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Pedication

To US
Universal $pirit, my inngr guidaneg the God/US
for THAT undying patigneg and love needed to bring my €go to an
understanding and union with...
in Ong S¢lf.
To the €G0 ~ €lgetro Gengtic Organism, aka our humanness,

for trusting the {lcheMystic to come &@ﬁ
even thb{y/v /
@/’ what appeared was
far from its own security or reality. If not for unconditional trust and
acegptance, the sgemingly invisible bridge THUT conngcts ong’s life

to ong’s degsting, couldn’t be built e ~ NQ
nor erossed

To gach and gvery Ong of U8 WlchegMystics who arg Here How in light
of Univegrsal dource,
for the tgnacity, courage and devotion to Ong’s own Truth,
in order to find Ong &¢lf HERE
and rgmind Ong S¢lf NOW.
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Wronged ~ or Ritg of Passage
My Dear Star Sibling:
Welecome to the 5" Pimension!

IT call you {1 Star Sibling because we are the Star Children; Brothers and Sisters
in an advegntarg of lsove on the journgy in d life ~ Time. Just the fact goure reading
thegsg words has brought US together again, for nothing is a coincidegnt. Ritg Now...
gou arg holding in gour hands a body of my work That reflects my heart, mind and
soul, so alrgady you have touched Mg and We arg whollg conngeted.
Before gntering this labyrinth of words, [ ask all bias beg gxtinguished. Please keep
all precepts with-in gourself until the journgy’s end. 1 ask this for gour own safety
and gnjoygment, for only from a singlg I can ong sge through my words to ong’s
own gxperignees, making it possible to acegss THAT intimate identity, ereated by
gach ~Ong of US ~ on the 5" Pimension. FProm THAT Ongnegss we superimposg our
ideals, dreams and aspirations up-on our thoughts, feelings, and gmotions to sge
with {1 singlg IE, 4 mgmorablg similarity.
In other words: transform space
and transcgnd timge too build 1 5" dimgnsion bridge tere and Now.
Here is all ways egvery ong,
Now is always gverywhere.
The 5" dimegnsion cannot bg measured by gither timeg nor space, yet it and we gxist
in the wholg
and holg of gach moment.
Here ong grasps the affeet Now to gxperignce
the gffeet, That ungarths  cause,
Be cause That is the Ongness of Us (L.
The story you areg about to read arg the details of the history of mg humanity.
l ask gou to go beyond the details, in {d sgnsg, to the herstory in my womanity.
That is whereg Ong finds their fdlecheMystic within.
The writings, in part, arg the dRashic records writtgn in ergptic form,
impart from time to time,
just as they arg in-scribed on the walls
in the halls of {Intiquity.
S0 sit back, fastegn gour sgat belt, and take a long deep and relaxing breath, for we
arg about to gmbark on an amazing passage That groreisgs the mind through
W maze in words That gxcavates the soul
In~wards That gxpands the heart
inwards, That gxplores the ¢go
in wards, That gxposgs the Truth
in 9 way That grpedite the initiation for Us Il
With lsoveg and light
logt our journgg begin... Rite Now

e,*%/’d %/u@’/a
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The AichegMystic Truth is Just...
M regminded to the Ong who pretgnded to forget
~ Ong o¢lf ~
then forgot they were pretegnding
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Introduction

