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      THE UNVEILING

      
   
      
      CHAPTER 1

      
      The Medium

      
      I am often asked if I was born a medium or if I was transformed into one by a terrible illness, or a freak accident that caused
         some sort of head trauma, or a near-death experience. As hair-raising as those possibilities may be, I cannot claim any one
         of them as the dramatic moment that introduced me to my life’s work.
      

      
      I am not unlike anyone else. We are all born with some level of psychic ability. The question is: Do we recognize our psychic
         abilities and act upon them? Like many others, I didn’t know what it meant to have psychic ability. It was probably on some
         TV game show that I first heard the term “psychic.” I was lucky enough to pronounce it, let alone understand its definition.
         It was a word that came closest to explaining why I knew things about people when they walked into a room. It was also the reason my first-grade Catholic school teacher kept me after
         school one day.
      

      
      Lunch break was over, and all the kids were heading back to the classroom. I had just put away my Yogi Bear lunch box when
         my teacher, Mrs. Weinlick, walked into the room. Our eyes met, and a feeling of sadness instantly came over me. Then I walked
         up to her and said, “Everything is going to be all right. John broke his leg.” She looked at me with a cross expression and said,
         “What are you talking about?” I replied, “John was hit by a car, but he is okay. He just broke his leg.” Well, I thought her
         eyes were going to pop straight out of her head. She pointed to my seat and told me to sit in it for the rest of the day.
         About an hour later, the principal came to the door and spoke with Mrs. Weinlick. Suddenly, Mrs. Weinlick panicked, turned
         white, and ran out of the room screaming.
      

      
      The next day Mrs. Weinlick seemed to be back to her normal self, except that she did not stop staring at me the whole day.
         She asked me to stay after school so she could talk to me. God bless her! It was her talk that introduced me to my psychic
         ability. It seemed that on the previous day, her son John was hit by a car, but, miraculously, he had just broken his leg.
         She asked me: “How did you know it was going to happen?” I didn’t know how to answer her. I just knew it. I had a sense about
         it. She stared at me, and I started to cry. Was I responsible for creating this accident and maiming her son?

      
      Well, needless to say, she calmed me down and told me not to get upset. “Many children and grown-up people know things before
         they happen,” noted Mrs. Weinlick. She said that I was “one of God’s messengers” and that God had given me a special gift.
         She continued, “So that one day you could help people.” She told me not to ever feel bad about things I might see in my mind.
         “You are special,” she said. But she warned me to be careful with whom I share my specialness.
      

      
      That was my first explanation of psychic ability. When I look back on that time, I am grateful to Mrs. Weinlick for explaining
         it to me. It was an aid to me in so many ways. If I had had a nun for my homeroom teacher instead of a layperson, my life
         might have turned out a lot differently.
      

      
      Today, I fully understand my ability to see and feel things that are not of this physical world. Often referred to as a sixth
         sense, psychic ability is also known as intuition, gut feeling, a hunch, or a certain knowingness one has about something. And all of us use this ability every day without even knowing it. For instance, how many times have you thought of someone, and minutes later the phone rings and that person is on the other end of the line?
         Or you get a hunch to switch lanes in traffic, and you find out further along the way that there was an accident in the other
         lane. Perhaps you get a feeling on the way to work that the boss is going to be in a bad mood, and sure enough you get to
         work and it’s true. How many times have you been thinking of a song, and minutes later you hear it on the radio? These are
         all examples of psychic ability. Where does this sixth sense come from? In Greek, the word psychic means “of the soul.” When we use our psychic ability,
         we are tuning into the energy of the soul, or the natural life force that permeates every living creature.
      

      
      As infants, we are even more psychic than we are as adults— maybe not more psychic but more open to our psychic senses. Not
         only because we are still very close to the other side of life but also because our speech and thoughts are not developed
         so we have to rely on our feelings, or our sensing, to relate to the physical world. We have all seen a baby start to cry
         when held by one person and stop immediately when held by another. The baby surely senses a more harmonious or safer vibration
         with the second individual. That is why babies always want their mothers. A strong psychic link exists between a mother and
         her baby. How often will a mother run into the baby’s room knowing she is needed just as her baby wakes up? This link continues
         to grow stronger and stronger, and soon a mother just senses her baby’s needs without any verbal signals from the child at
         all.
      

