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“The Way of Miracles by Mark Mincolla is a practical look at how our superconsciousness can create miracles in our daily lives. The exercises Mark outlines are easy to follow and help elevate the conscious mind. I highly recommend this book for everyone who wants to experience the joy of miracles.”

—Lynn Andrews, New York Times bestselling author of the Medicine Woman series

“Mark Mincolla’s The Way of Miracles teaches us what we all need to know; that we can create our own miracles every day. I have been writing about this truth for decades and it is time for us all to wake up to our potential for self-induced healing. The Way of Miracles is a guidebook we can all utilize and understand that we all must die someday but that when you create a life you love, the side effects are very therapeutic.”

—Bernie Siegel, MD, author of No Endings, Only Beginnings and When You Realize How Perfect Everything Is

“In this groundbreaking book and film, we are taken on a transformative journey into healing that expands our sense of human healing possibility, while grounding us in scientific research that explains why what is considered ‘miraculous healing,’ is actually our human birthright.”

—Shamini Jain, PhD, founder and CEO of Consciousness and Healing Initiative

“This book is a fantastic combination of an interesting read and a resource of life-changing information. I love the depth of knowledge and encouragement, and found myself making copious notes while reading chapter after chapter. It’s a must-have for anyone interested in living a better, healthier, and more peaceful life.”

—Dr. Georgina Cannon, award-winning author, international expert on hypnosis and the mind-body connection

“As Dr. Mincolla points out, ‘Here in the West, the very essence of life is rooted in materialism.’ While there are many undesirable consequences of living in a materialistic age, one of the most significant is having lost sight of the miraculous, of which our own existence and all of life qualifies as such. As is pointed out in his book, the key to overcoming materialism and restoring our capacity to know the miraculous is to simply turn back to the spiritual, to the superconsciousness, to awareness itself our very own nature.”

—Paul J. Mills, professor and chief of Family Medicine and Public Health, University of California, San Diego

“In The Way of Miracles, Mark Mincolla describes how we can increase the probability that we will achieve desired outcomes and even generate miracles. He explains that we can do this by changing our guiding star to be our inner connection to Source instead of information in our external world and our ego consciousness. Offering stories of his and his patients’ experiences—and information about neurobiology research, states of consciousness, nutrition, and practices of various spiritual traditions—he has made this an eminently useful and interesting book for anyone seeking tools for transformation.”

—Carl Greer, PhD, PsyD, author of the award-winning bestseller Change Your Story, Change Your Life

“The Way of Miracles focuses on a number of fundamental aspects of human life and explores the many possibilities available to all of us. Health and healing are often approached as goals to achieve in an external universe. However, both wisdom traditions and modern science seek wholeness in many similar ways. These can provide modern medicine with novel ways and tools to benefit humans. Modern quantum mechanics, like the ancient philosophical schools, places great emphasis on the role of the mind and how it interacts with what is perceived as an external cosmos. An evolving, yet eternal reality of Existence, in the field of what is certain and what is possible, all direct us to understand that complementarity, universality, and interactivity underlie our very lives. As such, the miracles that Dr. Mark Mincolla brings forth from his own professional experience may be quite common in health and healing, allowing ancient and modern views of Consciousness the central emphasis which can indeed change us in profound, in miraculous ways.”

—Menas C. Kafatos, Fletcher Jones Endowed Chair Professor of Computational Physics, Chapman University

“Mark Mincolla’s The Way of Miracles sets the stage for you to create your own miracles. Leaving nothing to chance, he starts with his own journey to wholeness pulling you into this page turner. You will mark up and re-read, as you shift and evolve into your own wholeness, ultimately leading you to open the creative force within you. This is the key to unleash the power of miracles in you. An inspiring read it will expand your consciousness, making you a miracle worker, whether you believe it or not!”

—Maureen St. Germain, author of bestsellers Waking Up in 5D, Opening the Akashic Records, and Beyond the Flower of Life

“The Way of Miracles is a lucid exploration of the fundamental state of all existence as pure consciousness in a field of infinite possibilities. This state of wholeness is also the basis of all healing. When we are whole, we are holy and healed. Mark Mincolla’s personal journey of healing, and his understanding of states of consciousness as the basis of all experience, is profound. This book should convince you that life and existence are miracles and healing is a return to our original state of truth, awareness, and bliss.”

—Deepak Chopra™, MD, bestselling author of Metahuman
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This book is dedicated to Fabiola Roht, who inspired me and supported me every step of the way.






Our Source is boundless. It is part of the infinite Universal field of superconsciousness. It is a field that is unlimited, and it is where miracles are bountiful!

—Mark Mincolla, PhD




[image: ]







Foreword

This book has provided a greater appreciation of how miracles occur and how we, as individuals, are responsible for bringing them to fruition. I immediately related to Mark’s understanding of how a person makes miracles in their life; I’ve personally experienced them, as you probably have. When miracles happen, we don’t always recognize them because we haven’t been instructed about the roles they play in our lives. Our analytical mind tends to set them aside as a moment of no consequence, when, in fact, the smallest miracle can be life altering. Mark provides methods and lessons for moving beyond the limited concept of nonacceptance to an all-encompassing cognitive awareness that can manifest miracles.

