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PREFACE

MY FIRST MYSTICAL EXPERIENCE OCCURRED 20 YEARS AGO. I was 32 years old and had lived in Wisconsin all my life. I had just finished law school at the University of Wisconsin in Madison and was driving cross-country to Boston with all my possessions piled in my old Toyota. Having left my home, my marriage of seven years, and my family, I was beginning a new life. Soon after crossing the Canadian–United States border into Maine, I became entranced by a small blue mountain in the distance. I drove toward it, as if magnetically drawn there by a force I couldn’t understand.

Two hours before sunset, I arrived at the base of Mt. Blue, where I grabbed a blanket and started to ascend. The climb took me along a tumbling mountain stream; through dense, colorful thickets of fall foliage; and up above the treeline, where blueberry bushes bunched up amid lichen-covered granite. When I reached the top, I discovered I had the sparse summit, including a breathtaking and welcoming small glacier lake, to myself. As the sun set, I meditated and then spent the night listening to the mountain’s secrets.

At dawn I sat by the lake’s edge, my attention deep within myself. Suddenly, as the sun rose, my entire being was flooded—first with wave after wave of brilliant white light, then with wave after wave of iridescent rainbow light. It was as if I had been awakened and engendered by the light, for the pulsing energy that surged through me was unlike anything I had ever experienced. It filled me with deep love, a sense of well-being, and a penetrating clarity.

Several hours later, when I began to walk down the mountain to reenter the world, I realized that everything had subtly yet decisively changed. The light of the world had taken on a new brilliance, making all of nature vividly alive. My awareness of the surroundings was more immediate and  empathic, and I felt interconnected with the energies of everything around me. In some respects I am still coming down from that mountain.

Since this dazzling encounter with the light two decades ago, I have had numerous transcendent experiences, many of which occurred in spectacular natural settings and ancient ruins. The experiences were all light-filled and imbued with messages. Slowly, I have come to understand my experiences and to comprehend some of the reasons why our world’s sacred sites hold so much power.

Before gaining insight into these events, I—like any sane and reasonable person—tended to discount them. I was, after all, a lawyer with a well-trained rational mind. At the same time, I knew my experiences were not drug-induced hallucinations or imaginative flights of fantasy, but rather encounters with real forces. I couldn’t understand them, so I simply compartmentalized. I told myself they were experiences in nonordinary realities (those not perceivable with the five senses) and left it at that. Only years later did I realize they were part of an ancient legacy. Slowly, the child of light, the god-seed hidden within me, began to awaken.
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According to the cultural perspective I grew up with, if God was not dead, then he was at least far removed from my reality. In line with the scientific objectivity of the time, I was taught that if something were true, it could be perceived with the five senses and externally measured. I learned that only a layer or two of my neocortex separated me from other animals and that evolution was a fact, not a theory. From the standpoint of my Judeo-Christian tradition and of Western mythology, the human condition was depressing. Banished from paradise and tainted with original sin, humankind’s only opportunity for redemption existed in some force outside itself.

By contrast, my experiences in other dimensions gradually gave me an altogether different perspective on the human condition. Each new lucid experience presented a piece of the puzzle until finally, during a trip to the ancient sites of the Peruvian Andes, a more complete vision of our collective human condition took shape. But before I could truly assimilate this vision, I had to pursue many avenues of exploration. I visited sacredsites in Europe and the British Isles—from Delphi to Stonehenge—and, like so many others entering these ancient energy fields, I felt something palpable yet undefinable. I even took up dowsing (the practice of detecting energy fields, especially those associated with water flowing underground) to refine my ability to perceive such energy. But, early on, I could not fully comprehend the relationships between various phenomena I was experiencing.

Then, in the mid-1980s, I discovered the ancient sites of the Americas. On a trip with a cultural anthropologist to learn about shamanism on the Yucatán peninsula (land of the Maya), an extraordinary experience radically altered my perception. One afternoon a few of us went to a recently discovered cave that had been used by the ancient Maya for ceremonial purposes. We entered a large, dark chamber filled with the strong smell of copal (a resin from tropical trees that was often burned in ancient ceremonial practice). As my eyes adjusted, I saw a spectacular sight. In the center of the chamber was a stalagmite tree with branches that touched the cave’s ceiling—a representation of the tree of life. What an amazing inspiration this image must have been to the ancients. Rooted in the underworld, the tree stretched up to the heavens, as if bridging the two worlds. Around the tree were copal burners and other ceremonial objects that I was told had lain there untouched for hundreds of years. The energy was almost intoxicating.

