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"Perfect health, long life and eternal youth 
are not the random genetic blessings of a chaotic or 
capricious universe, but natural birthrights that can be 
accessed through the mindful acceptance of simple truths, 
activated by the committed practice of proven activities, 
and sustained by advancement along a single known path. 
This is that path." 
--The Man Who Lived Forever 
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This may come as a surprise to you, but it's entirely 
possible that everything you believe to be true about food, 
medicine, health, illness and aging is nothing more than a set of 
subjective ideas put forth by people who really don't have a handle 
on truth, don't know what they're doing, or worse, don't have your 
best interests at heart--people who are playing by a faulty 
rulebook or, worse, with no rule book at all.  


Uninformed ideas, blind assumptions and outright lies 
underlie many of the food and (increasingly prevalent) drug 
commercials that air on television and radio. I'm sure you're 
familiar with many of these assumptions: that milk does a body 
good; that meat is real food for real people; that cancer can't be 
cured; that the common cold is inevitable; that allergies can only 
be relieved not ended; that hormone levels, hair growth and one's 
vitality inevitably decrease at certain ages; and that the drugs these 
companies are pushing actually heal and aren't, in fact, more 
dangerous than the ills they claim to cure given the mountain of 
(sometimes even fatal) side effects warned of in the disclaimers.  


The sales pitches for these products start with these 
assumptions as "givens" and are never challenged. As a result, 
people buy into them (operative word "buy') and continue a 
vicious cycle that only ends up perpetuating the very lifestyle that 
caused their ills in the first place.  


The society seems to have lost a vital roadmap and is 
headed off in a direction of devolution that serves nothing more 
than to support the industries that profit from peddling the 
products.  The products allow people to believe they can maintain 
the destructive lifestyles, while purchasing so-called "cures" that in 
actuality do nothing more than temporarily relieve, mask and 
replace the symptoms of the diseases the lifestyles cause.  


I've always lived my life with a healthy dose of skepticism 
towards that which most everyone else takes as true. In my own 
quest for truths related to health, I've met people who've actually 
cured lupus, sent their cancers into remission, gotten rid of their 
allergies, eliminated colds, and now live pain-free lives all based 
on truths that few are addressing publicly, or worse, truths which 
are lampooned, ridiculed or suppressed. 


 The Man Who Lived Forever
endorses this brand of healthy skepticism and an 
empowering self-care perspective is reflected within its pages.   


For those pursuing a new paradigm of health, wellness, 
disease, aging and youth, The Man Who Lived Forever offers: 

- a set of stable truths through which to see the world anew 

- a new understanding of nature that encourages new questions 

- a method of critical analysis to arrive at new answers 

- a new set of  possibilities and choices based on those answers 

- a common sense philosophy on which to base your new lifestyle, 
all based on a foundation of essential truths which never change. 


Based life experience, as well as 
proven, research-based, factual underpinnings, it's presented in an 
easy-to-read story format that both young and "returning young" 
alike can easily digest and enjoy.  



The Man Who Lived Foreverexists as the new rulebook for health, if 
you will; a master plan that was once lost but to which many are 
now reconnecting. It contains truths you can prove for yourself. 
And like all great truths, they don't require PhDs to comprehend. 
These are truths whose validity and effectiveness are accessible to 
just about everyone. So it is with great pleasure that I present 
The Man Who Lived Forever to you and your children in hopes that you will 
use it to find the truths that will set you free. Share it with someone 
you want to take with you on this quest for perfect health, long life 
and the Fountain of Youth! 