      
      Psychic energy is also at work in the plant and animal kingdoms. Plants are extremely sensitive and often thrive very nicely
         when they sense a gentle and friendly environment in which they are cared for and feel loved. This reminds me of a very interesting
         story. When I was working a regular nine-to-five job, I drove a coworker home one day. As I sat in her apartment, I heard
         a very high-pitched sound. This screaming vibration was all around me. It was as if someone was hurt and crying for help.
         I looked around and finally realized what it was. All of the plants in her apartment were dried up and dying. They were screaming
         for water. I immediately told the woman, and she informed me that she hadn’t watered them for over two weeks.
      

      
      The idea of plants screaming might seem strange to many. To those, I suggest reading books on the subject, especially one
         called The Secret Life of Plants by Peter Tomkins. We must realize that the magic of LIFE comes in all forms, shapes, and sizes, even plants. We can learn
         more about these life-forms if we take the time to listen and open up to our own psychic ability and to the energies all around
         us.
      

      
      Besides the plant kingdom, animals are known to rely on a sixth sense. Witness the behavior of your own Fido or Kitty. How
         often have you seen a dog cower or bark relentlessly when it meets a certain individual? Or how it tends to stick around one
         person more than another while roaming around a room full of people. Or, during natural disasters, such as earthquakes, torna-does, or hurricanes, an animal tends to become restless and disoriented, and often hides in a closet or underneath furniture.
         The animal is not getting the news from the TV set like us. It just knows. Usually animals sense a disaster before it strikes.
         They are highly sensitive to human anxiety as well. If you want to know a weather forecast, observe the nearby cattle. Before
         a storm, cows can often be found lying down on the grass. Throughout creation, animals have depended on their psychic sense
         or instinct to assist them in protecting themselves and sustaining life.
      

      
      I Want to See God for Myself

      
      Even before I thought about my psychic ability, I used to think a lot about the existence of God. Although I was raised Catholic
         and attended nine years of Catholic school, I found the Catholic view of God to be too limited and unrealistic. We had to
         believe in a deity on blind faith, and that confused me all the more. I was plagued with questions like: How do we know God really exists? Has anyone ever seen God? How does God make things from nothing? Who wrote the stories in
            the Bible, and are they true?

      
      As much as I wanted to believe in the God molded by the rituals and laws of the Church, I did not feel a personal experience
         of God inside me. Was it my duty simply to live out this daily ceremony? I felt I was missing a piece of the puzzle. Had the nuns kept something
            from me? Did I miss something at mass that everyone else had picked up on? Was I the only one to question their beliefs? The request seemed simple enough in my young mind: If there is a God, please show me proof.

      
      My prayer was answered when I was eight years old. I was lying in bed early one morning when I felt a strong gust of cold
         wind blow across my face. I pulled the blankets closer to me and looked over to my bedroom window. It was tightly shut. As
         I tried to figure out how that gust of wind got in my room, I looked up and saw a large hand, palm down, coming from the ceiling.
         The hand glowed with a pulsating white light. I was mesmerized, but somehow unafraid. I didn’t understand what was happening,
         but perhaps because I was a child, I had no fear. I was willing to accept the image I was seeing as real. I was suddenly filled
         with an overwhelming sense of peace, love, and joy. Although there was no booming voice of God (as often described in the
         Bible) to answer my questions or reveal my destiny, I knew that this vision was God. I also knew that I would do whatever
         was necessary to experience that joyful feeling again. I began to understand that there was much more to life than what I
         had been taught and what I could see through my physical eyes.
      

      
      The illuminated hand of God was my first clairvoyant experience, and though the impact was impressive, I never mentioned it
         to anyone. I felt it was my secret and that no one would believe me anyway. Later, I would learn much more about clairvoyance,
         when the mind is impressed with various images, shapes, scenes, spirits, faces, and remote locations not visible to the physical
         eye. For example, before falling asleep at night, a number of different forms, faces, and scenarios are seen or played out
         in our mind’s eye. Clairvoyance is similar to seeing these pictures in our mind. I will explain clairvoyance further in chapter
         2.
      

      
      A Séance Early One Saturday Evening

      
      After the startling demonstration of the hand, I was convinced of the existence of God. After all, only God could manifest
         out of thin air. However, a whole new set of questions popped into mind. I became fascinated with the concept of death and
         what happens after we die. I found myself asking “what if” questions about heaven and life after death. Is there a place where we go after we die? Is there really a heaven or hell, or a place in between? Is life infinite? All I knew is what I had been taught in Catholic school, and that was too one-sided. What do other people believe about God and life after death? I wanted to understand. I wanted to know more. I wanted to investigate further. Little did I know that a supernatural adventure
         would come soon.
      