There arg many books out with lists of ways of how to:
how to bg happy,
how to bg wealthy,
how to heal,
how to... the list gogs on.
Ultimately, our longing for anygthing is the innate degsirg to transform and asceend,
or our fear of it.
Naturally, any degsirg to be better than we arg;
better job, or relationship,
better morals
morg mongy,
org lovg, or timg...
€ven greater awargngss of purpose,
Is all longings to transegnd ong’s present statg of being.
Naturg proclaims; “THWT is the heart of the soul,
And Jesus claims; “THAT | Am.” or IC am THATIE am.”
&0 IT ask, Whatis THHET? Well IT sag THAT is a good question,
and THHT is basic {llchemy.
This book isn’t a how to book about {dlchemy,
[t is Wlchemy, the trug dlchgmy of transformation. It is pure, and simply
My lcheMystic break... through the conformity
forming the barrigr of timeg and space:
€very word M conegpt building thought form to ergate {1 bridge begond...
or collapsg degstructive information causing limitation and fear.
The ancignt and initiatory format mag challgngge the mind at first,
though as the mind surregnders to ngw form, at oneg begins to bloom likg a~rosg.
IT am writing tlgre Now in 11 non~lingar formal state megant as {1 tool
to pregparg an initiatg mind for anraveling concgptual limitations.
s my inner guidance states;
There arg morge than six billion human’s Beging on the planet, and so
There arg more than six billion ways to transform.
s snowflakes we are all unique, and becausg of That, Ong can’t be helped.
Instead, fast now, hegreg we gach can serve to dispel the conegptual blocks of fear
stcadfast (mowhere) keeping US I from transforming.
(I sagy nowhgre becausg fear is an illusion of mind)
Naturally this acecount of my ¢go cracifixion is not about the death of the ¢go, it is
A personal initiatory transformation through a victimlgss sacrifice.
My initial storg is told with its humor, tragedy, pain, grandeur and its sgverity.
Numgerous times [ thought my lifg read and thg book reads likg a ‘how not to” book.
Piligently I've come to understand the how to, or not to, has nothing to do with it.
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dacredly, and somgwhat sgeretly, transformation happgns to us. It happens as an
Overt innatg intimatg act, in a blink of an IL, as an initiation begond lingar thought.
TTvg sgen the toll takegn on Ong as an individual and how Now IL write
A rite Here
right Now.
My initiation brought up the pain of fear with its fear of pain, invoking with~in me
The courage to gxplore
rather than ignore
thg ignoranecg
inarroganeg. Carg fully IE was ablg to comparg the ruthlgssness
In bravery with the weakngss in cowardicg. IL boldly gxamingd the convietion of
My doubt and the flaws in conviction. TE've faith, fully gxperignced first hand the
€motional shame in guilt and the guilt in pride, and found strgngth to wegakngss and
Weakngss in my stregngths. {Is history repeated itself and my struggle heightened,
It becamg clgargr gach moment, all IE seg is ME.
Through gach gxperignce of my procgss | saw glimpses of fearlgssness making it
Now possiblg to recognizg my limitations, and go beyond thgm. {Is IE began to
€ffectively drop the personal wall of fear and ignorancg,
IT couldn’t ignorg the blataney of Trath.. and
&0 IT aceessed an innate valuablg sgnse of valor in my vulngrability, THHUT has
domehow opgned me to my HlcheMystic within.
s | becamg morg awarg, and the procegss of becoming bgecame morg obvious,
My initial thought was, “God, why me?”
[ thought | must have dong somgthing drgadful to degserve this, though I Igarned
Thosg so called hard timgs werg when | didn’t lgt go of what | thought life should
Uget be, in order to aceept all THAT is... Now Me.
Naturally as life continugs opgning up morg,
and opgn mg up morg, there arg times [ still sag ‘God why me?’
Only [ sagy it with constant gratitudg for the grace and blgssings IE grperignece.
Whilg I did qugstion my sanity at gvery turn, { strong faith in my delf developed,
HAnd my obedignee to THAT inngr voice strengthened. Here IT realize we arg
Being given the greatest gift bestowed on mankind. The gift of pare.... .
Obviously there is no word for all THAT gift is. IT can call THAT God or bovg or
Virtaally the Word, €ternal, or Christ... S¢lf, though these are just words and don’t
€ven begin to gxpress the gnormous IMPUCT... THAT ¢ach of U8 Hre individually
s ong Hluman and collgetively as Ong Being Here Now.
doon you shall sgz;z/ﬁfawgﬁ theg procgss | refer to my IC
or €Y€ as my inngr guide
IT ¢gven felt at times as though THHET Being, is the He of Me... or inngr Self.
s timg went on, IE developed for my Self an inngr understanding or in~sight, as
My innger voieg of yesteryear is Now who IL am todagy...

10
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My awakegning and revelations happen gach time in a blink of an gygge, so it sgemed.
Ong minute | hear M voiceg telling meg what to do, or gxplaining an aspgct or conegpt
I can’t quiteg understand, the ngxt moment I'm in the thrall of ¢xperigncing {1 marvel
of Universal Spirit. {dImost likg dominos, ong thought tumblgs into the next... THHET
triggers { chain of reaction from thought to form IT can literally follow to an
undisclosed destination, or a chain of action in form | can concgptually follow to
somg disclosed degsting.
The experignegs IT have chosgn to write about areg just fragments of all That
happgened to me in the initiatory stage of my awakening, and do not refleet on the
importaneg or non-importancg of thosg gxperignegs IL chose not to writg about.
For all grperignees great or small arg gqual in our gristgnee. It was not just in the
midst of major awakgning gxperigncgs my revelations were realized, the simple
dag-to-dayg experigneegs gave me the foundation of conegptual peregption to
gmbracg the Great dwakening, happening “Here Now” to Us (Il
In writing Wronged ~ or Rite of Passage | found it impossiblg to gxplain an
HlcheMystic gxperigneg and do it justice, so I'vg usg the words as conegptual tools
That forge /’O

Z/gé the shadow of solid form to THAT reality begond...
The only way | kKngw how to do That is Being Ong Self. Literally.
S0 | echosg to writg with~ {lchemy, the language of the soul, speaking to a heart,

in a simplg yet timelegss fractal grposure for the mind.
The gxperignees and names of thosg in my story
ormystery, arg trag, the grammar howgver
has been altered to proteet the integrity of the Wlchemy and the blugprint of life.
IT can Now writg for all times the blug print of life.
the rite for all souls in the past, present and future perfect tense
right at the samg timg, and as intimately as though We
arg sitting on { cosmic sofa and you will had asked M€
“What have gou begen up to since last WE had

MeT.”
{s ygou flow through these pages with M
At gvery point of siblingicity, may We
gach, from Ong, MeeT Here too
form Our intimate bonding relation ~ ship... gMerge Now.

For woven with~ my story,
in mystery and in between the lings,
There ~18~ locked {1 code. The mere reading of ‘the book’ is an initiation.
€vegn space holds {1 clug, and gach ling along
Reveals US HIl as 1 tong dna blugprint all ong breaking the seal of seeregeq...

