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To YOU and me, the Golden Key, and our wonderful White Unicorns!




With thanks to the band of intrepid spirit folk who came through for me again as always—and as always, in spite of my ignoring their early prompting.

And there can never be enough recognition for the special people who helped on the material level—My good friend, Steve Gibson, whose tangible help appears in at least three chapters, and whose moral support and technical computer advice was priceless—As well as my wife, Fay, who doesn't always agree with me, but who uncomplainingly helps with the proof reading and lives through the neglect of a writer's wife anyway.
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The PURPOSE of this book is to help you more completely fulfill your natural desires for prosperity, love, good health, happiness, riches, companionship and all the other joys that are part of the good life. I have no doubt that YOU can achieve all this by putting the MAGIC back into your consciousness as you learn to lead the life of an accomplished Ceremonial Magician (or Super Metaphysician).

The METHOD we will use here is first a light hearted sharing of many victories and defeats, both my own and those of my fellow seekers of the magical handles on life that make it truly meaningful and worthwhile—then the pulling of the threads of truth together to weave you a powerful fabric of practical knowledge and practice, that you may avoid the mistakes of those of us who have blazed the trail and enter into the fullness of the Triumphant Life NOW!

YES, this is the follow on book to my "EYE OF NEWT IN MY MARINI {A Certified Public Accountant Turned Occultist Te11s Why and How),11 and of course I hope you will want to read it too, but we will make this one stand on its own with its own special brand of immediate usefulness to you.

With that much said, let's not delay a moment longer, but dive right into the happy task at hand!
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SONG OF THE GOLDEN KE

Tune: Alice Blue Gown)

Wow! My Spirit giv'n key just turned gold! You can bet that it's made me feel bold.

Now I know I must try feats I used to pass by, 'Cause my spiritual power will never run dry. So I'll tackle each task with great zest,

And I know I will come out the best.

I'll win each time I use it; I'll never abuse it. My spiritual key made of gold.
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I.  A CASE OF

POSITIVE OBSESSION
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––––––––
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My obsession began just before noon on February 22, 1981! Sure, I've regularly sought guidance from and often been teased by spirit people for well over 30 years, but this was wildly different! It was a virtually irresistible urge that took over to haunt and drive me without let up for almost 6 months. There I was, minding my own business on the beach at a resort hotel in Mazatlan, basking in the sun, sipping brandy, and reading my favorite bits of Zen literature. All my cares and pressures had been carefully left behind in Los Angeles where they belonged. I was here for a delightful week of the local magic, beach, brandy, sun, martinis, eating, tequilla sunrises, swimming, dancing, love making, and brandy—nothing more. Ha! That's what I planned, but my band of spirit guides and teachers had a completely different agenda neatly laid out for me. (Here I should probably add, "As usual.11)
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They caught me in a relaxed, almost drowsy moment and pushed my enthusiasm button with an idea: "It's time to write a shoot from the hip, tell it like it was, autobiography. Share the misery and suffering of your early life, then tell how you found the power to solve your problems. Give the story of the nine self-help books you've already had published and show how the principles you teach took you from poverty, ill health and frightened insecurity to peace, radiant health, prosperity, fulfillment and a real sense of purpose. Your life has been so outrageous, you know you can tell the absolute truth in a way that will capture your readers' interest, entertain them, and inspire them to greatly improve their own lives. You must drop everything and dive into this project right now."




SPIRITS PUSH ME HARD




My natural answer was, "Sounds good. I'll get on it as soon as I dig out from the pile of work that will be waiting for me when I get back to L.A."

With that said, I flopped down on my beach towel to soak up some more sun. But that batch of enthusiastic spirits were not about to settle for being put off. I felt at least half a dozen spirit people prodding and cajoling me all at once. Loud and clear their message was, "Get up off your dead ass and start making notes right now! You're down here away from your office and telephones. This is our perfect opportunity to feed you the framework of the whole book and remind you of most of the key incidents we want featured. You might as well cooperate. If you do, you'll have a marvelous time, otherwise we'll have you so restless and frustrated you'll feel like pulling out all your hair!"

