








































































































































































































































































































































































































demonstrated, I believe, in our writings. On occasion, though, some of the joint one-day self-
regulation workshops we conducted around the country had the same quality of integration and
continuity. Those experiences we shared were joyful and satisfying.

And here, during the State of The Union Address, came, for a few moments at least, a flash of
that Mind. I said, “Let’s not talk then, but just close our eyes and absorb this.” And so we did.
After about ten minutes Alyce said she felt she should go to bed, but she commented on how
well she had concentrated on the speeches. This “high” lasted for about 20 more minutes, be-
fore we gradually returned to a more-average state. In quality, the experience was like the best
and deepest meditation.

5 FEBRUARY 1991....Shopped for groceries in Topeka. During our car travels Alyce and I
wore the earphones of the motorcycle communication set. It has a central control box from
which the two headphone wires originate. Since the device is voice activated, and has a non-
noisy start-and-stop circuit, we had a lot of conversation. It was a very successful day....

*® * *

6 FEBRUARY 1991 (WEDNESDAY).... After her rest, Alyce and I had a good conversation
about what her sou/ wanted to do. I suggested that she tell it to make up its mind about what it
wanted to accomplish, and either come back more strongly, or move entirely over to the “other
side.” I said that Marble, Marie, Annie, Clara and others we were fond of were already there,
and some of them would be on hand to greet her if she made the shift to over there from the
halfway position in which she was presently suspended. In any event, I added, I wanted her to
be happy, and not gloomy as she had been for so long, and to take action to bring about a better
and more happy situation.

Alyce had no trouble with this conversation, but the volition necessary to tell her mind what
she wanted seemed to be absent. I believe it is necessary to focus more attention on this aspect

of her situation....
* %k *

12 FEBRUARY 1991 (TUESDAY). Alyce seemed to have remained in the same position all
night, and when I noticed she was awake at 8am I asked if she wanted to get up, but she did not
seem to recognize me. In fact, she was in a stasis very much like the one a few nights ago when
she sat in the reclining chair all night.

I tried every hour of the morning to ask questions of her, but her hands would grab the blan-
kets and she would either not speak at all or would speak (in a very clear, determined, and angry
way) about how she was in danger from all the people and forces around....
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.... Later she had no memory of what had been happening. The yogic theory that the different
chakras open onto different cosmic dimensions, or planes, and that there is no connection be-
tween these planes except in the human frame (etheric body and chakra system) would not be
negated by Alyce’s experiences, or Stan Grof’s, or Charlie Tart’s observations of state-specific
knowledge, experience, and memories.

Our [human] problem, it would seem, is to get it all together. to become conscious on any
level we choose. That was Sri Ramakrishna’s contention. his problem, and the experience ot his
life, and from my own observations of different levels of consciousness, 1 believe the yogic
theory is correct.

From a theoretical point of view, this is particularly interesting for it explains many of the
inconsistencies ot different people who have vivid OB trips without experiencing similar things.,
even remotely. Bob Monroe’s observations on “locales™ in his first book were not unfamiliar to
me, but they were a part of my life that had taken place when 1 was in my Twenties. After that,
they seldom returned, or repeated, and most subsequent experiences were at a variety of other
levels.

All this jibes well with The Tibetan’s statements about there being consciousness-blocking
etheric “webs™ between the various chakras. For instance. He says that the web [which]| to a
large extent blocks consciousness between the physical and astral planes was partially destroyed
by atomic bombs and atomic device testing. and that that signaled the beginning of the New
Age.

He also says that the first effects of such web perforation is usually very unsettling, physi-
cally, emotionally, and mentally. This possibility is certainly not negated by the many world
events that have taken place since 1945....

I am beginning to feel that what [ observe with Alyce in daily life is rather like listening on a
party line in which about eight people are carrying on simultaneous conversations. Each con-
versation by itself may be meaningful. but put together they seem chaotic.

This idea is supported by the experience previously reported where Alyce was in an activated
state and kept talking almost all night, and I had the hypnagogic image of the kundalini tflashing
up through the body. If that were true, the various webs would be punctured (that is one of the
functions of kundalini) and consciousness would be stimulated on many levels at the same
time. In normal kundalini activation. however. consciousness 1s better organized by the brain
than in Alyce’s case. so there is less confusion.
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The Spiritual Emergence Network has dozens of cases (maybe hundreds) in which kundalini
effects were both confusing and traumatic to the “normal” ego. What we most need, it seems, is
flexibility, so that we can handle strange experiences in other dimensions with equanimity.

In fact, in my experience, emotional and mental equanimity are essential for handling almost
all of the particularly unsettling and seemingly dangerous intra-psychic experiences that occur
when kundalini releases a blast. In my case, I usually hear the buzzing and tones of the various
chakras at the first stages of their activation, and then consciousness may go on its way without
my being very much aware of the body, if at all, though everything seems to be recorded quite
well in memory. On the other hand, how do I know what I forgot?

E & *x

13 FEBRUARY 1991.... at breakfast I made a few comments about our life together and that [
enjoyed having breakfast with her every day, and she said, with perfect understanding, “But
this is not Heaven, this is Earth.” And then she added, “However, on Earth there is always a
possibility of change.” and she looked at me, sighed, and gave a little smile....

That statement caused me to think, or realize, that in the Heaven world although there may be
a lot of activity, there may not be much possibility of change. And it reminded me of comments
by The Tibetan to the effect that unless one has a physical body (in the structure of which,
especially at etheric levels, all of the deva forces of all levels are represented) one can not move
toward Mastership. The human frame is the only “vertical” structure available for ascending
“the ladder of consciousness.” That is, only in those structures, in which all the deva forces
from all levels are represented, is there an opportunity for evolutionary progress.

In that regard, it is clear what THE TREATISE ON WHITE MAGIC is about. The stanzas at
the beginning of that book explain in a few sentences the entire human problem with earth,
water, fire, and air. All the deva forces must be brought together, made to work in concert rather than
independently and selfishly, and the whole perfected personality becomes an agent of SOUL.

Actually, says The Tibetan, the purpose of this arrangement (in which we mistakenly think we
our born in order to save ourselves and humanity) is to save the planet, Earth, by transmuting its
substance, spiritualizing its physical and etheric nature.

So, in a way, we are the saviors of the Body of God. and through our efforts the planet will be
transformed (to use Aurobindo’s word). Thus, we are after all, the agents of the Divine Being in
a scientific non-mystical sense, though very occult for the average person. The conservationists
have it right, it seems, even though they may not think of their role on the planet in exactly that
way. Most of them think they are saving Gaia for humanity, rather than for Gaia herself....
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19 FEBRUARY 1991.... About three days ago I meditated on a specific request for the Lotus of
Alyce to now take more positive action. I explained that I alone could not accomplish every-
thing. Whether my invocation was noticed [ have no direct knowledge (though even a sparrow’s
plight does not go unnoticed, it is said), but in the last two days Alyce has moved into a state of
good cooperation. The relief and pleasure to me. is striking....

On one occasion when it was necessary to get ready for bed. Alyce gave a sigh and said that
she might as well do what was required on this planet....

On my part, I have had to learn that everything with Alvce must be accomplished by talking
and persuasion while at the same time keeping a loving and kindly attitude, no matter what
delays and frustrations are mixed in. Also, it is extremely important to explain everything that is
to happen in regard to any kind of physical motion, or event. It is necessary for her to under-
stand in advance.

Then, when she initiates the action, I can help without making a problem. But if I start to help
before she really knows what is happening or before she initiates the event, she often recoils or
blocks.

Perhaps Alyce and I are now ironing out relationship problems that were ignored over the
years. In any event, I am beginning to feel better about our present “dance.” And I believe Alyce
is beginning to feel better, too. If I am right in this surmise, then we are coming close to the
place “where the candle never flickers.” and the end time of transformation and transition may
not be far away....

21 FEBRUARY 1991.... Alyce and I both read aloud during the day. We had a couple of shorts
discussions about what was happening in our lives, and at one point Alyce said, putting her
hand over her heart and solar plexus, “I feel so much pain here. And yet [ know that it is of no
consequence, It is only the pain of change. But even though [ know that, it still pains. Hopetully
it will come to an end.”

And I responded by saying that it seemed to me that she was clearing out some karmic knots
that had been submerged during regular lite. but now that her cortex was unable to maintain the
upper hand, the stored limbic residue was getting a chance to come to the surface. In any event.
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I would be on hand to help in any way that I could and, hopefully, we could get through all this
pain and move into a new situation, either with both of us here for a while, or with me here and
her there.

That brought smiles and she thanked me for my patience with the process. The entire day went
well....

23 FEBRUARY 1991 (SATURDAY).... The cosmos works like any good business, and karma
is merely cosmic bookkeeping. Too bad that people think they can get something for nothing. It
doesn’t work in the business world, and it doesn’t work in the planetary field of mind. Cosmic
consequences are finely exact, and justice is what people get, whether they like it or not. Usu-
ally they complain if it doesn’t give them personal pleasure.

Enough philosophizing. At the local level, Alyce and I seem to be making a bit of progress,
and for that [ am glad....

25 FEBRUARY 1991. All went well with Alyce today except that disorientation was almost
continuous.... I felt a mild disorientation myself.... All day seemed unreal in some way, but not
because of Alyce. It seemed to be related to a psychic effect associated with the newly launched
ground war in Iraq.

[ feel real sympathy and compassion for the poor individuals on the Iraqgi side who have
essentially been betrayed by their leader for his own egoistic reasons.... One can not help but
think of the Tibetan’s comments on Harmony Through Contflict, and the place of Power in
pulling the world together, rather than forcing it together.

Now, if the United Nations does its part properly there is a chance for worldwide keeping of
the peace, for the first time in human history. James Baker, the Secretary of State, obviously has
been superbly trained in politics and is located in a crucial position with George Bush. For
international purposes, those two have done very well. Can the United Nations now rise to the
challenge? And can the United States rise to the challenge? We have to give up our arrogance
and disregard of World Court opinions.

* * *
27 FEBRUARY 1991.... The effectiveness of the Listen-Aider walkie-talkie earphones for Alyce
reminds me that Swami Rama, while staying at our house in 1971, gave me a Sanskrit mantra
for a specific purpose, after our regular nightly meditation. He came up very close and spoke
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with almost normal loudness into my ear, from a distance of half an inch.

[ asked why he did that, and he replied that this method made an indelible impression at a
much deeper level than normal consciousness. In listening from a distance, he said, one thinks
about 1t, but from close up one does not think, but records. I believe this idea has a basis in fact,
A research study of the phenomenon would make a good Ph.D. thesis. Swami said that yogic
teachers often employ the method when something must not be forgotten....

28 FEBRUARY 1991 (THURSDAY). Alyce was in a wonderfully good mood. When I went
around to help her get up she smiled, laughed. and said. *'It’s nice to see you.”

This, as you may recall, was what the native lady with three children in tow said to Alyce,
Sandra, Judy, and me when, dressed in our good clothes, we walked down the middle of the
street in Vieu Fort, San Lucia (on the way to the school where Sandra had arranged a meeting
for us with teachers).

Alyce and [ have used this expression down the years since 1958 to signify a special feeling,
tfor the warmth and lovingness that shone from that lady made the chance meeting a transper-
sonal Event. Today began, therefore. better than any in the last couple of months. ..... Alyce is
eating well. but her weight is only around 101 lbs....

5 MARCH 199].... Ran errands in Topeka and saw Pat, with Alyce, but the strain of all the
activity was too much for Alyce and in the evening when I tried to help her up out of a chair she
responded angrily saying she did not have to cooperate with me at all, for I was no one con-
nected with this family.

This was a sharp reversal from her feeling in the morning when. after her rest. she came from
the library with tears in her eyes and said, when I asked what was wrong. “"We had a good life,
didn’t we? It was a great adventure. We did everything we wanted.” We then talked for a while,
and for a short time were in good contact. [ responded saying that we could go on, and that if
she wanted to continue on the “other side™ while I finished up business here, that would be
okay.

6 MARCH 1991 (WEDNESDAY).... Alyce and I had a useful transpersonal conversation when
she came to the living room after her morming rest, but before telling of it I should mention a
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dream I had two nights ago. | recognized the dream at the time as “significant,” one of many
over the years that have kept me aware of what is happening, or is going to happen, but because
it was quite unusual (or unexpected) I began thinking about it rather than immediately record-
ing it. From this morning’s conversation with Alyce, its meaning seems clear.

I was walking through a forested area with someone from the family.. when sud-
denly I noticed some birds in bushes off to the side. We stopped walking and I inched
toward the bushes because I love birds and wanted to contact them directly, through
empathy. As 1 slid into the thicket the birds didn’t fly, but kept their place, merely
hopping about from mwig to twig. One bird in particular struck me with its beauty. |
recognized it as one 1 had seen many times, though not lately, and I called to my
companion that it was a Brown Thrasher. But as [ drew closer I saw that it was much
more beautiful. Shining...delicate...subtle iridescent colors were in many of its long
feathers of wings and tail.

I slowly reached up my hand, breathlessly hoping the bird would not fly, and to my
surprise and delight it remained where it was, merely turning its head to look at me.
I began to stroke its wing and tail feathers very lightly, and as it looked at me [ felt a
surge of love for this beautiful creature. Instead of being momentary, though, the love
and joy continued to build until they became a powerful almost pulpable radiating
force.When this happened I was startled into awake hypnagogic imagery, for [ hadn’t
realized that so much of that kind of energy was in me, and I knew that some kind of
spiritual EVENT was taking place at that very moment.

After a few seconds. as the wave of love began to subside, the bird turned its full
attention on me and gave me a Divine blessing, saving, “May the love of The Christ
fill you forever,” accompanied with a responsive look of love and compassion. It was
electrifving, and I felt (knew) that something important was happening—but, what
was it?. How could a bird know of The Christ? And be capable of such a thought and
blessing?

To return to the conversation Alyce and I had this morning: When Alyce came to the living
room after her rest, I helped her sit down on the couch with a couple of cushions for back
support, and then continued working on a text for ISSSEEM. I noticed, however, that Alyce’s
face was especially drawn, so I went around to the couch and asked if she felt all right. She said
she didn’t feel very happy, and I asked what in particular she was thinking of. In answer, she
said that it was such a burden to be like this, and she felt very much alone.
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I knelt on the floor by her knees and took her hands in mine and talked about things she had
said the previous morning, about our “good life”” and ““great adventure.” I then reached for the
paper 1 had given her two days before, containing some statements that she could read aloud
whenever I asked her if she knew why I made the meals, washed the dishes, helped her get
ready for bed, etc. With that paper in her hand, I asked if she knew why I was going to prepare
some soup for her lunch, and she read aloud,

Because you love me,
And care for me,
And want me to be
Happy and healthy
In body, emotions,
Mind, and Spirit.

And she wept and held my face between her hands. I continued the conversation, talking
about the difference between her brain and her mind which is not in the brain any more than a
TV program is in the receiver.

We had an intellectual discussion. It was a true mind-to-mind contact, and Alyce explained
the anguish she felt much of the time as she thought about her situation. And she said that that
was of no true significance, or course, but that she felt it anyway. She told me many things
about her feeling for me and our work together, and I responded by talking of our spiritual
partnership, that we would continue even if she were to leave the body and move to the next
plane, that I would be all right and would be able to finish my tasks. that she did not have to
worry about me (for that has been one of her main concerns, what would I do if she died?)

Then I said that she should know that I was giving her permission to go, maybe at night when
out of the body, not to return, but to look in the other direction, look for the others who would be
there if she would let herself go. Not only did I give her permission, I said, but she had to give
herself permission, for it wouldn’t change anything of significance, and would make it possible
for her to move out of the brain-bound state to the spiritual mind state.

As I spoke 1 began to feel the pouring out, or radiating. of love for this Divine Being, and
quickly the feeling became similar to the one of the bird dream. and Alyce and I seemed to be
talking Lotus to Lotus. And then she paused in the conversation, and after a moment began a
blessing of my life and its tasks. After that, we remained silent for a minute or so.

Not wanting Alyce to fall from this state because of a possible inability to hold the focus for so
long, for we had been talking almost fifteen minutes, I said that we could try to hold that
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consciousness while my I went to the kitchen to start lunch. She laughed, and I got up and left,
feeling very spacey for a while.

COMMENTARY: I remember that The Tibetan said that birds were part of the deva evolu-
tion, and were seen as, or representative of, angels in the Buddhic level of consciousness, and
had almost nothing in common with animals in general except for sharing the same planet. I
also know that iridescent colors signify the Lotus and the Buddhic plane.

I knew that long before I read of it, so I was struck by the bird’s colors, its beauty, its subtle
state of consciousness, its willingness to be approached with love (which The Tibetan says is a
main characteristic of Buddhic entities), and its response to a surge of loving radiation. In other
words, I contacted Alyce’s True Self two nights ago, and continued the contact again today.

*k *k *k

In thinking about these recent events I am reminded of the vision dream long ago in which I
stepped out of a river of souls, the stream of dying personalities (whose candles had gone out),
onto the platform where an official guide (a karmic official) handed me the cup of lethe, which
I drank and survived. And then Alyce came along, stepped up on the platform, and almost died
from the draught of lethe.

But when she didn’t die, but came back to consciousness, he said to follow him along a
boardwalk into another cavern, where he lit for us two more candles, lighting them at both ends.
We held them horizontally, and it made a brilliant area of light. We stepped off the boardwalk
and began walking together down the long tunnel.

In the distance, at about the limit of the light, the tunnel turned out of sight. Between us and
this bend was a jumble of piled-up broken rocks. However bright the light, we had to traverse a
very difficult area, and we did not know where it led. Wherever it went, though, it was not an
unprepared-for way. Otherwise the sturdy boardwalk and the candles would not have been
there.

In the present, in view of the difficult physical-plane life Alyce and I have had for the last
couple of years, and in view of the fact that Alyce has refused (in my dreams) to let go and come
out of the body, it seems to me that we traversed the hurdle of getting out of the personality
stream and remaining alive. Now, I would guess, we are approaching the bend in the second
tunnel. So, what lies ahead?
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When I first saw the rocky terrain with no path that we were expected to traverse....I thought
it looked rather ominous. And several times since that dream I have wondered why the rocks
were there, why there was no path, and why the tunnel disappeared around a bend into darkness
with no sign of light at the end.

Today as I asked myself those questions again, it came into my mind that there was no way
“out,” that the escape was “up,” and I remembered my “destiny dream™ of long ago (1944) in
which Alyce and I, and a small baby she held in her arms, rose up through the exploded roof of
the room in which we were trapped, into a realm of blazing light. singing angels. and Divine
Beings.

.... It is interesting that several times in the last few days Alyce has asked me where the child
is, and one time went on a search through the house to find it.

Also of interest is the fact that Franz Katka wrote (unconscious of meanings. it appeared)
about the need for transformation in order to avoid death in this world (to avoid a sentence of
death in THE TRIAL). In THE CASTLE he noticed that the top of a tower above the castle was
blown off, as if its inhabitants had escaped vertically. But he did not know what it signified
Since almost all of Kafka's symbologies and dream events were repeated almost exactly in my
own dream life from age 20 to 37 (and I first learned of him when 1 was 45). 1 have sometimes
wondered if the symbols were universal archetypes....

One more item comes to mind. Xanthe [Sandra’s daughter|, phoned me about three years ago
and said that while she was visiting in Kauai she had a distressing dream about Alyce and me.
It left her in tears. The dream first informed her that Alyce and I had died. Alyce had simply
died, but I had committed “biochemical suicide.”

Next in her dream, she came to Lakewood Hills, to our home, and we were still here, still
living. But our personalities were actually two biomechanisms being operated by our higher
selves like a pair of puppets.

She asked me what it meant, but I did not try to explain much since it was so complicated.
Now, however, it seems useful to talk about it. Biochemical suicide is one way of referring to
what The Tibetan calls the great renunciation (as in Chapter 13. Gilgamesh)—something [ have
known about for a long long time. since talking with The Teacher about some of my vision
dreams.
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Another item, since I am collecting threads. In Bob Monroe’s book called FAR JOURNEY'S
(Monroe. 1985, permission obtained) there is a report (a channeling) from Miranon (P. 52). Part
of it goes as follows:

MIRANON: As I have said to you earlier [concering evolution]. plants exist on levels one
through seven. They are on a vibrational rate on the levels one through seven. It 1s the same
pattern. Animals exist on the levels eight through fourteen, and when a person attains, when a
consciousness attains level fourteen, it can no longer go any higher unless it is willing to change
its form of consciousness. Levels fifteen through twenty-one are what you call human life on
this earth. When a person progresses to level twenty-one [Sub-level 21 in the field-of-mind
diagram], he then has the choice of going higher or staying within the realm of human form, but
he cannot go higher unless he is willing to give up human form.

BOB: Give up being human?

M: Levels twenty-two through twenty-eight are your bridge.... You are on level twenty and
because that is an ascending level. you can enter into the realm beyond physical life, but you
cannot stay there unless you are willing to give up vour human form. Is that clear?

BOB: That much is clear, yes.

M: And then once a person or a consciousness—we are talking about consciousness—reaches
level twenty-eight, the bridge is crossed. and from that point on for a consciousness to evolve
higher, it would not again assume human form of any kind, not even as a learning experience. I
will never incarnate again as a human—as another form of life, yes. but not as a human.

The words are very hard because your plane of existence is not the same. Perhaps I can ex-
plain it by asking you to image seven of the circles, which would give you the forty-nine lev-
els....

The fourth circle [this is the Lotus level, E4, of the diagram] is your bridge, your realm, your
center for that overall plane. It is the time in which a consciousness can choose whether to go
back into the lower levels or to transcend into the higher levels, and many consciousnesses do
choose to go back into the lower levels in physical form [as Bodhisattvas].

.... Once I reach level forty-nine, which I will, I then leave all of this realm of existence. It
does not mean I have reached the highest point by any means. It simply means I have left this
group of seven, this overall group of seven. Imagine, if you will, the seven circles enclosed in
an even larger circle upon which seven more circles are stacked, which is in turn enclosed in
even a greater circle. Then you can have some idea of what infinity 1s. It does not ever stop. The

End.
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The Tibetan calls these seven levels the “cosmic physical plane™ and says that human nature
and human potential, from the dense physical up through the Monad (the Jewel in the Lotus), is
found on the first six levels. The Lotus Being, the True Self. is on the buddhic level. what
Miranon calls the fourth circle, the bridging circle. levels 22 through 28. When Miranon said
“circle,” he actually meant “helix,” for a helix is circular and ascending. Seven ascending levels
are on each turn, and there are seven turns (circles) that concern humans....

... From this it can be deduced what is happening to Alyce and me. We are moving out of
simple human levels and are using the body to get work done. Since Alvce is handicapped in
physical plane consciousness just now. she is apparently maintaining her connection through
the “child™ until we can finish the transition. This is not the transtormation of the 5th initiation,
however, (if [ understand it correctly). Even after that. if a Master chooses to work in the world
it will still be done with a human tform.

The Tibetan says that “human™ means that karma is not completely cleared. but that by the 4th
initiation (Arhat) it is finished, and a person need not return for more cause-and-eftect learning.
A person can return, however, if an option is taken to work on the physical transformation
process, the ultimate transformation of the physical matter of the body so that it is composed
only of those atoms in which all seven turns of the helix can resonate.

That is. the dense physical body itself becomes a direct expression of Spirit.... [Note that]
Miranon says that after level 28 the person never incarnates again as a human. And then he
says, I will never incarnate again as a human—as another form of life. yes, but not as a hu-

N

man.

... So, Xanthe's dream had a significance. The play isn't over vet. though. we are still in
process, still in the tunnel with our candles.

To continue with the day: Alyce and [ had the best hours we've had for the last two years
....and we watched our video tape of Victor Borge. Alyce not only paid attention tor about an
hour, first watching a short ballet. but also laughed at Borge's clowning and jokes. It was the
first time for months that she has found anything genuinely tunny. We even talked about some

ot his jokes. That 1s a good indicator of progress....
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You may remember that Alyce’s own Self told her to treat her problems with a bit of humor.
About 10 o’clock she thanked me for a happy evening and said she would go to bed. and much
to my surprise she was able to be efficient and quite self reliant. So, as Alyce said one day, at
least when one has a body it is possible to change things....

7MARCH 1991.... In reading or talking. I should mention again that we use the Listen-Aider
(two earphones) and amplify my voice a great deal. In this way I can speak quite softly, with
inflection and voice modulation that do not have the yelling quality that often (usually) creeps
in when one talks to a person who can not hear or understand well.

Alyce is very sensitive to any stridency in the voice, and [ have had to learn how to circumvent
the hearing problem. Sometimes. when the Listen-Aider is not being used, I speak directly into
Alyce’s ear. This works. but not as well as the Listen-Aider, for with it the situation is more
objective and the information comes to the cortex first, it seems.

9 MARCH 1991 (SATURDAY).... When Alyce was beginning to sit down in her reclining
chair for her customary after-breakfast rest, she suddenly said to me, “Where is the young
woman who said she would come to see me. I am disappointed that she is not here.” I asked if
by any chance she had confused my presence with that of a “young woman,” and she said, *No,
it is not you. And a man was supposed to come with her.”” Somewhat alerted to the possibility of
a full conscious visit from our Lotus selves, which I mentioned at the beginning of this journal,
I asked if they were coming by air, and she said they were.

Trying to not be informative, I asked where they were coming from. But she said she really
did not know, there were so many flights, and she did not know the flight number. That was
interesting, but then, as I tucked Marie’s little blanket around Alyce, she said, “I am disap-
pointed. I was hoping for a res.. resurrection.” Truly alerted now, I said, *What did you say?”
And Alyce said, “Resurrection.” I answered, “Don’t give up, they may still come,” and added,
“So long for now,” stroked her cheek and left the library.

COMMENTARY: The Tibetan mentioned in several places that after the 3rd initiation, the
preparation for, and taking of, the 4th can be done either on the physical planet or on the next
plane. Then, since all karmic connections are severed, one has the option of entering a kosmic
school not connected with this planet. If, however, one continues to work with earth problems,
the 5th initiation is taken in a physical body.
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It is necessary to reincarnate, He says, because total transformation of atomic physical sub-
stance is required. Until that final transformation is achieved. He adds. it is possible for the
person to fall all the way back into involvement with lunar devas (physical, emotional, and
lower mind) and become a slave again.

After the 5th initiation, however, that’s not possible, for there are no parts left that [resonate
with] any lunar force. That is why the Masters can pass through all the levels without blemish,
can visit Hell and emerge unscathed. Koot Hoomi says, however, that there may be no blemish,
but pain [of limitation] is experienced. And he says that Those who incarnate for some purpose
are sacrificing a more joyful state to further the Divine Plan.

Incidentally, becoming akarmic (after the 4th initiation) does not mean that cause and effect in
the three worlds do not apply to the Arhat. What it means is that that person handles all effects
and internal reactions immediately as they are produced. Nothing is unconscious. Nothing is
stored out of awareness in some hidden recess of mind.

It handling the karmic effect involves retribution of some kind. it is consciously made. Oddly
enough, if the persons with whom the Arhat interacts become reactionary rather than loving,
then they generate personal karma that they sooner or later must handle. but it has no significant
effect on the Arhat....

Returning to the subject of the Lotus visitors (who are coming by air), | do not know what will
happen when they finally arrive. with both Alyce and me fully conscious of the event, ready to
escape tfrom the last cavern....

.... Incidentally, such a transpersonal event does not mean that the person who keeps the physical
body is somehow less appreciative of Earth, less delighted with body, emotions, and mind.

On the contrary, as the 4th initiation is approached, everything sensed or perceived is en-
hanced in quality, and it is possible to live increasingly in the Now as an integrated being,
physical, emotional, mental. and transpersonal, and no longer be controlled by deva forces that
make up the three lower vehicles. The kundalini flows less and less into channels not chosen or
controlled, for that is what the transformation is all about on the etheric...side.

Pleasure is replaced with Joy. and The Lotus chooses. experiences. and enjoys life with a
depth of awareness not possible for the average personality. The world becomes Gaia, nature

becomes Nature. every moment is savored. everything is Witnessed.
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Obviously this does not mean that work stops. Instead, work is given new power and is enjoyed.
no matter what the obstacles from reactionary devas and Archetypal Powers that control this
planet esoterically and exoterically (through unenlightened unconscious people. who often be-
come [obstructing] puppets, especially if they are highly intellectual and egoistic).

The Zoroastrian idea that the proper role of the advanced human is to help God overcome Evil
seems to be correct. but it has been badly misinterpreted. Both The Tibetan and Aurobindo
spend much time on this subject, for what is called “evil™ is part of the cosmic process. Without
it there would be no evolution, nowhere to go, no progression of consciousness to enjoy.

Evil can be thought of as Cosmic Inertia, and when that quality of the cosmos is organized by
Dark Beings, it seems like living force, even though it is merety an aspect of nature being used.
This idea is related to The Tibetan’s comment that disciples often mistakenly think they are put
on earth to save themselves spiritually, whereas, in fact, they were put on earth to save the
substance of the planet. to transform the planet through their own substantial achievement.

Koot Hoomi told Sinnett that the Brothers of Light were superior to and more powerful than
the Dark Brothers. who were individually inferior and less powerful, but that They were not
allowed to destroy the Dark Brothers because it would interfere with humanity's education. They
could, however, neutralize or encapsulate them when circumstances demanded, even though even-
tually they would escape and resume their opposition to evolution. Much food for thought there.

Perhaps yellow and blue are her colors when the energy reaches the head. Ten or fifteen years
ago she said that those two colors came from her forehead when we were listening to inspiring
music at loud volume.

After dinner....she said that three advanced beings were here, or had been here. Their task was
to help, in some way, so that change was efficient. This comment was mixed in with non-related
remarks....

* * %

13 MARCH 1991.... Twice today, and for the first time in many weeks, Alyce fell down, once
into the soft rocking chair and once on the floor in the middle of the library. Both falls were
smooth and without impact, due mainly, I believe, to the fact that it wasn’t dark and she was
able to land gracefully....

IN THE BARDO 379




Alyce does not know I am keeping this Journal, at least she has never looked at anything I am
writing, and has not seen the printout. Nevertheless, in the midst of a great deal of nonsequitur
talk today, she said to me that she did not want all these troubles of hers to be written into my
Journal. When 1 asked what she meant, the thought was gone.

[Whatever her wish was in Mar91, I feel Alyce’s positive input (30jun01) as I organize these
pages. She, apparently, is one of the Teachers who is pressuring me to finish AVIZ, including a
description of our life together. ]

14 MARCH 1991.....During lunch...I noticed that Alyce was not leaning forward enough to
prevent soup on the bottom of the spoon from dripping into her lap. Since I had talked about
leaning forward,...I scolded her for not doing so. This hurt her feelings very much, and she said,
with a tear in her eye. “I am not going to come here any more.”

Overcome by a strong feeling of loving compassion, I got up and put my arms around her
head, and my cheek against hers, and said I was sorry I had scolded, and said that because of the
circumstances, in which her attention was constantly shifting, I wouldn’t say anything more
about leaning forward....

In a few moments the tears cleared up and Alyce began talking to me about the need for love
in spiritual development. And she talked rapidly for two or three minutes about our goals in life,
and how we could best help other people. Then she continued with her meal.

At the end, while I was doing the dishes. she called and said, “I am going to make some sound
here,” and she began a spontaneous melody without words that flowed like violin music. And
with it she raised her hands to the outdoors (since she was facing the front window) and began
making a series of motions that reminded me of yogic gestures. I watched and listened, fasci-
nated by what was happening, seemingly in response to an outpouring of loving feeling, which
I still felt.

After about thirty seconds, Alyce ended her song with a motion to the many birds that were
enjoying the sunflower seed banquet just outside the window. When she returned her hands to
her lap, I said it was a beautiful song, and I asked why she had done that. She thanked me for my
comment, and said that it was at that moment appropriate, and it was a feeling, an expression,
for the outdoors, for the birds, for the people who live across the street, and even for the deck
railings of our house.
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Then, to my surprise, she began talking very quickly again about people’s spiritual needs, and
how a young people’s group was making good progress in spiritual development (the Second-
Tuesday-Every-Month (STEM) Group?). I answered with affirmative comments at times, and
was impressed that she understood everything I said without questioning or delay....

....I noticed, also, that much of the apparently nonsequitur sentences or parts of sentences in
her discussion were not truly nonsequitur. They were germane to the context, but in the wrong
place, or order. I am beginning to feel that much of Alyce’s conversation is of this nature. If
more than one theme is being thought about, the output is confusing, but at least as meaningful
as dreams in general.

COMMENTARY: The above event, or events, strengthen my belief that the reason some
biofeedback therapists are unusually successful is because during sessions they transmit a love
that invokes the Lotus self of the client, calls for It to come up (come down?) and help in the
therapeutic process. How else can we explain the “miracle” events, and striking transpersonal
changes, that occur in many patients who request our help?

I saw this with several patients, and I have seen it many times with Alyce, and it certainly has
nothing to do, at least in Alyce’s case, with a conscious decision to change an attitude, eliminate
anxiety, fear, anger, or sadness. With Alyce it is usually invoked by my feelings, not by my
behavior.

Actions without the accompanying feeling of compassion, do not seem very effective with
Alyce. So, to generalize, traveling through the world with love would seem to be therapeutic for
everyone. even though at a cortical level it may not be recognized.

ko ok ok

....Interestingly, Bob Monroe’s Explorer Program got nowhere (as told in FAR JOURNEYS)
[Monroe, 1985] until the Higher Self beings were invoked.

The Tibetan stressed this point many times. Namely, it is necessary to surrender the personal
will to the True Self by invocation before there can be Divine evocation. The personality must
give up its arrogance and self-centered will before the Kosmos will take a hand.

DBs, of course, attempt to drive the cosmos with their personal will, and if they persist long
enough, say the Teachers, they can break their connection with the Divine Being, and be strata-
bound ...and doomed to extinction when Gaia goes through her final transformation into Light.
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15 MARCH 1991.... I have wondered what statistical results I would get if I developed a scor-
ing system for Alyce’s state of consciousness (scoring this Journal day by day) and then retro-
spectively examined the correlation between consciousness and the dominant solar geomag-
netic cycle that has a period of about 8 days....

16 MARCH 1991 (SATURDAY).... Alyce awakened in a hostile mood and told me to leave her
alone....

....The question now in my mind concerns whether, whenever she is not in her transpersonal
state, I am making contact at all. And to what extent should I expect anything....

But, even if my role is reduced simply to that of a caretaker of a body. 1 will probably con-
tinue. without expectations so to speak. so that the transpersonal Nature can have a place to
appear when it tries.

....I suggested that we sit on the couch and listen to Perlman and Yo Yo Ma in their Leningrad
concert, which we had recorded the previous evening. I ran their pertormances twice. ending
with the Serenade Melancolique played by Perlman. Its powerful emotional-buddhic linkage
had a profound effect on Alyce, and by the end of the concert she was raised into a positive.
almost transpersonal state. It was gratifying after the strain of the morning.

COMMENTARY: The power of sound to influence emotions and behavior is one ot the sub-
jects on which The Tibetan focused. He said in one place. as I have probably mentioned betore
in this journal, that humans are controlled by what they see, but the deva kingdoms (especially
at the physical and emotional levels) are controlled by what they hear.

The training of the White Magician includes the use of sound to activate. or control, physical
and emotional forces, but always working through the Solar level (corresponding to the Lotus
level in humans) in order to be akarmic. That is, the spiritual agents ot the deva evolution are
contacted to control the lower level forces. This is like praying for a process to take place in the
world. but asking the Kosmos to arrange events so as to assure what is best for all Life ("not my
will be done...™). The problem is to be volitional without being willful....
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17 MARCH 1991.... When I came to the breakfast table, Alyce said, “I was wondering where
you were, because two men were here while you were gone.” When I asked who they were, she
said she did not know, but they wore beautiful clothes with a shiny interwoven pattern some-
what like the shirt I was wearing just then. Alyce continued, “They brought some beautiful
ribbons for me. with good words written on them.”

I asked what the words were and she said, “Some kind of blessing.”

COMMENTARY: I was impressed by Alyce’s “'vision,” for on many special occasions Teachers
work in pairs. one as an aspect of Love and the other as an aspect of Will. In addition, the use of
words on banners. or ribbons, or on signs of some kinds, is a common way they use of transmit-
ting information.

Concerning words. on one occasion which I may have mentioned before, just after arriving in
Vancouver in 1944 in search of a house for the family, I had a dream in which words appeared.
[ had meditated before going to sleep about the slowness of my rate of change toward transfor-
mation and, just as I went to sleep, I thought about my situation in perspective, and concluded
with the thought that there was nothing I could do but “go on, and on, and on.” A couple hours
later I was awakened with the following powertul hypnagogic dream, like a lucid dream.

[ was just inside the entrance of a large but shallow cave, facing the back, faced
away from the opening. A bright fire was burning...behind me, out in the open, and it
cast my shadow against the wall, and the shadow seemed to me to be reality. |
noticed, though, that whenever “I" moved, “it” moved, and soon it dawned on me
that reality was behind me, not ahead of me.... So I turned around, faced the fire, and
saw just in front of me a rope strung across the entrance of the cave. Hanging from
the rope about every three feet were white wooden signs (about a foot high and rwo
feet long) with big words printed on them, one word per sign. The words said, *We
admire those who go on, and on, and on,” and there was a strong sensation of The
Teacher's presence.

There have been other occasions in which words appeared, but the one mentioned above has
stuck in my mind indelibly....

....when I told Alyce that her two visitors must have been on another plane, she insisted that
they were as real as I was, that they must be in the other room right now, that they were abso-

lutely real.
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I reminded her that reality was not limited to body consciousness, and she should accept the
idea that the levels were blending in her awareness so that she could see in more than one
dimension at a time. This seemed to make sense to her....

....I definitely feel that Alyce is now free to leave this planet without karmic impediment....

AN ASIDE: In the last day or so [ began wondering if you (Pat and Steve. Doug, Sandra and
Fred. Judy and Bob) might be bored with these many details. And I wondered why I had gradu-
ally shifted to including more material about myself. What if you didn’t want to read all this?
Why was [ writing this journal, anyway?