As we crawled through a narrow passageway to an underground stream, I lost consciousness and entered a dream state in which I experienced an initiation. Amid drumbeats and wafts of burning copal, I was the initiate, a young warrior. My muscles were firm and taut; my dark, finely chiseled features, distinctively Mayan. My face was painted in vivid colors, and brilliant iridescent feathers framed my head. As I lay there in the darkness, I suddenly saw above me the sinister face of a jaguar—the mask of the great priest. I took what I was sure would be my last breath and surrendered myself, holding my focus steadily on my inner light, as I had been taught to do. As a knife descended into my body, I felt no pain but instead gave my heart fully and freely to the light, enabling my consciousness to ascend and merge with the ageless force within the light. As quickly as I had entered the dream state, I reemerged to normal reality. Gasping for breath, I regained awareness of my immediate reality on the floor of the cave. Momentarily disoriented, I did not know who or where I was. Then I heard a man talking about fish that lived in the underground stream; they were blind, he said, because their forebears had undergone a mutation, never having seen the light. I continued crawling to the stream, where I spent a long time drinking from the cool, sweet water.

For days afterward I was shaken by this experience, which had been so vivid that it seemed more real than life. Then it faded into just another dream as I went back to my office and filled my mind with the mundane tasks of filing divorces, researching real estate titles, and drafting wills. In time I almost forgot about my afternoon in the cave.

A few years later I met don Miguel Ruiz, a nagual (Mesoamerican shaman) who traced his lineage to ancient Toltecs. Nagual practices, which are still observed in indigenous cultures throughout Mesoamerica, rely on the mastery of nonordinary realities. I was familiar with the term “nagual” from the writings of Carlos Castaneda, an anthropology professor who had apprenticed with a Yaqui indian shaman of nagual descent.

Don Miguel Ruiz appeared nothing like my grand conception of a nagual, who I had imagined as otherworldly and unaffected by the enroachment of modern culture. This nagual was a little brown Mexican man in his thirties, dressed up as an L. A. dude. He wore spiffy, open-collar shirts with gaudy, gold necklaces; sang Beatles songs in broken, almost incomprehensible English; and told everyone who came to his lectures seeking wisdom to simply “be happy.” Nonetheless, working with him over the next six years proved pivotal to my spiritual growth. Among other things, he opened doorways to other dimensions at Teotihuacán, the famous pyramids near Mexico City, and he taught me about unconditional love.

On my first trip to Teotihuacán, I was on top of the Pyramid of the Sun with don Miguel, another young nagual, and a visitor from the United States. Don Miguel and the young nagual were performing some kind of ritual, but I had no idea what they were doing. Then I saw to my astonishment that their hands were made of millions of stars, swirling galaxies of light, the very matrix of the universe. I quickly looked away in disbelief, thinking that what I had seen could not possibly be true. Yet when I looked back, I saw the same vision.

After leaving the pyramid, the four of us stayed awake late into the night talking about our experiences at the ruins. Don Miguel had put me through specific training exercises all day, practices designed to help me  loosen my grip on ordinary reality and encourage nonordinary perception. Prodding me into the unfamiliar, he had deliberately provoked me numerous times, challenging the way I thought about things and making me feel foolish and uncomfortable. And I was angry at how he kept pushing my buttons with behaviors that seemed utterly inane.

Tired and immersed in inner turmoil, I looked at don Miguel as he sat beside me and saw nothing but unconditional love. At that moment I realized he would love me unequivocally as I struggled to break free of my illusions. And although for months afterward my mind periodically convinced me of the impossibility of seeing hands as swirling galaxies of light, I now know that I saw the naguals as they truly are, and that I too am made of swirling galaxies of light. I continued to fight this revelation with all the resistance my rational mind could muster until truth eventually proved more powerful than reason.

After this first trip to Teotihuacán, the foundations of my world began to unravel. A long-term relationship fell apart, and life seemed meaningless. For years I underwent radical shifts in perception and emotional dis-equilibrium. Following transcendental experiences I would plummet into despair. It took me some time to understand that the encounters I was having with bright fields of light were simultaneously revealing my own hidden darkness. Subsequently integrating this understanding into my perception of everyday reality proved even more challenging.

Eventually, I learned that the nagual belief system contains tools to help with such integration. One of these is stalking. Stalking, as the term implies, is the process of pursuing prey. According to the nagual tradition, our greatest prey is our mind—especially our limited beliefs and our unconscious aspects of Self. We stalk in order to bring these elements to consciousness, to enhance self-awareness. Many workshops and books describe stalking techniques; those I used involved examining my emotions and thought patterns, learning to trace them to their sources, and eliminating those that no longer served me—thereby reclaiming the energy I had lost through ineffective behaviors.

