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The mission of our times is to reinvent the human at the species level reflexively within the community of life systems in a time-developmental universe by means of story and shared dream experience.

—THOMAS BERRY



Introduction

Past-Life Regression for Personal Transformation

By therapist Gregory Paxson

You are about to begin a remarkable story: Barbara Hand Clow’s inner journey. And if you attune to it, you may begin a journey of your own. Through her travels into the past to find herself, she has found the Greater Self who transforms and reaches forth to touch and transform all who would have it.

The vehicle for this journey is Past-Life Regression, a technique for accessing memories from past incarnations. Many books have been written on the subject, examining past-life memories statistically, therapeutically, metaphysically, and emotionally. As far as I know, this is the first account of a series of regressions by the subject, rather than by the therapist or researcher.

This is Barbara’s story, told as an integral step on her own path of creation. My job is to describe the working approach that revealed what Barbara found within herself, and to unveil some of the thinking behind that approach.

This book is unique in a number of ways. It emerged from a new approach to past-life regression; we were using past-life memories as a direct vehicle for transformation, for taking major evolutionary steps. Here Barbara has shared verbatim the most powerful of those past-life experiences. Her story shows how a series of past-life regressions, guided to seek out the highest in self, can work miracles. It is a balanced, powerful, and efficient technique for quantum growth that is at one with the integrity of the person.

Through the eyes of Barbara’s past incarnations you’ll be able to enter the minds and lives of both mundane and extraordinary personalities. But in this approach, the extraordinary personalities are purposely sought out; they hold the energies of initiation, the keys that open the doors into transmutation. You will experience with Barbara the life and work of Aspasia, consulting the Oracle at Delphi in 1400 BC; Ichor, Initiate of Osiris in the reign of Amenhotep II; and the Roman Catholic priest in his true work as a Celtic seer. With these and others even more ancient, you will enter the interior of mysteries as old as life on Earth, recounted through the voices of those who lived them and in the context of their own time: when high spirituality was seen as a technical capability, working cooperatively with the higher energies of Creation and contributing that capability to the well-being of society.

In these ancient lives, you’ll find a model of spirituality different from our own: one having little to do with safety from sin or inner peace, but everything to do with practical service at a literally spiritual level. Here we see, spanning thousands of years, a model of spirituality in integral relation to society, having objective, rather than subjective, value in daily life. As you and I now step onto the threshold, or precipice, of the change of the Age, this “mystical” model of spirituality as an objective, technical capability is essential.

I still marvel at the consistency of the descriptions of ancient and unrecorded practices and techniques, coming from so many people who vary so greatly in their knowledge and beliefs. Or their accounts of cultures like Atlantis, so advanced it could self-destruct thoroughly enough to leave no trace, yet be described in consistent detail by at least a hundred of my clients. Barbara’s accounts of the energy work, the mysterious inner teachings, the ancient cultures, all are consistent with the accounts of many others. Even the extraordinary events of the last chapter of 
Eye of the Centaur are paralleled in my files.

Probably the most exciting approach to verifying the reality of past lifetimes is to bring forth a skill or ability from a past life, one that can be used by the present self. Since any one human contains so many variables, this is the least scientific approach; but since each one has a life to live, it’s the most rewarding. It is also the most personally substantial, since in the expression of a past-life capability in this lifetime, verification and growth are integral. My own experience, in remembering how to ski from an incarnation that ended years before my birth, was what moved me to begin my work in regression. For me, it raised the question of what great leaps might suddenly be feasible for any person—what wealth of possibilities lies within such easy reach? For Barbara, her first experience of that phenomenon occurred in a TV appearance, as she attuned to the robust enthusiasm of Erastus Hummel in making her presentation come alive as never before. The long-term changes in her life and work attest to the inherent power of attuning with the best in one’s past incarnations.

In working with any client, I look to all four venues of verification: symptom relief, accuracy of detail, statistical consistency, and the ease of reproducing past abilities. Of course, for all the possible evidence, reincarnation is an unproven notion. The existence of God is equally troublesome because in either case, or in matters of similar magnitude, there is no physical proof. It’s rather like trying to prove your love for someone. The circumstantial evidence, even though there is a wealth of it, is the best we have. Past-life regression holds far more promise than simply to verify reincarnation.

Past-life regression is a unique process in its own right, going beyond symptom relief or validation of belief. Regression gives us a means to explore a larger realm of reality from a personal point of view. Personal reality connects with a cosmic reality that is constant. That connection, and the power, authenticity, and efficiency of the process when correctly guided, distinguish past-life work from psychotherapy on the one hand, and from familiar techniques for spiritual development on the other. Therapy focuses on the personal; spiritual disciplines focus on the cosmic. Regression connects them, integrating personal healing and spiritual growth into one spontaneous process.

You are far more than this lifetime has yet shown you. Historically, each culture has favored certain human possibilities at the expense of others. You can know your own possibilities only by going back into lifetimes lived in other cultures, in order to find the resources fostered by people who saw life in ways fundamentally different from the way we see them in our present time. In accurately seeing, sensing, and feeling those other realms of yourself, you find the resonance of that long forgotten power awakening again in the present. That is the mysterious power of memory, and it is a power of refreshment, of new life in harmonic resonance with the ancient Earth of the heart. Such lifetimes become one’s teachers, most personal and direct, in a time when worthy teachers are hard to come by.

I have noticed that a history of certain kinds of psychological or functional disturbance is characteristic of individuals who have come into this lifetime with higher levels of awareness intact. Barbara’s early childhood experiences of “reality warp” and her attempted suicide at age five put her at the strong end of the range, but within it. Being born into this culture with one’s higher energies awake is likely to lead to an early life of loneliness and a sense of being out of place, at the very least. My general notion is that the Being of a client is working toward coming forth into the personality before me, and that a series of regressions will unveil the possibilities that lead to the making-whole.

Any one Being, through its various incarnations, lives far longer than any culture. Cultures, as expressions of the collective consciousness focused on specific areas of human evolution, vary in the kinds of learning and capability they favor. Thus conditions of any one culture may or may not be compatible with one’s essence, or with the expression of that essence one has chosen for this lifetime.

An existential schizophrenia has evolved in our own society, which is manifested in the inner lives of many of its inhabitants. Judeo-Christian culture is founded on the accounts of men to whom God spoke directly or through a burning bush, or who prophesied through their dreams, and reaches its height of fervency in the Teacher who raised the dead, restored sight to the blind, and, in a climax of a long series of miracles, resurrected himself after death. The binding thread that runs throughout is that there is a higher source of and value to our existence than we can perceive by physically objective means. The chasm between our fundamental roots in “the Seen and the Unseen” and the realm of scientific, rational knowledge of the tangible world “where we actually live” is broad and deep. It is as if we must individually and collectively choose between transcendent values and good sense—or attempt to hold these incompatible notions of reality within ourselves and, pretending there is no conflict, distance ourselves from Self.

Our schizophrenic split pits rationality against spirituality, and thus cannot be resolved by either of them. Meanwhile, the economic, political, ethnic, and environmental forces on our planet are converging toward a critical mass; our values are so split we can barely make out what’s happening, let alone what to do with it. Somehow we are never ready for the change of the Age.

The split is felt within our individual selves as conflict. The anxiety generated from that conflict seems to be coming from psychological, economic, or political imbalance: your choice. As a generation we are increasingly distant from the support systems of family and friends, we keep our jobs and spouses for shorter periods of time, and we are called upon to adapt more competitively to conditions that change faster. Our knowledge of the world has outgrown our knowledge of God. The traditional anchors of identity—love, work, and faith—shift and pull in the tides. Or go rigid.

And yet the conflict between rationality and spirituality is false. There is connective tissue between the realms of faith and the realm of the tangible, a connection that transforms conflict into a creative interaction of both. That connective tissue consists of a direct personal experience of higher reality, and the tissue strengthens into muscle as that experience is repeated, expanded, and lived out, becoming a bridge that joins faith and tangible Creation into a usable whole. That is what miracles and the “ancient mysteries” are about. That is what healers demonstrate in their daily work. That experience is one that past-life regression reliably generates: coming from openness rather than theory and belief, starting from right where you are.

This is the essential value of what Barbara shares here. Her personal experience of higher reality, including all of its wonder and technical virtuosity, and how it bridged and integrated her rational and faithful selves, is her gift to you.

