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Foreword


I first met Dr. Lee Pulos in the 1970s when my wife, Jeri, and I attended one of Lee’s self-hypnosis workshops in Seattle, Washington. We soon found we had many common interests and our relationship grew rapidly. Lee seemed to have an insatiable appetite for alternative healing remedies. When I met him, he had already observed and participated in close to one hundred healing treatments by alternative Philippine healers, so my own eagerness for learning alternative concepts of consciousness was further accelerated by his influence.

When I was blessed in 1980 to become the educational chairman for a Young Presidents’ Organization international conference held in Madrid, Spain, I asked Lee to become a key member of our faculty for a special educational tract we named “Extended Human Capacities.” Within twelve months from the completion of our Madrid conference, I received a call from Lee telling me he had discovered a rare psychic in Brazil by the name of Thomaz. Lee was about to embark on a two-week trip to Brazil and asked if I would like to join him. I have always embraced the adage, Once one’s mind has been stretched by a new idea, it can never return to its original dimension, and it probably took me thirty seconds to say, “I’m in.” 

You are about to read an incredibly powerful true story that expands our knowledge of consciousness beyond words. It is indeed an honor to be part of Lee Pulos’s book, Miracles and Other Realities. In the pages that follow, you will enjoy one of the reading highlights of your life. 

Thank you, Lee Pulos, for your courage, love, and enthusiasm to share Miracles and Other Realities. 

C. James Jensen, author of Expand the Power of Your Subconscious Mind

July 2020


Foreword

I have never met Thomaz, but I feel that I know him.

This account of his abilities by Lee Pulos and Gary Richman makes it quite clear that Thomaz Morais Coutinho is one of the most exciting discoveries in the history of the paranormal—as important in his own way as Daniel Douglas Home, Tony Agpaoa, or Uri Geller.

Everything about Thomaz rings true. His exuberance, his childlike enthusiasm, and his wayward ways are characteristic of many of those who stand at the center of strange experience. They share an ability to suspend disbelief, to treat the world in an unselfconscious and playful way.

They also share an ability to disturb, to leave those who work with them in a state of considerable confusion. I know the feeling well and, like the authors, have yet to find a way of dealing with it successfully.

When someone breaks all the rules right in front of your eyes, what can you do about it? Who do you tell? And why on earth should anyone believe you?

For some of us this is not an academic problem. It is a very real personal dilemma.

I believe that parapsychology matters, that it is asking some important questions. I feel certain that if it is to make any real progress, it must break out of the scientific straitjacket imposed by a perceived need to produce evidence in the form of a repeatable experiment. Anomalous experience is not like that. It is elusive, whimsical, and capricious, dependent on its context, and by its very nature unrepeatable. But nonetheless real for all that.

I see the need to develop an ethnography of the paranormal, a field technique that uses unobtrusive methods to explore paranormal experience without, as far as possible, disturbing it in any way. This is not easy, but it is at least possible with subjects such as Thomaz, who may be unpredictable but do perform often enough to reward a patient observer.

Lee Pulos and Gary Richman give a fascinating account of Thomaz’s talents, which seem to range from clairvoyance to psychokinesis to whole carnivals of metal-bending. Thomaz has enough abilities to keep a convention of parapsychologists busy for years, but, as always, the mysterious is governed by its own Catch-22. Nobody is going to believe any of it without proof, which in our culture means seeing it for oneself, either in person or on camera. Moreover, a culture that also recognizes and marvels at skilled illusionists adept in both live deception at close quarters and in the creation of special cinematic effects will find Thomaz’s feats hard to believe anyway.

The evidence for all paranormal experience is unsatisfactory in any event. It consists not of experiments, but of reports of experiments that are essentially unverifiable. All we have is someone else’s word for what they believe took place.

Evidence, even in the hardest sciences, is not very different. It all boils down in the end to trust. I believe in the electron, for instance, even though I have never seen one for myself. I accept someone else’s word for it. I have to. I am forced to base my belief, not on scientific evidence, but on social and political judgments. The only freedom I have is to choose my experts, my sources of information, as carefully as I can.

In the case of Thomaz, I am inclined to accept the account offered here, not just because I know and trust Lee Pulos, but because it feels right. It fits with what I know of similar experience elsewhere.

I am impressed also by the authors’ willingness to deal with even the most outrageous experience as psychological fact, as a part of a belief system with a direct influence on those involved. I look forward to a time when we can turn anthropological parapsychology into a proper discipline with its own accepted methodology. Until then, I suggest that we can profit by offering a conditional, but warm welcome to honest attempts of this kind.

I hope to hear more of Thomaz.


Lyall Watson

London, England


Introduction

The only road to a fuller grasp of reality is the exploration of “super-natural” perception.

Albert Schweitzer


In Pouso Alegre, a small town two hundred kilometers from São Paulo, Brazil, six persons sit down at a table to observe a young pharmacist named Thomaz Green Morton. He has been described as “very ordinary” yet, with increasing frequency, he is creating deep shudders among scientists and the cherished laws of physics. In addition to the two authors are Tom Gorman, the marketing manager of Kodak of Brazil; his wife Eloise, a psychologist; Jim Jensen, president of a large successful American corporation; and Thomaz, in his usual attire—stripped to the waist.