It’s not difficult to achieve miracle-making possibilities, but it does require more than intent. The pathway to making miracles includes expectation, learning to follow or think with one’s heart, and ultimately living in superconscious energy. Training the conscious mind to exist without fear, to broaden its perspective of the reality in which we exist, which includes all of the unseen energetic realities, and to be receptive to the limitless power of the Source prepares the way for healing and regenerative miracles that can truly affect one’s life.

    —Brit Elders, CEO of ShirleyMacLaine.com






Introduction

When I look around me, I see a world increasingly overcome with dis-ease and a healthcare industry that is increasingly out of touch with the deeper healing needs of the people it struggles to serve. It treats symptoms instead of substance and rarely exposes the fact that we need to heal, to be whole, on many different levels of our being. Because of this, I feel it’s important to share a blueprint for optimum healing and health that I have utilized with tremendous success.

I’m a healer, a practitioner of natural, nutritional medicine. I’ve performed over sixty thousand consultations during the past thirty-seven years and feel blessed to have been a part of an unprecedented number of miracle healings during that time. Other physicians labeled most of these healing transformations hopeless, yet, miraculously, they happened.

The question is, Why did impossible recoveries happen?

While there’s no question that personalized nutritional therapy contributed to the restoration of health, I realized that these miracles happened because of something beyond superfoods, special diets, and nutritional supplements. There was a very different kind of action present, an action that took both the patient and me, the practitioner, to another level.

The difference is superconsciousness, an energy that knows no boundaries. It’s achieved by merging personal consciousness, or omnipresent awareness, that we are with that of the Universal mind.

By elevating the level of our awareness, we can access and attain the unlimited power of our whole being, and every one of us can create miracles that heal and inspire our lives. The Way of Miracles: Accessing Your Superconsciousness is a tool to help everyone connect to this ultimate healing power.
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As unlikely as it may sound, I was making plans to write a book and make a documentary film about my patients’ healing miracles when I found myself suddenly thrust into a series of unexpected, life-changing events that resulted in my own desperate need for a miracle. This is my personal journey from factors that led to my own health crisis, to my complete brokenness, to my awareness and wholeness of a total transformation. This is something I never expected to write about, but I am because I feel it is important to share. Obscure life factors can affect any of us at any time, and they can be destructive on many levels. My journey might help you understand how each element of superconscious healing nurtures the others and how the wholeness, the completeness, of body, mind, and soul, merged with the superconsciousness of the Universe, can make miracles real.



While I don’t think I ever took it for granted, I did grow pretty accustomed to a good life that was highlighted by exceptional health. I was rather proud of the fact that I hadn’t needed or taken any pharmaceutical or over-the-counter drug for over fifty years. I ate extremely well, took nutritional supplements, and exercised regularly. Then, in the early spring of 2014, virtually out of the blue, things took a swift and decided turn. I began to experience a variety of disturbing symptoms. I noticed that my mobility, especially on my left side, was becoming marginally restricted. I walked three miles a day, four days a week, so I was extremely attuned to my gait and form, and from time to time I could feel my left arm swing with less verve on my morning walks. I began to notice that by the time the end of the workweek rolled around, I felt markedly drained both physically and mentally. The conditions were slowly worsening, and a host of other symptoms gradually began to appear.

By the winter of 2015, all my joints and muscles had become painfully inflamed. I’d lost eighteen pounds in the span of about three months, even though my diet and calorie intake had remained consistent. My entire nervous system began to feel hypersensitive and agitated. I was anxious and, at times, uncharacteristically panicky. These symptoms persisted and worsened over the next year and a half, and then all at once, in the early summer of 2016, I started to develop hand tremors and was beginning to experience a noticeable diminishment of my motor skills. My once-razor-sharp brain began to struggle with the simplest cognitive challenges. I was having some trouble forming words and speaking with the confidence and fluidity that I’d grown so accustomed to. Suddenly, once-simple tasks like standing erectly, walking, talking, getting dressed (buttoning buttons, tying shoes, and threading a belt), showering, turning over in bed, and cooking meals had become massive challenges. Even though my diet and exercise protocols were optimal, my body was overproducing a flood of highly inflammatory stress hormones that were beating me up. I remember feeling as though my body and mind were betraying me. In fact, this was so much so that by the fall of 2016, I felt as though I no longer knew who I was. The utter sense of dislocation from a core self, once strong and reliable, led to a morose dimming of my spirit.

It was becoming clear to me that I’d become a victim of my own choices. There may well have been biochemical factors contributing to my systemic breakdown, but I couldn’t deny that stress, overwork, and self-betrayal were playing a significant role in all this. Amid all these physical and mental challenges, I also had to admit that radical changes in my personal and business lives had catapulted my mental stress to a level ten. I’d recently signed a major publishing deal and managed to push through a tight window of back-to-back book deadlines that amazingly resulted in two best sellers and a Nautilus Book Award for the most visionary book of the year. Both books were swiftly written, produced, and on the shelves within a nine-month period. During that time, I appeared on The Dr. Oz Show, as well as a variety of other network television programs, and did hundreds of radio interviews. I was also barnstorming around the country, performing seminars and doing secondary-market interviews while the energy of vajra honed in on me.