11
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Onee broken (ﬁ
The GGannd and heart merge Here Now
to gmerge in d wonderland of Ralgidoscopic words
And take M reader begond the limitation forethought
to thg mechanism of theg original and still fertilg foundation
of the primal gssence,
as gssentially The Word Being...dna

and in know sgnseg foreg word and backward
That from... { placg ~ tere [Innoegnee  ~ dna
in { space ~ Now, [ am opgning 1 door too Golden megan dna.
Here it’s all 9 work of love Hdore
of Mrt as 1 way to gnter the 5" dimension...

of {1 simplg form of perplexity
of d sgnsg in know sgnsg.
It can be read just as 1 story of innoegneg and gnjoyed.
It can be serutinized 4 Wlchemical kReys:
Two~ unloek the door of limitation and
Ong ~ That turn the fate of gengtic dna karma
Now~ in order to hear 1 door ring Pesting...
€ternally. 2 here doring Pesting.
It can gven be read Vertically,
€ven gver read ~  €vg ngver read
Right beforg your ¢ges~ Cve never red

Though
Ic t% aght

Can =
dll Wags S22
Isocate lgft latitude
attitude justification THAT is somegwhat ergptie
for the skeptic.
loook for the dugs, dos and don'ts,
And await the clugs
Watch for the cugs
Seen for gver In Question, Quotes, Quips and Querigs,
In Quest and re~Quests,
In search dna re~dgarceh,
and reversed...
Information from ¢ subatomic Igvel
In formation form {1 sub conscious Igvel.
With~In sight Here from ¢ naclgar reaction
IT Now form ¢ 'ngw clgar act~ion
with~ I supgr clegar action

ind supzrmgfc 7], Sc l. OZ/S wag.
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It sgems gverygthing we do from taking our first breath of life
or first solo step as a child, to taking our last step and gasping breath,
is dong from an inner longing for indgpendegnce.
For me That longing out-pictured in many wagys.
Some | was proud of,
others | was ashamed of,
somg | took eredit for,
others | took blameg for, though
through it all
and by all means,
I am grateful and responsible for all of IT.
The homes changed,
the jobs changed,
the activities changed,
the friends changed,
but somgthing inside of meg couldn't rgst, no matter how mueh I slgpt.
Mnd so after 11 gears of marriage [ lgft gvergthing dear to me
for no other reason gregpt to find myself.
Find myself? What the heek did That mean?
I didn't know [ was lost,
still | kngw, an inngr longing
for inngr dgpendgneg or fregdom
callgd mg forth (4" dimgnsion) to take { solo step out/ in~dgpendent.
[ts power full foreg urged me from the security of {1 beautiful home,
A wondgrful husband
and { precious daughter,
into an unknown
on my own to find mg Self.
That all happegned four gears ago
and as of four months ago | was a succegssful salgs manager
for a major hair carg compang, until somgthing ripped awag...
Just for a sgcond...
coming to { realization ~ THAT
Undoubtedly all | had thought ‘Indgpendegnce’ was,
dtood indgpendent
To US W1l and all THATIS,
THET IS in relation to our Ongngss,
logaving nothing in THUT wake
in my awakegning,
Absoluately no~thing...
Which couldn’t be felt
left justified, after the procegss ‘was’ over.

5]
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It is casy to trust when gverygthing’s going your way
['s when things argn’t going theg way you want
or gverygthing starts changing
and gou still trust ~
THAT is 1 sign
Uou’rg headed in the RITE dirgetion

4
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(>} (>}

*=>= [noight Unsggn ==

IT lag in bed naked, thg gssegnegs of the sacred ¢lixir still on my lips.
My wrists ecrossed over my heart, togs pointed and anklgs together.
“Now is all therg is,” the inngr voicg commands.
Out of the ecorner of my mind, IT s¢ge a flash g of multicolor light
“What’s That?” [ ask. 80 bright it appears whitg.
Though | sgnse my body at attention,
I feel my Self relax degper into the bed.
My sensegs arg raw with an intangiblg presgneg just begond my mind.
€ven the slightest movement warns FIE€ of the magnitude of the present... moment.
durrgndering to the presegnces about M€, 1 feel
The gnergies intensify.
M sgnseg comges over me, ‘I am going home...”
Nothing in God’s hgaven and on garth is morg important than That.
Pistant, yet right inside of me, [ sgnse {1 part of me being called.
‘dacred’ the sgnse fills my wholg being,
‘Thy soul..IS..That..Being..prepared.” | hear.
I take a degp breath and relax gven degper into the bed.
‘lsook’ | hear, as | s¢e a vision of my daughter Jenniferd® é/h"
1500k I here’ a gain... and inecohgrent.
IC wateh a seegng of my daughter Jennifer and [ from a week garligr
as she tigs the frigndship bracglet she had just made on my writs.
‘Takg the bracelet off.” the communion commands me clear.
Slowly I reach for the bracelet.
‘How can [ takg it off.” | telgpathically ask, ‘I promised her I'd wear it ‘til it fell off.”
€mpathie gnergy swirls the image until it converges at the cegnter of my forghead.
‘A promiseg madg to God...US, takegs precedence to angthing made on ¢arth.” [ hear.
Reaching for my wrist [ grab the bracglet and give it a long uncompromising tug.
The bracelet snaps and so dogs the promisg | madg to my daughter.
daered takegs on a wholg ngw and holy Rnegw meaning as | feel myg Self expand,
‘Are you willing to give up goar life, as if to another dimension.
ANA JOUT v fJOT @OA/US.
Mongtary attachments
Idgals or ideas
HNaivety and
Preams all sgem to roll up into ong thought.?
“Ugs.” | hear mg S¢lf regspond from deegp with~in me as [ relax into the unconscious.
{t That instant I& segnsg somg part of me going... somgwhere.
[ can’t say | remember time passing, just Being asked to return to serve?
Mg impression seems to bg IC would be going Home.

'IT knew I had to break a promise in order to keep my vow.
2 IT sense I'm asked to give up some mental concept; ‘there was no time’ f4r words or thought.