 
 
 
Someone Stole the Master Plan
 
 
 

  Someone robbed the rulebook

   

  and then watched the game devolve

   

  And life and all it means

   

  became a mystery most can't solve

   

 

  Someone grabbed the game plan

   

  so now all our bets are off

   

  And what was once a sure thing

   

  is now cause to scorn and scoff

   
 
 

  Someone ripped the roadmap

   

  and we all now wander lost

   

  Going 'round in circles

   

  over paths already crossed

   
 
 

  Someone burned the blueprint

   

  and then put theirs in its stead

   

  And what we build serves none

   

  but those who've placed themselves ahead

   
 
 

  Someone stole the master plan

   

  now everyone's in charge

   

  The blind lead blind to prisons

   

  run by criminals at large

   

 

  But truth is at your fingertips

   

  it's floating in the air

   

  And all you need is eyes to see

   

  and ears to hear what's there

   
 
 

  For truth is yours to own and prove

   

  to use to find your way

   

  To set a course of choice and change

   

  despite what others say

   
 
 

  So don't be led by pundits

   

  who you think know more than you

   

  For no one has to validate

   

  the things you know are true
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NOTES:   
                       JOURNAL ENTRY

  
 
Tomorrow I turn 40. 


I need to find answers. Things aren't making sense.  I 
thought I had things all figured out. Life seems dismal 
and full of pain. Not the emotional pain that everyone 
experiences as they strive to find companionship, belonging 
and meaning, but the physical pain that comes with a 
deteriorating body. It's become especially troubling these 
last 6 years as I've watched my health decline. It seems 
like something else has taken over. I did everything I was 
supposed to do. What am I doing wrong? Which study 
should I believe? Who can I trust? Should I take this 
medicine? Will the side effects make me worse?  


Is there anybody out there who has the 
right answers who isn't just out to make a buck? 


I've seen the decline in people's health all around me. Talk 
to me about spitting. Everywhere I go it seems the 
spitters are following me around. I'm even afraid to look 
directly at people for too long for, sure enough, within a 
few seconds they'll let one loose! I remember once while 
watching The Hollywood Squares, Canadian comedienne 
Caroline Rhea mentioned that she was glad to be in New 
York, where "if you look at anyone long enough...they'll 
spit." At least I wasn't alone in that observation. Someone 
else had noticed. My friends think I'm crazy, but I swear it  
got worse after the 9/11 attacks, when all the dust and  
pollutants were hanging around. I remember hearing a  
health report that incidences of lung problems, coughing and 
asthma increased right afterwards. I guess my fear is that  
things will continue getting worse, and I'll soon be taking  
pills as if they were food.... 
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What if you could live in perfect health for all of 
your life and never get sick? Imagine if you never caught 
a cold, didn't get cavities, never experienced disease, and 
kept your skin smooth, your mind sharp, and your body 
vital and full of energy for as long as you lived. What if 
you could stay young forever? Think how your life 
would change if you knew exactly what to do to live free 
of illness without pills and without drugs?  


There was a time I considered questions like that 
nothing more than fantasy.  That all changed, however, 
when I discovered the legend of the Ageless Adept. 


On a practical level, the concept of aging never 
made sense to me. I had read once that the body's cells 
renew themselves every few years. It always seemed a 
contradiction, therefore, that aging happens any at all. 
But yet it does.  


I've always been fascinated by stories of the 
Fountain of Youth--the mythical fountain believed to 
reverse the effects of time on the body and restore one's 
youth. There is a reason the Fountain of Youth has 
fascinated people for hundreds of years. I know now that 
it fascinates because, on an intuitive level, we know it is 
real. Little did I anticipate, however, that I would become 
a modern-day explorer and actually find and talk with an 
Ageless Adept--keeper of the fountain's secrets.  



Yes, Virginia, there is an Ageless Adept! I met 
him. I had a series of conversations with him over the 
course of seven days. Those seven conversations changed 
my life. Those conversations are the basis of this book. 


On one of the last days I spent with him, the 
Ageless Adept said something I'll never forget. He said, 
"In a society ruled by lies, the truth becomes subversive. 
But as more people share a new truth, that new truth 
becomes reality. The dominant lie loses power, and all 
becomes as it should be. Truth is transformational and 
grows in power the more it is shared." 


This information is life-changing, even subversive. 
My understanding of life, nature, health, sickness, 
healing, youthfulness and vitality has been forever 
altered. I now have the answers I've always been 
seeking; simple answers; answers that make sense; 
answers that have freed me from deception; answers that 
have made me healthier, younger and more alive! 