On pondering these questions, [ came to the realization that I am writing the journal for my-
self, even though I don’t read anything further back than two or three days, unless editing for
printing. I am writing it because I need someone to talk to. For almost 50 years Alyce has been
my confidant, and created a loving ambiance in which I could freely express my normally-
hidden thoughts and feelings. But now. she has drifted away from worldly attention and I still
feel the need to communicate. So I hope you will understand and tolerate the details. Some of
this journal is more informative and useful than other parts. but I will continue as at present. and
let you sort it out....

In any event, [ feel great love for you and am pleased and happy that we are all in the same
family. What I will do at “the end.” when “my time™ comes, so to speak, I don’t know, perhaps
“sail away in the sunset,” but in the meantime it is my greatest pleasure to talk with you via this
journal.

....As I started to leave the bedroom, after saying good night. Alyce said, “Congratulations on
the little girl who has just joined our tamily.” When I asked who the little girl was, she said
maybe a niece, at least a relative. When [ asked if the little girl actually was herself, she said no,
she didn’t think so. But two days ago she had said, in the midst of general talk while we were
looking through clothes in her closet. that she was willing to be either a boy or a girl....

18 MARCH 1991.... Went to Dallas at the request of Carol Schneider to make a presentation at
the AAPB convention. Pat came to care for Alyce for two days.
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Everything seemed unreal, however, and when I reached the Fairmont Hotel in Dallas I im-
mediately began talking with people, but without any noticeable effect on the sense of unreal-
ity. In fact, I was heavy hearted and sad at not having Alyce’s company, as in past times. We
have been many places in the world together, and had a good time everywhere, seeing the
scenery, the people, presenting our lectures and workshops....

¥k %

21 MARCH 1991..... The discontinuity in me of two days away from home has not helped me
focus on “reality.” In fact, the Dallas meeting seemed very unreal. and all the problems people
were having seemed like ocean waves, individually not of much significance, for emotional
disturbance seems to go on forever, one wave is always replaced by another while the overall
surface level remains the same....

....As I helped Alyce get ready for bed she looked very annoyed and said, “I wish I could
figure out a way to get rid of you.” I stopped instantly...and without saying anything went back
into the living room and turned on the TV. After a few minutes Alyce called. When I asked what
she wanted, she said that she wanted to talk to me. So, I returned te the library, and wonder of
wonders, she seemed (mostly at an unconscious level) to want to cooperate. Everything then
went very well, and in a few minutes she was happily in bed. I was relieved, for evenings of bad
feeling, or continuous rejection of help, are a strain on me, and I have not put the waiting time
to good use....

22 MARCH 1991.... before moving to the living room, I talked with her about our 51 years of
acquaintance, reviewing in a few sentences the major things we had done, had seen, had accom-
plished, and talked of our continuing connection in spite of the trouble, just now, with the brain.

We talked again of the “mind” and its place in the hierarchy of substances, and our continuity
of work if she should decided to move to the other side. Aside from wanting to, I felt it was
useful to talk of these things and repair the inter-connections that had been strained by my
absence while in Dallas....

....I asked what she would like to have me do, and she said that the main thing was to not go
very far away.... When the phone rang I talked for a few minutes and then returned to Alyce.
She was sitting on the edge of her chair. I asked what was wrong, and she said that one of the
men with ribbons had returned again and shown her some new words, and even though she saw
him very clearly, she could not say what the words were.
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In addition, Alyce said, a woman whose face opened up to the light like a “‘daisy.” was there.
That woman, she said, was connected with a meeting that Alyce had attended this morning. A
group of people is planning something for the world, some kind of activity, and Alyce is one of
the members, it seems. I asked what the lady had to say, and Alyce said that she was told that
communication was very difficult but that the effort would continue,

Then the woman conducted some kind of energy ceremony and huge pulsating waves of
vibration came through our living room. one after another. like a “whoosh, whoosh, whoosh.”
Alyce said that the energy was so powerful that it seemed it might shake everything to pieces.
Alyce also said that the woman explained that this process. though somewhat dangerous, was
worth trying.

[This woman whose face opens up like a “daisy,” is probably Alyce’s SOUL, for . too, have
seen her. This is the being Alyce referred to. I believe, when she said, “She 1s me.”]

Then Alyce smiled at me. sighed. and said that from what she could understand, she will be
able to “stay here.” if she “behaves properly.” That was an interesting phrase. What. exactly,
does it mean’

23 MARCH 199] (SATURDAY).... Most of today Alyce seemed to be in a deep meditative
state. Later, however, after [ had answered a phone call from Pat and Steve, she said when I sat
down beside her that there were “many forms out there.”” Someone was trying to tell her some-
thing, but the main impression was of being surrounded by many many forms. some of them
more like lighted figures than like real people.... fear, anxiety. antagonism, and lack of coopera-
tion seemed gone. That was a relief....

Oddly enough, one of the sections [ read from Bob’s Monroe’s FAR JOURNEYS, was appro-
priate for Alyce.... Bob’s punctuation ot the channeled material may be inexact, but the mean-
ing is clear (P. 66).

Other Voice: We are trving to show that she is multidimensional,
and this is why she is able to see as a great circle of self. of many
forms, of the self. It appears to her to be like many selves
extending from a circle and between. We are trving to show her
there are many, many dimensions of one human self. As she can
see and understand that she is much more than that conscious
self that she sees in the mirror. and that she experiences in her
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waking state. She will be much more prepared to go into the mul-
tidimensional levels of the consciousness, and this is why we are
working on various levels, and not only the visual. This is very
important to work on the visual, but also we are working with the
other senses as well.

24 MARCH 1991.... To totally relax, for a change, I drank three cans of Milwaukee’s Best at
dinner. This had the effect on me, since we watched Marlin Brando in *Viva Zapata,” of what |
would call “tuning in on the misery of the world.” Finally I stopped the movie, which Alyce had
not closely followed anyway, and began telling her how I felt about the planet, about humanity,
about injustice to the animals, about injustice to humans, and how it was a terrible strain to live
here knowing all this, that I had to submerge these feelings in my regular life so I could get
some work done.

Much to my surprise, Alyce switched into her transpersonal mode and began speaking of the
same things. And more impressive to me was the fact that, in addition to talking about an
overall view of life and its evolution toward spirit, she made an effort to comfort me. This has
seldom happened lately, and it brought me out of my depressed state.

It was a fine moment, a fine period of time. For about 15 minutes we conversed at a transper-
sonal level, and finally I was able to sink into total transcendental quietness without worrying
where Alyce was....

AN ASIDE: Although I haven’t said much about it, the problem of injustice to animals while
I was a graduate student at Chicago could have precipitated my leaving the University. After |
had worked for two years in the lab of Dewey Neff, one of the leading researchers on auditory
mapping in animal brains, I was so overpowered by the animal-research situation at Chicago
that I resolved to quit Neff’s lab and find another professor....

....As I became acquainted with the animals (for some stayed alive for several weeks, even
months on occasion, with electrodes in their brains), and saw how they were struggling to
survive while “scientists” were taking them apart (and it was unnerving when some of these
animals looked me in the eye), I finally decided they needed better treatment.

I talked about animal lab conditions with students and with Neft, but.... So, on weekends, or at
night while students were not working with their animals, for it had to be done in secret, I
would, on occasion, go through the lab and anesthetize the cats with nembutal injections, then
cut their claws, bandaged their feet, and put ointment around the wounds in their heads.
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Some of the cats had been so ignored by their student owners that they couldn’t stand up when
brought up from the animal cages for experimentation. Their claws had never been cut, had
curved around and grown through their feet and were sticking out through the tops of their
paws. Their feet were bloody and the expression in their eyes, if they looked directly at me, was
more than I could take.

As1learned about the cat and dog rooms. 1 began to look into other labs. Wearing a white coat
I could go anywhere. and I looked at everything. The monkeys were particularly pathetic, for
those with plugs in their heads were restricted with straps while in their cages. This prevented
them from banging their heads on the cage walls to displace the plugs. And they couldn’t get
their hands up to their heads to touch the sore area, for they were outfitted with large plexiglass
platters around their necks. just big enough so that they could not be reached around. They were
fed by lab assistants, of course, but their entire life was spent in chains, so to speak, or in the
research area.

Whenever I looked at these monkeys, and especially if they looked straight back at me, it
seemed as if I could hear an appeal for kindness. at least an appeal of some kind. It was prob-
ably anthropomorphic projection, but sometimes it seemed that words would almost form in
my mind.

I am not a sentimentalist, but nevertheless I have always had an odd knowing about animals,
and as time passed the horror of this clumsy mechanistic non-kindly work by graduate students
was too much for me, and I had to get free of the entire area, even if it meant I would not be able
to stay at the University of Chicago....

It is not in animal labs alone that humans are generating bad bad karma. It is in feed lots for
cattle, in egg factories, in pig feeding pens. Some commercial farmers are a sad lot, not seeming
to feel anything at all for the animal kingdom, except for their own pets.

The American Indian way of relating to animals (and the Indians have always eaten animals)
1s the only right way to my mind. Animals are. to them, beings with spirits. And their bodies are
eaten by humans just as humans (ages ago) were eaten by animals. And for a human, that is
appropriate. But the heartless, cold blooded keeping of animals in feed lots rather than in pas-
tures is a crime against Nature.
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When PETA first appeared [People for the Ethical Treatment of Animals], I sent them money
to fight against animal research in graduate schools.... Actually, I am repelled by the outrageous
advertising they indulge in, but nevertheless I will continue to send money, for the error they
make is small compared to the evil they are trying to bring to public awareness.

So, as Alyce and I watched Zapata work for the peasants and landless serfs of Mexico, I was
temporarily overcome with the plight of all such. And then I thought of those even worse off,
the animals in graduate-student hands, and the entire feeling of the injustice at the University of
Chicago came up. Most people laugh at the idea that the principle of justice should include
animals, but...it is needed on this planet.

There should be a world-wide Bill of Rights for animals. The American Indians and Dr. Dolittle
had it right, and civilized whites have it wrong.

Obviously this has nothing to do with whether or not people should be vegetarians. Whether
animals should be eaten is not the question. The question is how they are treated, and whether
they are given a chance to evolve (even as humans) in their own societies, until they are needed
as food in a higher level of organization.

27 MARCH 1991 (WEDNESDAY).... Pat called with the news that Rick Campbell had died.
Rick was one of the most impressive, creative, and dedicated people I ever met. For him I had
a feeling of great love. He was certainly one of The Tibetan’s people, not necessarily literally,
but working for The Tibetan’s goals. Among many notable and remarkable achievements, he
worked in the Watts ghetto with black gangs and was able to organize some of that energy into
community projects. What a wonderful person. Best wishes to you, Rick!

L S

29 MARCH 1991 (THURSDAY).... When we sat on the couch, with Alyce motionless and her
eyes closed for two hours, I meditated. The quietness, the still focus of attention, and the music
blended after a time and I found myself exploring my own emotional and mental states, and
Lotus states.

While doing this I noticed the familiar touches (vibrations, as Blanche calls them) around my
face and forehead that Dr. Erwood had said were contacts with spiritual beings. As I meditated
on the phenomenon, I felt that it was not the face that they touched, but the etheric homunculus
in the cortex.
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If that is agitated in the slightest, we sense something,...the beings with whom we are in
contact may be able to disturb the etheric envelope sufficiently to make an impression on a
sensitive cortex. At least, that is the best rationale I know of....

COMMENTARY: As I understand it, if the person does not have enough etheric energy, or
does not have a certain kind of etheric energy, contact with “spirits™ is not possible. In the same
way as we feel touches, I believe, we see flashes of light (in the visual cortex), or hear bursts of
sound (in the auditory cortex).

On the other hand. the cochlea is an auditory analyzer (just as the retina is a visual analyzer),
so{or conversation and elaborate images, such as human forms. it 1s probably easier to manipu-
late the etheric counterparts of the analytic senses rather than work only with the cortical ho-
munculus. But simple internal tlashes of light, and non-verbal sounds (and perhaps internal
bell-like notesjare likely to be the results of direct cortical impact.

The light tlashes 1 reterred to above are not the same as astral vision. That comes through the
limbic brain. [ believe, and is projected to the cortex for analysis. If a person is not conscious of
the unconscious, then astral vision is not possible.

[t is clear that when Bob Monroe pinched the woman he was talking to (while he was in an OB
state) in order to get her physical attention, he was pinching the etheric body. Although he was
in astral form himself. he had enough control of multiple energies to be able to do that, but that
1s a rare event, just as Bob Monroe is, himself, a rare event.

The woman. you will recall, remembered nothing of the conversation with Bob, but jumped at
the pinch (and startled her bridge partners) and had a black and blue spot on her side the next
day....

It was somewhat similar to the time Dr. Erwood. while in ectoplasmic trance in a dark room
(at The Curtis Hotel. in Minneapolis). was accidentally subjected to a beam of bright white
light and knocked off his chair....

Ectoplasmic trance. incidentally. 1s one in which part of the etheric substance of the body is
able to be separated from the dense physical and used for materialization. Blavatsky could do
this in full consciousness. and make artifacts with the energy. depending on her visualization.
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Henry Olcott said that most of HPB’s objects vanished within a few hours, but if a child, for
instance. wanted to keep a toy that had been materialized. then she had to “fix™ it (like a photo-
graphic print). That took additional energy. but HPB did it on occasion.

HPB’s body was unique according to Koot Hoomi, and at that time (1880). was the only one
on the planet so wonderfully endowed with “free” etheric energy. That was not necessarily a
spiritual accomplishment, it was explained, but a psycho-etheric facility, a magical ability, the
same one that sorcerers have.

After a couple of hours, I was so “turned on™ that I spent about half an hour visualizing and
projecting energy from my hands to Alyce. [ had been holding her right hand in my left hand,
and was able to reach above her head with my right hand. The feeling of energy from the palm
of the hand was unusually strong, and my arm for a time seemed to be held in grip of iron....

....When I first took Alyce’s hand in mine, she opened her eyes and laughed and said, “What
will all these people around here think of this? They will say, *What are those children doing’?”
I smiled at that, but said nothing, and she closed her eyes and remained peaceful....

3 APRIL 1991.... At one point, when I was helping remove a sock, she said that I was hurting
her foot (though I was not aware of anything unusual) and she added that 1 should be careful
and gentle when helping “a child!™

That surprised me for she has not previously identified herself with the child. It is interesting,
however, that in the last week Alyce has talked of this child almost every day. Sometimes it is a
boy and sometimes a girl. In the main, I believe she is shifting to the idea that the child is a
boy....

4 APRIL 1991.... She wanted to vanish...just wanted to disappear into nothing.... So I started
talking about her more useful options, somewhat as follows:

Going into nothing is not really possible, for it can only be tem-
porary in any case. The thing to do is decide what you want and
then hold that visualization in niind. For instance, if vou are tired
of trying to work liere, then the thing ro do is put out a mental call
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Jor Marble. I already know that he is available if vou decided to
call him. There are a lot of people there who would be a welcom-
ing committee if vou decide to ¢o over. but it would be most use-
Jul to specifically call on Pop and tell hint you are coming. He
will then make all arrangements for housing, introductions at
school, and general orientation.

Alyce laughed at that, but objected. saying it all sounded so mechanical. I reminded her,
however, that Jesus said that in his Father’s house were many mansions. And that meant there
were architects, builders, landscapers, etc. There are mechanical conditions associated with
every plane of existence, but that is not what 1s important. it is the work that is done that 1s
important. I continued:

Marble will probably take you to the school where you will en-
roll in some Continuing Education courses in preparation for
your next line of work. Some of these courses are Advanced
Therapy for working with people who are almost ready to wake
up to Reality. and get out of the dream world. Some courses are
for educating teachers. those who eventually run night classes
[in the astral plane] in philosophy and religion.

At the same time, vou will get instruction on how to work with
living persons, like me, as a perceptrive guide in helping the work
unfold. for the work is the same on botl sides, though different in
clreumstances, of course.

....Later, after a car ride and short walk. Alyce was in a total fantasy. She talked continuously
to me, but the beginning, middle, and ends of sentences did not fit together. Finally I said that I
couldn’t follow her for she wasn’t talking in a logical way. but was just letting her mind ramble
without meaning. To that, she responded very quickly with. “Well. what do expect from a
young child?”

Recognizing this child as herself is important for Alyce. I believe. for then she can begin to
make progress, or should I say that then she will have accomplished her goal? The problem
with all of us is to recognize that the defensive ego must die. and we consciously become as a
child, before we can consciously travel the spiritual realms as a Lotus Being. We don’t have to
lose our rational taculties, of course. as Alyce has done. (unless that is where the stronghold of
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the ego lies), if we make every effort to become aware of every nook and cranny of our own
unconscious, and diligently search out and destroy every barrier to self awareness.

... Today, a few minutes atter the question about the child. when I stood up to go to the kitchen
to begin dinner. Alyce stood up and came to me and put her arms around me and said she was
sorry I had to go through all this strain. and that she was truly grateful that I was being so kind,
so considerate and understanding. I told her how sorry I was that she had to go through this
problem, and said we should just keep on going, and see what happens....

....Alyce went to bed gracefully but, suddenly, about 3am, she sat up and said something very
angry, and grabbed me by the head, with a tight hold on one ear. I tried to get her to wake up and
let go of my ear, which was beginning to hurt a lot, but nothing helped.

She was convinced that somebody was doing something bad to somebody else, and she said
that she wouldn’t stop hurting me until I stopped hurting “him.” After a minute I turned on my
light. She then switched her grip to my wrist, and I couldn’t budge it. I tried to go to sleep under
this condition, with her being silent and tense, and up on one elbow, gripping and pushing
against me, but I didn’t succeed.

After about 30 minutes I became angry and tried to wake her up by speaking very loud, and
shouting “Let go of my wrist.” That, if anything was counterproductive. I tried slapping her
hand. but that did nothing, so finally I had to pry my wrist loose. It was a struggle.

I then got up. turned on all the lights. and tried to wake her by talking. Nothing succeeded, so
I turned out the lights and got back into bed. as far away as possible. She stayed tense, but with
her head on her pillow, and fell asleep after half an hour. As soon as her breathing deepened, |
got up and covered her again with the blanket. What an odd occurrence.

S APRIL 1991.... Tt was a bad day for us, but after much strange confrontation she suddenly
changed and asked for God’s blessing to help us get through this ordeal.

Betore those last few minutes I had been worn down to where all I wanted was to fall asleep,
and vanish, myself. But when Alyce’s mood and consciousness became normal (in the old
sense of the word), my energy tlooded back....
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Perhaps I shouldn’t be influenced by Alyce’s state of consciousness, but part of the problem,
for me, is the constant alertness and strain I teel when Alyce is unusually disoriented or unusu-
ally negative. Among other things. ['m always afraid she will fall down. or hurt herself in some
way, while walking around in an angry mood.

On the other hand, I am not made negative very often by difficulties, no matter what happens.
though I feel the tension. Sudden changes in my mood are usually toward the positive, in re-
sponse to something good. like a release from strain. But, trying to achieve detachment while at
the same time focusing effort and attention on keeping things going has not been without heavy
tension sometimes.

Well, at least it is educational! Also, I never feel that nothing is accomplished. For one thing,
Alyce and | have had several conversations in the last week about the rebellion of her ego
against what her Spirit requires if she is going to maintain a physical body.

Part of her rebellion is against recognition of problems. 1t is ironic that that was the main
difficulty we had down the years (whenever a problem arose). and now she is confronted with
the ultimate memory and ego control problem. Today I said that it she would give up ego
insistence on having her own way. and would recognize the problem. her Spirit probably would
be able to help. and my life and her life would be much happier. a great deal happier. in fact....

6 APRIL 1991 (SATURDAY).... When night came. we went out to look at the sky. The sky was
bright with stars. and outshining everything else were Sirius and Venus. Alyce asked what stars
they were, and that ted to a discussion about the Monad and the Lotus, and The Tibetan's
concept of actual, not metaphorical. spiritual reality connected with those heavenly objects.

As we talked, Alyce became transpersonally activated. and once again [ was reminded that
something is happening in her levels of consciousness. A process of some kind hasn’t stopped.
though focus in the world has not improved....

....A couple of times today I had an unexpected feeling of latent “joy.” I say latent because it
was not connected with anything 1 could put a finger on. and it was not greatly expressive. |
interpreted the feeling as an indication that something positive was happening that I was not
conscious of....

10 APRIL 1991.... by the time we returned home from the Post Office [ felt quite zonked out.
Whether Alyce’s state had an empathic effect on me I can not say. but I began to teel even more
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unreal, spaced out, and slightly sick. I asked her to sit on the couch while I lay on a foam pad on
the floor. (I felt it was necessary for me to be within Alyce’s sight, so she wouldn’t worry.)

....I fell asleep and after half an hour woke up coughing. A bronchitis-like effect, which ap-
pears occasionally in the spring and fall, gave me an asthmatic feeling. Alyce was upset and
wanted to call some one of the neighbors for help. I was appreciative of her awareness, but it
brought me to full attention, and [ got up and, to reassure Alyce, began talking about the lunch
I was planning. The heavy feeling of impending doom did not leave. It is a feeling somewhat
like suffocation, like being under water and running out of air.

....While eating I fell into a deep concentration on the PBS presentation last night. In the video
presentation, Bill Moyers had asked Joseph Campbell, who was it that was crucified, in the
symbolic sense, and who was it that Jesus really was. And Joe answered with the wonderful
statement, “It is you! You are crucified, the Son of God!™ Suddenly, Alyce interrupted my train
of thought and said, “Isn’t it surprising how may people now-a-days are concerned with the
Christ, and with the flame that they are?”

....it reinforced my feeling that she is conscious at a transpersonal level, and is, these days,
usually unable to express it through the normal personal channels of voice, gesture, and eye
contact.

11 APRIE 1991.... Alyce was continuously worried about getting lecture notes prepared, about
getting ready to go somewhere. Accompanying her worry, she said, was a lot of solar plexus
and chest pain. I tried to aid with meditation but she seemed immune to outside help. We talked
for quite a while about the need to rise above fear, and though she admitted the need, she
exerted no effort to change the state or to use the fear-conquering phrases that are a form of
meditation.

Eventually, this state of affairs depressed me...and by evening I had absorbed, or identified
with, the many pains Alyce had. I was amazed at the intensity of some of the pain spots in the
chest and around the ribs....

While in this state, I became so sensitive to noise that the slightest click was like an electric
shock through the whole body. Swami Rama often got into a similar state during research trials
in Room 25 at the lab (the present copper wall room), and complained strenuously about click-
ing heels, doors being closed, etc., upstairs.

Carolyn Conger also got into this same state during copper wall sessions. It wasn’t fun, she
said. I suspect that it has to do with direct etheric perception not transduced by the nervous
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system. Sometimes when in that sensitive condition. every sound is accompanied by a flash of
light. Occasionally I see a detailed geometric pattern, like a mosaic of some kind, and have
wondered if the pattern is related to the specific neural structure of the cortical visual area.

& & &

13 APRIL 1991 (SATURDAY).... At one point she turned very definitely toward me and said,
“Is the upper part of your body working all right now?” I was impressed, for I had not men-
tioned my upper body pains of yesterday to her. [t was an appropriate question. for today there
has been no worry, nor fear, nor anxiety in Alyce, and I feel a relief in my own self, and no
pains. Surprisingly, Alyce seemed to sense what had been going on. My gloom and chaotic
emotional and mental state did not go away, however.

Once during lunch she turned and asked, when I was bringing a dish from the kitchen, Do
you two know each other?” I believe I said that we did. Some months ago I used to explain that
no one was there. Possibly, of course, someone may be there on another level. I have noticed
that Alyce ““sees” some things that I “feel” but can’t see, especially negative ““forces.” Usually
I detect them before she does....

14 APRIL 1991.... My need is to not become negative. pessimistic. tired, or burned out, no
matter what happens. That is the spiritual part of my problem. Now that I have thought about it
I believe I will not have as much trouble fighting the problem. instead ot feeling it.

After lunch I wrote down seven options that Alyce might wish to choose from. After looking
at the possibilities for about ten minutes, she chose to get dressed and go for a car ride and walk.
I am struck by the fact that whatever is written can get her attention better than what is spoken.
The reason, I believe, is that the spoken word is serial, sequential. and vanishes. The written
word, on the other hand, is gestaltish and permanent. Meanings have a longer exposure with the
written word....

16 APRIL 1991. 1 got up at 5am and began sorting papers. trying to decide what to work on.
My thoughts were in CHAOS and I wasn’t able to find things, and couldn’t decide what should
be done. Since this was so unlike me, and hadn’t been preceded by months, or years, of being
disorganized, I felt that it couldn’t be a karmic problem as much as an “induced” state of some

kind. not a “"reality” connected with me.
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As I'sorted through my stacks of papers, I meditated on what to do first, and asked my Spirit
to take a hand at guidance since I was going to do something. I have learned over years, and
previous similar occurrences, that if I take one task and do not let my mind wander, then almost
always there is progress in destroying the inhibiting mood and accompanying mental state.

As I meditated, I remembered that one of the things that had most bothered me. made me
gloomy, was the receipt of a letter on the crisis in a parapsychological association. When I first
got the letter, two or three weeks ago, I decided that it was time for me to speak out.... But
instead of immediately acting on my impulse to respond, I kept putting the task aside and
letting it burden me. In the crush of other events I thought of the crisis almost every day, but
didn’t do anything positive.

So, when that issue came to mind this morning, I searched through the stacks of papers and
found a ream of communications and began writing a commentary. After an hour I noticed that
the gloomy foreboding that has plagued me for so many days was lightening up. By 8am it was
gone, and I realized that once more I had had to fight through something externally induced
which, however, because of my life circumstances was able to give the impression of being
connected with me.

Alyce got up for breakfast at 9:30am, and when she went back to rest, I finished my parapsy-
chologic commentary. The relief was remarkable. I could breath again, and I felt strongly that
the crisis in the Society was engineered by some of those we have referred to as DBs. When [
tuned in on the problem. after receiving the original information, I probably was recognized as
a threat to what was being connived, and may have been focused on by DBs in order to block an
answer....

COMMENTARY: The above may seem far out,...but I learned while at the U. of Minnesota
that these DBs are real forces. Aurobindo told his students that if the dark beings do not bother
you, then don’t think about them, for it attracts attention. But if they do bother you (and they
always are aware of spiritually-conscious people as targets to hinder or destroy) then you must
fight on occasion. The battleground is in ourselves, of course, but at the same time our success
spreads into the planetary field of mind and influences others.

The abrupt departure of heavy emotional weight and distracted thoughts was the best indica-
tor that my persevering with constructive action had demolished their hold and, incidentally,
that they were there in the first place. I still have work to do, and many problems, but positivity
of mood has rebounded. I can make better headway without having to fight them at the same time.
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Itis interesting that usually, though not always, they have a difficult time attacking unless we
open the door to invasion by some kind of astral negativity, or through some personality loop-
hole. And they are sneaky masters of convincing us that our bad emotions are justified, are
correct, are appropriate. That is what I meant some time back when I said they were the Cosmic
Examinations Committee.

That 1s also what The Tibetan meant when he said of the Teachers, *“We stand.” They stand at
ease In the center of the worldly cyclone. and maintain that ease wherever They go. They are
the Masters of the three worlds. That means they are masters of themselves, not masters of
others. The Tibetan calls them the Masters of the Wisdom. but many mistaken disciples hope
they will find a Master to master them.

Selt-regulation training is on the right track. Theoretically, it will bring more and more candi-
dates up for Examinations. The five major initiations are paralleled by five major Examina-
tions, of course. Otherwise, the Teachers would not know whether the student could “*stand”
against opposition and adversity.

On occasion, DBs will attack even if the door i1sn’t open. For instance, just before I got my
Ph.D. I had an encounter with a determined individual who I was able to see. He apparently
decided to attack because I was getting to the point of succeeding. I had been totally focused on
my dissertation research and had not given any openings that [ know of. | returned home from
school about 7pm and as I opened the door to the apartment at 5702 Blackstone. a heavy cloud
came down on me like a blanket.

The contrast from outside the door to inside was so sharp that I had no doubt about its origin.
My vision was dimmed as if all the lights were on low voltage. my hearing was diminished, and
a lethargy came over me. I tried to drive this negative entity away by calling in the Light, but
was unsuccessful. So I gave up and mentally said something like, “Okay. do what you can, but
you won’t accomplish anything. except use up your energy.”

After dinner I didn’t try to study. but read the newspaper. or something, and finally went to
bed, pulled my energy around me like a cocoon. and went to sleep. After about an hour [ woke
up with a pressure trying to break my shell. I was in the OB state of consciousness, except for
the fact that I was totally inside my body. As the pressure increased 1 laughed. and mocked
whoever it was, calling him a weakling.

| knew that no matter how much pressure was used it wouldn't succeed. for it was compress-
ing me into a smaller and smaller volume with a corresponding reactive build up of pressure
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inside. I wasn’t worried about the physical body, for it was in the other dimension. All I need do
was stay inside myself and watch. I wasn’t worried about my energy body or astral body, either,
for I knew there were no openings for energy to escape as the pressure increased.

As 1 relaxed and allowed the pressure to build, holding myself together. becoming smaller and
smaller in volume, to the point where | seemed to be only about 5 or 6 inches in diameter, |
again laughed and said, in essence, “There is nothing you can do, for I can compress to an
infinitely small volume and still be myself. Who do you think I am, anyway?” At that, the
pressure suddenly dropped to zero and I instantly expanded to fill my body.

As that happened, I saw the DB himself. He walked from above my head, down alongside the
bed and out through the doors. As he walked past I got a good look at him. He was about my
height, had dark skin over prominent cheek bones like a long time ascetic yogi, a sharp thin
nose, intense eyes and forehead, and seemed to be of some foreign extraction. He was dressed
like a Tibetan, but I don’t know that that was his racial stock.

As I looked directly at him I expected a response of some kind, possibly anger or frustration,
but I wasn’t expecting what I got. I tuned in on his essence, and his coldness was far below ice.
I have felt it several times in my life and have learned that it represents the presence of a DB.

From him I got no anger, no frustration, no emotion, nothing at all. just coldness. That is why
the DBs are immortal. They are akarmic, and have already destroyed all connections with the
three worlds that could bring them into incarnation. They escape mortality not through tran-
scendence, but through destruction of their astral being, and there is nothing left except the
immortal causal body which is cut off from the Lotus.

The Tibetan says that true DBs are rare, and never found in a physical body, no matter how
depraved or cruel a tyrant may be. Hitler was no DB by these definitions, only a useful channel,
and that is how The Tibetan described him.

As this DB walked by, so close I could have reached out and touched him, the coldness of his
being repelled me, but what particularly got my attention was that I perceived that as far as he
was concerned “I” did not exist. The instant he failed, and gave up, [ no longer was an object in
his consciousness. To him I was no more than a worm, a worm that a fisherman might dismiss
from his mind if he couldn’t pull it out of its hole.

His cold arrogance affronted me much more than his attack, and as he vanished through the
doors into the darkness, I tried to think of some way to demolish him. Having just spent 10
years at NOTS in the guided missile business, I quickly created two Sidewinder missiles and
shot them after him with the thought that they would explode with a blast of white light at about
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the place he would be at his present rate of departure. The explosion was violent, and satisfying.
and I went back to sleep with a very good feeling.

Oddly, this event had a sequel a few months later. I awoke in my OB body and as [ walked
along I met two of the Teachers. I do not know in ordinary consciousness who they were by
name, but [ recognized them.

Just as we met, one of Them showed me a scene in which I was being attacked by someone
with a knife. As I wrestled with this person, and lost a grip on his arm. he tried to stab me in the
middle. I laughed at that. knowing that I could not be damaged in such a simple way. and his
knife was unable to break through the web of force that I was. even though it sunk in quite far.

When he saw that he had failed in his attack he just dismissed me from his mind and started to
withdraw, but that angered me and I grabbed him by the wrist, and against his strength forced
his hand around until the knife went through his arm. At that he dropped every pretense of
aloofness, struggled free and ran.

One of the Teachers smiled and said. “That was a brave thing to do.” and I had the feeling he
referred to my laughter at the attack and to the non-fear response. He didn’t seem displeased at
my wounding of the assailant. In fact. He didn’t seem to think of him as anyone worth thinking
about. I noticed that the enemy wasn’t demolished, only wounded. but at least it told me that the
Sidewinders had accomplished something. It is said that “thoughts are things,” but we seldom
think of them that way....

There have been other battles with “forces™ which may be discussed in another place, but
three other “sensings” of the coldness of the DB intluence were associated with (1) my reading
of THE CUMULATIVE RECORD. by Skinner, (2) my attendance in Chicago. about 1961, of
the first annual meeting of the newly-formed society of neurophysiological researchers who
worked with live animal brains (the name of the Society escapes me). and (3) my reading
(about 1967) of Timothy Leary’s distortion of THE TIBETAN BOOK OF THE DEAD. in
which Leary fabricated and modified the teachings to coincide with his slogan, “Turn on, tune
in, drop out.”

I was so incensed (I had just finished reading Evens-Wentz's original for the second time),
that [ was going to write a paragraph-by-paragraph dissection and rebuttal. and expose Leary in
spite of the cold presence 1 felt connected with him. But that night 1 was told by one of the
Teachers to forget it.
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I was shown what Leary was doing, what he was trying to accomplish. who was behind it, and
warned that it would distract me from more important work at the Menninger lab. The dark
forces around Leary would make me their special target, and though [ might be able to accom-
plish something, it wasn’t worth the time and etfort.

So, I dropped the idea with relief. for 1 did not relish a full-fledged confrontation with the
coldness, even though I thought something ought to be done about Leary and his notion of the
“wisdom of the cells.” A lot of Esalen people got trapped in that morass....

19 APRIL 1991.... I decided to wash some of Alyce’s clothes, rather than save them for a trip to
the laundry. When [ mentioned what I was doing, Alyce looked at me very seriously and said,
“It isn’t easy being a brand new mother. [ know!” [ couldn’t keep from laughing, for she was
commenting on the problem in which she was immersed. And also, she saw me as a mother.

WHAT IS GOING ON HERE

And now, I pause and extract myself from the Journal to explain what I learned from the above
experiences, and from those I have yet to describe. Today 14apr 00 the experiential puzzle is
taking on a better integration in my mind.

Surprising things happened to both Alyce and me since 19apr 01, but oaly in the last week did
[ re-read the above Journal entries. That review has been illuminating. It focused my thoughts
and answered many questions which have hovered in mind, like humming birds without a
roost.

It is good to get a broader perspective in which the past, present, and future are seen as a single
tapestry, not only interesting to look at, but also logical and rational.

Before I got up this morning, while still in a lucid hypnagogic state of consciousness, I
pondered the meanings of the experiences described so-far in AVIZ, as well as those below.
QUESTION: How do Alyce’s and my experiences fit into a single rational picture of Kosmic
processes in action?
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I always understood intuitively what was going on in Alyce and in me, or it would have been
more than I could bear to work with her 24 hours/day as a body, and as a sou/, and as a SOUL.
But now I see that my main problem in caring for her was in having to learn how to interact
appropriately with each of these very-different parts of her Being—while at the same time
maintaining a semi-tranquil perspective in myself. without inordinate suffering.

This broader perspective settles two interesting questions: Who is it that suffers? And how
could I feel even a trace of joy in carrying out my tasks? The answer is threefold: The Dweller
is pained—the soul sufters—and the SOUL is joytul because the day of graduation, the “golden
ascent,” 1s approaching.

Consider the following:

1. The DWELLER was the Being in Alyce who said. or demonstrated. the Journal quotations
immediately below.

— Alyce has refused to use. or let me use with her, the transpersonal Autogenic phrases I
developed a few days ago....

— I'm dying. you know. (said with anger).

—She responded angrily saying she did not have to cooperate with me at all, for I was no
one connected with this family.

— Alyce awakened in a hostile mood and told me to leave her alone.
— T'wish I could tigure out a way to get rid ot you.

2. The soul was the Being in Alyce who said. or demonstrated. the quotations below.
— I was stunned to learn that I was to start over again.

<

— It seems rather ludicrous to talk that way, when actually “She is me.”
—No, I will not die.

— You seem (0 be bearing up under this much better than L

— T am in a delicate state right now.
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— But this is not Heaven, this is Earth. And then she added, However, on Earth there is
always a possibility of change,

— I feel so much pain here. And yet I know that it is of no consequence. It is only the pain
of change. But even though I know that, it still pains. Hopefully it will come to an end.

— We had a good life, didn't we? It was a great adventure. We did everything we wanted.

— Where is the young woman who said she would come to see me? I am disappointed that
she is not here. I asked if by any chance she had confused my presence with that of a
“young woman,” and she said, No, it is not you. And a man was supposed to come
with her.

— I am disappointed. I was hoping for a res.. resurrection.

— Well, what do expect from a young child?

— It isn’t easy being a brand new mother. I know!

3. The SOUL was the Being in Alyce who said, or demonstrated, the quotations below.
— Have you any questions?— I thank you and bless you.

—Now, and forevermore, for all time, I will know that you are Elmer.

— Isn’t it surprising how may people now-a-days are concerned with the Christ, and with
the flame that they are?

The above three beings of Alyce seem clear-cut when organized in context, but even though 1
knew about these “entities” all along, I still tended to see and react to Alyce as if she were a
single Person, when in actuality she was composed of three major parts who were not tightly
linked with one another.

Consequently, I was emotionally woundable. At least at first.
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As Morpheus said to Neo. in MATRIX, “Knowing the Path is not the same as Walking the
Path.” Gradually, however, as objectivity and detachment developed in me, the “humor” of the
situation, which Alyce’s SOUL had mentioned. came to mind. That perspective didn’t make the
day-to-day practical-nurse task easier, but it tended to eliminate distressed reactions in me.

I slowly learned to remind myself that the resistive rigid Being, whom at the end I had to deal
with almost continuously, wasn’t either the sou/ or the SOUL, it was the Dweller, which in
Alyce’s case was composed almost entirely of “body consciousness.™

[ will say more of this “*body consciousness™ in Chapter 11: FREEDOM FROM FEAR, under
the subheading THE GOLDEN ROCK MAN, and in Chapter 13: GILGAMESH. My own
experience with the Golden Rock Man, who turned out to be “*me” as a physical body, gave me
insight into The Tibetan’s comment that we SOULS have a responsibility to resurrect the plan-
etary substances of which we personalities are made.