There’s a unique process of ascension and attainment through purification that, in the esoteric doctrine of Buddha, is called vajra, or “the great thunderbolt.” It represents a sudden, dramatic shift of energy with the power to lift us up and out of, and to hurl us beyond, our long-suffering karmic evolution. Vajra is like a sudden unexpected shockwave that forever alters the course of our life, as opposed to the gradual process of Sanchita Karma, which prompts us to reach attainment step by step. Vajra propels us, abruptly and without warning, into attainment. The great intensity and shock of vajra can be extremely taxing on the physical body and is, in some cases, life-threatening. In fact, by imposing such a forceful karmic shift, vajra not only creates miracles but can leave us needing one. I was quickly falling into that category.

It was all shaping up to be nothing short of a cataclysmic period in my life. I always subscribed to the philosophy that everything is always on the table, but there was simply no more room on my table. Cause and effect seemed to be out of sequence and spiraling out of control. It was as though every negative effect was giving birth to a new cause that only produced the next set of effects. Many of the karmic decisions that I’d made leading up to that time had amassed to create a tipping point that had now come home to roost. It was obvious to me that I was experiencing a complete reordering of my life. It was as though I was on an installment plan, paying for the karmic debt accumulated from this and all my previous lives.

At home I had a thriving practice. I was seeing a dozen patients a day, did a weekly radio show and a bimonthly nutrition segment on Boston’s Fox television affiliate. All of these strange physical changes were a backdrop to a very demanding life, and I simply didn’t have time for them. Worse, my personal life was hitting a most unforgiving wall.

One realization I had of significant importance had to do with self-betrayal. Regrettably, I’d compromised many of my most integral needs throughout much of my life. I’d become programmed to give, but I did not know how to receive. Growing up the last of four in a family environment where harmony was a precious and rare commodity, I was accustomed to taking on the role of the peacemaker, even as a young child. And though I was born to heal, growing up having to be a healer took a lot out of me. My needs often took a back seat to a host of ongoing dramas. Subsequently, many of the relationships I’d formed throughout my life were unconscious reactions from my wounded-child self, rather than the conscious action of my higher self. I’d become selfless to the point of debilitation. I was the initiator, the enabler, the caregiver, and the apologizer. Now I had to contend with the cumulative karma from years of genuine self-denial. I felt that I was genuinely a good person because I diligently tried to be good to everyone. Everyone, that is, but myself. I was beginning to realize that in order to become a great man, I would have to learn to be honest, appreciative, and good to myself.

I was learning the hard way that the selfless suffer unto themselves. When I was in free fall, many of those I’d chosen to surround myself with were either not willing or not capable of rendering unconditional support. Moreover, there were even those, some who were closest to me, who actually chose to pile on when I was down. Words like friend and lover lost their clarification during that time. I learned that until you truly love and befriend yourself, you simply can’t trust your own judgment to create healthy relationships. I knew that this was about me, and the plain truth was that my spirit had been dis-eased for so long that my body was now riddled with disease.

Regardless, something needed to change, and I decided to take immediate action. I felt that this was likely a case of something fairly elusive like Lyme disease and/or a retrovirus, and because, in my view, the world of orthodox medicine struggles with such nebulous conditions, I decided to initiate my healing process by working on myself. I began comprehensively assessing myself through my own system of energy diagnosis. According to my analysis, the causal root of my symptoms was an acute neurological inflammation from a chronic bacterial infection, coupled with accompanying retrovirus (chronic RNA viruses that replicates by inserting a DNA copy) and fungal infections from mold exposure. I wondered how this could have come on so swiftly and with such intensity. It was clear that long-term stress and self-betrayal had all but obliterated my immune resistance. I remember thinking that it was imperative that I manage this dire situation, as my condition was worsening with each passing day.

I immediately began following a strict anti-inflammatory diet. My dietary adherence went from 85 to 100 percent compliance. I made sure that absolutely no form of dairy, wheat, yolks, corn, nuts, seeds, fermented food, alcohol, or processed sugar came within a scintilla of my palate. I began supplementing with 1,100 parts per million of antibacterial colloidal silver, 3,600 milligrams of Monolaurin to fight the retrovirus, and homeopathic yeast-mold drops for the mold (fungal) exposure. Despite these initial efforts, my condition continued to decline. On top of the dis-ease, I was dealing with both die-off and Herxheimer effects, which meant that as I killed off the infectious microbes, they were releasing toxins that were dumping directly into my bloodstream. I was beginning to get the idea that this was no ordinary health crisis, and I felt like I was up against mutated, stealth microbes.

I gave in and contacted a medical doctor friend because instinctively I realized this was a case where allopathic, traditional Western medicine and naturopathic medicine can complement each other. My plan was to have my blood thoroughly screened by a reliable laboratory. My doctor performed a comprehensive series of blood screenings. The results revealed that I did indeed test positive for Lyme disease (neuroborreliosis), mycoplasma infection, which is a bacterial infection, and Epstein-Barr virus, which is a stress-induced virus. I frequently enjoy hiking in the woods and apparently managed to get a tick bite during one of my excursions. With all the stress in my hectic life and the immunodeficiency issue caused by the bacterial and viral infections, I was especially susceptible to the effects of that small creature’s bite.