There was no way to resist. I always have a folder with a few sheets of plain paper with me, so




I grabbed it and started to scribble "random" thoughts from the past as they were literally popped into my head. After a good 20 minutes of furious scribbling, I tried to stretch back out in the sun. But it didn't work. They really "had" me by this time and kept me at it 'till I'd used up all the available paper and had to make a trip into town to buy more. By then the "random thoughts" had begun to form a pattern. I could clearly see the potential to bring inspiration and help to the world, along with what I joined Spirit in expecting to be a best seller for me. The title I started with was an old dream of mine updated, "My Search For the Golden Key." The manuscript almost wrote itself. The push from Spirit was so tremendous that the text was completed in just over six weeks, at least six full months less time than any of my previous book efforts. Wow! I breathed a big sigh of relief. I thought the pressure was off and I could relax now. But again they drove me. The book had to get to market. Here begins a classic tale of how your spirit people maneuver around your mental blocks and other limiting mind sets:

ANOTHER "MANNING1S FOLLY”


A LESSON IN TUNNEL VISION



About the time I had finished the first 24 pages of rough manuscript, I called my editor at Parker Publishing Co., Inc., the publisher of all my previous books. When I finished my enthusiastic description of the new project, he said Parker couldn't use it because it was too far afield from their approved format, "But the parent company, Prentice Hall, Inc., is the General Motors of the pub1ishing industry" and he would be glad to refer it to their Trade Division for me—if I would do




something to jazz up that flat title. He spoke of a very popular, then current, book called "What Color Is My Parachute" which was actually about job hunting, and suggested that I do some creative brainstorming to come up with a title like that instead of the Golden Key thing. I could only say, "Sure, I'll take a good shot at it."

When I asked my spirit people for help with a catchy title, they instantly reminded me of a lunch meeting arranged by a friend many years before at the Masquers' Club in Hollywood. There I met Alan Mabray for the purpose of helping him find a publisher for the autobiography he was planning. He had a funny title for it that I remember as "Hors d'ouerves In My Pocket." At the time, I simply arranged a later meeting for Alan with another acquaintance of mine who was the manager of the Hollywood branch of Pickwick Bookstores (now B. Dalton Bookseller) and who claimed to know everybody in the publishing industry. In all honesty, I never followed up to see how Alan came out, but my effort of trying to help him paid off now as it provided the germ of an idea that led to the title, "Eye of Newt in My Martini (A Certified Public Accountant Turned Occultist Tells Why and How)." And of course, the present book is the second in what is becoming something of a series.

Anyway, I dropped everything long enough to get the retitled 24 pages, along with a skimpy outline, off to my editor. Naturally, my hope was to have a contract before the manuscript was finished. Meanwhile, Spirit kept pushing, and soon we were ready to submit the finished product. But there had been no word from Prentice Hall. Next morning, I called my editor to inquire. He commented, "Al, they're pretty slow over there, but there's nothing stopping you from querying other publishers in the meantime."

That's all it took to get the big project started. I asked my spirit people to suggest the right publisher but got back what I interpreted as




an absolute blank. Here was where I made the big goof. In all the old occult books I have read, they tell you that if you get silence from your Spirit people on a question, it means they feel you can handle it yourself with no extra guidance or help. So without probing for the reason behind the apparent Spirit silence, I assumed it meant that I already knew how to market a book. I went to work on it with the feeling that my effort would perhaps provide a source of inspiration to many aspiring young authors who might otherwise give up too soon. I wrote a snazzy query letter and started sending it along with sample manuscript pages to prospective publishers—and getting back the proverbial "Thanks but no thanks" on those very impersonal printed forms. l imagined that Spirit kept pushing me to increase my output of query letters, but it was really my "tunnel vision" channeling my natural enthusiasm and the energy of my growing frustration into stubbornly mounting what I now must call an exercise in futility.

