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This book and probably myself would not exist without the constant, loving, capable, ever-vigilant and patient dedication of my wife, Cynthia Bartlett.

To her I owe the deepest gratitude and dedicate this book.




PUBLISHER’S NOTE



UNLIMITED THINKING HAS BEEN A FUNDAMENTAL VALUE behind the editorial vision at Beyond Words since we began publishing books. Few original ideas and ways of thinking would emerge from old paradigms without the unpredictable potential of our minds. The methods and techniques taught by Dr. Richard Bartlett in Matrix Energetics, along with the supporting theories of Dr. Willaim A. Tiller in the foreword, represent an inspiring fusion of unrestricted thinking by encompassing the realms of art and science—and in so doing fusing imagination with the practical laws of manifestation. Thank you for reading, and enjoy Matrix!

—Cynthia Black, editor in chief







FOREWORD



THIS IS A TERRIFIC, REMARKABLE, TRANSFORMATIVE BOOK. I have enjoyed experiencing it. It could also have been titled The Way of a Modern-Day Shaman or Structural Alchemy for Transforming Humans without any loss of authenticity.

Dr. Richard Bartlett is truly a man of miracles. In Matrix Energetics, he has grasped and owned an essential operating principle of nature: that we are all co-creators of our personal reality whether we consciously choose to be or not. Life, in the higher-dimensional and subtler domains of our overall reality, has worked hard to keep Dr. Bartlett both alive and astonishingly capable, and has blessed him with manifested gifts of a high order. It is as though he was meant to be here in this earth-plane society at this time to materialize these gifts of human transformation and to teach others that they can do likewise.

Early on, Dr. Bartlett paints a clear picture of the difficulty that exists for people who go from doctor to doctor trying to cure their uncertain health problems via self-diagnosis based on their symptoms. The psycho-physiological principle, which always operates in the client, blurs the edges of all the symptoms so that, more often than not, one ends up with a completely mixed “symptom soup” that cannot be unmixed.

Dr. Bartlett avoids the common way of thinking that treats clients as well-specified problem-sets that have well-specified solution-sets. Rather, he adopts the quantum mechanics metaphor that there is a virtual sea of possible solutions; there, you are free to use your imagination and pick one that you like. He recognizes that even when a metaphor is not factually correct as stated, the concept you visualize can have significant power to drive an action from an entirely different level of reality than you anticipate, bringing about a structural change in the physical body so that it now appears to work properly, sometimes for the first time.

The term “Matrix Energetics” comes from books on energy medicine by James Oschman, who in turn was inspired by the work of Alfred Pischinger, author of Matrix and Matrix Regulation: Basis for a Holistic Theory in Medicine. In both Pischinger and Oschman’s work, the term deals only with our normal, electric atom/molecule level of physical reality. Dr. Bartlett, on the other hand, thinks that we are basically constructed from light and information and are thus malleable to focused intent. Under this rubric, Matrix Energetics is an archetype; practioners maintain a state of awareness and enter into a kind of energetic rapport with clients, holding for them what shamanic cultures call “sacred space” so that they can have the freedom to express a different outcome for their physical states.

There are many emerging scientific details involved in Matrix Energetics, but it isn’t necessary to know the underlying facts as long as the intended change is visualized clearly, the belief is strong, and the emotional force behind the intention is both focused and sustained.

In the interest of expanding the reader’s understanding of this important field of future science, I would like to provide a picture of the way I see Matrix Energetics working.

As figure 1 indicates, we can think of every human interaction as occurring via five uniquely distinguishable parts. Key components here are the “Electromagnetic Gauge-Symmetry State,” within which the interaction-event is taking place, and the “Unseen Universe.” Anyone who has had firsthand experience with Dr. Bartlett knows that the unseen works strongly through him into this world.

My research on psychoenergetic science, as well as that of my colleagues, has revealed the existence of a second, unique level of physical reality that may or may not be strongly coupled with our normal particulate electric atom/molecule level of physical reality, that which we are all cognitively aware of at the conscious level. At present, only our unconscious is aware of this new magnetic information wave level of physical reality that functions at superluminal velocities in the physical vacuum-level space between the fundamental electric particles that comprise our atoms and molecules. Properties of physical materials, inanimate or animate, can be approximately described by the simple equation:
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Here, Q(t) is the total magnitude of the material property under consideration; Qe(t) is the contribution from the electric atom/molecule level; Qm(t) is the contribution from the magnetic information wave level; [image: ] is the effective coupling coefficient between these two levels of substance; and t is time.

