. It 
astounds me that of all the pieces I have collected and things I knew, still I could not form a coherent 
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picture of this puzzle. The thought that only 3 little pieces, but the key is, the right 3 pieces- turned out 
to be the glue that held this whole thing together!  

  

Chapter  10 

A Proper Introduction... 

 

One night shortly thereafter, I woke up in the middle of the night having to go to the bathroom so bad. I 
didn't even turn any lights on, just ran to the bathroom and right back to my warm bed. As I crawled 
back under the warm blanket, I got that feeling again, something is about to happen here. I was shown a 
vision that I had absolutely no memory of what so ever, and it was unbelievable... 

I had just moved into that college apartment, the one where the awful stuff happened. I had unpacked 
and decorated my bedroom. I had been listening to music, then decided to either meditate or do my 
tarot cards, I can't remember which. I had lit a bunch of candles in my room and was sitting on the rug I 
had bought in Morrocco. I was wearing those Doc Martin boots I had wore in Morrocco as well. I also 
had a jacket on that was given to me as a gift by one of the shop owners from that little town in 
Morrocco. 

I remembered all of this consciously. My memory of this night is that after meditating or doing my tarot 
cards I went to bed, end of story. I do have a vague memory of my stereo malfunctioning or something... 
Boy was that most definetely NOT the end of the story!  

So I am sitting on that rug, the lights are out. There are many candles burning and they are creating 
these wild shadows, like a shadow kaliedascope on the walls and ceiling. I am feeling an energy. It is an 
excited, nervous type energy... 

I hear a whisper of a mans voice very close to my ear. I feel the energy on my ear and it sends shivers 
down my spine- good shivers. He says "close your eyes" and I do. I feel him circling me like a hungry wolf 
wanting to pounce on me, but he knows he has to restrain himself. I feel him behind me, he smells my 
hair and I feel the slightest brush of a face against my hair. I don't know who or what this is, but he 
certainly has my attention. 

I feel hands lay on my shoulders and the second I feel his touch, I jump straight up in the air. It scared 
the shit out of me. I felt that familiar lack of something that I hadn't been able to put my finger on, but 
that had caused that sensation of fear of dread that night on the ship with the craft. I know exactly who 
and what this is and I am about to jump up and run out of the room. 

He says to me in that same sexy male whispering voice " Don't be scared. I promise I wont hurt you. You 
are in no danger here. I just want to introduce myself and show you your other option, then I will go". 
He senses that I don't trust him and think this is a trick. He says "all you have to  do is ask me to stop and 
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I will go".  I am hesitant, but the bright light has abandoned me. They said I have to walk the dark part 
alone. I am not walking that dark part of the path if I just keep running from it. I should atleast take a 
tour of the other option, right?  

I feel him smiling. I realize he can read my thoughts. He knows I am going to go out on a limb with him 
here. I'm curious...but very nervous and scared. 

"Just relax". He says. "Close your eyes. Let me show you. We can stop when ever you want." I shake off 
my nervous butterflies and try to relax. I actually do start to relax and feel like maybe this is ok. As soon 
as his hands touch my shoulders again, I am flooded with this tingling sensation in all the wrong places. I 
think to myself "oh no, I can't get too comfortable here..." and he laughs. It feels like I am on a date. I am 
attracted to him. I am attracted to how attracted he is to me, I can feel it intensely. I can tell he is trying 
to mask it a little, play it cool. 

The mutual attraction and excitement is undeniable. I get the feeling it has taken him by surprise even 
more than it has me. I sense that he is just as nervous and scared of this (all of a sudden) as I am, maybe 
more. What does he have to be nervous or scared of? I am the ant here, he is the giant that could 
squash me like a bug. If I am willing to go out on a limb here, is he not willing to do the same? I think 
this, knowing full and well he is reading my thoughts and emotions and suddenly trying to size me up.  

He gets very close to me and whispers "get the drums". I have no idea what he means and say "What 
drums?"  I feel this intense tingling warmth on my lower back. I turn to see what is behind me and see 
my little bongo drums from Morrocco sitting on the bottom shelf just an arms length away. That's right. 
My little bongo drums.  

I saw these drums in one of the shops in Chefchouin and they spoke to me. I had to have them. I didn't 
have enough cash on me and had asked the girl I was travelling with to borrow some money so I could 
get them. They were handmade clay drums with a cowhide stretched over the top. There was still some 
of the animals hair on the skin, that creeped me out a little, but I just had to have them. I am not a drum 
fan in particular, had no idea how to play them, but I got it. I had a heck of a time getting them all the 
way back to the ship. They did end up with a small crack in one of the bottom bases, but it doesn't affect 
the top part that makes the sound. The drums had really just been a decoration for me, a neat little 
artifact from my travels. 

I grab the drums and put them between my legs. He says to close my eyes and slowly start rubbing my 
hands all over the drums, get a feel for them. I do it. I am more relaxed than I know I should be. Then I 
feel him walk behind me, sit down and scoot right up to me. I am between his legs and he puts his arms 
around me and his hands on my hands. Our faces are so close that they touch a few brief times as he 
turns my thumbs in his hands and then hits the drum with our hands saying "and when you turn your 
thumb this way...it makes a sound like this". I am in his arms, and it feels so right. 

He whispers in my ear "are you ready?" Instead of telepathically saying yes, I nod my head slowly so that 
I can move closer to him. I had a six disc CD changer stereo at the time. It was on, I had been listening to 
music earlier, but nothing was playing at the moment. I hear the disk changer change and the song 
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selection buttons pushed. A song comes on with bongo drums in  it. I have no idea what song or disc this 
is, I have never heard it before... 

He whispers "let me be your guide" and we start playing the drums with the song playing. I feel a little 
resistance or something and feel him urging me to let go and surrender to it. We can stop whenever I 
want...I feel like I am standing on the edge of a cliff here. I either have to end this or jump. My instinct is 
to play it safe and stop this now, but then I think  "Don't keep making the same mistakes over and over, 
try a different approach no one has thought of...maybe instead of running from the dark light, maybe 
the key is to just jump off that cliff that scares you so much." 

The last bit of control I had was the second I jumped off that cliff. He snatched me up so fast, it felt 
exactly like the Buddhist temple, where the vibrations had snatched me up and started tuning me in to a 
higher frequency. However, there was no layering or gradually bringing me up, he just burst right 
through into another frequency immediately with me wrapped tightly in his arms. I felt no ill effects at 
all from the shift. I felt good, really good. 

I open my eyes and I am still sitting in my room playing the bongo drums, but it is different now. The 
shadows from the candles on the walls and ceiling are now under intelligent control. Their shapes are 
almost alive. Time feels like it has stopped, and we are on this tiny little island made of the energy that is 
building fast between us.  It is like it wasn't really me playing the drums, it was his energy that I let enter 
me. I am playing this song feverishly like I wrote the song. I don't even have to look at the drums or think 
about the beat or try. It is just freely flowing through me. 

As I am playing the drums, he is telling the story of the dark light. I see the equal power, beauty and 
purpose of it. I am starting to see that the two lights are actually the same thing shown through 
different lights. This is hard to explan, but he sees that I get it.  I am shown images on a wall of screens. 
There is no holographic picture, no emotion or senses associated with these images. It is the same as 
watching a dozen t.v. screens at once. These single images are popping up and changing so fast I can 
barely keep up. I get the feeling that is intentional, because some of the images that I see, do not create 
in me the feeling I am now having seeing them. It starts to get too intense. I know I have let him too far 
in. I agreed to look, now he is influencing my emotions and how I feel about what I am seeing? 

He feels me pull back. Instantly the tv images are gone and he is telling me he didn't mean to scare me, 
it's ok, just relax and enjoy the music, unless I want to stop now? I hesitantly continue and try to focus 
on just the music. We get very caught up in the music. This- I am ok and comfortable with , too 
comfortable with... We have let go of all talk of dark or bright light matters. We are just truly enjoying 
each others company and the experience. I am still pounding on these drums. I am actually sweating. 
The attraction and curiousity and mutual respect and boundaries we are keeping wth each other just 
adds to that desire, that mystery, that intrigue. I sense something with him- like he is afraid he is going 
to mess up.   

The song ends very abruptly, and with the last stoke of the drum he is gone. 
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 The vision ends and I am completely shell shocked! The first thing I think, is that someone took this 
memory from me immediately. This is the first I have seen of this. I can't even wrap my head around it. 
Then I start to see puzzle pieces falling into place in my head. Of course, now this part of it makes sense. 

After this intense first introduction, we both knew there was there was a spark there. Someone, took 
this memory from me, to protect me? To mess me up? Just to make things more interesting? Who 
knows? He attempted to make contact with me after that many times. That is what the weird 
uncomfortable feelings that I wasn't alone or was being watched were. He probably couldn't understand 
why I would not at least acknowledge him and communicate in a respectful way as we had last time. Not 
knowing what those feelings were in that apartment, I ignored them for as long as I could.  