GREGORY PAXSON

CHICAGO, ILLINOIS
OCTOBER 1985
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The Court Jester, the Roman,
and the Victorian Lady
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I remember exactly what it felt like to be an infant with clenched fists and kicking feet. All things were primal; emotions and actions were one. As I clenched my fist and pushed it out while kicking my feet, energy moved in my system freely, and my system responded automatically. There was no fear; there was no will or self-awareness. There was no difference between my self and the things around me; this was ecstasy.

I’m dancing in court! My tunic is tight around my waist and swirls into a skirt of bell-tipped points. It is made of green and gray felt, as are my shoes. My outfit looks like fish scales, and the bells ring as I jump and stomp my feet. The Gothic ceiling above me is high and ornate, and the arches are carved of brightly painted wood. Everything is carved, and painted red, green, yellow, and blue. There are lots of people around me, and I’m moving so fast. I am highly trained as a dancer and I am kicking my feet, bending over, and swooping with my hands. I’m twirling around fast, stomping my feet hard on the floor. The pointed shoes with bells are moccasins, and I’m thumping my heels on the tile. Music rings to the high ceilings as I strike my tambourine on my knee, shaking it and stomping hard and whirling. I am almost out of balance as I swirl close to the people laughing merrily.

There are beautiful ladies here, and I pay a lot of attention to them. Dangerously close, I smile at them. They pay no attention to me, but I’m free to look at them all I want. I can look at anybody as long as I keep dancing with the rhythm of the musicians. I’m fourteen, and my eyes are darting around my head because there is so much to see.

I leave when the dancing ends. The musicians file out as I dance along behind them. There are ten or twelve of them, and they are all older than I. We pass through a beautiful hallway with highly decorative green, red, and yellow floor tiles and carved wainscoting on the walls. The ceiling is very high with vaulting arches that are carved and painted in bright colors. We step down into a low archway to enter the servants’ quarters. Now the hall is narrow, the floor is wooden, and down a few stairs is the servants’ kitchen. Before going in, the musicians put their instruments down as I take off my pointed hat, heavy with bells. The planked table is long, with a bench on each side. We sit down and await our supper; we will be served soon after entertaining the court.

The kitchen is long and narrow with a high ceiling of dark wood. Its walls are stone, its beams are heavy, and it feels like a church. Everyone is in a festive mood, and we laugh and talk about the scenes in the court. The women musicians wear low-necked dresses for the pleasure of the Count and they tease me because I stare at their breasts pushed up high. They laugh and pinch my cheeks as we drink wine out of pewter-stemmed goblets. Pork roast slathered with sticky marmalade and surrounded by thick carrots is carried in on large platters. We soak the thick black bread in gravy. Then fruit is brought in, piled high in heavy bowls.

Later, I stumble down a narrow hallway with stone floors to the place where I sleep. The arches are triangular and made of wood, and the walls are stucco with heavy tapestries hanging on them to help absorb the relentless cold and dampness. The vaulted ceilings are dimly visible in the light from the sconces on the walls. The heavy wooden doors to my room have large iron rings and they creak when I open them. I enter and walk to the window, pushing aside the heavy fabric that covers it. The window is small with a thick sill. The sunlight outside is very bright, and the light sparkles in the bubbly glass. I open the window, and find that the walls of stone are so thick that I cannot reach through to the outside wall. It is the sixteenth century in Leipzig, and this building is already more than four hundred years old. There are bars in the opening. As I look out, I see yellow grass and intensely green trees. My thoughts turn to my studies.

My room has a small cot close to the floor and a dark wooden chair with a high back. My trunk has a few clothes in it, and there is a large leather-bound book on top. I don’t spend much time in here because the books for the house are in the Count’s library. The heavy book on the trunk is a Bible, and I open it. It begins with “Und der Lacht” drawn in ornate red and blue letters, but I do not like it. I like the books in the library better. This room is not where I spend my time. I like to dance in the court and study in the large library, and my name is Erastus Hummell.

As I lie in my crib in the fifth month of this lifetime, I feel Erastus as I swing my feet around and bump them hard on the side of my crib. I wonder if there were other ways to awaken this Renaissance jester in my muscles and bones to counteract the paralysis I feel in the air. During those early months, when my new life as Barbara organized my nervous system, I re-experienced Erastus as a systemic ecstasy. The present incarnation was thickening and threatening to overwhelm my fragile thread to total consciousness. This time it was the jester, my inner clown, who lit the candle of my spirit when I was temporarily blinded by a rare eye disease at five months.

My eyes were sealed shut for four days and nights. I was left alone in my crib, and no one seemed to be aware of my terror as my world sank into blackness. This was too much for my mother to cope with, and the nurses did not care. I was just left in my crib in the midst of inexplicable blackness, as if the gates of Hades had opened and engulfed me! Within a few hours, I was gripped by massive anxiety and terror, a terror so great that it seemed I lay awake for the entire four days and nights. All my deepest inner fears from my previous lives ripped through my system, accessing terrors so early and on a scale so intense that my will to live was challenged too soon. All the voices began echoing from the deepest recesses of my brain while I lay helpless and sightless in my crib.

They are taking me down the hallway of a prison. The cells are crowded with people, and others lie in the halls, sleeping in their rags and fleas. I cannot imagine who they all are. The soldiers holding me stumble over them and kick them, yet they do not rise out of their stupor. I thought they’d put me in one of those cells but they don’t. They pull my limbs so hard that I worry the sockets will not hold, as they take me down to a round room at the end of the hallway. I am a small man of twenty years. I’ve been brought into a prison in Rome and I’m frightened by the city. I’m from the country. This place smells, and look at those bars! The guards lead me into the round room. Inside there is only a wooden table covered with surgical instruments, and I know what they’re going to do: They’re going to castrate me! I only realized this when I passed through the barred doors. I start thrashing. My throat closes and I am suffocating. The light turns to thick gray fog, and adrenaline shoots through every cell of my body; my senses are obliterated. I’m pushing and shoving like a cornered wild animal against the five or six soldiers. I bite and I snap my head back when I see the golden blond hair and vacuous blue eyes of one soldier, who is enjoying it. The others don’t want to do this to me. But the little blond one leers at me as I try to bite him and claw him. It is hopeless.

As I lie on the table, I also feel like I am above my body watching it. They have removed my pants, and my genitals are exposed. I feel a naked terror as my mind is exploded by bright light surrounded by a deafening humming; existence ceases. A man comes in wearing a long white tunic, and he picks up a thin knife about four inches long. I see it from the outside, but not completely, and the hot pain is incredible! My pinned-down legs hurt almost as badly because I can’t move to release the shock in them. He cuts off one ball, and the blood spurts out like thick warm water. My sap splashes on the floor, my ichor. Then a sickening but relieving passivity overwhelms my mind. They lift me and haul me out of the room quickly and put me in one of the cells in the hall. There is a woman in the cell, and I collapse next to her, writhing in pain, with my knees doubled up. She caresses my back with long slow strokes as she stares at the ceiling with no expression on her face. She strokes my back until I black out.

No one stroked me during my blindness in this life. Another memory welled up from the deep during my blindness: the memory of my lifetime as the Victorian Lady from just before my birth in 1943.

First, I begin to merge into her body, but it is too close; she is my shadow. Like having two bodies in one, I can see her sagging brown-eyed face drifting through my reality. Just as I always see my own mother’s face when I look in the mirror, so also I see myself as her face from long ago. The drifting is an agony of feathery images moving like dust that I cannot grasp. As if only compressed terror could move me into her memory, I fight not to know the ultimate terror; I am going to suffocate in the spinning trap of a female spider.

As if only a female can know the full horror of the silken thread spun endlessly out of the female spider’s body, in my blindness I push frantically against my arachnid prison crib. My breathless nightmare mercilessly moves out of soft gray pillows of throat-catching, sticking saliva into the black pitiless tumbling.

The last picture my sightless brain activated was my crib spun into the nest of the female black widow, and then I became her. I broke all the rules of karma when I passed into her and became her. I became the woman who died eleven years before I was born in 1943.

The Victorian shadow speaks now. . . . I am a tall, bony woman with slightly curled medium-length brown hair. My skin is soft and loose, my nose is large with a bump on the ridge, and my eyes never focus directly on anyone. I wear a light-blue wool cashmere sweater with a brown cardigan pulled over it, and my wool skirt is brown and beige plaid from Scotland. I am dowdy, and I am almost forty years old. I will never throw my brown sweater out because it makes me feel secure, and I wear blue stockings with ordinary brown leather shoes. I stand on a large Oriental rug in an elegant wood-paneled room filled with heavy furniture. Everyone in the room is dressed in heavy winter clothes, and they are all very rich.