The above perspective, incidentally, is what made it possible to say to my brother, Merrill, *'It
is definitely a strain. But let’s face it. An hour is only an hour. whether you are paddling a canoe
or taking care of an Alz. The emotional requirement in the latter case, though, 1s genuine
detachment.

“So it isn’t fun! It’s more like a long tiring portage on a canoe trip. But so what. Shoveling
sand for a living isn’t fun either, and some people do it their entire lives.

“The present task, even if it involves attention 24 hours per day, won't last forever. And in the
meantime Alyce’s soul is hopefully developing enough consciousness in the bardo, while it
continues to “work” with (battle with) the Dweller, to find its own detachments, and thus be
able to join the SOUL before the body dies.”

b k o
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BACK TO THE JOURNAL

And now I'll quickly go through the remaining in-the-bardo events before Alyce’s body died,
and then describe what happened in my vision dreams and OB life after that event, and up to the
present.

24 APRIL. 1991 (WEDNESDAY).... After Alyce s rest period she talked very clearly about her
dislike of having to be a child and start school again. I asked if she was about 5 years old and
that seemed to be about right. This time she seemed to be, she said, a boy. She also said that it
was obnoxious having big people around looking down on you, as if they were saying, “Youre
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not so big.” The idea of having to be instructed seemed very bothersome.

I remarked that perhaps she was burning oft some of the handicapping ideas that she had
sutfered from during her life, and with that she agreed, and had many tears about the unfairness
of it all.

My sympathetic empathy has to be guarded against, and only compassionate empathy al-
lowed, or the effect on me of all this pushing and pulling in the emotional domain is too much.

When I said later that we had to be cheerful and look on the bright side of experience, she
interrupted with an angry, “Don’t go being happy, happy, on me.” But then she added, in a
different tone, “That’s the way life is, I guess. That’s the way life is lived so we can grow.”

That kind of mixed-enlightened conversation went on for about 15 minutes. It was four or five
notches better than what has been happening the last week or two. Too bad the memory of what
she thinks, feels, and does vanishes (or submerges) in just a minute or two. It would be very
convenient if the bursts of light (through this astral fog bank), were to become more numer-
ous—and begin a trend.

28 APRIL 1991 (SUNDAY).... After a phone call from Judy and Bob, Alyce was in a semi-
transpersonal mood, that is, sequential transpersonal flashes were mixed with nonsequiturs. Alyce
struggled with this and said it was not easy keeping the thought, for a flock of them were flying
around and around in all directions.

She put her arms around me and asked if we could talk, for she felt we had to make a continuous
effort to keep the spiritual connection. We went to the library and sat in adjacent chairs while
Alyce talked. Her face looked entirely different as she spoke of the many things in life that were
important. Her cheeks were smooth and not tired looking, and her eyes were shining.

She said some profound things over a period of half an hour, but I could only nod, or say
something affirmative, for if I said more than a word or two, it was distracting and she was unable
to return to the subject. Her diction and expression were about perfect, though the flow of ideas
was difficult—ideas concerning living and dying, personality and sou/, this life and afterlife.

She talked quite a bit about the need to be cheerful, no matter what happened, perhaps reflecting
on our conversation yesterday in which I asked her what was the absolutely worst thing that could
happen. In answer to that she said, “To be put to death.” But as we talked of this, with my com-
ment that dying wasn't really the problem in being “put to death,” was it, as much as the anger,
the horror, the frustration, the fear. She agreed. That discussion seemed to mean something to her.
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Eventually, wanting to leave her in an “up” state. I suggested that she meditate on what she
had talked about, while [ did the dishes. She said that meditation was almost impossible be-
cause of the mind’s erratic behavior, but she would try. So. something is happening. We are
continuing....

29 APRIL 1991 (MONDAY).... Avery bad day. ... Alyce wandered around and around, but I felt
there was nothing I could do, or wanted to do. I was fed up with suspicion, sarcasm, mocking,
quick reacting, rapid nonsequitur talking—and closed my mind. She must have learned some of
the more extreme things from studying for a play, for they were not evident as part ot her nature
over the years....

....When I went into the hall, in a dark mood about the apparent “desertion” by Alyce’s spiri-
tual nature, where we were always brother and sister. very consciously, all the time, regardless
of personality differences, Alyce was just then coming down the hall. She looked at me whim-
sically, and said. “Did you pray for me?”

Startled, I asked what she had said. and she repeated it again, in the same way. That broke it.
I laughed and gave her a hug. and said. *'I could say, in a way. that I pray for you almost
continuously.”

She smiled, and said it was time for her to go to bed. and then everything was gracetul. She
had come out of the Dweller-on-the-Threshold mood. As I tucked her in bed she laughed about
something, the first laugh and good humor. good cheer, goodwill, of the day. So, I feel much
better, even though the day’s stress and strain effects have not fully evaporated.

10 MAY 1991 (FRIDAY).... Alyce was certain...that a young boy and girl (seemingly about 10
years old) had been with her and that [ should say hello to them. Since she was determined, we
went together through a few rooms to find them. I finally succeeded in convincing her that they
were not in the physical world, and if they weren’t images created by her own mind, then they
were actually in subtle bodies on some other level.

Alyce’s understanding of words, or anything. was at a low ebb.... It is becoming more and
more difficult to communicate, even with the Listen-Aider.
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16 MAY 1991 (THURSDAY).... I had ordered CDs with the idea that they would be of value
for Alyce. What I had not thought of was the powerful effect a couple of them would have on
me. We started with Nat King Cole, and the experience, for me, was almost too much.

When we first listened to his songs many years ago [ didn’t pay much attention to the words,
for I was busy with living. Only the music and smooth...voice came to consciousness. Now
though, as he sang his songs of loss, I translated them into personal and transpersonal refer-
ences to Alyce and me. It was an experience....

Alyce enjoyed the music and seemed to pay attention to the entire disk.

....In my life I have been generally immune to the sadness of “deserted lovers™ and “‘lost
friends”, in music, for nothing was lost, until the last few years. At the same time, I watched
myself, knowing that these feelings were surfacing for recognition, and did not try to block or
invalidate them.

It reminded me of Joseph Campbell’s remark long ago that after one becomes aware of spiri-
tual reality there is nothing else that has equal attraction—but, he said, those who had not
become aware yet of this reality still had a joy (not just a pleasure) that was meaningful. They
have something that can not be ignored. In that connection it is interesting that the role of the
immortal causal body (according to The Tibetan) is not to negate the personality but to extract
from it the beauty gained in living.

Although Alyce was highly disoriented today, twice she called my attention to the beauty of
the green world that has appeared suddenly around us. The leaves are a tapestry around the
house, and Alyce did not tire of watching them blow in the wind. and she remarked on the
beauty of the clouds and blue sky.

After supper we sat outdoors and watched the sunset. The sun was still warm and the winds
had subsided. The lake was a mirror in which all the pinks of the clouds appeared. Alyce no-
ticed these things and I brought her the Listen-Aider so she could hear the many bird songs at
twilight. It was a magical evening.

....while listening again to Chet Atkins, I showed Alyce his picture on the CD case—and after
studying it for a few moments, Alyce said, “He's no meanie.” Then she continued with an astute
character analysis. She said he was not pretentious, that his music was a straight expression of
himself, that he did not claim to be the greatest, just someone who understood something. He
was a person who was sincere and up front. With him, he was what you saw. No pretense. And
he was concerned with meanings rather than artificiality.
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I listened closely to what Alyce was saying. For a few minutes she was Herself. It was inter-
esting that she had somewhat the same impression of Nat King Cole, though we did not talk of
him more than a minute or two....

18 MAY 1991 (SATURDAY).... we listened to Nat Cole again. Alyce liked it. Later, during
dinner, Chet Atkins came on with his guitar and at one selection Alyce said. “What is that
exactly. It sounds as if someone is saying something to someone else.” Very true. And it hap-
pened to coincide with my thoughts about the meaning of music and my “insight™ at Chicago
that music was actually the language of the emotions.

Afterward, when I was pulling up the outside blinds. I began thinking about 50 years ago
when Alyce and [ were newly married. I had talked with The Teacher about the marriage rela-
tionship. and loving attention of each to the other. I spoke of the spiritual and personal beauty
and attractiveness of Alyce and asked it there might be, or should be. a conflict in me about
these two things, which were not actually in the same domain.... And as He talked about spiri-
tual and personal relationships I began to realize that the way to Divinity is through personality
relationships if we always hold the highest view of the other in mind.

Later, when I was on Tinian and having much subjective turmoil at being away from Alyce for
so long (while immersed inescapably in an earth-bound atmosphere) 1 received. unexpectedly,
a letter from The Teacher.

While Pop was taking notes with Dr. Erwood 1n trance one day, The Teacher asked him to
send me a special letter relating to a number of philosophical. spiritual. personality and tantric
things [ was concerned about. Again, He gave me instruction on the relationships between
personality and spirit and how to dedicate ourselves in every aspect of living, “each to the
highest of the other.”

In this way. He said, all personality forces would become gradually and properly transmuted
into spiritual forces. That was all that had to be done. In this regard I am reminded of a state-
ment by The Tibetan that much damage was done by puritans who repressed normal personality
functions. especially sex, to the point where no energy was available for use by, or transtorma-
tion by. the spirit.

[ was thinking these thought while pulling up the window blinds and had begun thinking
about Alyce as the spiritual and personality partner who was now unaware of our relationship.
And much to my surprise. just as [ came in from the deck. Alyce came quickly and suddenly. to
meet me at the door with outstretched welcoming arms. and said. “You were just now so tall
and beautitul.” And she put her arms around me and kissed me.
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We stood there and talked for a couple of minutes about the things I had been thinking, just as
if we had been talking together during the entire time of my silent concentration on the subject.
Her eyes were shining and she was, again, Herself. Such moments help me continue this life
without losing energy or hope (like a king-sized rat on a variable reinforcement schedule?).

I have found that when Alyce sees me “tall,” she is most likely “seeing”™ from Her other
perspective. Her words made me think again of my dream (near the beginning of this journal) in
which Alyce and T went to meet a plane coming from the east, and were greeted by a tall man
who (after the dream) I eventually realized was Myselt....

....we had a nice sociable evening at last. I was beginning to wonder a couple of days ago if
she was “gone for good” in ability to come back to consciousness. Apparently being Herself for
a while was a significant help. [ am filled with wonder at this strange situation and sometimes
feel like I'm holding an outpost on some strange planet, far from Home. This happens espe-
cially often when Alyce is able to function as Herself, for then she often talks of things that are
invisible, but which [ know are not unreal....

So. what is it that is really real, and what is metaphor in this situation? Stewart Edward White’s
discussion in THE UNOBSTRUCTED UNIVERSE (White, 1959) makes the point that those
who are in body are in “an obstructed universe.”

The Tibetan, though, points out that without the latter, souls would not be able to come to full
consciousness and extend the will of Sanat Kumara [the Planetary Logos| over all dimensions.
I can believe The Tibetan’s statement that what we call physical, emotional, and mental actually
lies in the unconscious mind of...Planetary Divinity. He also says that only the Buddhic parts of
ourselves are in His consciousness...[the E4 level of the field-of-mind diagram, and above].

20 MAY 1991 (MONDAY).... [ played the Myron Floren and Jo Ann Castle music...and it had
a very good effect on Alyce. When she had her morning rest I started to work on CWP {Copper
Wall Project] problems, and as [ began to work (against a wall of obstruction it felt) I had an odd
feeling of unreality.

[ stopped and turned attention on what was going on and very clearly moved into a state of
dual, or triple, awareness and, looking out the window, had a mild experience of gradually
realizing my physical body as a giant creature....
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My arms were about a foot in diameter and 1 felt I was encased in a dense form about the size
of an elephant. Knowing about this perception from past experience. I experimented a bit and
found I could shitt back and forth from normal to unusual with a bit of effort. As I would shift
into the nside state, my problems with the CWP were there like a plastic atmosphere pushing
against me. When in the normal state, I merely felt pressured. confused, and overwhelmed with
details.

Since the unusual state was more interesting. and also seemed to have more potential for
manipulating the astral environment, | went into it and cleared away the astral substance, which
was almost (but not quite) visible. I could feel palpable waves on my face and all around me,
like fluctuating water pressure, and somehow I cleared them away.

AN ASIDE: I first had such an experience [of being encased in an elephant-size body] about
1947. I awakened from sleep into a lucid hypnagogic trance. just as I was slipping from my
head down into the center of my chest. I had no control over what was happening and wondered
if it was possible to vanish. As I slid down (like down my throat) I was intensely aware of the
mammoth size. great density. and stupidity of me. [t was a lumbering elephant in which I was
stuck. It was restricting. suffocating, and the body seemed as big as a house.

Since nothing could be done about it. I relaxed and went along for the ride, just let it happen.
At the same time I knew that I was the reality and had only to wait. While waiting I went to
sleep, and awoke in the morning with everything normal.

Eventually. in 1960 after finishing my prelims at Chicago, [ read Aurobindo continuously for
a month (about ten hours a day, to make up for “starvation™) and found that he described this
experience just as it had happened to me. He identified it as becoming conscious of “the true
psvchic being within the heart.”

Later I found that The Tibetan discussed the point of attachment of the Ego [the High Self]
with the personality as being located at two points. a secondary one in the center of the head.
and a primary one at a certain place in the heart. . More recently, about four years ago, | read
similar descriptions of the body location of “reality” by Da Free John....

This sliding down into myself happened two or three times here at Lakewood Hills, always as
I was going to sleep. falling into the hypnagogic state. It was a curious teeling. one which
finally has not seemed unpleasant. but I always wondered what use it was, aside from remind-

ing a person how gross he really was.
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Today. however. it happened when I was wide awake, and was the first time I could turn it on
and off. It wasn’t as intense as when almost asleep, but it seemed just as real. The advantage
today was that it was possible to work consciously in the astral plane and handle psychic prob-
lems and pressures.

....I was pleased to be able to work with the state a bit, and after a while I got a cup of coffee
and began working again on my assorted CWP items. Imagine my surprise to find that what
seemed a mountain of obstacles now seemed like mere details that I could easily handle.

The accomplishment today was phenomenal. I had conversations with Peter Parks, Pat, Steve,
Dale, Penny, Srini, and an ISSSEEM conference call lasting from 9 to 11pm. I revised the
protocol for the present phase of the CWP and added the copper wall feedback phase in a
logical manner that will enhance the project.

In addition, I convinced Alyce that it would be useful to go for a walk and we had a good one
on the streets around here. Before we walked we looked at the fruit trees and saw a few little
apples, about a hundred peaches, and several hundred pears. After the walk, Alyce sat in the
station wagon (which I moved out onto the lawn) and watched me work on the boat, to get it
ready for launching in a week. I took the plastic tarps off, folded them, gathered all the ropes
into bundles and stored this gear in the garage.

Then I cleaned out the back of the station wagon and put the summer tires in the back.... Then
I started up the Falcon [the van] and moved the Bittersweet [the boat] alongside the front deck,
checked the battery charger (all was okay), started the lawnmower and cut the tall grass that had
grown around the trailer, and then we came into the house and I started on supper.

All this time I felt unusually energized and quick, and had unaccountable flashes of a feeling
that I have always identified as sourceless joy, that is, joy as a state not connected with any
event. or accomplishment, or process. At Chicago it was possible to be in this state sometimes
for weeks, and it continued in some degree for many of the early Menninger years, but in the
last few years it has had to be cultivated.

It was a good feeling, today, and it seemed to me that it generated directly from the experience
this morning, clearing away the astral pressures while being the psychic entity within the heart.

Aside from the effect on me. it seemed to be of value to Alyce, too. She was oriented much
better over the entire day today than any whole day of the last two weeks....
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22 MAY 1991 (WEDNESDAY).... Alyce was in an unusually good mood...and listened to Nat
King Cole. His music, with its easy melodic lines and straight simple lyrics, pleases her. By the
time we ate breakfast she was ready to crack jokes. For instance, when I told her, while she took
her vitamins...that cod liver oil capsules were good for the joints, she said, *'I refuse to take it!”

When 1 looked shocked, and repeated that it was good for the joints, she said, *“Oh, I thought
you said giants!” And when I started to answer, she laughed and said, *'I was only joking.”

Well—that’s better than a lot of things I can think of.

k & *

24 MAY 1991 (FRIDAY).... A bad start today. Alyce didn't want to cooperate with anything
and was angry. It seems that the more help she needs the angrier she gets. Not a positive
spiral....Nothing I do (courteous and pleasant, or argumentative, or angry) seems to have any
significant effect.

25 MAY 1991 (SATURDAY).... As I arose to fix breakfast, Alyce reached out her hand as |
went by. I bent down and she patted my cheek and said, “"Thank you for being good to me,” and
from the expression in her eyes it was, for me. a genuine contact. It was only momentary, but
nevertheless precious. All went well at breakfast except that by the time it was ready Alyce was
far away again. Eating seemed a strange ritual to her, even though she persevered through it as
in a dream.

....Atter dinner she said, "Come, [ wish to say something.” I went to the table and leaned down
to meet her outstretched hand, and as she put her fingers on my head and drew me close, she
said, with a tear, “This is a strange way to die.”

We talked about dying for a couple of minutes and she became a bit more cheerful as I pointed
out that she could either leave or stay (and it would be a good idea to definitely do one or the
other), but it would not affect our relationship for we were “spiritual partners.” not just worldly
partners. And actually, she would have more freedom to work and think, and help me, if she was
completely on the other side, rather than halfway between.

AN ASIDE: I could have said, but didn’t think of it soon enough, that every way is a strange
way to die. for each personality dies only once. The causal body. on the other hand. has partici-
pated in hundreds of deaths. and to IT the process must seem like waking up in the morning
after a night’s dream.
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How this prolonged halfway state that Alyce has been in for...two years is helping her Ego
“fill in colors™ it needs, I do not really know. Apparently it is a matter of becoming conscious of
both worlds at the same time.

....When Alyce and I first became acquainted, and for several years after we were married, it
seemed odd to me that she could be spiritually developed and not be psychic. In all my vision-
ary dreams in which I struggled to reach the level halfway up the mountain, she was always
already there, waiting for me, and I knew that she was there, all the time.

....Eventually I came to the place in The Tibetan books where he said that not being psychic
happens to quite a few people whose focus is on being of service rather than on exploration of
other dimensions.

But, He said, it was not possible to take the 4th Initiation without developing psychic aware-
ness. And, He added, if it was delayed in the series of lives until that...date, then astral psychism
didn’t develop at all. Instead, buddhic psychism, based in the 4th chakra, developed directly
without any transition through, or development of, 3rd chakra psychism.

* * *

Talking of “halfway up the mountain” made me think of something Martin Luther King said
the week before he died. Possibly he was not a psychic type, any more than Alyce, but in his last
major speech (which I heard over the radio) he told his followers not to be disheartened by
problems and oppression.

....he said he had been taken up the mountain to a place where he could look out over the earth
and watch a storm, that seemed destructive of humanity. And he was given a “vision” of the
future in which he saw “The Promised Land.” Do not give up, he said, the future we are dream-
ing of and striving for is certain. People, everywhere, will find peace, joy, and justice in a new
world.

...Martin was given a view from the causal level. I would guess that Teachers, before Martin
died, wanted to reward his life’s work with a spiritual certainty, and...give him a chance to share
the Good News with his followers.
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3L MAY 1991 (FRIDAY).... When Alyce came from the bedroom, having gotten herself up, she
met me in the hall and held out her hand. She came close and looked at me in that particular way
that [ have learned to recognize as contact (sometimes only momentary) with reality. She said,
“I'have been gone for a long time.” I was alerted and impressed. for it is true that during the last
two or three days it seemed that maybe she wasn’t there at all.

At 8pm we...sat on the deck to watch the sunset.... With some etfort by me, Alyce began
focusing attention on the martins zooming by, and soon came into a philosophical state, She
talked about life, its strangeness, its temporality, its lack of significance if one doesn’t work for
the world. And after some minutes of sheer observation, she began singing and waving to
Nature with graceful and touching gestures. Her beauty and simple goodness was a shining.

After a time she began talking about people on the “other side,” and referred again to the
ditficulty of trying to come back. I said that if she did, [ would be happy. But if she didn’t...and
she interrupted and said. “We will be happy anyway. It doesn’t make any difference.” Those
were going to be my words.

It was one of the best. and longest, conversations we have had. It was almost as if she was
making an effort to stop floating. Floating was one of the things she talked about, and how
dismal it is to just float endlessly, on and on, without any focus.

Although her ability to maintain context was highly varying, Alyce seemed to be starting to
wake up. She said her life was so difficult that she would almost welcome going into the next
level and starting work there.

L JUNE 1991 (SATURDAY).... Apparently Alyce was responsible for a group of students who
seemed to have gathered for spiritual studies [while she and I were sitting in the library]. Alyce
was in charge, and made a little speech of welcome. Later she hoped they would find their
accommodations to their liking. As she talked [to the group] I responded on occasion and what
[ said was woven into the discourse, as if | were one of the students....

....In the afternoon. suddenly. out of nowhere, she said, "Now is a time of great opportunity for
India. Not just for a change of government. Not that. but a change in the people.”

....She followed that with comments on groups of people. "not just in India.” becoming inter-
ested these days “'in the study of occult things.”™ There is a great need. she said. for people to
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study in the right way so that the “power of good becomes dominant.” Then she said something
that made me think of Gandhi’s death. “They showed me a picture of him,” she said, without
saying who it was, ““and it took me on a little journey of light. There were many sparkles and
flashes connected with it.”

All this was scattered through a melange of other references that did not seem to fit. She
paused many times searching for words, and said she was having much difficulty expressing
herself. For me it was a most peaceful time. Since she was self generating, I did not say much,
except in a client-centered way. She talked with animation for about forty minutes and said
many wise things. I can’t remember it all, and was afraid to get a note pad for fear of derailment.

....At one point...when Alyce was discouraged about getting anywhere. I recommended that
she call her soul and tell it to definitely make up its mind, and either end this connection or
strengthen it enough so that she could function better.

The idea of telling her soul to do anything is foreign to Alyce, however. She has much diffi-
culty with the concept. It is said, though, “Ask and ye shall receive.” Next time I'll suggest that
she ““ask’ her Sou/ what IT is trying to do, and begin a dialogue. Perhaps IT is merely maintain-
ing a physical presence in order to have an energy base for working in etheric realms. If that is
what IT is doing, then I want IT to help Alyce regain enough awareness to make our life mod-
erately rational.

As it is, our life is time consuming and unsatisfactory for me. I don’t mind doing the house-
work, etc., but contending quite often with a hostile atmosphere is stressful, tiring, and frustrat-
ing. This is where Alyce’s volition must play a role.

Just as I thought that, there was a flash of light “in the air” above eyebrow level. Long ago I
learned that that phenomenon was confirmation from my own High Self of correctness, or to
accentuate something.

Usually, for me, etheric confirmation from an outside source (not mental impression, nor
emotional certainty, nor transpersonal “knowing”), takes the form of a touch on the face, what
Blanche calls a “vibration.” I never mention it, though.

“Etheric physics.” or “psycho-etheric physics,” when it finally gets started, will be a fascinat-
ing area of research.
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2JUNE 1991 (SUNDAY).... After dinner we sat on the couch and listened to the “easy listen-
ing” music that Alyce has grown to like. It seemed to me that she was quite a bit “there.” That
was born out by a conversation that Alyce initiated about a woman who almost froze to death
even though it was summer. Alyce kept saying things like “she said...,” etc., but finally from the
context I realized she was speaking of herself, from another point of view.

I asked how it happened that this woman could almost freeze even though it was summer, and
Alyce explained in an energetic way that it was easy. There are certain states of freezing that are
emotional and mental. With this woman, physical was not involved, but the mind was almost
paralyzed. and it was a freezing.

I asked if the woman recovered, and she said that the crisis had passed. The woman’s mind
was beginning to melt and it seemed that some progress might be made! Again. her diction and
speech patterns were correct, rapid, and definitely meaningful—if we allow the idea of mental
freezing. which I certainly do. This is certainly a strange process that Alyce is undergoing.

I don’t believe I mentioned it last week, but if [ did please bear it. for | don’t want to look back
just now. Anyway, while Alyce and I were sitting in our library recliners about a week ago, 1
became drowsy and closed my eyes. I had been reading aloud. but in less than a minute I had a
full-blown hypnagogic image and experience of holding a baby on my lap. The child. about 2
years old, looked at me in a very special way.

The eyes seemed to say that everything was understood. even if it was not possible to speak
properly. And then the child leaned over and gave me a loving kiss on the cheek. I immediately
was fully conscious. I glanced at Alyce and saw that her eyes were shut. My feeling was that it
was she who had kissed my cheek. ...Well, there’s no way (for me) of knowing for certain, but
it was a nice experience. It was real in some way, not just a self-generated thought form.

6 JUNE 1991 (THURSDAY. Our 50th Wedding Anniversary)....told Alyce that today was our
50th Anniversary, and that in October we will have known each other for 52 years. She could
hardly believe it, for she seldom sees me as the original “Elmer.” Toward the end of Alyce’s
morning rest [ went into the library and she held out her hands and, with a tear, told me many
comforting things about her appreciation of the long help I had been.

Since she seemed somewhat in normal mind. I gave her a rundown on every year of our life
together. where we were. what we did. where we lived. all the places we visited after we began
working for Menninger. who we met. our vacations. chartered cruises. Cruise Lines. and finally
up to the present.
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Alyce listened to all of this intently and remembered many details that she contributed. It
wasn't easy for her to do, but she got through it all the way to the present.

Betore it slipped away, I changed the subject to get back to our house. We then put on our
walking shoes and had a 3/8 mile hike around these roads.... The day was just the best possible.

o * %

9 JUNE 1991 (SUNDAY).... I read to her from THE RETURN OF THE KING [Tolkien,
1985]...for at least an hour. She listened more and more carefully as I progressed and by the end
was “elevated” in consciousness into her transpersonal mode. | abridged the text as I went
along so as to stress the positive and downplay the negative.... [This abridgement was an impor-
tant step in maintaining Alyce’s transpersonal consciousness. |

...As I read, it seemed that I was Sam and Alyce was Frodo, at least at this stage of our life.
Tolkien knew something. In any event, when I stood up to leave the room, Alyce said. “Come
over here, I want to put my hands on you.” I complied, expecting her to put her hands on my
head. Instead, she put her hands on my chest and moved them around a bit and said, “There is
a bright light here,” and she seemed much interested in that, and looked for many seconds.

Also, from what she said as I turned to go, I felt she was seeing me in my other Self. She
described Me to me. and it seemed to be the person who came on the plane from the east....

When I came back to the library with some juice to drink before lunch, Alyce said, again in
that spacey way, “Well, how does it seem now to have another child in the family. Someone to
be around all the time, for you to care for?" I said that I liked that experience, and again asked
if it was herself, in another form. She smiled, not seeming to be surprised at that question, but
didn’t say anything.

COMMENTARY: I have begun to believe that the dreams and symbols about “the baby™ are
more than simple metaphors. It seems that a real being of some kind has been constructed, or
“born™ on another level of substance.

The only thing I can conceive of at the moment is that ALYCE, in “higher” consciousness,
decided that Her Alyce-self [sou/] had served its purpose. But, instead of dying and then being
reborn to finish off the karmic load, was able to keep the present personality [body and sou!/]
alive long enough for it to go through the “burning ground™ and make way for a new fully-
transpersonal personality [the child]....
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This seems unusual, but on the other hand our life has not been “usual” in an ordinary sense,
so, maybe what I have suggested is possible. The Tibetan mentioned that the 4th initiation need
not take place when the individual has a “physical” body. In other words, Alyce could be in the
process of constructing another vehicle of consciousness without being reincarnated....

13 JUNE 1991 (THURSDAY ). Had some interesting dreams about the copper wall. This is the
second time one particular dream showed up about a small motor that I held in my hand. Be-
cause of energy from me 1t was able to run without wires. At the end of a shaft, like a drill bit,
a small magnet was attached. As it rotated it affected the environment and was detectable at
quite a distance.

I don’t take this literally, of course, but the interesting ingredients are “energy from the hand,”
“magnetic field,” and “‘effects at a distance.” ...Interesting possibilities.

5 JULY 1991 (FRIDAY). After Alyce’s morning rest I finished reading aloud the adventures of
Frodo. Alyce asked me to give a précis of the story. which I did. and she then commented on the
spiritual atmosphere that seemed to surround the leading characters.

After that, she gave a talk to a group “somewhere.” It was short, cogent, and covered meta-
physical truths. I answered her questions, on occasion. but she could neither see me nor sepa-
rate me from her “audience.” Then. she closed her eyes for 10 minutes, and when she opened
them she was back in the library....

6 JULY 1991 (SATURDAY).... A few times she has come to the present, as in a lucid dream,
and talked about her concern for me. Once, while I was silently sorrowtul at my inability to
help in any significant way, she suddenly came to the present and said. “You must protect
yourself. You are an individual. too, you know, and you must not allow yourself to become too
concerned with this sad state.” [ was grateful for that contact, but it was too short....

24 JULY 1991 (WEDNESDAY).... Since Alyce has been tloating almost without volition for a

long time. and gradually becoming less able to say what she wants (though it seems she can
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always object, resist, and say what she doesn’t want), I tried to talk with her about what ideas
she should try to hold in mind.

Since my words did not seem to mean anything..., I wrote out a “prayer,” or invocation, she
might profitably use, and gave her a copy. She read it many times, and told me she felt it was of
value. It goes as follows:

FROM MY SPIRITUAL SELF:
[ COMMAND MY MIND TO REMEMBER BETTER.
I COMMAND MY EMOTIONS TO FEEL BETTER
AND BE MORE CHEERFUL.
AND I COMMAND MY BODY TO BE MORE AWARE OF THE WORLD
AND MORE OBEDIENT TO MY WILL.
AMEN

25 JULY 1991 (THURSDAY).... Finally, in the afternoon, and for the first time, I said a medi-
tation aloud while holding Alyce’s hands to keep her attention. After visualizing (with what
seemed a modicum of success) the Golden Light ambiance of the Teachers, I called on the
Lotus Beings of Alyce and me to take over, for I, as a personality, have done all I can think of to
help.

Whatever They have in mind must soon take shape, otherwise I will find it difficult to accom-
plish anything for Them. Not that I don’t want to, but the situation is heavy enough to subdue
the creativity I usually generate. In fact, I am very tired. Alyce’s gloom atfects me, for I am so
close to her that I usually feel her emotional nuances.

The value of cheerfulness, and treating life’s vicissitudes and obstacles simply as par for the
course, cannot be overestimated. The Teacher said so. The Tibetan and Aurobindo said so. Nat
King Cole put it as follows:

Smile, though your heart is aching.
Sniile, even though it's breaking.

....As I previously mentioned, The Tibetan said this particular problem [Alyce’s] was the kind
that advanced 2nd-Ray people [Love-Wisdom types, rather than Volitional or Intellectual types]
might have to face if they didn’t conquer fear.
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And also as previously noted, Aurobindo explained that harmonious loving people. sattvic
individuals (like Alycel, often had a truly difficult time in coming to terms with their final
adjustments and overcomings [that is, they have difficulty becoming conscious of changes
needed in their psyches].

The reason, of course, is that rajasic...errors [made by activity-type volitional people like me]
are usually conscious and are processed and corrected during an entire life. Feedback is quick,
and learning is relatively easy if a person is interested.

Sattvic. errors [errors of omission, rather than commission], on the other hand, are usually
unconscious. Feedback is too slow to easily link cause and effect. As a result, [sattvic] errors
may not get processed and corrected until the consequence seems like total personality
dissolution....

....As far as Alyce was concerned today, I did not notice any immediate result of the Golden
Light meditation. It may have had an effect on me, though.

....I'became energized to clear up some long-standing matters. While working at this my mind
became very conscious of many things to do, and I began writing them down as they appeared
so as to not forget them. I usually work out of the unconscious and whatever comes into my
conscious frame I attend to. This worked quite well in the past, but being weighed down by the
present, I have not lately let ideas that come up have much space.

All told, I made a list of 22 things that needed to be done for the Copper Wall Project, Volun-
tary Controls Program, and ISSSEEM, and myself. At least I know what they are....

* ok ok

27 JULY 1991 (SATURDAY). Alyce turned to me with an odd expression on her face, and in
her eyes. It almost seemed as if she was seeing me as a stranger, or seeing me clearly for the first
time in a Jong time. It instantly caught my attention and I asked what she wanted to say.

Her face was very clear and untroubled, almost translucent (much different from its normal
look for the last three days). In a very clear and exact voice she began telling me of many many
things she felt we should talk about. It was an uncanny experience, and I began to feel hair
prickling on the back of my neck and on my head. I looked at her eyes and she looked straight
at me while she talked. She had trouble getting sentences organized. almost like someone with
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a foreign language, but with repetitive attempts (which she seemed fully conscious of) I could
follow the gist of her thought.

She told me how difficult it was to make changes in personalities, and how important it was
for people to face this fact and begin to change. It was needed for the world. The world must
change, and it must be done by people changing themselves. And she laughed at the irony of the
world having to depend on people who, as a rule, didn’t understand, or believe, that they had
anything to do with the planet as a whole. World problems seemed, in particular, to be on her
mind.

Alyce became very animated (for I asked questions and agreed with her at appropriate mo-
ments), and she looked at least 30 years younger. At the end, after about half an hour, she told
me that I had much of use to do in the next few years....

....Her change of attitude helped me a great deal. Just before it happened I had been...thinking
of the Lotus Beings of Alyce and me, and wondering if Alyce was going to be able to manifest
any of the help that I had called for.

Until then, the day had been a total loss from my point of view. Alyce had been in an almost
continuous negative mood, could not hear properly (even when she wore the Listen-Aider), and
often could not form words that made any sense—and now she was in a high, light, and won-
derful mood, could hear perfectly it seemed (without the Listen-Aider), and could shape words
beautifully(even if there was trouble selecting words for sentences).

It is amazing and impressive that these elevations can occur, and to me it accentuates the fact
that we seldom think of people in their full potential. This reminds me that The Teacher told
Marie that in her ministry she should always see each person she spoke with as a Perfect Being.
No matter how they look, or act, one is advised to see each individual as a Lotus Being, and not
as a personality.

I have often thought of this, and also thought how difficult it is to do—especially with certain
people. Nevertheless, according to theory, when each person is seen as the Lotus they are, the
negative parts of their personality do not get fed, for those parts live on opposition. Opposition
justifies their existence....
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29 JULY 1991 (MONDAY).... Just as I was getting up to fix breakfast...Alyce opened her eyes
and said she was very confused...she said she wasn't supposed to be here. She was supposed to
be someplace else, some location that she couldn’t identify except to say that it wasn’t on earth.
After we talked for a few moments. I suggested that as long as she found herself here, she might
as well plan to get up in half an hour and have breakfast. She finally agreed to that.

JLJULY 1991 (WEDNESDAY).... I read aloud again from Frodo’s adventures. The section in
the first book on Elrond’s Council is an outstanding description of the problem of good and
evil. Tolkien thought of most everything, and he understood many many levels and differentia-
tions of consciousness, which he called hobbits, big people. elves, ents. dwarves, kings, and
white and black magicians. If you haven’t read that specific chapter lately (shortly after Frodo
reached Rivendell) you will find it highty interesting again.

2 AUGUST 1991 (FRIDAY).... She heard about 5 minutes of my phone conversation ...and
became highly alienated. In fact. she began talking in a cogent, very negative, way about the
meaninglessness of everything. How everything was ot no value. How this (and she gestured to
the room and the house) was a place of evil. the end of everything.

I wondered if negative thought forms had been forced upon her. or whether she was reacting
as a physical Dweller when it realizes it can not itself get to heaven. The Tibetan's comment
that the...Divine principles of a person lie outside the personality...apply here. The body entity,
the emotional entity. and the lower mental entity...all must be transformed or abandoned, and to
them, in their limited consciousness, it seems like the end of everything.

Several times since 1941 I have had the experience of... “seeing” myself as the physical entity.
It was totally focused on what it wanted and could experience, was trying to escape. cared not
a whit for any “higher™ goals. and felt it was imprisoned in a cage of bars. On one occasion....
I tried to reason with this physical “me”, to convince it that if it would become quiet it wouldn’t
be the end (as it seemed to feel). It was useless, however, for it seemed that it was totally
arational and must be “starved™ into compliance before it would become quiet....

.... When people buy new clothes, there is no rebellion by discarded suits.... They don’t think
they are “something,” or know something. There is no i1dentity and nothing to lose. I'm sure
clothes don’t feel abandoned. like the...the living parts of ourselves that can’t reach causal

levels....
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....0On a happier note, Alyce fell asleep shortly after her talk on the disreputable nature of this
world, and when she woke up. 15 minutes later, her memory of that unpleasant experience was
gone.

During supper, while I was thinking of the events of the day, and their meanings, Alyce began
talking once more in the transcendental manner, as in a transcendental dream. She was having
a difficult time finding words (as she sometimes said, with a smile), but the gist of her commen-
tary was that the future for the world looked good, it would take some years before chaos
quieted, but there was no reason to be discouraged. On the contrary, all was progressing quite
well....

....Jt was an interesting day....

11 AUGUST 1991 (SUNDAY).... When I awakened her at 9:45am, Alyce said, “I’m now going
to change my way of life.” I didn’t know exactly what she meant, but it seemed like a volitional
statement....

Later, when I called her for breakfast, at 10:15, she said she had had a dream about the planet,
and planetary aftairs. Because of something else she said. I asked if she meant she was to leave
this planet right away, and she said. “‘not necessarily.” She added that this was quite a good
planet, and considering everything, it was developing well....

18 AUGUST 1991 (SUNDAY)....Alyce suddenly sat up and began talking, as in a lucid dream,
with much sadness about the “big good-bye that is shortly coming up.” She said “‘they’ had
taken her “‘up to see the great temple.” I got the impression that she is being instructed in the art
of conscious separation.

[ have my own sadness with this situation, but I can’t let it take over for it is too debilitating
and, though it seems like reality, it is counterproductive and negative in relation to what our
Life is really about. So I shook off the tendency to go along with her feeling and spoke instead
of the 51 wonderful years we had together. And I added that eventually we all arrive at “good-
bye,” but that is merely an indication of “going on a trip,” not a tforever thing. We must keep
attention focused on the positive side of the adventure.