He must have felt so betrayed and angry, disrespected. He must have decided that he would not be 
ignored any longer. We all know what a scorned lover is capable of. He was probably thinking that he 
would play hard ball and show me just what he was capable of. Now it makes sense. I don't like it or 
justify it, but I at least see now what it was and why it happened. 

The next thing that immediately pops into my head is that night I confronted him in my bed. That's it. 
That night, when I said "show yourself, make me an offer, tantalize me, don't terrorize me", I had seen a 
light bulb go off in his head when I said those things to him. I thought I had given him a clue how to hurt 
me. In fact, he must have realized as soon as I said that stuff that I had no knowledge of our night 
together.  

He didn't let on to me though. He didn't remind me of that night. I guess a lttle too much had happened 
by then. I bet he was wishing he had been the bigger man and just approached me out right and 
discovered this right away instead of the horrifying nightmare that ensued.  

Wow! I never see that coming. I wouldn't have guessed something like that in a million years, and yet it 
fits perfectly with all the odd pieces around it and now I can see that part of the puzzle clearly for the 
first time in my life. I needed those answers, how do you just let something like that go? You don't. It 
haunts you. Consciously and subconsciously. 

They give me a few days to process that one, and I am grateful for that. I assume that the next piece is 
going to be the dreaded final Alaska trip. I have always known the day would come that I would have to 
face it. It was as if I had repressed it in order to give myself enough time and distance and recovery from 
it- that when the day came that I had to go back there, I would be able to handle it. Our consciousness is 
not designed to handle these things. It will cause my death in this experience if I let the whole thing back 
in. I knew they would give it to me minus the parts that would end my experience. I knew they would do 
this because somehow I knew that I had gone over their heads. They had no choice in the matter of 
leaving me here in this existence. It was my requested reward for all that I had endured. So once again I 
had outwitted them. They would have to let me see that which no one comes back from and I would 
actually be in tact enough afterwards to convey it to others.  

I had taken a huge gamble here. Yeah, I could access it by another route, but there would be no filter, no 
guarantee that I would survive it and be able to tell people. That would defeat my entire purpose.  I 
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know the truth, I have to make sure I am able to get it out to everyone else.  It was all for nothing if I fail 
in that last mile of this journey I have fought so hard through...I was hoping my plan had worked and 
that I would get it from them in a safe way that doesn't destroy me, instead of being forced to once 
again jump off that cliff into a dark abyss that I was not sure  I would be able to claw my way back up 
from a second time to tell the tale. I was steadying myself for what was to come... 

I was surprised that the next piece was not the Alaska ordeal, but something that occurred long before 
that. It was the out of body experience I had in college. I had always known there was more to this than I 
remembered. I knew parts of that experience had been taken from my memory. There was so much 
taken that the splicing was obvious. I could feel these huge dark gaps, but could never penetrate that 
veil. It was stronger than the other veils they use. 

A man's voice says to me in a very bitter, sarcastic voice "Well, you know what you did on our side of 
things...".  I reply "not really, you keep taking everything from me and leaving me a jumbled mess! I 
know what I intended to do with your game, did I?" He sighs and shakes his head. He says" Let's see. A 
game that should have taken several lifetimes (at least) to complete, you completed in 21 years of your 
first life. You over-did it a little, don't ya think?" I smile at this, it sounds like me. My grandma had once 
told me that I should always hope for the best, but prepare for the worst- that way you're covered no 
matter what. That was one of the truths that got me this far.  

I am then shown that out of body experience from a whole different perspective. The vision starts out 
with me being in a blank, empty, thick black-clouded construct. I know this is big. I am in trouble or 
something. Maybe the game is over, maybe I won. Then I start thinking that if I had won and the game 
was over, everyone would be congratulating me and celebrating, not black emptiness. Usually they 
show you a bright light or an image of a loved one from a past life. It comforts people during this 
transition. Being a Bodhisatva who has lived many lives, I am in and out of this place more than anyone. 
I know everyone who works there, and usually for me it is like a lunch break. I hang out, visit with 
everyone working the gates while they get my next life loaded. In the beginning they would show me 
the light or a departed love one, but I quickly caught on. They never bothered to hide or mask it behind 
a veil after that.  

But now, they aren't even gonna let me say to hi to who ever is working the gates? Why would they be 
blocking this from me...like they are afraid I am going to tell somebody? Like I am not allowed to know 
this anymore...Like I don't belong here anymore...Oh no. They must have found out about all the sneaky 
things I did. Oh shit, this is gonna be bad. They ease my fear by telling me this is merely for my safety, 
that they are worried who else might get that information. 

After some time of being left to just exist in this blackness and wonder...A voice tells me this experience 
is now over for me and I need to proceed through the gates. It is a digitally created voice, I know this. I 
knew before I started this, that they had so many tricks up their sleeve that no one would succeed in 
there unless they wanted you to, or you had quite a few aces up your sleeve. I also knew that if they 
ever got worried I was getting too close, they could just pull the plug on the simulation and it is over 
anyways. The key is to get it all in one lifetime and avoid all their pit falls to be able to deliver some 
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coherent version of it to others inside the simulation still. I knew this was my last life and I had to find a 
way for them to let me go back. Luckily I had planned ahead for this. I had a few options. 

I knew this was the computer I was dealing with here. This is all automated. You only get to a real 
person when there is a problem of some sort or other special circumstance. I know how this works, I 
have been through it too many times now. I tell the computer ok, but don't I get to ask my few burning 
questions before I go? It sees the logic in this and that is the normal protocol. I feel the computer switch 
to that automated program that contains all the answers to the big questions. I am shown only the first 
question I ask the computer, "what is the meaning of life?" Even though they don't show me this game 
of twenty questions I played with the computer, I remember it vaguely. Every time the computer tried 
to wow me by downloading equations and explanations, I would say "but if what your telling me is true, 
then how or what.." I would then fire the next question off proving that the computer's answers were 
not in fact sound. This duel went on for twenty questions or so till it must have triggered the error code. 
My buddies that I have known forever who work the gate are suddenly standing before me. 

I know that I don't have much time. I can't explain it to them. Soon, the higher-ups will realize I never 
came through the gates and will come looking for me. I frantically tell them I can't explain, but I need 
them to let me go back now. I tell them I know I am not supposed to recognize them in this form and 
that they are not supposed to communicate with me in this form, but they have to trust me. This is 
special circumstances like they could never imagine and I don't have time to even try to explain it.  I tell 
them I know that they will get in trouble for this, but I promise them it will be well worth it, that it will 
change everything. I tell them I have to ask for their blind trust and faith here. Send me back now, 
before they come looking for me. Please. You have no idea that an eternity now rests on your decision. 
Follow your heart here, who does it tell you you should trust more, me or them?  

I know I have just asked a lot of them. I have asked them to pay a price that was intended for me, but I 
would make it up to them when the mission was complete. I couldn't let it slip out of my grasp again. I 
am so close this time. This is it. The big one, the last chance for me. I gotta bet it all on this last hand and 
go for broke... 

They put up a veil so that they can discuss it privately between them for a minute. They don't realize 
that I am able to pierce these veils. I stand there listening like I am clueless. The one guy is completely 
on board and trying to talk the other into it. The other guy is saying that they know they aren't allowed 
to do this, they will have no ground to stand on here, and will pay a dear price for this. The other one is 
saying yeah, but she just outwitted the computer. Have you even heard of anyone being able to do that? 
Ever? Sometimes you have to just do what you feel is right, regardless of the consequences...They 
decide to do it. Yes! 

Just as they are about to hit the button that sends me back, I feel a click in the energy. I know we have 
been caught. Shit. I don't want to drag them down with me and decide to try to do some damage 
control on their behalf before having to move onto back-up plan B. I didn't know if our whole 
conversation had been seen or not, but again I have nothing to lose by rolling the dice for them on this 
one.  
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I instantly lock up our conversation in my secret little pouch in my head, and go back to the moment I 
blew the computer up. I say to them very innocently and confused..."I don't understand, if time doesn't 
really exist and I am going to end up here anyway, then what does it matter if I go back and finish this 
life out?" They catch on instantly and know that it is worth a try to save their asses. They switch over to 
one of the electronically generated voices. It is this GOD like, etherial booming voice that is so over the 
top, it is obviously fake... 

Suddenly the boss has taken over. My two buddies are gone. I hope it worked for their sake. I wouldn't 
want them to pay a price for something they didn't even do yet...even if they were gonna...I am back in 
the empty black cloud construct. This veil is much stronger than the others. I can't penetrate it at all. It is 
at this point of the vision that they make no attempt to hide the fact that there are still things from this 
encounter which they cannot and will not show me. I am told it came from above their heads and not to 
bother even trying, it is out of their hands. 