Thomaz explains that his forearms are becoming “tingly,” a signal that his “personal energy” is building up. He identifies the energy as a “transmutational force.” On Thomaz’s instructions, Jim pulls a silver dollar from his pocket and holds it in his tightly closed fist. No one else touches the coin; Thomaz sits six feet away, directly across the table, and asks each of us to hold something metallic in our hands to act as “conductors” of energy. A number of bent spoons and forks are lying around, the results of Thomaz’s psychic work, and each of us chooses one.

Thomaz closes his eyes; his whole body becomes taut. Just as he is about to release the energy, he asks Jim for his astrological birth sign. When Jim replies “Pisces,” Thomaz requests that we all invoke the sign by chanting “feesh-feesh” over and over. After a minute or so, Jim says that nothing has happened; he has experienced no sensations in his closed fist. Then he opens his hand.

The silver dollar has disappeared, presumably forever. In its place is a beautiful medallion—half again as large as the original coin. On one side of the medallion, two porpoises dance along the edge and the word peixes (Portuguese for Pisces) is imprinted along the bottom; on the other side, the twelve astrological signs are beautifully etched in the metal.

In the days ahead, this medallion would come to symbolize for us experiences that mock the laws of physics and presumptions about what we cherished as reality. Our lives and our way of perceiving time, space, and causality were never to be the same again. Once we had been touched by authentic magic—a state of being one with nature, not the sleight-of-hand of stage magicians—we realized the vast reservoir of human energies and resources. It raised old questions in a new way. It illuminated the possibility that answers to questions about the countless dimensions of human consciousness lie in the subtleties and shadows of the paranormal rather than the scientific versions of reality. Science, with its annihilating skepticism, tends to scale down the dimensions of human existence to that of a dreary mechanistic ghetto, destitute of any pathways of personal enlightenment or hope about our destiny.

What about Thomaz? What sort of person can so easily and quickly make shambles of our order of the universe? Is he a once-in-a-lifetime “freak” to be rationalized away? Or is he a window through which to see the future—an omen of laws of nature yet undiscovered?

One gets neither of these impressions in meeting Thomaz for the first time. Born March 16, 1947, he has either worked in or owned pharmacies since he was seventeen. An early marriage produced a daughter, and he is the doting father of a son from his second marriage. Of average build and height, Thomaz has a shock of curly dark hair; he is almost always smiling and his eyes have a sparkle that complements his restless nature. His most characteristic feature is his spontaneity, his total immersion in life—he thrives on being with people and enjoys drinking and carousing with friends. Thomaz loves to sit over extended dinners and tell warm, humorous stories about his friends. On the other hand, he is also very unreliable about time and appointments. To the frustration of almost everyone, he regulates his life by an internal clock totally “out of sync” with any outer reality. While he recognizes that his powers are strange and exceptional, Thomaz is perhaps no closer to understanding their origins than any of his friends or the scientists who have spent hundreds of hours observing and analyzing him.

One of the guiding themes of this book is best illustrated by an old Sufi tale. A drunken oaf who searches for his lost keys under a lamppost is joined by a good samaritan. After a period of unsuccessful searching, the drunk is asked if he is certain that the lost keys are indeed under the light. “No,” he replies, “I lost them in the bushes but it is too difficult to search where there is no illumination.”

That story in many ways represents the dilemma of science today. It is much easier to do research under the bright surgical lights of a scientific laboratory, where one can carefully follow the choreographed rules of a mechanistic reality than to do field research—with all its uncertainties and lack of controls. If we are to illuminate the edges of our ignorance, the keys or answers to anomalies lie in the bushes. I like the term “psychic naturalist,” which Roberts (1981) has used to distinguish field researchers from laboratory scientists. That naturalistic attitude has characterized our approach to Thomaz.

This book is about Thomaz—the man, his phenomena, and the impact of his “miracles” on the people who have been exposed to him. It is also an attempt to explore levels of explanation and a conceptual framework for those “miracles.” After spending long periods carefully observing Thomaz, we began to see him as a metaphor for personal transformation, a living allegory, if you will, of the deep connection in each of us with the magical elements of our nature.

Physicist David Bohm (1983) pointed out that ever since Galileo, science has filtered and objectified nature by peering at it through lenses. This has applied to both the macroscopic universes of astronomers and the electron microscopic worlds- within-worlds of the small-particle physicist. Astrophysicist Michael Ovendon (1984) extends this analogy even further. Everyone looks at the world through his own personal lenses; these allow us to perceive reality in a certain way and to filter out what is incompatible with our belief system. Thus, the philosophical filter of many scientists allows them to view the world as a machine and human beings are reduced to biological machines, assembled from the building blocks of cells, tissues, and organs. The permanence of consciousness, however, does not fit in with a machine metaphor.

More recently, the Pribham-Bohm (1986) holographic model has animated the lenses and perception of the world by bringing the material and nonmaterial worlds together. The two scientists postulate an underlying energy field of consciousness beyond space and time. This field becomes “real” as the brain “lifts” and interprets frequencies, translating them into a three-dimensional everyday world. Again, flaws and distortions in the lenses filter out part of the total picture.

