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A WORD ON THE PURPOSE, METHOD, AND MYSELF

“No mud, no lotus.” – Thich Nhat Hanh

It would be almost impossible for me to write this without being clear at the outset about several things. The first is the purpose of this book, second, the method I’ll be using, and finally—who I am, at least the short version.

Purpose:

It is my intention to create a “beginner’s guide” for self-improvement. One of my many unconventional beliefs is that humanity will face a fresh start, a narrowing of choices, a bottleneck. This book is written both as a guide for now and as a resource for then. If you are reading this after such a bottleneck, I hope it serves you well.

It is also my intention to clearly, and to the best of my ability, explain my personal stance on the Eternal, my path toward learning to engage with the electromagnetic forces of creation (Magic), and to provide instruction on how you may begin to do so yourself. Be aware: this is not quick work. It takes dedication. If you are not willing to commit, it is better not to start.

When I contradict other teachings, it is not meant as a slight against anyone. I am simply relaying what has worked in my life. My path may not be yours, though it is open to anyone. I sought this path because the others I tried did not work for me.

I rely heavily on what I feel has been revealed directly through experience and through God. I am improving at sourcing information, but it remains a work in progress. I will attempt to credit where I can, though I know I will miss many. This is not an attempt to overshadow anyone’s contributions. Much of what follows is variation—sometimes small, sometimes significant—on the work of others. In those cases, I will not always name the source so there can be no assumption of malice.

Myself:

There is no way to cover my entire life here (most of it is online anyway), but a few points matter for understanding my intention.

I have been a seeker of God my whole life, even when I wandered far afield. I am husband to the most wonderful woman on the planet, even when we don’t always see eye to eye. I am the father of two amazing children who love me and whom I love dearly. These are my successes.

I am a child of divorce, but my parents loved me. I was abused as a child, in all the ways. I grew up poor, angry, and not afraid to show it.

I was discharged from the Navy with a General Under Honorable conditions (because I in no way represented the core values of Honor, Courage, and Commitment), after two combat deployments. I'm proud of my service if not how I chose to serve.

I have attempted to end my own life several times, I won't get into those details here, but they are available.

I have addictive tendencies, and have been addicted to a couple of things.

I've lost two homes, a few good jobs, and generally created havoc. I've made terrible decisions while thinking they were the key to getting ahead. I've been a criminal and a thief.

All of this led me here. I am now on the other side of many of those things. I still have struggles, but I have found a path. My hope is that no matter where you are, you understand: if I haven’t been there myself, I was probably next door. You can overcome. My language may be harsh at times; sometimes it takes abrasion to scrape away excuses. Please take it in the spirit it is given—love.

My Early Seeking:

I sought God, the Creator, Source—whatever name you prefer, I use God—my entire life. My mom didn’t find Him until I was grown and gone. My dad didn’t until I returned. My grandmother, though, knew God, and through her I experienced many churches as a child: mainly Second Baptist and Apostolic Pentecostal. She kept stacks of pamphlets—some hopeful, some damning, some about the end times. I read them all, many times.

I was baptized several times, but without commitment.

When I joined the Navy I had my first real experience with the Supernatural. (Definition- Supernatural is merely more than what is considered normal, not necessarily “Otherworldly”, or “Strange” even though this is.)

I met a guy that could throw a light ball. He was Wiccan, and I was interested in that because at the time I didn't know that was a thing. We hung out and talked and one day he showed me something that will never leave me. He cupped his hands as if holding a ball and covering it up, concentrated for a minute or so, and then threw it at me and said “Laugh”. It was purple, and I did. For a half an hour.

Needless to say, I was interested.

The Navy being what it is, we went our separate ways not long after, but that started a whole new field of learning for me. I spent the next couple of years skimming the surface of a few different “pagan” religions, but none were the right fit.

I met my wife soon after I was discharged, and we began our life together. Religion was an issue, but not a major one. She was a Christian, I wasn't. Her family wasn't all that happy about it, but we were.

It was at this point that I had my first personal supernatural experience. I was visited by an angel one night. It's important to note that at the time I wasn't taking any substances. I was away from home working, and while the days were full, I wasn't exhausted. I was awake, aware, and not expecting anything at all.