Unbeknownst to them, I am now able to fill in some of my own blanks. It is at this point that I am called 
into the big bosses office and they proceed to tell me that I have broken all kinds of rules to get this far 
this fast. That I should be disqualified from the game for this, but my little stunts have gotten me 
noticed by the right people up above. I have been selected as the brightest example of the light to move 
forward in the game. He doesn't seem thrilled about this and again I get a look that conveys a message 
of "you have no idea what you have just gotten yourself into", but it is accompanied by a look of sorrow, 
sadness, feeling sorry for me. I don't get it, wasn't the point to win the game? Isn't it a good thing? Why 
do I suddenly feel like you guys have done everything in your power to keep me from winning this 
game? Like you feel defeated and I am feeling a sense of loss and sadness from him. What don't I know 
here? 

The vision then skips to the very end where I hear the words "Yours is going to be a difficult one". With 
that statement, I know I am being given a choice, to back out of whatever this is. It is conveyed to me 
that this is the last such opportunity I will have. I've come too far to chicken out now, what ever it is, 
bring it on! I can barely spit the words out "even the worst life is better than no life". I turn and swim 
back through the gates. 

This piece not only does nothing to solve the puzzle, it actually makes it less clear than it just was... I still 
don't get it... What was all this?...If I won the game way back when I was in college, then what was all 
the rest of this shit? It's time to give me the piece than pulls this whole thing together. Why are you 
dragging this out? Enough with the games. The time has come. I have earned this truth. 

He then tells me that he is honestly thinking of my well being and is warning me that this is a truth that I 
do not want in my head. That I will regret this and should stop while I'm ahead. I know he has a layer of 
sincerity about him, but I also know they have lied, manipulated, worked against me, betrayed me, and 
are still keeping a lot from me. I can feel it. I trust myself more than anything else, and my heart is telling 
me that I can handle it and I need it. Can we please just finish this? 

He gives me a look like this is the last he is going to see of me and the vision begins. Little do they know 
that I have been scraping away at the edges of whatever this is, so that it would not overwhelm me 
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when the time came. I know I will handle it. Whatever it is. I have to. I wouldn't let myself fall right 
before the finish line... 

 

Chapter 11 

The Final Piece of The Puzzle 

 

"So...did I win?" I prod him..."Yes and no." He says. Of course it was obvious you had broken the rules 
and been up to who knows what. You were disqualified from the game while the investigation ensued, 
but then the word came down that you had been selected to move forward and so began the other half 
of the game volunteers were not made aware of. I reply  " yeah, the part where you neglected to tell us 
that if you win the game, you will be stripped of everything and handed over to the dark light just to see 
how much you can take, and this is all simply for someone's sick amusement, right?..." 

"Well, you got the first part right, but this is not simply for amusement. It is extremely important 
research that is necessary." This statement makes something click in my head. That's right, it was never 
just about winning the game for the selfish sake of winning, I had to go in and win to prove my theory to 
them!" They would never let me play for those reasons though, so I had to hide that, even from 
myself...but what was that theory? the real reason I did this? It is just below the surface, but I can't get 
to it... 

I'm completely caught off guard when the third vision begins. I actually am thankful for this, because 
there was no time to get in my head about it. I am as ready as I am ever going to be to face this. This is 
my last chance. I have to try. I have to show them. Find the strength, if not in myself then in all those 
who sacrificed to get me this far. I can't let all this pain be for nothing. Here we go...I'm going to jump off 
that cliff again with nothing more than my core values and blind faith. I tell myself that no matter how 
bad this gets, I have to keep reminding  myself  that this has already happened. It is over. I survived this 
once,  and somehow will find a way to do it again.  

The vision begins. It starts with me being in a room that seems very sterile, very hospital-like. I am stuck 
to this table and cannot move anything except my eyes. There are beings in the background, I feel them 
moving around and tending to technology. I can't see them, but I feel them. They are excited because 
they suddenly have no limits and are told to go wild with regards to whatever they are doing to me. 
They have never been granted this unlimited freedom to follow their most depraved ideas. I know I am 
in for a horrific ride and try to steady and focus myself for what's next. One of the beings is leaning over 
my face, it is trying to get me to look into its eyes. I know not to do that, but I am frozen. I try to close 
my eyes, but I can't even do that.  I strain my eyes  to the corners, roll them up into my head, swing 
them wildly from side to side. I am doing anything to keep this creature from making that connection 
they control you with. I succeed in avoiding the connection. That is fine by them, they were hoping we 
would do this the hard way. The table suddenly flips upright, like I am standing. 
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I can see the room and the beings clearly now. There are computers along or on the wall behind me, 
there is a being doing something over there. There are what look like medical devices with tubing on 
them. I follow the tubing with my eyes and start to think it is hooked up to me somehow, these tubes. 
What are they gonna drain from me, blood? Or are they going to put something into me? That sends a 
chill down my spine, but I pull myself out of my head and remind myself that if we are living in a 
simulation, this isn't real. Yeah, I'm still scared. They start forcing these gruesome, bloody mutilated 
images of what they have done to people, of just how bad this can get. I don't like seeing the images, 
but they are just images, not real. If i'm right about the simulation, then even if that person in the photo 
was standing right before me having that done, I would still be able to separate the fact that while sad 
and scary, it is still just an image. They are pissed. I guess that was their next trick. I sense the rage and 
determination of these beings. I am not going to make them look bad here. 

I hear telepathically "Let's give her a proper tour shall we?" They are laughing.  Now we are moving 
down a hall area. It feels like we are far away from where ever we just were. I am still stuck to this table 
that is upright and just floating down the hall with these beings. We are in the equivalent of the 
dungeon now. It feels like even many of their own kind never see this place. I am taken into a room that 
appears very much like an aquarium store. The lights are dim in the room and the tanks are lit. There are 
different sized tanks. They line the walls floor to ceiling in the room. There is a pinkish purple colored 
medium in most of the tanks. I can't tell if it is liquid or gel. They are growing living things in these tanks, 
I can't tell what. It is a laboratory in the center of the room. I can see counters and equiptment. We 
quickly move through this room and out the other end. The hall is dark now, track lighting on the floor 
only.  We go through several doors. They take me into this prison type area and just leave me in the 
middle of this room. I am strapped to this table looking at the horrifying genetic experiments they have 
created. It looks like they collect genetic material from everywhere they go and mix and match species, 
dabble in monster making if you will. Some of the cages are like dog cages, think of the worst cruelest 
images from the puppy mill documentaries, then switch the dogs for humans, human hybrids and other 
creatures from elsewhere. While I realize these are just images, it is these creatures' pain and desperate 
pleas for help in some and complete viscious madness in others that starts to wear down my nerves.  

Now they are back and pushing me through this room. As we come to the exit, there are more of the 
fish tanks on the wall. I can't help but look, but immediately wish I hadn't. I made direct eye contact for 
just a second with this creature in the tank. It was an octopus with a human head. The tank was not 
filled with water, this creature just sat in a sterile glass tank. The look in it's eyes was beyond 
hopelessness. It would kill itself if they would give it the chance, that would be a welcome relief, but 
they have even taken that from this creature. It is completely helpless and at their mercy. It turned my 
stomach. I started wondering if these creatures had souls? Were these some of my team mates or the 
other team's players who ended up with the worst straw in the bunch? Are some of us really subjected 
to an existence like this or is this something else? 

We are out of that room and back in a dark hallway. We go through a door and the screams and sheer 
terror are deafening. There are what looks like solitary confinement cells. I look in the small window as 
we pass one and realize these are torture chambers. As we pass another, I see through the window 
some kind of automatic air pressure cleaning going on in that room. The next room I am taken into. It is 
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set up much the same way as the first medical room I was in. There are counters and computers and 
equiptment. The main glaring difference was this room was not bright clean white and stainless steele, 
this room looked like the basement version, that gets hosed down after the carnage. The table I have 
been stuck to is laid flat again and I am looking at the ceiling. One of the beings comes over to my side 
and starts doing something with an instrument. He pulls one of my organs out holds it up where I can 
see it and says "You don't really need this" and tosses it over his shoulder. I can for just a brief second 
feel the pain of what he is doing, then I catch myself. Don't get caught up and drug into this sick shit, it 
isn't even real. I know I have to find something good to focus on, but my mind is not cooperating. I can't 
think of a thing. I look up and the being is now holding my still beating heart. He says" Now you do need 
this I'm afraid." I look away. Suddenly this poem from a velvet pillow in my grandma's house popps into 
my head. I used to read it over and over my whole life: 

                                                                          Mother 

              GOD took the sunshine from the skies and made the lovelight in your eyes.... 

              From Honeyed flowers he took the dew and made your tears unselfish, true.... 

             Upon a rock your faith be built, with angels' prayers your breath he filled.... 

             With his love, he made yours divine, but best of all he made you mine. 