      
      Scott and I were best friends. We played ball, and did all the other routine kid stuff together. We also experimented with
         the usual paranormal games that seemed to be part of growing up for most kids. We would jokingly ask questions of the Magic
         Eight Ball, but our grins would soon fade when answers such as Reply hazy. Ask again later turned up. How could it really know? We contacted spirits on a Ouija board, though each of us secretly believed it was the other one pushing the planchette. So
         it seemed only natural that one Saturday morning we decided to have a stance at seven o’clock that evening. Seven was about
         as close to the witching hour as any twelve-year-olds were going to get.
      

      
      I remember that day vividly. It seemed to drag on forever. Visions of every Vincent Price movie I had ever seen flashed through
         my mind. Somehow, I knew this night was going to be special—something big was going to occur. By six-forty-five I was too
         anxious to wait any longer. Two hours earlier I found a white candle and stuffed it in my pocket. I thought we would need
         it to conduct a proper séance. I raced to Scott’s house in record time. With a quick “Hello” to his parents, I hurried off
         with Scott to the den. I handed Scott the candle. He lit it and solemnly placed it in the center of an ashtray on a table
         positioned between us. We closed the windows, turned off the lights, sat facing each other, and waited. We both felt a little nervous even though we told ourselves it was all just a gag. The atmosphere was appropriately
         spooky. The candle created strange shadows around the room, outlining our feces with an eerie glow. The best part of this
         game was to see who got scared and ran first.
      

      
      We sat in silence for thirty minutes. Finally, I couldn’t take it anymore.

      
      “What’s next?” I asked impatiently.

      
      Scott shrugged his shoulders. “Maybe we should ask to speak to someone.”

      
      It was the one-year anniversary of the death of Janis Joplin, so Scott suggested we call her. We chanted our call to Janis
         for about ten minutes. We waited. Nothing happened. We called Janis again. The candle flame remained still. There were no
         mysterious knocks on the table. No cold wind passed through the room. We waited some more. Our eyes constantly darted around
         the room, looking for any movement, any sign that Janis had arrived. But, alas, we were two twelve-year-olds getting bored.
      

      
      I decided to try one last request. “Janis, if you’re in the room, give us a sign with the candle,” I commanded in my deepest,
         most melodramatic voice.
      

      
      The candle flickered slightly. Suddenly, the flame leaned to the left and held there for a second. Then, it moved to the right
         and stayed there. Scott and I sat frozen in place. The flame began to move frantically from left to right and back again.
         Neither of us could breathe. Whatever moved the candle flame, it certainly was not us. We were too petrified to try anything.
         Suddenly the candle went out, and the room was plunged into total darkness. In a fit of bravery, we both went screaming from
         the room to the safety of Scott’s parents.
      

      
      Did we contact Janis Joplin? Who knows? I do believe we opened a door to something or someone apart from the physical world.
         However, I do find it ironic that what started out as a gag between two kids was a somewhat entertaining induction into what
         has become my career.
      

      
      Other Psychic Phenomena

      
      As I recall other events in my childhood, I had many peculiar and otherworldly experiences. I guess you could say that the
         séance experience was the most dramatic in a macabre sort of way. It was only one of several such experiences that I now know
         were definite precursors to a life intertwined with spiritualism, suspense, and mystery. The credo of my life has always been:
         THE UNKNOWN IS SOMETHING NOT YET FOUND. It was a part of my nature to seek out the unexplainable and find answers. Therefore, my curiosity would often take me to
         places where angels fear to tread. As a child, I often found a variety of games, subjects, and distractions to assist in my
         validation of and fascination with the occult world. A couple of my most cherished attractions were haunted houses and graveyards.
         Just the idea that a house supposedly contained unseen living forms roaming the hallways totally intrigued me. The natural
         detective in me would often take over, and I could not rest until I solved the mystery that was before me.
      

      
      The Bell House was just such a mystery. A menacing structure, it was masked in chipped, antique gray paint, its worn-out shutters
         barely clinging to their hinges. Some were half closed over yellow-tinted windows. Bell House lived in a century that was
         far forgotten, when horse and buggy ruled the streets and livestock grazed lazily on the land. The house, or Manor, as it
         was known, was an ominous sight as it stood hidden beneath overgrown trees far from the street’s pavement. To my childish
         eyes, it appeared as though its spires stretched straight up into the stratosphere of heaven. Bell House had been abandoned
         for over fifty years but had remained a daunting landmark on my way to and from school. I remember how we would run by it
         as fast as possible because of the stories that had evolved about it. There was the one about an old white-haired lady whose
         unrelenting wails were heard throughout the house.
      