I look out the bay window to see a street scene of two- and three-story brownstones, as well as elegant buildings made of gray cut stone with small yards set off by lacy wrought iron fences. The wavy-glassed windows are cold and damp. Today there is no snow, yet the earth is frozen deep. There are a few fall leaves on the ground blowing around or frozen onto stiff grass. Chevrolets, Packards, and a few Fords are parked on the street.

It is Chicago in November, and my name is Leonore Brewer Cudahy. This house is a large corner house built in 1883; it is rigid and unbending like my relatives who’ve lived here all these years. This house is like a prison, but I am not allowed to say that to anyone. My soul is imprisoned in my body as my body is in this house. There is a clock on the mantel that says 9 a.m. I walk into the library across the hallway and see a 
New Yorker on the table; the date is November 17, 1928. I walk into the hallway to look in the mirror. I see my mother’s face instead of my own; I always do. Mother died when I was seventeen, just when I wondered if I was beautiful or not. Hers is a haughty face framed in a velvet feather-plumed hat, and behind that face, I see my own. I don’t like to see my face because I’m unhappy, so I look away. There is much to read in the striations of my eyes; it’s like gazing into a smoky quartz crystal ball.

I am the Victorian woman who is not around her children very much. Everything in this house is controlled by my husband’s mother and the servants, and of course, my husband. I can’t cook for my children, nor arrange their rooms, and the chauffeur drives them wherever they go. My mother-in-law criticizes me because I want to spend time with them and relate to them. It is as if I am toxic to my own children! She makes my children side with her family by keeping me away from them. I am passive and I don’t fight it. I let it all happen to me because the cells deep within my body are cancerous. My motherly feeling about my children does not matter to her. What matters is that the way of life that has always been will continue. She has absolute financial control over my husband. He does business as she pleases. This house feels like it belongs to her, since she owns everything. She controls all the wealth, and we exist on her gifts.

While eating a very formal dinner at the big table, I look at the children. They’re groomed and dressed up, and having a good time. I feel very weak, as if my children have more power than I do. I know why I feel weak. I’m sick, very sick. When I look in the mirror, I feel as if my reflection shows that I’m sick. It’s as if I’ve produced the children for somebody else. I love them so much, yet I feel trapped inside and I can’t reach out to them. I feel that if I tried to reach them, they would reject me because they’ve been conditioned to be cold toward me. I remember the first one, Michael, wearing all white when he was just an infant. I was twenty-four years old, but a nurse was appointed to take care of my baby. Everyone was always so afraid of germs! I would hold him for a little while, and then the nurse would take him away. Now, I sense this was not a good thing. I remember holding him when I was all dressed up. He was also dressed up, and I remember handing him back to the nurse. I was going out to dinner. Now it strikes me that this was not right but I can’t do anything about these things. My sense of life is holding my arms out and releasing my children to someone else. I’m dressed up as usual and I feel deaf and listless, and all my responses are automatic. I like the lake a lot, and I just had a memory of sailing in a boat. There are times when I sense a feeling of nature, but mostly I am in stone buildings where I can’t breathe.

Drifting, drifting, it is so oppressive. How can anyone stand to drift? I am lying still on my back holding a blanket, and the oppressiveness has gone on so long now that I stop drifting and just fall. I still cannot see. I fall softly like endless snow right back into my death in my last life. It is against all the rules of human karma, yet if a small baby suffers enough, it will die previous deaths in order to find a new path. This time I had to break through the passivity of the Victorian Woman in order to even activate my lungs and utter my first cry in this life.

Lying in my bed, I await my end with resignation. The cancer has finally won its battle. I’m forty-three years old, and I no longer care. All I wish is that my daughter would go away. Her cornflower blue eyes make me feel so bad that I choke. I am leaving her behind, and I wonder if anyone will hear me softly weeping. I wanted to be close to her, but I wasn’t. Now she stands there like a moment lost in time. She’s ten and she knows I’m dying. Like an animal, all I want to do is crawl away into a pit, but I can’t reject her now. I weigh only eighty pounds. She has light all around her. In this moment when she’s with me, she decides she will never live! She ingests my passive deathliness as if the cancer will start when the female hormones are later activated in her body. I am aware as she decides to die in her mind, and I know she will never even know the passion I felt when I was young.

We are both surrounded by silence, since she feels I am the only life she has ever known. As the life passes out of me, a part of her dies too. She knows I hated everything around me, so all that is left behind me are the ways of life we lived. Her soul tuned in to who I really was, and she knows that all that remains are the deathly structures. She dies with me, and later, society becomes her life. The light around her terrifies me. I see her higher self leave her that morning. I can go to the light, but she will live her life without it.

So when my hour of death arrived, I could not leave her. I was caught, and I hovered near Earth until I returned as Barbara to find my daughter again.
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The Priest of Osiris
and the Druid
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The blindness ceased, and blessed light filled my reality. My muscles strengthened, while my shadow withdrew to a place deep inside my body. When I began to walk, power intensified in my mind. This was a wonderful time of reckless surging forward, but after falling down a few times, the shadow made itself known as the feeling of emptiness found over the edges of unknown cliffs. Adrenaline flooded my body. Then my brain accessed such powerful memories of ancient times that I still wonder how I lived through those other lives. I wonder how Ichor is a fragment of my essence. Knowing this strange Egyptian shadow and being able again to see through the Eye of Horus has made me more grounded in current reality. Like all shadows, the dark side disappears when the sun shines, so now my mind’s eye moves back, back into a haunting mythic memory. . . .

I’m riding in a small boat on a tributary of the Nile approaching a small temple near Philae. I am male, and I wear a heavy headdress that has a coiled cobra over my forehead. I wear sandals and a wide leather belt that grips my linen loincloth. I sense energy in the uraeus, the serpent of early creation just above my third eye. From another dimension, I see red, yellow, and gold stripes radiating out from the snake. Drifting far back in time, I read the hieroglyphics indented deeply into my gold initiation bracelets.

Running eye of the serpent,

The wind carries the grain and barley,

To the granary before the Winter Solstice.

I am the Master of the Grain,

The grain comes from the people,

The grain comes from the Sun.

These signs are the signs of who I am: Osiris.

I’m coming here to make the energy connection to begin the cycle of planting and harvesting. If I do not connect the energy, the cycle in the Kingdom will be broken. I step out of the boat and walk up the path to the stone temple. The entrance is about six feet high, while the temple inside is about fourteen feet high. Everything is angular, sparse, and made of granite. The light is coming through a quartz crystal window above me on my left that is about a foot in diameter. There is a pyramid in the center that is about as tall as my thighs, with an energy source at the top. It is almost the time for the Sun to shine through the crystal above me on my left. I move forward to stand in front of the short pyramid, and the light begins to illuminate the crystal. When the Sun is in the Bull it shines through atop the pyramid like a laser beam. It is happening! The light forms a blue beam in the top of the capstone.

I shut my eyes as my head fills with blue light; I stand very rigidly with my legs spread slightly apart. With my arms back and down and my chest thrust forward, I’m in the posture. I feel strong in this position. I’m not yet looking into the top of the pyramid because the ray of light has not illuminated it. The quartz crystal glows and begins to shine and focuses one strong laser beam into the top of the pyramid. Color flashes all over the temple walls and floor! My eyes are closed, yet I can feel the rays. This is like being in an overcharged electrical generating station, and I feel a piercing stab in my royal uraeus, like an aneurysm. It’s time to look down. I open my eyes and look down at the stone in the top of the pyramid. The light intensifies more, and I see an eye in the stone, the profile of a hawk looking sideways. (This is an image of Horus.)

Using all my power just to stand in place, I feel the Eye of Horus sending burning hot light into my royal uraeus, which comes alive in my third eye. I convulse as my body goes rigid with a massive jolt. I feel a rod of golden energy in my spine, and suddenly my phallus goes rigid as every cell in my body fuses. This energy is very physical and heavy, pulling Earth magnetism into my legs and thighs that shoots into my phallus, and my groin muscles are like rock. In a moment, the magnetism dissipates and I go limp. I feel tired and depressed as it passes away. I feel like a prisoner.