Once I had this knowledge, I realized I could not 
keep it to myself. Like others before me, I am now bound 
by the honor of a promise I made to the Ageless Adept to 
share it with any who are open to hear it. I have done my 
best to transcribe my experience of meeting the Adept, 
and his exact words as best as I recall them. By reading 
these timeless truths you too may be transformed. Within 
the simplicity of his words lies the profound power to 
change lives as it has mine.  


But, I'm getting ahead of myself. To fully 
appreciate the promise of the Ageless Adept's wisdom, 
and the life-changing information we as a society now 
have access to, let me tell you how it all started. 
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Your life is the answer to a question, 

but the answer is not the hard task, 

No, the trick to living life with purpose, you see 

is knowing which question to ask 
  



  

 

It all started on my fortieth birthday. I remember 
the day well even though--except for it being one of 
those dreaded markers of advancing years--it was pretty 
much like any other. I had gotten up at six o'clock, as 
usual, walked to the bathroom and brushed my teeth. I 
shaved, showered, all as usual, as I prepared for work. 


As I went through my regular morning ritual, I ran 
through a mental checklist of the aches and pains that had 
become a regular part of my declining life, taking careful 
note of any new ones. As I did, I thought about how 
things had been different just a few years before. 


There was a time when I boasted to my friends that 
I never caught colds.  Now it seemed I walked around 
with a tissue all the time. I once boasted the energy and 
interests of a young man. Lately, I found myself losing 
interest in the things young men often think about.  
 


The frustrating part was I was supposedly doing all 
the right things--eating correctly, exercising and taking 
vitamins--but I always felt tired. The only time I had any 
energy was after two cups of coffee. It was on that day, 
as I looked at my forty-year old face, that I realized that 
just about everyone I knew was sick too. 


I had friends who were overweight. I had relatives 
who were taking ten different pills every day for a variety 
of ailments. I had one female friend who had just had a 
heart attack at the age of thirty. I had another friend 
who'd lost her hair and melanin from radiation and 
steroid cancer treatments. It seemed all my friends had 
children who were suffering from asthma.  


Other people I knew just didn't seem to be aging 
well at all. At thirty and forty, many were already 
graying and falling apart. If I stayed over at their homes, 
there always seemed to be someone coughing, spitting, 
"phlegming" or complaining of some ache, pain or 
otherwise undesirable bodily condition.  


Practically everyone in my circle of friends was 
seeing a specialist of some kind or another who wasn't 
any help at all. We were all spending exorbitant amounts 
of money on treatments, therapies and pills and had 
medicine cabinets filled with little orange bottles with 
white labels. 


Our health seemed to be a recurring topic of 
conversation. As we commiserated amongst ourselves, 
seeking truth and clarity, we only ended up with more 
questions and confusion. We'd often have discussions 
about the latest study, research finding or newspaper 
article offering tips on health. Sometimes eggs were 
good, then not. Sometimes meat was good, then not. We 
didn't know what to believe. 
 


In developing our own personal philosophy, creed 
or just some stable truth to live by, after all was said and 
done, we could never arrive at anything better than "all 
things in moderation." That seemed to be our mantra. In 
other words, we didn't know what to do, so we did a little 
bit of everything, but not too much of anything--assuring 
ourselves that if we didn't do any one thing to an 
extreme, we would be safe. But the illnesses continued, 
and so did the questions. 


I desperately needed to find answers. Was there 
another way? What was I doing wrong? Which study 
should I believe? Whom should I trust? Should I take this 
medicine? Will the side effects make me worse? Is there 
anybody out there who has the right answers who isn't 
motivated by the need to make a buck? Those were just 
some of the questions that haunted me. 


Something just didn't feel right about the way our 
society was heading. We seemed to be a nation plagued 
by ailments of every sort: colds and flu, cancer, diabetes, 
Multiple Sclerosis, Lupus, asthma, migraine headaches, 
constipation, back and neck pains, acid reflux, ulcers, 
Pre-Menstrual Syndrome, Attention Deficit Disorder, 
chronic fatigue, Fibromyalgia, acne, stress, anxiety, 
allergies, arthritis, constipation, incontinence, herpes, 
yeast infections, and prostate challenges, to name a few. 