After one of my early plummets into despair, I decided I would travel to India to experience the energy of the great masters, the closest contemporary equivalent we may have to the ancient idea of a god-man (a divine being in human form). One winter day, after a 24-hour bus trip from New Delhi, I arrived in Dharamsala, the center of the Tibetan government exiled in a beautiful mountainous region at the base of the Himalayas. There, by incredible good fortune, I was able to arrange an audience with H. H. the Dalai Lama. On the afternoon of the audience, the courtyard of the monastery where he resides was filled with visitors and red-robed monks. We waited silently (with increasing expectation) for what seemed like hours. Suddenly, after a burst of colorful regalia, H. H. the Dalai Lama appeared. Despite the external pomp and circumstance, he walked shyly and humbly among us, as if genuinely wondering what all the fuss was about. He then began to bestow blessings. When he blessed me, I felt an immediate transmission of energy and an unimaginable state of mental clarity.

My experiences in India convinced me that god-men are not only mythic beings but also humans who demonstrate a high level of spiritual functioning and have extraordinary capabilities. Such beings show us, as latent god-seeds, what our true potential is. It is my belief that the seemingly remarkable abilities of god-men are innate potentials in all of us and will be more widely accessible to humankind in the near future.

In southern India, near Bangalore, I stood within the energy field of the luminous god-man known as Sai Baba, whose radiant aura can be seen from blocks away. I could not only see his enormous energy field, but for months afterward I felt pierced by his penetrating love. Farther south I visited one of India’s most famous pilgrimage sites—the sacred mountain Arunacula. All around the base of the mountain are caves where saints and holy men known as sadhus live and meditate for decades at a time. Entering one of these caves is like stepping into a crystal programmed at high frequency. My awareness shifted, my mind became very still, and my perceptions intensified.

As a result of my travels in Hindu and Buddhist countries, and in the shamanic cultures of the Americas, and my years of experiencing non-ordinary realities, I have come to understand that the reality I routinely perceive and interact in is only a dream—a culturally formed and communicated worldview we all agree on. The tangible aspects of this consensual view are rooted in a world of three dimensions and linear time, resulting in a space-time perception that is predictable, measurable, and objective. Beyond this space/time continuum are other realities. The  microworld of quantum physics, the macroworld of galactic interactions, the dreamtime of Australian Aborigines, and many mystical states all seem to defy the laws of Newtonian physics.

I have come to realize that all humans have the ability to function within multiple realities. Like the legendary god-men, we are multidimensional beings who can learn not only to perceive multiple, simultaneous realities but also to function in the higher worlds these perceptions open us to.
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I have been to Teotihuacán many times since my initial visit with don Miguel Ruiz. It was there—a site known as “the place where man become God”—that I awakened several years ago into what I call “the angel light.” I was sitting on top of the Pyramid of the Moon, watching the crowd pass from the citadel to the pyramids along the Avenue of the Dead. The light that day was clear and highly refined. Suddenly, the light began to communicate with me in the form of images and words traveling in wavelike patterns. With each wave came a heightened awareness that gave me information and altered my worldview. I ceased to exist as a separate entity and instead knew I was part of an unbroken wholeness. I began to merge with the angel light, consciously surrendering to the lucidity that overtook me. While I was at all times conscious of sitting on top of the pyramid, I could also feel myself extending beyond the confines of my body. The light with which I merged interpenetrated my body, but I was not my body. I had become one with the collective force of cosmic light—a wave of galactic information in the form of pure light—which, as an act of pure love, interpenetrates this planet.

Moreover, during this experience I realized that this wave of light is all I have ever been and that everything else is an illusion. I saw things as they are from the viewpoint of the light that engenders all consciousness. I understood that I am merely a projection—a thought form, an aspect of a collective force of light that is by choice encased in matter.

In this state of heightened awareness, I sensed the inevitability of light prevailing upon this planet. I also perceived a higher order unfolding from what may be a cosmic hologram, comprehending that all matter will be uplifted to levels of consciousness as yet undreamed of. I witnessed waves  and waves of the gentle conquering force of cosmic light descend and enter form, transforming our world forever. I saw primordial reality as it exists in an unbroken wholeness that carries intent and knew that I was merely a reflection of this higher intent. In short, I now saw the world through new eyes—the way the angelic realms, and the higher forces they represent, see us. And I knew that deep within my being, in the very structure of my DNA, something long hidden had awakened. I was sprouting.

The lucidity I experienced on the Pyramid of the Moon marked a profound turning point in my life. My worldview and my perception of myself dramatically and inalterably shifted. Having realized I was part of a larger consciousness, I began to open to new levels of my inherent multidimensionality.

