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      An incredible story that has the power to trans-form our lives—no matter where we live or what we do...


      In a land ravaged by nearly incomprehensible hatreds, a man came with a backpack and a guitar. His goal was to sing a peace

         concert in Bosnia. What he would find was an extraordinary secret waiting to be revealed.
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      James Twyman, a traveling troubadour, would risk his life to sing prayers of peace. But with the violence of Bosnia raging

         all around him, he made a journey to a secluded mountainous area. There he met a mystical community known as the Emissaries

         of Light, a secret society said to have existed for thousands of years, dedicated to the eternal flame of peace and the banishment

         of fear and mistrust from the world.

      


      The first outsider invited to observe the Emissaries’ extraordinary meditations and their powerful effects, Twyman is plunged

         into an experience of revelation that changes him forever and inspires him to share this new vision for the world. As the

         Emissaries teach him their lessons, the simple man with the guitar learns an important truth: Despite war, cruelty, loneliness,

         and fear, peace is not just a dream, it is a powerful reality that already exists within all our souls. Peace is, in fact,

         our destiny.

      


      EMISSARY OF LIGHT has been passed from hand to hand across America, spreading its message of hope and the ancient wisdom of

         the Emissaries. Prophetic and profound, this is the writing of a man who now dedicates his life to helping us all become Emissaries

         of Light, as we ask ourselves and our society the most daring of all questions: Are we ready to bathe in the light? As the

         Millennium closes, are we ready to change the world?
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      JAMES F. TWYMAN is an exceptional storyteller, the author of The Secrets of Unconditional Love, and a professional musician who travels the world as the Peace Troubadour performing prayers he has set to music, “The Peace

         Concert.” James Twyman is also a student and teacher of A Course in Miracles.
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To the One in the Center




      Introduction


      “All my life I have been haunted by God.” I remember the first time I heard my friend Lisa Wagner say those words. It was

         during her one-woman play about the life of Dorothy Day, and it exploded within me: I too had been haunted by God. As a small

         child I felt a mysterious, passionate longing for the Divine. I thought mystical experiences were natural, that everyone was

         having them, and because my roots were deeply embedded in my Catholic upbringing, it seemed I had but one recourse. A month

         after graduating from high school I joined a monastery. I would become a priest and devote my life to prayer and silence,

         seeking some sort of mystical union with my Beloved. I had dreamed of that day for many years, and when the huge iron gate

         closed behind me I knew I had crossed over to a new world.

      


      But the empty stillness of the ancient rituals echoed within me and left me cold. Whatever it was I was searching for, I wasn’t

         going to find it in the magic formulas and dogmatic insistence of any institution. I had to leave, to search on my own. I

         was like Siddhartha leaving the ascetics, or the Buddha leaving his father’s palace. Even if I had to wander alone, it was

         my heart I would follow, and no one else’s.

      


      I have always been a man of paradox. As a child I was the black sheep, either praying in church or serving detention after

         school. Though I have been blessed with many gifts, I believe my greatest attribute is that I am common, ordinary. I am no

         smarter, no taller, no more special than anyone. The one thing that has set me apart is my desire to serve—to be an instrument

         of Peace. St. Teresa of Avila once referred to herself as a broom kept in the corner of the room. Whenever the floors became

         dirty she was ready to be used, a tool in the hands of God. I lived and worked in Chicago with homeless men and women living

         with AIDS. This is how I was used. This is when I began to feel myself moving once again back to my source, the place I felt

         when I was a child, and that had haunted me ever since.

      


      Several years ago I decided to apply my lifelong gift for music to my spiritual quest. I wanted to be like St. Francis, a

         homeless, penniless troubadour singing about Peace. There was no way I could have known that this would bring me closer to

         my real mission than I could ever have imagined. This is the true story of an incredible adventure. It begins in the winter

         of 1994. I was living in a spiritual community dedicated to studying A Course in Miracles—a book that had changed my life. As for me, I do believe in miracles. Perhaps that is why this adventure found me.

      





      Prayer of St. Francis


      Lord, make me an instrument of your peace.


      Where there is hatred . . . let me sow love.


      Where there is injury . . . pardon.


      Where there is doubt . . . faith.


      Where there is despair . . . hope.


      Where there is darkness . . . light.


      Where there is sadness . . . joy.