I recited this in my head over and over and tried to block out whatever else was happening. I see almost 
a pause like they are thinking "ok, she will die in about 30 seconds", but I don't. One of the beings walks 
to the foot of the bed like he is in disbelief. He cocks his head to the side as if to say "why is she not 
dead?" There is a bright light glowing from my chest and beaming outward.  The beings get enraged and 
just go bazeerk on my body. They are ripping it to shreds, there is blood and gore being slung on the 
walls and ceiling. I am pretty sure I was just a head, spine and some twisted ribs sticking up. I look at the 
ceiling and say out loud, "Are you serious? You really put people through this sick shit for amusement?!" 
The light is still beaming from where my chest used to be. The beings recognize this light and let out this 
horrible shriek that seemed to be in their language, it was not a human scream. They turn on one 
another, now they are tearing each other to pieces over who will get this light they see coming from me. 
When it is down to just three beings left in the room with me, two of them turn and start fighting each 
other and the third one looks at the two of them, looks at me, looks back at the two that are fighting, 
then turns and starts running straight for me!   

This being dives straight into my mouth. I have no idea what has just happened, then there is  a click and 
this being is inside my body container with me (what is left of it anyway). It has taken me a lifetime to 
accept and get comfortable in this dirty old box with eyeholes cut out. I didn't even know it was possible 
for two souls to occupy the same container at one time. You have heard the saying "scared straight out 
of your skin" ? I now know exactly what that means. The second that being was in there with me, I 
involuntarily jumped right out of my body. My soul was hovering up in the corner of the room. I 
remembered what I had been told at my great aunt's funeral, that if I ever left my body, this experience 
would be over for me. I am more than ok with that now. I have proven my point. Wait, what point? 
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That's right. I wasn't just a Bodhisatva, I was working on another project too. It was from the big boss, I 
had to keep it secret from my team captains. What was I doing for him? Finding the cracks in the dam, 
system maintenance, that's right. I would investigate the glitches in the system, track down their source 
and then they would fix the problem. That's how I had such intimate access to the machinery to encode 
the messages to myself. I am a computer analyst for the big boss. I had private access that my team 
captains didn't know about. So what was the point I needed to make to him? That I could die in the 
simulation and still override that disconnection from the simulation that should have happened 
automatically? No, that is only part of it. I had to do that to prove my theory. A third project? Yes, this 
one was all mine...what was it...? That sounds like me, to be holding down three jobs at once. 

That same female being from my great aunt's funeral floats up next to me. She takes my hand and looks 
deeply in my eyes.  There is a deep sadness, a sorrow in her eyes. She looks like she just saw her puppy 
get run over. She is actually sick and broken inside over something. She breaks our eye contact and 
starts guiding me back towards the table where my head and spine are laying. I don't understand what is 
happening. I keep looking from the table to her, but she won't look at me. She looks like she is going to 
throw up. I can feel her shaking. OK, now I am scared. I turn and grab her arm that is holding my hand 
with my other arm and turn her to face me and stop. I say to her " What is going on here? What are you 
doing? You said the next time I came out of my body it was over. Well, i'm out. Take me back now 
please. I am done with this." She gives me this saddened look that says "I'm not allowed to". She says to 
me "I'm afraid not". Again, she is almost in tears, she can barely hold it together. She won't look me in 
the eye.  She doesn't want to see that horrified look on my face when I realize this is for real, I am theirs 
for eternity. What I didn't know, was that whoever wins the game is traded to the other team. It is a way 
of keeping the playing field even, maintaining the balance.  I am beyond frantic at this point. As we near 
the table, she starts to push me downward toward the head on the table. I am crying and screaming at 
her. I have a death grip on her arm. She is going to have to pry me off. I am yelling "Nooooo.....please! 
You can't put me back in there with that...". 

That was all the further I got. She was gone. I was back in my body (my head) and this being is ripping 
everything apart inside my mind. He is looking for something. He will stop at nothing to find it. I can't 
believe this is my eternity now. No wonder my team had done everything in their power to keep me 
from winning. They had even broken rules and did things they weren't supposed to, but I still broke 
through and managed to win. Now my existence was useless. Everything everyone had done to help me 
help all of us, was for nothing. All my fear just turned to anger. I had been crouched in a corner hiding 
from this being basically, in my own head! The only thing I would ever have now. Something inside of 
me exploded. I no longer feared this being. I was going to destroy him for violating my privacy this way!  
I mustered all my strength and stood and walked to the middle. I faced this being and screamed "Get 
out of here!" and charged him. He became very frightened. It was at this moment that a portal of some 
kind opened up above me and the darkness snatched me up. Everything goes black. 

What came next, was whatever that toxic piece was. I always knew if I stumbled upon this piece in my 
head, it would destroy me. They make it clear that yes, we cannot go back here. I will just have to accept 
this blank space. Somehow I instinctively know I need to accept this. I have learned when to walk away.  
I don't have to have the particulars of this worst of the worst. I know I need to accept this filter.  I can 
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tell a coherent story without those details. I know this is locked up somewhere in the depths of my 
mind. I have tried tiptoeing around that locked box to see if I could at least get a sense of what it 
contained. On both occassions that I tried this, I was sucked into a tornado type force that felt like it was 
pulling the very fibers of my soul apart. I starting having some sort of convulsions or seizures, I was 
screaming and had pulled some of my hair out. Both times, I barely pulled myself free of its powerful 
grasp. For several days after each attempt, I was shaking and felt like the ground upon which I stood was 
nothing more than ever shifting sand that could fall out from under me without a moments notice, and 
it was what I was left looking down at that would destroy me. I don't think it would just end my life 
experience here and now, I think it would fundamentally change my soul in a way that I will never 
recover from. I simply cannot go back there, but here is the residue of what was left in my mind about it. 

I am seeing myself as a tree. A huge towering tree that has been around forever. All the leaves at the 
top, that shine in the light are my various life experiences. The branches that hold these leaves and run 
to the trunk are the mind. The leaves cannot exist without the branches that provide them connection 
to the whole. The trunk of the tree represents the stable connection between the soul and the mind. 
The soul is the huge massive root complex that exists below the ground. We have no way of knowing 
how deep it runs, how big it is. This part is kept from our eyes. Suddenly my tree is yanked out of the 
ground and I am looking at this huge matted mess of a root ball. It is massive. It dwarfs the tree itself. 
Then some force starts ripping  my root ball apart. It is breaking off pieces as it does this, it is not meant 
to be pulled apart like this. It hurts so deeply, it is destroying me... 

I'm afraid this is as much insight as I can give here. It feels like, even if I sacrificed myself and opened the 
box, it would be pointless. At this consciousness, at this level, we don't possess the ability to see and 
understand the singular clarity of it. We would unleash all the negative of it without gaining any benefit 
or understanding. 

The next image I am shown is of falling through this dark abyss. It is like an open courtyard of a motel, 
except this courtyard is just a black abyss. I can see and hear activity on the different floors as I fall 
farther and farther. I am falling so fast it is just a blur now. I hit the bottom and am immediately 
attacked by the most hideous demons. They are in a frenzy. I don't even care. I have folded myself up as 
tight as I can. I fortified the important stuff in my head in an impenitrable shell and just buckled down to 
endure this for how ever long it lasts. A hand reached down from above. I look up and see he who 
controls the dark light standing on a ledge just out of reach of these demons extending a hand to me. 
There is a sincerety about his demeanor. This just confuses me. I'm so done with the games. I just don't 
even care anymore. I know I am done. I also know that the appropriate response from me should have 
been " I appreciate the gesture, but we both know I can't and won't accept it."  

I don't know why I didn't say that. All the hurt and pain from feeling like my team betrayed me just 
started inflating like a balloon inside me. I was so angry at myself for all the hurt and pain I had caused 
so many...for what? What was the point of any of this? Now I am confused why the very being that is 
torturing me here is now offering me a hand up out of that torture? I'm so sick of everything being so 
backwards and twisted. That rage came pouring out of me before I could even stop it. I saw an 
opportunity to take the very words this being had used to scare and torture me and turn them around 
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and shove 'em right back down his throat. I looked at him with my head cocked and said " Don't you get 
it yet? You never had a shot with me! Not from the word go. They would never give you someone that 
posed a danger to them. How could you not know that? They played you like a fool! I can never be 
separated from my light, it is not possible, and you and I can spend an eternity down here going through 
your little box of tricks, but we both know, before we even get started that you will never get a single 
thing out of me! You know I am speaking the truth . So now who is the one wasting time here? Just get 
on with it!" 

I fall to the ground sobbing. I was so ashamed of myself the moment the words had left my mouth. I 
immediately through choking sobs say " I'm sorry. I shouldn't have said that. I don't know what is wrong 
with me. This has all just been too much. I am a broken soul." The pause button is pushed. The demons 
that had been torturing me are frozen and I look up to see what is going on.  He who controls the dark 
light is standing right in front of me and I don't understand what I am looking at. I can see by the look in 
his eyes that I have just ran a daggar through his heart. I have touched a nerve, but there is something 
else, a tenderness. Because I apologized for being so hateful? Something doesn't add up here. There is 
more to this. I feel it. I look at him again, and he has shed all his costumes and armor and is standing 
there bearing his true soul right before me. He is the same as me. He is a lonely lost confused soul who 
ended up being put into this puppet's role and is questioning everything too! He has better armour and 
his box of tricks is a lot bigger than mine, but underneath it all, we are just two lost souls playing the 
hand we were dealt and starting to wonder why we wanted to be dealt in the game at all?  I knew this 
was a rare honor to see this all powerful being in this vulnerable way. This being who was supposed to 
destroy me was trusting me with his biggest secret, why? I showed my respect for his gesture by 
returning the favor. We both hid the bits that would betray the different teams we played for, but with 
the exception of those top secret bits, we bared all to each other. I had a new found understanding, 
respect and connection with him. When that moment between us was over, we both, with a sadness 
and resignation that there was nothing  we  could do about it, accepted our layers of armour and 
protections back and went back to the puppets on strings we knew we both were.  