Here I was speaking to her..point of view. It seems to me, however, that being left behind is
more difficult.

IN THE BARDO 423




When I talked in a positive way. Alyce looked at me with semi-disbelief and said. somewhat
sharply. “You take it all so easily.”

Actually. that 1sn’t the case, but I followed up with the idea of carrying on our spiritual adven-
ture. She relaxed somewhat, and then sat up again and said, “Did you see him? Where did he
go? The little boy (“our little boy.” is what I believe she said) is four years old. It seems just a
short time ago that he was a baby on the floor.”

....About 6 paragraphs back I lett the couch, telling Alyce [ would be gone for a few minutes,
and began writing in the Journal. [’ve found that certain things have to be recorded quickly. or
the details, exact words, fade out of my mind. The reason. I believe, is that some things are so
tar from ordinary consciousness that they evaporate, except as impressions.

When [ reached this point in writing, Alyce stirred on the couch and I quickly returned so she
would know where I was. and where she was. When [ sat down, she sort of laughed and said. 1
was just in a celebration—was celebrating.” Uncertain of her words, for they were soft and not
clear, I asked if she used the word “celebrate,” and she said yes. and said it was appropriate, or
something to that affect (fitting, proper. correct).

19 AUGUST 1991 (MONDAY).... when I asked what was happening she explained that she
had a pain in the solar plexus. It turned out to be associated with coming to consciousness about
our present situation (somewhat as in a lucid dream, but with a greater degree of here-and-now
awareness).

She said that a couple of weeks ago she suddenly became aware of the tact that she loved me
deeply, and now had to leave, and this was like a terrible blow to the middle. *"We have gone
past our time.” she said, and explained how sorrowful she was at having to leave me. and sad
that our life together was ending in this unhappy way.

[ pointed out, though, that: (a) It wasn't so unhappy if we were conscious of each other, for we
all had to make the transition anyway, sooner or later. (b) What would be truly sad would be to
die without coming to consciousness about what was happening, and without moving into a
Spiritual orientation. (c) She has much work to do as a Self on the other side. and now that she
1s becoming conscious on “both sides™ she can move on more joyfully. (d) It’s like going on a
trip to another country where I will join her later....
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....Most impressive to me was the fact that Alyce was able as a personality, rather than a Lotus
Being, to talk for almost an hour about this, and was able to understand. it seemed (and at last),
who we really are. what our relationship is and has been, and what is happening now.

20 AUGUST 1991 (TUESDAY).... A negative “reality dream”™ woke me at 3:30 am. I was
coming into a lighted room...somewhere, and through a double doorway I could see four or five
dark entities, men, ganging up on someone.... I instantly pulled out a heavy caliber pistol (that
just happened to be in my belt) and began firing into the group, trying to avoid whoever they
were after. The loud reports and flashes of light were more than satisfactory, and the consterna-
tion and angry yelling in the room showed that something had happened they didn’t like....

A paralysis quickly fell over me. and I was lying down. and unable to move. | knew then I was
dreaming awake, that the dark beings were real. They came out of the room, still angry at being
shot at and one of them came close and looked down at me. He seemed to know, though, that
they couldn’t do anything to me, and they left the room through the door by which I had first
entered. By then [ was fully awake, was in my own bed and able to move.

Just as they disappeared, Alyce woke in a panic and grabbed at her covers shouting, “I'm
atraid! I'm afraid!” I quickly reached over, captured her hands, began soothing her with words
and caresses, and said there was nothing to be afraid of now. And I asked what made her feel
that way.

Almost awake. she said n clear distress, I don’t want to be gone!” Everything seemed very
dark to her. So we talked for several minutes about the Light, about the causal and buddhic
levels, and the Lotus Self that dwells always in the Light, that is made of light, that is our real
true Self. I calmly and persuasively repeated The Great Invocation a couple of times, and gradually
she became quiet, relaxed. and fell into a peaceful sleep. No memory of the event remained in
the morning....

What actually happened. I think, is that I was away somewhere, and when 1 returned I found
those beings pestering Alyce, trying to get at her through fear. My violent reaction drove them
off, and I returned to my sleeping physical body as they left. All that psychic activity suffi-
ciently aroused Alyce, I believe. so she could be conscious enough to talk. and identify what it
was they were trying to convince her of.
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28 AUGUST 1991 (WEDNESDAY).... She said many many thoughts had been swirling around
in clouds, almost suffocating her, and creating much confusion, but a young woman had been
helping her learn to deal with it. When she (Alyce) was able to “let go™ and relax, the clouds of
thoughts cleared away.

This lady is very very light. not heavy. she said. and is also a kind of being of light. As |
understand it, she is helping Alyce clear away her heaviness. and to some extent is helping me,
too, and is also helping Pat on occasion. Pat. said Alyce. is “beautitully helpful” when she is here.

Then, said Alyce, there is so much copper wall work to do. It is an important project. she
said...her “heart 1s full of light” about it. I told her how helpful her comment was to me, in
continuing to go on with the copper wall work, no matter what difficulties there were....

1 SEPTEMBER 1991 (SUNDAY). I had an odd dream in the last two hours of sleeping. It
seemed that The Teacher. whom [ did not see in person (but only as an outline) was instructing
Alyce and me, through symbols and scenarios. in what we now must do to finish our “training.”
I was shown a bumpy plain or field, mainly of ice and snow. representing some parts of my
nature, that had to be leveled with a tool (like a plane). As 1 did this. a variety of emotions and
body sensations would flash by. These personality features were being brought to a final leveling.

Alyce had to do the same with a field that represented her particular tasks. Apparently we had
conie to a culminating point in our development which. it successtully passed. would usher in
a new phase of Life. It seemed that we were doing okay, though it was not simple or easy.

Then the next phase began. In this part, Alyce and I were on the deck of the Daphne. which
was stuck aground in the field of ice and snow. Leveling the field had served to get it unstuck,
and now it was beginning to shde sideways and forwards. This tield was high on the snowy hill,
much to my surprise.

At first I wondered how the Daphne got up there. but soon. as the boat began to slide, was too
busy to think about that. The Daphne turned downhill (in the direction it was supposed to go),
and I saw that slushy snowdritts would give purchase to the rudder and I'd be able to steer (at
least I hoped 1 would). The Daphne slid toward a downhill ravine lined with reassuring snow-
banks, and I knew we would at least go in the right direction and the boat would not turn over.
[ had no control of speed. though. and was worried about going too fast. getting out of control
and crashing into something. Then the dream ended....
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....it was a sign of having reached a turning point. It had a ring of truth. I recognized the snow
and ice instantly (while in the dream) as referring to transpersonal terrain, and the smoothing
that was going on made good sense for it released the Daphne (and Alyce and me) from being
stuck, but it was clear that there might be problems getting the boat back to the ocean. I had only
partial control of the course, nevertheless it felt good to be moving, exhilarating to face a chal-
lenge involving change rather than stagnation.

2 SEPTEMBER 1991 (MONDAY, Labor Day).... At 5:20 am Alyce suddenly bolted upright in
bed and shouted. “I'm coming!” (Who was calling her?) It took a couple of minutes to convince
her she was still in bed.... But after that I couldn’t sleep for [ began thinking of my dream the
other night in which Alyce and I were at the wheel of the Daphne, as it began to move after
being aground. And that made me think of my task in smoothing the field of ice, which sub-
stance, along with snow, always represents, at least in my life, the non-emotional clarity of the
trans-personality causal body.

And that made me think of my physiologic and emotional yin-yang involvements, especially
when I was in my twenties. And I thought of Alyce and our life together when we were young,
and how enamored I was of her. Shortly after we first met at the Divine Science mansion in
Minneapolis, I discovered that six or seven other men were also so enamored. Most of them
were single, but two were married fellows (one not so young) who said they would divorce
their wives and start over if only Alyce would marry them. (I unkindly thought of these married
men as simps, of course! And the others as threats.)

Later, when Alyce and I got together and I had no competitors, | mentioned these many suit-
ors, and told her of her attractive radiance, like a light pulling on moths, and she always denied
having such an effect on men. But whenever I named names, one after another, she became
embarrassed and slightly irritated, for she didn’t understand it herself. She was pure, and almost
unaware, personally, of the power of yin-yang snarls, though as an actress she knew...about
them trom classical mental and emotional perspectives, as in Greek drama....

I want you to know that whatever difficulties Alyce may be having right now, I always think
of her and visualize her as she is inside, an elegant radiant beautiful being with whom I have
lived many lives, and a recent very happy and productive one.

IN THE BARDO 427




5 SEPTEMBER 1991.... she said, very clearly, “I am going to leave, you know!™ Again, as on
other such occasions, 1 asked if she meant she was leaving for the other side. Her answer was,
“Not necessarily. North Dakota, maybe!” Wherever it was, it seemed, not inappropriately, to be
connected with going home.

The most interesting part, to me, was her next sequence. With earnestness and awareness, she
said, with difficulty, “In any event, when I am there I want it to be such that if | see you there, |
will recognize that it is someone [ know, that it is someone who is the same as me, and that I am
the same as that someone.”

What a remarkable change she has made. Not that she can hold it for long, but I can see that
she recognizes the situation. She is coming to consciousness on the other level, and is able,
occasionally, to get her dysfunctional brain to say what it is she wants me to know. Too bad to
have to go through such a crisis to break old psychic blocks.

Going to the afterlife with blocks intact is the usual story, and that is the “why™ of continuity
of karma. Also, that is why most people can’t maintain continuity of consciousness from this
world to that. They are “conscious”™ in a way of speaking, when in the afterlife, and can work
with people they meet there, but usually they can’t recognize anyone who visits there from this
level, any better than a person here can recognize associates from previous lives in the present
level.

11 SEPTEMBER 1991 (WEDNESDAY). The days are going like lightning.

This morning when I arose, the part of the lake that could be seen between trees was scattered
over with pelicans. What a sight! As [ watched through binocs. echelons of five to ten birds
would come gliding along about six inches above the surface (taking advantage of the “ground”
effect) and head for the “reef” that comes out from the land like a peninsula on the other side of
the lake.... By the time I finished watching pelicans glide in, the entire reef was solid white.
There must have been 250 1o 300 gathered there. The sun was bright and hot, the air warm and
humid, and those lucky birds must have felt it was “the good life!”

Alyce was in a good mood. As we looked out the window. she turned and said, unexpectedly.
“Do you know my husband? He and I created a wonderful thing together.” I didn't say any-
thing, but when I put my cheek by her forehead she seemed to understand. Problem: How do we
have pure compassion without sympathy?
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Compassion is the divine source trom whence comes the essence of sympathy, it 1s said, but to
remain with the essence all the time is a little like breathing at the top of a very high mountain.
The Teacher, as I knew Him, always expressed the essence, and yet it was tempered to bridge
the transition from transpersonal to personal....

= * &

12 SEPTEMBER 1991 (THURSDAY).... Again, pelicans were coming in from the north. Alyce
really enjoyed the echelons that coasted in just above the trees across the street. They were
settling to the lake like slow strings of hang gliders. Also, I saw a Bald Eagle again. It soared
past just over the trees, going round and round on the southwest wind....

That reminded me of a time, at sunset after a cool October day(in 1980, I believe), when Alyce
and I, sailing on Joy III, were anchored for the night in the shallow bay across the lake from
here. It was almost dark, and beautifully clear. While we stretched out in the cockpit, resting
after a pleasant supper, I thought about the pelicans that had flown south a week earlier, and was
sorry we would not see them again till spring. (I probably told you about this long ago, but
never wrote it down.)

Suddenly T had a strong desire, like an inexpressible yearning, to see a pelican. A couple
minutes later a big bird came flying down from the north, crossing the Ozawkie bridge about
100 feet above the water. As it came abreast the cove, about a block out from shore, I could see,
with joy, that it was a pelican! Great gratitude swelled up in me, and just at that moment it
banked steeply and came gliding toward the Joy. To my astonishment it circled once around the
boat, at double mast height, then flew straight back out into the lake, where, on reaching its
original course, it banked sharply south and continued on its way....

I still see the episode in my mind’s eye as a beautiful video vignette. It seemed like a message
from Gaia, trom the deep unconscious of our planet, saying, don’t give up, the world will wake
up one day and know We are alive....

13 SEPTEMBER 1991 (FRIDAY). Just as Alyce awakened, she looked over at me and before
I could even say good morning, she said, I feel strange.” I asked, “In what way?” And she
answered., “I am hanging by a thread.” There was no worry, no anxiety, no fright, just calmness
and consciousness.

I would guess that Alyce has almost transited, or transformed, the normally-unconscious reac-
tive astral self. The “Dweller on the Threshold™ of her individual personality seems to be shrinking
away. We talked about the life she could soon begin if unencumbered by the burden of a
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low-functioning brain. From various comments, it seemed to me that she understood the sig-
nificance ot the conversation.

14 SEPTEMBER 1991 (SATURDAY).... In the afternoon, after Alyce’s rest, I went into the
library to keep her company. and she began talking about her fear ot dying while on the trip.
When I asked what trip she was referring to. she said. “the airplane trip.” Also, she said. she was
afraid she might miss the plane. I began thinking of the plane referred to at the beginning of this
journal.

Also. it 1s “scary.” but the trip 1s necessary, she said. Then added. “Pay attention to me and
don’t go away!” Other details included that a group of people was involved in her departure.

....At the end of dinner Alyce said, “Who does all this work (cooking) around here?” When I
said that 1 was the one, she answered. “You won't have to do 1t much longer.” When I asked
why, she replied. “Everything will change.” and, “You will have a great deal of free time.”

To that, [ said, “Well, now I should go and do the dishes.” But her answer to that was, “'I do
that.” Then she added, “Don’t we have any hired help. some girls?” And I said, “No, that’s me.”

18 SEPTEMBER 1991 (WEDNESDAY).... Pat took care of Alyce while I went to the lab to
meet Caroline Myss and her friends from Holland who wanted to see the copper wall. financier
Fred Matser and businessman Peter Brey. They were like members of our own tamily. That is,
they are wonderful people! I'm not surprised that Caroline said they were two of her very best
friends....

....we had a free-for-all discussion. then Peter and Fred wanted to sit in the copper room. Since
we are now collecting mood data. before and after. first-session subjects who are willing to
meditate for 35 minutes will eventually give us useful information.

While we talked of that, Caroline asked about Alyce, and when I explained a bit, she volun-
teered to call Genesis so 1 could talk with him again. When the others went down to the copper
room with Peter Parks. Caroline and I closed the door of the hypertension training room and sat
in a couple of the big chairs. First. I told Caroline a bit ot the early history of Alvce and me. of
the unusual spiritual relationship we had. and how she had given me “a place to be.” over the
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years. where I could come “home™ after a day’s work, re-ascend from combat into a calm
transpersonal atmosphere in which I could safely relax and think of esoteric things.

I told her of my previews of the necessity for Alyce to go through a process of burning away
karmic threads before leaving this physical dimension.

After a few minutes of conversation, Caroline said. “I'm going now.” In about twenty sec-
onds, with eyes shut. Caroline’s voice began speaking—as Genesis. He made a few comments
and then asked if I had a question.

I asked whether he felt 1 was taking care of Alyce properly, and working with her in the right
way. He answered those questions in the affirmative, and then began talking about what Alyce
and I had accomplished in this life. Next. to my surprise, he said he wanted to talk with [both of
us] tomorrow. 1 asked if he meant for both of us to be on the telephone, for we would be at
Lakewood Hills, and he said no. he wished to talk in person and have it recorded.

When [ started to say that it would be difficult to arrange. he said, “Caroline will call on you
at your home. All she needs is a driver. Her time is totally free. The two Dutchmen can take care
of themselves. They will be busy having fun with their biofeedback and copper wall toys! She
can come whenever it is convenient.” | suggested Pat as a driver, and he said that would be most
satisfactory, for it was a family “occasion.”

I puzzled at that word, for a moment. for it seemed he was implying some kind of event, or
process, rather than a question-and-answer session. Then he said it was necessary to be in
Alyce’s presence, for something would be accomplished (or given, or done), that would be
important and beneficial. He didn’t say what it was, though, and I felt that he might be referring
to a process in which the “consciousness bridge” could be strengthened in Alyce.

He added another puzzling comment. “Isn’t it impressive,” he said, “how the Kosmos ar-
ranges things to be of value for everyone. Caroline wanted to come to Topeka. Pat wanted to
talk with Fred about her movie, "I Choose Life.” Peter Brey and Fred Matzer both wanted
to...see the lab setup, and if possible, meditate in the copper room.” And here he, Genesis, was
at this particular important moment for Alyce and me, he said. Then, since I had no other
question to ask, he said good-bye, until tomorrow.

Caroline was surprised that only four or five minutes had passed, and I explained by saying
that Genesis had suggested a continuation of the meeting, with Alyce. at home. Caroline gener-
ously welcomed that, and said her time was fully available. I called Pat, and Pat said she’d
rearrange her patient schedule.
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19 SEPTEMBER 1991 (THURSDAY).... Alyce was in a good mood. After breakfast I helped
with her makeup. beads, and hairdo. After Pat and Caroline arrived. I gave Caroline a mini-tour
of the house and we admired the yard and fruit trees from the deck. Pelicans flew back and torth
just over the surface of the lake, and the scene was as beautiful as it could get. It was proper, |
thought, for a meeting with Genesis.

Caroline sat at the left side of the couch. with Pat at the right. Alyce sat in her rocking swivel
chair, and I pulled up a chair from the dining room table and sat directly in front. The micro-
phone. which 1s very sensitive to noise. I placed on a pillow on a low table between us.

In the following. [ have extracted the key ideas:

CONVERSATION WITH GENESIS

This event is a gift, EImer and Alyce. from us. at our vibratory frequency level, to you. The
Lords ot Karma, the Lords of Evolution. and your Teachers, Elmer. and Alyce’s Teachers. are
gathered in this room to thank you for "a job well done.” The “currents of healing activity”™ you
initiated are now planetary and achieving their desired purpose.

This is a closure of your hundreds of lifetimes together. "Both ot you are closing your karmic
records.”

“Why, then. Alyce returning to the womb while in physical form?

* That is what she is doing.” (At this moment. Alyce. who seemed to be listening intently, with
a bit of a flush to her cheeks. made a comment, something like an affirmation, perhaps. Genesis
paused. looked at Alyce. eye to eye, then continued:)

“Yes. She is returning to the womb while in physical form. In the energy around her, there is
no unfinished business in a conventional sense of the earth. not at all. But rather in this way,
there 1s the return. as though she is sweetly laying to rest the human torm, and that is what she
is doing. As you yourselt will. Elmer. when your time has come to return home. [I hope He
referred to “laying to rest the human form.” rather than “returning to the womb!]

“Alyce returns home before you, and in the years to follow...you will hear her many times,
you will feel her presence. as her contract continues in the more mature sense of “contract.’
Ordinarily, sou/s who incarnate upon this earth are under contract to complete tasks which
include fearning, and giving, and sharing...
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“In this lifetime, both you and Alyce are completing not just your life’s contract, but your
karmic bank account from a certain frequency of life. There will be no further commands, 1f
you will, ordering you into physical form from this lifetime at the closure. And onwards there
shall be a freedom, a liberation. In other words, your consciousness is undergoing liberation.

“What Alyce sheds is the gentle weight of the human form and returns to the womb, laying
down the human body, slipping out painlessly and returning home. That is how closure comes.

“You are thinking ‘conscious death’, but what of the reality of *conscious transition’? Of no
death? And, in the “form’ lifetimes to come, when you once again will assume a physical form,
you... will perhaps not be physically born, but rather materialize as needed.

“The linear life of womb to womb, if you will, is no longer a necessity and more than likely
may not even be an optional choice. Rather, you will exist in the next frequency where time and
space serve you.... You will find that both you and Alyce in that form will enter into time and
space at your will when necessary.

“Yesterday I said to you that she is finding it very ditficult to finally leave you, and that is very
real, because the personality whom the SOUL knows, its task of many litetimes, is complete.
But the personality fears, ‘How do | say good-bye to my partner, not of one lifetime but of
hundreds?’ There will be no good-bye, and as soon as she understands that, she will come
home. (When that happens) your dream state will change. Your receptivity will change, and
there will be contact shortly after her return home....

.(With) what do the Lords of Karma, the Lords of Evolution, have to do? You see, in this
litetime, Elmer, your connection to your physical form was only half engaged tor the most part.
You were always half in the form and half with us, as you already know. And yet in this form,
you, while a messenger of mystical material through the scientific domain, you were kept in
conservator, conservative, territory for your own protection. Surely you know (this).

“As you well know, now as you enter into future years of study, the conservatism will lift a
bit.... You might even discover some of your wildest years are yet ahead of you, in the sense of
exposing what you know without boundaries.

“Alyce’s role in this is to be your ‘boundary moderator.” In other words, from her higher
position, or her point of ascension, she will be one of the protective spheres around you, and yet
at the same time, will encourage you to let go and release, let the mystical part of your research
out as you choose. Fear not, and she is to abide by—the ‘angel of your boundary,” if you will.
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“That will be her role...she already knows that. (At the present time), many of the comments
that she is making are because she is in a mystical state. She is no longer connected to physical
form as you know it.

“*....but her emotional bond to you—you see she has always felt that she must protect you...
She has felt that since the time you were together. So now she wonders how will you be without
her. But. you see. there isn’t, in her present consciousness, the SOUL’s certainty that she will
not leave you: her personality is not convinced, so she remains in physical form until that part
of her finally releases...

*No need to worry. She has no pain. She has no discomtort. She’s simply between worlds.
Like the womb state (pause)... She is between worlds. and she knows that. She is in the spiritual
womb, waiting to be delivered to our world...literally.... Which is why her language is so womb
focused. Round. Her language is round. Her language is etheric and colorful. She sees colors
you don’t see. She can indeed, as at the table, look at a cookie and describe it as blue, because
it is, from her world. She’s seeing the energy of the cookie.

“She is. even as we speak here. now in this moment. present. and her wisdom knows every-
thing [ am saying. and 1s with us in every way. So be not disarmed by the personality.

“Now then (Eimer). in this decade your commitiments to bioteedback. to the...copper wall. to
the reality of *brainwave.” will grow. Your work s to leave the boundaries of the United States....
You don’t have to do much. It will be taken care of. but once the energy begins to expand I urge
you not to limit it....

“Alyce will be at the helm. to put it in your sailor language. and very much guiding the
direction in which the copper wall energy. and other knowledge of vours is to fall to anchor.

“Think of her as in the *angelic crow’s nest’.”

ELMER: “We thank you very much for taking the time to talk with us.”

GENESIS: “Indeed. And I close with calling together all of us who are here in this room.
those who can not see and those who can see. Gathered around you and Alvce. there is a circle,
if you will, around all of you sitting here now. with a great deal of light coming through. Con-
sider this a very beautiful energy of grace and blessing. She is protected. You are protected. As
are you, Pat.
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“My strongest message from your guides is to go through these closure days knowing that the
closure is illusion. There is no closure. There is just a vibrational shift, and Alyce goes to work
as an angelic guidance, as your (angel), and takes over the controls, if you will, with your other
invisible friends. She will guide you. direct you through the rest of the years till you come home
to join her.

“Be blessed. Good day to you all.”

NOTE TO THE READER

From this point on, only the more unique events are extracted from the Journal. I can say in
advance, though, that Alyce’s physical strength, weight, and ability to talk steadily declined
until the day of the body’s death, 6aug94. She finally was unable to walk, stand up, or even sit
up, without props. For instance, I bought an office-type 5-wheel desk chair with arms, which I
re-engineered to bring them closer to the body. Then, since Alyce tended to lean to the left, I
made a board support that she could lean against without hurting her ribs. Then, with a pillow in
front, she could be held in place with luggage straps.

In this way, [ could wheel her about the house, to the table, deck, bathroom, bedroom, in a
most easy fashion. And when groceries were needed, [ could take her down to the ground floor
with her arm around my neck. Her arms and hand grip were amazingly strong, even when she
was down to 88 pounds.

Then she would sit on a chair which was tied in place on a two-wheel dolly and, held in place
by straps, she could be wheeled out to our mini-motorhome where, with her strong arms and my
lifting, she was able get into the armchair-type passenger seat, and again be strapped in with a
pillow and board for support.

It may sound complicated, but it worked beautifully, and I was able to take her for car rides
twice a week. She didn’t know where we were, but going on trips had always been a joy, and
she seemed to appreciate the outings. And when [ went into a store to buy supplies, or run
errands, the diesel’s smooth-running engine and cooling system kept her in perfect comfort.
And cassette tapes made an ambiance we both liked.

& & b

Concerning food: Alyce eventually was unable to chew and swallow salads. or any other solid
food, so I bought a superb juicer (which continuously expels the pulp) and made hundreds of
quarts of juice—celery, carrots, green peppers, beets, apples. pears, peaches, etc., etc. Some of
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the mixtures Alyce thought were delicious. and she never tired of them. though I had to help her
with the glass, like the small child she said [ was going to get.

And, I must say, no one I know had a healthier physical body than Alyce. Not once in four
years did she have a sniffle or a sneeze.

To prevent bed sores, 1 got her up every day for a minimum ot 10 hours. and at night would
make certain that she turned from side to side regularly. And this she seemed to appreciate.

¥ ok

On her part, again and again she was able to “come out” (sometimes after a week of being
unable to speak), and tell me what was going on in the bardo and in angelic realms. Those times
of transpersonal contact kept me energized, especially as her physical Self (at the lower-brain
level) began to accept its destiny and began cooperating. or at least not obstructing, when get-
ting baths and hair washes, and dressing, etc.

Also, it was clear that she was tremendously worried that my distress at her departure would
depress me beyond measure. And I. knowing that nostalgia was a burdensome mixture of memory
and sadness, gradually realized that after she was gone it would be necessary tor me to go to
every place in the country that had become special to us over the years. and let the sadness come
forth—while I “talked with” and consoled the parts of my Being who felt bereft, until they
recovered.

This procedure, which I highly recommend to everyone who loses a loved one, takes effort
and time, but for me it was the only way to dispel the burden and become aware ot Alyce in her
form as a Being of Light. If you maintain sadness. the Beings of Light can’t get into your
bubble, so to speak, and speak with you.

MORE FROM THE JOURNAL

3 OCTOBER 1991 (THURSDAY).... When I called Alyce for breakfast. as she was lying under
the covers, she turned her face toward me with a most beautiful angelic expression. Not a line
was on her face. It was transformed. Her attitude was matching.
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I phoned Charlie Tart on behalf of the ISM Program Committee. When he started talking, the
first thing he mentioned was his concern for Alyce, since I had told him in [a] phone message
that he would have to call me at home, for I was staying with Alyce during a health problem.
When he asked how serious it was, I said that I didn’t know when she was going to go. It could
be soon, or in many months.

Charlie gave his regrets, and then said how wonderful it was to have our knowledge of conti-
nuity and Spiritual Reality. And I laughed and said that even if we were wrong, we were the
only ones who were happy. For if we were wrong we would never know it, and in the meantime
we had consolation. And Charlie said we couldn’t lose, whereas...pessimists were always in
fear, especially toward the end of their time!

* ok ok

....I stayed in the library with Alyce as much as possible so that she could see me whenever she
opened her eyes. At one point, when she moved and looked around, I asked how she was, and
she said, “I'm lost.”

....But then she said an odd thing. First she inquired about someone who had been here, who
had visited us a few days ago, someone who caine with a young lady, someone named, “Genna,
or something.” I asked if she was talking about Caroline Myss and Genesis, and she said yes.
Then she said, “They haven’t told me yet, when they’re coming for me.” Alyce said all this
while in an almost trancelike state....

4 OCTOBER 1991 (FRIDAY). Many interesting dreams. The most significant one, it seemed,
was just before waking up. It was about a young man (about 40 years) who was a Teacher up on
a hill. He was lecturing over a public address system, and many people were listening, scattered
around through the meadow and woods.

As we approached the area Alyce began to hurry forward, but we were at first in a poor
location and could not hear him well. His public address system was powered by a gas-engine
generator that made it difficult for Alyce and me to hear.

I tried to get Alyce’s attention so we could move to a different location, but it was as if she
couldn’t hear me, or was unaware of me, and instead began running straight towards him through
the woods. This only made matters worse, for brambles and branches were in the way, and also,
she had to go in the direction of the generator.
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Just then his talk ended and he walked over to a grass-covered clearing beneath a big Yellow
Pine tree. like some we had in Wrightwood. Alyce then ran towards him and I was unable to
slow her down before she ran bang. full speed into his chest. He laughed and stepped back
toward the tree and said, “"Here, let’s stand here to talk.” He wore casual western clothes, justas
any of us. and was quite good looking. with rather longish curling brown hair, and appeared to
be about six feet in height,

[This was Genesis, I believe.]

The next thing, the three of us were walking down the hill as he talked. After a short distance
we came to a down escalator. He got on first, then Alyce. As we descended into a department
store where people were hurrying back and forth, he began talking to me of the difficulty in
getting a “message’ across to such people. How do you get their attention? Then the dream
ended.

In similar dreams in which Alyce is with me, she is always facing away, as in the dream where
she climbed the helical path up [a cone-shaped mountain|. where her “personality self” was
unable to go. In that dream, she was walking very fast ahead of me. She didn’t look back, and
actually seemed unaware of my presence. In the present dream. I saw her profile once when she
ran into the Teacher, but that was the only time. and her eyes were fixed straight ahead. Also,
she has never said a word to me.

[The “helical path” dream...preceded by a year or two my first Journal entry (8may89). I told
PDS&J of the dream verbally, but didn 't write about the “two Alyces™ until 20apr90. If you turn
back...and re-read the “funhouse™ dream of that date, you will notice how it and the “helical
path” dream, which 1s described below. fit together.

At the present time, 18apr00, having now pondered anew the “helical path™ dream, I notice
that rather than the “personality self", mentioned above. to be technically exact [ should have
said “Dweller.” The reason will be clear after a review of both the HELICAL PATH dream and
the GILGAMESH chapter.

THE HELICAL PATH

FIRST SCENARIO: The dream began with me walking with two Alyces along a broad curv-
ing gravel-covered mountain-side road. The Alyce to my right. who could almost touch the hill
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with her hand, was eagerness personified and, walking rapidly in a determined way, she re-
mained a step ahead, never looking back. The other Alyce, at my left, could barely keep up, and
seemed uncertain and reluctant.

SECOND SCENARIO: Suddenly we came to a dividing-of-the-ways where a steeply-as-
cending helical trail spiraled away. The Alyce who was ahead rapidly began ascending the path,
and the one to my left slowed down. Dismayed at this turn of events, for I wanted us to stay
together, I ran after the ascending figure and called for her to pause so the other Alyce could
catch up. I was right at her side as I spoke, but she acted as if she didn’t hear a word, or even
know that [ was there.

THIRD SCENARIO: Astonished by this one-pointed determination, I looked back down the
trail and saw to my surprise that the other Alyce hadn’t taken a single step upward, and in fact
had gone a few steps further along the road before stopping.

She was looking up with beseeching eyes. And, as the anguish on her face deepened, I real-
ized that it was not possible for her to make this ascent. She was silently realizing, and explain-
ing through her anguish, that she must stay below, even it it meant loss of her up-going Self.

FOURTH SCENARIO: Torn myself by this splitting of Alyces, I stopped and. after a glance at
the up-going figure, who had almost disappeared around a shoulder of the hill. I looked again at
the figure down below. Her forlorn dejection was too much to bear, and with a feeling of compas-
sion for this lonely sad person, and knowing that the up-going figure needed no help from me, [ went
down to the road and began walking along with the companion who couldn’t go up. consoling her. I
could take the trail later, | knew, atter the lower Alyce was comforted and cared for. THE END.

[The above vision dream was my view of Alyce’s GILGAMESH experience, and also it was
a preview of how I would respond to it. My own GILGAMESH experience is described in
Chapter 13.]

RETURNING TO THE JOURNAL |of 4oct91]: Possibly. being born in the spiritual world
takes time for adjustment, for consciousness and perception of the new environment to develop....

1’11 be interesting to see how long it takes for Alyce to become generally aware. Sooner or
later, I would guess. she will see me and, hopefully. recognize me. At least, that is the implica-
tion of what Genesis said the other day. I am reminded ot Alyce’s comment about three weeks
ago when she said she wanted to be able to recognize me if I were (o come there,
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Genesis. no doubt. is the Teacher dressed in western clothes whom Alyce and I found when
we crossed the road and went into the desert, just after Alyce went through the burning ground.
One reason for wondering about this possibility is that Alyce began to remember his name the
other day....

Also. the Teacher on the hill whom Alyce ran toward was a Westerner wearing casual clothes
(though it was a business suit in the Chicago dream).

S OCTOBER 1991 (SATURDAY).... When Alyce was getting dressed this morning she had a
spastic grip on her shirt sleeve and as a result was unable to put the shirt on. When [ said let go,
let go. she answered that she was trying. but the shirt had hold of her and it wouldn’t let go.

This kind of phenomenon appears on occasion in experimentation with hypnosis. The cortex,
in everyone, whether it likes it or not. is merely an observer of some behaviors, no matter how
much it rationalizes. It’'s more obvious, though, under certain conditions. such as now with
Alyce.

12 OCTOBER 1991 (SATURDAY). At 5:26am Alyce said something very clearly. T woke,
wide awake, and asked what she said, and she repeated, *'I love you. and I'm coming home."
Then she said she was sad. When I asked what about, she said that he said it was time “'to come
home now.” but she was sad about leaving me.

I said we didn’t have to be sad. for we would not lose contact. 1 was. however. concerned at
this possible selection of time (for I wondered it she was supposed to leave right at this mo-
ment). and I reminded her that Pat and Steve were coming out today. to be here with us, and
with Sandra and Fred. To that Alyce said. "' told him that, and he said, “~Well, all right.”” Then
she added. “but [ am still sad.”

I said she could go later, and not to be sad. She answered. yes. and added, on a happier note.
that he said she would be able to work with me. I laughed with the joy of genuine contact. It was
such a pleasure to really talk together again. She was Herself. It was “like old times.™ It seemed
a miracle atter all these months (years). to communicate with Alyce as her True non-abstracted
Self. as she used to be.

When 1 laughed. she said. "Good! You laughed.” And she chuckled. and said. "I'm glad vou re
not sad.”
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Later she made a reference to him. and also said, “Did you see the light? [t was unbelievable!™

....During much of this conversation I had to interrupt and ask questions. Nevertheless, she
was able to maintain the thread of conversation quite well. One problem was, because of articu-
lation difficulty, she often blended words like an Australian (such as “loosm™ for “lose them™).

COMMENT: Aside from myself. no one may have noticed [that] Alyce started the process of
abstraction about 1982, about the time ot our Continuing Education trip to India, with its exten-
ston to England and Russia. Though she worked successfully with Hartman. the American
Ambassador to the USSR, on blood pressure control and helped conduct workshops at the
American Embassy twice a day for ten days, I found that she was somewhat abstracted and
didn’t always understand questions (not so much during one-to-one with Hartman, but at the
Embassy).

I was able, however, to smooth and mediate questions and interactions in such a way that
probably no one noticed that Alyce wasn’t fully there. But, it was sad for me, and also stresstul.

19 OCTOBER 1991 (SATURDAY).... Just before waking I saw Alyce in a dream scene. She
was on the crest of a high mountain ridge. following a good trail from one side of a chain of
mountains to the other. The scenery was beautiful, way high. She was by herselt and looked
young and energetic, as when she was 35. Her hair blew in the wind, and she moved rapidly
with long strides. That’s all there was, just a vignette....

During the night she talked in long conversations about every twenty minutes. [ tried a few
times to interact, but unless much effort was made to communicate. she was completely inter-
nalized and her sentences did not apply to the outside world....

23 OCTOBER 1991....  had a long series of...dreams, at the end of which, just as I was rising
rapidly to ordinary awareness, the word GILGAMESH sounded. [NOTE: The scenarios of this
vision dream have been put in Chapter 13: GILGAMESH. |
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24 QCTOBER 1991 (THURSDAY). During the night Alyce talked many times to an unseen
audience. But, as before. I was unable to interact for she didn't seem to hear me....

25 OCTOBER 1991 (FRIDAY).... I could feel a true peacetul feeling coming over her. After
another hour I...said to her that it had been a great pleasure to be with her this evening. And,
even. though she was not having an easy time with words. nevertheless I wanted her to know
how much [ admired her. and her perseverance.

At this Alyce smiled and began talking again, but this time in the transpersonal mode. First
she talked to an invisible group of students. Then suddenly. mixed in with other sentences. she
said, 1 am not dying. I am just moving into another area.”

[ quickly. but quietly. responded to that, and we were able to talk for three or four minutes
about moving to the next “area.” The conversation about death was very rational and without
distress. almost for the first time. Since she kept on talking. [ excused myselt and got a pad of
paper to write on. and she was able to continue. Here are some ot her thoughts. just as they
emerged in the conversation. [ couldn’t get it all for she talked very rapidly. Diction was per-
tect. though there were many non sequiturs.

“In the coming years. keep the satistactions tlowing.™
“T will see you from time to time. but not in the close-up way.”

After she had talked of work to be done in the coming years, she said, “All right. I would like
you to study these things.”

“As you move on now, let the years be useful.” Then she added, as if in atterthought. *You
will find it a wonderful Journal.”

And in connection with some program she seemed to be reterring to. she said. “With all of this
mtroduced. in the learning groups...” and then she added. “So now I will go on and help with
the writing and reading.” (That certainly made me think of what Genesis said would be her
task.)

“From time to time we will have a meeting with our leaders. We will work close to God (in
this enterprise).”

"It will be the beginning of a great story. Okay”™
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I answered, “Thank you.”
Then Alyce continued, “*And thank you. We will discuss it again another time.”

After a few seconds, she said, “And sometime in the next couple of days we will have to tell
the pupils to have assurance (that progress can be made).”

The conversation, which had lasted at least twenty minutes, was now beginning to close, but
Alyce added. “There is much here worth investigating, and we will talk of it again when we
attend our next study group.”

“We will exchange notes, and I will go on ahead as soon as possible.... I will let you know
what I have decided. Thank you very much.”