Our research has shown that, when [image: ] is negligible, as is the case in our normal world state, our traditional physics of materials applies. Then, the second term in the equation essentially disappears and human intention cannot significantly influence physical reality because only our conventional Maxwellian equations of electromagnetic (EM) reality apply. However, with a sufficient field of consciousness present in the space, [image: ] increases so that these two levels of physical reality are significantly coupled and the electromagnetic gauge symmetry state of the space is raised. This is a higher thermodynamic free energy per unit volume state, which means that it can do useful work of any type on a system of lower-EM gauge symmetry state (one with [image: ]). It also means that human intention can strongly influence the physics of this duplex space.

Our research has also indicated that the human acupuncture meridian/ chakra system exists at this higher-EM gauge symmetry state, so that focused and sustained human intention channeled through this system can produce amazing transformation both inside and outside the body.

The next piece of the picture we need in order to understand how Matrix Energetics works is my working hypothesis concerning what constitutes a whole person. This is illustrated in figure 2 and should be visualized as a three-zone sphere-like construct. The outermost zone consists of the two-layered physical bio bodysuit that we put on when we are born into this space-time reality of experience and shuck off when we die, passing from this domain of experience. I label this our “Personality Self” with the outermost layer being made of particulate, electric atom/molecule stuff and the inner layer being made of our magnetic, information-wave stuff.

The middle zone is our “Soul Self,” constructed from emotion domain substance, mind domain substance, and indwelling spirit domain substance, which is the major self that is evolving here. The substance that constitutes [image: ] in the equation is presently thought to come from the emotion domain level.

The central zone in this construct is called the “High Self, the “God Self,” or the “Source Self.”

[image: ]

Figure 2

My metaphor for the whole person.

Just as the outermost layer of the Personality Self involves at least the four accepted and fundamental forces (gravity, electromagnetism, the long-range—“strong”—nuclear force, and the short-range—“weak”—nuclear force), each of the other unique layers probably involve just as many uniquely different energies that we have not yet discovered. Thus, the interplay of many, many different kinds of energy is involved in the lawful functioning of living systems. Each of these different types of energy can be thought of as a single term in a large mathematical matrix representation of such a living system. Matrix Energetics, as a name, is a useful metaphor for such a system—anything you can imagine can ultimately be created in this 10-dimensional simulator, which is illustrated by the schematic representation in figure 3.

Human intention is thought to be created in the domain of spirit (the 11-dimensions and above construct) and appears in the simulator as a specific pattern of information at the mind level of this simulator. This information pattern is then radiated from the mind nodal network to activate the emotion domain quality that increases the in the equation and imprints a conjugate pattern of information on the magnetic information wave domain (the conjugate physical space in figure3). This in turn adjusts the quality of Qm in the equation to be in accord with the original intention. This is how the simulator is ideally thought to create anything one intends from the domain of spirit in space-time (the physical space in figure 3).
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Figure 3

A representation of our reference frame (RF) with the duplex space in the center. If one counts the entire duplex space as a 4-space, then the entire multidimensional representation is a 7-space. If instead, we count the duplex space as a unique member of the general 8-space, then our reference frame is 11-dimensional.

Returning to figure 1, all five magnetic information wave contributions are vectors, so that in the ultimate outcome effect that manifests via the equation, each vector’s information entangles with each other, in pairs. Thus, for example, the degree of tuning of the practitioner to the client can change the magnitude of this practitioner/client term from a zero value to a maximum-plus value to a minimum-minus value just by shifting from being completely in-phase with the other person. Of course, to complicate things, one must also consider the tunings between each of the three parts of the whole person selves illustrated in figure 2.

The bottom line in all this is that what appears to be pure magic in Dr. Bartlett’s healing treatments is, in fact, a rational manipulation of energies and information in a lawful fashion based upon his theoretical construct of reality, which is appreciably “outside the box” of our present paradigm. Even without such a theoretical model, Dr. Bartlett is such a well-qualified channel for the unseen to work through into this world that together, he and his clients produce the necessary fields of energy in the different dimensions of our overall reality, and harmony and balance are restored to the client. And what he and the client can do, so can others.