I left no stone unturned regarding forms of treatment. Between 2015 and 2018, I cycled through fifty to sixty natural and pharmaceutical medicines and employed the services of medical doctors, nurse practitioners, laser therapists, acupuncturists, chiropractors, massage therapists, Chi Gong practitioners, Reiki therapists, psychologists, energy healers, and psychics. I was desperate. Despite the various therapies I employed, the unceasing physical, mental, and emotional pain that I was enduring only intensified.

By 2017 the pain had dramatically increased, and I began to lose strength, mobility, and balance in both my upper and lower body. By the autumn of 2017, I could barely walk. I didn’t have enough strength in my back and legs to even hold myself up. I felt as though my muscles were dying.

Due only to the power of my spirit and commitment to my patients, I managed to make it to work every day and somehow found a way to function, though barely, during this period. Patients would come in, and I would counsel them as best I could from a seated position and in great pain. It was more difficult than I can ever adequately explain. I chose to be completely honest with my patients about what I was going through. Every moment of every workday, I had to fight through the intense misery, pain, and yes, even shame. I am a deeply spiritual man but still so very mortal. I had yet to fully overcome my human pride. I worked very hard to get to where I was in my life, and I was still attached to the trappings of material success, physical beauty, and ego-based empowerment. It was clear to me that this was a time in my life when the Universe expected me to overcome those egocentric limitations.

With rapidly diminishing strength, balance, and mobility, not to mention depression, anxiety, and panic, I felt forced to socially cut myself off from the world. Out of necessity, I began to withdraw deeper into my inner sanctum. I recall flashing back to earlier times when I abhorred being alone. This time being alone turned out to be a very transformative time because I had an opportunity to review my soul and spirit evolution. I came to realize that by allowing my lofty goals and visions to overwork me and turn me into a “human doing” rather than a human being, I’d betrayed myself, and in the understanding of that, I was able to forgive myself. Through meditation and prayer, I managed to finally develop a deep and loving relationship with my once-forgotten self. This was clearly an equalizing time of my life when I was expected to learn to love being alone with myself, a time when I could exorcise any and all my demons of self-contempt. I could actually feel that as my body was contracting, my soul and spirit were expanding.

I’d always resonated with the Hindu belief that everything comes down to karma and moksha. Everything we think, say, and do results either as karma (negative consequences of our actions) or as moksha (liberation from suffering). I realized that at that point in my life, many of my karmically ill-fated decisions were returning to haunt me. My unconscious mind was hiding deep inner turbulence that reverberated through my soul. I realized that my dialogue with self was obscured by the influence of the deep wounds from my earlier life. My dysfunctional relationship with myself had resulted in unhealthy relationships with others. My spirit was dis-eased, and my body could no longer hold up under the strain. I was on an installment plan paying dearly for my moksha.

On the evening of July 2, 2018, my partner, Fabiola, was my dinner guest. We enjoyed each other’s company for several hours and began to wrap up our time together at approximately eleven o’clock.

She left my apartment, and as was my custom, I didn’t deadbolt my front door until after I returned from getting myself ready for bed. Immediately after she left, I stepped into the bathroom, and as I did, my balance became very unsteady. The next thing I knew I was face down on the cold, hard tile of the bathroom floor. Worst of all, I couldn’t move a muscle. As I lay there motionless, I was forced to both breathe in and swallow a mix of toxic bathroom cleaning agents that I knocked over when I fell. I literally could not move my head out of the way. I was trapped in my own body. I remember thinking, Am I paralyzed? Do I have a concussion? Am I bleeding? What just happened to me?

Whenever Fabiola and I visit with each other, we always text each other with a good night wish before retiring. I wasn’t able to reach my phone because I couldn’t move. As I lay helpless on the floor, I hoped and prayed that both the absence of a final good night text and an unlocked front door would result in my discovery. I remembered that just prior to Fabiola’s departure, she and I had engaged in a three-hour conversation about “needless worry.” I couldn’t help but wonder if the nature of that conversation might negatively influence my chances for a swift rescue. As the hours passed, I slowly began to realize that this dilemma had a divinely purposeful nature to it.

I had endured nearly five years of chronic, excruciating pain, inflammation, and overwhelming fatigue, as well as profound mental and emotional debilitation. Now, I found myself completely benumbed on a bathroom floor, inhaling toxic chemicals. I was vacillating between wondering if I was going to die that night and not knowing if I wanted to live anymore anyway. I was paralyzed, and the thought of living in a mind without a body was devastating to me.

As I lay there despondent, I was tormented by the very deepest and darkest of thoughts. I remember thinking at that time that I had a crucial question to answer, and that was, How is my spirit? I came to realize that my spirit was all I had during those years of hell, and now, under these acutely dire circumstances, I needed to know if it was still determined or even willing to live. At that point, I truly didn’t know the answer. As my physical body lay broken and trapped on a bathroom floor, my entire inner being struggled with that question. Every second was an eternity. This was the lowest point in my life, and it felt as if all the light had been extinguished.

Do I want to live? I asked myself.

I honestly don’t know was the answer.

There was even one point when I felt ready, willing, and able to give up my life and liberate my spirit from my body.

Then, inexplicably, I felt my spirit suddenly rise up above my body. In what seemed like an instant, I saw my entire life pass before me. At first, I was convinced that I was indeed dying and that my spirit was, in fact, leaving my body. Then, all at once, as if my voice belonged to someone else, I started screaming at the top of my lungs. “Help! Can anybody hear me?”