I feel a splice here. Something was kept from me at this point. I know it wasn't my team that has erased 
this. I feel a different energy source around it.  That's right! We did something, formulated a plan while 
we were baring our souls to each other. This was going to make jaws drop on both teams...what did we 
do?...No one would see this coming...Oh boy, they are going to kill me when I get back! What have I 
done now?...It eludes me. I have to just trust that my heart is always in the right place and let that guide 
me. They will see...eventually... 

  The next image I am shown is that of a portal opening up above me and he who controls the bright 
light has his hand  outstretched to me. The light coming from the portal bathed me and healed me and 
filled me with a warmth. It melted away all that I had just fended off. I looked up at him filled with 
confusion, sadness, happiness, gratitude, everything at once. I said to him " I told you that  you could 
count on me till the very end...even if it never comes." I put my hands up in the air like "Look at the 
mess I have gotten myself into this time". I say " I will never betray you. It's ok. I can handle this." He 
smiled and said "I know. Why do you think I chose you? It's time to come home my child. It's really over 
now."  The vision ends 
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Chapter 12 

What's Next? 

 

After they had supposedly given me everything, I was writing this book and trying to sort all this out in 
my mind, put it all in chronological order. I know there is something else that I am missing here. Why 
Alaska? Why did I have to go so far to face this? Why did I keep trying to get back to a particular place? 
This battle could have happened anywhere...How does Alaska fit in?... Something was there I needed to 
retrieve and I don't think I found it... 

 Then I got that electric shock feeling and thought to myself I have missed you, been lost without you, 
glad to have you back, to that shock feeling. I was me again. I was back, then I  saw the most vivid, 
straightforward, longest flashblack of this kind I had ever gotten... and I had no prior knowledge of any 
of it before being shown this...this is the #2 such electric shock event of my life- is deeply troubling, and 
haunts my soul daily forever till I resolve it, which is what I am trying to do here. This is my main reason 
for writing this book... 

So I get this electric shock feeling and suddenly have this vague recollection of being led in a trance like 
state through a door into this huge stadium. But now I am sitting all the way down in the first row of 
seating in front of this glass wall looking onto the field of dirt. I sense that there is a being beside me. I 
try to turn to look at it but I am paralyzed. My entire body. The only thing I can move is my eyes. I try to 
strain my eyes all the way to the left side to see who is sitting beside me, I catch a briefest glimpse of 
blue skin and my eyes snap forward from some unseen force. I am looking at the field again. A female 
voice telepathically says to me "focus".  

 I am looking at an empty stadium, and empty field with a weird white wall at the end of a dirt field 
which was probably the length of three football fields. What exactly am I supposed to focus on? I 
continue to look around and start to take mental notes...the seating is about twice as much as a fottball 
or baseball stadium, it seems to just fade out into shadows behind the seating much like at a fottball 
stadium, but I know I am deep undergroung in the earth. I feel the enclosed hard rock miles and miles of 
it. Im so far from the surface, what is this place? The stadium seating is in a horse shoe shape with the 
white wall at the other end. There is a glass wall that runs from the wall at my waist to the ceiling and all 
the way around, like a hockey rink. Above me I see a dim yellowish orange light coming from above and 
try to strain my eyes upward. I catch just a glimpse of what looked like 15 bright outdoor lights industrial 
strength wired together to form some kind of weird chandellier, but I only catch a glimpse as it hurts to 
keep your eyes in that position and they automatically snap back down. 

 The real light source is this weird white wall at the other end. There is something unnatural about that 
wall. It is glowing, putting off this intense white light that completely lights up about half of this stadium. 
It is so smooth. I see no seams at either end of the wall and can tell the white wall continues beyond the 
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opening to this stadium on each side down there. It may be alive or some exotic mineral from another 
world. I get the strangest feeling that it is the side of a huge craft that has been backed up into this 
cavern and its side is pushed right up against the hole. I can't believe how big this place is and how far 
underground. I can feel that this is just one area of this huge underground city. 

I then look at the dirt on the field. It looks like top soil had been brought in long long ago to create this 
field, but it had been trampled on so much that it was packed so tight that it looked like it had a thin 
layer of glass on it. It was shiny, the light reflected off it. As I am studying the dirt, I see out of the corner 
of my right eye dark movement.  

I strain my eyes to the right and catch just a glimps of a being's arm and torso area, but it is wearing this 
thick heavy black robe. Then it is out of range of my sight. It is not the only being standing behind me 
now. I feel them shifting around and getting comfortable behind us.  

There is 3 or 4 of them. I can tell from the air movement, when they move or shift it creates a subtle 
breeze and I can sense that at times. I sense it now. There are 3 or 4 large creatures in these black robes 
standing behind me. When they shift or move, I can feel the air move. They are about twice as wide as a 
human, several feet taller and have a tail sticking out the back of these robes. A big tail, which is why 
they are standing and not sitting like the creature beside me. The creature beside me from the brief 
glimpse I had got before she threw my eyes forward was about my size, humanoid, with blue skin. What 
ever was behind us was the bosses, and they had come to watch the show. They had put up some sort 
of veil so that I would not be aware of their presense, but I can usually sense these veils and have some 
obscured awareness of what they are blocking. I have gotten alot of my information from this increased 
ability that no one seemed to know I had.  It was one of my biggest "aces up my sleeve" and had served 
me well on this quest.   

The being sitting beside gets some kind of sign from these creatures behind us to begin and I am once 
again told to focus by her telepathically. At the other end of the field, there is movement in the white 
wall. Something is happening, but it is so far away and the white wall is so bright it is impossible to make 
out anything but movement. The movement is coming from the bottom of the white wall where it 
meets the ground in the middle of that end of the field, it is a door. I can now see from the rectangular 
shape of the shadow cast when the door is opened. A door opens and something comes through the 
door and the door closes. It is a being, and it is walking this way, but it is so far away, that it seems it will 
take an hour to walk this length. I sit there completely paralyzed except my eyes watching this moving 
spot on the horizon that never seems to get any closer. 

I actually start to get bored and wonder why they are dragging this out. I forget that they can read your 
thoughts and think "Seriously, you can do all this but dont have a golf cart or hover board to get that 
being over here a little faster?" 

As soon as the thought goes through my head I am kicking myself mentally because I know they have 
heard that, but then I realize simultaneously that is it. I hit the nail on the head. Of course they could 
instantly put this being before me if they wanted. They are purposely having this being start from a far 
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off distance, they are waiting for a reaction from me, they are trying to see how far away this reaction 
will occur. 

 I hear a huffing and puffing sound and remember again that they are in my head too. It is not safe to 
think any thoughts, just soak it in, you can think it later. They are not happy that I am figuring some 
things out, that was not the intention here. 

I clear my head and continue watching this dot on the horizon. It has made it about half way across the 
field now and I still can't make out a single detail except that this being seems to be carrying something. 
I continue watching and start wondering myself- how long it will be till I can see what it is I am supposed 
to react to here... 

I few more minutes pass and then I first see the blue skin again, but this blue skinned being is different 
than the one sitting behind me. This one is glowing, there is a luminosity under the blue skin. It is a 
white glow radiating through the skin, where I have I seen that white glow? The wall at the other end. I 
look from this wall to this blue skinned glowing being coming across the field and I know this being is 
made from the same material as that wall. 

I hear the being behind me in a male voice say to the blue being sitting beside me in a not so pleased 
voice " I think we are giving away more than we are getting here". I kick myself mentally again. It is so 
hard to remember not to think, you can't, it is involuntary almost. I am worried now because I sense that 
the bosses are not happy with the being sitting next to me, and now I fear her wrath. I try to wait as long 
as I can, I don't want them to know I have heard what he said behind me, but I can't help but peek again 
out of the far left of my eye range to see if this blue being is angry with me. To my shock, horror, and 
surprise, as I look at her face, she is looking at me out of the corner of her eye as well. She has cat eyes. 
They are a yellow, orange, red color with black vertical pupils. She is smiling at me, she is pleased with 
me...I look away instantly toward the field again and keep a blank mind. 

I hear her say telepathically to the beings being us "It's working, they are evolving, controlling the fear of 
the unknown and becoming more analytical. She is more interested than scared to death- like the deer 
in headlights we usually deal with." 

They do not know that I have heard this conversation. They have put up one of these veils I am familiar 
with and can still sense or penetrate to differing degrees. They are speaking so freely that I know they 
have no idea I can hear them plain as day. 