As a species, we are cognitively moving away from space-time awareness only and into frequency domain (conjugate physical-space) awareness. In the latter domain, distance and time are not limitations to our perceptions. You can see this at work in Matrix Energetics. I recommend this book as important reading for everyone!

—William A. Tiller, Ph.D.,

Professor Emeritus, Stanford University







PREFACE



EACH NEW GENERATION of our human community has been inspired by the science of its time. Principles that we may or may not fully understand, but that we intuitively know to be true, reshape our thinking, and in doing so, reshape our experience of the world and what we may be willing to do. During Galileo’s time, the idea that the sun, not the earth, was the center of the universe nearly cost him his head. As it was, it silenced him and forced him into obscurity for the rest of his life. Nevertheless, his discoveries changed the way we all think about the world and our relationship to it. Such discoveries change us whether we know science or not. In many cases, those changes are quite dramatic.

The scientific icons that influence us today are no less revolutionary than they were in Galileo’s time. In fact, they may be even more revolutionary because they change our way of looking at and working with the physical world. At the heart of today’s physics are ideas that stimulate and inspire our imaginations in ways that are nothing short of startling. Most of us do not have a sufficient grasp of higher mathematics to explain these new ideas as a physicist might, but this does not diminish the impact of science on our creative consciousness.

The key concepts of quantum physics teach us that we are one with our universe and that we are inextricably connected together by a mysterious energy called the Zero Point Energy Field. Zero Point Energy is the sea of virtual particles that lies beneath every point in the universe. If we were to cool these particles as close as we possibly could to absolute zero, there should be, according to the postulates of Newtonian science, no energy there. Instead, much to the astonishment of scientists, there still remains an immense quantity of energy at this Zero Point. Some scientists have actually called this energy the Mind of God. This sounds a lot like the mystical “Force” of George Lucas’s Star Wars to me. Renowned physicist John Wheeler has called this energy “a meaning software, located who-knows-where.” Such ideas and discoveries have profoundly altered our concepts about who we humans are and our importance in the grand scheme of things.

Quantum physics is not something I would have chosen to study intensely, but Life has a way of changing your course and shaking up all of your cherished assumptions. I was in my first semester of Chiropractic school when my wife gave birth to a child who, for the next several years, would be plagued by many health challenges, and who would become my personal teacher and Muse in my quest to find something, anything, that could heal him. He was born with a seriously compromised immune system. During the first three years of his life, he was saddled with a body that had chronic bronchitis and developed pneumonia every six weeks.

When conventional medical wisdom and alternative healing methods failed to help him, I resolved to take on the challenge myself. Realizing that I was not finding any answers in my medical training, I embarked on a journey to learn whatever the medical institutions were not teaching. Making the school library my home base, I hungrily devoured all of the eclectic—what some would call “weird”—healing wisdom that I could find. This search for answers left me with a lifelong habit of asking unusual questions and then following wherever the information led me. In his third year of life, something I learned instantly healed my son. This event set the course of my strange and wonderful journey into mystical and magical realms: a kind of Hog-warts school of wizardry and healing. I took the road less traveled and have never once looked back.

In 1996, while I was attending Naturopathic medical school, another event radically altered the entire course of my existence. You will read about what happened in the first chapter, so I won’t put any plot spoilers in this preface. My life has not been the same since that event, and after reading this book, I am betting that yours never will be either!

Changes occurred in me that were so radical in their scope that I am still reeling from their effects and ramifications years later. When I began to teach what I now could do, I needed a common language that would make Matrix Energetics easily teachable to anyone. The magical and perplexing world of quantum physics turned out to contain the keys to that language.

When I started applying the principles of quantum science, everything fell into place. I seized on the idea that at the bedrock of our physical reality we are made up of high-energy photons, the smallest known particles of matter. We are, in our essence, just patterns of light and information. When you truly grasp this concept, it unlocks the power to interact with the Zero Point Energy Field, to draw on the power of “the force.” When you begin to see everything in this manner, it can profoundly change every aspect of your life. You are not separate from any other part of life, but are linked with that indivisible One spirit.

I am neither a mathematician nor a physicist, but I have been profoundly influenced by the contributions of quantum physics. The knowledge I have of these principles could be described as more “poetic” and “imaginative” than scientific, and I heartily agree with such characterizations. Like those living in the post-Galileo world who had to shift their perspective of their relationship to the heavenly bodies, I and those around me, including my students, have made shifts that have been deeply influenced by quantum principles.