      O Divine Master,


      grant that I may not so much seek


      To be consoled . . . as to console,


      To be understood . . . as to understand,


      To be loved . . . as to love,


      For it is in giving . . . that we receive,


      It is in pardoning, that we are pardoned,


      It is in dying . . . that we are born to eternal life.
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      ONE


      The Call


      Hindu Prayer for Peace


      Oh God, lead us from the


      unreal to the Real.


      Oh God, lead us from darkness to light.


      Oh God, lead us from death to immortality.


      Shanti, Shanti, Shanti unto all.


      Oh Lord God almighty, may there be peace in


      celestial regions.


      May there be peace on earth.


      May the waters be appeasing.


      May herbs be wholesome, and may trees and


      plants bring peace to all. May all beneficent


      beings bring peace to us.


      May thy Vedic Law propagate peace all


      through the world.


      May all things be a source of peace to us.


      And may thy peace itself, bestow peace on all,


      and may that peace come to me also.


      —THE PEACE SEEDS





      It went off inside me like a bomb. It wasn’t until I looked back months later that I realized how many seemingly unconnected

         events it had taken to bring me to Bosnia. We never notice them in the moment when they’re happening. A chance meeting is

         dismissed as a coincidence. A tiny wisp of a thought inspires still more thoughts, setting into motion a whole chain of new

         possibilities. Months or even years go by before all the pieces fall into place to reveal the grand scheme. I felt like I

         was set up in some strange, cosmic way. When it was over and I was able to look back, it was easy to see the chain of inspired

         circumstances.

      


      One day my friend David gave me a sheet of paper containing the peace prayers from the twelve major religions of the world.

         David said he had gotten it from a place called the Peace Abbey outside Boston. I wasn’t sure why he gave it to me, but I

         remembered him saying that he felt inspired to. Regardless of how he felt, I didn’t even read them. As soon as I got back

         to my room, I opened my desk drawer and threw the sheet on top of all the other papers I wasn’t interested in. A month later

         David and several other friends moved back to Boston. There was talk of starting a spiritual community in the area, and though

         I had never been to New England I felt a strong desire to visit my friends. I decided I would spend the first two weeks of

         April with them, then take a train to Florida for a week in the sun.

      


      As I packed my bag for the trip I came across the twelve peace prayers. I sat down in the chair and began to read the Hindu

         Prayer for Peace. “Oh God, lead us from the unreal to the Real. Oh God, lead us from darkness to light. Oh God, lead us from

         death to immortality. Shanti, Shanti, Shanti unto all.” As I read these words I felt a strange sensation. It was as if I could

         hear music, as if the prayer were being sung to me. I picked up my guitar and played what I heard. It was beautiful. The song

         was writing itself. I had been a performer and songwriter for years but had never had an experience like this before. When

         I finished I began reading the Buddhist Prayer for Peace. Once again I heard the music. I listened to each one and wrote down

         what I heard. It was an invigorating, energizing experience. Before I knew it, all twelve prayers were completely arranged.

         Not one of them took more than ten minutes. I knew something incredible had just happened. My life would never be the same.

      


      When I arrived in Boston I asked David to take me to the Peace Abbey. The Abbey was actually a retreat center as well as a

         school for children with developmental disabilities. In 1986 one of the students had died and Lewis Randa, the director of

         both the Peace Abbey and the Life Experience School, promised to bring the child’s ashes to Assisi, Italy, the home of St.

         Francis. By coincidence, there was a historic conference taking place in Assisi when he arrived. For the first time in history,

         the leaders of the twelve major religions of the world had been called together to pray for peace. Lewis was so inspired by

         what he saw that he brought the Peace Prayers back to the United States. The same prayers I had arranged to music had come

         from that meeting.

      


      Every morning the children at the school gathered for a special prayer service. I called Lewis the day I arrived in Boston

         and explained what had happened. He invited me to sing two or three of the prayers the next morning. When I arrived I immediately

         felt at home. We gathered around a huge rectangular table that had the names of famous peacemakers engraved on its side. The

         service began with the children passing a copper basin filled with water around the table and washing one another’s hands.

         They then read the names on the side of the table. Some could barely pronounce the words, but there was a feeling of grace

         in the room I cannot explain. Lewis then introduced me and I sang two of the prayers. No one moved. It was a holy moment.

         We all knew I was called to this place. I also knew that I wouldn’t be leaving at the end of two weeks.