      
      As the story went, this lady had a son who was a sea merchant. After many idle months of not working, she insisted he go on
         an expedition. The son begrudgingly went and was never seen again. It seemed there was a sudden change in the weather, and the ship on which the son sailed was destroyed in a huge storm. No
         one survived. His mother never accepted this explanation and thought her son ran away. From then on, she would often be seen
         roaming the rooms of the house looking for her boy and howling in sorrow throughout the night. Occasionally, she would leave
         a candle burning, hoping her son would see it and be guided home. But that was not the worst part. All of us kids knew that
         if we just happened to look at the house and laid our eyes on the lady’s face, she would come to our bedroom at night while
         we were sleeping and take us back to her house to live with her forever!
      

      
      My friends and I never forgot that story of Bell House, and even if it wasn’t true, it certainly added a bit of excitement
         to our otherwise dreary walk to and from school. As I got a little older, probably around the age of ten or eleven, I pretty
         much discarded the harmless yarn about the old lady and her son, but I still found myself extremely fascinated with the house.
         I would stop in front of it and look up at the second-floor window, hoping to catch a glimmer of a burning candle or hear
         the soft whispers of a mumbled cry. There was definitely something in that house. I knew it. It seemed to be calling out to
         me, and I had to answer its call.
      

      
      One day I did. My would-be mystical accomplice Scott and a couple of other brave souls from the neighborhood decided to follow
         my lead. Somehow, we had to find a way into the house. We decided the best way to gain access was through the back, which
         was practically buried under the trees. There was no fence to keep us out, so the job was easier than we first thought. After
         making it through the trees, our eyes fixed themselves on a decrepit, worn-out wooden house. The fortress that was once the
         object of so many frightful and horrendous tales appeared to be nothing more than a pile of frayed wood and outdated cement.
      

      
      As luck would have it, there was a window alongside the back door. As one of the guys kept watch, the rest of us pulled a
         board off the window. A stream of sunshine touched a century of darkness. We carefully crawled into the house, which from
         the looks of it had barely made it through time. I instantly felt chills as I stood in the room. But my preconceived sense of dread and fright turned out to be feelings of joy and laughter. As I looked
         around, I saw what resembled a huge living room, much longer than wide. The walls were stained in yesterday’s rain, and molted
         pink wallpaper hung torn and tattered. There were huge, gaping holes in parts of the walls that covered over wooden slats.
         As I walked through the room, I had a strange feeling that this was a place where dinner dances were held. I could almost
         see the people waltzing by. In one corner of the large room, I imagined a small band playing for the guests until the wee
         hours of the morning. I continued to walk straight through to an attached room on the far side. More than likely, it was a
         dining room large enough to accommodate a good-size crowd. I could see a banquet table full of the finest foods. Upon the
         table were candlelight chandeliers illuminating the evening’s fare. Suddenly, I was snapped out of my reverie by the sound
         of my friend Kevin’s scream.
      

      
      “Holy cow, look at this stuff,” he hollered.

      
      When I joined Kevin and the rest of the guys in the other room, I saw what made him so excited. Strewn across the floor were
         various books and photographs in all shapes and sizes. Many of the books were on merchandising, trade, and seamanship. Several
         others were accounting ledgers containing penciled-in figures. As we simultaneously noticed the books on shipping and boating,
         all of our faces turned white! Together we turned toward the door, searching for our nearest means of escape. All at once
         we vividly remembered the early childhood tales about the merchant son and his mother. Was it true after all? We shuddered to think what might happen to us. What if the place was haunted and ghosts were lurking in the hallways? I don’t know if it was a guy thing, but no one was about to show how scared he was, even though I knew we were all shaking
         in our shoes. We decided to stay close together and further investigate our surroundings.
      

      
      I picked up a couple of pictures from the floor and looked at them. They were pictures of children. One was a baby, and the
         other was of two boys neatly dressed. Their resemblance clearly marked them as brothers. As I held the picture, I felt a sense
         that someone was standing behind me. You know that feeling—when you think someone is walking behind you. It felt exactly like that.
         Frightened, I immediately dropped the picture. It was the white-haired lady coming to capture me! Slowly, I turned my head
         to look behind me and saw nothing. It must be my imagination.
      