I have now taught Matrix Energetics to thousands of people in every walk of life, and it works. The ideas underlying Matrix Energetics unlock the power that resides within us all to transform our existence in every imaginable way, and now they are available to those of you reading this book. These ideas and tools I offer are not meant just for healers; they are for everyone who wants to transform their experience into something unique and powerful. Matrix Energetics represents an entirely new paradigm; its principles can literally transform how you see and experience your world. But don’t take my word for it. Read what one of my students was able to do for herself after taking only one life-changing weekend seminar—and then decide for yourself.


I was reading in Science News about the Bose-Einstein condensate process for freezing gas, which could then be bombarded with lasers, making equal amounts of both hot and cold particles at the same time. This gave me an idea. I have had a palpable uterine fibroid for some time, so I used one of the Matrix Energetics techniques and “Two-Pointed” my uterus. As I did this I was thinking, “What would it be like if the tumor was a condensate, and lasers vaporized the composition of its particles so they were hot and cold at the same time?”

That night I felt the fibroid and it was half its previous size. Two nights later it was gone. I am one who believes this Matrix Energetics stuff is great, and now I believe it works with me. Seeing it work with others is one part of knowing it works, and having it be successful with myself as the subject is phenomenal. What a great shift in my reality. My best to you, and thanks again.

—Kathleen Martin, Santa Barbara
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The Birth of Matrix Energetics




THE LITTLE GIRL WAS THREE YEARS OLD. She arrived with her mother at my chiropractic office at 6 PM, the last patient of a very exhausting day. I had driven four hours to get to my office in Livingston, Montana, that morning. The night before, I had stopped to sleep at a motel in Missoula, Montana, too exhausted to complete the drive from Seattle. I was enrolled in Bastyr Naturopathic University, taking a course load of thirty-one credits a semester in order to earn my degree in Naturopathy. Even with my heavy academic schedule, I still had to put food on the table for my family. I had not yet passed the Washington State Chiropractic board exam, which necessitated the bimonthly trek to Montana where my chiropractic practice was still flourishing, in spite of my very part-time schedule there.

Notwithstanding the title of “chiropractor,” I had somewhat of a reputation in my local community for being this strange guy who practiced weird medicine. I was accustomed to unusual cases arriving at my doorstep. In this instance, the mother told me that her little girl had gone to the neurologist and had been diagnosed with a lazy eye. The doctor told her that there wasn’t any treatment or surgery that he would recommend. If she wore an eye patch, maybe she would outgrow it by the time she was a teenager. The mother looked at me and said, “Well, that’s not good enough for me. What do you think?”

I went into a deep trance, no doubt induced by sleep deprivation, and started babbling about a television episode of Superman that I saw in the 1950s. In this particular show, a little blind girl wins an essay contest sponsored by the Daily Planet. The prize is a trip around the world with Superman. When Clark, Lois, and Jimmy go to her New York apartment to meet her, Clark is stunned to find out that she’s blind. Perplexed by this strange turn of events he asks, “Sweetheart, why would you want to fly around the world with Superman?” The child replies matter-of-factly, “Superman doesn’t really exist, but I want the Daily Planet to fly Mommy around the world so she can find my Daddy.”

In this episode, the girl’s father Dan had been out for a nice weekend drive with his young family and had a terrible accident while swerving to avoid a pedestrian. The family car had run headlong into a corner lamp post, shattering the car’s windshield and showering the occupants with shards of broken glass.

It was not immediately apparent after the accident that their young daughter could not see. She was an infant, so it was difficult to tell at first. The specialist they took her to confirmed the awful truth; she was totally blind. When asked what their options were, the doctor replied sadly that there was nothing he could do. In an effort to comfort the distraught parents, the doctor wistfully explained that sometimes blindness just goes away after a spell, but that they should not get their hopes up too high.

The family struggled to stay together in spite of the terrible stress and guilt the father had been experiencing ever since the incident. After many months of living with a crippling case of guilt, the man could bear it no longer. Every time he looked into his wife’s eyes he saw accusation in her gaze. Unable to look at his daughter any longer, he left one night and never returned home. A friend, when queried, reported hearing Dan say that he was going to join the Foreign Legion or something.