A being approached me. It glowed with a soft golden light, it had features like a human, but I couldn't describe the particulars. It moved but not by walking. It spoke but it wasn't my ears that heard.

“You are going to spread the word of God.”

That was it, the whole message, and bear in mind at this time I was still very much a pagan. So, naturally, I dismissed it. I never mentioned it to anyone, and I ran for the next twenty years.

Life went on.

We had a child, and my wife started going to church with my mom.

I wasn't making good choices right then. I wasn't paying our bills, because I was doing drugs. My wife wasn't, she didn't know I was. Eventually she found out, and I promised to quit, and didn't.

Then I did. I was up one night “watching” the baby so my wife could sleep (I was on unemployment) and I did a lot of cocaine and I looked down at my child and realized, I was a piece of sh...something I didn't want to be, and quit. The next Sunday I went to church with my wife and daughter. I walked down the aisle several months later, and was baptized a couple of weeks after that.

This time I did commit.

Three times a week we were there. Bible studies, Sunday School, all the events. We were taking classes at the church. I was considering seminary.

We got married. We had to go to a bar to dance, because dancing wasn't allowed in the Church Reception hall we rented, no biggie.

My wife got pregnant with our second child. I started working at one of the local chemical plants. Schedules got tighter but we were still there every opportunity we could be. Tithing on gross, every week. I made it to fewer of the events, but I started noticing a pattern. (It's kinda what I do) All of these functions we went to, people were talking, but the conversation wasn't about God. Ever.

I mean we prayed over the food. But that's it.

I tried bringing it up. I like to know things, I got questions, but every time I brought it up, the conversation ended. Not rudely, but quickly.

Whatever, I can deal with that. I'm a strange fellow.

Then my wife had our second child. I worked 320 days that year, all at least 12 hour shifts. She was home alone with the kids, and postpartum. She was still able to make it to church, but if she mentioned feeling sad. Anathema. Ye of little faith. How dare you have a chemical imbalance! Not quite that openly, but definitely.

It was enough to let me know that my search for God wasn't over, but it wasn't going to be found here.

So I searched.

We moved, and tried a different church. This one told my kids they were going to hell for reading Harry Potter.

So I decided to try a different approach. The public library.

I read about the early Church, then the reformation. I spent a good deal of time in the different denominations. Then I moved to the eastern religions.

No deep dives really, looking back. A lot of third party discussion, but not even getting to the source material most of the time.

That lead back to spirituality, near death experiences (I've had three), out of body experiences (two of those), and then I found a book. It was called Sacred Contracts by Caroline Myss. Our understanding of things aren't in perfect alignment, but she introduced a new thought to me, and that's where the change really started.

What was the thought?

Glad you asked. It was that the soul was eternal. Now, topically I knew that. I grew up knowing that when you die, the soul continues. The new part? It was somewhere before. That concept really blew my mind. I had never considered the before, before. What did that mean in the grand scope of things?

Back to the library, but there were no real answers to be found there, so I tried something new.

Meditation.

I tried several different techniques. Mindfulness, a few guided, but I had a problem. I have something called Aphantasia. What that means is that I can't willfully envision anything. Not the simplest of images, not even colors. When I close my eyes, it's a blank screen. No images, either willful or accidental. I barely even dream. Been that way my entire life, but that is changing through the things I talk about in this book.

It made meditation harder so I went simple. No guides, just music, no heavy beats, just light rhythms. This led to my second spiritual experience.

One day while meditating, I was pulled from my body. I was suddenly in the vastness of space, surrounded by nothing. I was aware of me, but I couldn't see me. There was a comforting presence, but no visible entity with me. I saw the explosion of creation from nothing. I watched as the planets cooled, and settled into their orbits.

I saw the vastness fall into order. It was amazing. Life changing.

I was then shown the Earth, modernly. I saw people going about their lives. I saw small interactions change people's day. Then I had another “hearing”. I got an explanation of what Caroline Myss described in part.

I heard about the soul's “before”, pre incarnation.

Every ensouled creature in creation comes from the Divine, for all things are part of the divine. Before we chose to incarnate (yes, we chose to be here, this is NOT a prison planet), our souls were part of the Divine, and when we pass from the mortal existence, the soul will return to the Divine. While in the before, we make plans, agreements, contracts so to speak, to learn from those we will meet. Some of those lessons are great, some not so much. Grief is an integral part of life, but who really WANTS to learn that lesson.