Recently, I decided to count the health-related ads 
that aired during one of my favorite half-hour sit-coms. I 
counted ten--addressing every male problem from hair 
loss to impotence, and every female problem from 
infertility to menopause. Each ad included (and some 
were almost entirely) lists of the side effects of taking the 
drugs: everything from flatulence to thoughts of suicide. 




Suicide!? How could a "cure" have so many side 
effects? And how can you even call it a cure if you 
develop the desire to kill yourself!? No, something was 
definitely wrong with this picture. 


My friends and I often joked about those side 
effects. We laughed, but many of us would likely end up 
resorting to taking the very pills we joked about. I feared 
that would be my fate. I feared the pattern of decline, the 
unanswered questions and mounting frustration that was 
defining my life and my health.  


I didn't tell anyone this, but there were times-- 
apathetic and depressed--that I felt like cashing in my 
chips, just checking out and ending it all. I mean, if the 
next forty years were going to be like this or worse, then 
I didn't want to hang around for them. 


At the same time, I was haunted by the feeling that 
we were all living a lie; the feeling that an alternate 
reality existed--one I knew intuitively to be possible but 
could never prove existed. It was an awareness that it 
wasn't always like this and that it didn't have to be. I 
believed there had to be truths that we just weren't 
getting access to. I think that was all that kept me going. 


The reason I remember when it all started is 
because it was on that day--my fortieth birthday--that I 
got "the email" while I was at work. 


A friend emailed me a story about a woman living 
in the Himalayan Mountains who scientists believed to 
be over 120 years old! They showed her picture in the 
article. Her skin was smooth and wrinkle-free. Though it 
was obvious she'd seen many years on the planet, she 
could just as easily have been fifty. When reporters asked 
for her secret, she replied, "There are no secrets, just 
certain truths everyone needs to agree upon." 




It seemed an odd response. But that story and her 
words got me thinking. What if there were certain truths 
we all simply weren't agreeing on? Truths that would 
help us live healthier lives. Just like in the movie, The 
Matrix, what if there's a reality beyond the one we find 
ourselves in? Perhaps, just as in the movie, we needed 
our own Morpheus with a little red pill to set us free. 


The woman in the article lived on a plot of land on 
which she grew her own fruits and vegetables. She 
mentioned having been taught the secrets of the land by 
her grandfather, who was taught by his father, and so on. 


That got me thinking even further. Where did 
information like that come from? What if you went far 
enough back, could you find someone at the beginning of 
that chain of knowledge who knew all the information? 


It was on that day, that my interest in other 
cultures and ancient civilizations, and what they could 
teach us about health and longevity, was sparked. 


Every civilization and society throughout history 
has developed mythical stories of long life, immortality 
and eternal youth. Were all these stories fantasy and 
allegory, or did the human race, at one time, actually 
have knowledge of how to live healthier and longer?  
Every religion has its creation story of the first 
men and women who had direct contact and 
communication with their creator. They were told what to 
eat, what to avoid, and were given rules by which to 
conduct their affairs on the earth. Were these, too, simply 
myths? Or were there in fact people who, at one time, 
possessed fundamental knowledge and secrets of how to 
live in perfect harmony with nature--secrets and 
practices we've since lost?  
 


And if we did have access to such information, 
how and when did we lose it? And more importantly, 
how can we rediscover that knowledge in order to live 
healthier, longer more youthful lives?  


The questions and the possibilities intrigued me, 
and I believed that ancient civilizations held the answers. 
Why? Well, it is said that within all of man's myths, 
fables, and fantasies, there exists some insight into basic 
human nature and the laws of the universe. And that 
more than being a specific philosopher's or culture's way 
of explaining an unknowable universe, these myths 
actually have at their core certain truths beyond our 
wildest imaginations.  


It has also been suggested that since there is nothing 
that the mind of man can conceive that cannot be 
achieved, and since there can be no original thoughts in 
an infinite universe, then all fantasy, myth and legend, 
including creation stories, are derived from truths that 
once existed as reality somewhere in creation. Every 
mythological creature--from mermaids and dragons to 
immortals and witches--all have existed. Therefore, if 
perfect health, long life and immortality can exist as 
concepts in the mind of man, then they are achievable. I 
simply had to discover who had that knowledge. 


