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Welcome to Paranormal Perspectives


It was important for me to develop Paranormal Perspectives for those seeking a deeper understanding of the paranormal world. This series is intended for sceptics, believers, and those who have unfathomable experiences and are often frightened by them. These books will help their understanding of what is happening to them.


The Paranormal Perspectives series will explore, in-depth, the encounters, theories, and research into incomprehensible events and how these experiences motivated remarkable individuals to delve deeper and share their extraordinary relationships of the paranormal with the world. 


Paranormal Perspectives begins with five books exploring the spectrum of metaphysical events, with insight from the UK’s top ghost detective, a licensed clinical psychologist, a retired English professor, a prolific UFO investigator, and a writer specialising in first-hand, personal paranormal encounters.


You, too, may have had a lifetime of unearthly experiences and may wish to add to the series. Please visit 6th-books.com for further information. We look forward to hearing from you.


I hope you enjoy this series as it guides you on your quest and pulls back the veil to shine light into the unknown.


Sleep well,


G L Davies


Author of Haunted: Horror of Haverfordwest
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Introduction


Where the Spirit Led is not the story of my mostly boring life. It’s the story of an explosive little bit of my life that isn’t boring. If you’re reading this, it means that my book found a publisher. If enough people like you read this, word of the book will spread through my friends and acquaintances, and most of them will shun me like a leper. Various family members will join them. “Brad Burkholder is a liar,” they’ll say, “and if he’s not a deliberate liar, if he thinks this stuff is true, then he’s stark raving mad.”


Let them think what they want. I’m willing—no, eager—to undergo a polygraph test or any other reasonable assessment of the truth of any and all statements in this book.


What I have to say to you is about not only what I’ve learned and know to say but also what I’m compelled to say. Sometimes when we hear the truth, it resonates inside us in a way that nothing else can. That’s our souls telling us it’s true. I’ve heard a resonating truth, followed it and experienced it, and now it’s time for me to come forward and share it. I hope you’ll give it a chance and see if it resonates for you.


I’ll share a few paranormal events that occurred when I was young, then a series of happenings that led me to a remarkably honorable woman who channels Ramoth, an evolved, God-oriented spirit who had many lives on earth but now comes forth from his life as a philosopher in ancient Greece. That opened up for me the world I’d always sought, truths I’d always wanted, meaning in life that I’d always hoped for.


What I have to say deals with God, angels, demons, ghosts, past lives upon past lives and connections among them that give unimagined meaning to history. Along with a few friends, all students of Ramoth, I’ve dealt with hostile extraterrestrials, even. The story spreads outward in many directions.


I’d like to give special thanks to Yvonne, that “remarkably honorable woman” who, I’ve often said, is the closest thing to an angel on earth that I’ve ever known. Because she’s a channel, people call her New Age, but she buys into very few New Age concepts. What she does has been around since ancient times. Yvonne began as my spiritual counselor, became my friend, then my sweetheart, then for many years my wife and now is my friend again. Without her, I would have nothing to say. With her gift, she could be a millionaire many times over, but she is remarkably honorable and devoid of greed. How could I not love her?


The spirit Yvonne channels, Ramoth, has consistently given me—as well as all of Yvonne’s clients—extraordinary advice since the 1990s. He has channeled information directly to me at times. One Sunday morning in 2001, when my mother suffered a devastating stroke, I needed to contact my brother, but he was away at a beach house he owned. I searched my parents’ home for my mother’s book of telephone numbers, but it seemed to be nowhere. Desperate, I sat in a chair, tried to collect myself, and mentally asked Ramoth where the book was. Into my mind came the thought to look in the stereo cabinet. What? Who puts a telephone book in a stereo cabinet? But there it lay, on the turntable where Mother played her Herb Alpert albums in the 1960s, when the stereo was new. Ramoth is real.


And so is what I have to say. It will cost me some of the people I know, but maybe it will bring me some new friends. Maybe one of them will be you.









One


Finding Ramoth


What I have to say about my spiritual life begins when I was a very little boy. Once deep in the night I woke to find a beautiful woman sitting on the edge of my bed, looking down at me. She was young, about the age of my mother, but with long golden hair. Just looking at her, I felt that she loved me and that I was safe. Neither of us spoke, but all was well, so I closed my eyes. The next morning I presumed that I’d seen an angel, but I never mentioned the event to my parents. I already knew what would be believed and what wouldn’t.