I culminated an "impossible effort" by mailing 53 20 page {all originals) query packages on my birthday, June 19, bringing the total to 114. Then, as an act of faith in my spirit friends' ability to eventually bring "Eye of Newt" into manifestation, I began the present book. But as you will soon see, it got postponed in favor of "Rainbows Falling on My Head {The Magic of the Great God Pan)" and when I got back to this one I had to do a major revision job on this section. I hoped I was now finished with the marketing project, but a night or so later I was watching the Merv Griffin Show and an actress whose name escapes me but of a stature like Zsa Zsa Gabor, was telling about getting her book published. She said, "It's simple. You write to 20 or so publishers with the idea, and one of them wants it.11 Wow! The thought struck me hard, "If someone as well know as she is has to write to 20 publishers, I'd better write to 200 or more." And it was right back to work to send out at least




another hundred queries at a target rate of 8 a day! The final grand total of my query output was

230 when "the penny dropped," and I understood the reason why my spirit friends had not only remained silent on the subject of finding a publisher, but had obviously blocked all of my own frantic efforts in that direction. I had 3 manuscripts still out being examined at potential publishers' requests, and had received 186 "no thank you's," when a young lady came into our shop and asked to see me for a few moments.




FINALLY I GET BACK IN



TUNE WITH SPIRIT


The young lady's name was IRIS and she was literally bubbling with enthusiasm. She thanked me for the material in my published books and said that it was through using my teachings that she had made a whole new, wonderful life for herself. Then she told me about her new book, "Hallucinations," which was due from the printer the very next week

—and asked why I had never considered the possibility of publishing my own books.

She was so bubbly and excited that I almost missed the pat on my head from Spirit that by now I know always means, "Pay attention, we're using this vehicle to talk to you." Thus I was led to a big printing house that could do a hard cover and soft cover version together at a price I could see would make economic sense for us. The whole picture fell into place at long last! I remembered also the challenging words I had written on my office blackboard several months before: "A whole new dimension and direction for the Lab and me."

The self-publishing approach (with me using the

obvious DBA of "Pan/Ishtar Unlimited") would provide both - my marketing efforts with the book




[image: image]would obviously give a fresh impetus to the growth of E.S.P. Lab, and free us from our dependency on the whims of somebody else's marketing people as to how much advertising to put into the project, and when. Now the only limiting factor would be my ability to cooperate with my spirit people in planning and directing the marketing effort. And since I was still a bit sheepish about jumping the gun and wasting all that energy on query letters, I felt very good about the opportunity to work especially close with my spirit friends again. This time I would stick closer to their guidance and win! And of course, "Eye of Newt...." became the success that I had hoped, and spirit had planned.

The new dimension and direction manifested at once—better than 99% of the first batch of readers gave us rave reports, which pretty well guaranteed its ultimate success. So as soon as the first advertising effort was complete, I dusted off my manuscript for "The Magic of the Great God Pan.11 (Another project that my spirit people had let Parker sink because it seemed too wild to those staid New Yorkers but now was ripe for production by Pan/Ishtar Unlimited.} And we had the second book published just 6 months after the first. Now this is the follow on to "Eye of Newt... ,11

designed to bring you much more positive and

practical power to take complete control of your life. Naturally, the best way I can do it is by letting it all hang out. So that's next.
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2.  LETTING IT ALL HANG OUT




"Rainbows Falling on my Head (The Magic of the Great God Pan)" was itself a change of pace, but the flavor of "Eye of Newt ...11 demanded that I completely abandon the traditional Parker self help book format in order to share the pressures and mistakes and explain the positive forces that led me to become a Spiritualist minister and ceremonial magician on the way to realizing my pet dream of founding and nurturing a very special kind of

E.S.P. Laboratory. I let you wallow with me in the good and the bad, the struggles and mistakes, the crushing defeats and glowing victories that got

E.S.P. Lab and me well established- considered absolute mavericks by all, no doubt, but well established, nevertheless. In full agreement with the beautiful spirit people who ramrodded the project, my purpose in writing "Eye of Newt" was to



PAGE 16

introduce you to a happier, more relaxed, and abundant lifestyle through practical occultism.

In my bid for your interest then, I promised to play the roles of buffoon, sex maniac, devil (all of which I play exceedingly well) or anything else it might take to entice you along while I got my points across. It seems quite fair to say that I let it all hang out there, and we're going to do it some more here. This time the focus will be a bit less on my personal life and the sharing of old miseries, and more on the shared pressures, problems and fun of others to show you ever greater uses of your personal magical power. If I do the job as well as I hope, you'll find yourself and your friends on almost every page, and your enemies on the rest. All of this for the purpose of "magically" sharpening your life handling skills as we live the mistakes and victories of others together—until you suddenly realize you now have the absolute power to run your own life instead of letting it run you by default. Let's dive right into the meat of the thing!