I never liked this ceremony, not at all, and I need to tell you why it obsesses me so. I am Osiris Min, who gathers the Earth energy from Philae to carry it up the Nile for the cocreation of the grain. This is a form of madness that leaves an indelible impression in my mind throughout all of my lives. This is the power of the Eye of God in the Eye of Horus. Staring into the top again: What is it? It is a convex crystalline surface like the inside of a shining beehive filled with a pool of gray liquid that resembles mercury. When activated by light through the crystal window, it vibrates and emits power. It sends off a humming fusion of sound and light like ringing tones in crystals. When I hold out my hands to pull in the power so the people can grow the grain, I am the instrument of the waxing and waning of time. I am Osiris, master of the grain, and I am the Sun! The power comes to me from 360 degrees, as I have no dark side like the Moon.

My bones feel as if the marrow has been sucked out of them, as I stand there with my head bowed while the rays of the Sun diminish. I have informed the gods that the cycle has begun. Our rituals, when we tell the gods what we need, begin the cycles. I turn and walk out; no one speaks to me, and I walk back down the pathway through the palm trees and olive groves to the boat. It is carved out of light-colored softwood, about thirty feet long and twelve feet wide at the middle. There are six oarsmen waiting in it, but I do not see them when I sit in the middle. As they push the boat with long poles down the narrow waterway, I don’t see them because I am going into a trance.

We arrive at my boat, the solar barque, which is docked in deep water in the Nile. It is a hundred feet long and has sixty oarsmen, fifteen pairs on each side. It is made for the long journey of four hundred miles to Memphis and Heliopolis. I make this trip once every spring. I walk across a plank, step down into the boat, and sit in my chair in the front of the barque. The oarsmen move out with swift, smooth, and silent power; they are military. My teacher, Mena, who wears a long white robe tied with a rope at the waist, covers my shoulders with a long cloak that matches my headdress. It is beautiful and made of gold-leafed scales, which makes me feel like I came from the sea. It is an honor to have him put this coat on me. He does not speak, and he makes sure everything is arranged before we set out, since I am in a deep trance, and I become erect again when I stand wearing my robe.

Moving down the Nile, I am an electrical rod breathing with the wind and river currents, feeling the cosmic forces; I fuse the Earth energies with the sky forces in my body. We will go past Thebes on the way to Memphis holding the Sethian forces in balance. As we move down-river toward the delta, I see visions of the canals, dikes, and sacred lakes as I pray to the water: Flow smoothly and evenly during the inundation! Every spring I make visions so the water can remember where to flow during the flood, while the priests monitor its level with the nilometers. As we pass by Abydos, I visualize the water flowing into the sacred canal and see it encircling the Mound of Creation in my Temple, the Osireion. I am a trajectory pulling the water forces with the lower part of my body, imploding the wind forces with my chest, as I carry the star plan in my head. This journey takes many days, and I never sleep.

As we draw near Memphis, my teacher stands behind me as we move to the shore. Seven gods wait for me on the platform to the causeway. They wear bright robes with animal heads, and I see lime green, red, and gold. They look like seven large birds standing there, and they are watching to see exactly when the prow touches land as they observe my erect phallus. This is very important to them, and the astrologers note the exact moment. I’m coming out of the trance, and the first thing I see is the Eye. I’m not aware of touching shore, since my consciousness exists in the Eye in the top of the pyramid. The eye of a hawk, it’s an eerie eye, yet not evil. It is the eye of knowledge.

Now I see the eye with the running serpent more clearly. As the visualization intensifies, I see that one of the gods on shore wears a hawk headdress. There is Horus! As I approach him, I can’t see a face, just a beak and feathers. I pass my image of the Eye of Horus to this god, and it goes into his head. The Eye becomes his eye, and I become conscious; I am relieved. When I pass the Eye of Horus, a priest takes my cloak and headdress and gives me my linen robe. I have done this seven times now, the first time when I was fourteen. I am to do this forty-nine times, seven times seven, if I live long enough. Only four have done it forty-nine times till now, and only three more will do so before the fall of the Kingdom. I know the future, and the year is 1423 BC.

Mena and the seven gods follow me as we walk as a group up the stone steps by the nilometer. No one watches us; it is not allowed, as they can gaze at the gods only during certain times. We go up fourteen walled steps that are set just ten feet above the Nile, which will soon rise to the bottom step. As we ascend, I look to the nilometer markings etched in the stone, and I visualize the top level of the inundation. I cannot look back at the Nile at this time but I feel her beauty. This is a secret ceremony and no one speaks. As we ascend the fourteen steps to the top, none of us looks back. We pass through a copper double door into the covered causeway that leads up to the palace. The causeway is dark as we walk its length to the stairs. Walking into the main reception room of the palace, we enter close to the Pharaoh’s elevated throne. The court is celebrating the time of the Bull, when there is a flood of spring energy. Mena and I wear simple tunics of fine linen because we are priests and scribes.

The court is chaotic and filled with people. There are many soldiers being entertained by women in the room as servants rush around. The Pharaoh sits up high on his throne, and he’s not waiting for us the way the seven gods were. As we come into the room, the people are aware of our entrance, and they pound their staffs on the floor. As the thumping intensifies, the court quiets down because it is Sacred Time. I don’t look at the Pharaoh; no one does. I go up to his throne and prostrate myself in front of him and connect with Earth’s magnetism. Turning my head to the side to be flat on the floor, all I can see is the Pharaoh’s sandals. Horus with the Eye stands behind me, and very slowly he bows down low. The other six gods gathered behind him help me up. Staggering on my feet, I am in a deep trance and I feel dense. Then electrical vibrations course through my body when I give all my energy to the Pharaoh. It is done, the court goes back to merrymaking, and I join the court. I am a noble and a member of the priestly caste. The Pharaoh is Amenhotep II, and I am Ichor, one of the many sons of this father.

I felt powerful geomantic energy when I was very small, yet I couldn’t imagine what it was. Sometimes I could see blue-white energy around objects in the house or around the trees and rocks, yet no one else seemed to see this. When I was older I found out that my childhood home was located right in the middle of an ancient Sauk village. The land was alive with Indian spirits, which may be one reason subtle voices opened within me when I was young. I heard messages in the wind and trees that no one else seemed to hear. My Scots-Irish grandmother knew the spirits and she kept this secret with me. She introduced me to all the fairies in her old Victorian house.

My infant crib was next to a window that looked out to the tops of ancient oak, elm, and chestnut trees. I was a winter baby and listened intently during the summer when I was blinded for four days, and my memory became attuned to nature. I was allowed to wander at will when I was small, so I took to the river, marshes, ponds, and trees. The rushing water and wind spirits trained my ears well. The spirit of the river, who was a powerful Druid brother, returned within me one day when a tornado ravaged the farmland outside our town.

I am twenty-eight years old, a Roman priest in public and a Druid priest in secret. This is Britain during the sixth century AD; it is not my land. I wear the silver ring with the green stone, the symbol of my Brotherhood, the 
Liber Frater. Today I am with twenty people wearing burgundy red, blue, brown, or gray coarsely woven robes with hoods. The colors of the robes vary according to our ceremonial roles. This is an important day, so we have young women and one old woman among us. Now we are walking on a ley line, an energy line crackling with electromagnetism. We are in a prayerful and altered state of mind as we walk, since it is the Summer Solstice. It is getting dark and the stars are appearing. We are approaching Avebury Circle, called St. Michael’s Circle in my time, on a curving path marked by tall stones. We proceed single file between a pair of huge stones and walk into a circle of stones. I go near the center with four male priests who wear brown robes; the gray robed figures move into the middle circle, and the people wearing burgundy robes go to the outer edge of that circle. I see these formations with my inner eye, but I am only aware of what I am doing.