I stay clear minded and focused on the glowing blue being coming toward me. She is beautiful. This 
glowing sky blue skin with the white light coming out from underneath. I wonder why the blue being 
beside me doesn't glow like this one? Either they can control that and she didn't want to blind and 
distract me from what I am supposed to focus on, or it has to do with this glass wall blocking any effects 
of that white wall and maybe they have to be in the presense of that mineral. That feels right. This glass 
wall is more than a glass wall. It blocks any perception or resonance or anything from the other side. 
Why would they need such a sealed, shielded, glass walled arena? To watch what without being sensed? 
How many of them must there be to fill a stadium this size? How long have they been here? 
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Oh shit! I can't stop doing it. Think about it, figure it out, that's my nature. I feel the furiuosness of the 
creatures behind me. They are about to pull the plug on this, they are getting nothing and giving away 
way too much...but the creature beside me urges them to be patient. 

I turn my attention once more to the glowing creature in the arena coming towards us. She is getting 
close enough that I can begin to make out details. I can't take my eyes off her, she is mesmerizing. 

She is a complete humanoid female figure just like me, same size as human females. She has the electric 
sky blue skin with the luminesent white glow from underneath. Her skin is thicker and coarser than ours, 
like a dolphin texture.She has no hair, but on the top of her head, the back of her head, extending into 
almost sideburns on her cheeks, the back of her neck and it looked like it extended below the shirt line 
of her back were these darker blue cheetah spots. She was wearing make up, jewelry, and human 
clothes. She wore a white summer tank blouse and a tan or khacki colored long straight skirt. Her face 
was a beautiful female humanoid face but there was something about her eyes. I can't remember them, 
but I remember they were different from the yellow orange red eyed being sitting beside me. That's 
what gave it away. These creatures were all from the same race. The yellow, orange, red eyes of the 
being beside me were their true eyes, I thought the color of those eyes just didn't go with this light blue 
body. These blue bodies were created containers they are able to occupy to conceal their true 
appearance, which was what the large tailed, robed creatures, that I knew also had the yellow orange 
red cat eyes behind me were. 

The creatures behind me are done with this and I can feel they want to rip me to pieces, but the blue 
skinned creature beside me screams telepathically to them "No Wait! She hasn't even seen it yet." 

This grabs everyone's attention, especially mine. See what yet? The glowing being has now made it all 
the way to us and is standing about 10 feet away and maybe 3-5 feet below where I am sitting on the 
other side of the glass. I suddenly remember that the being was carrying something, almost as if that 
thought was planted there at that moment...I had been so mesmerized by how exotic and beautiful the 
creature was, I couldn't take my eyes off her. With the jewelry, make up and human clothes, I just 
assumed it was a purse hanging off her shoulder... 

I looked back at the glowing being standing before me on the other side of the glass and see that she is 
carrying a child, a human child...well...sort of...this child is being carried like a human mother carries her 
toddler on her hip. The child is facing the white wall looking over the beings shoulder. I see only the back 
of this child. The skin is human for sure, same thickness, color, but the limbs are way too long for the 
body. Then it hits me that this child is no toddler, this is a 7 - 10 year old little girl. She is nearly as big as 
the being carrying her. That was a long way to carry a child this old. Why didn't the child walk beside the 
being? She looks very spindly and weak with long wavy dark blond hair just like mine...no, not like my 
hair, but is my hair! I recocknize it on a cellular level instantly. 

 I just freeze. I can't even think. Oh no, what is this? What have they done? This being was made from 
me. All of a sudden I get a quick flash back of that Christmas Eve so many years ago that I begged and 
prayed for GOD to take it back, to give me a second, then the bright light outside my window...I snap 
back to the moment and see a smile on the glowing being's face. She leans and whispers into this child's 
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ear and the child lifts her head and turns to face the glass. My whole existence froze at that very 
moment. She has the large head, the big almond shaped eyes. She is wearing the black lenses. Her chin 
in more pointed and her hair is slightly too thin. 

 She appears to be very weak, which explains why she had to be carried all that way. I can see in her 
facial expression and general overall body demeanor that she has no will to live. She is a suffering soul. 
She does as she is told because she has no choice but she is really just waiting for this life to be over.  

She is wearing a tee shirt, shorts and shoes, but somehow I cant help but wonder if this is all just a 
show? how is this hybrid child of mine treated? Is she kept in a cage? I know she is forced to undergo all 
sorts of testing. I can feel her pain, feel that she feels no one is on her side or cares about her or really 
loves her. Oh my God. What have I done? This tortured soul is my doing, my selfishness, my greed...I 
thought it was GOD taking her back to the light to put her in another container body. I never would have 
allowed this. Not that I didn't her, I didn't want to be strapped with a child at 19 and both our lives 
suffer as  result. I am overcome with guilt, my soul is being ripped apart. I know this child cannot sense 
my presense jus as I couldn't sense hers. The glass wall has no openings. I have to get to her. I have to 
make contact with her. I have to let her know I do love her and want her and I didn't know what had 
happened. I needed to make that connection with her at any cost, and yet I somehow knew they would 
never allow that. That was our part in this experiment, the effects on both of us when this connection is 
withheld. I could think of only one possible way through the wall to maybe get to her. I screamed this 
primal scream that scared even me. That scream broke whatever hold was keeping me paralyzed and I 
jumped up and screamed out loud "No! Give me my child!" Then ran with all my strength and tried to 
throw myself through the glass head first. Wonder where I got that idea? The last thing I remember is 
just before my head hit the glass, someone touched my upper back and then nothing, blackness. 

Oh my God! I am on the floor and can't even breath now. They have tried to erase this from me so many 
times but they cant. There is an unseen connection, an invisible bond that can never be broken. It is the 
secrets behind this invisible connection that they seek the power of and answers to. 

It was this child that drew me to Alaska over and over. She is what belonged to me that I needed to 
retrieve. Like a beacon, she was calling to me, she needed me.  No matter how hard they knocked me 
down, I got up and came back for her again and again. They knew I would never stop coming for her. I 
can't. I have to make that connection with her, even if I die trying, which I almost did.  

I spent the next 10 days or so in a state that was dangerous physically. I couldn't eat, I couldn't sleep. All 
I could do was throw up, cry or shake. I would go through these bouts where I could feel her 
dissappointment that I never came to rescue her. I would let my imagination wander to the worst case 
scenarios.  I kept thinking it is too late, this child is now a grown woman if she is still alive. I failed her 
and I will live with that for eternity. God only knows what she has had to endure as a result of my 
immaturity and selfish pride. 

As much as I had to think about, I just kept being drawn back to her. She may still be alive. She would be 
27 or 28 now. I can't just let it go. I can still make that contact with her that we both need if she is still 
alive. I am overcome with energy and determination. If she is still alive it is not too late. I feel like I want 
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to pack up the car and head straight to Alaska, but then I remember how that went last time I tried that- 
I ended up barely escaping with my life, knowing they were gonna kill me and on the side of the highway 
having to abandon my dog and be taken by ambulance to the ER where I had to be tranquilized to calm 
me down even the tiniest bit. No, I can't go that route again. I have a 9 year old little girl that also needs 
her mom. I can't fly off  the handle anymore chasing shit down all over the planet. There has to be 
another way... 

Then came my big revalation that I could publish a book with a message to her in it. If the book was 
published and ended up in libraries and book stores, it would then be a permanent part of the record 
that could not be erased. That would put this message into permanent existance. It would then be able 
to be accessed at any time in my life or in the future, perhaps by her decendants who will by then, have 
figured all this out and be able to get the message to her in her time. Yes! It is the only chance of me 
getting around their experiment and making contact with her. 

So now I am going to write a book and leave this artifact to perhaps find its way to her. That was my only 
reason for deciding to publish a book. A last ditch effort to get the message to her that I never gave up 
searching for her and trying to get to her-and I never will. I love you.  

That is what has stirred all this up again. I had no desire to disclose anyone's truths except my own. It 
was not my intention to open a (or many) cans of worms...but I seem to have a knack for it without even 
trying. 

On Thursday, March 6th, 2021 I got inspired to begin the book and was soon in the zone typing away. I 
had just put down why I was writing this and had started the first chapter. Friday, March 7th, I was dying 
to get back to writing, but couldn't as I was too busy with my daughters virtual schooling that day. The 
next day (which should have been Saturday, March 8th) we went online to do my daughters virtual 
schooling, and things weren't adding up right away. My daughter and I were looking at each other 
confused, something isn't right here, but what is it? I went online to check the news and came across 
the famous Oprah Winfrey interview with Prince Harry and Meghan Markle. I had been waiting to watch 
that tonight. Why is all this stuff being leaked before the interview? I clicked on it and realized that the 
interview already happened. Did I have the wrong date? The interview was Saturday wasn't it?... I guess 
it must have been Friday. I glanced up at the top of my screen and the date said SUNDAY March 9th! 
What? I ran into my daughters bedroom and screamed at her, what is the date today? She looked 
confused. I screamed again, is it Saturday or Sunday? She looked at her tablet and I saw the same 
disconnected look on her face I had just felt on my own. What happened to Saturday? Oh my God, what 
happened to us yesterday?  