When I was a bit older but long before I started school, one morning I was on my tricycle in the back yard, facing the rear of the house. My mother was behind me hanging clothes to dry. A man walked around the corner of the house and stopped before me.


“Do y’all need any work done around here?” he asked me.


That’s an odd question to ask a small child, especially with the mother hardly thirty feet away. I had no answer for the man, so I turned to look at my mom, whose back was toward me. Before calling to her, though, I glanced back at the man. He was gone. Later I realized that he would have to travel nearly thirty feet to disappear around the corner of the house. My actions didn’t give him time to do that even if he ran.


We lived in a two-story farmhouse that had belonged to my great-grandparents. Several people had been born there; several people had died there. As I grew older, I often heard my mother speak of “that man” who sometimes came around the corner of the house. She said it was an optical illusion, that it appeared that a man walked a few steps and simply vanished. I was in high school before I thought to question her. I had always assumed that she saw him from the window over the kitchen sink, but no, she always saw him from the kitchen door. That meant that he followed the same path as my own disappearing man.


“What does he wear?” I asked.


“Oh, he looks like a workman—gray pants, gray shirt.”


Wow, I thought. “He wears a hat, doesn’t he?” I asked.


“A gray ball cap.”


I remembered the mystery man—not his face so much, but his clothes—and my mother described him accurately. She’d seen him many times. I’d seen him only once, but he spoke to me. I had told her about the man just after he spoke and vanished, but she dismissed me so completely that at the time of our later conversation, she couldn’t recall my ever mentioning him.


One other strange thing happened when I was small. My brother, who was born when I was nearly five, slept in a crib just across from my bed. I woke several different nights to see what looked like a flock of hovering stars above him. In the dim room I could see the wall and ceiling behind the stars as they randomly moved slightly—the way a cluster of gnats might move on a still summer afternoon. I thought they were angels watching over my brother. Once again, there was no use mentioning them to my parents—or anyone else.


The rest of my childhood was less remarkable, except for one event. My parents, my brother, my father’s mother and I lived in the farmhouse on ten acres just over a mile from the town of Vinton, Virginia. My parents kept cows and bought a pony for my brother and me about the time I turned six. During late May and early June of 1959, the thought that I was going to break my arm kept passing through my head. I dismissed the idea. I had seen a boy with his arm in a cast and was told simply that he had broken his arm. Not noticing fingers sticking out the end of the cast, I assumed that the remedy for a broken arm was amputation and a prosthetic limb made of concrete. Such a fate for myself seemed impossible in my young mind. But nothing is impossible. I fell off the pony, suffering a compound fracture of the left forearm and dislocation of the elbow. For a few years afterward, my parents treated me like fine crystal—which meant no organized sports. Maybe that’s why I took to reading like no other kid I knew. By the summer prior to the third grade, I was reading every magazine I could get my hands on.


When I started school—with my arm still in a sling—I knew a few of my classmates from Sunday school at the Methodist church, but most were strangers. Throughout elementary school I flourished academically, but not socially. The other kids lived in town or in subdivisions; I lived far out the road. They played softball and football; I fed cows and wandered through the pasture behind the house and up the mountain beyond the pasture. They knew as well as I did that there was some sort of divide between us—nothing huge, but something. Still, I did have a few good friends.


Somehow, my brother escaped the divide. Maybe it was simply because he didn’t break his arm. Maybe it was because he never conversed with ghosts, never saw stars hover over anyone’s bed and never visited with otherworldly women during the night. Maybe it was just because he was the second child and benefitted from more experienced parents.


Later, when I got to college, I would learn that most of my schoolmates and I—in fact, most of my friends and I—simply had different values. My buddies worshipped cars, or seemed to. I spent more time thinking about things I never discussed, things like eternity, the afterlife, our Maker and why we seemed to know nothing logical about those things. Before I could learn anything about values, though, I had to get through high school.


The worst years of my life. Yes, I did have fun, but much of it was a little delinquent. I wandered through confusion as I had once wandered through the pasture. Why do we need pep rallies? Why is school spirit so important? Why does anyone think the prom is a big deal? Why would anyone join a foreign language club? These were just social confusions. Academically, I became a lost cause one minute after a teacher told us that algebra was simplified mathematics. If something is simplified, I think even now, shouldn’t it be easy to understand? High school was bad, but not all bad. I liked pretty girls, and once in a while one of them liked me too. I discovered that I loved throwing a football, but I wasn’t very athletic and didn’t like group activities, so I never joined a team. Instead, I hung a tire on a rope and spent hours throwing at it.