By asking for help, I got my answer! My spirit wanted to live!

Nobody heard me, but it didn’t matter. I’d fallen into a bottomless black hole, but now I knew I’d begun my ascent. As I lay there motionless on that hard tile floor, I had made the most important decision I’d ever made in my entire life, and I made it with an unparalleled degree of certitude. I felt a cataclysmic shift within me, from desperation to determination. I decided that I was going to go ahead with the writing of this book and producing The Way of Miracles film, and if need be, I would write, conduct interviews, present lectures and seminars, go on book tours, and take patient appointments from a wheelchair. I was suddenly steadfast and resolute about living an uncompromised life! I felt a desire to live as never before. Moreover, my spirit understood that I had to fall in order to rise and that declination and ascension are inseparable.

It had finally become clear to me that I had to reach this low point in my life as part of my transformational destiny. I knew that I would have to confront many difficult circumstances and people in my life. Lying on that floor, I suddenly understood just how precious my entire life was and how much I needed me! Vajra, the great thunderbolt, had come to awaken me to me! There were still more questions than answers, but the most important question had been answered by my spirit. I wanted to live with a determination to be fully alive, regardless of whether or not my body was capable.

Finally, after a fourteen-and-a-half-hour eternity, I heard Fabiola’s voice calling to me. As it turned out, she did indeed feel unsettled about my having never sent that good night text and was suspicious that something was wrong. As I heard her voice, I breathed a sigh of relief, and I remember thinking, Thank God I didn’t deadbolt the front door!

I called back to her, and she entered the bathroom. The first thing I heard her say was that there was no sign of bleeding. She then attempted to gently lift me up but couldn’t. I was absolute dead weight. I asked her to call my son, Nick, who was at work at the time. He arrived in approximately forty-five minutes, gently lifted my immobile body, and carried me to the bed. I spent the next ten days in convalescence at home. This was no small task as I was completely unable to move my body. I thank God for those dearest to me. Fabiola, Nick, my daughter, Vanessa, and my friends Siobhan, Jim, Lisa, and Kelly led the way for the next ten days. I had to be carried to the bathroom, shopped for, cooked for, fed, shaved, bathed, and dressed, and when none of them could be there for me, they made sure that someone else was. They took care of all my bodily needs, but more than that, they fed my soul with love and made certain that my spirit remained elevated. It was their care and compassion that brought me through to the other side of my darkest hour.

As that first week passed, everyone, including me, had serious doubts as to whether I would ever fully recover. I was paralyzed and wondered if this was going to be a permanent state. During many deeply personal moments, of which there were many, I prayed and meditated to cultivate superconsciousness. I was determined to program my being for a miracle healing.

At the ten-day mark, I was still immobile and had only experienced slight improvement. Due to my holistic background, I’m not inclined to use pharmaceutical medicine, nor am I inclined to go to hospitals; moreover, I didn’t believe that there was a soul on earth who could talk me into such a prospect. I know that sounds crazy to some, but that is who I am. Nonetheless, following some intensely sobering conversations with Fabiola, I deferred to a plan to get my partially paralyzed body out of bed, down three flights of stairs, into a car, and off to the nearest hospital. I knew that tall task was going to require a miracle. Nick had to carry me, and each and every step down the three flights of stairs of my apartment building was a journey unto itself. It’s a truly humbling experience to have your brain generating all the energy it can muster, messaging your legs to move… and absolutely no electrical connection. Somehow, we got it done, and soon I was comfortably settled in a wheelchair, checking into the hospital.

The hospital personnel ran a comprehensive series of blood tests and brain scans. My vitals were continually being monitored, even to the aggravating point of interfering with my sleep and rest. I remember the shock of hearing that I weighed in at 134 pounds! My average weight had always been about 162.

After a day or so, a team of doctors and neurologists was evaluating me. I explained to them all that blood tests previously ordered by my doctor had discovered that I was suffering from a type of Lyme disease, mycoplasma, and Epstein-Barr virus. The hospital doctors simply didn’t want to hear anything about any such nouveau diagnostic contentions. Orthodox medicine is simply not prepared to accept the evolving reality of these “New Age” illnesses. They are more drawn to the idea of focusing on symptoms. What classic disease does the patient’s symptoms reflect? Then, they simply prescribe pharmaceutical medicine to shut down the expression of the symptoms.

Neuroborreliosis is a type of Lyme disease, and its symptoms mimic Parkinson’s disease. Without a spinal tap, and based solely on symptoms, doctors tend to simply diagnose such conditions as Parkinson’s. This is exactly what they did with me. They then prescribed Sinemet, a medication that increases the brain’s levels of dopamine, an organic chemical that functions as both a hormone and neurotransmitter. It’s responsible for the communication between nerve cells in the brain, especially in the substantia nigra, a body movement center.

Among the many blood tests my doctor ran weeks prior was a dopamine test. I found it interesting that the test revealed that I actually had elevated levels of dopamine! This could only mean that I wasn’t distributing and absorbing it efficiently. Instead, my body was depositing it in a way that rendered it unavailable for my brain. I knew I wasn’t going to get anywhere with the medical orthodoxy on these issues. While I was pleased that the Sinemet seemed to help with my symptoms, I more or less put the diagnosis debate on hold.