      
      Then the oddest thing happened. I suddenly had a thought to walk to the corner of the room and pick up the photograph closest
         to the wall. So, I walked over, bent down, and picked up the picture. Staring back at me in the framed photograph was a glamorous-looking
         lady wearing a long, dark dress and holding a beautiful bouquet. She had an incredible, sweet face with deep-set eyes that
         seemed to look right through me. Her hair was tied in a bun held taut with a ribbon. As I held the picture close to me, I
         got a feeling that this was the mother of the children in the two photos. I can’t describe how I knew exactly, but I just
         did. I looked down and saw a picture of a mustached man, his arms folded, and his eyes staring straight ahead. I picked that
         one up as well. As I held on to his picture, I knew that he was the lady’s husband. I had this feeling that they were a family
         who entertained frequently. They would have been a very wealthy and influential family in the area. As I looked at other family
         pictures, I gathered that they had some kind of tie to politics. I could not explain my feelings to my friends, and they all
         thought I was crazy or had a pretty vivid imagination. But I knew there was a force of some kind pushing me toward that corner
         of the room. What was it? Who was it? Why did I know this family in particular enjoyed entertaining or that they meddled in politics? Was
            I being told by the ghosts who still walked the halls? Was the childhood tale of a white-haired lady and her merchant son
            true?

      
      I found out the answers to all my inquiries three years later. I’ll never forget it. I was at home, and the mail had just
         arrived. There was a booklet from the Bayside Historical Society entitled Bayside, Yesterday and Today. It described how the town was first inhabited by various Indian tribes, then Dutch, and ultimately English merchants. It
         wasn’t until I got to the part about the Bell House that my interest was aroused.
      

      
      Abraham Bell, a wealthy shipping merchant, had purchased three hundred acres of land on which he built a manor for his family
         in 1849. His family was rather large and included two sons very close in age. It was one of the first settlements in Bayside.
         I read further. The Bells were part of the elite, or high society, and they often enjoyed entertaining civic officials from
         New York City and various politicians from Washington, DC. Fascinated, I continued reading. As I turned the next page, my
         eyes grew wide. Staring back from the page were photos of Mr. and Mrs. Bell—the exact same photos I had held in my hand three
         years earlier! They were confirmation of my feelings on that eventful visit.
      

      
      My other mystifying experiences all occurred around the same age, when I was ten or eleven. During lunch break, a bunch of
         us would get bored and want to do something different instead of playing kick ball or jump rope with the girls. Some of the
         cooler guys would go into town and see how many things they could steal from the local five-and-dime without getting caught.
         When they returned to school in the afternoon, they would proudly display their haul—usually pens, rulers, and markers. (Great
         extracurricular activity for Catholic-school students!)
      

      
      Anyway, since I was neither cool, nor a thief, I did what I thought was cool. A bunch of us would go to the Lawrence Cemetery.
         This family-owned cemetery was established in the early 1800s. It has since become an historical landmark. On one particular
         lunch jaunt to the cemetery I had a very interesting and intriguing experience. Two of my schoolmates and I were sitting under
         a tree finishing our lunch. We were thoroughly enjoying the sunny, warm spring day in the serenity of the cemetery and contemplated
         the idea of cutting school the rest of the day. As we debated back and forth, we suddenly heard two kids laughing not too
         far from us. We all looked toward the giggles, but we didn’t see anything. We rationalized that it was probably some kids
         in a backyard nearby, and their voices had traveled. Well, after we were comfortable with that explanation, the laughter started
         again. We all felt very weird and a little scared. We decided to investigate the source of the laughter. As we walked toward
         the area, once again we heard children laughing. We still could not see anything, and reluctantly we continued to walk.
      

      
      As we got closer, my buddy Peter yelled out, “Look!” We saw two little kids, a boy and a girl, who resembled each other. They
         looked about five and six years old. As we approached them, they ran off, and we could not find them anywhere. This is the
         weird part. We had visited the cemetery many times and had hardly seen anyone there, and never any young kids. We figured
         we better get back to school. As we turned to leave, my friend Tim screamed, “Look at this.” He was staring at something.
         It was a tombstone with the names of two children, a sister and a brother, who died at ages four and five! Was it an apparition?
         I honestly can’t say, but my friends never wanted to talk about it again.
      

      
      These experiences might have foretold my future if I was able to understand them at the time. But as an otherwise normal kid,
         I was more interested in pursuing the likes of little League, baseball cards, and stoop ball.
      