During my high school years, like most students, I pondered my future. Obviously, it wouldn’t involve math in a big way, and my problems with math ruled out science as well. At one point I thought of becoming a preacher, but I soon came to feel that church—religion, really—was insufficient to its own purpose. I liked writing, but I wasn’t sure I would want it as a job. An interesting thing happened in my senior English class, though. That year we studied British literature. I had always preferred literature—especially poetry, oddly enough—to other subjects, even though most of my classmates didn’t. When we read Wordsworth’s poem with the ghastly title “Ode: Intimations of Immortality from Recollections of Early Childhood,” I recognized some of its lines. I knew those lines, but when had I ever read or heard them? Similarly, the names of the later English Romantic poets—Keats, Shelley, Byron—were strangely familiar, as if they were friends of the family I hadn’t heard from for years. As our studies moved into the latter nineteenth century, the same feeling happened with William Butler Yeats. At the time, I simply wondered and shrugged. It reminded me of the time in the second grade when I saw a television commercial with “William Shakespeare” urging viewers to eat a certain brand of English muffin. I knew who Shakespeare was; I just couldn’t remember how I knew.


College came to my rescue—Virginia Western Community College, to be exact. I chose the community college because it was close by, in Roanoke, Virginia, and tuition at the time was $50 per quarter. I didn’t know whether I could succeed in college, and it seemed prudent not to gamble much money on me. My parents were footing the bill, and I thought I was making the right decision. The future proved me correct.


I entered scared, believing that college was my one remaining chance to make the rest of my life good. I’d been a mediocre high school student, so I would have to work very hard to be a good college student. However, everything fell into place once I started classes. During my first week the sociology professor said something about sex—and no one sniggered. Maturity was so refreshing, and so new. I had found a comfortable niche.


About that time, I started writing verse—hackneyed stuff, with babbling brooks, rosebuds and other clichés that young, beginning poets somehow think are profound. I showed some of my poems to my English professor, who encouraged me to keep writing and to read as much good poetry as I could. I scoured local bookstores, finding a small collection by a poet named Rod Taylor and also a collection by James Dickey. The most significant poem I discovered, though, had been hiding in my English textbook. It was Yeats’s “Sailing to Byzantium.” I read it over and over, not understanding it but utterly compelled by what I called an “urgency” in its words. Decades later, the poem still fascinates me, is still urgent. I understand it now and think of it daily. But I no longer read it often. I recite it to myself. And I still write verse.


At Virginia Western a friend suggested that I look into Madison College, a state-supported institution that I knew only as a girls’ school. Oh, no, he assured me. It had gone co-ed and even had a football team, yet it was still nearly seventy percent female. Seventy percent female—for that silly reason I was sold on the quaint little college that within a decade would blossom into James Madison University.


In 1973 I transferred to Madison, where I majored in English. There I discovered that the community college had taught me well, that I knew as much as anyone else in my upper-level classes. The English department was full of excellent teachers. I showed my verse to one who seemed approachable, Robin McNallie, who was relatively young and had long, hippyish hair like his students. He thought my writing showed promise and introduced me to Todd Zeiss, who taught creative writing.


Also, during the summer break between my junior and senior years, I met a pretty girl from Vinton who was about to enter Virginia Tech. We would date off and on for the next couple of years and eventually become engaged. Meanwhile, she would excel at Tech, graduating in three years with a double major and a Phi Beta Kappa key.


I owe much of who I am today to Todd Zeiss. I studied poetry composition under him, one-on-one, and progressed considerably in the year and a half that I worked with him. He told me about graduate creative writing programs—which I’d never heard of—and encouraged me to apply to several. I’d already realized that I wanted to teach college English, and specializing in creative writing seemed perfect.


In spring 1975 I graduated with a B.A. from Madison and the following August was living in a co-ed dorm at the University of North Carolina at Greensboro, adjusting to the increased rigors of graduate school and hoping my poetry wouldn’t be an embarrassment to me. I studied verse composition under Dr. Robert Watson, who was 28 years my senior and the author of several volumes of poetry. He did just enough teaching to encourage us yet let us find our own way. He never lectured but was always ready to answer a question. I learned much of what I know about teaching creative writing from him.


Also, under Bob, as graduate students called him, I pretty much developed my voice as a poet. Most of my classmates wrote free verse, and I did at times, but I didn’t like the randomness of it. In free verse the wisdom, or lack thereof, of the poet determines where within a sequence of words one line ends and another begins. I really wanted to write in rhyme and meter, the way poets did before free verse, but doing that was out of step with the times and surely wouldn’t be embraced. I compromised by writing stress verse, sometimes called accentual verse, which set me apart from the other student poets. Most of the poems I’ve written since have been in stress verse.