We agree to learn and teach something, to everyone we will ever meet, and because of that, some things are unavoidable. But we get to learn, we get to CHOOSE how we will react to those things. Therein lies the lesson.

We are SUPPOSED to chose growth. Love, Healing.

We often fail at that, and so we get another chance to learn it. Until we either do, or we go home. Where we get another choice and chance to learn it.

I also was initiated into the Order of Melchizedek at this point. It's something I can't really talk about, other than to say that it is. There may be others, I haven't met any, but I was given a sign to recognize when I do. I can't initiate anyone, as far as I know there's not special privileges. I wasn't even given any duties or instruction. It was the end of the experience, and I had never even heard the word Melchizedek prior.

I can make a few guesses, but that's all they are. I believe I'm supposed to reveal the things that are contained in this volume. That's one of the guesses. I've been able to heal myself, that may or may not be part of that, but it's another guess.

But I'm getting ahead of myself.

I did with this experience exactly what I did with the other. Nothing.

I didn't run as hard this time and I kept researching but I told no one. I had enough problems without people thinking I was going crazy.

I learned about Drunvalo Melchizedek, and read his works. Some of it I agree with, some not. I don't believe we were part of the same Order, but I never met him in person so I don't know. I found the Melchizedek in the bible, but there's not a lot of information there. So I let it drop, mostly.

I also stopped the meditation. It was a little...off putting.

A few years later, I met God in a parking lot.

In 2011 I was involved in a car wreck. I was the third car a four-car pile-up. The guy who hit me pushed my car and the car in front of me, from the inside lane of the interstate to fifteen feet into the ditch. As a result I was injured. I received seven bulging disks, six herniations, three of which impinge on the spinal cord. It was discovered that I had spinal stenosis, and the injury caused scoliosis. I also gained tremors across the left side of my body, everything from my scalp to the soles of my feet would randomly twitch, sometimes quite noticeably.

I wasn't able to continue in construction after that, according to the doctor at my Social Security Disability hearing, “I'm surprised he could walk in here”. We wound up losing our home, and had to live in a house that was less than ideal, but was free. So I spent the next few years in a bit of a funk.

I didn't realize that at the time. I thought I was managing fairly well all things considered. So what if I'd get mad easily. Who doesn't think about jiggling a spoon in their brains though the eye socket every once in a while?

Yeah, I wasn't okay.

I did however eventually get SSD and with back pay of almost two years, I was able to buy us a home. It was a used trailer, and boy did I get ripped off. But it was ours, finally we weren't living off the charity of others. Finally we had a HOME.

We placed it in a nice park. Large lots, well maintained, good people, no crooks. Things were going well until the owner sold the lot to a pastor from out of town.

He had big plans for the park, he was bringing in new trailers to rent to own for elderly people. So we had to go. He came the day before Thanksgiving to let us know an eviction was coming, and just before Christmas the eviction notice came.

This was just after the great flood of 2016. There was nowhere to go. We had to move the trailer, but there was no one to move it. We fought for more time, and got 10 days. We found a company to move it that was based out of state. They got the trailer stuck, bent the frame, and took off with our money.

I spent the next morning driving from church to church in my small town, but every church was closed. I just wanted somewhere to pray. I wound up under a tree, crying. Everything was gone. We had a day to get the trailer moved or we were defaulted and would lose the trailer. God found me under that tree, and I made a commitment to seek him, whereever it might lead, or whatever the cost may be.

We found someone to move it again and they refused to set it up once they got it there. We wound up having to sell the trailer because we were out of money, we couldn't get it set up. There still was nowhere to rent. We had moved in with my father in law in a two bedroom apartment he shared with my brother in law, so that made four adults, two children, and three dogs. Needless to say it was cramped, but we were making it.

Until my dogs got off the leash and attacked a dog that to be fair, had it coming. We had to go again. Fortunately I had a friend who could help out. He had a trailer we could live in while we figured it out. It was 40 miles away, and my kids were in school so it made for some long drives, and long hours, but we made it work.

Once again, I was living on the charity of another.

I started seeking again. I started praying regularly, meditating every once in a while, but never with the same effect. I asked God to bring me to the truth.