      


      In December of that same year I was commissioned “Peace Troubadour” by Lewis and the children at the Abbey. I agreed to dedicate

         my life to sharing these beautiful prayers and music. Over the next year I was to travel throughout the United States performing

         the Peace Concert. A CD had just been released and I was preparing for a long tour. The initial plan was to perform at churches

         and universities in the United States for six or eight months, then spend the summer touring Europe. It was my idea to add

         Bosnia and Croatia to the itinerary. I felt that the “Peace Troubadour” should be willing to go where peace was needed. I

         didn’t know if I could get into the area or, if I did, where I would perform. I had been asked to sing at a rally commemorating

         the thousandth day since the siege of Bosnia-Herzegovina and Croatia, and I had a burning desire to sing the Christian and

         Muslim Peace Prayers wherever I could throughout the Balkan region.

      


      I admit that I knew very little about the politics of the Balkan war. Like most Americans, I knew that the former Yugoslavia

         was in turmoil, and that the people of Bosnia and Croatia were fighting for their lives. I wasn’t sure who they were fighting,

         though. The news reports I occasionally glanced at were sketchy at best. The suffering seemed immense, and that’s why I wanted

         to go. I made a conscious effort not to involve myself in the political drama, believing it would help me remain impartial

         and nonjudgmental. War is never about religion, of this I am sure. Religion is about peace, and I see music as a way people

         can understand this. I decided to begin contacting peace organizations in both countries and search for a sponsor. I mailed

         information with my request to every humanitarian organization in the Balkan region, about one hundred and fifty in all. Then

         I waited.

      


      Months went by with no reply. I had already booked performances in Germany and Italy but kept two weeks open at the end of

         the tour in case anything happened. An actress friend from Chicago was performing in a one-woman play throughout Europe during

         the same time I would be there. We were both scheduled to perform at an international peace convention in Assisi. She gave

         me several leads for other possible concerts in case nothing developed in Croatia and Bosnia. By early May, during final preparations

         for the tour, I had nearly given up hope. I was to leave in two weeks and had assumed by then that Croatia and Bosnia would

         not be on my schedule. After spending time in Germany I would take a train to Italy and spend three weeks in Assisi. This

         alone was a dream come true. Not only was it the town where the Peace Prayers were originally prayed, but I had wanted to

         make a pilgrimage to the home of St. Francis my entire life. When I was eighteen I had entered the seminary and begun studying

         to be a Franciscan priest. I left after only two years, but my love for St. Francis, the “Poverello,” never died. I was scheduled

         to speak and perform at the international Pax Christe convention in Assisi, then stay for an additional two weeks and perform

         several concerts. Since it seemed I would not be going to the former Yugoslavia I decided to stay in Assisi for an additional

         month to pray and reflect. I was offered a small chapel in which to conduct a peace meditation every afternoon. This new plan

         was fine.

      


      That’s when the fax came. Three days before I was to leave the United States, a peace organization in Croatia responded to

         my request. The English was broken but clear: “We would like you to come our town Rijeka to sing songs of peace. We need much

         peace here. Can you arrive middle June? Suncokret, Sunflower in English, is humanitarian organization to pay all expenses.

         We hope you come. Your friend, Gordana.”

      


      I immediately faxed a reply: “I would love to come.” It did mean, however, that I would have to change my plans. I decided

         to spend three weeks in Assisi, travel to Croatia for two weeks, then return to Assisi. I looked on a map and found Rijeka.

         It was the third-largest city in Croatia, very near the Italian border. A great deal goes into planning a concert tour. But

         there was no information at all about where I would stay or where I would perform. The reply I sent requested more information

         before I left the United States. I also included a fax number in Assisi in case we weren’t able to communicate within three

         days. I received no reply, and I left for Europe hoping the rush would not change Gordana’s request. I kept reminding myself

         to be patient.

      


      After a short swing through Germany I left for Assisi. I boarded a train and left Munich at around four o’clock, sharing a

         cabin with two young Italian men. Their English was barely intelligible, and the three of us had great fun trying to communicate.

         A friend had given me an Italian phrase book before I left the United States, and we fumbled through it nearly the entire

         night. By the time I arrived in Assisi the next morning I had only slept a few hours, but I was far too excited to care. Italy

         was as beautiful as I had always imagined. The train rolled past countless valleys and hills, all with quaint towns and villages

         nestled romantically in every corner. The train station was located in the valley below Assisi. A bus regularly took passengers

         from the station up the winding narrow road that led up Mount Subasio. Assisi was built on the side of the mountain, its ancient

         stone walls beginning at the crest of a hill, reaching down to enclose the most mystical place I have ever seen. The bus dropped

         me off at the town’s main gate. These were the walls that protected Assisi in ancient days. They were now a reminder of a

         time long past, the days when St. Francis himself patrolled the area in full armor to defend his town from neighboring Perugia.