As we speak English, some of the syllables we utter are stressed more than others. This is a function of the language; it happens naturally. Some of us can hear those stressed syllables, but many can’t. I’m one who can. A poet writing stress verse determines how long his lines will be by deciding how many stressed syllables he will place in each line. The most common line lengths are three stressed syllables or four stressed syllables. For example: “I hate macaroni and cheese” (3 stresses, underlined) or “Yuck—I hate macaroni and cheese” (4 stresses). In stress verse, we don’t count the unstressed syllables in a line. Typically, zero, one, two or sometimes three unstressed syllables fall between two stressed syllables, which usually causes a line to sound a little rhythmically different from the lines before and after it. This is similar to the way our Anglo-Saxon ancestors measured lines of poetry, and it sounds somewhat like free verse, but its lines are more consistent in length. It’s a happy medium between E.E. Cummings and Robert Frost.


The Master of Fine Arts program at UNC-G took two years to complete. During fall break of my second year, I drove north to Madison College to see my former professors. It was a fortunate visit. As I talked with Dr. Mark Hawthorne, the English department head, he asked if I wanted a teaching job. Well, yeah. As easily as that, I was set up to be an instructor of English the following year, the same year the college became James Madison University. I might have been the last person in America to get a college teaching job so casually, and to this day I’m mightily grateful.


After graduating from UNC-G, I spent June and July working with the buildings and grounds crew at my old community college. But during that summer, I got another hint that there is more to this world than we normally admit. I had bought a used motorcycle soon after graduating from high school, and I was about to sell it to help pay for my new start in life. Enjoying the bike one last time, I scooted up a residential street at around thirty-five miles per hour when an old man in a big white station wagon looked straight toward me, failed to see me and pulled out from a stop sign right in front of me. There was so little distance between us. I braked the bike but knew that the next second would hurl me over the car onto the pavement beyond it, dead or ruined for life. Suddenly, and absolutely in defiance of physics, without my doing anything to turn the bike because at the speed I was traveling I couldn’t turn it, it did turn. The bike and I veered ninety degrees to the right, traveled parallel to the station wagon and came to a stop on the street that the car had emerged from. I got off the motorcycle, sat on the curb, thoroughly shaken, and thanked God. I had just taken an impossible ride. Someone didn’t want me dead or maimed—at least not yet.


By summer’s end my Phi Beta Kappa girlfriend-turned-fiancee and I were married and, with much-appreciated help from my dad and a bank, bought a small house a few blocks from the JMU campus. My first year of teaching was rough. As I learned to teach, the poor students probably learned nothing. I renewed my friendship with Robin McNallie and shared an office with his twin brother, Bruce. I wrote a few poems that I’m still pleased with, and, when Todd Zeiss took a year’s leave to work on his own writing, I inherited his creative writing classes.


During that time my wife—let’s call her Wife 1—showed some interesting psychic tendencies. In a book I found an experiment in mental telepathy. I was to think of her, then concentrate on an image and finally—this is the hard part—put the whole event out of my mind. The image I concentrated on was Albert Einstein.


“Did you get anything?” I asked.


“I don’t think so, just an old guy with crazy hair.”


Precisely how I would describe Albert Einstein.


Another time, during a winter cold snap, my wedding band fell off my hand unnoticed. The next morning Wife 1 said: “I think you’ll find your ring today. It’s on the ground about six inches from a tab top.”


That day I did indeed find the wedding band—on the ground about six inches from a tab top.


Once, while visiting the seashore, I woke to find Wife 1 sitting up in bed. The room was dim, not dark, and I clearly saw one Wife 1 from the waist down and two of her from the waist up—one lying on her back asleep and the other sitting up, smiling at me. The smiling Wife 1 then lay down—into the sleeping Wife 1. My night’s rest was over. I had something to think about.


Back at the university, the department head, Dr. Hawthorne, was highly supportive of me, but from the beginning he had stressed that my one-year contract could be renewed only once, meaning that my stay at JMU would end after the spring 1979 semester. I believed that a second graduate degree would help my chances of sustaining a teaching career, so I applied to Hollins College.