Six months later, we bought a home. With concrete floors and everything. Once we got settled in I noticed something. I couldn't consume mainstream entertainment anymore. I would start to watch something, and just get mad at the propaganda and mind control being shoved down our throats. Hyper-sexualization, desensitization for violence, encouragement of lying, and cheating. I quit listening to most music, quit watching all television, movies, most books.

I dug into YouTube. I found people teaching all kinds of things. I watched videos on everything from creative writing lectures, to theories on the creation of the Universe. I dove down more rabbit holes than most people are even aware exist.

I came across Jordan Peterson and he had a quote in one of the many lectures I watched, and I'm sure I'm gonna mangle it, but it was “What would you be capable of if you gave 100%”

That sent me on a new type of rabbit hole, not conspiracy, but self improvement. I tried the big 5 to see if I could figure out what was going on with me, but it wasn't helpful. I went through a couple more systems, and then I found MBTI.

It was intimidating. There's a lot of terminology, and much of it didn't seem to mesh well, but I put in some effort.

I did however have a camera, and the internet, and I had just spent a LOT of time watching people teach other people how to do things. So I thought, why not me. I tried to make exactly one MBTI typing video before I had to give it up. I wasn't ready. My result for  the subject was way off from what the people I learned it from came up with. I pivoted to doing daily news that I felt like wasn't getting the proper attention.

I wound up developing a cyst in my throat during the news portion of the channel. You can go on the alternatives and hear me slowly lose the ability to talk. The cyst pressed against my vocal cords, not allowing them to vibrate at volume.

At the same time I had decided to learn to program, and while it's not exactly a skill I learned well enough to sell, I learned it well enough to pick up Game Development using Unreal Engine (I think we were on 3 back then). Again not well enough to sell, but enough to make a decision to try.

The game development hit one of many walls, and to clear my process, I decided to make an app, for MBTI. There wasn't one, that I'm aware of, and I thought it would be handy, and maybe sell.

There was a problem though.

The system wasn't logical. No, literally. You can't match the system to logic, too much is subjective. Up to opinion. The terms were too vague.

So I fixed it.

It took about six months in a dark room with a chalkboard and the internet. I dove into archetypes with Jung, I perused personality traits with Myers and Briggs. I made it into something that would function, logically. I coded the app, and couldn't figure out how to package it. I had a zero operating budget, and no clue how to proceed.

I did however, still have a camera, and the internet, so I decided to try again, this time using the app. Maybe I could stir up some interest. I still couldn't talk all that well, but with great effort I could make myself heard. I still had the cyst, but using the upper register of my voice, I could talk for a short time. Seven videos in I got my first request, and a request to do a reaction video to their music.

So began a new chapter in things.

I only started doing reactions, so that I could drive views to the MBTI through attrition. That never panned out (that terminology is a rough barrier for most), but oh the lessons learned since then.

The reactions started out political mostly, then slowly evolved into me, telling my life to strangers on the internet, and them getting value out of it. I had people tell me that they related to some of the terrible things I experienced growing up. I had people tell me that I was helping them.

I liked that, so I leaned into it. I started to do more videos talking about getting better. I chose independent artists who talked about issues that we could talk about.

About the same time as I found Dr Peterson I got sick. It was in October of 2019 and it was pretty rough. Months later people would get something that was remarkably similar, and it had some pretty grand effects. I spent the next couple of months trying to breathe. I was short of breath often, after only slight exertion. Now I wasn't in the best physical condition, but nothing that warranted that, but December 31, 2019, I decided to start trying to get healthier physically. I was “cleaning my room”.

I started walking my dogs. It hurt, a lot. I hadn't done a great deal of physical activity in the previous decade, and that was enhanced by my injuries. It took me forty five minutes to walk my first full mile. I had a pronounced limp, and you don't appreciate breathing until you can't.

About a year into walking I started praying, not for me, but for other people. I was still taking a half hour to do a mile, that was better, but not great. While praying one day something pretty amazing happened.

I shifted my perspective.

Humans have two primary ways of walking. You either fall leaning forward, or you fall leaning backwards. Leaning forward is like walking uphill, you lean into it, leaning back like walking downhill, lean away. I had always walked leaning forward, but I had just read The Way of Kings by Brandon Sanderson when Kaladin learns to shift his perspective and it just hit me to try it. So I did.
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