I focused on other cultures for another reason: 
Perhaps other cultures, not so quick to discount their 
mythical cultural legacies, and untainted by laboratory 
scientists' rational spin and interpretation of reality, 
might offer valuable insights into the true nature of life. 


 Many people in our society regard ancient 
civilizations as "primitive"--a term implying lack of 
sophistication or intelligence. However, anyone who's 
honest will admit, that while we've advanced in certain 


areas, there are still huge gaps in modern man's 
understanding of the laws of the universe, the planet and 
life. Ancient cultures knew things that we today do not. 
Ancient Egyptians built the pyramids incorporating 
concepts in astronomy, physics and mathematics that 
have not been duplicated to this day.  One need only 
consider such non-natural wonders as Stonehenge, the 
Ica stones, crystal skulls, crop circles and other such 
mysteries to realize that there is knowledge that once 
existed, that we no longer have access to. 


Now, I don't believe in myths. In fact, the very 
idea that the truth I was seeking might exist in the guise 
of an ancient civilization's creation stories and myths 
was contrary to everything my logical, left brain tilted, 
scientifically-steeped mind wanted to believe.  But I 
realized that any quest through time to study an ancient 
civilization's origins would inevitably uncover that 
civilization's myths. It's a natural consequence of the 
passage of time that what starts as fact, may eventually 
evolve into hearsay, story, legend and eventually myth.  


So, as much as I felt somewhat foolish for 
embarking on my private research project based on myth, 
I started with the facts.  


Fact: there are people in every society who live 
healthier and longer than others. That was no fantasy.  


Fact: there are societies on every continent that 
have less illness than others. That was no myth.  


And then there was my own personal fact: I didn't 
always feel the way I do now. That was very real. 


There had to be reasons for all these facts, and I 
was determined to discover what those reasons were. 
So, I continued my quest through the myths of 
ancient civilizations because, I suppose, I wanted to 

believe. I wanted to believe that I could do something 
about my condition and also help my family and friends 
improve their health. I wanted to believe that things were 
simpler than they appeared to be. I wanted to believe that 
underlying all of this sometimes seemingly random and 
chaotic human experience called life, there was a divine 
intelligence, an order that could be known and lived--a 
formula, if you will--for perfect health, long life and the 
Fountain of Youth. 


So, on that day, I became a self-proclaimed seeker. 
And, as I've been known to do at times, I obsessed.  


On my way home, I bought a journal to start 
documenting my quest. Then I began. I contacted 
professors of archeology at universities around the 
country, experts in creation mythology, scholars of 
ancient civilizations, extinct languages, cultures and the 
like. I told them I was doing a research project on health 
and aging and needed to know all I could about ancient 
societies' beliefs and practices. 


Every day for the next six months--during lunch 
hours, weekend hours, even office hours--I 
corresponded with scholars and contacts around the 
world. I would often be up at dawn checking emails, 
reading books, or compiling data in my journal or on a 
spreadsheet. During lunch hours I would visit libraries, 
museums and used bookstores in search of leads. My 
coworkers at the accounting firm, accustomed to me 
being a bit of an introvert, probably didn't think it too 
odd to see me off by myself on a laptop in the cafeteria, 
or rushing off alone every lunch hour. 


During those months of research, I learned many 
things. I learned about the Dogon people of West Mali, 
whose three thousand-year-old mythology speaks of alien 

 
visitors providing them with the secrets of life, and 
knowledge of the existence of stars that could only be 
confirmed thirty centuries later by modern scientists with 
high-powered telescopes.  


I learned of Shangri-La, also called Shambhala by 
the local Tibetan inhabitants in the Himalayan 
Mountains, also known as the Hidden Kingdom, where 
it's said that perfect and semi-perfect human beings exist 
who are guiding the evolution of mankind. 


I learned that people on the continent of Atlantis 
had life spans of 800 years and were 8 to 112 feet tall. I 
learned that even the Bible speaks of giants in Chapter 
six of Genesis.  