      


      Nearly everything in Assisi was preserved to recall that time. Aside from the hotels and tourist traps, Assisi has remained

         what it has been for more than eight hundred years—a spiritual masterpiece of simplicity and compassion. I spent the first

         week within the walls of the town performing for the Pax Christe convention, and the next two weeks a few minutes down the

         mountain at San Masseo, an eleventh-century monastery that had been transformed into a center for young people interested

         in the Franciscan lifestyle. I learned of San Masseo from a chance meeting with a man in Munich. He noticed the Franciscan

         cross I was wearing and asked me if I was traveling to Assisi. When I told him I was, he wrote down the address of San Masseo,

         then the names of the two priests who live there: Father Joe and Father Paul, both Americans. As many as one hundred people

         stay at San Masseo each week in the summer. Mornings are spent in common prayer, then working in a nearby olive orchard. Afternoons

         are normally spent in silence and prayer.

      


      During my stay at San Masseo I met a handsome Italian man named Giovani. He was a devotee of Maher Baba, an East Indian avatar

         who had a great love for St. Francis and who had come to Assisi to sleep in the secret cave St. Francis often used as a hermitage.

         Giovani knew the path that led to this cave and took me there one afternoon. It was barely large enough for the two of us

         but we sat inside praying for nearly an hour. Being in the cave that St. Francis had used as his hermitage was an incredible

         experience for me, and I decided that if I had the opportunity I would sleep there alone at least one night. Giovani and I

         then climbed to the top of Mount Subasio. As we sat at the crest of the highest hill, billowing clouds completely engulfed

         us. I felt like we were in a whole new world—that is, of course, until the clouds suddenly grew dark and I heard a low rumbling

         sound. Without warning we were in the midst of an unbelievable hailstorm. The small pieces of ice stung as they hit our skin.

         We began to run, then stopped when we realized where we were—at the top of a mountain. There was nowhere to go. The ice then

         turned to rain and we had a marvelous three-hour walk down the mountain, soaked to the bone.

      


      The fax number I had sent to Gordana was for a convent in Assisi of American nuns. The director was a friend of a friend,

         and she agreed to take my messages. Every day I stopped by, and every day Sister Rozita greeted me at the gate. “Nothing today.

         Sorry, Jimmy.” When I moved down the hill to San Masseo it was a bit harder to stop by. People very naturally build up leg

         muscles living in Assisi. It was no more than a half mile from San Masseo to the city gate, but it was all uphill. I began

         to think the invitation to Croatia had been withdrawn. There hadn’t been enough time to arrange things properly. Though I

         had been excited about the possibility of the Croatian-Bosnian part of the tour, I was also happy to stay in Assisi. I once

         again began making plans to stay an extra month.

      


      I was cleaning the toilets in the men’s dormitory when Father Joe called me. I had a telephone call. It was Sister Rozita:

         A fax had come from Croatia. When I arrived at the convent Sister Rozita was waiting at the gate. The fax was from Gordana.

         Preparations were being made and government permission had been granted. I was to leave by train in two days.

      


      It took a full day to travel by train to Trieste, on the border of Italy and Slovenia. From Trieste it was an hour-and-a-half

         bus ride to Rijeka. It took a while to find the bus terminal, even though it was right across the street from the train station.

         Unlike most Europeans, Italians don’t feel a particular need to learn anyone else’s language. In this respect they’re similar

         to Americans. The joke was that while traveling through Europe I quickly discovered that the meaning of the English words

         a little is relative. When asking a German if they speak English they will usually say “a little,” then proceed to speak better than

         most Americans. When asking the average Croat if they speak English they will say “a little,” then demonstrate excellent diction

         and grammar. But when you approach an Italian and say “Io non parlo italiano. Parla English?” you will of course hear “a little,” just as with the others. Upon further examination, however, I often discovered something

         different: The words a little are the only English words in their vocabulary. Beyond that, hand signals are much more effective.

      


      The bus was crowded but not full. Beside me sat a young twenty-something dark man. He was tall and rough looking, and at first

         I was intimidated by him. In the seats to our right sat a young, attractive blond woman. Behind me was an elderly, stout white-haired

         man who seemed ready to talk. He and the man beside me were already involved in some light conversation. The young woman sat

         looking out the window, unin-volved. She seemed scared and isolated. After a short while the man beside me said something

         in Croatian. I told him I was an American and didn’t understand.