Saddened to tears by this tragic story, Clark decides that there must be something he can do. What good is it to have super powers if you just have to stand by helplessly? He realizes that if he is going to do anything in this situation, he must start by convincing the little girl that he is indeed Superman. Spying an iron poker leaning against the fireplace, he walks over and brings it back to where she is quietly sitting. With gentle resolve he holds the iron implement out for her to feel, then gently places the rod behind her, and bends it slowly into a ring that encompasses her frail neck. Stunned, she whispers, “You really are Superman. No one else could do that!”

With a sad smile Superman replies, “Yes, I am, honey,” and kneels down to gently reshape the steel poker into its original form.

As he kneels in front of her he notices with his X-ray vision that there is a little piece of glass in her eye, lodged near the optic nerve; perhaps that could be the cause of her blindness. Later that day Superman talks to a surgeon, who agrees to perform exploratory surgery (this is before lawyers, of course) in an attempt to restore the child’s sight, assisted in the procedure by Superman’s X-ray vision.

The little girl regains her sight and flies around the world with Superman. When they fly back through the window of her New York apartment, Mom and Dad are there holding hands like young lovers. (Superman has already found Dad and brought them together with the hope that they will reconcile if given a little interval of time.) Sigh. Another half hour of fantasy with the requisite happy ending.

As I finished telling the story, coming out of my sleep-deprived haze, I turned to the mother and said, “I have no idea why I just told you that.” As I gazed at her, I noticed that standing to her right was none other than George Reeves as Superman! “I must be delusional,” I thought, but there he was, a three-dimensional hologram, his red cape flapping in a non-existent breeze. I could have reached out and touched him. A beam of light traveled from his eyes to the little girl sitting on my exam table. With my inner sight, assisted by Superman, I saw a dark blockage of energy deep within the area of the brain that houses the connections for the optic nerve.

I’ve been used to strange things happening in my practice. In fact, I have come to rely upon incidences of intuition, “magic,” or the seemingly miraculous to occur. But this was a little over the top, even for me! In my vision I saw a yellow ray streaming forth from Superman’s eyes. Yes, I know X-rays can’t be seen by the naked eye, but I had to be able to see the energy in order to know that something was happening. I decided that whether this was a powerful hallucination, a messenger, or something from The X-Files, it was obviously important. I resolved to pay close attention and do whatever seemed to be the most likely course of action.

I slowly realized that there was no way to reach the blockage. I couldn’t get to it, and I doubted that the girl’s mother would let me drill. I briefly considered using an intra-oral cranial technique, where you put your hand in the mouth and lift up on the plates of the skull to move it in that direction. That might have worked except that she was a three-year-old. I knew from a painful experience with my own son that if you stick your hand in a child’s mouth it can scare them, and in response they tend to bite.

As I checked my conceptual bag of doctor’s skills, I discerned no likely alternative. Maybe I was crazy, but I decided to go with the game plan of the big guy in blue with the red cape. I am a bit of a pragmatist, and weird or not, if an event like this occurs I know there is a good reason for it. I usually just go with my gut instinct, which in this case was fairly screaming at me to pay close attention and try something new.

I placed my right hand with index finger extended on the little girl’s brow, right at the location where Superman’s laser beam eyes were directing me. Suddenly, a beam of energy shot out of my hand, penetrated into her skull, and flashed into the area where I had intuitively noted the energy blockage. The blockage dissolved instantly! I could see this surging energy streak all the way across the terrain of her temporal lobes, into the occipital region of her brain. It then flowed down the neurological pathways involved with the processing of visual information.

Having completed its journey, this mysterious energy turned and shot back the way it had just traveled, coming to rest at the optic chiasm where the visual pathways from the eyes intersect. The child’s eyes appeared to glitter and sparkle, and a moment later she proclaimed, “There are two of you!” Acting on a clinical hunch, I performed a visual test called “accommodation,” and confirmed what I had suspected; she was seeing normally for the first time. All evidence of the “lazy eye” had vanished. As strange as this tale may sound, this marked the birth of what later came to be called Matrix Energetics.

An Answer to a Prayer

Just because the energy I call Matrix Energetics discovered me, or I appear to be the one who made it up, this doesn’t in any way suggest that this ability wasn’t in the universe long before my experience in 1997. Countless energetic forces pass through our bodies and energy fields at every moment of our lives. We may not have developed the sensory acuity necessary to detect them with our physical senses, but that doesn’t mean they are not there.