I learned which sex lived longer. I knew which 
civilizations had the longest-lived people. I discovered 
what continents had the highest incidence of perfect 
health and freedom from disease. I knew what lifestyles 
were conducive to better health. 


As I learned more and more, I became more and 
more obsessed with the quest. Each new lead made me 
more hopeful. But after twelve months, I had to admit I 
was no closer to finding the secret to perfect health than 
when I started.  In order to live a healthy, ageless life, I 
would either have to go back in time, become a Japanese 
female, Seventh-Day Adventist, living on Atlantis, or I 
had to find another strategy. 


And then it happened. A colleague sent me an 
email. It contained an innocent phrase that might 
otherwise have gone unnoticed. In it he said simply, "I 
think I have some information that might help you locate 
your ageless guru! Give me a call when you return." 


It was at that moment--upon hearing the words 
ageless guru--that something clicked.  



An image came to mind of what a so-called 
"ageless guru" might look like.  I smiled as I thought of 
some hooded, robe-clad monk with a walking stick, 
living in the Himalayan Mountains, surviving off the land 
and shunning contact with the modern world.  It was a 
fleeting image, but it had me question my approach. 


What if I was going about this all wrong? All this 
time I had been looking for information in the form of 
documented cultural practices, when perhaps I should 
have been looking for people! Not a race or culture of 
people, but specific individuals. Instead of looking for 
collections of documents or even bodies of knowledge 
within certain civilizations, I should have been looking 
for specific types of people within those societies.  


In my quest for the secret to agelessness, I had 
located certain villages where people tended to live 
longer lives, but the locations were too haphazard for the 
secret to be geographic or environmental. I had found 
certain civilizations where certain illnesses were 
relatively non-existent, but the instances were too 
sporadic for their secret to be cultural. I had encountered 
specific individuals and families whose documented age 
exceeded norms, but even that was too inconsistent for 
the reason to be entirely genetic. It had almost seemed 
purely random. And randomness was something my 
ordered mind and cause-effect worldview would not 
accept, for it would mean the end of my search in utter 
futility. No, there had to be some pattern, something 
knowable and predictable, and this might be it! 
 
 
 
 



So I started asking new questions. What if the 
reason certain people lived longer than others was not 
randomly genetic but predictably informational? What if 
the reason certain societies showed evidence of perfect 
health, long life and access to the secrets of the Fountain 
of Youth was not cultural or geographic, but simply 
because certain people with the information found their 
way into those societies?  


In other words, let's say someone with specific 
information--say a car mechanic--rolled into a town. 
With his or her knowledge of how to fix cars, the 
incidence of breakdowns in the neighborhood would 
drop. They would stay low, until that mechanic left town. 
Then, unless the mechanic had taken the time to train an 
apprentice who would carry on the profession, the 
incidence of breakdowns would go back up once he or 
she left town. 


What if health and longevity followed the same 
model? In other words, what if, dispersed throughout any 
given population, were a few people who were the de 
facto keepers of the knowledge of the Fountain of Youth 
for that generation or that population--the "town 
mechanics" for health and agelessness, so to speak? And 
what if, by their presence, incidences of sickness and 
health decreased in that population? It would explain a 
lot. It would explain, for instance, why only certain 
people exhibited the ageless attributes and not others (i.e. 
only those who visited the mechanic and got serviced). It 
would explain a curious phenomenon I had discovered in 
which certain groups seemed on the right track-- 
exhibiting all the earmarks of an ageless population--but 
then just as mysteriously seem to lose their connection. 
Perhaps their "mechanic" simply left town.  



It would explain why people in "less developed" 
areas, and from certain religious groups seemed more 
keyed in to better health. On a practical level, the 
knowledge I was seeking could more easily be passed on 
in smaller, tightly knit communities and religious sects 
where a select few in positions of authority controlled the 
flow of information. And conversely, life in big cities and 
larger populations, constrained as it is by sheer size, and 
influenced by massive advertising campaigns, would 
inherently restrict the transmission of the information and 
limit its benefits to the immediate families and friends of 
that population's mechanics. 
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