The philosophical lenses of a spiritualist also reduce and limit the categories of reality by perceiving everyday earthly transactions as partly influenced by benign or malevolent spirits. Then, of course, there are the Shiite elements of Christian Fundamentalism whose lenses filter in the “devil” as a causal force when alternate realities are suggested. Physicists use mathematical and visual analogies to describe unseen realities; shamans resort to symbolism and rituals for the same purpose. Stage magicians prescribe further limits on the nature of inquiry by suggesting that all paranormal phenomena can be replicated by sleight-of-hand. They ignore, of course, that hocus-pocus trickery does not disprove the reality of the event; they only prove that it can be reproduced by trickery.

Our physical senses sometimes block more aspects of reality than they allow us to perceive. For example, over four hundred years ago, Magellan’s ships anchored at Tierra del Fuego for supplies. Because the Fuegans were essentially an isolated canoe culture, the ships were so far beyond their experience that the ships were “invisible” to them despite their bulk. They could see the smaller boats coming ashore, as these craft were similar to their own canoes; but the larger ships were outside their realm of possibility. Magellan’s diaries and later expeditions describe how the village shaman helped the natives “see” what they thought was preposterous and beyond belief. The shaman’s experience contained possibilities far greater than the villagers’ and the impossible soon became obvious to all.

In a sense, Thomaz represents a symbolic mast on our cultural horizon. He is creating widening rifts in the topmost surface of our consciousness and helping us realize the confines of our physical reality. It is perhaps both a difficulty and a blessing that no prescription lenses can be worn to translate the displays of consciousness that accompany paranormal phenomena. It has been said that the most powerful state of consciousness known to humans is an open mind. Perhaps that might be a starting point for deciphering Thomaz.

The possibilities of what we can become are in themselves real evolutionary influences, and evolution is now moving fast enough to be visible. We can participate in changing the world by changing our beliefs about the world. As we replace the usual set of lenses through which we view the world, our image of ourselves changes and new opportunities come into focus, bringing with them new energies and new resources. While there is good reason for the celebration of the emerging power of consciousness, this optimism is balanced by dilemmas and conceptual impasses in the scientific laboratories of logic. Many proponents of the mechanistic world view feel duty-bound to display skepticism as if it were a badge of honor proclaiming their intellectual superiority.

The authors consider their research and investigative methods to be as rigorous as possible under the circumstances, but due to the controversial nature of the subject, we would like to share some of the research background with the reader.

Richman conducted personal interviews with two hundred persons, ninety percent of whom witnessed Thomaz’s phenomena firsthand; the other ten percent included childhood friends, schoolteachers and administrators, physicians, and others who could verify dates and places. All of these interviews were transcribed from cassette tapes, and the tapes have been preserved. Richman also kept a meticulous personal log while he was with Thomaz, noting phenomena, persons present, time sequences, locations, and even his own subjective moods, as well as those of Thomaz and others.

Richman also inspected Thomaz’s home and other locations where the phenomena were observed and scrutinized the surroundings for alternative causal mechanisms, such as hidden lights. He also lived with Thomaz and his family for varying periods totalling over eight months. He traveled with the Thomaz entourage and even participated in family squabbles and arguments. “The only sore spot,” Richman says, “is that the Fasqueira incident (see Chapter Three) could never be totally verified, although townspeople knew of it almost as a legend or myth.”

Richman also had the cooperation of, and access to, the records of Professor Mario Amaral Machado and his wife, Dr. Gloria Machado; Helena Cunha Bueno, an independent cinematographer who filmed more than sixty hours of Thomaz phenomena and interviews; and Lada, Thomaz’s cousin, who has more than four hundred audio- and videotapes made at various times of Thomaz’s psychic manifestations.

Our basic guideline for selecting phenomena to include here was that the feat must have been witnessed by at least five persons or by persons whose reputations and testimony were unimpeachable. Priority was given to phenomena witnessed by both authors, second priority to phenomena witnessed by Richman. At all times preference was given to situations in which either military, physicians, clergy, or business executives (in short, professional persons) were involved.

Finally, Richman collected many notarized affidavits from witnesses shortly after the events described in the affidavit. These documents were made by witnesses without suggestions or provocation, as a result of individual choice, and are signed and registered.

The authors would like to acknowledge the following, without whose genial cooperation and interest the present work would not have been possible: Monsignor Arlindo Mombach, Helena Cunha Bueno, Eloise Gorman, Tom Hatch, Robert Hunter, Fred Lichota, Professor Mario Amaral Machado, Dr. Gloria Machado, Dr. Elson Montagno, Theresa Esmeralde Souza, General Moacyr Uchoa, and Jana White.


Lee Pulos, PhD, and Gary Richman



Chapter One

Glimpses of the Future

Skepticism taken to an extreme becomes its own form of gullibility.

Joseph Wood Krutch

Our experience with Thomaz’s universe began in a distinctly Brazilian fashion—over morning coffee. Thomaz’s enthusiasm about life is infectious. His speech is animated, humorous and, despite a veneer of barely controlled restlessness in social situations, he immerses himself intensely into conversations. We were fortunate to share rare reflective intervals during isolated periods with him. In the hundreds of experiences that we participated in together he never once spoke unkindly, nor did he gossip even benignly about any of his friends.