15
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== Thg Park Rnight of my Soul ==

s my body still lag valngrablg and in suspenseg,
suspended... in the ritual of the ‘Our,
IT contgmplate the wholg coming and going of the past four months.?
four weeks
four dags
for hours
How ironic it all sgems. or minutes, so it sgemed.
On ong side | sgeg perfect order, on thg other IL saw raw chaotic random gvents.
My life seemed obtusge to me.
€very moment obverse to the next.
Hnd yet still obviously fitting perfeet, ong into the next, whilg gvidgnee shows
‘That IE am’ overtly going through some sort of ritual.
Whilg visions flashed likg snapshots in my mind,
I suddenly loek on the shutter shot of Gabe, and IT shuttered at the thought.
loooking deep into the flow of thought, it oeeurs to meg I'm obsgrving the past,
as though coneurrgnt with the present gxperignce.
loatg ong afternoon two gears ago, whilg [ bartended at a local rgstaurant,
two megn camg in and sat at the bar.
€ven at first glancg IE could sgnsg something mysterious about them, They had
Park skin, pigreing ¢ges and a wayg about them that took me aback a bit.
Without giving it another thought | went about serving them.
Ong is quite frigndly, talkativg and somegwhat handsome. The other is short,
Rather quigt, totally bald and has pigreing dark, almost black ¢yges.
They are both well drgssed in a pretentious sort of wag.
“How long havg gou bgen a bartgnder?” the talkative ong asks.
“Not long, nor much longer.” [ said.
‘Oh my God, who said THWT? I thought,
“That’s know answer,” said thg short bald man.
I sgnse  pausg, as though our words had suspegnded in mid air.
Clutehing the words I trigd to retract my statement. *
€nthralled, the bald man glared at me as if looking for Somethlng
“What’ll you bg doing Now?” he asked spgellbound.
Il of a sudden gvery thought in my mind camg to ong point.
“Salgs,” I€ said, “direct salgs, I've been thinking about it for awhile.”
‘For awhilg?” | thought, “That’s funng, | didn’t know | wanted to sell.’
Riveted on my newfound discovery, | watech mg mind wonder and wander...
Ovgr the past few months I'd gotten a lot of flack about finding a real job.
Mulling over a few options [ hadn’t really settled on angthing in particalar,
Howgver... it sgems | had just comge to somgwhat of 1 decision.
“I'm very interegsted in gour thoughts!” he said, breaking my conegntration.
My pereeption shifted and [ was back in the bar handing him his martini.

3 IT scribe the whole coming and going in The AlchedMyotic ForEver book.
16
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“Po you know what gou want to s¢ll.” hg asks. tlis attgntion on me sharpens.
Ws IE focus on his question, my mind reels
with real idgas of what [ would lovg to sell.
“Right now [ don’t know... something beaatiful, or related to beauty 'm sure.”
Reeping my distancg, [ stgp back and busy myself with other bar back details.
“Regep in touch,” heg said handing mg his card, “and lgt mg know when gour ready*.”
Noticgablg thosg words shook me to my corg.
I took a few stegps toward him as | felt the tension hegightening,
“@abg” | said, reading his namg off the card.
His focus on me was so strong IF actually felt foreg around and about him.
There was somge sort of tangible sgnsg of being foreed into doing something.
as if | had to fight him off M€,
as if the foreg had pulled M€ into his gnergy field,
as if he’d reached inside M€ and knew something about me | didn’t Rnow.
IT stepped back again.
He reachges in his brigfease and pulls out a glass
with a brass ring around theg bottom.
ttached to the brass ring was a pewter handle.
“Very unusual.” [ said as | take it into my hand.
€mpathically I& imaginegd other items and gnvisioned selling the warges.
“You could bg my rep for this wholg arga,” he said,
“I'm importing mang brass items for bars and regstaurants from Isragl,” he sagys,
“€vergong’s going to want the prodact when they seg it.
loook, gou’ll make a lot of mongy.” He Iganed back on his stool.
“Damn, if gou’rg not perfeet,” his Isragli aceegnt is thick and his tong intgnse.
IT sge him look mg over as if he was assegssing
my assets... if gou kKnow what [ mean.
“No... thank gou,” | say handing the brass handled
glass cup back to him
and backed awagy.
Cerig sgnsations ran up and down my sping.
“Somghow IL know I'm not working in this busingss again.” 1 said.
The tgnsion heightens as my body begins to eringe just by bging near him.
“I said... Regp it,” his tong stern, his gyes glaring right, or ritg through me.
Not saging another word [ took the brass handled glass eup.
Given the circumstancgs IE am surprised 1 kept it.
I suppose be~eause of the tangible forege figld IE felt.
Still suspended Now in the ritual of the hoar...
IT fast forward to a week ago and saw
as | was clegaring out my eupboards, on the top
Shelf in a cabingt [ rargly usg, [ found the glass
with the brass and copper holder.
In the glass was the card.
On the eard; the name ‘Gabe.’