After spending five days in the hospital, I was taken by ambulance to a rehabilitation clinic, where I spent a week learning how to walk again. My doctors at the hospital were certain that I’d need a minimum of two full weeks of rehab, plus ongoing physical therapy on a bi- or triweekly basis once I returned home. I was told that I would likely not be able to work again. My vision was also very different. But I had communicated with my soul, and I knew what I wanted. I was determined to walk again, go home in one week, rehab at home by myself, and get back to work in three weeks.

I checked into rehab late on a Friday afternoon. A small part of me was a little depressed as I thought back to the many enjoyable Friday evenings and weekends I’d spent in my life. This overwhelming chapter in my life was unlike anything I’d ever experienced. That didn’t matter because the biggest part of me remained all business! I was determined to walk again and soon! I couldn’t wait to hit the classes in the rehab gym. In fact, I barely got started when I doubled up on my rehab schedule. I was present and accounted for in every class I signed up for. While clearly impressed with my effort, the instructors were doing their best to temper my expectations. In fact, every healthcare professional I worked with during those two weeks had a vision very unlike mine. I was headed in a very different direction because I was coming from a very different place.

At first, I commuted back and forth from class and up and down the halls in a wheelchair. Just prior to my first class, I was assigned a walker for my exercises. I found this depressing but remained determined to accomplish my goals. I must admit, those first classes were demanding and exhausting. It took every ounce of strength in me to walk fifteen to twenty feet with a walker, and it took all of the balance I could muster to do it in a straight line. I remember feeling envious, and bit resentful, as I watched the instructors demonstrating the exercises with ease. As I watched them, I thought, I absolutely refuse to go on this way! I will go on to experience a complete recovery!

During my second day at rehab, I began to reflect on the miracle recoveries that so many of my severely and terminally ill patients had experienced over the past three and a half decades. While there were secondary reasons for the miraculous turnaround of each of them, there was always one pivotal common denominator: the spirit of superconsciousness permeated our healing work together. When you get right down to it, that’s the key source of miracle-making magic. Now it was time for my miracle, I thought.

I engaged in superconscious prayer, meditation, and trance later that evening. The next day I made my greatest progress in physical therapy. My mobility and balance had taken a quantum leap forward overnight! As the week went on, I continued my superconscious cultivation, and my progress continued at an astonishing rate. I was well on my way to creating my miracle. About three weeks later, I was at last able to walk a bit. At that time, I added some powerful, antimicrobial herbal medicines, namely, banderol, cumanda, burbur, houttuynia, and oregano oil.

After strictly following this regime for eighteen months, I was completely recovered. While I do still experience some occasional minor symptoms, I’ve progressed from acute pain and paralysis to once again being fully functional. I now walk eight miles per week at a pretty moderate clip, and while there are many important factors that went into my miraculous turnaround, I attribute my success to my day-to-day dedication to superconscious prayer, meditation, and trance manifest.


Soul Reminders I Needed to Experience

Like so many others, I perceived the events of my life as separate and without an intertwined connection. Prior to my unexpected healing miracle, I lived my life unaware of any real connection between brokenness and wholeness. I only recognized the pain that resulted from my lack of connection to self. I didn’t understand that being broken created an opportunity to receive and be filled.

But, true to the Universe’s law of wholeness, the gaping wounds of my brokenness created openness that made room for my transformational growth and liberation. I finally realized that the more broken I was, the more opened up I became. The greater the degree and depth of my distress, the greater my need was to be filled full. In the end, it was my agonizing brokenness that gave birth to my deepest fulfillment.

Discovering the Wholeness of Everything

Many sacred doctrines attempt to drive home the point that suffering is not without purpose. I had heard the message a thousand times, but it was only through a superconsciousness miracle moment that I came to truly understand suffering as an inseparable part of a greater whole, which includes healing and rebirth.

Conversations about brokenness bring to mind suffering. But from the superconscious perspective, there’s a sacred quality to brokenness. In order for us to appreciate such a quality, we must first come to understand that breaking is not an ending but a continuation. Life is like a river that flows ever forward. In every moment of each lifetime, we give birth to a new, ever-unfolding “self.” As we grow, we break through and extend beyond a comfortable, womblike threshold of familiarity. Moving out of comfort to the unknown tends to be destabilizing because with it there is always some type of breakage.

Due to its ego-stripping nature, brokenness brings about purification. It eradicates all semblance of willpower and leaves room only for the true self. With the ego removed from the equation, all that remains is our soul, spirit, and heart. Although it might feel like an ending, brokenness isn’t. In fact, it represents a karmic continuum that begins and cycles over, and over, and over again with new beginnings.

Nothing avails the truth quite like brokenness. It absolves us of all grand illusions, leaving only a naked veracity that cuts to the bone. The darkness that appears to accompany brokenness is but a mirage that gives way to the resplendent light. Absolute brokenness brings you to a place where you are one with truth.

I mistook my brokenness as the beginning of an ending. It took me some time to know that there are no endings and nothing ever dies; everything merely changes. I had to find a way to make sense of all the changes that were destined to follow my brokenness. My miracle helped me make sense of these changes. I discovered that brokenness doesn’t take away anything. Instead, it gives. It gives the ultimate gift of awakening us to the presence of our true soul nature. Through the cracks of what may appear as absolute destruction shines the eternal light that reflects the self, which we truly are.