At this very moment, how many frequencies or bandwidths are passing right through our bodies? Think about it. There are radio broadcasts, TV programs, cell phone conversations, and microwave transmissions all around us, to name just a few. Information, in the form of frequencies and waves, continually inundates us. In order to pick up this information, all we need is a receiver apparatus and an antenna. There is evidence to suggest that the unconscious mind serves as the receiver and our electromagnetic field functions as the antenna. Our need or desire acts as a force of attraction, which programs our awareness to seek out experiences or information. That’s one reason I think the experience of what I have chosen to call Matrix Energetics happened to me. I had a desperate need and a burning desire, and I called out to the heavens for assistance. Something heard and responded in a way I never could have imagined.

What I had been doing in my chiropractic practice at the time was no longer working very well for me. My hands had been mysteriously cramping, to the point where my fingernails sometimes dug deep into my palms. It was getting harder with each passing day to work with my hands to adjust people’s spines. I prayed for help to the angels and guardians who seem to have always hovered near me, and are unfailingly present in my times of need.

When the answer to my supplications came, it was in a form that I never would have consciously imagined. I just wanted my hands to quit curling into knotted fists so that I could go about my job of being a chiropractor. What I received instead was the answer to why my hands were responding as they were. Apparently, this new energy was trying to manifest through me, and perhaps, in some unconscious manner, I was blocking its flow and the full expression of its purpose. I had asked for my hands to stop hurting. The answer was for me to open to and embrace the special qualities of this energy flowing through me.

The Guardians of Matrix Energetics

My journey toward Matrix Energetics and my current life’s mission probably began one October afternoon when I was ten years old. It was mid-afternoon, right after school on a Friday. I had gone to the local drugstore to buy a comic book. Having exited the double swinging glass doors of the store, I waited patiently at the crosswalk of the busy intersection for the traffic light to change.

The walk sign flashed as I stepped off the curb. A car ran the red light and came careening toward me. I turned my head toward the sound of the racing engine and planted my feet, trying to decide which way I should run to get out of the way. The car struck me full force at chest level. The impact launched me off of my feet. I flew backward through the air, my face toward the sky, spine arched in extension.

Time almost seemed to stop. I was calm and felt no sense of fear. I recall the wind whipping around my face and the scenery going by like time-lapse photography. I felt totally at peace in the grip of what I would now define as an altered state of consciousness. At the moment before impact on the hard asphalt road, a voice that would be a harbinger of future events spoke loudly and clearly within my head. It said, “Slap the mat!”

Without conscious thought, I tucked my chin hard against my chest, flexed my arms at my elbows, and at the last moment extended my arms palms down, slapping the pavement in exactly the manner I would learn years later in Judo class. But how did I know in that moment what “slap the mat” meant, and how did I know to instantly respond to the urgent command of the powerful and somehow familiar voice that had commanded my attention, saving my life? Perhaps through a gracious helping of guardian angels? Or, perhaps I was tuning in to a universal knowledge of such things?

Years later, I had another strange and time-distorting incident with a distinctively martial arts flavor. It happened in seventh grade on the asphalt playground of my Catholic parochial school, Our Lady of Perpetual Help. My school experience was more like Our Lady of Perpetual Harassment. Kids at any age can be mean to each other, and the bullies and braggarts who perpetuate the mythic underpinnings of the grade school experience seem bound to pounce with fervor on any perceived weakness in a schoolmate. My class of peers decided I should be singled out in the pecking order for special attention, since I was both inordinately shy and intelligent. Well, okay…I was a bookworm nerd.

This special treatment had been visited on me for a number of years. Looking back on those times from the safety of my present perch, I realize that I might as well have painted a target on my face that read, “Be mean to me, I won’t object.” I had somehow developed the mistaken impression that because I was enrolled in a religious school, I should be meek and humble, love my enemies, and turn the other cheek. I was the perfect sport for a certain class of boy who majors in petty acts of meanness. Well, that was about to change forever.

During recess on the playground my tormentors were engaged in a lively game of soccer. To this day I do not know what possessed me to volunteer to play. Not being what you would call the athletic type, I had never participated in school sports. It was out of character, to say the least, for me to overcome my timidity and ask to participate in the afternoon soccer match. It was also out of character for my classmates to somewhat graciously allow me to play. Something was up.