* “When Jen needs you, you'll be ready” are the words I heard five years earlier...
Evidently the reason for The Whole Story and the starting of my journey for Truth.
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IT forgot about him.” 1 say to My S¢lf, as the glass refreshed my memory
in a not 80 refrgshing wagy.
The gerig memory of the peculiar man [ met two gears garligr came to mind.
How distant [ felt from the gxperigneg, and the meg who gxperigneed it.
I could feel a real sgnse of my Self,
in a surrgal sort of way, relative to time.
&0 much had happened in thosg past 2 gears, and it appeared a lifetime awag.
IT knew [ wasn’t gver going to do angthing about this glass, so | threw it away.
domewhere around three in thg morning the phong rang.
“HellOF” | said spontangously, as angong would after picking up the recgiver.
Ovgrtongs of ancignt mgmorigs ¢cho in my ¢ar as {1 sileneg vibrates with~in
A tong in my voice.
“Atong” | hear in my head.
€very hair at the nap of my negek stood on gnd.
loingering in the silgnceg [ wondered why I would get a call so late... or rather garly.
loatg night calls alwaygs invokg some sort of bad news.
“Who would ecall gou from China?” the man spokg in a thick Middlg €astern aceent,
in a tong so deep, | thought...
‘It came from the depths of Hell.”
The sound of his voicg pigreed Rite in my gar
as | felt fear stab me like a knife in the heart.
Numb with~ the prospeet beforg me,
and in shock, | sat still in the darkngss.
€ven the blackngss of the night dimmed darker with the sound of his voicg.
Still uncertain of his identity, TE wondered if | was still dreaming as my mind
wandgred whilg the words shook mg to my corg.
dineg [ had an ineident with Jacob, my five gear old ngphew, about a week garligr
in refergnce to the Master calling me from China, my imagination
@Qot the best of me and sparked the possibility of something otherworldly...
Out of the corngr of my eye IT see the wholg gxperignce in THAT ong moment
Pown to the last detail, with 1 wholg new clear {dlcheMystic awargngss to life.

18
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=~ Jacob’s battegr ="

s my mind accegsses the megmory, | watch, | am at my sisters in Newport helping
her with myg ngphews.
Sheg was dug to havg her forth child,
her dug date was closg at hand,
and Chris was in the Navg and out at sea.
Ong aftgrnoon | took my threge ngphews on a littlg pienic lunch.
We didn’t go far, just to the basgball figld a few blocks from theg house.
John, the ¢ldgst at sgven, had just climbed about five feet up the backstop fence
behind the diamond of the baseball figld about fifty feet from the blanket.
Tongy, the younggst at three, watehed his older brother it awg, as Jacob stood at the
foot of the fence trging to get the courage to elimb.
“Comg on its gasy.” John said, ggging him on.
Hfter awhileg Jacob gave up and camg over and sat with mg on the blanket.
He picked up the tog telgphong I had brought for Tony and began fiddling with it.
He sounded the ringer then picked up the reegiver and pat it to his gar.
A moment later he handed it to me.
“It's the master from China and he wants to talk to gou,” he said, matter of fact.
“The master huh!” [ said smiling.
“Take itl” Jacob insists, “hg wants to talk to gou.”
“I took the reegiver and said “Helloooo!”
“Tell meg what he’s saging,” | said, handing him back the phong, “I don’t hear him.”
He dropped the phoneg.
“He’s here now,” he said startled, pointing up and to the right.
“Jou sgeg him?” | ask with a littlg giggle.
“Ugs, he’s right here.” Hig pointed again to a spot just to the right of us.
“What dogs he [ook likg? What is he wearing?”
“Hg has funny ¢yes!” tlg said pausing,
staring as if into space.
What is hg wearing?” | rgpeat, breaking the silgnce.
“tig has a big hat and a long blug drgss,
and therg’s snakes
and dragons on his drgss.”
“You really do sge something don’t you!” I am definitely amused.
“WOhhh!” he said, jumping to his feet, “thg snakes arg jumping off his clothgs.
Their coming at us.” He beecomes animated collgeting gverygthing onto the blanket,
“Safel” he says, religved after gvergthing was off the grass and on the blanket,
“They can’t get us here.”
‘Where did he gver hear about masters?’ | thought.
“How do you know h¢’s a masters?” | ask.
“I don’t know,” he said, shrugging his shouldgers.
I sat for a moment and really thought about the wholg gxperignee.
Four months ago | would havg thought this the vivid imagination of child’s plagy.
Now I straingd and focused to try and sge the image.
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“Is he still herg?” I ask.

“Ugs, right over there.” tig again pointed to a spot about six feet awag.

“He’s comg here to sge you,” he said, pointing his finger at me.

“Is he saying anygthing?”

“No, tlg’s just watching us.”

e went into detail about the movement of the master and he became animated
again with protecting me from the snakes. g appeared to be fighting them off as
they seemingly trying to comg onto the blanket.

Suddenly, Jacob caught a glimpse of John and Tony standing by the fencg,

and in a g flash, was up and ranning toward them.

Without sRipping a step he Igaped onto the feneg and climbed it to the top.

It had to be fifteegn feet or more.

Mg heart Igaped and so did I off the blanket and ran toward the fence.

“ORkay Jacob, that’s great... now come down here,” | said as calm as [ could.

“No [ likg it up here,” he said scanning the vigw from his perch.

“Jou’re a littlg too high, now comg down here,” my tong a littlg firmer.

“Slowly,”  added in a slow gven tong.

“I'm okay, sege,” he said, as he swung by ong hand and ong foot.

‘He's fearlgss.” IL thought, or the words thought me.

“Uges Jake | see, now show me how ¢ase gou can climb back down.”

s slow and deliberatg as my tong, his feet found their wag down the fence.
When he got within my reach, he insisted [ didn’t help him.

He wanted to do it himself.

{bout four feet from the ground he jumps, lands on his feet, and starts running.
The next think [ know he is running past John toward the plaggroand. John took off
Wfter him with Tong, elegnch fisted likg a boxer, running as fast as he can after them.
What a sight! [ felt privileged to wateh such a perfect sceng.

s if every movement was chorgographed and gvery detail considered.