We are very deliberate about how we walk into position, and once we are there we each gather the energy in our own place and raise it. Leaning our shoulders while tensing the muscles in our torsos, we hold our arms rigid with our palms to the Earth, then turn our hands and begin lifting the Earth energy. As we slowly raise our hands in unison, the energy begins to form and rise like a pulsating cloud of mist. The vibrations are audible, as if we have water in our inner ears. We form a perfect pentagram. The five of us face the flat sides of five tall stones, each of which weighs a few tons. The outer sides are rounded like the backs of dolphins that pull in power from the stars. They are buried deep in the Earth with only the tips showing like icebergs. These stones survived the flood and the earthquakes, and they are ancient. They are slightly tipped from their original position when they were erected during the Age of the Double Lion.
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I put my hands to my sides as a rushing spiral of wind pushes my chest. I feel a sickening dizziness as I pull my arms and elbows rigid and forward, and stretch out my palms toward the stone. I am going to move the stone! Now the rushing wind energy moves into my third eye, and I begin to feel energy coming into my shoulder blades from the backs of the other priests forming the pentagram with me. We are the five points of the star with the stones in front of us. I feel a hot stabbing in my back that shoots right into my heart center. Rigid as steel, we are resonators for the stones, which feel like thick jelly. The two outer circles of people begin to move in opposing circles, with the circle just outside us going clockwise and the circle beyond them going counterclockwise. They all carry burning torches. I am disoriented, my will dissipates, and I am sucked into an altered state. There is no stopping it now.

The stones are shaking! Quaking and rumbling! It feels like an earthquake as the stones move under the soil. Resonating vibrations deep in the middle of the Earth are sending waves to the stars. We hold our positions as we ground cosmic power. As the pulsating power intensifies, we give our wills up and channel the magnetism entirely on faith. I am afraid. I am being taken over by a sickening dread as a clutching fuzzy gray form attaches itself to my stone. It moves in and out of the stone more adeptly with each pass, and then it clutches my shoulders and comes inside me with a jolt. The five of us have intensified our connection with each other, and I become so light with the energy that I can barely hold my position, yet I feel totally balanced. We have created perfect balance with our pentagram: the balance of the gods. We are impervious to the forms clutching us, but that is not the end of it. As massive resonators of sound from the stars, the stones bring in negative as well as positive forces, and there has to be a resolution. The forms drop the temperature. Staring into the clutching gray plasma, I see an eye with fire in its iris staring out at me.

The grayness morphs into a dragon or griffin shape that focuses on me—a disembodied soul looking for release, or perhaps a being seeking to possess. I feel alone and wary, so I force the form to remain in the stone by staring at it and using mind control. The circles are moving faster and faster in opposite directions as the fire intensifies. My will is reduced to the smallest particle in the cosmos, and I hold onto that tiny particle; my own karma will be affected if I fail in this ritual. Something comes down the road. We become aware of an approaching group dragging a girl, who is drugged and insane with fear. Her eyes rolling in her face like those of a burning dog, I watch her being sucked into the circle like a helpless child drowning in a whirlpool. I move out of my body to enter her essence to see if she is protected, and I see that she is because she has courage. I still feel dread and anger from giving up my will, yet because of her I stand rigidly in my place, filling my soul with courage.

This ceremony must be completed before the Solstice. The people have come now because the circles of fire have intensified. We break to let her pass through with her captors, who are propping her up. They take her to the center of the pentagram, where she goes rigid. We are facing out but we can see her at the same time, the way blind people see. She is thin and tall with long, thick blond hair, and she wears a blue tunic. She becomes the Earth goddess enveloped in blue-white light. The eye in the gray form clutches my rock and thrashes like a wild animal. I stand rigidly as it clutches at my neck, and I suck energy out of my aura to form a shining crystalline shield. My shield is round on the outside like an egg, and the inside is lined with hexagonal formations of amethyst crystal. This form that wants to choke me cannot touch me. The evil form intensifies as my shield hums a low sound and vibrates light waves. It can’t choke me, but it is trying to get past me and get to her! I go more rigid as the thing pushes at my chest and tries to suck the air out of my lungs. A rod of energy in my body almost forces me back, but I stand my ground. The running circles of fire move faster again as the rocks quake and move! A steady deep-toned resonating hum sends out light waves, and all five stones resonate to the low hum that synchronizes with the waves. Then she screams—a primal, high-pitched, unearthly cry—followed by an agonized wail from deep in her solar plexus. The stones send out light waves as the circles move so fast that the torches make a circle of fire as seen from above. Then the fire transmutes into a beautiful blue dome of light from the outer circle to just above the top of her head. Sparks flash from our bodies to the top of the dome.

The dome of light reaches a maximum intensity as the deep sounds grow to near-destruction level. She screams again to release the electrical intensity in her body. It is the rippling, inhuman but orgasmic sound of terror, and then everything dissipates. The dome of light shatters, the resonation ceases, and the dense gray forms melt back into the stone like fog clearing when the sun shines. We turn around to take a step toward her as she stands with her palms outstretched to the sky, reaching for the stars. She is ecstatic and radiant, as if she has been charged with lightning. Her long wavy hair spills onto her breasts, her robe is tied at the waist with a weaving of grain, and she brings her hands down. She moves her hands, rigid with energy, over her breasts and then down to her side, and she puts her head down. She has won this victory, and we supported her. The evil forms dissipated in the face of her heart of courage; the souls have been passed successfully this year.

She moves out of the center, and all the circles wind behind her as she goes into the very center of Avebury Circle. She moves through a tunnel cut from a tall hedge into a labyrinth made of ancient hedges. As we follow her, I feel dizzy with geomantic energy. We walk in spirals and large circles, and from the sky the labyrinth looks like the belly of a gigantic serpent in the soil. I am overwhelmed by the energy as we move in and through the intersection at the center. We move more slowly as we go around the outside curves and we swing fast through the middle. We are reversing energy by causing a backward-flowing power that connects the Earth with the sky. We do this three times, which frees all of us from the souls who were released. The labyrinth is an energy dissipater that enables the souls to go to the light. Leaving it, we go back through the center and into the inner circle of stones again. The Moon is bright and full, and the stones radiate the soft moonlight.

Eight priests move into the center, and we go into meditation to maximize the Solstice power. Now the day and night are balanced. Suddenly, like a sylph, a will-o’-the-wisp, or a moonlit dragonfly, the Goddess of the Grain begins her dance in the circle. Her dress and hair flow in the breeze while her body sweeps gracefully among the stones in the ancient Dance of the Mothers. She is creating a new energy in the circle, and the subtlety is chilling. She calls the angels and the elementals into this sacred space, and she dances with them as they manifest in it. She flies with them while we ground subtle energy by standing in place. We divinize Earth while the Goddess dances the spirits. All the energy lines and planes of convergence become luminous, while she dances among the forces in the lines. Then the exquisite moment is gone, and we all move out of the circle to sleep together in the nearby field, bathed in moonlight and surrounded by the great forest of ancient oak trees.
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The Delphic Oracle and the Magic Cave

[image: image]

The storyteller made its home in me when I was four years old. It happened on a midwinter day when the air was fresh and moist, with crystalline mist rising in the sunlight above melting snow. There were always so many voices and spirits down a long pathway behind my old brick house through shiny black, leafless trees to the frozen river. The snow was deep enough that day to hide the earth ridges, where many Sauk arrowheads and potsherds stuck out of the ground. The nearby crumbling foundations of the nineteenth-century icehouse and blacksmith shop were blanketed in soft whiteness. The remains of past times that adults no longer notice often vibrate with such potency to small children.

Picking my way through the snow down a pathway my brother made, I caught my breath and felt my heart leap when my footfall flushed a pheasant out of the brush. Even though I was afraid of the overwhelming power I felt whenever I came close to the river, I kept on going. I walked over to examine the place in the snow where the pheasant had once been, and my small hands probed carefully into her neat little cave of soft grass and leaves. Hearing the rustle of her wings in the air, I felt the presence of spirits around my shoulders. Awestruck by her life and feeling her tiny heart still beating within my breast, I unpinned the precious jade turtles set in gold that my Swiss godfather had given to me. I placed them in her nest as an offering to an unseen power. When I returned home, I faced my mother’s wrath, and later I went back to search for the jade turtles, to take back my gift. I did not find them that day. I returned many more times that winter, and I returned again to search for the next seven years. I never found them, and now there are no longer any people living in that place. Meanwhile, my first offering to the Goddess accessed a powerful female voice in my consciousness. On that cold winter day when I lost my jade turtles, Aspasia, seer and prophetess who rode dolphins in the Aegean, became my female guide.