We were now at the end. I thought, but she added one more thing that seemed to me to be an
instruction to herself (and possibly to me). “*And while you rest tonight, feel yourself absorbing
anything that was bad or belittling, and begin this new work in a good way.” And with that, she
gestured in a way that seemed to imply “the end of that.”

* % %

5 NOVEMBER 1991 (TUESDAY).... I've been having a difficult time lately being here and
have wondered if the feeling was potentiated by Milwaukee’s Best.

To test that possibility, a few days ago [ began limiting beverages to water, soft drinks, and
coffee. As far as I can tell, it’s made no difference. If anything, the spacey sensation has become
more pronounced. I feel it most when I go to the lab. Everything there, including the CWP,
appears very ephemeral, insubstantial. I feel more “real” at home....

....I have been thinking so much lately of the Gilgamesh implications, as well as what Genesis
said, and what The Teacher said, and Aurobindo, and The Tibetan, and Koot Hoomi and Morya,
that I have slipped into an “in-between™ state.

People wouldn’t know unless I told them, but one of its effects is a slight floating dizziness,
like being suspended under water. Also, the non-tinnitus ringing in my ears occasionally be-

comes very loud, usually corresponding with the floating sensation.

[This is a transient chakra-activation auditory phenomenon.]
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Focus of attention, and consciousness, are strange things. I'm reminded of a conversation
with The Teacher in which [ was complaining because Dr. Erwood said he would review some
metaphysical material for me, and then never got around to it. 1 don’t remember my exact
words, but The Teacher merely said, “Maybe you don’t understand him.” That was a surprise. I
hadn’t even thought of that.

Later I asked Dr. Erwood about his feeling of “what was real,” and he described something
somewhat similar to what I"ve mentioned above. Also. he said that sometimes it seemed that he
was dreaming when he was lecturing. So....

6 NOVEMBER 1991 (WEDNESDAY).... Alyce referred to the “group over there,” and seemed
comfortable with the idea of being there, and working with me here.

14 NOVEMBER 1991. Suddenly Alyce began to push her chair away from the table. I com-
plained about that, but when she refused to listen I gave up and turned back to my own food,
muttering to myself, almost inaudibly. “What's the use?” To my great surprise. she put her hand
out to me and said very quietly, “It’s of great use.” I looked quickly at her, then, and it seemed
that she was “there.”

COMMENT: I mention the above event partly because I've noticed that Alyce on occasion
functions in a state of consciousness in which her sensory systems are very sensitive and acute.
How can this be? How can she hear almost inaudible remarks when usually she doesn’t even
show a hearing reflex to relatively loud remarks, or questions?

Also, what are the conditions that make it possible for her to speak with clear and sharp
articulation, and modulation, when usually she is almost tongue-tied and inarticulate? How can
she function almost normally on occasion when she gives every indication most of the time that
the cerebral cortex is almost non-functional.

There are different circumstances that may shed light on these questions. First, if I suddenly
appeal to her transpersonal nature and she doesn’t have time to switch into the “‘transpersonal
mode™ before answering, she struggles for words and sounds. and, as happened the other day,
she may say. I sometimes have to talk like this.” And. in those cases. I can see from her eyes
that she is trying to communicate even though nothing can be understood.
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Also. in such cases. she knows the words don’t make sense and keeps changing them, or
dropping them altogether. It is definitely not non sequitur talk. It is only non-decipherable. It is
as it a dysfunctional cortex is trying to be used for communication.

On the other hand. there are two Kinds of articulate, sharp, clear-cut speech. The first, which is
almost always reactive seems to be almost without thought content. The sentences are like rote
formulas that usually are totally inappropriate to the situation. In such a case it seems that the
cortex. the thinking person, is not there at all, and neither is the transpersonal state. Such utter-
ances apparently come directly from some section of the limbic system. They must be the
words that are reterred to when people, trying to apologize for something they said, say, “I
didn’t know what I was saying.”

The other articulate case is what I call the “transpersonal mode.” In this state, Alyce’s voice 13
beautifully modulated and it seems that some sort of consciousness is speaking, for the sen-
tences are not rote. but have varying content in response to questions (if these are carefully
asked so as not to disturb the state).

In thinking about this, I am struck by a comment of The Teacher about the way in which He
was able to use Dr. Erwood’s voice as an “instrument,” as He called it. He said. in answer to my
question, that He was able to function through a nerve center down *in the middle of the brain.”

From what The Teacher said, and from my observation of Alyce, and myself, it seems to me
that the word-making center is far down in the brain. The thought center for the use of words
may be in the left cortex (in most people), but that is not the word center. For instance, | have
noticed that my words come almost entirely from the unconscious (subcortical brain?) even
when I am especially conscious of the thought I am expressing. The words are formed just as
unconsciously as our gait is formed when we run across the yard.

The reason this is important is that even without a functioning cortex, one can still communi-
cate if one can directly activate the word center. How can this be? The answer seems to be
related to The Tibetan's explanation of the nervous system as the agent of the etheric body. He
said that none of the normal sensory systems are necessary if etheric sensitivity is increased to
the point where sight and sound can directly impact the center of consciousness in the brain
where the mind makes contact.

If that is possible, it obviously would explain the odd dermo-optical demonstrations where
blind people can read, and see. with their fingertips. And it would also explain the strange case
of physician Rolt Alexander (Alexander, 1954) who learned to hear (after he was nine years
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old) even though he had no inner ear bones. And also. it would explain Alyce’s unusual sensi-
tivity at times to very faint sounds. and words. And it would explain our own unusual sensitivi-
ties to slight sounds at times, as during meditation.

The other side of the same coin is motor skill, rather than sensory sensitivity. If Alyce, as
Herself, is able to make direct etheric contact with the word center (as The Teacher did with
Dr. Erwood). then she is able to speak without the intermediary function of the left cortex.

In Dr. Erwood’s case, The Teacher told me that it was necessary tor Will J. to be unconscious
during His communication in order to prevent the message from being modified. or garbled. In
Alyce’s case. it seems that the clearness of the message, or lack of clearness (even when the
words themselves are distinct), is related to the extent to which she is able to have cortical
UNCONSCIOUSNESS.

For instance, if she is in the transpersonal mode and I ask a discriminatory type question, one
which she must think about. her cortex seems to be called into action, with the result that the
entire ability to talk may be suddenly lost. If I ask the question very caretully, in such a way that
the ““cortex™ is not activated, then she often can answer in a reasoned way without losing the
thought. or the ability to speak.

The above considerations are especially appropriate for the next event that happened with
Alyce. Immediately after finishing supper we sat down on the couch...and turned on the CD
with Chopin’s Nocturnes played by Rubinstein.

We listened a few moments. and then Alyce said. in an attention getting way, “Please make the
music quite soft.” When I complied. she began speaking. As she has done six or seven times in
the past. she first spoke to an invisible group and gave a series of instructive comments, and
then thanked them for their attention and said goodnight. Then she turned her attention to me
and began talking about our relationship. past and present. and a bit of the future.

Alyce’s monologue was similar to the one of 25 October. but this time she talked almost 40
minutes. A couple of times I stood up and walked around. but this did not interfere for she was
speaking most of the time with her eyes shut. A few times I said something and she looked at me
with real contact. Very strange and impressive. In addition. she was able to think about what |

said. and answer contextually without being distracted and losing control ot the thought sequence.
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During some of the talk Alyce referred to a young man that she said I was in contact with, and
after a while I gathered that it might be Herself (Himself?). If that were the case, it would
correspond with my dream (reported several months ago) of climbing up the mountain, accom-
panied part of the way by Israelis, and coming down to Jerusalem with a young man, like a
younger brother, who had accompanied me to the top.

Whether a young man or not [when] in the transpersonal mode, Alyce is moving into the
spiritual state in which gender, as we know it, apparently doesn’t differentiate beings as much
as...their spiritual characteristics, aspects.

Putting it all together in observing Alyce’s progression, it seems that the development of
thought forms from the transpersonal level, and using them to directly activate the etheric body,
and the verbal center in the brain, is not a simple skill.

And, if Alyce is just now coming to “‘conscious’ consciousness in those realms, as Genesis
suggested, there may be sensory and motor skills to learn, just as in every other plane. In any
event, Alyce is gradually growing more conscious.

Becoming aware of this change is, I believe, what gave me a feeling of joyfulness today, like
an oppressive load had been lightened. Also that is why, I think, I feel okay about Alyce leaving
now. Since last night I have sensed a change. Whether she will go “home” soon...or stay for
another year I really don’t know, but whatever, it is all right now.

4 DECEMBER 1991 (WEDNESDAY).... Alyce...began walking about the house at 4pm. When
[ asked if I could do anything to help, she suddenly said, ‘I wonder why I hate you so much.” A
slight shock, that. Then she said, “Please forget that. Something escaped I didn’t mean.” [ was
subdued, though, and as if sensing that fact Alyce many times came and put her arms around me
(very exceptional) and said she was concerned about my welfare.

* & *k

JDECEMBER 1991 (SATURDAY).... just as I awoke this morning I had a hypnagogic image...of

a cave in which I was standing.... As I quickly turned toward the entrance, [ knew a message
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relating to Alyce was to be delivered. The first thing I saw was a pair of chains draped across the
opening with a number of signboards hanging down...each measuring about 6"x24".

....all the signs were turned away so [ had nothing to read. Then the eight signs flipped over
and to my double surprise, everything was written in yellow Chinese-like pictographs. about a
dozen symbols on each of the eight boards.

Since I couldn’t decipher a single drawing, or even see them clearly. I realized I'd have to get
much closer to study the code. As I thought that, the lower chain and its signs disappeared and
the message on the top chain instantaneously turned to English with one word on each board. It
said, “This Is The End.”

If, perchance, the message was correct, and if my feeling that it probably would be distorted
by my own mental contributions was also correct (under normal circumstances), then once
again [ am astounded at the speed with which mind can act in order to compensate for distorting
inputs. and keep its message clear.

My normal mental apparatus, which isn’t really slow. is like a swimmer in cold molasses
compared to this other mind. I've observed the phenomenon several times over the years and
can hardly say how astonished I've been by the speed of Mind. as compared to mind.

If T had to guess, I'd say that Higher Mind, abstract (causal) mind [Sub-level 21 at the top of
E3 in field-of-mind diagram], must be 100 times faster than normal concrete mind [the four
lower Sublevels of E3]. It’s so fast that its effects seem to take no time at all. And, in addition.
at least as surprising, to me, is the fact that the concrete mind itself seems to be proportionately
of the same relative quickness when compared to the sluggardly brain consciousness.

The contrast between concrete mind and brain, is what gives martial arts masters their un-
canny speed and anticipatory powers. They are masters of a kind ot telepathy. and with ease can
read thought-form sequences relating to combat and the physical world. They are never sur-
prised, for they know everything that is thought of, before their opponent’s brain and reflexes
can even move.

Perhaps it is this fact of mind-brain speed difference that sometimes gives one the impression
that intuition does not have to think in order to be exactly right.

It’s not a simple comparison, though. According to The Tibetan there are at least two levels of
this mental-intuitional duality. Even as regular (€émotional. astral) intuition is different from
regular mind. higher Intuition operates in a different way (frequency. level of awareness?”) from
higher Mind.
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In thinking about the message, This Is The End, I have no reaction except Wait And See.
Physical time doesn’t have much significance in other levels of Being, so impressions that
might seem exact are often off in timing. Also, “This™ is indefinite. It wouldn’t have been
ambiguous 1f the message had been "“This Minute,” or week, or year. Nevertheless. regardless
of the “message,” I'm still impressed at how quick mind can be.

....As I adjusted Alyce’s pillow in the recliner, I said again that no matter how difficult it
seemed, and no matter how frustrated she felt, or I felt at times. I loved her and cherished her
and cared for her. That sentence elicited an unusual response. She smiled at me and said she felt
“very strange and expanded, like an immense Being. And the light of which I am made is dazzling.”

& DECEMBER 1991 (SUNDAY).... I trimmed the Christmas tree while Alyce was lying on the
couch. After an hour she sat up and began talking. I suggested that she might lie down while
talking. She agreed. and continued with clearer words, and a better choice of words. (More
blood flow to the brain?)

Some of what she said seemed to indicate that she, as a personality, was aware of Herself, as
a spiritual Entity. I tried to write down her words, but didn’t get everything. Nevertheless, here
are the most significant sentences.

“This is the day. Tonight is the night, you know.” .... “I will miss you, but I hope we will be
able to see each other often.” After a minute of silence she said. ““I have been thinking a lot
about God, and fear, and joy, and living.”

“Everyone has to do their own living.”

“I wish you could go with me, of course, even though I know it’s not possible.”

During this mostly one-sided conversation, Alyce had a smooth angelic look on her face, and
her eyes were alight with recognition, and loving kindness. It was an event for me!

* ok %

9 DECEMBER 1991 (MONDAY).... It was an unusual night, for at 4:30am, and about every
half hour thereafter, Alyce sat up and talked to me about a variety of subjects. Her voice was
perfect in intonation, modulation, versatility of expression, speed of speech, and of greatest
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surprise to me, the sentences were properly constructed and her choice and use of words were
appropriate.

[ couldn’t see what she was pointing at or talking about, though, and when she wouldn't lie
down (and let me sleep) I responded verbally to her discussion with the hope it would soon
terminate. Sometimes that worked, but quite often I moved her elbow so her head would go
back down to the pillow. Generally that maneuver. plus my suggestion of being comfortable
and going back to sleep, terminated the soliloquy, but not always.

On one occasion, after she lay down she turned her attention on me, instead of on what she
had been talking of, and said, in the most soothing of slow and gentle psychotherapist tones,
“You must let yourself calm down, and relax. Let yourself feel quite quiet. Feel the calmness
and deep quietness coming into the entire body. Let your anxieties and worries drain away. Let
quietness take their place.”

My first reaction to this unsolicited therapy was amusement. but when she said “quiet™ I felt
an unbidden wave of stillness sweep over my body. 1 tried to block the effect of her suggestion,
for I felt I had to maintain surveillance of her. but since she persisted with hypnotic phrases,
with her super-soothing voice, it was too much of a struggle. I finally gave up and let myself
sink into deep relaxation....

14 DECEMBER 1991 (SATURDAY). At 6:30am Alyce began speaking. .... she said. smiling,
“Your mother and father are very proud of you.™ After a pause she added. ‘I love you so much,
but soon I'l] take the trip and be there. I hope to see you very often. though, and talk to you,”
and she gave me a hug.

I thanked her for the message from Marie and Marble. And she said with a little laugh, “Isn’t
it amazing how many ways they have of helping people?”” And after a few more comments she
went to sleep....

12 FEBRUARY 1992 (WEDNESDAY).... She hasn’t said much in the last few weeks about the
baby, or child, that she was so aware of for many months, but about a week ago she said,
“Where is that young boy who used to be around here? I haven't seen him lately!”

[As I see it, the reason she hasn’t seen the boy is because “he is she.” and has been “liberated.™]
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18 MAY 1992.... During a phone call from Sandra, she said she’d just had the best flying dream
of her life—and Alyce was her instructor! [ can imagine that to be a factual event, for Alyce 1s
in a place where she can do such things. In fact, during most of Alyce’s life she would dream on
occasion that she was instructing someone in esoteric matters. Several times she was part of a
group that was responsible for “inspiring” certain kinds of attitudes and actions in public offi-
cials. Her dreams of Roosevelt, Eisenhower, and Kennedy were of that type.

[ was impressed by those dreams. for she usually remembered no more than one or two dreams,
of any kind, per month.

For some reason. it is useful for the person who is teaching to have a physical body, and
generally those people are Initiates of some degree, rather than full-fledged Teachers. The groups,
however, are invariably ““chaired™ by Teachers.

6 JUNE 1992 (SATURDAY, 51ST WEDDING ANNIVERSARY). I had a card for Alyce to
read, and [ reminded her of all the things we had done since meeting at the International New
Thought Alliance annual conference on 3 oct 39. As a personality, it’s sometimes hard for me to
realize (and sad) that the magic days in Minneapolis, at Divine Science Center with Alyce, were
merely a trifling bit of a global tapestry. As a more detached trans-personality, though, I can
recognize the fact that the joys, and stresses and strains, not matter how vital they seemed at the
time, were only an aspect of spiritual training.

The Teacher, in spite of detachment, was always the essence of compassion. He may have had
a global view, but He treated every situation I brought to Him tor clarification with kindness
and understanding.

Looking back over the years to those days, that block of time seems like one of my dreams.
I’'m struck by the fact that neither the past nor the future is crucial for us, only the present. and
how it is handled. The Teacher often made this point. But when we are wrapped up in processes
that originated in the past, and have consequences for the future, it’s easy to lose perspective
and begin wishing, rather than working in the present. Blames, praises, credits. and honors
seem inconsequential, except for their utilitarian value in guiding the evolution of consciousness.

IN THE BARDO 451



22 JUNE 1992 (MONDAY). Went to bed at 7:30 am and semi-awakened at 8:30 with violent
shivering. It was an “energy shiver” of a kind that I get on occasion—when there is a lot to do
and not enough time. It is a kundalini release. I first noticed this phenomenon in graduate
school at Chicago. Usually I'm so much asleep that I think I'm cold, even though I can’t waken
enough to do anything about it.

This time. however, I was sufficiently awake to know what was happening. In addition to the
shivers, [ could hear the bursts of chakra activity in conjunction with the electric jolts that made
the shivering. A few of them were quite violent. and the whole body jerked. Since [ knew it was
an “energy” phenomenon, it was more a curiosity than a worry. The feeling of coldness that
accompanied the shivers must have been a projection, but it felt cold cold cold. With one hand
[ felt my other arm. It was quite warm. as I thought it would be, and that was the clincher as to
the nature of the phenomenon, so I let it continue and went back to sleep.

Awakened again at 9:30, when Alyce wanted to get up.... To my surprise [ telt refreshed and
really energized, so began phoning about final steps with the paper. The energy lasted all day
and [ felt no tiredness or difficulty with focus of attention. Was glad to get help from either my
Self, or Someone.

22 JULY 1992 (WEDNESDAY). At breakfast Alyce came out a trance-like. almost comatose,
state and said, “Am I still alive?” We talked for a while and I said she might as well eat break-
fast, for in this world eating is required.

29 AUGUST 1992 (SATURDAY).... After supper we watched the movie. “Cocoon.” Interest-
ing that the “life force™ from the swimming pool corresponds to the kundalini in individuals.
The reason The Tibetan said that the release of kundalini is the prerogative of the SOUL, and
shouldn’t be attempted by the personality, is because the personality hasn’t sense enough to
handle the energy in a constructive way.

In “Cocoon,” one of the elderly energized men became unfaithful to his wife and began chas-
ing women. That is the usual problem with premature kundalini release in men. The 2nd chakra
gets the energy because the personality identifies with it rather than with the transcendental
love of 4th chakra. That's why Freud and others thought that sex was the driving force in
humans.
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According to The Tibetan, the true driving force is the Ist chakra’s kundalini. It is responsible
for every living process, from kidney function to brain function. Average humans, however, are
aware only of enhanced sex functions when there is an unusual burst of energy. As a result most
psychiatrists and psychologists, not being themselves transpersonal, and much less masters of
their own physiology, rush to the conclusion that sex drive is the life force, rather than a corre-
late of the force.

....the Great Invocation refers to Light, Love, and Power. Light was brought by the Buddha,
Love by the Christ, and Power by the Maitreya, and (according to The Tibetan) it manifests in
many ways, including the unexpected and unexplained release of kundalini in individuals.

Part of the Great Invocation says, “And from the center known as the human race, let the Plan
of Love and Light work out. And may it seal the door where evil dwells.” In this verse, Power
was omitted, and instead “seal the door” (to selfishness and self-centeredness) was included.
That, again, is because Power (released kundalini) is not appropriate for average humans. Love
and Light, however. are both appropriate and essential.

Similar to the “life force™ in Cocoon, kundalini is the “fountain of youth,” and, when guided
by the SOUL, is responsible for the transformation of the personality into an “energy being,” of
the type suggested by the glowing entities from Antara [in the movie]....

B

30 AUGUST 1992 (SUNDAY).... Later in her rocking chair, Alyce wanted me to stay close, so
I put my face by her cheek and held her for a few minutes. Her far-away state had an affect on
me, and for the rest of the day I went further and further into a kind of limbo. By the end of the
day I was so far away that it wasn’t easy to fix dinner.

During the afternoon, and while fixing dinner, I had a series of visual flashbacks—driving
through Red Rock Canyon; driving in the desert above Mojave on old Highway 6; driving west
on Highway 50 halfway between Ely and Carson City, Nevada; driving on Highway 30 in the
Terraplane as I entered Colorado, 1944, during WWII (after a sad departure from Alyce at a
railroad station in southern Minnesota); driving in the Terraplane between Delta, Utah and
Tonopah, Nevada, after a desert walk to the seldom-visited volcanic crater on Highway 6 in the
middle of Utah. It was evening when I was at that place. in September 1944, and the silence and
the fragrance of the air were almost unbelievable.
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Oddly. almost all images are scenes of the desert, or desert canyons. or curving stretches of
highway above desert hills, like in the Mojave Desert. scenes from car trips across the West.
Most are in the late afternoon, or just at sunset. Something about the Western deserts, the vast
stretches of silence, subtle colors, and graceful shapes of hills and horizons. has had a powerful
effect on me. In all those scenes, except when I drove the Terraplane to Tonopah in 1944, Alyce
and [ were together. [ didn’t see her any more than I saw myself, but the unity of perception and
togetherness was perfectly blended, and made the experience complete.

What all this means to me I truly can’t express. No one else may have sensed it at the time, but
for the 52 years in which Alyce and I were together (and even today. though she can’t commu-
nicate in an ordinary way), she was a retreat, and lovingly shared her presence with me, where
quietness and silence and subtle fragrance were like the desert twilight.

My rooftop dream of 1944 in Boise was especially focused on that presence and quietness,
that unique stillness, peace and beauty. As you may remember, in that dream [ opened the door
to the rooftop hut (the final “room™ of this world)... Alyce was sitting beside a small table on
which burned a candle whose flame never flickered. My attention was drawn to the flame, and
to the stillness.... Her peacetulness and quietness even made the air stand still.

24 OCTOBER 1992.... I sank onto the couch and relaxed with a couple of Milwaukee's Best—
and then a negative reaction to the long mandatory editing effort [of copper-wall papers]. and
other things, set in. At least it seemed like a reaction, and also an anger.

I asked myself why I was doing all this. What difference would it make if [ now vanished?
Quit working when Alyce was gone? Working with her showed the futility of effort. Human-
potential advancement was well launched. What more could I contribute anyway? Selt-help
and creativity experts abound in every state. Knowledgeable lecturers crisscross the country by
the hundreds, talking in dozens (or maybe hundreds) of “new age™ workshops. Contribution
from me is no longer needed.

Also, | can have little affect on the unfortunate New-Age consensus-hypnosis that seems to be
setting in. New Age people are starting to surround themselves with a new kind of narcissistic
glamour, and advanced topics, such as “causal reality and its conflict with personality reality,”
scare them. They want self regulation for good health, creativity, and psychological enhance-
ment—not to discover, through deep self awareness. that their cherished New-Age identities
are still only shadows on smoke.

Perhaps. I thought, working with Alyce had estranged me from ordinary life. Her mood was
affecting me somewhat like it atfected her. Even if | continued lecturing. so what? Support
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seems to be drying up for Copper Wall “healer” research, which is the most entertaining thing
['ve worked on. Maybe it’s time to quit. Maybe the planet has had as much human-potential
promotion as it can stand (biofeedback, creativity, selt-help programs).

Any more of that might create a counterproductive reaction. Humanity can’t even promote
simple, elementary, caring things for everyone. Selfishness and power over others govern the
orientation of leaders. Maybe human affairs could better stew by themselves without my mi-
nuscule effort.

[ was clearly not in a good mood and, after Alyce went to bed I tried to repair it by watching
a series of satellite programs and news broadcasts. That made it worse. Human goals are wrong.
What people want—and what the creators and manipulators of news, advertising. soap-opera
and sitcom entertainment feed people (with majority approval)—is worse than banal, it is de-
grading and entrapping. The media give powerful eagerly-consumed enslaving visualizations
to viewers who are already burdened with twisted personalities and stifled spirit. What a mess!
What good can an individual do!? What does The Teacher want now, anyway?

26 OCTOBER 1992 (MONDAY). Apparently in response to my non-constructive mood, just
before waking at 7 am I had a hypnagogic lucid-dream communication with one of the Teach-
ers, not The Teacher, Himself, but a younger man. He had a firm. almost stern expression (but
not without compassion) as He explained certain things.

There was still quite a bit I could do that would contribute to Their work. For instance, the
Montreal conferences next summer on spirit, health, and ecology were not unimportant, and
my presentations would be useful. Also, it was necessary to write more papers on the Copper
Wall Project.

Aside from Their work. he said. I wasn’t through working on my other self (my shadow self).
Then He produced an image of himself as fight manager with me a boxer. and to illustrate
points He created an image of a boxing ring and a fight that was coming up.

It was all neat and clean, spic and span in comparison with some of the Kafka-like situations
and battles I went through in the Thirties and Forties. T was scheduled to box an opponent
(whom He didn’t identify at first) and it was important not only for me to win, but also impor-
tant for the thousands of spectators. It was of value to them, He explained, because, as souls,
they realized that what 1 could do they could also do.
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Also, because of the “magnetic” pull between us as souls. my victory would give them energy
to begin or continue their own battles. They would all be cheering for me. It isn’t just you
you re battling for. He said, but for everyone else too.

Then He said. there was no other opponent out there. [t was only my personal reactive self (the
shadow, the Dweller on the Threshold) that I had to fight. And. as an opponent, that self was no
longer a serious contender. It was weak. I had only to face it and defeat it.

In order to do that. He continued. it was essential that not one piece of unconscious process be
allowed to remain unknown to me, or allowed to be autonomous. That was the reason, He said,
that I had been having so many flashbacks of unpleasant I-wish-I-hadn t-done-that scenes from
my younger years.

(When he said that. | was startled. for it was true that for some unknown reason everything...that
I've not been particularly proud of—mainly from my younger vears—has come up lately in
“spontaneous’” imagery. For about 6 months this process has gone on, like a clearing out of
dusty junk closets.

For instance, several months ago I had a clear tflashback of an unpleasant event when I was at
Uncle Helga’s house at age 4 (Helga and Laura. Pop’s older sister). I dropped a kitten from a
stairway balcony down onto the main floor and injured it. The family was appalled.

Fortunately for my psychological well being, Marie quickly helped me. When 1 said, in an-
swer to her question, that when they had been talking about cats always being able to land on
their feet. no matter how they were tossed. [ wanted to see that, and took the kitten up the stairs
and dropped it through the railings. upside down.

She carefully explained to me that it was always necessary to think in advance about possible
consequences. Sometimes people made mistakes and said things that were not always true. And
she explained that a big cat might have been able to do just what they said, and land safely, but
the baby cat wasn’t grown up enough. It was sad that the kitten was hurt, she said, but I didn’t
know all these things yet. She understood how I telt, and comforted me.

Nevertheless, 3 months ago. and in spite of Marie’s quick response long ago (for which I was
grateful), | felt very bad when the imagery popped up, and asked the Kosmos and the animal
Kingdom to forgive me for the crror. 1 think, now, that I've solved that particular hang-up.
Interestingly. I wasn't nearly as upset about the many ducks. pheasants. and other animals I
kitled as a teen-age hunter in Minnesota.)
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Then the Teacher I was talking to continued: To enter this battle it is necessary to know every-
thing about one’s self, because the hidden part of the self is the real enemy. And, it is only that
which is unknown in our self, and our fear of that which is unknown, that robs us of strength.
That was why, He said, that He’d prepared such an unusual entrance to the ring, arranging it so
the fighter would see every detail of himself as he approached the ring.

Then He showed me that to get from the dressing room to where you climb up through the
ropes, you had to walk between two walls of mirrors. Then I was dressed like a fighter and
walking between the mirrors, and as I looked at myself, first on one side and then on the other,
it was clear that in actuality [ was somewhat different than my everyday subjective impressions
led me to believe. At that thought I became wide awake, and though I'd slept only 4 hours I was
highly energized, and got up and began the day.

ES * S

1 NOVEMBER 1992 (SUNDAY. PAT’S BIRTHDAY).... A usual day for Alyce, but one of
mental and emotional reorganization for me. That is, just as I organized the physical files, I'm
having to again do an emotional organization and housecleaning. It’s easy to let trash accumu-
late—and in the emotional domain it acts as a weight, for you have to carry it with you.

In that sense, we're like those crabs that carry a shell to live in. At least with the physical
house I can sweep dust under the rug and forget it. With emotional dust, though, it’s like adding
weight to your mountain-climbing pack. And it can’t be left behind. It remains in the pack like
useless rocks (that is. remains in the preconscious, or unconscious), instead of being in hand
like a walking stick, and being useful (in immediate consciousness). The analogy could be
carried on, but you get the drift....

2NOVEMBER 1992 (MONDAY).... In line with emotional housecleaning, I'm trying to chuck
out all useless feelings, such as irritated feelings due to pressure of commitments. I'll handle
promises as need be, but don’t want them weighing on me. In a way, this astral maneuver is
similar to straightening a real house, except that in a real house furniture stays where you put it.

One trouble with negative, gloomy and frustrated feelings is that they’re not easy to let go of.
When you do put them down, or think you put them down, they sneak up (they’re not as immo-
bile as furniture) and climb on your back when you're not looking, and whisper in your ear,
subliminally, that you can’t do anything about them, and, in addition to that, you are fully
justified in feeling the way you feel, identifying yourself with them. You are only being “honest”
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when you let them live in you (like parasites, though they don’t mention that)}—and carry them
around, forever.

Different from furniture, kamamanasic thought forms are ensouled by astral deva essence,
and like blood suckers they keep after you, never giving up, until shriveled with causal energy
(spiritual salt), or are condemned to die through starvation. That is, starvation through disinter-
est, not listening to their pleas, not feeding them....

%ok ok

6 NOVEMBER 1992 (FRIDAY).... Unusual feeling of joy. Played the keyboard till 3:30am....

s * *

INOVEMBER 1992 (SATURDAY).... While sitting at the dinner table with Alyce, I...watched
part of “Indiana Jones and the Temple of Doom.” The producers should be ashamed of that one.
Its main ingredients are sex, sadism, horror, and cruelty for no reason. Dialogue was amusing in
spots, but on a scale of 100 the words succeeded in bringing the part of the movie I watched
only up to a score of 5.

* * ‘

9 NOVEMBER 1992 (MONDAY).... just before waking I had two very-strong semi-lucid
dreams....

In the first...I was helping Alyce, or trying to explain to her, how to steer the car. I was outside
the open window and Alyce was supposed to be sitting at the wheel, but instead she was in the
middle of the front seat and wouldn’t move, and I was having a hard time getting her attention.
To my surprise, Marie was in the passenger seat, looking straight ahead in a calm way, seem-
ingly unaware, or unconscious, of what was happening.

I tried several times, unsuccessfully (and frustratingly), to show Alyce how to steer, before the
car began moving. It seemed that it was necessary for them to take a trip together without me,
and I was trying to give last-minute instructions.

Finally, the car began moving down an incline toward water (the astral plane). I hoped they
would get to their destination, but suddenly the car turned over, under water, in a stairwell that
had a door at the bottom.

In just a few seconds I had dived mto the water, swum down to the door and pulled it open....
All the water from the stairwell poured into a basement hallway in which several people. men
and women, were standing, as if waiting. The “welcoming committee™ in the bardo.
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As the water subsided (in a few seconds) both Marie and Alyce were seen lying on the floor on
their backs, with peaceful and serene expressions on their faces. They hadn’t died for they’d
been underwater for less than 20 seconds, but their unconscious state worried me, and I called
to the people saying it was necessary to quickly resuscitate these two.

They immediately came, and as resuscitation began, the dream ended.

I woke with pounding heart from the strenuous exertion. In pondering the dream’s meaning, it
seemed that possibly Marie (who died in "79) was being given a chance by the Teachers (by
helping Alyce in her transition, and because of her association with me) to come to full con-
sciousness in the spiritual domain and come out of devachan, the bardo dreamscape world, into
which souls who have not come to causal consciousness go.

According to Koot Hoomi, after death (of the physical body) the non-Initiated sou/ dreams for
500 to 1500 years in devachan. Aborigines, He said, have so little material to process that they
often reincarnate in less than 100 years.

Initiates, on the other hand, don’t go into devachan. Instead, after a period of instruction they
are able to work with humanity in a great variety of jobs as agents of the Teachers. This work
lasts until their next incarnation, which might be in 30 years or less.

....In the second dream, which was just before waking for the day, I was flying above a city
near a mountain range. I was demonstrating something to people who could see me, something
they needed to learn (I'm not sure what it was), but as I glided and turned this way and that I
began to lose altitude. I tried, as in many similar situations in the past, to call on the energy that
sustains me, but I couldn’t make it appear and kept losing altitude. Finally as I approached the
mountains I flew over a ridge and into a cul-de-sac canyon.

As this happened, I heard a woman and some men talking on the other side of the ridge about
something that should be done to help people handle a problem. I realized I knew exactly what
to do, and that the remedies they were discussing would be harmful, not helpful. So, 1 tried
again to rise, but ['d sunk too far and the walls were now far too high to rise above, and I had to
quickly bank around and reverse direction to get out. But, I'd dropped so far that the ridge was
now higher than I was, and I had to land!
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I came down on a gray gravelly slope about 3 blocks short of the crest of the ridge, and began
walking. I knew I’d somehow lost my energy supply, but that I would get it back. In the mean-
time, although boring and tiring, it was necessary to slog along over the gravel until I climbed
to the ridge. There, I knew, I could launch again, and turn attention to the need I'd overheard the
discussion of.

While walking, it suddenly came to me that the energy-loss was due to a depression (psycho-
logical) that I’d let myself sink into, and that the real source of my energy was joy, the kind of
spontaneous joy I normally have, all the time, though not always acutely aware of. Then I was
wide awake.

The significance of that dream was obvious, and the advice solidly correct. It takes lightness
to fly. Being weighed down by astral entanglements, or emotional burdens, or worries, besides
being useless, is counterproductive because it cuts off the supply of energy.

The “joy” that was referred to is something I consciously feel flashes of even these days. In
the last year, in noting these flashes, I'd wondered what circumstance (these days) could make
me feel joyful. But, after this morning’s dream, 1 realize again (as I've long known but recently
forgotten, or ignored), that joy has nothing to do with circumstances. It isn’t a consequence of
fun, or pleasure, or doing something, or entertainment. It is a self-generating, and regenerating,
state of being.

Joy is part of causal consciousness, and originates, I believe, in awareness of connection to
the [Kosmos] at trans-causal levels. The highest level of the causal body (the 1st subplane of the
mental plane) [Sub-level 21 in the field-of-mind diagram] is the connection with the Lotus says
The Tibetan, and when awareness of higher levels occurs, it not only brings regenerating en-
ergy but is felt as joy.

....S0 spontaneous joy must be allowed to come back—and bring energy for flying....

* % %

18 DECEMBER 1992 (FRIDAY).... During the night I was awakened with the buzzing whole-
body energy state I've previously described. It wasn’t unpleasant. I noticed that (like
Ramakrishna) if the intensity around the head got too high I tended to become unconscious. Not
sleepy, just forced into disconnection with the body.
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17 JANUARY 1993 (SUNDAY).... An interesting conversation... occurred when we were eat-
ing supper.... Alyce’s teeth were clamped on a piece of celery and it couldn’t be moved either
into her mouth or out, I said in a complaining way, “Alyce, what are you trying to do?”” And she
instantly said, as if [ ought to know the answer to that, “I'm trying to make the world better for
everyone.” Her comment reminded me that when we talk to people who are on multilevels of
consciousness, we may not know to what level the message is going to—or on what level the
message is received.

27 FEBRUARY 1993 (SATURDAY).... Alyce was in a rare and wonderful state of conscious-
ness.... She smiled and talked to me about many people and many things (which I couldn’t
identify). At one point she gestured across the street and asked me to look at something. I
looked, but the street was empty. Before I could say anything, she added, “I can see it—but you
wouldn’t see it!”

4 MARCH 1993.... at the end of my phone conversation, I was in the special transcendental
state of consciousness that often takes over when members of our group talk of spiritual matters
as instructors and begin answering questions. And then, when I finished talking and came from
the library to the dining room table, where Alyce had been...dozing, she looked up at me with
such an expression in her eyes that I knew she was seeing me. I responsively returned her look,
but didn’t say anything, and in the most clear and loving way she said, “I love you!” For two or
three more sentences we talked together like old times.

One reason [ mention this is that once again I noticed that if I’m in an unusually high state of
consciousness, Alyce has a tendency to come out as her True Self and say something. The
Tibetan commented on this phenomenon in regard to contacting, or talking with, the Teachers.
Their lowest level of consciousness is generally the highest of our causal levels (or is some-
times the Buddhic level) the Mind-of-Me level.

To communicate with Them it is necessary only to come up to Their state of consciousness.
Alyce, in her True-Self state, is at the causal-or-above level, and somehow senses when I'm
there, too, and often is able to say something that shows her awareness of the shared state. I
can’t imagine how She does this, considering her personality impairment in awareness and
ability to express herself, but it is satisfying to me, and makes up for the rest of the time.

INTHE BARDO 461



When Alyce talked to me tonight, I took the opportunity to tell her to not worry about me, to
relax, to let go, and if They came to get her, then go with Them. “They will teach you.” I said,
“how to use the spiritual telephone. We’ll be able to communicate no matter where you are!”
When I said that, she chuckled as if she’d have to see that to believe it, though not as if she
really didn’t believe it.

7MARCH 1993 (SUNDAY).... Later in the day, while I was listening to music and considering
its transpersonal connotations, I began thinking of Ram Dass and Joseph Campbell. and how
they came around, finally, to the idea that the Life ot Spirit (after you find out about it) “is the
only game in town.”