Ugs,  was Igarning from gvery gxperignce, and gvgrgong my teacher.

loater on in the night 1 had a dream. It the time [ thought it a nightmare.
In the dregam IE meet {4 man at an airport. {s we sit ngxt to gach othgr, he Igans
Forward
toward mg and wg Riss. [ trust he is my beloved...

lover and [ fall into unconsciousngss.
The next thing IE know my gyes begin to focus as IT awaken from the darkngss.
The first IE seg is the beloved and he appears to be backing awagy. Just begond
Him is another man standing in 4 doorway with a gun pointed straight at me,

and IE witngss him as he pulls the trigger.

€verygthing went from color to black and white... as the vivid imaggs become lueid.
IT watch as the bullgt came at mg in slow motion and gntered my heart.
loooking over at my lover, | gugstion, if hg Rnew [ was going to be Killed,
Or gven if hg was in on it, and | panic as [ bggan falling in slow motion to the floor.
Catching mge in his arms, the beloved man gnsurgs meg I& am not dging.
‘Reep focus... I here, Relag, Trast, Re~Member... it isn’t what gou think.
IT felt no pain as [ relax into the darkngss and I& wokg up from the drgam.
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=" Pgegep in~to thg Park Knight ==

Getting back to the phong eall from China...
Realizing therg was morg going on than megets the IE...
Hfter the momentary shock worg off | thought morg rational and realistic.
‘Very funng,” | thought, ‘it must be Michagl’ trging to disguise his voice.’
s [ hadn’t heard from him in over a week, 'm delighted he called.
“Michagl?” 1 asked, the namg spills from my lips to soothg my startled heart.
€vegn without words his tong ehills mg to thg bong.
“Nooo!” hg says sharply with a sgnsg of agitation.
“Who is Michagl?” his tong somegwhat jealous and interrogative.
7Igain a blank silgnt chill comges over me, and [ think again,
I remegmber a few years garligr my frignd Tim called me from China.
“Tim?” 1 ask, “Is it gou?”
“No its not Tim,” his voieg loud, sarcastic, and definitely disturbed.
“Okay, 1 give up, who arg gou?” | ask getting a littlg worried.
“Who am 1?2 Who am 1?7 He repeated as though insulted I didn’t kKnow.
“dlright, That's gnough, who arg gou?” 1 said, not reallg sure | wanted to know.
“@abg” he said, “It's Gabe.”
“Are gou Ridding me.” | laugh, “the Gabg who gave me the glass two years ago?”
“l did give you a glass cup... Ygs,” he said,
“Now do gou rgmegmber meg?”
“Ugs,” | said with a littlg laugh, “In fact, gou argn’t going to beligve this, bat
Only a few hours ago | through it awagy.”
“U... thru... IT.. awagy..” he said, as though gvery word had an alternatg meaning.
There was a pause. {1 long drawn out greruciatingly tense pause...
“How funny is that,” [ said brgaking the tension. “Pon’t gou think it’s strange how
I met gou for twenty minates two gears ago and | keep the glass until todagy.
Now, the dagy | through it away, gou call mg?”
Reegping silgnt, there is still no rgsponsg from him.
“ITC am amazed.” | said, still trying to fill the silgncg...
‘still trying is the clug’ TE thought to myself.
“Why did you throw it away?” his tong abrupt and angry.
“I don’t know,” I said contegmplative, “Flagbe... becausg my wholg lifg is changing,”
Then proceeded to tell him about Michagl.
Not wanting to upset the man angmorg than hg was alrgady, [ kgpt positive.
“€ver meget somgong who refleets the best in gou?” [ asked, “Jou know,
domeong who, when gou look into their gges gou know something about goursel...
domething gou didn’t know beforg, and it is sooo good you can bargly contain it.”
“Can you sgg you’ve had this before,” he said. His tong almost sinister.
“@nd why do gou want to do it again?”
“No... or Know,” | say, “this man is a doctor, and IE sgg somgthing of myself in him.
a rgal humanitarian.”

7 How I met Michael and the Alchemy around our relationship I¢ ForEver tell.
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Because of the mystifging way he kngw me in wags no ong could haveg told him,
and thg mysticism of my finding the glass and his phong call hours later,
it wasn’t until the gnd IT realizg [ ngver gave him my phong number.
s the mystique turned to weird, it took all | had in mg not to panic.
Calmly 1 asked him how he got my number, and if he knew where [ lived.
Reeping his soureg confidential [ g¢t the impression he got my number from
Ong of the employeges two years ago, and heg had no idga where [ lived.
For sgven nights he called, always with the sameg messages,
always about thregg in the morning,
always asking to meet with me and
always insisting all would bg revealed when [ met him.
Preakishly cach night the phong calls got morg bizarre.
He spoke of taking me to Palgsting and live like ‘the queen THHAT [ am.™®
Over and over he told me he loved me, get to me it didn’t feel likg love,
it didn’t gven feel good.
Unbgknownst to me, | was right, rite, writg in the middlg of my own initiation.
Surely the Universe was giving me {1 elug,
or was this my eug,
€ither way, my life was about to shift ~ For€ver.
IT could sgnsg something stirring deep inside.
My intuitive sgnse had surely heightened... and in THAT sgnse IT began to Trast.
In those sgven dags | began to give awayg my things,
Ngither hesitant nor curious as to the dirgetive, | would
[ gither throw the thing awagy
or give the thing awag.
In those sgven dags | clganegd and clegared
I listgned and obgyed.
In those sgven nights darkngss reveals an ¢glgment [ had never dealt with before,
My initiation had only just begun.
On the sgeond night Gabe called, 1 asked him the reason he was pregssuring me.
“My dear,” he sags in his deep dark tong, “It's because you are my other half.”
‘€erig’ | thought, “How could this guy think heg’s my other half?’ [ asked My Self,
‘No wag!’ | grelaim, ‘gregpt magbeg my evil half.
s Gabg’s voicg babbled through the phong in the background of my thoughts,
Silgntly I plead with God to give me a sign as to why this was happegning to me.
Why was hg pregssuring me, and why was [ rgsisting seeing him.
[ couldn’t sge the handwriting on the wall... of antiquity that is... and
The situation was beginning to get too strange, get | knegw | had to Reegp going.
duddenly I heard something in his tong, and his words beggan to make sgnse.
“€very thing will make senseg when gou ook into my gyes.” te said,
Not gractly knowing what [ was hearing | still began to listen closely to him.
Pisjointed as it was | had to admit somg of what he said fit my own inngr teaching.