All my daughters school work is due by Sunday night at midnight. We looked at each other, jumped up 
and did school faster than we ever have before in a complete panic. We barely got the sloppiest half-ass 
work she had done all year turned in on time, then looked at each other like what was that? I knew 
exactly what it was, even if I couldn't remember it. 

 My daughter has been telling me things since she could talk that let me know she is up to her ears in 
this just as much as I was, but that is her story to tell and not my place. I think she is still too young for 
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the whole truth of these matters, so I calmed her nerves and told her not to worry about the missing the 
day. I told her we had probably got a day ahead of ourselves earlier in the week and didn't catch it till 
Sunday by chance. I wasn't very convincing and she didn't seem to buy it, but I told her whatever it was, 
we are ok now. 

After I walked away from her though, I had some serious thinking to do. It is one thing to mess with and 
intimidate me, but someone was making crystal clear they would drag her into this as well. I'm being 
threatened not to go forward with this book. I feel it.  

It is coming from those that control the soul technology, the machine.  I felt their energy signature all 
over this. It feels like they are telling me that I made a deal with them and they went out of their way for 
me, have protected me, and that by delving back into these matters and now wanting to publish a book- 
I have broken my end of our agreement. I am clearly warned not to proceed with this or there will be a 
price to pay. 

On Monday, March 10th I was researching and considering being hypnotized before writing this book. I 
had found that it unlocked a lot of secrets from peoples subconscious. I was looking for the right 
hynotist to contact. This would be an extremely delicate, dangerous matter as I knew there were dark 
things in my head that would destroy me if set free. I knew I would have to explain quite a bit to this 
person, so they would know what areas to avoid and what specifically I was looking for. There is a lot in 
there I know. It could be very dangerous, having a human open that window between the concious and 
subconcious. Especially in my head!  

So I was searching on-line for a hypnotist one minute, and the next thing I know- I have purchased some 
movie I have never heard of. I have no memory of doing this, but the movie starts playing, and I can feel 
the energy. I know this is a high strangeness related thing about to happen or message for me. I have 
been feeling all sorts of swirling energy and attention  since this revelation that I could publish the book. 
It feels that the possibility of me going public  with all this stuff in my head suddenly has gotten the 
attention of more than one group here. Oh boy. Here we go again. 

The movie is starting. Within the first three minutes I see and feel that I am in trouble again.  It's called 
The 4th kind. That old familiar feeling of fear and dread wash back over me again. With each second of 
the movie I am becoming more and more hysterical. I am having uncontrollable physical reactions to this 
energy being directed at me at this movie I am watching. The movie is riddled with coincidences. The 
blue navy shirt with white polka dots like my great aunt in the casket. A word for word conversation that 
I had had with my mom just a day or two earlier. The freaky little coincidences just go on and on. I am 
starting to have trouble breathing again. This was the stuff I didn't want back, but it was an all or nothing 
thing. 

 The movie is about a hypnotist who regresses abductees and becomes a target of these dark intelligent 
beings. They destroy her completely. Her husband committs suicide, one child is abducted by these 
beings but everyone thinks she is crazy and killed her child and hid the body, the other child is taken by 
social services for his own protection and she is left an absolute broken shell of the person she once 
was. I recognize it because I was her and worse. This dark energy is asking me "do you want to go back 
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to that?" I am having some kind of episode, reminds me of a seizure, felt very much the same as the 
episode in my college apartment where I was shown my death.  

I instinctively curl up in a fetal position and start sliding myself across the bed. I am crying and saying out 
loud "No, no, no, no, no, please" I scoot right off the edge of the bed and hit my head on the wall.  

Oh no. What have I gone and opened back up? I wont survive this kind of shit again. I barely survived it 
the first time and had a lot of help. Now I feel like I have no help. Everyone is mad at me and doesn't 
want me to go forward with this book. 

It was just a few days later that yet another group got in on this. They had picked up on the signals or 
energy from these warnings from multiple groups and wanted to know what was going on that everyone 
was so interested in me all of a sudden. What was so important that these groups would risk putting 
themselves on the radar for? An involuntary subconscious interrogation was done on me. It was 
infuriating and very unpleasant. It nearly cost me my life when they opened one of these secret locked 
areas in my head. They nor I was prepared for what came out of there! They were frantically trying to fix 
this, as they could see it was destroying me, but couldn't. The last thing I heard was a mans voice yelling  
"Cut the power! NOW!".  I felt like I had been raped, mentally of course, not physically.  

A short time after that, I went outside late one night to take a bag of garbage out. My daughter was 
asleep. Something drew me to our front porch. I went onto the porch to check it out...nothing. I can 
sense something though. I turn and walk off the front porch towards the side entrance that we use on a 
daily basis. As I turn and begin to take that first step off the porch onto the walkway that leads around 
to the side of the house. I feel it. I just freeze. Somehow I know I have a choice to make. There is a being 
from another realm standing very close behind me. If I turn and face it, I will have to endure it, who 
ever/what ever it is. The other option is to not turn and face it, but continue walking, go in the house 
and it will leave, not force it's presence. I am so scared. I don't know who it is. It could be my hybrid 
daughter that they have finally agreed to let me see now that she is all grown up. It could be my 
grandma or Eros. It could be the dark light...I want to turn and look, but I remember that I have a 9 year 
old little girl asleep in the house. I am her whole world. What if it is not who I think it is? I can't take the 
chance, for her sake. I keep walking and go inside, shut and lock the door, then slide down along the 
door weak and shaking and tears running down my face. I have forgotten how scary and intense this 
stuff can be, that fear of the unknown...    

 

Chapter 13 

The Grey Area 

 

All my life my father and I had butted heads. When we were in business together, it reached  a boiling 
point. He was always wanting to do things that weren't exactly above the table. It infuriated me that he 
seemed to have no morals, no respect for the rules, but was willing to bend or in some cases, flat out 
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break those rules to get what he wanted. We would often end up in arguments about this. Just when I 
thought I had proven my point to him, he would always fire back with his catchphrase "Well, that's one 
of those grey areas. There is some wiggle room there." I would cringe when I heard those words-grey 
area. I would fire back at him. "There is no such thing as a grey area. It's black and white, right or wrong, 
legal or illegal. You invented this grey area of yours, to justify your bad behavior and I want no part of 
it!". I can't believe in the end he was right. Anyone can play it safe in the dark or the light. It is those who 
have the courage and strong enough convictions to hold their own in these unpredictable changing 
sands of the grey area that are the strongest, most valuable players...  

He who controls the bright light looked over at he who controls the dark light. He smiled at him, they 
had a moment. What was that? There was a lot in that moment...He who controls the bright light takes 
my hand and we walk off into the light. I glanced back over my shoulder at he who controls the dark 
light. There was such a sorrow and loss on his face, a tenderness...he was sorry he had to give me back. I 
thought I saw a tear running down his face as the light reflected off it. He turned and dissappeared. 

I started wondering if he had to give me back or if he chose to? What was that look between the two of 
them? I  thought they were sworn enemies. I thought they were GOD and the DEVIL. I see now that they 
are just like me. They are playing roles. That's it. The look that he who controls the bright light gave him- 
it was a look of "Thank you. I know you didn't have to do this. My respect for you and our relationship, 
our game has just increased greatly. I won't forget what you've done here." These two are not sworn 
enemies at all, they are best friends!  And the look I saw on he who controls the dark light, he knew he 
had gotten a mighty blow in on his dear friend with my capture. He knew this would change things 
between them. The integrity and respect of his friend and opponent was worth more to him than 
winning the game. He chose their relationship and respect for one another over his prime directive. He 
was not betraying his team in doing this, as it actually kept the balance in tact, so that everyone could 
play a better game. It's one of those grey areas. 

I am overwhelmed by the singular clarity this provides me. I see it now. The way the puzzle pieces all fit 
together. It has nothing to do with who wins and who loses. After all, once that happens the game is 
over. It all comes down to the integrity of the game. Your salvation is not in the destination, it is in the 
journey and how you choose to conduct yourself on that journey.  Both the dark light and the bright 
light are both examples of GOD shown through different lights. Just like all of us, GOD has a spectrum 
within him that ranges from light to dark. GOD is not represented in the yin and yang symbol because 
GOD lies in the realms beyond that symbol, in the realms of the intelligences behind that symbol. That 
spectrum from light to dark within all living things is represented by the dots in the symbol. 

It is the area where the light and dark meet and intermingle, it is the grey area, where all the action 
takes place. You see, it is within this grey area that the friction, the magnetic push/pull, the bouncing 
back and forth happens.  It is the sparks from the conflicting agendas, the balance of team loyalty and 
following your gut, even if your team doesn't understand yet,  that holds the whole thing together. This 
game I participated in was just one of many things happening in this grey area. 
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 I am left with a lifetime of little details and clues to think about.I spent the next couple of weeks 
releasing so much emotion and weight off my shoulders. It's like I have been suffocating and can finally 
breath again.  I certainly don't claim to have all the answers here. I don't think anyone could wrap their 
minds around the complete big picture. The best we can do is to share our personal perspectives, to 
shed some light on our little part of the puzzle, the truths we have blindly and dumbly managed to 
stumble upon. 