I am tall, with a big barrel-chested body and small breasts. My medium-length hair has ringlets like bunches of grapes, and I wear a heavy decorative headband of copper and semi-precious stones. My neck is strong and thick, and my face is large with very prominent cheekbones and a long, perfectly straight nose. I am a paradigm of Minoan beauty. I wear two or three sinews of woven coral beads that feel cool on my neck. I wear less clothing than usual, just a flimsy gown with straps on my shoulders. I am standing on large stone blocks under a grape arbor supported by stone pillars. I am standing with my hand resting on one of the pillars, looking out at the side of a hillside. It is very warm and breezy, and this portico juts out of a steep hillside on the island of Thasos looking out to the Aegean Sea.

I turn around to my husband, Ahura, who sits at a round table. He has dark-dark hair, a short beard, and profuse dark hair on his chest. As he sits with one leg crossed over the other, the straps of his leather sandals come up to his knees. He wears a leather outfit—a small skirt with a thick belt—and a wide leather collar riveted with metal buttons covers his shoulders. This is military garb, crude and protective. He is telling me something important as he sits staring abstractly out to sea. He says, “We may lose the peace, Aspasia. People may come to our city in boats from the west. And all the men are talking about how Pelias sent Jason and the Minyae in search of the Golden Fleece. I fear an invasion.”

We’re at our hidden villa where we go to be alone. It is safe here, although it is very remote and wild. I am amazed, and angry. No one can attack our city. It is forbidden! Our city is an oracle, a place of peace! We do not even have protective walls. If anyone were to attack an oracle, it would be a sign of great disorder, of great chaos on the Earth. My oracle connects Delphi to Dodona to the west, and Araxes at the end of the Euxine Sea to the east. We are the link between Delphi and Dodona to the people in the east. They are very different from us, but I can communicate with them. This oracle is so important that I was sent here after being trained on Crete. This oracle has been here for over a thousand years, before anyone can remember.

I am the goddess of the oracle, my house and my work. I take care of anything that needs to be done for the people. At different times of the year, there are certain things to do, like lighting fires, bringing oil, and anointing people. I read the stars and choose the auspicious moments to welcome the people. Then they bring the new crop, the grapes and the grains, the new lambs and the birds, for our blessing from the Goddess. Our rhythm is very, very beautiful, and our rituals balance the Earth. We are the ones who listen to the gods and the Goddess, who are very hard to hear. To celebrate new creation and beauty by marking the seasons, we burn oil in the lamps on the many pillars in the front of the building, or we put up wooden stakes with burning oil rags. The fires can be seen from the boats or from the forest, and when they are very brilliant, the people know it is time to come to the oracle. The oracle was built into the side of the mountain next to the crevice where we listen to the voice of the underworld. When the crevice is groaning and the emanations come, we burn the fires. If we burn the fires when the Earth groans, we will not be in danger.

The Great Mother communicates with new life and new seasons, and we have the festivals to celebrate her presence. The first festival comes when the people finish their labor in the fields. When the sweet nectar in the grapes has risen to a peak like the full noonday sun, the priests and priestesses measure the orgiastic fullness. The temple virgins and the Earth god fructify the Earth together to empower the sacred places. Seized by the sacred force, men and women come together to unite Earth and sky. Dionysius laughs while the people eat fruit, drink wine, and make love in the fields. The second festival is the harvest festival that comes when the days shorten, the nights turn cold, and the hearths await the fires. Gathering in the village center, we remember the heat of our bodies’ passions when the sweetness was in the grapes. A slow dirge begins as dancers scrape bones against gourds and the people bring bundles of dry grain. Year after year when the light wanes, around the fire we re-weave and re-connect the webs of visitations with the gods of the sky and the unseen powers in the crevices and caves. The third festival is the passing of the souls to the underworld. In the darkness, lost souls glut our village and clutch at our throats like desperate drowning men. Some feel guilt, like a mother who snuffs out the life of her infant lest she lose her cock-swollen lover. We are the ones left here to plant, birth, and weave, so as the miasma of the departed ones presses into the edges of our spaces, gently we persuade them, go, go now!

When the fourth festival comes, the night sky is cold, clear, brilliant, and dry. It is time to journey beyond the last place of the soul, to the stars where we are light beings. No one speaks about their journeys when they return. We all know who went, but we never know where they went. I went once, and I learned how to speak and hear with my thoughts. You do not have to tell me anything, because I already know what it is in the quietest place in my heart. During the fifth festival in the spring, night and day are equal. It is a time of balance on the planet so that the eternal cycle can begin again. All the priests and priestesses disappear into the inner recesses of the temples to await the arrival of the pigeons from Delphi. With amber burning around the omphalos to the center of the Earth, our messenger pigeons sit quietly in their laurel cages while we meditate. As the equinox Sun rises, the air quickens and every insect, bird, and animal feels it. The cages are opened as our pigeons fly away to the east. In a few days, the pigeons from Delphi will come. The burning amber melts into a pool of resin and we go out to the people, where the bards tell the stories of the beginning of the world, the time of floods and fires.

The sixth festival is a blessing festival in late May. The people present the fruits of the long winter nights. To the Goddess they offer stories, babies, weavings, and marriages, asking her to be one with our hearts. The gifts of the people are divine, like water, wind, earth, and fire. Then the people go to the fields to work. The seventh festival comes soon after when the heat of the sun is intense. The sowing is complete, and the Sun stops and begins to move away. Like the seeds bursting deep into the earth and sending shoots to the surface, the people are at the peak of their powers. They have a great feast while we meditate with the seeds in the temple and ask the gods to give them power. During the eighth festival, the people are carried away by the power of the plants. Like the Sun, the male organ bursts with force, and the women are stirred deep within. The mothers are the goddesses of the hearth, and their sloe-eyed virgin daughters go out seeking the god in the men. We center all this energy in the temple at just the right moment, since the gods are very busy and rarely have time for us. This is a very happy and beautiful life.

Once I heard the voice of the Goddess, a sense of magic was reborn in my consciousness. Like echoes of birds singing from sea cliffs, the Goddess called irresistibly to me. In the spring of my fourth year I became silent, listening to voices in the wind that whispered, “Come back, come back.” Gazing out my window looking over the Saginaw River, I heard new sounds from a distant time and place. Yet when another tornado came close, nature became a source of unspeakable terror for me. The swirling blue-black sky sucked me into a vortex of heart palpitations, shuddering, and sweating. I became a small mass of silent, wide-eyed terror, and I became the tornado. No one could understand my behavior. “It’s typical of children,” they all said. When the summer heat intensified, my inner sight awakened. I left behind the house of ringing phones, cooking noises, radios, and cars honking in the driveway, and returned to the pathways in the woods and to the river that I feared so much. I was not afraid of the little people in my grandmother’s house, but I was terrified of the huge spirits in the old trees and the creatures behind the rocks near the river. Still, I was drawn by the voices: “Return, return, return.” My heart pounded in my chest so hard that I was sure it would burst as I rushed past the leering tree faces and their long arms and fingers reaching for the bright full-moon sky. The terror rose in my throat like hot acid, and I began to run madly. The faster I ran, just like the dreaded tornado, the greater the swirling fear. I tore my clothes as I neared the black river, then I scrambled up a rise near the crumbling dock that was once used for cutting blocks of ice.

I rushed quickly through the tangled vines that choked the path behind a neighbor’s barn. This was the scariest section because these paths were used by tramps who came to the river. When I got to the garden behind the Catholic convent, the waves of fear ceased. As I slowed down to almost a standstill, waves of light fused with sound transported my body, and dancing energy waves of light fused with pulsing humming sounds in my head. I was no longer on Earth as I knew it. Looking to the side at a low cliff of moist rock and tangled tree roots, I felt the presence of the little people. An old wooden green door manifested right in front of me. I passed through it into the cave of the inner Earth. Stepping slowly to keep my balance, I saw a deep inner glow lighting the walls of the cave. This luminescence was like the light in the swamps at twilight, and a vision appeared in the back of my eyes, like yellow cat’s eyes reflected by headlights in the night. Time ceased entirely as a vision formulated. The entire cave, back into the reaches of the inner Earth, lit up with millions of glowing precious gemstones, as if the thoughts of angels had materialized in rock. Sapphires, rubies, emeralds, crystals, amethysts, and diamonds all glowed with inner light. From then on, Aspasia’s sight was mine again. Racing through the woods on the night of the full moon, I walked into my cave and I found the Goddess within.
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I am Aspasia at the oracle of Delphi standing on a twelve-foot-wide stairway of cut and smoothed stone, and the day is chilly, breezy, and slightly cloudy. I am high amidst mountainous land; to my left I see a great view of rough mountains, forests, and meadows, and to my right, I can see the bright blue sea far away. Standing behind me is a small group of very important people connected with this place, and there is a great crowd of thousands of people in front of me. The stairway goes up three broad steps that lead to a wide stone promenade that is around two hundred feet long. The stones I’m standing on are very ancient and worn, and we stand in front of the promenade that leads to the sacred mountain, a rocky and steep hillside that rises fifteen hundred feet.