And for some reason, as [ thought about those things. a great feeling of love for the life of the
True Selt came over me. [ was lost in that feeling, when suddenly Alyce interrupted my thought
with a statement out of the blue, “There is nothing in the world more beautiful!” And as she
glanced at me I got the impression that for 4 seconds she was speaking as her own True Self. It
was an odd realization to know that at some level she was in perfect synchrony with my thought....

19 MARCH 1993 (FRIDAY). Just before awaking...I had an instructive. problem-solving, op-
erational dream. At its start I was haltway up in a tall high-rise building, and was planning a
climb of some kind. Three other people were going with me it seemed. Soon they showed up
with packs on their backs and with mountain-climbing shoes. [ wasn't certain who they were,
but they seemed to be family members who had been helping me with Alyce. I deduced they
were Pat, Judy, and Sandra, though I didn’t see their faces clearly.

In any event, when it was time to start climbing we instead got into an elevator that rose
rapidly to the top. The top turned out to be a roof-covered platform. about 1/4 of a square block
in area, perched on a tall structure similar to the Eiffel Tower. On leaving the elevator, not
seeing my companions again. I first went to the edge ot the platform and looked out. The tower
was higher than the clouds! One could see everywhere in the world.

On turning back. I could see that the platform was divided by partitions, open at the top. into
hallways and cubicles. Many people I didn’t know were going back and forth, but [ was con-
cerned only with Alyce. In an interior windowless cubicle, she was seated on a four-sided bench
mounted on a platform. and she herself was a four-sided figure, with four faces and four pairs of
arms. ['d come up from down below to help her accomplish a very difticult task. and doing it
was strenuous for me. too.
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She first used a right hand to pull on a monofilament nylon loop that went around the fingers
of a left hand, which was rigidly clenched into a fist that she couldn’t open. With shut eyes and
intense concentration, she used the loop to break loose one finger at a time. In the image it was
as if the loop would saw through a finger and go on to the next one, but the severed finger didn’t
become detached, instead it became flexible and free from clenching. After the left hand was
freed-up, Alyce took the loop in that hand and began working on the fingers of the right hand.

My task was to tightly hold, and immobilize, the hand and fingers being worked on. Since
each hand took several minutes of intense effort, it was an ordeal. Alyce’s attention and gritty
determination didn’t waver, though, and she continued from hand to hand until we’d gone all
the way around the four pairs of arms!

In addition to helping with the hands and fingers, I gave Alyce instruction on how to breath,
stroked the bridge of her nose, and told her that to maximize concentration it was better to
breath through the nose, rather than through the mouth. While doing this, I became aware of an
invisible guide instructing me as to what to say to Alyce.

As the dream neared its end [ gradually awakened, feeling stressed and tense.

A few minutes were needed for recovery before I got up to start breakfast. Pat, who was with
us for the day, was already in the kitchen and 1 told her of the dream. We speculated about what
it might specifically refer to. That question was answered when half an hour later I brought
Alyce out for breakfast, having had no trouble with clenched fists. Her hands were soft and
flexible.

Then, at the table, Alyce made a remark to Pat about something she had been doing. I didn’t
hear it...for I was in the kitchen, but Pat said, as I remember it, that Alyce said something about
her intention to have better control. At least, Pat felt that Alyce’s statement referred to what I'd
dreamed about.

Whatever it was that Alyce referred to, the most convincing and impressive fact was that for
the first time in at least 3 months I had no difficulty with clenched fists when trying to get her
out of bed. Usually her hand was tightly holding the sheet, or a blanket, and was almost impos-
sible to open. I'd work on one finger at a time, and hold it straight while working on the next.
And if my grasp slipped, the fingers would re-clench and I'd have to start over. Often I brought
Alyce all the way to the breakfast table with clenched fists, and only when I placed (forced) a
cracker between thumb and forefinger would the hands begin to relax.
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30 MARCH 1993 (TUESDAY).... Since my dream of 19 March, Alyce’s hands have been soft
and flexible, instead of tight-fisted and grasping!!! And, it has affected everything else. She
hears better, talks better, understands better, and is cooperative! The only necessity, for me, is to
talk with her in advance of every move, no matter how simple. If I wish her to move her hand,
first it is necessary to talk about it.

This is a remarkable change from...2 weeks ago, and it happened all at once, apparently dur-
ing the ordeal of gaining control of her hands during my “dream...”

14 APRIL 1993 (WEDNESDAY).... Pat came to take care of Alyce for a few hours while I
drove to the Council Grove Conference for a 2 1/2 hour presentation. Discussed the field-of-
mind diagram. [ started by saying that, in large part, what I was going to talk about was what I
knew, and not what I'd read or theorized about, and many of the hypnagogic visions I've re-
ceived and used as guidance over the years were openly discussed for the first time (outside the
family).

The effect on the group was surprising. Afterwards one person thanked me for legitimizing
her own experiences!

The rest of my presentation consisted of questions and answers about God, gods and god-
desses, devas and demons, and our need to master the archetypal entities (wWho would otherwise
control us as puppets)—and The Plan, as I became conscious of it experientially, and later
learned of it intellectually through The Teacher and The Tibetan.

27 APRIL 1993 (TUESDAY). Had an interesting dream about the effect [that] “being of serv-
ice” has on this planet, and on the individual who renders the service. The service may merely
be helping someone whose car is stuck in the mud, and therefore... doesn’t have much effect on
humanity as a whole, but the effect on the individual who gives loving and kind help is tremen-
dous and significant. We may not transform society much by being of value, but, according to
the dream, we certainly transform ourselves....
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2 MAY 1993 (SUNDAY)....dreamed about “turning it around,” not being trapped in astral mo-
lasses. In the dream it was explained that I need not stay in the semi-inactive and semi-down
state that I'd been in for the last few weeks. Instead I can turn it around as easily as turning
around a pillow on a chair. As soon as [ do this, the dream informed me, it’ll change the rules of
the game. No use to let depression have sway. Just turn it around. Take action! Maybe it actually
will be that easy. I'll see....

4 JUNE 1993 (FRIDAY). In pondering the being-of-service dream, I remember that before I
went to bed that night I'd been considering the possibility that what I'm doing for Alyce may
not really be of much value, either for her or for anyone else. What good is it doing for human-
ity, anyway? [ concluded, though, before I drifted off to sleep, that whatever happened to Alyce
in relation to my involvement would have to be orchestrated by her SOUL. I would merely
comply with seemed to be the best instruction I could get.

And now I remember that the being-of-service dream was told, or given, to me personally
and, even though the principle is true as a generality, it was not meant to be thought of as an
impersonal general rule. I'm glad I remembered that (or that [ was reminded of it). It reinforces
the feeling that I wish to continue what I'm doing with Alyce. I'm not sure what value the effort
is to Her as a Divine Entity, but it must be of some use.

¥k ok

Harvey Grady, in a letter long ago, told me that Monitor said that Alyce was the agent of a
“certain Teacher,” and that her etheric “energy” (though not her physical consciousness), was
still being used, and that she might therefore stay longer than one would guess.[How true.]

Well, that’s the way it is. And to quote one of the hilarious digs at New Age pseudo-wisdom
from “The Adventures of Buckaroo Banzai Across the Eighth Dimension,” “Remember: Wher-
ever you go—there you are!” If this is said very seriously, and in a profound way, it gets atten-
tion, especially because of American fascination with Zen koans....

* *) £

26 JUNE 1993 (SATURDAY).... [ISSSEEM held a conference in Monterey, California, and I
agreed to be available for three days while Judy and Bob came from Colorado and cared for
Alyce. For nine days previously I'd had family visitors, and also for three days, while Sandra
cared for Alyce, I had been in Montreal at a conference with Pat and Steve. Those days were a
family affair which Alyce seemed to appreciate.]
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At San Francisco, I rented a car and drove to Monterey, crossing the Montara Mountains and
the San Andreas Rift lakes on Highway 92, over to Half Moon Bay. From there to Monterey is
100 miles. It was an idyllic drive. Perfect chapperal-scented warm dry air, bright sun, fluffy
clouds, blue sky. The ocean was shining and beautiful, curling green breakers with long horse-
tail plumes blowing back, coming in on every beach.

It was so familiar and entrancing that I almost felt that Kansas had never been—an odd state
of consciousness. But, as might be expected, as [ drove over the hills and down to Half Moon
Bay, and along the ocean, I began to feel a loss. Alyce was missing. Once, it struck with an
abrupt shock: I turned to exclaim, to call Alyce’s attention to a giant translucent-green breaking
wave, and she wasn’t there.

Can’t describe exactly how I felt, nor the accompanying out-of-this-world shift in conscious-
ness, but I was acutely conscious of the fact that we are on this planet as spectators and actors
only for a short time. And, it made me realize once again that the important thing in life is to
nourish and purify relationships, with each other, with Gaia, and with the Lotus World, and to
avoid nostalgia.

It isn’t easy, though, to always keep nostalgia in abeyance, and replace it with the beauty of
memories. Nostalgia has a sad sense of loss, and is easy to indulge in, to sink into. But it is non-
useful. Nostalgia is about the past. We are concerned with the present and the future, aren’t we?

In any event, I experimented with my feelings on the way down the coast to Monterey, and
found, to my relief, that I could extract beauty and joy out of memory. and turn off the sadness
of nostalgia. It was great to be able to have joy instead of sadness. Our feelings are like arms
and legs. They are useful, needed, but they mustn’t be allowed to be autonomous. They must be
our servants, not our masters.... [The Monterey-type nostalgia returned again and again in a
diminishing sequence, however, before being totally transmuted—after Alyce was gone.]

e X *

29 JUNE 1993 (TUESDAY).... The weather was warm and sunny. Sea otters and scuba divers
were having a good time in the kelp beds off the hotel. I started for SF at 10am. driving the
winding highway through the redwoods from Santa Cruz to San Jose. Beautiful country, and so
familiar. It’s hard to believe that I don’t live in California. It seems more like home than Kansas,
or any other place.

The divided 4-lane highway over the mountains from Santa Cruz to San Jose is an almost-
continuous sequence of 40 mph curves. uphill and downhill. which drivers in small cars transit
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at top speed with windows open, between 60 and 65 mph. Since I had a small car, a glossy
bright-red Mercury. [ joined the race.

It took a few minutes to become familiar with the car’s handling idiosyncrasies, but soon I
was in the swing of it. What an exhilaration! It was like a smooth high-speed dance, but full of
surprises—other cars, trucks and buses—requiring foresight, ingenuity, and brashness. There’s
a camaraderie between drivers, and on occasion, when it’s possible to take momentary advan-
tage of an opening and shoot past, they glance at each other with a look of secret awareness and
joy. It was a super drive! One I won’t soon forget.

2 JULY 1993 (FRIDAY).... having had company continuously since Sandra and Fred’s arrival
on 17 June, Judy and Bob’s departure made the house seem deserted. To ease this feeling, or
muffle it, I decided (after a round of internal debate), to relax while fixing dinner with a small
glass of sherry wine. So, while Alyce drank V8 juice and ate crackers, I fixed a green salad and
drank sherry.

Much to my surprise, my stomach felt like it was holding the wine in suspension, rather than
absorbing it. Oddly enough, it felt like a GI-tract rebellion. Not believing that could be the case,
I drank another small glass. and my stomach really began to hurt.

By then dinner was ready and while I helped Alyce with hers, I ate mine, thinking that food
would solve the problem. But, it didn’t, and I began to feel very uncomfortable. The cause of
this peculiar situation was probably connected, I felt, with the fact that about the 20th of May I
decided to not drink any more beer or wine, or any other alcoholic beverage, except with com-
pany. Never when home “alone,” with Alyce, and now I was countermanding that decision. The
reason for making that decision had several parts, as follows,

1. Nowadays, even | can of Milwaukee’s Best makes me begin to feel spacey, and that alco-
hol-induced feeling was getting to be a problem. I was already spacey simply from being sensi-
tive to Alyce’s state of mind, and the two spacey-generators together seemed to be mutually
potentiating, and I no longer could tell what my true physiologic state was.

For instance, when I got up today I felt as spacey as if I had drunk the equivalent of 2 or 3
beers shortly before going to bed. And, even if I didn’t drink MB for 2 or 3 days, the effect
didn’t completely vanish.

The question was, how much influence did Alyce’s state of consciousness have on me? Long
ago, when I was a student at the University of Minnesota, 2 or 3 beers seemed like nothing (at
least that’s how I remember it), but now that was no longer true.
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2. I wanted to be in my best reality-testing mode in order to be of best-possible service to
Alyce. I noticed that if I drank beer or wine while I was fixing dinner in the evening that it
quickly affected my mood, making it more light-hearted, less gloomy, less worried, and less
aware of what was happening with Alyce while she was trying to eat.

And that lack of awareness of Alyce I didn’t care for at all. If something unfortunate should
happen to her while I was in a spacey mood because of drinking even a small amount of beer or
wine, I would always wonder if it would have been different if I had been more aware of her
needs, and less concerned with my own.

3. My consciousness and my mood had to be totally under my own control, not dependent on
any external thing or external situation. If I didn’t have total control, I might not be able to help
Alyce properly in the psychic and spiritual sense if she should suddenly die. I wanted to be clear
of all foreign influences when she departed, day or night, and it seemed that her time on this
planet, unpredictable as it was, was coming to an end. In addition, consciousness and mood are
not the same thing, so it was necessary to work independently on mood control. And that work
I could not easily do if the mood was artificially skewed.

4. In taking care of Alyce, responsibility didn’t change merely with MB and a bit of light-
heartedness at dinner time, and after dinner was over the effect of dinner-time MB was always
a downer because nothing had really changed. [ became sleepy, more gloomy, more procrasti-
nating on tasks that needed doing, less energetic, etc. This was the flip side of an MB-facilitated
mood. This flipped and false down-state was no more useful in being of service to Alyce than
the false up-state, and. the down-state sometimes would drag on, like the false spaceyness, for
2 or 3 days, and that was highly counterproductive.

5. The stress of the situation with Alyce (coupled with CWP and ISSSEEM stresses) plus beer
or wine as a mood changer, created a peculiar GI problem. I didn’t have any clinical-level GI
disorder of the kind that we train patients to handle. but my lack of true reality-testing and
control (my escapism) in the mental and emotional sense, was paralleled in the physiological
domain by GI confusion.

It was as if the GI tract was getting conflicting signals from moods and from MB. The result-
ant physiologic effect was too much GI motility, too much activity. Obviously, it was necessary
for me to take charge of all my moods, stabilize them, and totally dispense with external mood-
shifters, otherwise the GI tract would never know whom to believe, me or them....
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So. with all the above things in mind, I decided to cease drinking beer or wine except with
company here at home, or out with others at a restaurant, etc. In addition, I told the emotions
that from now on I would choose what they would feel, and I told the GI tract to mend its ways,
to quiet down and never behave in any way that I didn’t approve of.

I made the ultimatums quite forceful, and although it took about a week before the habit of
drinking beer fell away, I was soon free of it. The withdrawal effect was mainly in the habitual
part when I started to fix dinner every day, but [ also noticed a slight yowling of the physiologi-
cal devas at their forced alignment with my decision. That sensation was rather like a covert
hunger, or an indefinite whole-body aching for something of some sort. In any event, like all
emotional and physiological things, they went away.

% % *)

So, to get back to where I was: The upshot of it was that after dinner Alyce and I moved to the
couch. I turned on the TV, but couldn’t focus on it because of stomach pain, where it felt like all
GI action had totally stopped, in rebellion and anger it seemed (possibly because of my previ-
ously forcing it into alignment with my decision). Finally I lay down on the floor and practiced
total quieting. That worked for about 30 seconds, and then the pain spread through the entire
midsection of the body and I began to feel nauseous....

After a few bouts of nausea, lasting about an hour, [ was totally recovered, and felt free, light,
and fine. As I thought about what had happened, it occurred to me that there was still some
sherry left in the fridge, and it might be best to pour it down the drain. The crescendo of affirma-
tion, like an internal shout of agreement from somewhere in the unconscious, startled me and
made me laugh, but I immediately complied, not wanting to test “them” again.

Interestingly enough, while Fred and Sandra were here, and later Judy and Bob, the one con-
dition that I set, that I would allow myself beer or wine with others, caused me no trouble. Once
again I’'m impressed by the power of the mind (and emotions) to set conditions to be complied
with by the physiology.

And once it gets set up, it’s not easy to change. It reminded me of Gene Peniston’s 2 alcoholic
patients who programmed their bodies to recover from alcoholism with alpha-theta training
coupled with visualization, not really wanting to stop drinking, but not realizing that basic
hypothalamic centers would be modified, and that their bodies would no longer tolerate drink-
ing. Nausea was their discovery, too.

% % %

3 JULY 1993 (SATURDAY).... as I awakened I began thinking about the body’s reaction to
alcohol, and wondered if it needed any particular food. And instantly I got a hypnagogic flash,
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definitely from unconscious sources. showing a waterfall, and that I should drink it. I got the
message. It was so powerful and different from my usual thinking (and hypnagogic imagery)
that I believe 1t came from outside, projected in, rather than from inside my own head.

7AUGUST 1993 (SATURDAY).... Just as I got up I heard a unique bird song, a most piercing
and thrilling run up and down the scale, covering about 2 octaves in 3rd and 4th intervals,
lasting about 4 seconds. Startled, I went to the door of the bedroom, which was open, and
carefully looked out through the screen, disturbing the drape as little as possible so as to not
frighten the singer away. Nothing was visible, though the song repeated about every half minute.
The bird was at the back of the ravine, behind trees. obscured by thousands of leaves.

I watched for movement...without success, becoming more and more eager to see the bird.
Was it a thrush? It reminded me of the “arpeggio bird™” I heard long ago in Canada, at the north
end of Lake Agnes, when Judy. Sandra, Alyce and I were canoeing in the Quetico Forest Re-
serve. And that bird, though it never became visible, I later identified as a thrush by searching
through descriptions of songs and habitats.

As 1 listened to this incredible song, I began thinking of how one time when I wanted to see a
pelican, one came out of a clear sky and circled the boat at mast height and then tlew away. And
when | wanted to see a Downy Woodpecker. in Topeka, after having not seen one since living in
Minnesota, one came within 10 minutes and landed of the patio table. And when I wanted to see
a Luna moth, having not seen one since Minnesota. one came the next night and fluttered
against the window where I was writing an article. In all those cases. though, I had a very
special feeling, a feeling of alignment with Gaia, before the event.

In the present case, if [ could generate, or re-create, that special feeling, maybe the bird would
make itself visible to me. If that were to happen, where would I want it to fly to? Still speculat-
ing, I looked up in the trees by the back deck. and thought it would be nice to have the bird come
there. But then, since I was merely speculating, anyway, why not have it come to a spot where
visibility was perfect. Not up in a tree, where flashes of bright sky through the leaves made
seeing difficult, by down low against a dark background. In fact, since I was only imagining
things. why not pick a dead branch close to the deck railing.

And the thought occurred—how did my present imagining differ from my other contacts with
Gaia? And the answer, of course, was that the special feeling was missing, and it was a key
ingredient. Then the thought: Could I, at will, generate such a feeling? That previous event had
occurred more or less spontaneously. that is, I didn’t will anything. I had a desire. and some-
thing happened. Could I create such a desire? Did 1 really want to see that bird? As much as |
had wanted to see the pelican?
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I thought about that for a moment, and decided that the answer was yes, I really did want to
see that bird. And 1 imagined the feeling of alignment with Gaia, and the [visualization] of what
I wanted, and the feeling that I really wanted the bird to come and land on the dead branch.

And then I waited, sort of holding my breath, and after a minute I saw a flash of a little brown
bird coming down from a tree at the back of the ravine and flying diagonally to a nearer tree,
about half as far away. It wasn’t clearly visible, Could that be the same bird, the on¢ that was

singing? It looked too small, and inconspicuous for such a loud and piercing song.

And then it sang. [t was that bird! I marveled that such a tiny bird could have such a striking
song. And then, it flew directly toward me and landed on a dead branch in the tree I had picked
out, at the level I had held in my image! It was on the second of two dead branches, rather than
on the first I'd looked at, but it was very close and the view was perfect. It was a little cinnamon
striped bird about the size of a sparrow, maybe a trifle bigger. It sat there and sang its song five
or six times, and I was dazzled.

After a couple of minutes, since the bird seemed solidly placed on the branch, I decided to get
the binoculars. I wanted to see its eyes and feathers more clearly. I carefully left the doorway,
and the bird continued singing, but when I was halfway back to the bedroom with the binocu-
lars the song stopped. When I looked again, the bird had gone. Nevertheless, it was wonderful
to get a good look at such a remarkable songbird, and I thanked Gaia, and that particular bird,
for what had happened....

....It was probably mentioned somewhere in this journal, but one other time I had that same
feeling, slightly different for it had a powerful feeling of affection.... I was playing golf with a
group of dentists on a Lake-Michigan shoreline golf course in Wisconsin after giving a lecture
on pain control and, since we had a blank afternoon in the symposium schedule, we decided to
play golf. The set of clubs I rented was missing a 5 iron, and I asked the attendant to find one for
me. He looked around and, behind a door, found an old obsolete club with a weather-beaten
wooden shaft, vintage 35 years earlier.

I dropped it in the bag without looking at it, and didn’t use it until the 5th or 6th hole. About
150 yards from the pin, I took out the old 5 iron, put my hands on its leather grip, and suddenly
a feeling of love for this club swept across me. I was startled but, since I'd picked up psycho-
metric feelings previously and was familiar with them, I decided that the previous owner, the
real owner, must have truly loved that club, and had a special feeling about it every time he
addressed the ball with it.
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In any event. suffused with that good feeling as I addressed the ball, I swung just about right,
I thought. The ball landed 20 feet short of the green, bounced a couple of times. then onto the
sloping surface, and rolled a long graceful arc into the hole! I was astonished. It was by far the
best shot I'd ever made in my years of playing. I thanked the club, and its loving owner. before
I put it back in the bag. My partners were impressed! (But I didn’t explain.)

18 AUGUST 1993 (WEDNESDAY).... Living with total equanimity in the “here and now.”
regardless of what is going on, regardless of what role one is obliged to fulfill. isn’t always
easy—but it sure is educational. I knew 30 years ago about the end-of-days problems that Alyce
would have. but I didn’t anticipate my intricate mental-and-emotional detachment problems.

As this process with Alyce continues, I find that many of the causal points-of-view that The
Tibetan talked about have become my direct experience. It is a relief, and true joy, to move into
this experiential existential causal state, but getting there has been strenuous.

22 SEPTEMBER (WEDNESDAY. FIRST DAY OF AUTUMN). Music videos played in my
head while I slept, and when I got up at 6:30am to work on the CWP paper they continued, a
constant internal-music background. It was the audio part of the videos that ran in my mind. 1
seldom see a picture unless I call it up.

During dinner I played 4 hours of recorded music videos. About /3 ot what I originally
listened to on TV [ didn’t record because. to me. it was either banal. boring, crass, erotic for the
sake of erotic, or simple shrieking without significance. Some of those that I recorded. though,
are beautiful short-but-complete movies about other states of consciousness, and all of them,
put together, give a feeling of “reality.”

....This music is remarkably different from the popular music ot the Twenties and Thirties.
Almost none of that was focused on values, or on transpersonal concerns. The change in music
is, in fact, astounding. Because of the way, nowadays. that instrumental (and vocal) sounds and
themes are blended and repeated. It seems that the deva kingdom is being invoked. Maybe the
deva side of our nature is getting a chance to express itselt.

25 SEPTEMBER (SATURDAY).... An interesting modification in consciousness took place. in
me. this morning, before helping Alyce get up. For the last six weeks I've been aware of an
increasing psvchological detachment in Alyce. and simultaneous decrease in her ability to control
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striate muscles (except for strong resistance to most position changes that I try to initiate).
Specifically. in the awareness domain, she has responded less and less to verbal instructions,
and in the EMG domain I've had to make increasing use of the dolly chair. In fact, for the last
10 days she hasn’t been able to walk anywhere, even with my hands holding her hands and
providing balance anywhere. I"ve used the dolly chair continuously....

So, this morning, while pondering Alyce’s state ot consciousness and control, and feeling my
inadequacy and frustration in working with her, I decided to move entirely to a care-taker role,
and quit trying to communicate. It was a sad decision, however liberating, and I turned attention
inward and upward to invoke ideas from my SELF (and any Teacher who might notice) on
exactly what to do, how to act and interact with Alyce, while detaching myself from her behavior.

The answer I got (intuitive, but very definite) was to quit talking aloud. Begin talking to Alyce
with whispers—and, use mental suggestions, or requests, and depend on ESP for communication!!

During the last 2 or 3 months, I've noticed a few times that whispering was less a strain for me
than talking, and I did it sometimes as relaxation while caring for Alyce. And she, to my sur-
prise, seemed to hear just about as well as when I spoke in normal voice, even though I know
that at high frequencies she has a pronounced hearing loss, possibly as much as 20 decibels.
And, unfortunately, it can’t be helped with her hearing aid.

As long as a year ago she refused to have it put in her ear any more. And she also refused to
wear earphones, or use the Listen-Aider earphone that had been helpful a couple of years ago.

But how about the difficulty of shaping thoughts for ESP communication, I queried, making
specific thoughts definite. with a beginning and end, rather than fluid? When using the voice,
no matter how inadequate words may be in communicating meanings, thoughts at least have a
final definite shape. or output. The answer to that was to mouth the words silently, or quietly
whisper, while doing whatever was necessary in helping Alyce get up, get dressed, eat break-
fast, etc.

So, I decided to do it. And when I went to the bedroom to awaken Alyce, at 1;30pm, I said
nothing. Just leaned over, put my cheek against hers, and whispered good morning. To my
surprise, her response was better than I’d been getting lately by singing a good morning song.
She stirred, opened her eyes, looked at me, smiled, and said a few sentences....
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The rest of the day was one of no talking, at least not by me. Since no phone calls came, it was
a totally silent day except for a few soft whisperings, sometimes in Alyce’s ear, but mostly
while I was doing things, like tilting the dolly chair back, while holding her left hand on her
right shoulder to stabilize body-position and prevent rolling oft the chair.

It was a strange day. Not easy to describe. Somewhat like a meditation retreat. It had a peace-
making effect on me. And the effect on Alyce was remarkable! Perhaps it was a great relief to
her to no longer have to try to understand words and sentences. Or try to figure out why I was
talking urgently about something.

She was peacetul, more compliant, seemed to understand just as well, or even better, than
when I spoke aloud, and she became the client in a non-verbal client-centered situation. I defi-
nitely felt a shift in role from a partner and care taker to a client-centered therapist. And it felt
okay, much more peaceful and stress-free than trying to communicate in usual ways, in orga-
nizing and conducting our life together....

The most striking evidence of psychological effects in Alyce was that during our silent dinner,
she seemed much more aware of me, and of the fact that things were being done for her. And,
much to my surprise, on one occasion when I gave her a spoon of green salad, she turned,
looked directly at me, and said, “Thank you.”

Showing my surprise and my pleasure at the communication. I turned back to her and silently
mouthed the words, without much lip movement, *“You are welcome.” When she looked puzzled,
I wanted to say more, so [ bent down and quietly whispered in her ear. “You are welcome.™

Her response to that was a joy. She laughed aloud and said, *“Thank you. Thank you, again!”
I gave her a big smile, looked in her eyes for a moment, then turned away, and then she said,
after a second or two, “I love you.” Quickly I turned back, and she continued, “And, I pray....”
But she didn’t finish the thought. I bent down, put my forehead against hers and whispered
thank you—and again, for a few moments, we were in contact.

* S ®

With Alyce, it was a delightful day compared with what we've been moving toward. Twice,
during Pavarotti-and-Sting renditions of “Panis Angelicus,” while Alyce was eating dinner, |
meditated with my arms making a semi-circle above her, calling down the white cylinder of
light that I often used in the past when I wanted to accelerate changes in body, emotions, and mind.

A great deal of energy seemed to be elicited. It felt like being in an intense electric tield. The
sensation of tingling across my back, which I've felt for the last year whenever I've helped
Alyce move trom one place to another, or have begun thinking about the Teachers and Their
activities on other planes, came in full force.

474 IN THE BARDO



Whatever the physical reality, which probably couldn’t be detected with instrumentation, the
psychological effects were significant, and welcomed. I hope I can continue this way, and stay
away from undesirable responses to life’s tricks at Menninger, or at home, or any place else....

26 SEPTEMBER (SUNDAY).... The day progressed very well without my talking to Alyce
except in whispers, on occasion. The main benefit of doing this, for me, consists of the fact that
if I don’t talk aloud, then | have no expectations. If you say something to a person, even though
they have trouble understanding, you always hope you are getting through. But, if you say
nothing aloud, expectation is diminished, and the pressure of hoping for compliance goes away!
So, Alyce is more at ease, and so am .

“FR” talked on the phone about his connection with Serapis. It sounds genuine. In addition,
he spoke with Genesis about what to do, and Genesis said that he would have to meditate every
day for 2 or 3 hours, or more, no matter how boring (FR’s word), to surmount any personality-
based level of consciousness.

An amusing thing happened at the Driver’s License office. The woman who handled my
papers had me read the letters in her machine and then made out my license with a Corrective
Glasses restriction. When I said that was a mistake, she said it wasn’t, because [ was wearing
my glasses!!

Oddly enough the glasses had never been seen by her. They were in my pants pocket. When I
said she’d made a mistake, she thought I was trying to trick her, and I had to read the eye chart
again. Reluctantly she tore up the papers and started over.

Funnier still, I told her that a sentence in the Kansas Driver’s Manual needed to be modified
so readers wouldn’t think it had been written by an idiot. The sentence says, “The Driver’s
Responsibility is Greater Than That of the Pedestrian, Since a Motor Vehicle With its Greater
Weight and Speed is Much More Destructive.” Wow! No kidding! Since when have Pedestrians
been running over cars!

But, this remarkable lady, proudly wearing a police uniform, self-righteously defended the
sentence, saying. “But it’s true. Cars do have greater weight and destructive effect!” And when
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I said that that wasn't the point, she forcefully, seemingly miffed at having to explain things to
a dopey civilian, rebutted with, “But the Pedestrian might pull a gun out of his pocket!!” At that
I quit, and was glad to escape from the Driver’s License Office without a fine or ticket for
something or other. The New Yorker, though, might find that sentence entertaining.

9 OCTOBER (SATURDAY).... During dinner I played...music videos... and noticed that one
song, by Ray Charles, was as if written for me to sing to Alyce. Part of it goes, “When we
worked [were] together, I was singing my song to you.” And the way I understood it, even when
they were performing for crowds, I was singing my song to you.” Now maybe that wasn’t
exactly how the song went, or what Ray Charles meant. But that was how I heard it.

Struck by the meaning of the words for my life, I silently reviewed in my mind the dream in
which Alyce and I came down the mountain to dance for the people at a dinner, Alyce in white
satin, outlined in pearls, and I in black silk outlined in diamonds. But all the time we performed
I was focused on Alyce, and felt I was dancing for her. She was my connection with REALITY.

Suddenly and unexpectedly, for I had been looking past her, Alyce turned and looked up at me
with the brightest eye, and sweetest look and smile you can imagine, and said, with every word
clear, “It was a great work.... wasn’t it?”” And when [ answered. “Yes, it was a great work,” she
said, ““Yes, it was.” I leaned down and put my forehead against hers, and for a moment...we
were here together.

Later, at the very end of the meal, a look of great distress came across her face and she said,
“What can I do? This is the hardest thing to take care of that I have ever done!” And I responded
with, “Yes, this is the hardest thing you have ever done.” And she added. “'I should say!” This
time her words were difficult to articulate, and she had to tind each one, but they were easy to
understand. I held her head in my arms to comfort her, and in a few minutes she was able to eat
her last bite of dinner.

Some of this enhanced communication seems to be connected with the fact that whenever
Pavarotti and Sting sing “Panis Angelicus,” which happens twice with each run of the video
cassette, I stop whatever I'm doing, move to Alyce’s chair at the dinner table, hold my arms in
a half-circle above her, and visualize the...Cylinder of Light that I saw one time coming from
the stars. Almost every time I do this Alyce becomes very still and quiet, and it seems that She
is then more likely to contact me.

Lately. ['ve visualized our ascent through the burst-off roof of the hut at the top of the house,
and rising into the Overworld of Angels. Light. and Singing. I think of this in connection with
Alyce’s Lotus Self, of course, and not as if she will undergo a physiological change. However,
most ot the time she seems to notice that something unique is happening.
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10 OCTOBER (SUNDAY).... Began writing in this journal at midnight. I've found that the
days...are going by in a kind of daze, and if I wait more than 24 hours to make an entry herein,
[ can hardly remember anything....

13 OCTOBER (WEDNESDAY)... In one dream, I saw myself very clearly on a stage, at some
future date, maintaining by my Being, not just by my words, that the future of science would
have to include a complete study of subtle energies and energy medicine, and the sooner that
fact was recognized, the better it would be for the world. Critics who also were on the stage
were ignored. What they didn’t want to know, or discover, would be their own loss.

In another dream I was blazing a trail for skiers, accompanied by another man. We eventually
scouted out a trail down the mountain and shot through the village at its foot and, when we
turned to look back across the valley, we saw a host of skiers coming, and some of them were
pure hot-dog artists, incredibly expert. The other person and I laughed and admired them, knowing
that those people were scheduled to do some amazing things in “energy science™ a few years
from now, seemingly after the turn of the century.

*® *® *®

14 OCTOBER 1993 (THURSDAY).... “SJ” referred a writer, **D”, to me because of the copper-
wall work with healers. D was mainly interested in reports of psychic attack being enhanced
and promoted through the use of special electronic equipment.

I, personally, don’t think that machinery is involved, though a lot of people, especially some
Russian inventors are claiming that they can do such a thing, can use special radiatory elec-
tronic devices from far away to befuddle the thinking of leading statesmen and, on occasion,
drive them into weird personality and emotional changes.

I gave D a rundown on Tibetan, Hindu, Sufi, and American Indian occult theory, as they relate
to the idea of an evolutionary PLANETARY BEING (of which GAIA is the densest part) WHO
is releasing a flood of etheric energy with which humans must cope, and which is, according to
occult theory, related to the peculiar psychic phenomena that many people are experiencing
these days.
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[ argued that from a historical and occult perspective, the idea of an electronic device is not
needed. If one accepts the idea of mentally-controlled etheric energy (as D...says he may) then
there are many possibilities, and no need to ascribe what's happening to an extension of con-
ventional science.

Also, from a scientific perspective, the idea that a non-subtle electromagnetic device can find
and focus on one person in a crowd, miles away, inside a steel-laced building, like focused
psychokinesis or ESP. and scramble his or her mental. emotional, and physical nature, is ditfi-
cult to explain. From what we know of the laws of non-subtle electromagnetic radiation. and its
focusing and shielding, it isn’t possible.

Mind. and mental and etheric energy, may interact with electromagnetic energy, but its laws
have non-local (planet wide) characteristics that are better suited than physical devices for the
concept of psychic attack.

Don’t know what effect the conversation had on D, but some of the non-local occult concepts
were hard for him to grasp. It’s easier for people to think that superscience is the cause of
trouble in the world today.

D has been all over the world, on the trail (he believes) of hush-hush devices responsible for
psychic attack. Since Russian experimenters are making such claims, and also saying that psy-
chotic people can be reprogrammed by means of electronic machinery to become totally nor-
mal, there is a combination of scientific, pseudo-scientific, and superstitious confusion....

I suggested that D talk with Jack Schwarz. and gave him the phone number. He said he’d get
back to me. for, he said. I gave him some ideas he wanted to explore further. If he doesn’t call
again. It’ll be okay.

16 OCTOBER 1993.... While sitting by Alyce on the couch. I meditated twice with Pavarotti
and Sting’s “Panis Angelicus”—whenever it appeared on the music video tape, visualizing the
Cylinder of Light.

During the last ot those visualizations an odd thing occurred. Suddenly a vivid memory of the
1944 dream-vision returned in which Alyce and I were in the silent hut on the roof of the house,
where the only light was trom a candle whose tlame never tlickered—where as the walls col-
lapsed. the root burst oft. and we and the baby she held rose into a realm of light. joy, angels.
rejoicing, and choir music.
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Just as [ remembered that, and the circumstances that led up to my being on the roof in the first
place, I realized with a shock that now was the time of that vision. At the same instant, the skull
cap of energy that has been with me many years, came down, to my surprise, over my whole
head. down to the shoulders. The intensity of the pressure through the front part of the head was
remarkable. It almost seemed that the inhibitor The Teacher had installed over my psychic
faculties. “to help” me. might burst off.

When this pressure began, I turned my attention inward, as a Watcher, and as the pressure
increased | became unconscious. I returned to consciousness about an hour later, not feeling
that I had been asleep, but had, rather, been in some space where my brain-sensitivity wasn’t
tuned up enough to record anything. The 1944 dream, powerful and penetrating as it was, so
that at the time [ stayed in it with an electrified body after [ woke up, had been to a large extent
symbolic rather than actual, and my brain had been sensitive enough to record the imagery.
This, however, was different. It was more like the real thing, not a symbol of the real thing.

And now, 12 hours later, as I write of these things, the skull cap returns, and this time the
pressure (vibration, buzzing, tickling) is especially powerful in the region of the 2 ears, and
they hear many continuous singing notes, the “sound of the chakras” that [ have described
before.

The skull cap has much the feel of a close-fitting motor cycle helmet, except that now it
covers the front of the head down to the teeth, as well as the sides and back. Also, the vibration
has returned across, or just below, my shoulder blades.

Well, I'll continue on today as if nothing is happening, and maybe these physical feelings will
subside. Incidentally, there are no particular emotional or mental correlates of this, except a
welcoming, a greeting from me. Too bad we can’t as yet photograph the etheric body and its 4
types of prana.

23 OCTOBER 1993.... read the latest issue of Harvey Grady’s Monitor-based publication called
EXPLORATIONS. This...issue was focused on prayer and meditation, and I was impressed
that what Monitor said (in different terminology) was almost identical with what The Tibetan
said in A TREATISE ON COSMIC FIRE, in 1925.

Oddly, the way Monitor expresses Himself in explaining things to Harvey’s meditation group,
is almost the same way that I would explain, having now studied The Tibetan’s material for 50
years. As I read Harvey’s material it occurred to me that Monitor may be The Tibetan. I thought
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of that one other time, when I read Monitor’s description of the Fellowship of Light’s way of
working.