      


      “Oh, an American,” he said, suddenly very excited. “Where in America are you from?”


      “Originally Chicago,” I told him.


      “Oh, Chicago. Michael Jordan. The Bulls. One of our great Croatian players is a Bull. Do you know Toni Kukoc?”


      “I don’t know him personally, but I’ve seen him play.” This was exactly what I needed. I am an avid Bulls fan, and talking

         about my team helped me relax. I also discovered that Croats are almost as passionate about American basketball as Americans

         themselves.

      


      “I am from Virginia,” the old man said with a thick Croatian accent. “This is first time in twenty-five years I am returning

         to my homeland. I am a shipbuilder and now an American citizen. But I have many relatives still here in Croatia that I haven’t

         seen in many years. With this war things are very different and I am not sure what has happened to them all.” He turned to

         the young woman. “Where are you from?” he asked in English.

      


      “Sweden,” she said, then turned away.


      “Sweden?” the old man continued. “Americans and Swedes all on a bus to Croatia . . . maybe to get shot. Why do you go to Croatia?”


      “My boyfriend lives in Zagreb.”


      “I hate Zagreb,” the man beside me said. “I am going back to my home. It is very near the area held by the damn Serbs. I hate

         the Serbs. If I could I would kill them all. I was a soldier and killed many. It is no big thing here to kill. Everyone is

         used to death. You sit in a cafe and someone throws a bomb. Boom! Ten people dead. This happens every day. I was in Italy for six months working on a cruise ship. But now I am going home.

         If the Serbs come to my town I will kill them all. You do not understand this unless you are from Croatia. This war has been

         going on for much more than four years. The hatred between the Croats and the Serbs goes very far back. There is no way peace

         will come easy.”

      


      Though I was startled by his violent attitude, I knew that this was an opportunity to learn about what was happening here.

         Perhaps I could get at least a fundamental grasp on who was fighting and what this war was all about. I asked him to explain.

      


      “It’s very simple,” he said. “The Serbs are bastards. They think any town that has Serbian people, even if they are the minority,

         belongs to Serbia. If that town is in Bosnia, okay. If it is in Croatia, okay. None of this matters. If you are not Serbian

         you must leave. If you don’t, you die. The Bosnian Serbs are people who have lived in Bosnia for a very long time but are

         Orthodox Christian, not Catholic or Muslim. Therefore they think they are Serbs. They don’t want to be part of Bosnia, even

         though that is where they are. If you ask me they are all very confused. How can you be in one country but wish you were in

         another? There is no way for peace here. The only way for peace is for the Serbs to leave Croatia and Bosnia. If they want

         to be Serbian, go to Serbia. If they don’t many more will die.”

      


      “But how can they do that?” I asked. “I mean, how can they tell everyone who is not Orthodox to leave just because they wish

         they were in Serbia?”

      


      “Because they have the military,” he said. “Before this started, Yugoslavia was the third-strongest army in Europe. When Yugoslavia

         broke up, Serbia kept most of the weapons. Bosnia had no weapons and no ability to defend itself. Croatia has some but not

         enough. In the beginning the Serbs would march wherever they wanted and kill anyone who got in their way. Now they have taken

         over most of Bosnia and in Croatia all the land on the border. Since Serbia had all the weapons they knew they could do whatever

         they wanted. Who was going to stop them? America?”

      


      “How does religion enter into all this?”


      “It does and it doesn’t. Religion is an excuse to hate and kill. It has always been that way here. Croatia is almost entirely

         Roman Catholic, Serbia is Orthodox, and Bosnia is everything—Muslim, Catholic, and Orthodox. Bosnians have the most trouble

         because they are the most diverse. Nearly 75 percent of Bosnia had been taken over by the Bosnian Serbs; only 25 percent of

         Croatia. The religion is just an excuse. No one really cares. It is a title people carry around. They say I am Catholic, therefore

         I am Croatian. Or I am Serbian, therefore I am Orthodox. But none of it means anything. They just want the power and to continue

         hating each other.” He turned to the young woman. “And you thought you were coming for a holiday.”

      


      “But the fighting is not near Zagreb,” the woman said. “Is that correct?”