Thomaz is also a very earthy, robust man with undeniable shortcomings. There are baffling inconsistencies between his professed spiritual yearnings and undisguised materialistic preoccupations. His insensitivity to people’s needs and simple social necessities sometimes pushed us to the edge of bursting into a rage. He seems to sense when the “dam is cracking,” however, and very quickly and sensitively he would do something very tender and affectionate to offset his callousness. Inevitably, our resentment would quickly melt away. This first morning, however, was intended to be light and exploratory. After we sat down, Thomaz picked up a teaspoon to stir his coffee. As he was stirring, we observed the spoon curl up in a complete 360-degree “loop-the-loop” fashion.

A second spoon also bent spontaneously as Thomaz lowered it into the cup. We took the spoons and could not straighten them without exerting considerable force. Comparing the two spoons, we found that they were almost exact duplicates of each other—both twisted in an identical fashion.

This was to become a common occurrence. Spontaneous metal-bending, like some sort of periodic psychic eruption, would occur in his presence whether he was touching or not touching the metal objects. Sometimes metal objects bent before our eyes when he was in the house but not in the same room as the phenomena. Thomaz’s reaction to the metal-bending was one of excitement and enthusiasm. We were astounded by his childlike wonder every time a phenomenon occurred. Even though he had probably bent metal or transmuted and materialized objects thousands of times, he celebrated each occasion as if it were the first occurrence.

We agreed to travel with Thomaz from São Paulo to his home in Pouso Alegre. In this way we could observe him naturally and spontaneously in his everyday environment. Driving with Thomaz proved to be as disconcerting as the bending spoons. He literally catapults along the highway, apparently relying on some sixth sense to serve as an antenna while he passes traffic on a curve. The Brazilians have an expression, “fique frio” (“keep cool”), that Thomaz used frequently during the drive, both to reassure and to admonish us.

Our anxiety about his disquieting driving habits was quickly extinguished about midway during the trip when the car’s interior was suddenly pervaded with a strong jasmine/eucalyptus fragrance. At that point, Thomaz announced the presence of an “extraterrestrial entity” that he identified as “Xils.” At his urging, we rolled down the windows; the pleasing scent seemed to be coming from outside and wafting into the car. The odor became stronger with all the windows open. There were five of us in the vehicle (Jim Jensen, Lada, Thomaz, Gary, and myself), and we were travelling at one hundred forty kilometers per hour. We rolled up the windows. Shortly thereafter, there was a very bright blue- white flash of light inside the car, rather like that of a camera flashbulb going off but of longer duration. This was followed by a mini-explosion of red light, which Thomaz excitedly identified as “Bios.” It was an astonishing experience for us, and our immediate reactions were to consider skeptical, logical “left brain” explanations for the lights. Thomaz urged us to hold onto something metallic, which would act as a “ground” and facilitate the flow of energies. The lights flashed forty or fifty times over the next hour and twice exploded outside the moving vehicle.

During the following week we were to see these lights, or energies, in a wide variety of locales and circumstances. Sometimes they would appear fifty yards away, over the lake adjacent to Thomaz’s clinic. Other times they would burst and flash in front of people, even if Thomaz was twenty yards away or perhaps in another room. Twice, Jim Jensen and I were able to mentally evoke the flashing of the energies in a closed room without the presence of Thomaz. What was even more perplexing was that the lights somehow displayed an element of consciousness, as if they were an intelligent energy. In response to questions, for example, they would flash once for “Yes” and not flash at all for “No.” The accuracy of these responses varied considerably, however, and did not seem to have any consistent design in the pattern of hits and misses.

The exploding lights have been seen by hundreds of people, ranging from visiting scientists and curious Brazilian generals to the casual passersby on the street. Helena da Cunha Bueno, a São Paulo freelance cinematographer who has spent dozens of hours patiently filming Thomaz has managed to capture “Kryptos,” a different “light energy,” in an extraordinary sequence of videotape.

At the end of every day, the authors met alone to review tape and to record all the events of that day. We were especially alert for inconsistencies in our perceptions, the possibilities of fraud, and of course, the implications of what we had witnessed. Besides discussing Thomaz’s interpretation of the lights as extraterrestrial, we also considered the possibility that the lights were a kind of “psychoenergetic” force or volatile manifestation from his subconscious.

Though these speculations will be explored more extensively in Chapter Twelve, we discovered very early that the rules of science and logical inquiry had little relevance to, or simply did not fit with, the experiences we were having. For example, Thomaz sometimes refers to the above-mentioned fragrances as a kind of “psychic sweat.” He hugged a friend and the “sweat” permeated her blouse; the scent remains despite frequent washings. We were careful to note that Thomaz was not wearing cologne that day. On another occasion, he put his finger to his tongue and transferred a touch of saliva to his friend’s shirt in order to demonstrate the staying quality of the “perspiration.” The spot he touched turned yellow; even more amazingly both the discoloration and fragrance remain on the shirt. That doesn’t make sense! Ordinary perfume or cologne dissipates over time. We soon discovered that there was a perplexity and elusiveness about psychic phenomena that moderated our speculative hunches. Just when one of our theories seemed to be borne out, Thomaz would beguile us and produce another phenomena that was totally antagonistic to our earlier line of reasoning.