I began to play and in my only deft sports moment in history, and to my utter amazement, I captured the ball away from the captain of the soccer team. He fell to the ground, landing on his chin and grazing his face along the tarry surface of the hot, hard asphalt. His face burning with acute embarrassment and a cold fury, he rose to his feet and rushed at me with his hand balled into a fist. I gulped once and prepared to experience pain. Raising my arms toward my face, I cowered behind my hands in a feeble attempt to fend off the brunt of the coming blow. Then something completely unexpected and magical occurred.

Time slowed way down (again), as I watched the enraged bull charge very slowly toward me. As the extended arm of my attacker came closer, I was seized with a strange inner confidence and ability that nothing in my previous experience could have foreshadowed.

I had all the time I could ever need. My hand rose up of its own accord, palm intercepting and seizing the fist that was hurtling toward my face. With precision and grace, I caught the fist in my outstretched palm, allowing the momentum of his punch to continue forward. I sidestepped and simultaneously dropped my leading shoulder, deflecting the momentum of his swing.

Next, I pivoted smartly on my heel. As his arm passed over my lowered shoulder, I simultaneously turned into his body, lifted him up, and threw him expertly to the ground. My assailant lay stunned, his outstretched arm still in my hand. Taking a quick step forward, I planted my right heel against his throat. My impromptu kata now completed, time suddenly sped up again, and I found myself staring down at the somewhat bewildered face of my would-be attacker.

Graciously, I bent over to help him to his feet, as a shocked and perplexed throng looked on. Undoubtedly furious at this unexpected turn of affairs, he punched me in the face and stalked off, to accompanying boos from the spectators. This incident spelled the end of his popularity, and signified the dawning of a whole new chapter in my life.

Later that day, some girls in my class looked in my locker and discovered a book on Ju Jitsu by the popular author, Bruce Tegner. From that moment on, no one ever picked on me again. Rumors quickly spread that I had been secretly studying karate for a long time. Well, every dog has its day. I wonder what they would have said if they knew that I had bought that book two days before the incident and had not even cracked the cover?

One More Lesson

As if the previous two episodes weren’t enough to get my attention, I was certainly awakened to the powerful forces at work in my life during the next strange event that happened to me. It was just after four in the morning on a bitterly cold January day in Bozeman, Montana. I did not want to get out of bed. Quickly, I went through the arguments for and against what I knew I had to do. Let me see now, I am nearly broke, my kids are hungry, the light bill is past due, and I am not yet seeing enough patients in Bozeman to support my less-than-extravagant lifestyle. I’m definitely not a member in good standing at the local country club.

The wind was blowing hard, and a solid sheet of glistening snow was steadily falling. It was not an ideal day for a six-hour road trip to beautiful, if rustic, Missoula. But my contacts there had booked a solid weekend of clients for me. I was quite likely to make more money this weekend than I had made in the entire previous week. In my previous incarnation as a professional musician I had never missed a single gig, and I wasn’t going to start now. The show must go on. That issue decided, I wearily pulled on my jeans and sweater and went to the closet for my heavy coat and snow boots.

As I left, my wife called out to me, “Be careful of black ice!” I had never seen black ice so I didn’t believe in it. Shrugging off her caution and resolving not to be late, I put my foot down on the gas, and my vintage 327-cubic-inch engine and I surged uncertainly forward down the deserted highway. Thank God the roads are empty. I should be able to make up some time on the long straight stretches of road that lie ahead of me.

Just outside Butte, I encountered the very phenomena that my wife was always worrying about: the legendary, slippery, and all but invisible black ice. Not only did I belatedly discover the reality of its existence, but a patch of the stuff on an icy bridge just outside Butte’s city limits had my name on it. I barreled headlong toward my destiny at a speed in excess of 80 miles per hour. With the great time I was making, I’d be in Missoula soon. But then my tires started across the patch of slippery death that had formed in the center of the bridge. Horrified, I felt my wheels begin to skid out of control. In a panic, I took my foot off the gas and gently pumped the brake pedal, but I was moving too fast.

I frantically applied my brakes more forcibly, fishtailing the back end of my car so that I was now racing head-on for the bridge’s pylons. I looked down at my speedometer seconds before impact and noted that it showed a crisp and lethal 65 miles per hour. I was staring death in the face and it was grinning back at me. Accepting my fate and abandoning all illusion of control, I put my hands up to my face and screamed with all of my heart, “Archangel Michael, help!” Then I hit the pillars of the bridge.