THE  POWER OF INTENSE EMOTION

Our lead off story concerns a lady I'll call Ida. We met her when she came to a class at E.S.P. Lab. To say that she was up-tight, strained and combative is something of a "classic in British understatement." She was thin, gaunt, and nervous beyond the point of jumpiness. She made herself an absolute pain in the rectum in that class, challenging and arguing about the minutest detail, while letting the major points sail over her head without the slightest recognition. Honestly, I hoped she wouldn't come back—most of the stuffy ones don't because my relaxed and playful approach drives them buggy. But. Ida was stubborn and had decided that what she needed was to be found at the




Lab even if it had to be shaken or clubbed out of me. So she became something of a permanent fixture at class time.

We soon learned that she was having an affair with a married man. She told us that they were both Jewish, and this was important because he felt that a divorce would be disastrous for his children, so they would have to wait for several years before they could plan their wedding. To me this sounded like the classic male ploy or excuse, particularly when I learned that his youngest child was 23 years old! But Ida was persistent about her affair to the point of near desperation. When she cornered me and asked for my psychic feelings on the outcome, my front mind wanted to say, "Just enjoy what you have and don't be dumb enough to think he'll really divorce his wife to come to you." But I have an agreement with my spirit people to give exactly what they bring me at a time like that, so I tuned in, listened, and brought her their comment, "It will take 2 or 3 years, but it does clearly feel like you'll get together in marriage." That message was completely against my better judgement because I do my best never to raise false hopes in people, but my agreement with Spirit is binding—I somehow get burned every time I break it. You might say I've learned to respect their statements and my agreement with them from much experience in the school of hard knocks, my first approach to marketing "Eye of Newt..." being the latest example of the pain and wasted effort of doing otherwise.

Naturally, even the yes in 2 to 3 years answer was completely unsatisfactory to Ida. She wanted him now!! And her thrashing around about it gave us several fascinating lessons and bits of insight. Ida wore the proverbial coke bottle glasses and said she couldn't see a thing but vague shadows without them. On one occasion she was sitting in my office with the glasses off to rest her eyes. She was pressing me to give her a ritual to break up her lover's marriage so she could have him




instantly. I protested that this was clearly black magic and had all manner of negative practical as well as karmic disadvantages. But she countered with, 11Al, I don't give a damn about the consequences, I just want him. You know that if you don't give me a ritual, I'll just go somewhere else and get one that will probably do even more damage. So be a good guy, and give it to me.11

I just 11happened to be prepared11 with a powerful, but I hoped relatively harmless ritual. I told her a little bit about it, and obviously had her rapt attention, so I handed her the piece of paper with the ritual printed on it and said, 11Here, read this and see if you vibrate positively to it o II

Ida literally snatched the paper from my hand and began reading it aloud. She read one long paragraph, then another. Half way through the third, she got a strange expression on her face, stopped and exclaimed, 110h my God! I'm not wearing my glasses!11 With which, she could no longer see even the piece of paper clearly, let alone read the printing of it. I'd like to tell you that this led to the elimination of her need for glasses, but it did not. However, it was a major lesson for both of us on the power of strong emotion to overcome long standing physical limitations (at least temporarily). If you can learn what 11mode11 Ida was in when she could read so well without glasses, and find how to slip into it at will there is nothing strong enough to oppose you! Naturally this is one of my on going research projects. It is also a clear manifestation of the totally invincible power we plan to make available to you as this book unfolds.

Let's wrap up Ida's saga for you before we move on. She very regularly asked for my psychic inputs on her affair, and Spirit stood its ground on the original prediction. But after almost a year, she broke up with her lover, telling him not to call her again until he was free to marry her. She also




quit coming to class about the same time. We only saw her once after that—14 or so months later. She stopped by to tell us that the prediction was correct. Her lover had completed the divorce and she was on the way up north to her wedding. After this, an occasional card or letter confirmed the happiness of her new situation.