But, on the other hand, the Teachers have an at-one-ment, when They focus in the same area
of discourse, that is far beyond anything normal for us. So, if They look at a particular process
or aspect of the Kosmos, it perhaps is to be expected that They would come out with the same
ideas and quite-similar expressions.

[Just as I wrote that last sentence above, a ball of light, like a light bulb, appeared in the upper
part of my visual tield. Whenever that happens, I've learned, it is a signal from the Lotus Self
that the idea, whatever it is, is correct. So, from that flash of light I deduce that Monitor and The
Tibetan are not the same entity, but merely tune in on things in a similar way.|

* * *

5 NOVEMBER 1993.... for the last month, in order to encapsulate Alyce and me from the
world and better maintain our particular subtle relationship and energy state, I've felt it neces-
sary to shut out, to a large extent, the on-going environment and its vibes. No NEW YORK-
ERS, no TV (except for the Institute of Noetic Science’s “Heart of Healing™), no weather and
no news, except for S minutes with a couple ot TIME magazines and what I get from taking a 1-
minute glance at the front page of the WALL STREET JOURNAL every weekday, and 5 or 6
minutes per week of “Washington Week in Review,” to get their “headline” news.

Also, during the last month our music atmosphere has been shaped almost entirely by the
music videos that I winnowed from the morass out there. I saved only those whose vibes did not
clash with what is going on in Alyce and me. The only serious distractions have been the
telephone and my duties for CWP and ISM, and ['ve shunted those things into a compartmen-
talized space in my mind, so as to not disturb the ambiance here....

% xR x

10 NOVEMBER (WEDNESDAY).... Rather difficult to give a psychologist an education over
the phone, so he can immediately appreciate the similarities and differences between Freud,
Jung, Adler, Maslow, and Carl Rogers, and between classical, behavioristic, humanistic, and
transpersonal psychologies—apart from talking about Aurobindo, The Tibetan, Edgar Cayce,
Monitor, and the Dalai Lama.

14 NOVEMBER 1993.... read more of NINE PRINCES IN AMBER [Zelazny. 1970]. On this
re-reading [ note many interesting details that I hadn’t seen before. Zelazny is describing the
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Physical-Etheric-Astral Plane as the region of Shadow, and the lowest 2 levels of the Causal
Plane as the “real world” of Amber. The 9 princes of Amber are the immortal (though not
eternal) archetypal gods, like the Greek gods. And, like the Greek gods, they are a conniving
bunch who have little goodwill or love, one for another, or for humanity.

It is interesting that goodwill, a heart-chakra virtue, is a reflection not of the Causal Plane but
of the Buddhic Plane. In an individual person, Goodwill is characteristic of the Lotus Being.

Seven books after NINE PRINCES IN AMBER, Zelazny gets around to the idea that Amber
itself is a species of Shadow, in danger of destruction by the countervailing forces and creatures
of Chaos, and suggests that Amber... is merely a reflection of a True Amber, a True State of
Being that can hardly be cognized even by the gods. What a neat idea Zelazny got from his
mythologic and Jungian studies!

21 NOVEMBER 1993.... The other day, just before rising, Alyce said, “I thank you again for
what you are doing.” And later she added, out of the blue, not connected with what she was
doing and with no awareness (it seemed) of what she said, “I'll see you in the next life.” And
that sentence, I had the feeling, referred to her up-coming life on the next plane, and I answered
that she could work with me from spirit levels, until I joined her there.

It’s very possible that we won’t have another physical life together, for both of us may be too
involved in many things to have time for that. We will work together ad infinitum, perhaps, but
most likely not in physical bodies.

As Genesis said, the opportunity to again take physical form may not arise before our focus of
work has shifted entirely to other levels. Apparently though, and for possibly a long time, we
will be able to work through etheric bodies.

Genesis’ comment about the possibility of a future physical life fits very closely with what I
have perceived on my own. And, in that regard, [ am especially happy that Alyce is coming to
full awareness on other levels, for she has always been One Who Cares, and it is now becoming
possible for her to work in full consciousness on mental, astral, and etheric planes. The need is
great, for most humans are spiritually asleep on those levels, not functioning any better “there,”
in their astral bodies, than they do *“‘here.” in their physical bodies.

% *® %

25 NOVEMBER (THURSDAY, THANKSGIVING DAY).... watched the 110-minute Sai Baba
video. Four movies made in the 70’s and early 80’s were spliced together. Very impressive, to
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say the least. Sai Baba is a straight-forward teacher. He is having a remarkable effect on Indian
culture. The politics of India are still murky, though. It’s a complex and contradictory place.
Old and new, good and bad, progressive and reactionary. With 18 languages and probably 50
clashing ethnic groups, the country is almost impossible to govern. Hopefully the message of
Sai Baba, and others like him, will be powerful enough to have a political impact....

*® * %

2 DECEMBER 1993 (THURSDAY).... Read till 3:30am in Hillerman’s book called LISTEN-
ING WOMAN, having finished THE GHOSTWAY (Hillerman, 1984). The latter turned out to
be another of Hillerman’s fascinating stories. My Navajo education is gradually shaping up.

% sk *

7 DECEMBER 1993.... a peculiar negative state of consciousness began to develop in me...before
Pat arrived. It increased while I was driving to the lab, and eventually, about half an hour after
the conversation with CBC, became a full-blown spacey dream-like state with [threatening DB]
implications. It seemed to be some kind of psychic attack, but different from anything I'd expe-
rienced previously.

[CBC, the Canadian Broadcasting Corporation, had arranged to interview me, in Topeka, on
the subject of healers.]

I'll try to describe what was going on in few words, but it was a complex state. First, about
l1am, I noticed that something was wrong with my hearing. Many times in the past 30 years (2
or 3 times a year) I’ve had a transient neurological condition in the auditory pathway of one ear
or the other, lasting from 30 seconds to a couple of minutes, in which the ear rapidly becomes
quite deaf, in 4 or 5 seconds. Normal hearing is reduced and superimposed with a definite
tinnitus. [ ignore those events, since they quickly vanish, but this morning it was in both ears, it
developed slowly (over about an hour), and it didn’t go away.

I thought I'd picked up a cold. or something, for I could feel a congestion-like pressure in my
head. In addition, my eyes were affected. Not so much the eyes themselves, but the entire visual
field. It was hard to focus on anything. Central vision was okay, where I focused it, but the
periphery seemed fluid and tlickering. At the same time I felt spacey, sort of disengaged from
body processes.

[ didn’t like these symptoms. whatever their cause, but was too busy to think about it until I
was on my way to Topeka. Driving wasn’t easy because it seemed I was having trouble not only
with hearing and vision, but with focus of attention. How strange!
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A tip-off of what the problem might be. popped up when peculiar destructive thoughts began
going through my mind, such as, “It’s hard to keep the car in its own lane. See those cars
coming around the curve? They’re going about your speed, and your combined passing speed is
about 120 mph. If you twist the wheel at the right moment you could meet one of these cars
head on. Results would be interesting. It would be a beautiful crash. Everyone would get killed,
and you’d be liberated from this tiring world. You’re really tired of all this, anyway. It would be
a quick and easy escape.”

When I detected those thoughts, first below the surface, and then as I watched in my Witness
mode, coming up to full consciousness, I knew | was not only driving the car in this world, but
also was driving the psyche through some section of the astral plane. I was stuck with a kind of
double awareness. Possibly, I thought, it was connected with the fact that the CBC interview on
healers was scheduled for today.

That was only a passing thought, though. Even if it were true, SO WHAT? The main problem
(as I've learned from other encounters of this kind over the years) is to focus intently on the
business at hand, not be distracted, and to carefully evaluate every piece of anticipated behavior
and every response to events before allowing anything to happen. After all, I'm the one who's
in charge of what this body does, etc., etc. If some possible action, or word, or internal behavior,
doesn’t fit with what I know as my normal way of acting, or talking, or thinking, or feeling—
cancel it, hold it in abeyance, don’t implement it. Only be a Witness, and let Witness-conscious-
ness decide what is appropriate.

In other words, the more I'm pressured the more I retreat upwards.

When I got out of the car at the Murphy parking lot and walked to the door of the lab, it was
like walking through glittering water. Very unreal. So I played it like a computer game in which
the body was my virtual-reality projection. During the CBC interview I focused entirely through
the Witness level and didn't allow consciousness of anything else to interfere. At least that was
how it seemed, and I felt the interview went okay.

That’s another reason I'm curious to listen to the final tape, and find out exactly what I said in
response to questions. I can remember, right now, of course. But hardly ever does memory
match the transcript in every detail.

Afterwards, Steve Fahrion and Peter Parks and I talked about schedules, as I mentioned be-
fore, but when I relaxed my attention after the interview, the peculiar state redoubled in force. It
was very difficult to hear what they were saying, visual focus kept flickering. and even when |
heard their words it was not easy to follow meanings. It was an interesting, entertaining, and
disturbing state of consciousness. When I drove later my focus of attention was so tightly held
that everything went as I'd planned.
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I'noticed, though, in driving, that I had to pay double-close attention to rush-hour traffic. I was
still in the virtual-reality state, but I ruled out, through visualization, any untoward event. That
is, I ruled in, through visualization and volition, pure straight driving, based on a million miles
of trained reflexes and skills. And, it was a pleasure to see how smoothly, accurately, carefully
and precisely, the neuromuscular-sensory system did its work.

When I returned to the lab to get Steve for dinner...the virtual-reality (VR) state was still with
me...and it interfered with eating. Steve and I had much to talk about and I found it wasn’t easy
to talk and eat at the same time....

....Driving home was in a continuation of the peculiar VR state of consciousness, and by the
time I reached the Perry Lake area I had trouble staying conscious. It wasn’t sleepiness, though.
It was more like being pressed, or forced, out of consciousness. Not good for driving. Chewing
3 sticks of gum made a lot of jaw-action reality-testing feedback, though, so I had no trouble.

% k%

At home, all was well with Pat and Alyce. and soon I was relaxing on the couch by Alyce’s
side, hoping to drive away, or wear out, the interference with my sensory systems. Dozing for a
couple of hours didn’t help, though, and when I roused to make the a phone call to Doug, in
addition to sensory distortions, an intense pain had appeared in the muscles of my right hip, like
a powertul flu reaction....

Later, I played the music-video tape and during Pavarotti-Sting’s “Panis Angelicus™ tried to
bring down light and energy to drive out the VR state. and also drive out the flu-like body
reaction, as ['ve done over the years. Oddly enough, transcendental light and energy couldn’t
get through. I could feel it was blocked somewhere above my head. Very very strange, I thought.
A definite indicator of how strong the VR condition really was.

Though the muscular pain had started in my right hip, by the time Alyce went to bed, at 2 am,
it had spread to the lower back muscles and I felt crippled. In order to completely relax, and
hopefully to get out of this state, I went to bed at 3:30am. Read till 4, but not comfortably, then
let myself go to sleep

8 DECEMBER 1993 (WEDNESDAY). A powerful, illuminating, lucid reality-dream ensued.
Being fully awake at 6am, I got up and walked around the house for a few minutes, gratefully
savoring and appreciating the return of normal hearing. seeing. feeling. sensing in general. and
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also, pondering a battle I'd just finished with 2 DBs. Having failed to accomplish anything with
me during the [preceding]} day. they had renewed their attack when I went to sleep.

In going to sleep, though, ['d gone into that particular state of consciousness in which, when
occasion demands, I'm much more aware (than in the normal awake state) of what is going on
in the astral plane, and I could see my opponents and pin-point them as targets for counterat-
tack. They were trounced and routed by 6am. I felt great! And, the house had a good fresh
feeling about it. It had been an interesting 24 hours. Residual pain in my hip and back faded
quickly, and was 90% gone by nightfall.

The dream, which seemed to take about an hour, had a lot of sections. I won’t describe them in
full detail, but it started with my becoming aware, as an Impartial Observer, of 2 negative
entities. They were permanent denizens of the lower-causal-astral plane, it seemed, and were
capable of manipulating humans because of energy they stole from humans. At one time they,
too, had been human.

In one scenario, I watched one of the entities when he started a fire in a large hotel. Whether
he did it himself, or whether he induced someone to do it, I couldn’t tell, but nevertheless he
initiated it. Then my above-it-all Observer status faded and I was present with these beings in
the here-and-now, which happened to be in the etheric and astral domains, with me lying in bed.

They weren’t superior causal-plane DBs, implacable, cold, ruthless, remorseless, but seemed
to be inferior causal-astral agents of another type. They had energy that they’d ripped from
humans, it seemed, but were inferior in that they enjoyed maliciousness. Superior DBs are
beyond such enjoyment, and are far more dangerous. If they find a lack of moral strength in a
prominent person, they are especially destructive. They can shape the minds and thoughts of
national leaders, etc., and often make wickedness seem rational and right, as in fundamentalistic
extremism of one kind or another.

Sometime [ may take time to describe various conscious encounters with such beings, (1) in
Boise in 1944, at the Unity Church, (2) with my escape from, and re-capture by, a DB [in 1946],
when going through Dweller-On-The-Threshold and Angel-Of-The-Presence personal-life sce-
narios and experiences, (3) escape again during a worldwide flood of etheric energy in 1949,
(4) observing a DB watcher, in my vicinity, during a set of 10 or 12 precognitive dreams of
phases of the Korean War (2 years in advance), and (5) a DB who tried to injure, or terminate,
me in Chicago, about 1961, and who, by making an energy contact got blasted in return with
rocket-propelled Sidewinders that I created for the occasion.

The one in Chicago was the last to make a serious attempt to disrupt things in my personal life,
at least to my conscious awareness, until the two today....
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....As I'lay in bed, the 2 DBs who had pestered me in the daytime approached from a direction
(beyond the top of my head) in which they thought they couldn’t be seen but only heard, as they
talked to me. Their thoughts were transparent, though.

For an energy reason they didn’t want me to see them. My thought was. how dumb can you
get? I can see in all directions. And to emphasize the point an entire wall of mirrors appeared at
the foot of the bed so I could view them plain as day without turning, or showing any sign of the
tact.

They wanted to talk to me, they said, about an energy experiment with my chakra field. I
would tind it very interesting and instructive, and would be able to make some important scien-
tific deductions about etheric energy in ordinary life. It would be a scientific breakthrough for
which [ would get the credit.

As they talked I watched them approach closer and closer. and finally could clearly see their
faces. which they had tried to keep hidden. The faces were twisted masks of the Halloween
variety. constantly shifting through a series of dismal colors and going from one twisted form to
another, through all the grotesqueries imaginable, which my own mind provided (I understood),
in order to give me identification of their natures and motives.

When they were about 8 feet away, I sat up, twisted around, and with my left hand supporting
my weight on the bed, confronted them. They were failures. I said. both in disguise and in
argument. and should go away, right now! When they didn’t go, but tried to come closer, I
raised my right hand, pointed a finger, and said “GO!”, and at the same time exhaled an explo-
sive puff of energy from the solar plexus, like a big almost-invisible smoke ring. I was glad to
see them cringe. They tried to evade, but I continued projecting energy rings, each accompa-
nied by a loud whew sound, until they slunk away and vanished.

* ok ok

An interesting point here. Apparently the Inner Self knows what to do under these circum-
stances, even if at a normally conscious level we might not know exactly what course to take. In
other words. we are protected by our SELVES.

In addition, and to me this has been the ultimate assurance. I was told by The Teacher that
disciples working for the Hierarchy are continuously guarded by a Watcher assigned to alert a
Teacher if anything should occur that might be beyond the power of the [disciple’s sou/] to
control.
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The dream didn’t end there. I stayed awake, in the dream, sitting on the bed, but couldn’t stand
up (as is often the case when one tries to move the etheric body), and the scene shifted to a
public place, like the lobby of a large office building.

I realized that I'd just have to stand up, but suddenly was approached from the front by a tall
figure wearing a scotch-plaid head band down over his eyes. At first I thought, is this another
DB that I'm going to have to combat? But in a second or two I felt a positive aura about him,
and knew, as I've known in the past, that the purpose of the head band over the eyes was to
prevent psychic shock to me.

Oddly enough, when dealing with real entities in the astral plane, the eyes are the controllers
of great energies, and when one meets Teachers they often shield their eyes at first to prevent
the shock of contact from disturbing the vibes...and driving a person back into simple brain
consciousness.

As this person approached, I saw by his features that he wasn’t of human origin, at least I
didn’t think he was, and I also knew that he was a messenger of one of the Teachers. When he
reached me, he said, “Let me help you.” And when he put down his hand and touched mine, |
was on my feet and free to walk.

He indicated that I should accompany him to see the Being who sent him (which Teacher it
was, specifically, I don’t know). We began threading our way through crowds of people and I
noticed that his eye band was removed. As we walked. he pointed across the courtyard and said,
“There’s the fire he started.” When I looked, a really large building was burning out of control.
I asked if it was the hotel fire I seen earlier, but he didn’t seem to know. Then the dream ended
and [ was wide awake.

I would have enjoyed meeting the Teacher, consciously, but apparently that wasn’t in the
cards....

....felt wonderful, with good hearing, vision, and sharp kinesthetic senses.

* x* *

11 DECEMBER (SATURDAY).... Had an interesting dream in which Alyce was giving a lec-
ture on the Evolution of The Gods to a group in a large auditorium. She had some fascinating
material that would be shocking to fundamentalists. She had trouble, though, with the slide
projector, and appealed to me to help. That problem, however, might have been my worry
showing through. When we used to lecture together, that kind of thing often happened....
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17 DECEMBER 1993.... While helping Alyce eat I had an astonishing number of imagery
flashbacks. all involving driving with her in Southern California. through an orange grove on
the way to Marie’s house in Riverside, through eucalyptus tree-shaded lanes near Redlands on
the way to Sunnymead, through desert canyons, along the railroad tracks in Cajon Pass where
the road to Wrightwood branches off, along the seashore near Encinitas. up the hill to Marie’s
trailer in Escondido. The fragrance of orange blossoms and the delicious pungent smell of blue
gum eucalyptus was delightful. What a pleasant non-nostalgic experience. It was better than
color slides, with kinesthetic and olfactory effects that no slide show...could produce....

18 DECEMBER (SATURDAY).... again, sometime during the night I endured an energization
treatment, a flashing of kundalini electricity. This time I was wide awake (after a minute or two)
and thought I'd stop the shivering retlex by an act of will. It worked for about 10 seconds, and
then a violent muscle spasm over the whole body convinced me it would be better to shiver and
allow the reflex to function normally. So, ignoring the false teeling of cold and the shivering, I
went back to sleep, and, as far as I know, all was well....

... Though her voluntary muscles weren’t working well, Alyce was in a good mood, and reached
out her hand to touch mine a few times, with a certain knowing. and a troubled expression in her
eyes. Since she said nothing, I reassured her, saying that all was well. That we were Spiritual
Partners. And now, even if she couldn’t say anything, she need only relax and let me take care
of her until it was time to leave, time to drop the body entirely.

Shortly after that, while taking in the beauty of the Christmas Tree and thinking of my life
with Alyce, and Who She Is, and our long evolution to the present moment, and how for the last
two months I'd shut out TV, world news, weather news. and most other things. I again had a
vivid tlashback to the little hut at the top of the house in the 1944 dream. and realized, with a
sharp feeling of inner certainty, that I was right at this moment fulfilling the conditions in which
[ attempted to bolster up the hut’s shutting-out silence-maintaining walls....

In any event, ['m certain that Alyce is ready now to drop the body. But what will happen?
Lately her eyes have been shut most of the 24 hours. And in the last 2 days she has been
especially far away, almost non-responsive, except to my insistence that she drink some glasses
of juice....
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....] told her again today, when she awakened, but before moving her, that Pat, Doug, and Judy
would be here next week for Christmas, and that I hoped she would maintain consciousness
enough to Be Here Then. At that, there was the slightest of crinkling at the corners of her eyes,
and a tiny smile drifted across her face....

24 DECEMBER (FRIDAY, CHRISTMAS EVE).... It was a happy and jovial time for all, in-
cluding Alyce, who, even though her eyes were closed much of the time, gave Doug a special
greeting by taking his hand and holding it in both of hers for a minute. It wasn’t easy to commu-
nicate, but she formed words and smiled. I was happy that her consciousness had allowed an
exchange of greetings, for, though still strong of muscle, she is quite frail, and may not be here
next Christmas....

26 DECEMBER 1993.... then [ added [some words] on inspiration, ...with a feeling of intense
here-and-now reality, “I love the Divine Being of your Heart.” At that, she turned her head
toward me, opened her eyes wide and said, as a big smile came over her face, “That was a nice
phrase!” I was astonished because, for a few seconds, she spoke in the old way.

Alyce has said many things, over dozens of weeks, which indicate that she’s retained a mea-
sure of receptive and communication ability. But, in a way, this present contact was different. It
seemed that She really was present, not speaking through a faulty biomechanism. And it seemed,
for a second, that I truly had my arm around her. Alyce has an uncontaminated pureness when
she comes through like that, that makes me feel that the “place” she is in must have unalloyed
goodness.

10 JANUARY (MONDAY).... At noon a friend phoned to tell me of a remarkable dream that
she had of being up on a mountain, looking at the sky, and having a globe of light descent down
toward her head. It turned into an all-knowing Eye from which a tendril came down to her
forehead. And suddenly she and it were One and she was floating with It above the ground.
Then she noticed that...it was as if the Divine Attributes of Knowledge, Love, and Strength
were coming to consciousness in her.

She was filled with light, love, and energy, but the transition had been scary. When the tendril
first came down, it had seemed to her like a sting of some kind, very dangerous. But afterwards
it seemed that the “self” that had been afraid was a Shadow Self.
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We talked about the dream for about half an hour, and after we finished I remembered that
Alyce had written a paper on expansions of consciousness. In fact, it is called “The Expansion
of Consciousness: The Dweller on The Threshold and The Angel of The Presence.” So, I faxed
a note...saying ['d send a copy of Alyce’s paper (given at a Council Grove Conference, about
1980). .... The paper...was almost as if she were speaking....

In the 5 months during WWII when [ was on Tinian, Alyce wrote 2 or 3 letters a week, and
seeing her...handwriting brought it all back. Fortunately, we recover from such nostalgias, even
though.. life isn’t the same. Having the body get old, and die, seems to be part of The Training
Course On Planet Earth. Whatever—there is little doubt that from a certain point of view it
helps one cultivate the yogi’s goal of DETACHMENT.

13 JANUARY (THURSDAY).... a flight of Bald Eagles went by. First, 2 came flapping along
headed south along the lake shore going slowly against the wind and looking very spectacular.
I thought, at the sight, it’s good to have a pair of eagles. Then 2 more came along, and 4 more.
Then 3, and finally 2 stragglers, 13 in all! Wow!

17 JANUARY (MONDAY).... Tried to read but felt too sleepy, so I closed my eyes and began
meditating (The Great Invocation). Gradually a feeling of super quietness came over my limbs
and torso, and an energization began to take over. This time [ was wide awake at the start, and
there was no shivering or shaking. The feeling of “electricity” was phenomenal, and in the
midst of it I felt a powertul “drawing” down through my legs. This phenomenon is one I be-
came well acquainted with in 1939 during The Teacher’s classes. He explained it as literally a
drawing of etheric energy from individuals in the group, by Teachers. in order to apply the
energy somewhere.

That sensation lasted only a few minutes this night, but the energization itself lasted at least an
hour, almost turning on “other” vision. Without any specific scene in view, the interior of the
body (from the psyche’s sensory point of view) became illuminated with pale green light, which
flashed on occasion in coincidence with Kinesthetic zaps.

Mainly because of “energization.” | needed to sleep only half an hour this night.

5 FEBRUARY (SATURDAY).... By dinner time. I'd discovered that sub-surface anguishes.
not unknown to me, but somewhat repressed, were taking the opportunity to express themselves.
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In other words, the “selves” of Monitor, the sub-personalities of Assagioli, came up in full
force.

As aresult, I had an unruly internal Board Meeting, while I gave Alyce her dinner. However,
as chairman of the Board, I listened carefully and finally reasoned them to silence and agree-
ment. They eventually became peaceful, but at least they’d had a chance to express themselves,
and that’s essential to final harmony and coordination.

Confrontation with the residual sadnesses and angers of the Selves was an interesting experi-
ence, but not fun. After dinner I dozed for an hour on the couch with Alyce... Incidentally, on
awakening on the couch, I felt very much lightened and less gloomy from having had the
Selves meeting. It was a useful experience....

* ook %

23 FEBRUARY 1994.... Alyce got up at noon in a good mood and by 3pm had eaten a complete
breakfast. Afterwards she rested on the couch while I sorted papers, examined the mail, and
studied Monitor’s discussion of the basic male and female entities who, in undeveloped people,
are separately developed by the Soul.

Eventually, according to Monitor. these “configurations of energy,” are brought together (like
2 thought forms) in a single body. In other words, each of us is a male-female composite. This,
we already know, but I hadn’t previously read of the halves being developed separately and
simultaneously in early stages of human development.

* * *

Monitor’s discussion reminded me of a guided meditation I once participated in (conducted
by Dick Price ot Esalen, at Menninger, about 1972) in which it was suggested that we become
aware of the masculine and feminine parts of our own nature. When I did that, to my surprise
(as I've probably already mentioned) I clearly saw, as distinctly as in a vision-dream, both
aspects of myself, the Male and Female beings that Monitor calls the Basic Selves.

My masculine Self was pure bright gold-yellow in color, very strong, but with bumps on his
forehead that told me, intuitively, that he was a bit too brusque, and had some characteristics to
smooth out. The feminine Self, whom I saw in profile, was of a beautiful light blue-violet color.
She was perfect in every graceful feature, was dressed in a blue-and-white patterned sari, and
with her black hair and silver-held hairdo, and gold beads and earrings, she made a classic post-
card picture of India.
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When the masculine Self turned and looked at the feminine Self, I felt a great personal and
transcendental love for Her, and the thought that suddenly went though my mind was, “I never
knew before how much I loved that part of myself!” Then both the blue and gold figures vanished.

Later, when I talked about this blue figure with Alyce, who also was in the meditating group,
she laughed and said that it was that part of me that originally attracted her to me, and I remem-
bered that when we first became acquainted at the School of Divine Science, in Minneapolis,
that I often played Chopin preludes and waltzes for her on the grand piano in the ballroom. It
was a graceful and romantic time that we both fondly remembered. Writing about it now brings
it back....

26 FEBRUARY 1994 (SATURDAY).... Incidentally, yesterday I received a letter from Lesley
Carmack, Peter Park’s cousin, whom I met at an ISSSEEM conference a couple of years ago,
and who attended the Council Grove Conference in 1993. She is a healer and a psychic, and is
one of Mietek Wirkus’ students.

In any event, she had a contact, it seems, with Alyce. Since her letter is interesting, I'm includ-
ing it here, and also my answer....

February 14, 1994
Dear Dr. Green:

I am writing to tell you about a communication I had with Alyce while meditating on January 1 of this
year. Although 1 feel inhibited about discussing communications I receive in this way, I thought sharing
this with you would be appropriate because Alyce identified herself by name and [ want to respect the
possibility that this might hold some meaning for you. I have been aware of information coming to me
while meditating throughout my life, but I seldom encounter the source identifying themselves “by
name”’, or the accompanying brilliant and vibrant blue color.

As I began my morning meditation I ask “I wonder if Aunt Irene could speak with us what she would
say.” (As you know my Aunt, Peter’s mother, passed on Christmas Eve.) Immediately after forming the
thought in my mind my complete field of vision was filled with a brilliant, intense, vivid blue color. The
feeling accompanying the color was active, assertive, and purposeful. Although I was surprised, I was
comfortable and aware that a communication was occurring (I assumed with Aunt Irene). So again |
wondered what she would want to say. Then I became aware that it was not Irene, as the brilliant blue
“introduced” herself as “Alvce.” Alyce conveyed. *She would want vou to know that she is home” or
“She would want you all to know that she has arrived home safely.” Alyce then “explained™ that Irene
was “weak and resting” and was unable (or it was therefore inappropriate) for her to communicate with
me directly and it would not be “‘helpful” for me to attempt to do so.
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The image of Irene was (in great contrast to Alyce) a white cloud-like wispy line and felt quiet. I
expressed to Alyce that [ was uncomfortable about relaying this message to others without some kind of
accompanying message that would hold some meaning to the listener. Alyce found this understandable,
and somewhat amusing, but was compassionate. Immediately she responded with, “The blue flowers on
the white (rock?) wall; in the month of May.” Alyce was assertive in conveying to me that it would not
be appropriate (?) or helpful (?) for Irene to attempt to communicate further, as she was resting.

The intensity, clarity, strength, assertiveness, and yet gentle compassion of this blue essence was a
contrast of qualities that seemed completely congruent. I was unsure if the message about the flowers
was from Irene or Alyce. When I told Peter about the message he explained that after the funeral all the
brothers decided that a painting that had hung over their family fireplace would go to the oldest brother.
The painting is of blue Iris on a white background, with rocks at the base. My perception of Iris is that
they are purple, but Peter said the ones in the painting are blue. He explained that in Memphis there is an
annual celebration titled “Memphis in May” that Aunt Irene was involved with.

Although T have never met Alyce I have heard people speak of her with affection and respect. [ appre-
ciate the work she has, and is doing. I have not attempted (yet remain open) to contact Alyce or Irene
again. [ have wondered if “blue flowers on a white (rock) wall in May” could have some meaning for
you.

Thank you for your work and the support you have personally given me through your books, lectures,
research and including me with the Council Grove “network.”

Sincerely and with Affection,
(signature)

Lesley Carmack

3 March 1994

Lesley Carmack
30443 Kings Valley Drive
Conifer, CO 80433

Dear Lesley,
Thanks much for your letter of 14 February in which you tell of your talk with Alyce. That info means much to

me. Others have reported contacts with Alyce, too, but most information given by Alyce was in symbolic form,
during dreams.
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For herself, Alyce indicated to me about 10 days ago that she’d not be anchored here much longer, and she said
good-by. Previously, a year ago or more, she told me one day that she had been afraid at first that we might lose
continuous contact, but now she knew that wouldn’t occur. The Teachers assured her of that, she said. But. she
added, “They didn’t say when They were going to come and get me.”

['suspect that one reason she was able to talk with you easily was because we probably are in the same ashram, or
in closely refated ashrams. The line of Teachers that come down from Babaji through Maharshi, Yukteswar, and
Yoginanda, and with Whom Mietek and Margaret [Wirkus] are associated. is one thal most members of my family
have been connected with for at least 50 years. There are other Teachers, too. that we are aware of being associated
with. Their Hierarchical Net covers the planet, but your work with Mietek suggests to me that we are involved (on
subtle levels) in the same spiritual Enterprise.

In regard to Irene: The other day I came across a statement made by Monitor (Harvey Grady’s Teacher, as you
know) that may have a bearing. In explaining to Harvey’s Study Group various “relationships.” Monitor came to
the subject of departed Life Essences. and commented:

You must understand that when Life Essence is released from rhe human
body, it is initially much more interested in re-establishing its long-term rela-
rionships, the majority of which are not ar the time in the human physical
body. So it does spend a period of re-acquaintance and sharing with those
long-term relationships, and then returns 10 re-acquaint irself with those still

in the physical body.

My own instructor (and channel for The Teacher. until 1947), Dr. Will J. Erwood. mentioned to me one time that
most people who pass over are not able to immediately orient themselves, and go through a process of mental and
emotional recovery. In any event, to the best of my knowledge, most people go into a deep trance state shortly after
passing over, and remain in the care of a Group of Welcomers who guard them, and eventually provide energy for
awakening. Apparently it is not always easy to become “psychic™ and re-connect with ones own mind. Perhaps, at
the time of the meditation you wrote about, Irene was still in the process of re-orientation.

When my own Dad and Mother, Marie, passed over (several years apart) I felt no contact from them for almost 8
months. [ “saw™ them a couple of times, though. They were very busy. Finally. and especially lately, Marie has
returned to help me assist Alyce in the physical plane. I'm not sure whal it is that she does, but Marie’s presence
gives me moral support. Interestingly. I dreamed about both Alyce and Marie a couple of years ago, and both of
them were going through some kind of energizing process.

In any event, I told Alyce 10 days ago to take her time, and be sure to complete her process before dropping the
body. and added, though, that I telt she had accomplished her purpose with me. and not to worry about me, that [
would be OK. Our relationship has been very special to me for the last 55 vears, and most of all I have wanted her

to have as good a “vibes care™ on this side as she has obtained on the other side.

Thanks again for your letter. Since Peter may not have seen your letter. I'll share it, and this letter, with him, and
also with my family members.

Love trom Alyce and me
(signature)

Elmer Green
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....I'm almost to the end of the first book of Tolkien’s trilogy, THE FELLOWSHIP OF THE
RING. During this present reading I'm paying close attention to his descriptions of different
beings, from orcs to elves. Clearly he knew much of the Reality that lies behind the obvious
face of Gaia, and he understood the relationships and conflicts between Earth, Water, Fire, and
Air, between the many hierarchies and levels of Beings who are made up of, and are, those
elements. Our Planetary God, at least the Personality of our God, is mighty complex, and
incomplete.

I'm reminded of The Tibetan’s comment that most students of the occult literature think that
they are here to save themselves, but in fact they are here as agents of the Divine Being to save
the planet, which they do by transforming the substances of their own bodies, making those
substances (those bits of Earth, Water, Fire, and Air) conform to the Divine Will.

Our individual problem, says The Tibetan, is to transform every sub-agent of the personality
into a useful and willing transmitter of Divine thought and action, and induce the otherwise-
autonomous pieces of the personality (which Monitor calls Selves) to work together in har-
mony and joy. Somewhat like Legolas the elf and Gimli the dwarf becoming fast friends after
Gimli was transformed by the transcendental beauty and power of Gladriel, the Queen of the
High Elves, the bearer of one of the Magical Rings.

*k *k *k

1 MARCH 1994 (TUESDAY).... I checked as usual to see that [Alyce’s] hands were covered
and warm, and then noticed that her forehead and face had become as smooth and beautiful as
an angel’s. Her clarity and grace caught my breath. She looked the same as when I met her in
1939, the same beautiful smooth face and radiant clearness! How remarkable, after all this
time....

....Have half-finished Tolkien’s THE TWO TOWERS. This is the 3rd reading of the trilogy,
and this time I’'m paying close attention to the hundreds of details.... I can’t imagine a more
perfectly constructed story. There are absolutely no non sequiturs. Everything fits together beau-
tifully. The story is an integrated work of art. Even the prose is poetry.

* ok
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20 MARCH 1994 (SUNDAY).... It was astounding to read [Monitor's] cool description of
many of the things I learned the hard way, experientially, in the last 60 years. Monitor’s descrip-
tion of Body Consciousness jibes 100% with what I first saw [about 1942] in dream-vision as
my un-tamed body-self, that I had in a cage for subduing. He wasn’t about to cooperate, though,
and the slightest sign of freedom made him react like a non-domesticated wild animal. He
understood nothing of what [ wanted, couldn’t hear me, it seemed, and continuously looked for
chinks through which to escape.

I had many subsequent glimpses of him over the years. but it took till 1969, or thereabouts,
before he began to cooperate (since he had no other choice) and go willingly through the pro-
cess of transformation, to coincide with my Will.

My first contacts with the Body Being were close to the time I told The Teacher that in my
confrontation with a giant serpent of a dream-vision it seemed that I must die. That was when
He merely said, “You won't die.” But the Body Self didn’t want me to believe that. There was
then a long contest between him and me.

It’s outcome was fore-ordained, though, for I had no intention of allowing the Body Self to do
anything (eventually) except cooperate with Me. At the present moment, I'm not 100% sure
what the status is of our joint cooperation, mainly because working with Alyce has put me in a
strange kind of stress in which unexpected bits of unconscious flotsam occasionally burst to the
surface.

In short, Monitor’s descriptions of the dominant Selves, and in addition the Body Conscious-
ness (the elemental living being that comprises our physical and etheric parts), agrees with my
own experience.

In personal summary, I'm not unpleased with the degree of awareness the various Selves and
the Body Consciousness have reached in me, and the cooperation they are showing in lining up
with My goals. We are coming close to being a fully integrated team. From my conscious point of
view, it is a delight to work with all these living parts of myself. And, I must admit, I love them.

Oddly enough, Monitor mentioned that in the end it is necessary for one to come to a loving
relationship with all the Selves of oneself, as one condition of reaching the goal of karmic
liberation from planet Earth. That doesn 't necessarily mean leaving the planet. though. It merely
means that we are free from personal karma (mental. emotional. and physical entanglements).
and able to work on planetary karma.

496 IN THE BARDO



Sai Baba talks in India of “liberation from desire” as the Goal, but from what I've listened to
on various video tapes, he hasn’t explained fully what that means. Superficially it has the sound
of a negation, whereas, actually, he means the development of freedom to work with Transcen-
dental Desire, the penultimate Goal of our Buddhic-level Lotus Self, without being hindered by
inherent energy-consuming needs of the Basic Selves and the Body Consciousness. That Goal,
incidentally, is what both Aurobindo and The Tibetan wrote their millions of words about, and
that Goal is also what The Teacher’s instructions were for. The ultimate goal for humans, of
course, is to become a Master of The Wisdom, and, coincidentally, be able to manifest on any
level at will.

Sai Baba refers obliquely, on occasion, to this Transcendental Goal, but for the needs of scien-
tifically-minded people and occultists, his descriptions are not very detailed. In India, his ap-
proach to Divinity is working wonders, though. He knows how to directly manipulate the maya,
how to re-write the script of the Lila, God’s play.

% ok %

22 MARCH (TUESDAY).... Though my energy level and general mood were better than yes-
terday, blood pressure still seemed a bit low. When I checked, it was still down, BP=106/54,
P=90. Nevertheless, I felt okay.

Afterwards, I sorted the mail and among other things found a letter and article from Bill
Hale.... The article, by ecologist Robert Kaplan, is called “The Coming Anarchy,” and was
published in the February 94 issue of ATLANTIC MONTHLY. Although written from an en-
tirely different perspective, it agrees with Figgie’s BANKRUPTCY 1995, but is more chilling
in its consideration of what is going to happen to the world population (especially in 3rd World
countries) as a result of high birth rate, scarcity, crime, tribalism, and disease. Already a large
fraction of the African population has the HIV virus, and it appears that total non-productive
deadly anarchy is ahead for large parts of the world.