      “That whole area is no problem,” the old man said, “though it has been bombed once or twice. Just last month the Serbians

         bombed downtown Zagreb. Maybe five people were killed. But it is on the border of Croatia and Bosnia where they fight. Do

         not go anywhere near that area. It is very dangerous, especially for an American. The American government has always been

         on the side of Bosnia and Croatia. Russia has always supported Serbia. You must understand, Serbia never wanted Yugoslavia

         to break up. They wanted to remain one strong Communist country after Tito died. But it has never been one country. Even with

         Tito there was a clear difference between Croats and everyone else. As soon as Tito died we left, and so did the rest. Serbia

         is very angry and feels it has the right to take over any area it wants.”

      


      “What about Rijeka?” I asked. “How has that area been affected by all this?”


      “Nothing ever happens in Rijeka,” he said. “It is protected. No war ever hits Rijeka. Even when Hitler came he marched right

         through Rijeka. Also, because it is so close to Italy the Serbs will never touch it. To bomb Rijeka is too close to the rest

         of Europe. Bosnia and Croatia hope that the rest of Europe will get involved. It is our only hope because Serbia is so strong.”

      


      “Rijeka is the safest city in Croatia,” the young man said. “When Croatia declared independence the Yugoslavian Army left

         Rijeka peacefully. In most places they destroyed many things. In every war Rijeka has not been touched. It is very strange.”

         Suddenly his face changed and he looked very excited. “The Chicago Bulls were the greatest team ever with Jordan. Now they

         are nothing.”

      


      I was happy to switch back to basketball, but I had learned a lot. More than anything I learned how confusing this war was.

         There were the Serbs, the Bosnian Serbs, Bosnia, and Croatia, not to mention the other smaller republics aligned in one direction

         or the other. Everyone I met was angry at Serbia, but I knew I was only hearing one side of the story. All of this strengthened

         my resolve to stay out of politics and stick to music. I wasn’t sure they would let me. Even this one conversation told me

         how emotionally charged things were. I wasn’t concerned about who was right or wrong, only in demonstrating that there must

         be a better solution than war. But were they ready for a better solution? I began to think that they weren’t. There is passion

         in war, even in the death and horror. Hate is a passionate emotion, and when one believes there is value in being right in

         a dispute, regardless of the cost, it is an emotion that is difficult to discard. Did they want to be right more than they

         wanted peace? The answer at that point seemed obvious.

      


      The bus would travel across two borders. The first was Slovenia, a small country I learned very little about, and then Croatia.

         Crossing into Slovenia was uneventful. The bus driver stopped at the gate, signed a form, then continued on. When we arrived

         at the border of Croatia I could see soldiers and tanks nearby. I saw several army trucks and one tank beside a small brick

         building. We stopped and two soldiers boarded the bus. Their eyes were cold as they scanned the bus, then began checking passports

         at the front. I was nervous at the sight of the soldiers, but my friends didn’t seem to care. I reached into my pocket for

         my passport. It wasn’t there. I remembered that I had left it in my backpack, which was stored underneath the bus. I told

         the old man.

      


      “This is not good,” he said, quite concerned. “They are very nervous here, and they are suspicious of Americans since the

         United Nations arrived.”

      


      His caution frightened me. I wouldn’t have thought leaving my passport in the luggage compartment was a big deal. But then

         again, this was my first visit to a war zone. Finally my turn came. A stern-looking man with dark eyes asked for my passport

         in Croatian. I asked him if he spoke English. He said, “No. Passport, please.” The old man stood up and told him the situation.

         They talked for longer than I expected. The old man seemed to be pleading my case, and the soldier seemed to be upset.

      


      “You must leave the bus with him,” my friend said. “They will go to the luggage with you to get your passport. I do not think

         there will be a problem, but he is very angry. Go and do whatever they ask.”

      


      The soldier motioned for me to leave the bus. I was escorted between both soldiers. As I stepped off, the first soldier grabbed

         me and forced me to turn toward the bus. He stood over me, forcing me to stay there while the other soldier walked toward

         a small building at the side of the road. No excessive force was used, but I was terrified nonetheless. A moment later the

         first soldier walked out followed by two more, one of whom was carrying an automatic rifle. The four of them stood next to

         the bus discussing the situation. One of the soldiers appeared to be an officer. The first two talked to him while the soldier

         with the gun stood silently.

      


      “Where are you* from?” the officer asked. His English was studied but clear.


      “I’m an American,” I said nervously.


      “I am told you left your passport in the luggage. May we have a look?”


      “Of course,” I told him. “I have nothing to hide. I just made a mistake.”