During dinner in Pouso Alegre one evening, Thomaz began pouring enormous quantities of salt in his beer. As he stirred it with a dinner knife, the knife twisted into an “S” shape. He then began to stir with a fork and the prongs of the fork twirled and curled around themselves ending up like some abstract sculpture. Thomaz seemed strangely silly and agitated that evening. He kept pouring large portions of the salt onto everything he was eating. He picked up another fork, speared a piece of lettuce, and held it for his wife Lygia to eat. Within seconds, as we all watched, the fork appeared to perform a midair ballet, twisting and coiling into a twin of the first fork. There was the usual excitement, gaiety, and screams of delight that commonly accompany Thomaz phenomena, and everyone at our table was impervious to the gaping and incredulous faces from nearby tables.

We were joined during dinner by a young honeymooning couple. (Strangers attracted by the commotion around Thomaz will frequently invite themselves to be his guests and within minutes they become “dear friends.”) The groom’s father, it turned out, was an acquaintance of Thomaz. Thomaz became very sentimental and felt the occasion should be honored with a special gift. He took a piece of soft foil-covered paper from a cigarette pack and very quietly shifted into a deep concentration as he began tearing pieces of foil and folding the largest piece over itself several times. There was both an air of mindlessness and total absorption about him as he took a toothpick and began probing the foil as if he were examining an insect. Thomaz stopped suddenly and exclaimed, “No energy—I can’t work,” and suggested we continue eating. The piece of tinfoil, the size of a small egg, lay on the table before us. About two minutes later Thomaz excitedly exclaimed that the “energy was arriving,” as he began to experience energy rising from the base of his spine, followed by “goosebumps” on his forearms. These are the signs usually presaging a buildup of psychic energy. He pierced the tinfoil with the toothpick, holding it about one foot above the table as he tried to mentally sculpt what the material would transmute into or become.

There was an incandescent light above us over the table and the shadow beneath the foil slowly took the shape of a bird with extended wings. The preposterous inconsistency seemed totally senseless until Thomaz shouted, “I know what it is going to be.” He cried, “Ra!” and the tinfoil suddenly transmuted into a hard, metal phoenix bird with extended wings and fell to the table with a sharp clang. It was one-and-a-half inches by two inches in dimension with very fine detail in its wings, head, and tail feathers.

The observers were Jim Jensen, the honeymooners, Gary, four others including Thomaz’s wife, and me. We all agreed that we could see the transmutation taking place from tinfoil to a hard silver metal. Even more staggering and difficult to comprehend was the appearance of the shadow—a kind of ethereal blueprint. The rules of transmutation of matter and causality were being violated before our very eyes, not to mention what this experience was doing to our comfortable and untroubled world view of time and space. In a sense, the “future” had presented itself before the present, until the substance was able to “catch up” with its shadow. The honeymooners interrupted their gentle embracing and sometimes awkward gaping at each other to spend the next four days wide-eyed with Thomaz. They acknowledged later, with typical rural understatement, that it was certainly a “different” way to celebrate a honeymoon.

The following day at lunch, Thomaz very excitedly began rubbing his forearms and said that a “levitating energy” was building up. We placed a fork on the edge of a plate; with great effort Thomaz tried to levitate it, but without success. After a minute or so, he experienced the telltale “goosebumps” on his forearms, announcing that the energy had changed to a “reconstituting energy.” Thomaz asked Jim Jensen to take the thighbone of a chicken from his plate, scrape it clean, and snap it in two. A dentist from an adjacent table, who knew of Thomaz only by reputation, joined us to observe. Patrons from a nearby table also moved closer. Jim was asked by Thomaz to fit the two jagged edges of the bone together and hold them in place. He was further instructed to “mentalize” the edges of the bone fusing together. Thomaz then slipped into a very deep trance state and placed each of his index fingers on the back of Jim’s hands, apparently to beam energy into Jim. At no point did Thomaz touch the chicken bone. As we all gazed at the point where the two broken pieces fitted loosely together, we were startled to see a bluish haze around the perimeter of the bone. The energy “envelope” then concentrated, like a miniature intense blue cloud, at the focal point of the two edges and stayed there for about ten seconds until Thomaz punctuated the experience with his guttural signature of “Ra!” The broken bone had fused together. Unlike the welding of metal, there was no telltale scar. We scrutinized it closely in bright sunlight. It appeared just as it was originally.

This experience added to our increasing repertoire of fascinating but intellectually troublesome issues. Thomaz was again being totally irreverent with the models of everyday science. It was as if a different order of the universe were bubbling up through the fountain of his mind, and we didn’t quite know how to make sense of what we were experiencing. Did Thomaz play a game with time and somehow cause it to flow backwards to the point before the chicken bone was originally snapped in two? Or did he indeed somehow mobilize a psychokinetic energy to “heal” the fracture by accelerating time in some fashion?

Thomaz became very philosophical at this point and spoke movingly and meaningfully about the healing capabilities that we all possess. He declared that “electrical energy is the basis of all healing,” adding that all matter, including inanimate substances, are infused with an “intelligent energy” at a very basic level. He is not certain of the mechanics of the process but feels that he somehow communicates through “visualization and my mind thoughts with the information fields that surround all matter in the world.” This he attributes as the starting point for his metal-bending, transmutations, “healing,” and telepathy.