Later that year, I had the opportunity to visit Machu Picchu, the magnificent temple-citadel of the ancient Inca people, 50 miles northwest of Cuzco, Peru. At the time, I knew nothing about the Inca or their prophecies. Either by fate or by coincidence, I arrived at Machu Picchu at a most interesting time. Forest fires had recently ravaged the surrounding mountains and had miraculously stopped at the base of the ruins. The fires had brought not only a physical cleansing to the landscape, but a great spiritual cleansing, and apparently much more. A pag’o (shaman), told us that since the cleansing of the sacred mountains that surround Machu Picchu, several ancient gateways to energy fields had recently opened.

To the early Inca, as well as to many indigenous people worldwide, gateways were far more than a metaphor; they were a living reality, and their presence was felt in many dimensions at once. The Inca believed they descended from divine light, serving as its divine emissaries in physical form. By about A.D. 1525, the Inca had determined that their access to higher worlds of more refined frequencies, or light fields, was diminishing. Possibly they understood that frequencies of matter were slowing down, and the pull of an increasingly dense material world was limiting their access to higher worlds. They referred to this change as the closing of the gateways. Interestingly, these gateways were not only celestial portals but also entryways to individual higher consciousness.

After much personal experience and investigation of historical events, I have come to believe that due to the convergence of various earthly and galactic circumstances, the gateways for traversing dimensions are again  opening. A new order, inviting increased human potential, is beginning to unfold.

During an evening at Machu Picchu, under a sky filled with brilliant stars, I stepped through one of the ancient gateways, discovering that, as pure light, I was eternal and without limits. In this state of lucidity, I understood that I was not separate from the rest of creation, that such separation truly is illusion, and that I am merely a unique expression of a dynamic whole. This was not new information, but because I perceived it energetically, I comprehended it with a depth my mind alone could never have grasped.

On my last day in Peru, I went to an ancient site called the Muru Doorway in the Lake Titicaca region near the Bolivian border, an area credited as being the origin of the mythical children of light. On the way there our native guide, Jorge, told us the story of the legendary Amanumuru—a great god-man who one day walked through a gateway known as the Muru Doorway and returned to his celestial home. The story triggered deep emotions in me, causing me to cry out of a desire to go home, too. For decades after my initial experiences in higher dimensions, my reentry into ordinary reality was often difficult. At times I was worldweary, all too aware of the harshness and cruelty of human circumstances. Although I understood in some vague way that I was a multidimensional being, I felt that an aspect of my light came from far outside this planetary system. I longed to merge with the source of consciousness itself. Clearly, I had not yet grounded my multidimensionality.

The Muru Doorway is a rectangular indentation carved into a large vertical plate of rock with a small circular indentation at its center. As you stand in this doorway, your navel lines up with the center circle, which looks out at Lake Titicaca and aligns directly with the Island of the Sun (an island in the middle of the lake thought to be the source of all life). Although the red rock landscape of the area is similar to the spectacular rock outcroppings found around my present home in northern New Mexico, I have never experienced a landscape of such mythic power as I witnessed that day near Lake Titicaca.

Surrounding me were natural sculptures that symbolically portrayed the transformation of the human seed. First, we climbed a 100-foot-wide undulating rock surface that resembled the body of a snake, representing  the first level of Andean reality: the underworld. Next, we slid down rocks shaped like the back of a puma, signifying the second level of Andean reality: the world of manifestation. We then entered a small valley where a natural stone formation depicted a giant caterpillar awaiting metamorphosis. High in the cliffs on the other side of the valley was a spectacular rock shaped like a butterfly ascending into the azure sky.

The otherworldly energy field around the Muru Doorway induces trance states. As I stood in the doorway, I extended my arms straight out to the sides and placed my womb against the center circle. Standing there in the shape of a cross, I began to see brilliant glyphs and images. These I took to be a glimpse at how we are perceived by the great Elohim—the god-men of the mythic past, the great angels of the Judeo-Christian tradition who brought spiritual consciousness into form. I saw the beautiful seedbeds that represent the evolving consciousness of humanity. I perceived the great love and benevolence with which god-men attend their garden and how they irradiate the clusters of luminous god-seeds that make up humanity with the purest divine light. I witnessed how they have nourished our growth for an almost immeasurable time, and the great joy they feel when a seed finally sprouts.

After years of stumbling blindly in the darkness, I slowly found my bearings in this more lucid realm of human multidimensionality. To integrate my new awareness, I had to let go of ingrained false beliefs about my world and myself. Over time I came to understand that a new chapter of the human story is unfolding—a segment of which is expressed in the mythologies of ancient peoples around the planet.