I have worked with many patients once terminally ill, now successfully healed, who got down on their knees and thanked their past illness for teaching them who they truly were. They chose to treat their illness as a sacred gift. They understood that breaking is an action; brokenness is a state, a state that we arrive at after extensive breaking. Nobody breaks once—we break constantly—but only so that we might constantly be made new.

The flow of life is not linear; it’s circular. Therefore, every state of brokenness will ultimately evolve to a state of wholeness. It was my tendency to perceive unfolding events in my life as a series of isolated, disconnected freeze-frames. I believed that whatever was to happen would just happen unto itself, without any sequential connection to what happened before it.

My miracle experience inspired me to become more aligned with superconsciousness, and superconsciousness opened me up to the integral interconnectedness of all events in my life, eternally. I now have a greater appreciation for the cyclical genesis of all and everything. I understand that brokenness ultimately transmutes to a state of unbrokenness by way of oneness. There is ultimately no line of separation between the two. There is only wholeness.

Acknowledging the Cycles of Life

And so it was, on a cold bathroom floor, I suddenly found myself engaged in a profoundly compelling conversation with death itself. In that moment, I awkwardly attempted to dispel any part of the great mystery that I could and was prompted to ask all the standard questions: What would my death be like? Would it be painful? Would I feel lost after I crossed into the unknown? Would I still be some semblance of me, at least in my mind? Of course, these questions all represented my response to death from the personal consciousness perspective. But I discovered that I also had an option to respond to the prospect of my death from a more superconsciousness vantage point.

Dying is a process that is initiated at birth and reaches a crescendo with the cessation of our mortality. There is no beginning to its endlessness. There is no terminus to the absolute absence of its presence. For all our intellectual sophistication and from a personal consciousness perspective, we know very little about death, for with death comes an unfailing amnesia. All we think we know about death is only what we’ve been able to glean from life and living. Beyond that, it’s a veritable free-for-all. Your guess is as good as mine. Most, but not all, view it with negativity.

Like brokenness, death, in all its formless manifestations, is perfectly aligned with life. Yes, even death is part of a greater wholeness. When I say “all its formless manifestations,” I’m referring to the fact that long before we actually pass on physically, we die a thousand deaths mentally, emotionally, and spiritually. While those thousand nonphysical deaths may have resulted in profound brokenness, what have we learned from them? Do you feel as though you’ve come to really understand the lessons of these agonizing states?

Have you ever felt imprisoned in such a deeply darkened moment that you suddenly found yourself engaged in an intimate conversation with the spirit of death? I did, and in so doing, I learned that there was no greater way for me to fully come alive than to entertain a conversation with death about the way I was living my life.

Spiritually, death is a word that speaks to transmutation. Materially, it suggests a baseless void that reaches far beyond brokenness. The great force of the event that it represents lies in its forcefulness. It thrusts each and every one of us into the ultimate transformation, the details of which remain a mystery even though I’d recently found myself completely conversant with it.

Several years ago I had an interesting conversation with a practicing Christian about a friend of hers who’d just passed away. I offered her my condolences, whereupon she remarked, “Oh, there’s nothing sad about his passing. He was a devout Christian, and he was a believer who’d accepted Christ as his savior. His funeral and wake will be something of a victory celebration for his saved soul.”

This made a strong impression on me. The profound truth of the association between death and victory was an awakening. This positive perspective of death that is shared by many world religions and spiritual disciplines is radically different than the standard material Western view.

Here in the West, the very essence of life is rooted in materialism. As a material culture, we are form based. If there’s no physical body, there’s no baseline for life as we know it, and if there’s no baseline for life, the result can only be no-thing-ness. Although Westerners may talk about soul and the prospect of its journey through eternity, we struggle to get beyond the conversation. In much of the modern West, death is simply seen as the end of life, a proposition for which there is no cause for celebration. In the materialistic world, celebrations are dedicated exclusively to life and are mostly reflective of productivity, growth, and success.

The personal consciousness of the Western mind is inclined to separate beginnings from endings. Living is synonymous with success, and death is tantamount to failure. In the East, there is no difference between life and death. They believe they are representative of one whole continuum, where life naturally flows into death and death gives birth to new life. These diametrically opposite perspectives reveal stark contrasts in consciousness. Personal consciousness is inclined to adopt the corporeal viewpoint. Superconsciousness, however, reflects the wisdom to understand beginnings and endings as a whole-istic perpetuity of opposites endlessly pouring themselves into each other.

With superconsciousness, all that lives evolves from a state of something to a state of nothing, which initiates the infinite field of everything. Every particle of life is simultaneously a reflection of something, nothing, and everything. Superconsciousness sees right through illusions. It understands that, just as birth is the ultimate illusion about beginnings, death is the ultimate illusion about the appearance of endings.

Personal consciousness makes us believers in endings and losses. When someone we know and love dies, we often speak of “losing” them. Superconsciousness knows that in death nothing is ever lost. It understands that it’s about every soul finding its way through eternity.