Standing on the second step looking at all the people, I turn around, go into a trance, and walk up the wide steps very slowly, raising energy through my body. The energy is in my feet, and then I raise it up through my body, breathing in the vibrations of all the people, who are in a state of transcendent anticipation. This moment is of great significance, and more people are still coming up the roads, which are very difficult to walk. They come from great distances to do this sacred walk because word of this moment has ripped through the temples out to the people. I carry the energy of each person in the back of my shoulders, up the back of my neck, and into the back of my head. At the same time, I’m raising Earth energy into my upper chest area. The energy feels thick and dense, and I become electrified. I feel a burning in my hands, so I raise them with the palms open toward the oracle in the mountain.

As I face the oracle, a few important people stand on each side of me. They were behind me as I stood at the steps, but as soon as I turned, they all moved to my side. I’m beginning to feel energy from the people in my shoulders, which makes me feel thick in the upper part of my body, my shoulders, and the back of my neck. It comes in waves, surging like rushing heartbeats, and one part of me feels like turning to stone while the other part is electrified. To avoid turning to stone, or becoming too magnetized and absorbent, I face the palms of my hand toward the oracle. I accept the energy from all the people, and then I discharge it to the oracle. As a Minoan priestess I was taught to take and direct energy, as if I am the first swan flying in a V formation.

I’ve come here before to have conversations with the Lycoreian guardians, yet this is the first time I’ve come to lead a ritual. Rituals occur when it’s the right time for energy to come, which is determined by the seasons and the planets. This oracle is a spring that comes from deep in the Earth. As an astrologer-seer, I informed the guardians of the oracle about an auspicious planetary configuration. They know when the oracle has energy and can be accessed easily. Many have come to the oracle today because the people in the Aegean fear the future. Jason has departed on the journey for the Golden Fleece, while the oracle of Phoebus reports of events that are similar to my vision as a Thracian seer.

As soon as I extend my hands so that I can move forward, I don’t feel the heavy weight of the stone-like energy from the people anymore. I feel very energized and light. I walk about five feet, stepping very deliberately and feeling grounded in my feet. My head is raised up. I reach a certain point, and then I stop because I can’t feel the energy anymore. My guides turn their hands back toward the oracle and begin walking forward with the same deliberate steps that ground our feet so well. Seven of us walk forward: me, and three guides on each side. They come up behind me and put a mantle on my shoulders. It’s heavy and hooded and it covers my body; its back touches the stone as I walk. The robe is old and coarse, hundreds of years old; it is earth-colored with a medium-blue panel covering most of the front, with five gold stars on the breast. I feel six hands on my shoulders as they put it on me, and the moment they do, my body becomes electrified, which does not surprise them. I have a strange feeling that they are taking their hands off it as fast as possible, as if they are touching a live electric wire.

Oh, this is marvelous. I feel like I’m wearing the Earth in this robe from a past age when the Earth energy gave people emanations and power. The robe is beautiful orange and brown, the same sienna color as the stones. The midnight blue front painted with stars is from the days of the five twin kings of Atlantis. The robe doesn’t obstruct my hands, and I continue to keep my hands facing toward the oracle. Now as I go on alone, the energy is throughout my whole being, not just in the upper part of my body. The people do not see me but somehow, the guides give them a sense of what’s happening. Seeing is not how they experience what I’m doing. They are telepathic in their heart chakras, as if they have televisions in their chests. They can actually see me walking forward because my six guides can broadcast to the people. I’m aware that all the people are experiencing it also. As I approach the oracle, my guides stay with the people. As I walk forward in stages, I can’t go from one to the next until I can feel the guides connecting the people to what I’m doing. I just know when this happens. Then I get the first power from the oracle; this focused force draws me closer as I bring the planets with me.

When I’m on the Earth, my body is Earth, which is flat and surrounded by a sky-bowl filled with stars. As I move forward, I am the Earth in the very top of my head that holds the structure of the planets, stars, universes, and galaxies. I’m taking the circular universe to the oracle, as my body is Earth. I carry the whole solar system with me in the very top of my head as a visual awareness of the locations of the stars and planets. In other words, my tool for carrying the astrological placement to the oracle is geocentric astrology, but I exist in a heliocentric universe. Only those who understand how to use energy this way can do astrology. The temple priests choose and initiate neophytes to become astrologers who simultaneously live on Earth and in the sky. On the Earth plane, the whole cosmos is being lived out as a drama, and only by geocentric analysis can we read the drama for humans. We know the Earth goes around the Sun in relationship to all the other planets, but the actual reading of the drama through time is from Earth. The great mystery is that Earth is the seat of consciousness of this solar system and of the Milky Way Galaxy.

I have a hundred fifty feet more to go, since I’ve only gone thirty feet. Yet in the first twenty feet, I organized in my mind the placement of things from Earth and the Sun, and now I reach a transition point, a dichotomy. I am afraid to walk, for now I must step out over to the other side. As I carry these structures, the energy stays with me. But, to carry them to the other side, I must let the energy take me; it is the only way there. Every step is very difficult and significant because the whole planet is with me. My will tries to intrude, so I let go and allow the light to come in. Shooting light rays fill the whole sky with radiant rainbow energy! I’m happy to see the beautiful light again. As I walk, beyond the mountain the whole sky is shimmering crystals. It is incredible. Every step I move forward intensifies the light and the electrical energy. I keep on walking because the energy is forming a tunnel of pulsating light, pulling me to the oracle.

I will walk into the tunnel of light with no fear. The air is turbulent outside the tunnel where the light pulsations hum; here sound and light are the same wavelength. I want to feel this energy, but if I feel it, it will destroy me. This energy is from higher forces, and if I stop, I will be atomized, just as Persephone would be destroyed if she looked back when she was falling through the tunnel. This is a key. Now I see why my training on Crete was so rigorous, since this is when most priestesses fail. Persephone was going away from the light and being sucked into the Earth, and if she looked back even once, she would stay in the underworld forever. So I am very aware that if I look back and do not go forward, I will be destroyed.

I’m coming to the transition point. What is on the other side demands total surrender. But when I reach the maximum point, the last point where the evil forces can stop me, the humming seduction, the beautiful light-sound wave fusion is the most alluring. I really want to stop and experience it. The seduction, the humming pull, is all around me, and the tunnel I’m supposed to pass through is made of the same force. If I go forward and do not look back, then the humming and the light vibration cannot destroy me. I’m just about ready to walk through the tunnel. I’m walking steadily. If I do not continue to proceed, then the tunnel and the protection, the vault, will be destroyed. Then all of those forces will come to destroy me. I’m coming to the maximum point of the humming and pulsation, which is pushing on the vault. In the vault is the most intense pressure possible, like being inside the iris of an eye. The vault-shaped tunnel leads all the way to the oracle. Every step I take closer to the tunnel, the force of vibrations and light outside is pushing and pounding, harder and harder and harder. It reminds me of transition in labor before birth.

Coming to the point where I’m going to go through the barrier, I become aware of my six guides who are helping me now. The shape of the vault is rounded like a half of a lemon, the ideal shape to keep the evil forces from breaking through to destroy the light. Ah, these forces disguise themselves as light and sound fusion energy, but they are low astral forces. The guides manifest themselves, three on each side of me. This is confusing because they’re still way back there, but they work on the causal plane. They take the robe away, and they also take all my clothes off. I wonder whether I like this or not. It doesn’t matter whether I like it or not. I am nude and I shiver. Ahead of me is a force field at the passage point that seems to be a blackish-gray, eight-inch-thick glass wall. They put another robe on me. It goes over my shoulders, and then all the way behind. Except for that, I am naked. And they have done this because I have not looked back. They did not know until now whether I would look back, nor did I. What I feel now is great joy, a feeling of celebration, from all of the people and from the gods, because I did not look back.