TRIANGLE. QUADRANGLE. OR SIMPLE SELF EXPRESSION?

We can see the power manifesting in a different and more relaxed way in this situation: A very competent and pleasant lady told me during our third session that she was coming to me because my rates were cheaper then the "shrink," as she called the psychiatrist she had been going to. Soon after that I raised my rates to equal the "shrink's" because I've yet to meet a psychiatrist I couldn't help if he would come to me with an open mind. But let's get to her problem. She told me, "I'm madly in love with my husband's best friend, and he's equally in love with me. We are having an affair that has lasted for over three years now. We want to be together desperately, but we both have children and don't want to hurt them or our spouses."

As I probed the possibilities of the situation from different angles, and made both psychological and magical suggestions, she came up with an excellent reason why each could not possibly work. Clearly the lady was defining the problem in such a way that it could have no solution. When I told her about the classic "Spell for Impatient Lovers," but she "just couldn't suggest it to her lover," it was necessary to once again face life as it is. This nice lady really didn't want to be helped, she just wanted a shoulder to cry on while she felt somehow spiritual about her "martyrdom." Since my




[image: image]counseling work is done as a minister, I feel no obligation to carry "patients" along for a weekly emotional "fix." My time is better spent in writing, or at least on people who sincerely want to solve their problems. So I gave the lady my analysis of her situation. and asked her what she really wanted. She realized that both she and her lover were way too insecure to go through the double divorce bit. We talked a while longer and she decided that her home life was not all that bad, especially with the added spice of a lover on the side. I finally asked, "Are you ready to quit kidding yourself with all this deep longing garbage and decide that the way it is is what you really want because it's the best of both worlds?"

When she answered, "Yes,11 I had her. I followed up with, "Now can you admit to yourself that your real reason for coming to me was a hope of relieving your guilt?"

[image: image]She thought about this one for a while, but finally agreed. Then we were able to solve her problem. What was the source of her guilt? It was a set of rules and value judgements imposed on her by her early religious and family training from a bunch of hypocrites who preached at her from the do as I say, not as I do orientation. Eliminate the guilt and you solve the whole problem. Who was she hurting? She was a model wife and mother, caring and doing for her family without reservation. But she was hung up on the ridiculous belief that one person must exclusively fill all of the other's needs in the marital state. Since her needs were not being fulfilled, she was literally driven to seek an outlet outside the marital bond. Without the guilt, all parties concerned would be richer and happier from the outside relationship that took care of her otherwise unfulfilled needs as well as her lover's. Anyway, the guilt was not really hers! It was an artificial creation caused by a set of values that were obviously quite foreign to this almost self actualized lady.

She faced it squarely, understood it, threw out the accumulation of unnecessary guilt, and left my office with a fresh sense of self assurance and peace. I've kept track of her indirectly for 10 years now. She had no need to come back to me, nor to divorce her husband and family. She gets her fulfillment when and where necessary, and thus is a more relaxed, happy and giving wife and mother than she could otherwise be. If this offends your "morals", you're suffering from so much bigotry, prejudice and self righteousness that you're in serious danger of a stroke, heart attack, cancer, or at least arthritis.


HOW ABOUT A BIT OF SPICE AS A WAY TO SEE MORE

"My husband has refused to make love to me for over a year, and I'm so sex starved I just can't stand it,11 the lovely young creature said, as her whole body shuddered seductively in emphasis. From where I sat, you might call this a classic confrontation between ethics and compassion. I was comforted by the desk that stood between us and conveniently hid my by now throbbing erection. My outward calm seemed to conceal my whirling thoughts and desires well enough to let her talk on about her problem.

But while she talked, an inner dialog started: "I'm not charging for this consultation, so there's really not a doctor/patient type relationship. My family life is a mess at the moment, so a little diversion like this livin' doll would sure be nice and besides she's literally begging me for it. But then her husband is a cop, better play it cool, at least this time.11 I became a model of propriety and decorum as I suggested building a powerful desire thoughtform to drop on her husband at an appropriate time, and talked of subtle ways to
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