There was a blinding flash of electric blue light and then nothing. I felt as if I were floating, suspended in a big blue bubble of protective energy so thick that no harm could befall me. Archangel Michael is the defender of the faithful and the protector of the innocent. I believe in the concept of Grace, and perhaps my earthly allotment of this precious quality was not yet used up. Whatever the reason, I found myself sitting in my still-running car, in the middle of nowhere on an icy stretch of bridge, completely unharmed!

After several minutes, I recovered enough to take stock of my situation. Trying to open the driver’s side door, I discovered that it was tightly crumpled, so I had to roll down the window and climb out. I was shocked to see that my whole front end was crushed up toward my windshield. It was the dead of winter on a deserted snowy road, and no one else appeared to have been so foolish as to drive in these conditions. If my car would not run, I would probably perish anyway, as the wind chill index had driven the temperature down to fifteen degrees below zero. I wondered if my life had been saved from certain death so that I could slowly freeze to death. “That’s very funny, God; I love you too!”

Resigned to deal with whatever came next, I climbed back through the car window, slid behind the wheel, and put the car in reverse. I held my breath in fearful anticipation. The wheels spun a little bit and then, finding a purchase on the slippery road, I backed up and threw the transmission into drive, continuing on my appointed rounds. I arrived without further incident at my destination and went to work.

When it was time for the return journey home I pulled into a gas station and filled up the gas tank. Other than that, I could do little else to check the serviceability of my vehicle, as the hood of my car was so thoroughly crumpled and mangled that I doubted it would ever open again. Trusting that divine intervention was working well so far, I drove home to Bozeman, silently entreating the class of angels who doubled as car mechanics to hold the car together just a little while longer. I pulled into my driveway, and just before I turned the key, the car’s engine seized up and sputtered to a stop for the last time. The car was such a total wreck that I later had to have it towed away for scrap metal. Once again, my guardian angels had come through on my behalf, and gratitude doesn’t begin to cover how I felt—and continue to feel!

A State of Being

Our culture has taken things such as near-death experiences and mystical encounters, and shunted them off to the side where they can be avoided by normal consensus reality. Typically, the Western medical attitude toward people who see visions is to prescribe drugs designed to curtail that state of altered awareness so that they will fit in with the expectations of polite society. Contrast this with shamanic cultures and traditions, where you might ingest sacred substances to induce an altered state in order to divine your life’s purpose. An encounter with an angel in that reality is encouraged as a normal part of life.

When I was in Bastyr getting my N.D. degree, I took a course called “Abnormal Psychology.” We were studying schizophrenia and so-called delusional states, talking about how hearing voices in your head was a bad thing and to be avoided. I raised my hand to ask a question. My professor looked up from the assigned reading and acknowledged me with a bit of a grimace. Alas, he knew me well. Not wanting to disappoint his expectations, I innocently asked, “I hear voices in my head—and they told me to go back to school and get my Naturopathy degree. Does this mean I am schizo-something or another? Should I have opted instead to ingest a course or two of psychotropic meds?”

A grin broke through his usual sardonic manner as he replied, “No, that’s probably just normal for you, if any such term applies in your case.” What could be more normal or sane than listening to the voice of inner wisdom as if your life may depend on it? I can tell you from experience that sometimes it does. What do you think would have happened to Moses when he heard the voice of God speaking from the burning bush if there had been psychiatrists traveling with the tribe of Israel? Contemplate that for a while. Can’t you just see it? The tribal psychiatrist learns that Moses is hearing voices again and prescribes some noxious plant root, or mercury, or whatever was available to them at that time to make the voices to stop. I wander where that would have led: certainly not to the land of milk and honey.

To use Matrix Energetics you do not need to have had such non-consensual experiences. Superman does not need to appear, you do not have to be clairvoyant, and you do not need to have a near-death experience. All you need is to shift the way you see and experience reality around you. The practice of Matrix Energetics is a state of being, not a technique. You can use techniques to measure and track what you are doing, but the key element is tapping into the matrix and holding the state of possibility. Sounds easy—yes? Believe me, it is remarkably easy to do. But first you must be able to experience a new possibility that will counteract the years of conditioning that you have experienced by living in this world.
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