The personal consciousness view of death, not unlike its view of life, is profoundly self-limiting, if not debilitating. Its depiction of self is very much a stand-alone and independent entity. It sees self as completely absent of any integral connection with the Universe. That concept of self, mired in bleak isolation, powerlessness, and impermanence, is disconnected from the natural dictates of universal order.

The personal consciousness perception of self is based largely on weaknesses, rather than on strengths. It embraces mortality. It believes in the force of our will, rather than the power of soul. It honors achievement rather than attainment. Arguably, the greatest weakness of personal consciousness is its misperception of death, for this misunderstanding of death profoundly weakens the capacity to live life to its fullest.

If we are locked into personal consciousness, we move through our days in denial, as though we’re going to have them forever. We resent and defy the natural process of aging because it represents gradual death. We attach and cling to virtually every material aspect of life, hanging on as though once this incarnation ends, everything will forever fade to black.

We belong to a techno-mechanistic tribe. We are a cultural experiment defined by our collective vision of success. Never before has a society been so consumed by its drive for material advancement. We’ve all been weaned on a philosophy espousing the highest level of socioeconomic growth and monetary advancement. From our earliest beginnings, our process is a progressive one, as we advance from one year’s achievement baseline to the next. Once our schooling is over, this progressive evolvement continues with our work. As we increasingly expand our knowledge and expertise at work, we attain greater status, for which we are rewarded. Our life is all about growth, progression, and reward, until we die.

Through all those years of cultivating a living and achieving success, there’s always been a shadow of darkness lurking in the backdrop of our life. Not unlike the six-hundred-pound gorilla in the corner of the room, it’s virtually impossible to ignore. Nothing sabotages success and life quite like death. While we might choose to ignore it, we remain powerless in the bold face of its truth. There’s simply not enough addictive distraction available for us to deny its presence. It’s a stark reality we simply must surrender to in order for us to move through the evolution of a more real success.

To embrace the totality of wholeness, we should expand the consciousness with which we attempt to understand death. Through meditation, prayer, and the merger of the subconscious mind with the collective Universal consciousness, we engage our immortal self. By cultivating superconsciousness, we transform into that self that transcends death. It is superconsciousness that energetically transports our being to the immortal state where the mere actualization of our eternal nature exposes the great myth of death.

We are as morning drops of dew, once clinging to the velvety petals of a rose, then evaporated by the heat of the noonday sun, and forever destined to return with the rising mists of the midnight moon.

We fall to rise again, just as we return to awaken…

As mortals, we age and die. As immortals, we evolve and ascend. We only die to live, and we only fall to rise. We come into this temporal existence destined to fall hard and often because it’s only by falling hard and often that we’re driven to the spiritual ascension that leads to the highest attainment. Our greatest measure is not determined by our material achievement but rather by our spiritual attainment. Ascension and attainment are the natural results of the cause and effect of a protracted karmic evolution, but for a precious few, they’re about being thrust into the torrent of a transformational shift. Such was the case regarding my miracle story.

Understanding the Wholeness of Everything

In accordance with most ancient spiritual traditions, attainment is defined as the cultivation of consciousness aligned with the creator. Moreover, it’s generally accepted by most traditions that our principal reason for living is only so that we can evolve, transform, and ultimately reach the highest level of spiritual attainment. Attainment is the ultimate destiny of every soul, most commonly accessed through the step-by-step ascension of spirit through what the Hindus call Sanchita Karma, or gradual purification from the cleansing of mortal cause and effect. While Sanchita Karma brings us closer to attainment, it is an unending process. By continually facing and working though the many challenges of karma during our many lifetimes, we ultimately evolve in consciousness and ascend in spirit, on our way to reaching attainment.

A natural gravity-like response governs our karmic relationship with pain and suffering. The more intense our pain and suffering are, the greater our need is to ascend and attain. If we choose to resist and deny, the forces of our pain and suffering will continue to mass until they are responded to naturally. This is like a great universal fail-safe that guarantees a spiritual evolution, tempered by process. Our pain masses and deepens, and mortal solutions fail again and again, as a sacred gravity positions us more in the direction of a deeper spiritual cleansing. The greater our karmic repression, the more inevitable the likelihood we’ll be forced to contend with the great thunderbolt.

It’s important to remember that vajra isn’t a phenomenon that randomly appears in our lives. We unconsciously create it. Unconsciously is the keyword here. It is the intense pain and suffering that accompany our karma that generate the power that energizes the great thunderbolt.

Many are deeply perplexed as to the specific nature of the karmic conflicts they’ve come to contend with in this life. We awaken to each morning and engage in the rituals of each new day. We may not be aware of the details regarding the unfolding of our deeper karmic process, but we’re all too aware of the pain and suffering that accompany it. By attempting to deaden ourselves to the torment, we only serve to intensify it. As one day gives way to the next, pain and suffering masses on the unconscious level. The internal pressure within builds and builds, until all at once, it generates a powerful cleansing force, and it can open up a whole new vista and create a pathway to what is perhaps the greatest of all miracles: superconscious transformation.

While it’s certainly true that the prayer, meditation, and trance manifest that I practiced during the darkest period of my soul were important vehicles for manifesting my superconscious healing miracle, the most important way to cultivate superconsciousness is to live in the constant state of mindfulness.
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“Mark Mincolld’s personal journey of healing, and his understanding

of states of consciousness as the basis of all experience, is profound.”
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