The “mending” demonstration had taken place in the restaurant on the fourth floor of our hotel. Just as we were preparing to leave, two red flashes of light exploded in midair about fifteen feet away from our table and were seen by several of the patrons. Thomaz excitedly remarked that “Xils” was present. We then became aware of the now-familiar fragrance of jasmine and eucalyptus throughout the whole restaurant—a very large, open room. As we walked down the stairs to our rooms on the first floor, the fragrance was everywhere. Curious, we walked up and down the halls of each floor. The scent seemed to get stronger. We encountered a chambermaid on the second floor who had been checking several of the rooms to see if anyone had spilled a bottle of perfume or scented cleaning fluid. The delicate fragrance continued permeating every floor and every room for the rest of the week we were in the hotel with Thomaz.

The authors had been wondering about Thomaz’s telepathic abilities since we had heard numerous reports about his so-called “X-ray vision.” Thomaz joined Gary, Jim Jensen, and me in our room shortly after our conversation, without hearing or knowing what we had discussed. He began to ask many questions about Uri Geller and acknowledged that his own metal-bending powers did not begin until he heard about Uri’s performance on Brazilian television in 1976.

He also inquired about Uri’s clairvoyant faculties and defended Geller’s abilities as genuine. Thomaz indicated that he now felt “inspired” and would demonstrate telepathy for us. We looked at each other in wonder. Were Thomaz’s remarks mere coincidence or was this conversation in itself partial confirmation of his telepathic abilities?

Thomaz asked me where I kept my passport and identification cards. I reached into a small sealed pouch beneath the main chamber of my camera case. (It should be noted that, because of the value of the documents and cameras, the case never left my side; I took it with me even when I went to the washroom.) I held out the closed pocketbook. Thomaz placed one hand over his eyes and lightly touched my leather pouch with the other. Thomaz then turned, joked about the number of credit cards that North Americans carry with them, and went into the bathroom. Thomaz left the door open and faced the wall; Gary positioned himself between Thomaz and Jim and me, sitting on a sofa at the far end of the room.

Before I could get my credit cards out of the slots in the pocketbook, Thomaz began reciting the credit card numbers to Gary like a high-speed computer printout. There were twelve credit cards, bank cards, and medical and dental insurance cards. He rattled off the eight to twelve-digit numbers on each card without a single error. He then mentally “penetrated” a hidden fold where I kept my birth certificate and in a very puzzled tone declared “Lecourgos Peter Pulos” (my name in Greek on the certificate) and accurately furnished the certificate’s ten-digit registration number, registration date, and date issued. Another card in the hidden fold that I forgot I had was my NAUI Scuba Diver card with seventeen digits. Thomaz had difficulty pronouncing NAUI, but, like a machine gun, he spat out the numbers as if he were reading them in his mind. It was the most dazzling demonstration of clairvoyance we had ever witnessed or read about or even imagined possible. But was it clairvoyance? Thomaz referred to it as “X-ray vision” in that he sees a kind of computer screen in his mind’s eye that he simply “reads.”

On another occasion, Gary was with an airline pilot friend of his. Thomaz was introduced to the pilot for the first time. Following the usual introductions, Thomaz “mentally X-rayed” the pilot’s wallet and then very quickly read out the telexed meteorological and weather codes and flight conditions on a folded paper inside the billfold. The detailed numbers, letters, and codes were one hundred percent accurate!

These experiences not only began to shatter our dogmas about consciousness and brain function but also directed us to pay more attention to some of Thomaz’s explanations. He stated that there is a universal pool, or fund, of all known information. He simply opened himself up and “absorbed the knowledge from within.” This sounded very reminiscent of the Pribham model of holographic memory (Pribham, 1969), which suggests that the entire information field of the universe is contained in each of its parts—in this case each human being.

Thomaz’s rather simple explanation about collective memory and information storage was vividly and dramatically displayed in his “note-burning” demonstration, one of his identifying trademarks.

During one of our somber discussions about universal intelligence, we took a break and room service brought us refreshments, including a dish of ice cream and a saltshaker for Thomaz. As he was about to eat the first teaspoon of ice cream, the spoon curled into a 360-degree loop-the-loop (Figure 1-1) and the ice cream plopped into Thomaz’s lap, changing the mood from philosophical conjectures to levity. He laughed at the unplanned “psychic joke,” picked up another spoon, and it too bent and flopped ice cream onto his trousers. As he finished eating the ice cream with the curlicued spoon, the metal cup containing the ice cream suddenly folded so that the two edges came together and touched. We all tried to pull it apart but were unable to budge the metal lips. Thomaz presented the cup to Gary, who had earlier talked of losing weight, the implication being that he could never retrieve food from an almost-sealed container.
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Figure 1–1



Five minutes later, the prefatory chills along both of Thomaz’s forearms indicated that energy was again building up but he remarked that “this energy was different.” He asked me to produce an American dollar bill and then to write my signature twice on the face of the bill. Thomaz never touched the bill at any time and he was sitting on the other side of the table in his usual attire, stripped to the waist. I folded the dollar bill three times so that it was about one-inch square and held it tightly in my closed fist. Thomaz said he was going to “invoke all the forces of spiritual and universal wisdom” and “scorch” my birth date someplace on the bill. Despite all we had experienced, I silently questioned this prediction—my cerebral divisions of logic versus intuitive knowing were bubbling inside. Thomaz held a lit cigarette and burned the back of my clenched hand as a symbolic gesture and underscored the moment with his explosive “Ra!” A few moments later, I opened my hand, unfolded the dollar bill, and made certain it was the one with both my signatures on it. To my astonishment, charred along the edge was my birth date, “06-01-1928” (Figure 1-2). Thomaz repeated the procedure with Jim Jensen, burning his Social Security number along the edge of the bill.
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Figure 1–2