Imagine though, what a loop we could throw them for, if all the players in this game came together and 
pushed the pause button for just one round. What if, instead of playing our usual roles, the same old 
game, we all just laid our cards down on the table? Imagine the picture we could all see then! It would 
strengthen the integrity and respect of all of our games. I ask every group at play here- to consider that 
one for a moment! 

 I know they have still kept things from me...important things. I get the feeling there are more layers and 
complexities to the whole ball of wax than we could possibly concieve of. For some reason the thought 
jumps into my head, what if we are buried deep within multiple simulations inside of simulations inside 
of simulations? That thought scares the hell out of me. One might never find their way out. Just how big 
is this ball of wax? Aren't we as humans on the verge of creating yet another one of these virtual reality 
simulations that futurists claim will be indistinguishable from reality...or did that already happen?  

I remember my secret agenda now! It is the grey area that triggers it for me. While I was sniffing out 
cracks in their dam and helping patch them back up, I realized that this game of theirs is flawed. It is in 
need of a complete overhaul. The cracks are too deep to just keep patching. It is just a matter of time 
before the whole thing comes crashing down around them. It is no longer safe. Things are being left 
behind in both directions. The souls are imprinting permanent information on the characters that gets 
passed down through the gentic lines. This can cause a fear or phobia for no apparent reason or an 
aversion to something with no explanation, a vague rememberance of a past life, etc. These are residual 
abstract information bits that gets left behind. It goes the other way too. Something is always left 
behind. The soul comes out of the simulation and is supposed to have no attachment or memory of 
anything or anyone they encountered in the simulation, yet souls are coming back to the light feeling 
anxiety, feeling like they have untied loose ends and need to get back to the simulation to fix those 
loose ends.  

I saw a quantum physics piece that described this. It was talking about an experiment where they put a 
DNA sequence into a vile of water. After leaving the DNA sit in the water for a period of time, the DNA 
was completely extracted from the water, no trace of DNA in the water anymore and yet, they found 
that the DNA had printed abstractly on the water in the same fashion. It remembered the DNA 
sequencing. They had created something from nothing because something is always left behind or 
remembered. They didn't believe me and that was why I had to play the game and show them myself. 
Neither team could figure out how I had managed to exist and accept two realities simultaneously 
allowing me to remain here (in just a severed head) without the game ending.  
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The answer to that is simple- practice makes perfect. Because of my long running position as a 
Bodhisatva, I was in and out of the simulation more than anyone. My mind, over time, had become 
more flexible and accepting of changing realities. I got better over time, of letting  go  of the only solid 
ground I had to stand on and jumping to another patch of dirt. In some cases, I even created my own 
little patch of dirt to stand on when there was none. It got easier and easier. I started noticing the cracks 
in my mind, in the dam that separates the two realities. Then I started leaving myself the breadcrumbs 
that let me know I was on the right track. I was finally able to prove to them that the days of patching 
the cracks are long gone. Eventually others will reach the same level of recognition and desensitizing I 
am at.  It is time for 2.0, a complete upgrade, a total overhaul of the whole system from the top to the 
bottom. I suggested less of this dark and light separation and let more people play in the grey area. We 
are capable of handling more than you realize. We are evolving inside of the game. After all, that was 
the whole point of this game, at least in the beginning,  wasn't it? 

What's next for me personally? I have earned the retirement I am now enjoying- finally. I think it is the 
first time I have just been here for the sake of being here. I'm not on any missions anymore. I am not 
working on the next big thing. Even though my mind is constantly wandering and thinking things over, 
looking for clues, it is just my nature. I have found a balance for now though. I put so much of this life 
into my interior journey. I want to take whatever time I have left here and just take it all in.  

 I get the feeling my antics in this life have earned me another opportunity to skip the third grade and go 
straight to fourth grade. I think the lesson I learned that has afforded me this opportunity is this: always 
treat whoever/whatever you come across with the same love and respect you would hope was given to 
you. Even if they are different and you don't understand them, even if you know they play for the other 
team-you may find you have more in common with them than you think. In the end, if you seek to add 
to and not take from every living thing you touch, if you find the courage to speak the truth, and the 
conviction to stand beside that truth, wherever it may lead you, for better or worse, everything will 
balance out in the end. I know there is a lot they are still keeping from me. That's ok. I expected nothing 
less...I have managed to keep a few aces up my sleeve too!  
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Epilogue 

 

The written word is a very powerful thing that has served mankind well on this journey. It has always 
been a strong suit of mine, to express myself clearly through written form.  However, there are many 
other mediums that are every bit as effective at telling a story: art, music, movies, and senses just to 
name a few. 

Have you ever suddenly gotten a faint whiff of a long ago familiar scent and had it cause a complete 
flashback to the original experience? That scent, or more so, how you interprete the scent tells a 
complete story far more complex than the smell itself. Have you ever been driving down the road and a 
song you had completely forgot about comes on the radio and causes such a strong emotion in you from 
whatever experience you associated with that music?   Have you ever looked at a piece of art and felt 
like you understood it? That it revealed something deeper than the image itself? These are all mediums 
which mankind has sought to release and explain emotion. Sometimes we understand what we are 
releasing (it is a conscious) reaction to something, but sometimes we don't know exactly what is driving 
our creative energy. Sometimes we feel things that don't line up with our conscious journeys and we 
seek to release it through any number of mediums. 

The following are lists of the books, movies and music that have influenced me on my journey. I am not 
claiming that these things are absolute truths, one thing or another. It is, of course a matter of personal 
interpretation. I believe that bits of truth can be found in them. Which bits? You'll have to figure that 
out for yourself.  After all, this is my retirement!    

    

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

   



                                         

                                       The Same Thing shown through two different lights: 

 

 

 

The Bright Light 

Music Video:  Libera- Carol of the Bells (New) 

More natural, has an almost acoustic sense about it, young innocent boys, the white robes, of course in 
the church. The layers and build in this remind me very strongly of the experience in the Buddhist 
Temple. This is a different type of music and vibration though. The complex almost chaotic sounds then 
focus into a singular clarity with the boys solos. They sound like angels. This moment would be the 
equivalent of when the monk touched my shoulder and gave me the message.   

 

 

 

 

The Dark Light 

Music Video: Trans-Siberian Orchestra Christmas Eve/ Sarajevo (Timeless Version) (Official Music Video) 

 

There is so much symbolism in this video, it is sick. It is more electrified, plugged in, darker version. The 
references to time and technology.  

Christmas Eve, the innocent little girl peeking into the chest of secrets. She only has so much time, but 
she wants to know “what is behind the curtains”. The doors fly open and she is invited to come take a 
look around.  It’s ok to just peek quickly…she is dancing with the conductor and enjoying herself a little 
too much. She looks up and realizes she has to get back to the light, but something keeps pulling her 
back in (the kittens). She makes it back just in time, but one kitten is still out there. The mom comes in 
and sees her little girl asleep on the couch and has no idea the journey she has just embarked on and 
barely got away with. In the end, the conductor gives her back the lost kitten. She is grateful. Wow! It is 
almost a perfect condensed script of this book.   

 



 

 

The Soundtrack of My Life 

 

 

The Gambler                              Kenny Rogers 

Learning To Fly                               Pink Flyod 

If God Would Send His Angels                           U2 

****Viva La Vida****                            Cold Play 

Sympathy for the Devil                       Janes Addiction 

Fade to Black                               Metallica 

Lose Yourself                                Eminem 

Kissing in the Rain                           Patrick Doyle 

Dream On                                   Aerosmith 

Firework                             Katy Perry (2021Inaug.) 

Blinding Lights                                The Weeknd 

Escape                                  Enrique Iglesias 

Faithfully                                  Journey 

You Say                                  Lauren Daigle 



Books and Movies that spoke to me, felt there were some bits of truth in: 

 

                                                                             Books 

A Wrinkle In Time                                                                                              Madeleine L’Engle    (1962) 

The Mirror                                                                                                               Marlys Millhiser   (1979) 

The Samurai’s Garden                                                                                             Gail Tsukiyama   (1994) 

World Mythology, The Illustrated Guide                   dbp, London,  General Editor: Roy Willis (1996) 

                                                                                                       (check out the pictures on pg.59) 

 

 

 

                                                                              Movies 

Open Your Eyes (1997) 

Somewhere in Time  (1980) 

What Dreams May Come (1998) 

Great Expectations  (1998) 

Arrival (2016) 

The Matrix (1999) 

eXistenZ  (1999) 

Interstellar  (2014) 

The Last Mimzy (2007) 

2001: A Space Odyssey  (1968) 

Eyes Wide Shut  (1999)  
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