I believe, though, that the crisis will be somewhat ameliorated by what Monitor calls The Re-
emergence of The Fellowship of Light. He says that justice, proper distribution, and social
tranquillity will have a better chance after economic and political structures are put to the test
and re-organized. I hope Monitor is right, otherwise Kaplan’s scenario seems in the cards.

% * *
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26 MARCH (SATURDAY).... Judy and Bob arrived for a visit. The Conversation
included...OMNLI’S new policy to open up for view the U.S. Government's UFO policy.

Compared to the UFO cover-up, Watergate comes close to being a nothing. Apparently the
industrial, political, and military POWERS that control humanity are afraid that humans will
discover that Earth is part of a Galactic civilization and won’t any longer tolerate the interna-
tional tear of ETs which they promote,

30 MARCH (WEDNESDAY).... I was trapped for 1 1/2 hours watching 3 segments of a soap
opera, “As The World Turns,” [which a friend wanted me to copy for her]. [t was an educational
experience, to say the least. Unless I'd seen it I wouldn’t have believed that such a slick combi-
nation of hypnotic advertising and tear-jerking maudlin sentimentality could be created.

Since 1 was making a copy and was eliminating commercials, the running time was observ-
able. Can you believe—70 minutes of the original soap opera tape yielded only 40 minutes of
program! The over-the-counter medical pitches were soporific, hypnotic. and appealed to every
hidden archetype a housewife might respond to. And the commercials went on and on, droning
their insidious messages over and over again while the housewife waits for the next bit of
archetypal sentimentality to start.

The actors are first class and say their lines as if they mean them. The contents were engi-

neered to keep the housewife hooked in emotional trance until the next commercial. People
apparently become addicted to this stuff.

I always thought it was a joke, an optional time-killer for housewives, but now I see that it’s a
deadly serious business. The CONSUMER is a cow to be kept unconscious, fed and milked.
The irony is that most viewers think they are getting free TV. How dumb! They pay for it in 3
ways. First, they are emotionally twisted with not-good visualizations, then they pay dollars for
all the hidden costs of TV advertising, and lastly, they lose their time.

This blight is another indication that our culture needs reorganization. The argument, “But
that’s what they WANT,” is not a justification. It’s like saying that a heroin addict WANTS his
drugs. But this is more insidious than drugs because it penetrates the entire culture in an uncon-
scious way. People become so adapted to being manipulated that they don’t know it’s happen-
ing, and get angry if it’s mentioned. Like a friend said at NOTS in 1957, in angry response to
one of my statements about TV, “That’s baloney! I watch it all the time, and it doesn’t affect me

that way!™
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31 MARCH (THURSDAY).... The day was unusual for Alyce in that she was able to form a
few complete phrases and sentences (over a period of 12 hours) that seemed appropriate. She
however, seemed bent on blocking everything that had to happen, and focused on grabbing my
hands in an iron grip. When I was trying to help her put on her shirt, the obstructionist hands
finally exasperated me into saying, loudly and crossly, “Help me! Help me! Don’t hinder me
when I'm trying to help you! What’s the matter with you, anyway?” And she instantly an-
swered, in her own loud voice, slightly exasperated, “I’'m trying to grow!”

kS * x

....Finished reading THE CELESTINE PROPHECY (Redfield, 1993). Very interesting. Su-
perficially, it’s an Indiana-Jones type adventure. In actuality, it’s a training manual for cultivat-
ing spiritual awareness in people who are beginning to notice that an unusual number of coin-
cidences are happening in their lives, coincidences that seem related to a mysterious transcen-
dental process that works for their welfare. James Redfield knows a lot that will be useful for
people to contemplate and explore.

3 APRIL (EASTER SUNDAY).... An interesting hypnagogic scenario occurred today while
helping Alyce at breakfast time. I was wondering what our physical marital relationship might
be in any future earth life and suddenly an image intrusion burst into the middle of my visual
field, superimposed on top of what I was looking at. The image lasted only a half second, or so,
but for me there was no doubt about its meaning. It was a sepia-toned head and shoulders of a
large wild boar with an attention-getting golden-colored ring in its nose.

Years ago, about 1956, when I was thinking one time about the significance of my marital
relationship with Alyce, I had a vision dream in which it seemed that the two of us were sus-
pended in air above a Spanish bull-fight arena. A large fighting bull was standing there, and just
as I noticed it, a tutorial voice said, *Complete the ring,” and at the same time I understood it to
mean that I should install a ring in the bull’s nose. And that, I also understood, signified the
hermetic marriage of mythology, in which the etheric energy of a married pair is self-contained,
and none of it is allowed to express through the second-chakra of the etheric body. The animal
1s tamed.

Related to this dream: A year or two after the Daphne trip, I was pondering the meaning of the
Spanish bull fight as an institution and had another vision dream in which Spanish dancers, one

woman and two men, were performing a classical Spanish man-woman dance.
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As I watched, feeling their feminine and masculine energies and emotions, and sensing the
build-up of second-chakra etheric tension, especially as the female dancer went through her
teasing-but-not-allowing routine, I understood that the entire dance was an evocation and cel-
ebration of sex and jealousy. And I understood, at the same time, that the Spanish bull fight was
a form of sexual distortion. In that situation, the toreador represents the male and the animal
represents the female.

Isn’t it interesting, and relevant, that sex, violence, and war are archetypically related in men’s
minds, that sex and male domination are also archetypal and common in most human cultures,
and that sex and cruelty are linked in men. In women, it’s sex and manipulation, sex and jeal-
ousy. They get their power over men through the holding and withholding of the etheric energy.

In that regard, The Tibetan pointed out that in the etheric domain, men were negative and
women were positive, whereas in the purely physical domain, men were positive and women
were negative. Rudolph Steiner also noticed this, and wrote about it. And in some of the Yaveh
channeled material that was sent to me, men and women were shown with two of the chakras
rotating in opposite directions.

If you read THE CELESTINE PROPHECY you will note that the Insights of the Manuscript
are actually Stage 1 of becoming a Creator. Dozens of insights are actually needed, and eventu-
ally all are synthesized into a working whole that is able through an Individual or, more power-
fully, through a pair of partnered Individuals, to Create in the world.

In regard to partnership, The Teacher once told Marble that two pairs of individuals would be
able, if they knew what they were doing, to form a creative quadrature (not just a dipole) that
would be able to Create quite easily and effectively. There is more involved, He said, than just
strength in numbers.

11 APRIL 1994 (MONDAY).... While eating at Wendy’s, some short chubby working girls in
uniforms came in, and later a couple of workmen. To my surprise I found that I tended to
identify with them, and their hopes and fears, in a psychic sense. The past few years of caring

for Alyce have had an interesting effect on me, making me unusually sensitive to other people.
Not as strangers, but as parts of myself.

500 INTHE BARDO



Until Wendy’s, though, I ascribed that increase in sensitivity mainly to a burgeoning interest
in folk-style Americana. But since Wendy’s is not...a folklore establishment...I scrutinized the
response in myself. As I turned attention to it, I realized that I loved these people! How odd. The
love, though, was not for their personalities (which were moderately boring), but for their hid-
den frustrated yearning transpersonal Selves. It was somewhat akin to a love of Nature.

In fact, all people are part of Gaia—though different from plants and animals because of their
minds. They are co-creators with the Heavenly Man, and, unfortunately, are capable of messing
up the planet.

Like the Tibetan said, the Planetary Entity is coming to a crisis in which its subconscious (the
subconscious section of the Collective Unconscious) is emerging through Humanity, and we
must face its selfishness, fears, hatreds, distortions, etc.

It reminds me of the out-of-this-world scene Issac Tigret was shown by Sai Baba, the dark
1000-year-old thoughtform over Russia that had to be punctured and transformed.

And now the whole planet must be resurrected....
*® * *

7 MAY 1994 (SATURDAY).... Just before waking I had an unusual archetypal vision-dream.
As often happens in my dreams about archetypes, I was identified with a Being who at first I
thought was myself, but gradually began to see as another entity. Eventually, after waking and
asking my mind for fuller interpretation, it was clear that whatever my personal connection
with the substance of the dream, the Being involved was one of the Archetypal Entities.

ok

In the dream I am a young man, perhaps a late teenager, who lives in a shining pleasing world
where all is well. The ground level of his world is a smooth glistening transparent surface below
which gray and black clouds are boiling, but in which I'm really not much interested.

Then my Mother and Father appear and 1 have a transient mental flash of the Pythagorean
right triangle with The Father being the vertical line, The Mother the horizontal line, and the
Child the hypotenuse (as shown in Manley Hall’s book called THE SECRET TEACHINGS OF
ALL AGES).

The Father is a mostly-invisible figure, seen mainly in outline, as if by reflection of light from
a wet glistening surface. He is a loving and benign observer Who approves of what is going to
happen, but Who seems quite detached. The Mother, however, 1s loving, concerned, solid, present,
and insistent. She takes me gently by the arm and says, “It is time. You must go now.”
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[ really don’t want to go, and have a sudden fear of what She is saying. [ say, “I don’t think it’s
time yet. Conditions aren’t right.”

But She answers, “Not true. Conditions are exactly right.” She gestures downward and an
opening appears in the glassy transparent surface on which we stand and a funnel forms in the
swirling clouds below us, like an eye of a hurricane. The clear funnel goes down and down,
becoming very large at the top. penetrating through layers and layers of varicolored clouds and
liquids. Most of the colors are shades of gray at upper levels, but go through ambers, browns,
and finally dark reds near the bottom.

[ say, “I'm sure it’s not time yet. It hasn’t reached the bottom.”

And She answers, “But it has. Look.”™ And as She gestures, the tip of the funnel reaches a very
deep layer of what looks like shiny water, or liquid mercury. and it begins spinning and drawing
away in a ring from a solid flat surface. And The Mother says, “There it is. The very bottom.”

Filled with reluctance and fear, I complain, saying, “I really don’t believe it’s the bottom. It’s
not yet time to go.”

To that she says, “But it is the bottom. Test it.”” So I take a heavy iron wrench that happens to
be lying there and toss it down the shaft, and when it hits the bottom it bounces clang clang on
a solid steel sheet, like the hull of a ship. Then I see that the steel is, in fact, the hull of a vessel
of some kind, like a gigantic liner, or freighter, holding all these swirling levels of stormy
substance.

With wonder, I say, “It’s definitely the bottom. But I still don’t want to go. I'd rather stay here.
I haven't the strength to contend with those forces.”

At that, The Mother smiles and says kindly, but relentlessly, “But now is the time, and you do
have the strength, and it is your task.”

I know then that I must go, all the way down to the steel base, and work my way diagonally
upward toward the bow of the vessel through level upon level of clouds and turmoil.

Oune part of me feels that The Mother is cruel and non-caring, forcing me to start something
that is impossible for one as immature as 1. In another part, | realize that She is my loving
Mother Who has my best interest, and much more. at heart. And She probably knows what is
best.
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So I go down and, with great effort, with struggle and pain, gradually work my way upward
through the murk, level by level toward the bow of the vessel. Finally, I break through the upper
deck, and there I am, standing again on the shining surface I'd known before.

But this time there is a difference. Ahead of this vessel, for which it seems I am responsible, a
single-lane freeway with cement side-walls is forming, and as it shoots ahead it joins other
freeways, some multi-lane, coming from all directions, some looping in from one side or the
other, some coming from below, but all merging together in one large super freeway, with
nothing but white lane markers differentiating between lanes. All cement walls are gone.

A few vehicles are moving up some of the looping-in highways, all going forward in the direction
I am going. Some lanes are still under construction, like mine, and have strings of orange barrels.

My reaction to this emergence into light and clarity. and seeing the highways coming together
and merging, is one of great joy and exaltation. In spite of the long ordeal, I am still young and
exuberant enough to shout exultantly back to The Mother, “Here I am! I can hardly believe it. I
did it! You were right!”

On awakening from that vision-dream my impression was that the vessel was the Earth with
its swirling levels of human personality and kama-manasic entities. The funnel going down to
the iron hull at the bottom seemed to imply that the deepest depth of the Kali Yuga (the iron age)
had been reached, and it was not premature for the Child to try to move up. This Being Who
was responsible for the vessel was a great impersonal force, far beyond human in a certain way,

but I had the feeling that I, and every other human, had something to do, personally, with Him,
and with His success in forging a path to transcendental light. [In retrospect, this is the message
of Jim and Roberta Swan’s 1996 book, DIALOGUES WITH THE LIVING EARTH.]

The Father, it would seem, represented the Will aspect of The Planetary Logos, the Heavenly
Man. The Mother (the Divine Mother) represented the Love aspect. The Child apparently rep-
resented the densest part of a composite Planetary Entity, with whose development we are all
concerned.

8 MAY (SUNDAY, MOTHER’S DAY).... Had a couple of lucid-type dreams, or hypnagogic
videos. In the first I was identified with Alyce, sitting in bed with [her] back propped up against
cushions [which actually was not possible for her, except in an out-of-body state]. She couldn’t
talk very well to the person standing beside her (presumably Elmer), but she wanted to say,
“Thank you and good-bye.” She had developed a rapid-spreading debilitation, of which she
was fully aware, and believed that she wouldn’t last very long.
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At the end of the dream, after my identity switched back to me, I pondered various possibili-
ties for Alyce, wondering whether or not the dream was correct. Then a hypnagogic scene
suggested it might be true.

In it, a large white swan swam up to the flooded shore of Perry Lake, just down the hill from
the house, and cruised past a couple of low bushes while it glanced at me. It had a knowing look
in its eye, and even though it didn’t look directly at me, it seemed to say. I have come. You'll
notice there’s only one of us.”

That swan and what it said had a particular meaning, for in a vision-dream long ago (as I have
recounted somewhere in this journal), when Alyce and I climbed a rugged somewhat-gloomy
mountain range together (the symbol of personality). we were met at the top of the highest peak
by two large white swans, one for each of us. They indicated that we should climb aboard. Then
they glided over the smooth shining surface of the “waters” from which we had just emerged,
crossed an abyss, and took us to a beautiful land of pastel-colored scenery and buildings (the
upper causal plane) . When we landed we were met by 2 Teachers who said. “We have been
waiting for you.” Alyce and I then continued our journey....

.... The meaning of being carried by swans was clear.

And now, in a hypnagogic tlash one swan had come. The implication was that now it is time
for Alyce to continue by herself, and that I will have to stay.

I’ve thought about those messages quite a bit this morning, but since time has a much differ-
ent meaning at causal and Soul levels than in the physical body, I'm neutral about the meaning
of “now,” and will continue as always, meeting one day at a time, not much involved in the past
or the future, focused in the present.

Doug phoned for Mother’s Day, and then Pat and Steve, and yesterday a card and message
came from Judy and Bob. It was good for me to get these Mother’s Day greetings. It amelio-
rated a sense of loss on a special occasion, while I am, with affection. caring for Alyce’s Gilgamesh
shadow.

12 MAY 1994.... Will have to reconnect the electric squirrel repeller one of these days. One of
the small grays won't leave the bird feeder alone. even when there are plenty of sunflower seeds
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on the deck and window sills. As soon as my back is turned he jumps back to the bird feeder. He
thinks humans are stupid and clumsy. But we have a trick or two....

% * %

Something is going on in my body and psyche. Perhaps the intense energies I invoked, espe-
cially during the last 2 weeks, for transformation of Alyce and me are having a clearing-out
effect on both body and astral being. In any event, both body mind seem to be going through
something that’s interesting to watch....

21 MAY (SATURDAY).... Had an entertaining dream in which I lectured on the nature of
reality to what appeared to be a future audience. Some members of the group couldn’t stand the
subject, and tried to distract themselves, but most paid close attention.

I was listening to myself, like an observer, and was impressed by the organization of material,
and the insights. Wished I had a tape recorder. This eventually turned out to be a (precognitive
view) of my 3-5 June workshop in Ohio, the one sponsored by the Institute of Psychophysi-
ological Studies, Heather Morgan and Sharon Barnes’ group.

% * ®

14 JUNE 1994.... An interesting synchronicity occurred while driving to Oskaloosa. It was an
unusually beautiful morning to be driving, and I began to think about Gaia and, gradually,
shifted from a regular state of consciousness into an awareness of Nature.

A few miles down road toward Oskaloosa I came to the winding ravine in which I'd released
the big rattlesnake that | captured about 15 years ago. His partner, or her partner, had been run
over and killed the day before, on the road by our mailbox.

* * *

For some reason, no one went with me to release the snake which had been discovered under
my trailer. I’d put the barrel containing the snake in the back of the station wagon and tried to
think of the most rugged isolated non-inhabited place around here. Finally I thought of this
deep winding ravine on the road to Oskaloosa. And there I stopped, took the barrel over to the
creek bed, and let the snake wind itself away. A beautiful creature!

% * *
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And today, as I approached the ravine in a Gaia mood, I thought of the rattler I'd released. and
said in my mind to the Snake King, “You owe me one!” And then I laughed out loud at the
ridiculousness of that idea. No part of Gaia can possibly owe any other part anything. We are all
in Gaia, our natures are part of Gaia, made of Gaia’s substance. We act. interact. and react, one
part with another, and in a certain way we are all equal. though some of us creatures are more
conscious than others.

Thinking those things, as [ drove up the ravine I drew myself up high in my mind [far above
the roof of the car] with the idea of communicating with the Snake King, and as I did so I
slipped into that real state of communication with Nature.

It surprised me a bit, for it has a certain feeling connected with it, top-of-the-head prickles and
respiratory inhalation and holding of the breath, and I said, inside, "Hail. Oh Thou great Naga
Lord of this planet.” And I thought of India, of Nagaland in the north, and the great serpent
traditions from ancient times, and I added, after a pause, “May your progress be satisfactory
during the period of great energy change which is coming in the life of the Planetary Being, in
whom we all live.”

And as I came up from the ravine, I was surprised that I had a strong feeling that...I had really
contacted a Great Being of some kind, even though it had seemed a bit. at first, like play acting.
Then, to my greater surprise, about 20 seconds later while thinking about this. and still in the
Gaia mood, I drove over the crest of a hill and there. in the exact middle of my lane, was a black
snake, not crossing the road. but going in my direction toward Oskaloosa.

There wasn’t time to slow down, and as I zipped over the snake, my wheels straddling its
body, I thanked the Naga Lord for His recognition. and suggested that it would be useful to
immediately have his representative go back into the ditch. Cars were coming every 30 seconds
or so, and it was dangerous on the highway.

[ couldn’t help but wonder, though, as I drove on to Oskaloosa. if the black snake had escaped.
On the way back home, 20 minutes later, I watched the road carefully. but there was no sign of
it.

Whether this was a genuine Gaia contact, I don’t know, but it felt like one. As far as coinci-
dence is concerned, I don’t believe I’ve seen a live snake on the road in 8 years or more, and,
I’ve never seen a snake going along a road, not crossing it. as if it had some other purpose in

mind.

In any event, it was interesting.
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30 JUNE 1994.... The effect of Alyce’s detachment on me is strange, almost like being between
dimensions myself, and I'm having to guard very closely against the appearance of reactions in
me that I don’t want. It’s an odd education, learning to manipulate the emotions like a hand or
a foot.

I’ve manipulated my thinking mind for years, like everyone who goes through a university
graduate school, but Graduate School For The Emotions is another matter.

It is generally assumed that emotions are autonomous, but that is because people either turn
away after recognition, and become unconscious, or repress their emotional problems in the
first place. Neither of those procedures is useful in the long run, merely delays resolution, and
sometimes adds layers of emotional accretion, like a living geode that eventually must be dis-
solved.

The only thing that is truly productive for me is to explore the fabric of the emotional complex
down to its tiniest detail, while holding very still in the Witness State. To feel the emotion, and
hold still and quiet at another level at the same time, is not easy, but it’s the only way I’'m able
to go all the way through the feeling and bring it to conclusion in a way that is satisfactory to it.

Emotional complexes don’t want to die, it seems obvious, and the reason, according to The
Tibetan, is that each definitely formed complex is made up of the substance of a living deva
being (or beings, depending on how many levels the complex covers) and, after a while, that
complex becomes an individual autonomous entity that fights for its survival. That is why, of
course, that Monitor says it is essential for the Conscious Mind to engage in dialogue with all
the unconscious complexes that one finds inside.

In working with Alyce, I find that certain emotions appear in me, again and again, as events
occur, or whenever a particular glimpse of Nature, or a photo, or whatever, triggers an old
memory that has entangling emotions connected with it, and in every case I've found that it is
important to treat each emotional event as a separate voice to be heard, giving it respect and full
attention.

How many of these entangling voices there will be, I really don’t know, but I hope that sooner
or later they will all have had their day, their say, their 15 minutes on TV, as Andy Warhol put it.
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I’'m not referring to feelings of love, or non-entangling affection, or any positive and freedom-
producing emotion, but to the whole gamut of what is called negative emotion, which includes
(as a hard-to-detect component) nostalgic binding to the past. If joy is the normal state of the
Lotus Self, I find that the essential problem in transformation of personality is to dissolve what
I don’t want, and cherish what I do want.

It seems clear, at least to me, that only by allowing these emotional processes to go at their
own rate, without impatience or tiredness or allowing them to exhaust my own supply of Energy,
can I reach the place where both Alyce’s spiritual Self and I are “out of the woods.” so to speak.

* * *

12 JULY (TUESDAY). Up at 10:30am, after a series of combative, dangerous, dream sce-
narios.... Some components of my being appear reluctant to complete the experiment I’m con-
ducting in physical and astral bodies, substituting SOUL energies for regular energies.

[ pointed out, in the dream, that they had previously agreed to be subjects. As the deadline
approached, however, they hesitated and drew back. I, however, knew that one way or another
they would either comply, or would be forced to comply. What they’re afraid of, it seems, is
loss of control, and maybe, even, extinction....

[Pat arrived to care for Alyce, while I went to Topeka to conduct a meeting of local Council-
Grove-Conterence people who meet on the Second Tuesday of Every Month (STEM). ]

....My first video for STEM was the human-potential demonstrations of Joey-O, the world’s
most incredible hitter of golf balls. The video made a remarkable impression on the group, for
Joey-O has developed total awareness, like a full-fledged yogi or martial arts master, so that
even as he rocks back and forth on top of a huge beach ball, he can hit perfect drives, one right
after another.

He hits just as well from the left, with the club upside down, or while riding a 6-foot unicycle
and using a 6-foot golf club!! His on-line etheric awareness is so great that he can continuously
make micro-corrections while moving and wobbling. His body, plus the club, the ball, and the
fairway, comprise one single energy state, in which he chooses the place where the ball will go.
[ doubt if we’ll ever see anything more perfect.

In other words, Joey-O transcends skill. and before he hits the ball he must move into com-
plete alliance with Gaia!! How remarkable! Psychiatrist Stu Twemlow. one of the black-belt
martial arts masters attending STEM, was especially impressed. for Joey-O demonstrates some-
thing that advanced Aikido masters try to teach, but which is seldom seen, total awareness.
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The second video of the evening was one of Joseph Campbell’s fascinating lectures, with
slides, on how the basic truths of mythology are able to transform religions. He, a one-time
Council Grove Conference attendee, has uncovered many correlations between Greek, Jewish,
and Christian symbologies....

16 JULY (SATURDAY). Up at noon after a series of fascinating dreams. [On this day, by the
way, a comet is beginning to strike Jupiter. } I'm still helping people (all this week, it seems)
who are stuck in predicaments, or who need advice on how to get free of entanglements. During
these episodes, I seem to be able to go into their problem, which is usually a building of some
kind, or into their emotional milieu, without being myself dragged on by it. A proper perspec-
tive, a Witness perspective, is the key to freedom. But that is not easy to teach, I find.

£ * £

26 JULY (TUESDAY).... [On Tuesday afternoons and evenings, every week, Pat cared for
Alyce while I went to the lab to sign papers and talk with Steve and Peter Parks about copper-
wall research.]

....During dinner at The Olive Garden, with Mietek Wirkus, Steve, and Peter and Sarah Parks,
the subject came up of music that was shaping young peoples’ lives, and I referred to Monitor’s
remark in Transcript #52, namely,

In these times of change, young people will seek spiritual
instruction, which at the present time they are largely restricted
from receiving. Much of their instruction occurs through music,
which has been deliberately misused through efforts for
corporate profits.

As we talked about this, Peter Parks said that as he grew up pop music provided his primary
social and political guidance. For him and many of his peers, Bob Dylan and others had a lot of
power.

Today, [ understand very well what Peter was saying, but prior to two years ago it would have
been, for me, the mental recognition of an abstraction. But not now. From listening to hundreds
of music videos by satellite in the last months [while caring for Alyce], I began to feel that
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something real (however misguided) was struggling to emerge. And gradually [ become aware
of strata of yearning in young people that I previously was unaware of.

My unawareness in the past had to do with the fact that those yearnings didn’t resonate with
me. But over the months, as I've gradually deciphered what the singers were saying. listening
very closely, I've developed a kind of camaraderie with some of their music.

In the last 3 months, as I've tried to understand this feeling, it has dawned on me that the
major component of what I'm feeling is compassion for a struggling reality that is trying to
burst free. But it’s not identification with, or entanglement in that “reality.” Merely, in the last
few months, I feel I've developed a greater awareness of humanity.

If Alyce had been herself, and able to communicate with me as in the past, this [attention to
pop music] wouldn’t have happened. The two of us were focused on other kinds of music, and
on other yearnings and aspirations. But, while caring for Alyce in her non-communicative state,
I began paying more attention to other orientations in society, and in particular, to what pop
music was saying and, gradually. I've become aware that something is there, underneath. And
now I feel that I understand what Monitor meant when he said, **...young people will seek
spiritual instruction....”

It may seem odd to put it this way, but my feeling for what people are yearning for has become
at least as real, in the last year, as my feeling for what raccoons want. In the past, I saw the
masses of kids who attended Beetles’ concerts as expressing some form of not-connected-with-
me soon-to-be-recovered-from juvenile aberration. Now, with a more global feeling, 1 sense
them yearning for something they’re not getting. And this emotion, as they grow up in our
present world, they’ll stifle, and then gradually sink into the general gloom and frustration of
humanity.

2AUGUST (TUESDAY).... finished formatting the journal and printed a copy. Tried to awaken
Alyce at 4pm. Spm. and 6, without success. At 6, while holding her head in my arms [ said.
internally, and not without anguish. “Oh, Divine Mind of Me, what should I do now?”" And
instantly the calm medical voice that I have become familiar with. said. “Allow her to continue
resting.
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That voice, which has spoken many times in the last 4 years, doesn’t really sound like the
voice of my Self, which speaks in a different way, more in images, or in a combination of words
and images. I'll continue addressing all voices as...Mind of Me, though, for at a certain level all
Minds are part of the cosmic net, and can freely share.

Worked on various things until 9pm, then proceeded to get Alyce up and to the dining room
table. She was unable, or unwilling, to swallow, though, and in 3 hours ate only 2 crackers and
drank 1 small glass of juice. So I put the remainder away, let her rest on the couch, waited till 3
am, and tried again. But, still she didn’t eat or drink!

* * *

3AUGUST 1994 (THURSDAY).... At Spm it seemed that I should get Alyce up. It wasn’t easy.
Much to my surprise, she still had an unswallowed packet of food tucked into her cheek, like a
bunch of snuff. I got that out, with her cooperation, and then helped her rinse her mouth a
couple of times. After that, at the table, she gradually began to eat the grapefruit I fixed. And
since it appeared that that was all she’d take, [ gave her both halves. It was only a small grape-
fruit, the size of a big orange, but it had a lot of juice.

That was all she was willing to eat, so at 8pm [ transferred her to the couch. That, at least,
seemed comfortable for her. Though I tried to activate her for dinner, she neither ate nor drank
anything before going to bed. I used all my tricks, but nothing worked. What to do?

In addition, when I moved her from the couch to her rolling chair, all her muscles (which have
been tense and resistive for the last 6 years) were limp. Moving her to the chair wasn’t easy.

After a couple of unsuccesstul hours at the table, I gave up with eating and drinking and helped
her go to bed....

An 80-1b suitcase has a handle, but picking up an 80-lb person who is totally limp is another
matter. Arms and legs that don’t coordinate create a problem. When Alyce’s muscles were
uptight she was at least all of one piece. Tonight, she was 5 or 6 units, loosely fastened together.

Eventually, at 3:30am, she was back in bed, with a pleased expression on her face, I thought.
Though well covered, and even with a room temperature of 769, she began to get cold, so I
covered her with a doubled blanket, and didn’t peel it back till 7am, when she seemed a mite too
warm,

%) *® %)

From all appearances, Alyce is moving out of this world quite intentionally. She doesn’t re-
spond to questions or instructions, but at the same time is able to prevent anything from getting
into her mouth. It seems more than simple lack of ability that keeps her from eating.
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I phoned Jeft Nichols at the Life Sciences Institute this afternoon and told him that Alyce was
coming close to departure by not eating or drinking, but that she, and I, and the family. had no
intention of putting her in a hospital for nutrition. And he suggested that a strong body might do
this sort of thing in order to get weak enough to let the Soul go.

I phoned Jeff mainly for official reasons. At the present time he is Alyce’s doctor, and I want
him to feel okay about what we are doing or not doing. I'm glad he’s of our mind in these
matters, and approves.

Tomorrow will be a crucial day. If Alyce doesn’t eat or drink (for a third day), she’ll begin to
get too weak to keep going. We'll see.

4 AUGUST (THURSDAY).... Tried many times between 3:30pm and 8:30pm to activate Alyce,
but she stayed sound asleep, snoring slightly, even when I gave her feet a vigorous Vitaflex
treatment [like heavy-duty Rolfing]. That. as you know. is not something that can be ignored if
you’re within a hundred miles of the body.

About 9pm, when I checked her breathing. which was mostly through the mouth, I noticed
that her lips were dry and parched from air flowing over them. Checking through the medicine
cabinet...I found...the eyedropper to moisten [her] lips and give her a bit of water. That got a
response that may have included gratefulness, judging by how her face smoothed out. I then put
a light coating of castor oil on the lips, inside and out. It’ll feel better for Alyce. and it seems
much better to me.

Though she breathed as if asleep, and was very limp. I raised her to a sitting position with my
arm and a pillow behind her head and back, and otfered a drink of water. She took at least one
swallow, and drank about 1/4 ounce.... It she’ll drink an ounce of water every hour or so, |
believe she won’t dehydrate, especially because she doesn’t perspire. In past weeks she usually
got about 20 ounces of liquid per day.

Fixed myself a microwave...dinner at midnight. It seemed strange and lonesome, though, to
be eating it without Alyce. Haven't done that before. Today is the first time Alyce hasn’t been
up in almost 5 years, since the day she came home from the hospital in October, 1989, after
recovering from the broken hip joint. And now, suddenly. it seems that she is almost gone....

sk B ES
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5 AUGUST (FRIDAY).... Checked the orchard and found that squirrels had taken every one of
the Red Delicious apples on the young tree I planted 6 years ago. This year’s crop was going to
be a great success, with almost 100 apples ripening. And now I can’t find a single one. Will
have to put out another sign saying that I'll tell their mother if they don’t quit doing that! [I did
that six years ago—and then found that squirrels couldn’t read, as yet.]

....Increased freedom from religious restriction, which... developed mainly over the last 300
years, was a great boon to humanity, Monitor said, one that the Fellowship approved of. But
people, especially scientists [and industrial leaders], in their pride did not generally respond to
freedom from religion by turning toward Spirit, but instead turned toward individualism and
selfishness....And now the Planetary Being, with humanity as a major component, must handle
its karma.

It’s easy to understand that people who are already spiritually inclined (in the true sense of the
word), in contact with their own High Selves and Souls, will not suffer greatly from the astral
changes that are imminent. They’re the ones who even under the most opulent of earth condi-
tions, still feel that they are “camping out.” At least I do.

They are already free to a significant extent of astral entanglements, and will successfully
steer their limbic personalities, like sailors in a gale, into safe harbor. Those who don’t know
how to navigate (because they didn’t take the Fellowship’s Coast-Guard-approved course for
locating a spiritual harbor) or who didn’t take care of their astral rigging, may flounder.

When things seem hopeless, according to The Tibetan and other Teachers, the Fellowship of
Light will make a physical re-appearance (after many thousands of years) and again offer guid-
ance to humanity. Meanwhile, it seems that we’ll enduring the ancient Chinese curse, “May
you live in interesting times.”

¥ % %

Every | 1/2 hours I turn Alyce to a different position so that the skin has a chance to recover
from pressure. About 9:30pm I checked the original red areas and was happy to find that they
were beginning to normalize. She was sleeping so peacefully, and breathing so naturally and
smoothly with her mouth closed, that I didn’t try to give her more water. Will do so, though, at
11pm, 12, 1, and maybe 2am. In all, she’s done quite well with water.

The identification I had with Alyce a few weeks ago, when [ became “her” for a minute, while
she was in bed, with a bed wedge or big pillow behind her back, appears now to be actualizing.
It apparently wasn 't a mistake when she felt that things would go down very fast, once it started.
Even if she drinks all the water she needs, she still can’t survive without food. And the fact is,
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she either can’t eat, or won’t eat. I've given up completely in the meals department, and ac-
cepted the fact that now she is going. Everything that is happening seems like a strange unreal
dream.

By the time I'd brought this journal up to date, and finished working with Alyce for the last
time today, it was 4:10am. Then went to bed. Read till 4:15. Up at 6am to give Alyce some
water and try to get her to breath more normally. Possibly she can’t get a full breath, for she’s
taking very quick shallow breaths, about 40 per minute.

* % *

6 AUGUST 1994 (SATURDAY, ALYCE’S LAST DENSE-PHYSICAL DAY). Up at 8:30 to
turn Alyce, give her some water, and help her breath. At 9:30 am it seemed that it might be
useful for her to sit up straight for a few minutes, and since Pat and Steve were planning to
come to Lakewood Hills in the afternoon, I'd dress her in the bright blue Christmas pajamas
with the red piping.

....she was sound asleep, and held in place in her chair by the rope loop around its back. —
Then her breathing stopped. I immediately bent down to listen, but could detect no breath at all.
Since I was holding her in a good posture, I put my arms around her and pulled her chest toward
the back of the chair, and then continued a moderately-fast breathing rhythm.

This artificial respiration made a very audible normal-like sound, breathing in and out, in and
out. After a minute or so there was a reflexive jerk of the diaphragm, so [ continued another 3 or
4 minutes. But when I slowed the artificial respiration, and then stopped to check her response,
she didn’t continue. Total motionlessness. What next? Anxiously, I asked the Mind of Me what
to do, and instantly the familiar calm medical voice said, simply and quietly, “Let her go.”

& * &

It’s a shock when years of effort are ended in one second, so to speak. The past is past, for
whatever it may have meant. There is only NOW.

& * *

To my surprise, when I straightened up, my first feeling was intense gladness that [ hadn’t let
Alyce down in her spiritual quest, and that I had successfully maintained her body, her talis-
man-like anchor in etheric and physical levels, long enough for her to accomplish whatever
transformations of substance were needed for her to be really free, and not karmically
encumbered.
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I realized, also, very clearly, that she had chosen her own time to go, very much like the
identification I had with her on Sunday, 8 May, Mother’s Day. What she said at that time was,
“I just wanted to say: Thank you. and good-bye.”

Actually, I had been lying in bed in a semi-lucid OB dream state when I first became aware,
while in that state of consciousness, of Alyce sitting there in bed, beside me, propped up on the
foam bed wedge, or a big pillow. (Actually, her physical body was lying down.) A shadowy
figure stood by her, at the right of the bed.

And then, suddenly, I was Alyce, propped up on a pillow [wearing her body like a suit of
clothes]. I (Alyce) spoke to the figure by me, who seemed to be Elmer, the words above. As
Alyce, I explained that I couldn’t speak physically in any satisfactory way, was anxious that I
be understood, and said, mentally, that I was taking this method of communicating to make sure
that the idea got through. I had looked down at the body and recognized (or decided, or deter-
mined) that at a certain time, which didn’t seem far off, it would take a quick downturn and
rapidly go through a state of debilitation into termination.

After Alyce stopped breathing, I gently finished dressing her in her Christmas pajamas, and
then positioned her, as if lying in state, on the bed wedge, which I had covered with a blue-and-
white fleur-de-lis towel. With her blue pajamas with red piping, and hair combed out on a
doubled pillow, like a silver halo, she was beautiful.

At first, since her mouth was partly open, I used scotch tape to keep it closed, until her lips
stayed shut naturally. After about 45 minutes, when [ removed the tape, she [ooked like a beau-
tiful saint, and as her face grew white and still, she began to look more and more like a smooth
marble figure from classic Greece or Italy.

Later that afternoon, as Pat and I sat by her side for a long time, I became more and more
impressed by the beauty and dignity of her wise statue-like face.

Maybe it seems poetic, but that’s how it was to me. And I thanked her, silently, for the oppor-
tunity to know her....

I had phoned Pat at 10:30am that morning, and she then phoned Jetf Nichols and the Penwell-
Gabel Funeral Home, and Jeff went over there to sign medical permission for their sending a
van to get Alyce. Then I quickly straightened the house, vacuumed dust from the floor of the

living room, put away towels, blankets, and chaise lounge cushions, cleared and polished the
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dining table, and cleaned up myself. I had finished just in time to go down and greet Pat and
Steve when they arrived at 12:30pm.

Pat made many phone calls and arranged for Penwell-Gabel to perform Alyce’s cremation on
Tuesday afternoon. For out-of-body reasons, a three-day wait between time of death and cre-
mation is traditional in the East, and is something we wished to do.

I phoned relatives....
At 3:30pm, Pat, Steve, and I played meditation music...for silent communion. It felt sacred

and appropriate. Alyce’s alabaster-smooth calm face was like a Da Vinci sketch, smooth and
beautiful.
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Figure 1: Symbolic interpretation of human substance and perceptual structure. Each
line of the vertical cylindrical figure, which represents a human being, stands for at least three
things: a boundary between different organizations of substance (different kinds of matter), a
boundary between different kinds of possible perception, and a boundary between different
kinds of possible action.
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