      The soldier stepped back and let me turn around. The five of us walked to the luggage compartment while the driver opened

         the metal door. I pointed to my backpack and one of the soldiers took it out.

      


      “You may open it,” the officer told me.


      I opened the pouch and took out my passport. One of the soldiers took it.


      “Would you mind opening the rest and allowing us to look?” the officer asked. His courtesy surprised me.


      I told him it was fine. The first two soldiers carefully took my clothes out of the bag and examined the rest of the contents.

         The officer took out a pack of cigarettes and offered me one. I said no. “Please excuse this inconvenience but we must be

         very careful,” he said. “There are many things being smuggled into this country and we are suspicious of anything out of the

         ordinary. Why have you come to Croatia?”

      


      “I’m a musician and was invited by a peace organization in Rijeka to perform several concerts. I should be leaving in two

         weeks.”

      


      The soldiers finished their search and repacked my bag. The officer said he was taking my passport to check it and would issue

         me a visa. He and the soldier carrying the rifle went back to the building. The other two stayed with me. Moments later the

         officer came back alone and handed me my passport.

      


      “Everything is in order,” he said. “I have issued you a thirty-day visa. I hope you enjoy your stay.”


      I thanked him and reboarded the bus. My hands were shaking. As I sat down the man next to me laughed.


      “Almost like Chicago,” he said. “Croatian police are not to be played with. But if you are careful, you’ll probably be okay.”


      “Thank you for the warning,” I said.


      The reality of my situation hit me. Things were different in Croatia and I had to adjust. I couldn’t keep making stupid mistakes.


      A half hour later we were driving through the outskirts of Rijeka. To the right I could see the Adriatic Sea. Rijeka appeared

         modern and well maintained. I learned that it is a major seaport famous for its shipyards. Before the war the area around

         Rijeka was very popular with European tourists. Opatija was one of the most famous resort areas in that part of Europe. European

         vacationers had stopped coming since the war began, and the economy had suffered immensely. And yet Rijeka still appeared

         to be a vibrant, organized city. As the bus drove along the main road that led into Rijeka, I noticed that modern buildings

         and homes lined both sides. And yet so much had changed since the war. The old man told me many of these same buildings, once

         the posh residences of rich tourists, were now used as temporary housing for refugees and displaced persons. Even so, the

         people walking along the street appeared to be normal by any standard. Communism in the former Yugoslavia had been quite mild

         and liberal compared to the harsher policies of the Soviet Union and China. Croats were well educated and, at least before

         the war, well traveled.

      


      Gordana was to meet me at the bus station. I had called her from Trieste to let her know which bus I would be on. She had

         sounded pleasant and excited, and I immediately had a good feeling about her. I had no idea what she had planned upon my arrival.

         We’d still not discussed housing or performance schedules, yet I intuitively knew everything was in order. It was clear that

         I would have to release my idea of how things were supposed to be done. I was happy to be on such an adventure.

      


      The bus pulled into the terminal. I took my guitar from the rack above my head. This is how they would recognize me, carrying

         a guitar case covered with bumper stickers. I stepped out the door and looked for anyone who might be looking for me.

      


      “Peace Troubadour?” The voice came from behind me, I turned and saw an attractive woman, perhaps in her early forties, with

         a smile that instantly made me feel welcome.

      


      “Yes, that’s me. But please call me Jimmy.”


      “Oh, yes. Jimmy, welcome to Rijeka. We are all so happy you came. I am Gordana. Do you have any luggage?”


      “Just a backpack beneath.” I walked over to where the bus driver was unloading my bag. When I turned around Gordana was standing

         with two other women, one of whom was holding a camera.

      


      “Jimmy, I would like you to meet a couple of people from Suncokret,” Gordana said. “This is my dearest friend, Snjezana. And

         this is Nela. They are both volunteers.”

      


      Snjezana threw her arms around me. “We are so very happy to meet you, Peace Troubadour,” she said. “We have many things planned

         for you here in Rijeka.”

      


      “Nela does not speak English,” Gordana said as Nela reached out her hand. “She has come to take photographs of your arrival.”


      I was taken by surprise. Gordana and Snjezana stood next to me as Nela took several pictures. I felt as if I was a celebrity.

         Before I knew it Nela waved goodbye, Snjezana grabbed my guitar, and the three of us were off and walking. I’m sure Gordana

         would have carried my backpack if it weren’t already on my back.