Hollins was a women’s college, but its graduate school was co-ed, and it offered a two-semester Master of Arts writing program, unlike UNC-G’s Master of Fine Arts program. Studying under the noted poet William Jay Smith with an assist from visiting poet Derek Walcott, who later won the Nobel Prize for literature, I saw my poetry take another step forward. An important factor in that progress was a filmmaking class that taught me to see like a camera and thereby write a bit more vividly. As a bonus, I met the English poet Stephen Spender, who as a young man had met my much-admired William Butler Yeats. At the end of my year at Hollins, I won a filmmaking award and an Academy of American Poets award. I was a well-educated creative writing teacher in need of a job.


I worked briefly driving a delivery truck. Then I began teaching part-time at my old community college, Virginia Western. I had earlier begun a Christmas tree plantation on land my parents inherited from my mother’s uncle. I worked for a while as an editor at Nautilus Sports Medical Industries, a company that made equipment for bodybuilders. Later, I became an information officer for Radford University. Then I went back to teaching part-time at Virginia Western, all the while laboring among the Christmas trees, some of which were reaching market size. Early 1987 came, Wife 1 and I split up, neither of us very happy anymore, and I still wrote sporadically. Nothing magical had happened for a long time.


After a brief courtship, I married Wife 2. That was a mistake, especially for her. My income wasn’t sufficient. We probably rushed into marriage without knowing one another well enough. For whatever reason, we couldn’t find the sort of happiness we needed. Eventually I got on full-time at Virginia Western, and hoping for the best, we had a daughter, the most beautiful baby I ever saw. Having a child is unlikely to bring happiness where happiness is already hard to find, I learned.


While our daughter was a toddler, I wrote a villanelle called “My Daughter Crouching at a Yellow Rose.” I deliberately chose a villanelle because it’s a difficult rhymed form, and my aim was to craft a poem that could hold its own against other villanelles in the language. In that I hope I succeeded. Because of the repetition built into the form, most villanelles are choppy, with a good many separate sentences. If I may say so myself, the poem below is gracefully lyrical, with long, liquid sentences. Creating the poem was important to me because I believed I would either move out or die young, and in either case it was important to leave my child something no one else could give her.


My Daughter Crouching at a Yellow Rose


My daughter crouching at a yellow rose,


her fingers careful of the danger there,


bending a single flower to her nose,


is unaware that she has struck a pose


or that I’ve paused from raking grass to stare.


My daughter crouching at a yellow rose


grips the new-mown lawn with grassy toes


and leans her face into the rosy air,


bending a single flower to her nose.


As unselfconscious as the light that glows


in yellow curves along her wispy hair,


my daughter crouching at a yellow rose


breathes deeply once and then abruptly flows


across the lawn, with no time left to spare


bending a single flower to her nose.


By moments such as this a lifetime grows,


yet moments stream away and with them bear


my daughter crouching at a yellow rose,


bending a single flower to her nose.


Meanwhile, at the college I worked with a lady who was very nice but also was what I call an energy vampire—one of three such people I’ve known. Just being around her made my knees weak. If I could, I sat while in her presence. As she talked to me, the energy in my body literally drained away, and I felt that if I stayed around her long enough, I would fall asleep. Nevertheless, she was a New Age-type person, often going to spiritual meetings, taking tai chi classes, talking about feng shui and so on.


Then one Monday morning she was different. I didn’t feel my energy draining. Her face was animated, her eyes sparkling. She had seen a shaman who performed soul retrieval for her. After several days, when I was convinced that she really was changed, I asked for the shaman’s phone number.


The shaman had been in town only for the weekend and had returned home to Michigan but could do the work from anywhere. My colleague advised me to ask him for soul retrieval, chakra cleansing, aural cleansing and the identity of my animal spirit guide. Souls, chakras and auras I believed in, but animal spirit guides—hmm. I phoned the shaman, who refused to use the word “shaman,” saying instead that he “journeyed.” (I learned later that true shamans never use that word to describe themselves.) He promised to journey for me and do the things I asked at 11:00 on a certain morning. I said I would be teaching at that time. Not a problem, he assured me.


At the appointed time I was indeed delivering a long-forgotten lecture to a class of about 25 students. I recall sweating a bit, becoming slightly cloudy-headed and feeling my throat tighten, but I taught right through it.


That afternoon, as pre-arranged, I telephoned the journeyer. He explained that he had started by lying on the floor of his house while his wife beat a drum rhythmically to help him slip into a trance. Then he and his own animal spirit guide had traveled to me. He had retrieved three lost parts of my soul, he said, and was able to describe how old I was when I lost each and under what circumstances it happened. I recognized two of the three incidents. As for my chakras, he said they were full of gunk that had to be wiped away with a feather. Also, he had removed armor plating from around my heart, congestion from my eyes and lungs and some sort of constriction from around my throat. All that for a hundred bucks.