On a subsequent trip to Brazil, Jim brought his eleven-year-old daughter Julie, and Thomaz became very fond and protective of her. Once he asked her to go through the same procedure, except asked what she would like burned on the bill. She responded, “Thomaz this way (horizontally), Julie this way (vertically), the word ‘love’ in between, and February 24, 1970” (Julie’s birth date). Thomaz mobilized the energy in his usual fashion, and burned the back of Julie’s hand with a cigarette. After she flinched, she unclenched her fist and unfolded the bill. It was burned with the words and date just as she had requested. The impressions left in the paper appear as if someone had taken a cigarette and very patiently burned a series of small perforations to form the letters and numbers.

These experiences enlarged the area of our own psychological cauterization; very subtly, we were experiencing a purging and cleansing of the lenses that reflect such a limited vision of the human condition. Travelling with Thomaz involved long periods of waiting and tolerating his wanderings and richocheting around the countryside. He seemed to have no consideration for rules of social conduct and etiquette for keeping appointments. In these quiet and reflective moments, we saw ourselves as latter-day Rip Van Winkles—asleep under a cloud of cultural anesthesia. We realized we had lost touch with many ancient and primitive beliefs, that mind totally permeates the universe, and that magic—the real magic of consciousness—underlies our relationship with nature. Perhaps the veneer of civilization, with its initiatory rites of passing into reason and technology, had obscured and debased the mysteries that could govern a more wholesome spiritual renewal.

The most recurring, unpredictable, and spontaneous psychic whirlpool around Thomaz was the carnival of metal-bending. It happened so often that we became increasingly more blasé and accepted it as a normal occurrence. In December 1981, we went to a large, open, and fluorescent-illuminated restaurant for dinner. Several people were ahead of us in the line for the salad bar, and they took food from the bowls in a normal way. Thomaz waited impatiently, then walked by without stopping or touching anything at the salad counter. He proceeded to a special Brazilian preparation at the far end of the line. I was immediately behind him, but as I reached under the sneeze guard for the large ladles in the salad bowls, all five metal spoons (fourteen to eighteen inches in length) were bent in the now familiar curlicue.

Shortly thereafter, Thomaz sat on a metal folding chair at our dinner table and within five minutes, the bottom portion of chair “melted” as if it were made of butter and collapsed Thomaz onto the floor. I went to a different part of the dining room and selected another chair. Five minutes later, the inverted U-shaped metal legs slowly crumpled and we helped pick Thomaz up from the floor once more. Two waiters then brought in a very large, heavy, metal backless piece of furniture, fortunately padded with leather. Thomaz finished dinner sitting cross-legged, grinning and snickering over the humor of it all.

Andy Pulos, my brother, had been sitting next to Thomaz throughout this episode. Andy is a highly successful businessman, developer, and builder and has had over twenty-five years of experience working with a wide range of construction materials, including steel beams and infrastructures. He carefully examined and photographed both chairs and declared that due to the nature of the twisting and compression of the legs, a blow torch would have been necessary to achieve that kind of pliability and plasticity. There were no tell-tale signs of scorching or pressure indentations. In later conversations with the waiters and management of the restaurant, they acknowledged that spontaneous metal-bending was common when Thomaz was present. On occasions, the phenomena would occur at other tables or locations in the room and the circumstances would have to be brought to his attention. No wonder the waiters seemed blase by all these highly irregular incidents. They had all seen Thomaz so often, they accepted these paranormal occurrences as quite normal.

In the following chapters we will explore Thomaz’s life—the context and heritage that gave birth to these kind of phenomena. Is Thomaz some sort of capricious mutant, who, like a shooting star, will quickly blaze and extinguish himself, leaving behind only bent spoons and tales of aberrant power? Why Brazil and not North America? Do special geophysical, genetic, or psychological ingredients need to be “simmered” before turning into a magical psychic bouillabaisse? What sociological impact does the release of unconscious forces on small, religious Brazilian communities have on its people? A healthy and natural skepticism must certainly inspire the response “I won’t believe it until I see it.” As Lyall Watson (1979) states, the other side of the same coin is equally true—“I wouldn’t have seen it—unless I believed it.”




Chapter Two

Cultural Climate and the Early Years

The most beautiful thing we can experience is the mysterious. It is the source of all true art and science.

Albert Einstein

Brazilian Spiritism

Behind the glittering veneer of Rio de Janeiro lies one of the world’s most mystical countries. Almost seventy percent of Brazil’s one hundred twenty million people admit to varying degrees of belief in spiritism. Stories of the miraculous and paranormal are reported almost daily in the newspapers. The convictions of millions of Brazilians about the validity of such phenomena as poltergeists, spirit possession, psychic healing, mediumistic writing, and reincarnation all strengthen the espiritista movement and its foundations.

Brazil is also a very modern, highly industrial society with sophisticated cities and culture. São Paulo is one of the largest cities in the world, supporting a population of thirteen million. Boasting well over half of Brazil’s gross national product, it is the head-quarters of dozens of multinational corporations.