5 This is just one statement he used in reference to an inner knowing... ie the queen THAT I am,
and all I write in reference to the Christa, and Christ’s statement I am THAT I am.
Or his mention of my ‘being ready’ the first time we met, and how it coincided with the words
I= heard at the onset of the Alchedyastic Whole Story could not be just coincidence.
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Buat his attitude,
his manner,
his manngrs or sgeming lack of them, repelled me...
€very time he talked, his words,
his voieg,
his tong went into my ¢ar and under my skin,
making my skin crawl.
“This must beg the opposite of a chill,” [ thought, when gou know something is Trath.
“This must be the sgnsation of a falsity.’
In That moment, a chill went up my sping and clgared the crawling sgnsation.
‘Now [ undgrstand!’ IT hear, ‘1 am beging taught something... Rite?” [ question.
@abg’s voicg broke into my thought procegss.
“I love gou,” he said, “Marrg me and | will take gou to Palgsting...
We will make so much mongy.” flis voicg alluring, almost segnsual.
I heard the words ‘make so muech mongy,” and I felt his momentary
mongtary
or monastery spell brake.”
“lsook Gabe,” [ said, “I'm flattered gou want to do this with me, bat [ can’t.”
“loisten to me.” He said, “stop fighting gour desting.”
He procegeds to tell me; from an garly age he’s had an ability to Rnow what people
Are thinking... and he’s ablg in someg ways to make pgople do what hg wants.
“Very intergsting.” | said, “fnd is this what gour trying to do with me right now.”
€verything he said sounds far fetched,
though it was no farther feteched than angthing ¢lsg happgening to me.
I remind him of Michagl, and how my life with~ him would be
in a humanitarian wag.
“No!l” tlg sereamed through the phong.
Then there’s a long... dead... silgnt... pausg.
“I told gou, you’ve had this beforg why do gou want it again?” hg says foreibly,
Making surg his point of view camg across.
€ach word hg spoke was in an gven, delibgrate, megsmerizing tong.
His words rang in my ¢ar as imaggs of past relationships came to mind.
[ thought about my relationship with men in gengral...
durreal and juxtapose, the imagges aligned.
Suddenly | began to sge 1 blatant idgal materializg in my mind.
The idea of defining myself based on a man became clear.
Ong idgal rgmaingd in tact though,
Right before my ¢ye in faet.
Uet | saw [ wasn’t quite seging the wholg picturg.
I was definitely seeing something going on, as if [ can see myself think.
I saw myself procgssing in order to regconcilg my thoughts and feglings.
I was watching my own Self work...
or worth.

"1 didn't realize it at the time, thought from That moment on I couldn’t do anything just to

Make money...
Even if my life, survival wise, depended on it.

25



The dlcheMystic

“I have to do the work of My o¢lf,” The feeling pengtrated my heart.
“I have to be... worthy of My Self.” The thought pigreed my mind.
“I have to be.. have liken My Self,” The thought/feeling aligns multidimensionally.

On the forth night Gabe called, | begin realizing my words were not coming from
Wny thought proegss of my own. It was as if TE'm a conduit bging used to convey
The information heg can’t hear in him Self. It was as if a part of him was talking to
Him through me.
‘Is hg doing the same for me?’ | ask, ‘Is he a part of me talking to me?”
“THAT would gxplains his uncanny choicg of words.” My thoughts went on and on.
‘dure this guy sgemed likg a nut,’ [ thought,
‘but so had | these past four months.’
In the mean time, [ told my family about Gabe and things were getting tense.
I didn’t realize how bazaar mg life had become to thosg closg to me.
I couldn’t blamg them, | thought it strange myself, and [ was living it.
I ngver would have imagingd what | looked like from their point of vigw... though
I was soon to find out!
On the fifth dayg, my cousin Naneyg camg over to go through my closet.
Naney Kngw | was having another urge
for a purge and she was first on the sceng.
“Is therg angthing ¢lse in the housg you want?” [ asked,
She looked surprised.
“fre you surg?” she asks and acts surprised.
“Ugs, please, look around.”
s she perused my house | megntiongd how the guy,
@abg, who she kngw had begen calling, wanted to met with me.
Ind how he reminded me of a nightmare | had of a man Rilling me in an airport.
[ then proegeded to tell her a few details of the dream.
Now you can just imaging.
“Stay awag from him,” she insisted, “We're all worried about gou.”
This was my first dirgct warning.
IT ater found out it wasn’t warning me to stag away from Gabe,
it was a warning of discgrnment of who to tell what to.
On the fifth night, when he asked me to meet with him. [ said ges.
What a feeling of religf.
‘Now [ can get this over with,” | thought.
That is until he said, “I'll meet gou in the lounge of the airport.”
His words again crawlegd under my skin, onlg this timg in~to my throat.
I couldn’t breath. Hlis words coiling around my neek likg snakes.
The memory of the nightmare | had a week garlier came to mind.
His tong of voice was suffocating me.
€nergy | had never dealt with before sgemed to bg consuming me.
Revolations or rgvelations spun me nausgous.
Fear, panic and doubt all hit mg at once.
everything became 2 Jfie »-.
s IL am proegssing the terror and coming to terms with the wholg death dregam,
Right in the middlg of the thick swirling gnergy and panic [ hear myself sag...
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“Okay,”