      


      We entered what I assumed was downtown Rijeka. The walkway was a closed street, constructed in a malllike fashion. It was

         a drizzly evening, and the stone pavement had become quite slippery with the rain. The ladies asked me if I was hungry. I

         was. They suggested we go to a nearby restaurant and relax. From there we would go to a hotel where I would spend my first

         night. It was too late to take me to the place where they had made arrangements for me to stay.

      


      We walked to a nice but simple restaurant just off the walkway. I ordered a vegetarian meal and my new friends ordered soft

         drinks. They said they had already eaten. They sat across from me and for the first time I was able to get a good look at

         them. They were both about the same age, attractive, and friendly. Gordana had a lovely figure with long brown hair that was

         pulled into a bun. Snjezana had short brown hair, glasses, and a wide, beautiful smile. What struck me the most about Snjezana

         was that she had a strange resemblance to my grandmother, only much younger, of course. This made me feel very comfortable.

         In fact I felt immediately at home with them both. Perhaps my coming to Croatia was a thing of destiny. My intuition was buzzing,

         but I wasn’t sure why.

      


      During my meal Gordana and Snjezana asked many questions. They wanted to know everything they could about my life, my music,

         and America. I in turn wanted to learn more about Croatia, but they were so inquisitive I knew my questions would have to

         wait. After some time the conversation turned to spirituality. It was clear that both women were very spiritual, but not religious.

         They were curious about my own beliefs. I told them that I was raised Catholic but had widened my vision quite a bit in the

         last several years. I explained that I was a student and teacher of a book called A Course in Miracles, which was very popular in the United States but, as far as I knew, unknown in Croatia. Neither one had heard of it. I was

         beginning to feel tired, so I said I would tell them all about it the next day.

      


      We left the restaurant and walked to the hotel. The Continental Hotel was apparently one of the finest in the city, where

         in good times it was nearly impossible to get a room. But there were no tourists now. Gordana and Snjezana checked me in and

         took me to my room. After a few minutes they said they had to go home to their children. I gave them both hugs and they left,

         tears in their eyes. I knew what they were feeling, though I didn’t understand it at the time. Something mystical was taking

         place, I was sure of it. But at that moment I was too tired to think about it. I took a bath and went to bed.

      


   

      TWO


      The Dream


      Buddhist Prayer for Peace


      May all beings everywhere plagued


      with sufferings of body and mind


      quickly be freed from their illnesses.


      May those frightened cease to be afraid,


      and may those bound be free.


      May the powerless find power,


      and may people think of befriending


      one another.


      May those who find themselves in trackless,


      fearful wildernesses—


      the children, the aged, the unprotected—


      be guarded by beneficent

         celestials,


      and may they swiftly attain Buddhahood.

      


      —THE PEACE SEEDS





      I woke up filled with a strange energy. What had inspired me to want to come to the former Yugoslavia to perform the Peace

         Concert? Now that I was here I felt complete, as if I were about to fulfill some role I had been preparing for my entire life.

         I was still unable to understand my feelings, except that I was glad to be there.

      


      The Continental Hotel was two blocks away from Suncokret’s office. I had made arrangements to meet Gordana there at ten. Snjezana

         worked at a grammar school nearby and agreed to meet us for lunch. I tried to remember exactly where I was and guess which

         direction it would be to the office. I arrived a few minutes early and welcomed the opportunity to explore the neighborhood.

         The atmosphere was not much different from many European cities I had been to. Rijeka was not large by U.S. standards, but

         the business district was as active as in any medium-sized city. It was nestled between the Adriatic and rolling green mountains.

         There was no outward sign of the war, but it was the main concern of everyone.

      


      The young people seemed no different than their counterparts in the United States. They listened to the same music and wore

         the same clothes. As I passed a movie theater I noticed they showed the same movies as well.

      


      After wandering a bit, I found the office. It was located in an old building near the center of town. The building looked

         as if it were more suited for apartments than offices. Suncokret was the only office in the building. They had an arrangement

         with a young dancer who lived down the hall to use his bathroom. I walked up the worn, unkempt staircase to the third floor

         and knocked on the door. I heard Gordana’s voice, so I walked in. The office was tiny and cramped, just large enough for three

         desks. Gordana sat at the middle one.

      


      “Jimmy, my love, please come in.” I walked over and gave her a hug. “Did you sleep well?” She motioned for me to sit down

         in the chair opposite her desk. The office had only one window, with a potted plant balanced on the sill. The walls were covered

         with posters and photographs.
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