As was predicted in ancient texts and prophecies, nonindigenous cultures are now beginning to perceive what ancient cultures accepted. Pioneers in science and in the study of human consciousness are enhancing our understanding of human potential. New findings in quantum physics and cosmology are expanding our comprehension of human capabilities and of the universe itself.

There is indeed something new under the sun—a different dynamic unfolding in the human story. A higher order is beginning to reshape both our world perspective and our view of ourselves. As the ancients predicted, the human god-seed is beginning to awaken.







INTRODUCTION



WE LIVE IN A TIME DESCRIBED BY RENOWNED MYTHOLOGIST  Joseph Campbell as a “terminal moraine of myths and mythic symbols.” We have only fragments left of the rituals and symbols that once gave meaning to human existence. The old stories we tell about ourselves no longer inspire or enliven because they are disconnected from a whole system of belief and practice. In short, the old gods are dead. On the bright side, however, new ones are beginning to emerge.



Glimpses of the forms these new gods will take can be found in many early mythologies, including those originating in Egypt, Africa, Tibet, and other parts of Asia; among the Hopi Indians of the United States; and in other portions of the Americas. These cultural myths, unlike modern religious doctrines, do not lay claim to “the truth” for all people of all times. On the contrary, indications are that early cultures knew that each held a piece of the truth, the whole of which may be woven together from a multitude of different strands. It has also been suggested that ideas germinating simultaneously in diverse places eventually cross-pollinate, enriching the whole of humanity. For now, as the pollen-laden breezes continue to blow, only one thing remains certain: all world mythologies mirror the divine.



This book presents a glimpse of human existence as seen through the lens of the early people inhabiting Mesoamerica and Peru, particularly the Maya and Inca—a lens that will serve as a useful portal for viewing the coming New Age. Why Mesoamerica and Peru? In part, because the myths and prophecies of these enigmatic ancient cultures are rarely or erroneously addressed and deserve greater exposure. And more importantly, because their perspectives appear to play a formative role in today’s unfolding human consciousness.



Certainly, the idea of a human god-seed is hardly unique to the Maya and Inca. Many early cultures saw themselves as children of light. What is unique about their fecund idea of divinely engendered human beings is the eclectic revisioning of the human dream it is spawning. Research emerging from such diverse realms as quantum physics, cosmology, holography, and the study of human consciousness suggests that we are in the midst of a massive restructuring, altering both our perception of reality and our role in shaping it.



This new view of reality informs us that we are part of a larger whole; that we exist as fields within fields of increasingly refined energies; that ultimately we are beings of light, seeds of a tree of divine consciousness that fills the entire cosmos. Similarly, Mayan and Incan myths tell us that long ago, divine consciousness was seeded on this third planet from the sun creating the prodigy of an ancient divine lineage. Synthesizing the old understandings with the new findings, we learn that the codes to awakening our ancestral endowment—namely, our inner light—may lie hidden within the structure of our DNA. One by one, as we begin to remember who we are, a new consciousness will emerge. Then as soon as this revisioning reaches a critical mass, it will trigger an evolutionary leap to a new human species—the long-awaited, quantumly endowed spiritual human known to ancient cultures as the child of light. Throughout this book, I refer to this new human as the god-seed.



Where are we now in this unfolding adventure? We are entering an era marked by a new millennium, a new world-age, and a new precessional period. Replacing the fading worldview of unchanging, three-dimensional space within continuous time is a revolutionary worldview that tells us we exist in a dynamic state of “unbroken wholeness.” In other words, as you will see in the pages that follow, we are well on our way to a collective transformation.



Although this book contains substantial documentation, I am not a scholar. My purpose has been simply to synthesize information from a variety of sources. As such, the book is best approached as a narrative tapestry infused with fact, oral transmission, and human imagination.



To understand the story of the human god-seed—an archetype, or blueprint, for the development of human consciousness—we must first step through some conceptual doorways. In Chapter 1 we’ll be leaving behind the flash and glamour of our materialistic society and immersing ourselves in a world alive with shamanic activity. This chapter tells the story of the god-seed from the perspective of a young Inca priestess named Wayu—a mamacona, or Virgin of the Sun (women disciples of the ancient arts who served the pachamama, or Cosmic Mother)—who lived about 500 years ago in the high citadel of the Peruvian Andes we now call Machu Picchu. The information that inspires Wayu’s story is drawn from both mythological and historical sources; it is best read, not so much for detail, as for an overall sense of perspective.
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