The effects were real. I felt lighter, younger, more alive. For years previously, whenever I tried to fill my lungs to capacity, I coughed; since that day filling my lungs has never made me cough. Strange to say, I had always felt intimidated by waitresses and cashiers; since that day I have not, and I’m much more at ease with strangers. People remarked that my eyes seemed brighter. One man said I seemed taller. Most of these people had no idea that I had hired a shaman. Even in this enlightened age, it isn’t the sort of thing one runs through the halls of a college shouting about.


And about that animal spirit guide: the shaman identified him as a male great horned owl and told me his very exotic name, which I was never to divulge lest someone with bad intent call him and use him against me. Furthermore, the shaman predicted that I would soon have some interaction with a great horned owl.


And I did. A few nights later, I woke feeling a feather tickling my face. Then I found an owl feather on the floor of my house. Over a year later, while staying with my brother and sister-in-law, as we sat outside one evening I asked if they ever heard owls. They said no. Moments afterward, a great horned owl began hooting.


I think it’s important to strive for maturity and to live with as much maturity as possible. Maturity has been a goal of mine for the last twenty-odd years. Many people reading my words would say that they show the opposite, that I’m spinning an absurd, childish daydream or that I’m deluded. I have no control over what others think—words are weak against unbelievers. All I can say, feebly, is that life presents itself differently to different people depending on our individual karma and with what purpose we entered this world.


I have no words of criticism against either of my first two wives. About myself I will state this: I am eccentric, often distant and in those days less mature, more angry and capable of reactivity. Sometimes my words were sharp. Young people are still learning how to be human. In both marriages something we didn’t understand brought us together, ran its course and drove us apart. In time, I would learn a good bit about that force. However, it would take two more women to bring that learning to light.


I filed for divorce in summer 1996. A new relationship came to me, this one overpowering and obsessive. I easily convinced myself that she was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen and the most valuable commodity in the entire world. I would have battled Goliath for her. Little did I know that because of her—and with her—I was about to learn the secret that has allowed virtually everything in my life to make sense.


Her part in that secret, however, made her uncomfortable, whereas I was—and obviously am—willing to tell people about it. But to honor her privacy, I won’t divulge her name. She was the Woman.


The Woman was not nearly as obsessed with me as I with her. She did love me, I think, but she found me suffocating. During our three years or so together, I wrote more verse than in any previous three years of my life. I even wrote two full length two-act plays. The biggest problem I had with her was that she was an elusive sort, a born flirt whom I never quite trusted. Sometimes she didn’t want to see me. Once she asked me never to call again. My heart was in continual turmoil. But when things were good, I was in absolute bliss.


For reasons I didn’t understand, I couldn’t shake her out of my mind. Whatever I did, her face hovered in front of me. When I thought about anything, I thought about her as well. She was my last thought as I fell asleep and my first thought as I woke. I was drowning in the idea of her, and somehow that seemed like a good thing. During that time I wrote this little poem, which I think very well expresses the spell I was under, how I felt and how pathetic I was without even acknowledging it:


Siren


We have lingered in the chambers of the sea


By sea-girls wreathed with seaweed red and brown


Till human voices wake us, and we drown.


		—T.S. Eliot


Because her eyes are deep, clear water


on a gemstone bed


and I’m adrift upon their tide,


because I know the pull


of every motion of her fingers


as she ebbs away,


because she’s in my sleep


and on my waking like the sun


and in my work like need,


to her song I give my words.


This plunge is not to dread.


It’s why a man would want to live.


In mythology a siren inevitably lures a sailor to his death. The speaker in the poem would rather die than turn away from the siren. As teenagers in my day would say: “This guy’s got it bad.”


In March 1997 I was, indeed, miserably drowning in the sea of love when who should come to my rescue but the very lady who had put me in contact with the shaman a year earlier. She had been seeing a woman—a trance channel—who came into town every two weeks and gave readings at a New Age bookstore. I called for an appointment.


A trance channel is a person who, like a shaman, goes into a meditative trance and allows a spirit to speak through him—or her—somewhat like the ancient Greek oracles. My best knowledge of trance channels came through my knowledge of my favorite poet, William Butler Yeats, whose wife had channeled to him many notebooks’ worth of information.


My life was about to change.
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