      
      Growing Up in Catholic School

      
      Between stints of amusing myself with haunted houses and cemeteries, I attended Sacred Heart Catholic School. Like many children
         my age, I never fully understood the concept of God. I thought God was a nice man with a beard who loved us, but if we did
         something wrong, he would hate us and we would burn in hell as punishment. A bit scary to a small child, don’t you think?
         I remembered times when I sat in church and looked up at the mural above the altar. It was a beautiful, pristine picture of
         Jesus smiling down upon the world. I remembered thinking: How could someone like this make you burn in hell?

      
      Another thing we were taught was that if we said prayers, God would hear them and answer them. Well, I don’t ever remember
         any of my prayers being answered. I couldn’t understand this concept at all. As a child I would constantly ask questions about
         God but they were seldom answered. When they were, the answers did not satisfy the original questions, and instead produced more questions. For instance, the nuns at school dressed in black
         habits accentuated with a white wimple. The first time I laid my eyes on the nuns in those habits, I was frightened to go
         to school. Those women did not look like my picture of the wives of God, especially dressed all in black. When I asked, “Why
         do you wear black?” they had no reply.
      

      
      From an early age I had an awareness of heaven. Although I envisioned heaven with its pearly gates, winged angels, and so
         forth, I also knew it was more than that. I knew that when we went to heaven, we would see all of our friends and family who
         died before us. The nuns agreed that we would meet our loved ones in heaven, but they explained them away as souls. I never
         understood what a soul was. I knew people lived in heaven, but if people lived in heaven, where were their souls? Was their
         soul a part of them? Again, such questions baffled the nuns. Unfortunately, their standard reply was to “be quiet and don’t
         ask so many questions.” To which they added, “One day you’ll find out where these souls go, and then you’ll wish you hadn’t
         asked such a question.” I guess they meant that I would find out when I died.
      

      
      I remember an incident in second grade that made me question God even more. I didn’t have the right colored pencil for a lesson,
         so Sister Matilda slapped me—so hard that I went flying to the floor and lost a moment of consciousness. When I sat back in
         my seat, she was already on the other side of the room. It was obvious that she had little concern for my welfare. I was only
         seven years old at the time! I remembered thinking: Why did she hit me? I didn’t hurt anyone. I didn’t do anything bad. How could someone who talks about loving one another,
            someone who is married to God, treat me this way? So, from a very young age, my faith and trust in the Catholic Church soon became a delicate balance between what was preached
         and what was demonstrated. I remained dubious.
      

      
      I stayed in Catholic school because of my strong, Irish Catholic mother. She attended mass every day and insisted it was the
         only way to heaven. When I asked her about other religions, she just referred to them as “those heathens.” (According to the Catholic Church, the Catholic faith is the one true religion.)
         I didn’t want to be a heathen, or burn in hell, so I remained at Sacred Heart, but I felt skeptical of those big ladies who
         looked a lot like penguins!
      

      
      In hindsight, I can understand why the nuns were so abusive to children, and why some (not all) of the priests became alcoholics,
         child molesters, or had affairs. I believe it is very difficult, and somewhat inhuman, to live in a state of grace all the
         time. Please, we are only human! There are, of course, some who are able to live such an austere lifestyle, and all the better
         for them. For the majority, however, it must be impossible. No wonder there has been an enormous drop in enrollment in seminaries
         and novitiates. The Catholic Church has an extremely archaic belief system. In many ways, it has the mind-set of the fifteenth
         century, life is ever changing and evolving. What was true for our ancestors may no longer apply to us. We continually grow
         and expand as beings on the earth. Instead of labeling each other according to religious beliefs, we need to see each other
         as one and the same. I am not saying religion is a bad thing. Quite the contrary. If most of us practiced the ideals of the
         religions we follow, this world would certainly be a much happier place to live. No one would be gunned down on a neighborhood
         street or killed in a war. No one would go hungry or be homeless. Unfortunately, I believe the leaders of religions are more
         interested in gaining power here on earth than preparing their flocks for salvation.
      

      
      Seminary Life Was Not for Me

      
      After eight years at Sacred Heart grade school, I attended Eymard Preparatory Seminary in Hyde Park, New York. Becoming a
         priest was my mother’s idea, not mine. But I had always wanted to get away from my hometown, and I saw this opportunity as
         my chance. The seminar experience was very difficult for me. It was the first time I had been away from home, and I was homesick.
         Moreover, I felt abandoned. I was fourteen years old and very depressed. Fortunately for me, I discovered that many of the
         other boys were going through a similar emotional adjustment. If there is one thing the Catholic Church teaches well, it is
         that common suffering is a great unifier. Eventually, we all got used to it.
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