Suddenly I& knew lifg as | knegw it, would no longer gxist.

My heart Igaped into my throat, and IL trigd to calm myself down.

‘Okag?’ I qugstion, ‘Who said OKR? I'm not going to meet this guy.” | say to My S¢lf.
doothing gnergy camge from my heart begond the pulsing pangs of fear.

| felt comforted and realizg therg is something with and in My S¢lf calming me,
doothing Mg, and comforting F€... inside and oat.

Ms [ woke up on the sixth dag, | sgnsed somgthing obviously out of thg norm.
Throughout the dagy,
the strangg sgnsation heightgned, yet IE knew | had to proeged
With attgntion to detail, and TRUST what was happening
was beggond angthing | could imaging.
I felt a tgnsion pressing me to gt go of gverygthing, as if my life dgpended on it.
Now, as IE look back with hindsight, | sge it moreg about my soul dgpended on it.
Wngway, at somg point in the day IF realizg | wasn’t Igtting things go fast gnough.
Faster and farther | bggan looking for ways to give gverygthing awag,
or wags to lgt gvergthing go... 1 wag.

The thought of lgtting gverything go... 4 way took hold.

‘€verygthing makes sgnse...” | thought, or hear, or IE said to mysglf.

Rite then and there | stop my frantic throwing away, giving away and Igtting go,

and here [ surrgnder...

IT slowly movg from room to room in the housg touching gvery thing | had lgft.
Surprisingly there is a lot.

IT imaging giving it all UP... to God.

The sgnsg of religf overwhelms me as | drop to my knegs and begin to ery.
Feeling a renegwed sense of freedom, as if an unknown burden had been lifted,

I slip from my Rneggs onto the floor in a statg of deep exhaustion. | couldn’t move.
Resting still, | fall into a deep sleep.

durely sineg [ hadn’t had a good or full night slegp in over a wegek,

and sgnseg IE am in the middlg of the initiation of my lifge...
Time... the rest is welecomed,
and the rest is herstory.

IT awokge rested, fully relaged, and readg...

For what, THAT | couldn’t imaging.

That night; the sixth night Gabe called at 10:30 pm instead of 3:00am.

He spoke for just a few minates to confirm the time and place.

“Ugs Gabg I'll be there, 9:00 at the airport lounge.” My voicg calm and cordial.

#*IC knew I had begun giving UP,
Not just things, IT8’'m giving UP my fear as well.
So much was happening I didn’t have time to even think about it,
I had to just go with it.
Given the circumstances I have to give credit to my ego for unwavering Trust.
Heartfelt is A word to describe the sense guiding me through all of it.
The other word is Faith... and the F
One can understand in Faith
stand for Fearless.

25



The dlcheMystic

If gou have madeg it this far it is safe to sag... You are an flcheMystic.
To read my story, experience the flchemy and awaken gour flcheMystic
please contact me at flcheMystic@terrachrista.as
You can see the pages are filled with cuges
and clugs as my storg continags to unravel
the mgsterg ong ling
and ong moment at a time.
Organicallg the evening turns to night as the story of my flcheMystic initiation
Unearths the dlchemical signs once hidden in the wake of everydagism.
My father shows up unannounced with a request THIT could bring back the dead.
Hfter a lite dinner, | have an gthereal experience where | consume
a light dinner That, by angong’s standard, closely resembled the last supper.
The next thing I know I'm being given very clear instruction from a commanding
Engrgetic foree THAT seems to be coming from within, get begond...ME.
In no time my Cousin Nancy arrives...
8in being the question at hand,
and all hell breaks loose as I face
everyg ong of my fears.
All through the night I am... challenged physicallg,
mentally,
emotionally
and spiritually.
While the night unfolds info morning...
[ find mg Self morning the crucifixion of my ego.
HAfter 14 hours of hell breaking muses,
my inner initiator asegs my family to test my faith,
courage
and logalty to my God/Us.
[ end ap in a mental institation;
Institate of HHigher dtudies,
or I13: oar Lord'’s initials on the cross.
The remainder of my story is mystifying as I give detail accounts at the I113...
It reveal how our eulture
as a eult..regard a spiritual awakening as a mental disorder...
Now, after twenty gears | have broaght my story forth... (#* Pimension.)
Giving US 71l a clear understanding of how to enter the 5" Pimension
Ong Beloved soul at A time...
Naturally there are rites and rituals to undergo,
€Even the best of us have the rite to perform... Hiere and Now
as [ write to inform how Her Storg begins and tis storg;
flistorg ends.
€njoy the read.
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