Though Brazil is the largest Catholic country in the world, its consciousness has also been profoundly influenced by the various forms of spiritism practiced by its people. Christian spiritism was founded by Allan Kardec, a French educator, in 1857. Besides ascribing to a very basic Christian tenet, Kardecists also believe that one can communicate and interact with spirits from other dimensions.

Like the United States, Brazil is a melting pot of many nationalities, with a large black population that dates from the seventeenth century when Portuguese explorers brought over thousands of African slaves. The black community has become an integrated component of the country’s mental climate. This early heritage led to the formation of Umbanda, which is a mingling of traditional African customs and sacraments of the Catholic church. Candomble, an older and purer African mode of spiritism, is predominant in the state of Bahia and its capital Salvador. There is also what is loosely referred to as Macumba or Quimbanda, which signifies “black” as opposed to “white” magic.

However, it is Kardecian spiritism and its many centers that sustain the constituency of the middle and upper classes. Playfair (1976) has written extensively on paranormal phenomena in Brazil and described his involvement with two spiritist centers. The adherents of Kardecist spiritism and Umbanda are of all races, including a large oriental population; the full range of socioeconomic classes is represented.

It would not be unusual for a Brazilian shopkeeper to go to one of Rio’s glittering beaches at night, light a candle, and leave a two-layer cake and a gift of whiskey on the sand. This would be his offering to Iemenjá, the mermaid goddess of the sea, in return for the promise of increased business or the improvement of a relationship. Should a Brazilian experience a heart murmur, he would just as likely go to a spiritist center for diagnosis and treatment as he would to seek out a heart specialist. When ill, many Brazilians seek counsel from both espiritista sources and modern medicine.

Holistic health practitioners in North America are rediscovering what Brazilian native and traditional healers have known for centuries. One’s attitudes and beliefs—positive or negative—will usually manifest in that person’s body as a state of wellness or disease. In downtown São Paulo, a three-story building functions as the healing and training center for the espiritista foundation. Each month, sixty thousand persons are treated in this setting at no cost either to the patient or to the government. The center is staffed by trained espirita volunteers who come from all walks of life. On any given day, a Varig airline pilot, assistant deputy minister of health, housewife, or typewriter repairperson may work side by side, their common goal being to serve the ill. All volunteers undergo a four-year training period. During the first year, everyone takes basic courses in psychology, nutrition, philosophy, and physiology. Either by expressed interest or by assignment, the next three years are spent specializing in becoming counselors, mediums, or “laying-on-of-hands” healers. At the end of the rigorous training, the successful volunteers are granted the privilege of working with patients. The authors spent considerable time interviewing staff and patients as well as in personal treatment at the center. We were deeply impressed by the care and concern given to the wide variety of cases. The admonition to “treat each patient as if they were your first” was heard frequently.

In contrast to the North American model of client passivity and “being done to,” spiritist philosophy teaches active client participation and preventive measures. The role of mind as “creator and destroyer” is constantly emphasized. Related to the religious aspects of spiritism are the concepts of karma and reincarnation. Following death, spiritists believe, one’s soul or core energy transcends to another realm not unlike life on earth. In the interim period between reincarnations, a person’s deeds are reviewed, and in view of previous errors, a future existence, including cultural and family context, is carefully planned. Accordingly, spiritist doctrine emphasizes free will, but there are cause-and-effect relationships believed to be present in all events. For example, a woman who had unjustly beat her children in one life might choose to reincarnate as the offspring of a cruel and malicious parent. This would provide her with the opportunity to learn and grow through experiences, in order to develop the espirita characteristics of purity, humility, and charity.
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IT HAS BEEN SAID THAT THE MOST POWERFUL

STATE OF CONSCIOUSNESS KNOWN TO HUMANS IS
AN OPEN MIND. PERHAPS THAT MIGHT BE

A STARTING POINT FOR DECIPHERING THOMAZ.

Once in a a person of dinary p powers

comes along, struggling for acceptance in a society whose perception
of reality has been limited to that which can be measured objectively.
Miracles and Other Realities tells the true story of Thomaz Green Morton,
a gifted psychic from Brazil whose abilities to produce psychic phe-
nomena such as metal bending, spiritual healing, and transmutation of
matter will challenge the conventional view of reality. Originally pub-
lished in 1990 and now rereleased with a new foreword and afterword
for today's enlightened audience, Miracles and Other Realites explores the
ways in which magic, or miracls, shakes up rational belief systems that
inhibit the experience of new realms of possibility.

Thomaz is compelling not only as a real-life example of human
potential but as a metaphor for unleashing other realities and levels of
consciousness. Through his story, we can explore our own potential and
the possibilities of what we can become.

“Some people will find the events described in this book incredible.
Others will find the claims outrageous. But most readers will agree that
these ‘other realities’ deserve serious attention and careful investigation
beeause of their potential for changing our lives and our world.”
—Stanley Krippner, PhD, professor of Human Science,
Saybrook Institute

“A clear, sane and well-documented journey to the edge of
conventional beliefs and far beyond.”
—James Fadiman, PhD, cofounder of Sofia University

“The scientific, philosophical, and cultural implications of
[this] book deserves careful consideration.”
—Jeffrey Mishlove, PhD, host of
Thinking Allowed television series