Now the barrier is gone, and I step forward. The barrier is nothing, as if I had created it in my own mind out of fear! The astral light and humming ceases, and everything on the physical plane is as it was before all that rainbow light energy manifested. I have twenty-five to thirty feet further to go to the oracle. I’m beginning to see it, and it looks like a large alcove, carving, or altar in the rock, but I can’t yet see it clearly. Now I’m walking between two rows of columns that are twenty feet tall. As I do, I feel very regal. I walk to the oracle. There are a man-made fascia and an archway made of light and porous tufa stone, which is crude and archaic, probably early Greek. I stop in front of the oracle, kneel, put my hands in front of my heart, and bend my head. Then I put my hands one on each side of the fascia. There’s a place for my hands, and I lift myself up. I can’t go through! Inside is a red rock shelter around a hole to the center of the Earth, and I can hear the sounds of the Earth from that hole. I want to put my ear on the hole, so I turn my body sideways and get on my knees and lean my shoulders over. I put my right ear as close to the hole as I can, but I can’t put it through because the fascia in front of the hole is inside the red stone. I already know the hole connects to the ancient underground river that runs through Arcadia and under Dodona. The stone enclosure around the hole is about three feet high, and the fascia in my way is about eight feet. Still, I bend in just the right way to get my ear close enough to the hole, but I cannot reveal what I hear; that is one of the secrets.

A voice resonates deep within my consciousness and says, “Of course, these things are carefully guarded, but it is all right for you to tell me, because I already know.” I hear in my inner ear, “The story is of the ages. Before this age was another age, and before that, was another age. Now is the time when we have to be able to get the vision, so that we can tell the people about the end of this age, the Third Age.” The sound echoes as if it is going through the whole cosmos, moving through the iris and into the labyrinth of the ear canal. I get the vision that the end of the age comes because of disharmony, and because the karmic balances have been disturbed. Again, the sound echoes.

“Humans are very confused about whether things are their fault or not, and people know the vibrations are disturbed now. Lately, the weather has been extreme, and many people have strange illnesses. The beings on the other planets also know the vibrations are disturbed. Guilt is not the issue. Responsibility is the issue, in the sense that all humans have the responsibility to try to raise the vibration level as much as possible. They must encounter their own karma by raising their spiritual awareness so they no longer fear death. If they cannot do it, they are not guilty. Karma is only an issue on the human plane, which involves the perfection of the emotional plane. Earth changes function on the causal plane, and humans are very confused about this difference. Those few humans who develop their consciousness beyond physical space and linear time are free of this cycle. Saturn rules the causal plane, and Venus rules the human plane, the emotional plane. There’s a difference between the human karmic level and the causal vibration level of the whole cosmos.”

Holding my ear near the hole to the center of the Earth, I see and hear a vision of the end of the world. The oracle tells me that I have to tell the people my vision. Certain people must be given the ultimate opportunity to survive, either physically or psychically. If they die physically, they will be able to reincarnate with causal knowledge. Next I receive some very bad news. I am told that after this life I will fall and experience a long series of uneventful lives of low awareness. When an age ends and the new one begins, some people who incarnate during that next age have to live through growing from nothing. They have to re-experience the human plane, the evolution. This is very hard for them because the soul in people senses, and in some cases actually finds out, as I do now, that this is the story of the ages. The higher reality exists deep in human memory, while the Earth plane falls when it goes through cataclysmic cycles. I am very disturbed and saddened to realize that I will fall. Who wants to fall? But I am given a very special gift. I am told that I am not alone, that I will always have my daughter, Dacia, with me one way or the other. In other words, as I go through the fall, she will be with me. As I hear about the coming cataclysm, I think only of her.

Next, a gray fog barrier goes over the hole. I don’t see it, I just know, and the people outside also know. I get up and step backward, since I do not want the guides or the people to see my nakedness from the front. This is not modesty; true nakedness should only be seen by the higher forces. I step backward about four or five steps; my guides are behind me again, and they take off the robe and put my other robe back on. I feel great emotion, a communal happiness with them. We don’t show it because all the people are coming forward from the sides and climbing over the rocks. Once the sacred ritual is over, they can climb all over the place. I really want to talk to my guides about this experience, but we are still in ceremony with all the people coming up. They stand there with me, all seven of us, in a concave formation.

On my right side is Lucia, a neophyte in my temple. It is a great honor for her to be here with me during this ceremony. She is young, inexperienced, and does not understand very much, but she knows what to do. She is the stand-in for Dacia, who is twelve. Lucia will give this information to Dacia. Dionysius is on my left. He is my guard, very dark, rough, and hairy. And he is enlightened. Two other people from the Delphic oracle stand on each side of my people, who wear burgundy cotton robes with gold ties around the waist. Lucia wears a white robe, and Dionysius wears a tunic with leather around the waist that falls to his knees, and sandals. We’ve really done it well. I was called to Lycoreia because all the Keepers of the Oracles of the Minoan kings of the sea were told about my vision in my temple at Thasos three weeks ago of red fire in the sky. Just after my vision, the springs at Melos, Delphi, and Dodona went dry. We know the meaning of these signs because our storytellers sing with the cithara and tell of the ancient times. We only wish to know the will of the gods and to never fear the future.

As I reintegrated Aspasia into my consciousness during my early childhood, many acute sensations were activated. The reality I was born into was very bland. Everyone seemed to be dedicated to living a “normal” life that conformed to the plan: post–World War II America. Meanwhile, the voice of Aspasia within simply made all that impossible. I was a wild little girl who upset just about everybody; there really was no hope for me. If only they could have understood how hard I was trying to please them! But I didn’t fit, I was in the wrong place, and I felt like I’d been dropped out of a tree in the middle of their perfect lives. This dilemma was a serious one. During fall mornings, I would listen for the calls of the migrating geese, cranes, and swans. When I heard them, I’d stop to hear their messages and watch their flight paths. Meanwhile, my father was sitting in his duck blind with his gun aimed to shoot the birds!

I tried to manifest the behavior that was expected of me, while I was disintegrating within. Then something remarkable happened. As if I understood intuitively that I was caught on the wheel of karma with no escape, train wheels became my fascination. Mesmerized by the wheels turning round and round, when I was five I became very afraid of death. Almost every day I thought a disaster would come—the house would burn up; the ghosts in my closet and under my bed would get out and grab me; or I would fall in the river and be sucked into the deep. One day I was watching the wheels of a freight train slowly turning as it moved along the tracks behind my school during recess. I thought nobody was watching me move closer to the approaching train. As if drawn to an irresistible solution that I almost knew better than life itself, I threw myself in front of the screeching wheels as I looked up at the giant black metal monster. Something snapped deep inside me when I became aware of my mother with her hands held out standing on the other side of the tracks. I shoved with my knees and feet, clutching a metal rail, and I catapulted myself forward over the tracks as the train bumped my buttocks. After this, I stopped seeking power in the caves and the woods, and I began to listen to adults and their words of caution.
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The Rape of Lydia
and the Labyrinth
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Awareness of inner power connections came too soon. Catapulted into spherical time at age five, I could not find myself in my kindergarten reality; I spent the year sleepwalking at night and lost wandering during days that ended with me sitting under trees waiting for the sky to fall in. My favorite fairy tale was “Chicken Little.” I was often found in the middle of the night sleepwalking as if lost to all time and place. When I finally did orient myself fully in current time, pain from Lydia’s lifetime flooded my awareness. This happened because my father and brother in Lydia’s lifetime were the same father and brother in my life as Barbara.

I wear a blue robe that shrouds my face. I am outdoors. People behind me talk loudly, yet whisper my name: Lydia, Lydia. I’m twenty-two and a fallen woman. I leave because they bother me and make me feel bad. I walk up the pathway to an area where people live in mud-brick hovels of one ten-by-twelve-foot room with wooden doors in the front and small windows. There are lots of farm animals, and the floors inside are made of straw. This is around AD 700, and I’m coming into the city of narrow streets. The mud-brick buildings are two or three stories tall with overhanging upper stories. Here I can walk where I want to walk. I can go where I want unless I am in someone’s way. The married women cannot do it, and if they do, they will end up like me. I am a prostitute. I have no family, no parents. I am like a dog in the streets; I have to take care of myself. I wear a big piece of blue fabric over my shoulders and head that covers my hair. The nicest time of day is the daytime, when I can walk to the stream, unless I am in someone’s way. Now I have to go to work. It’s what I have to do, and I don’t like it at all. At least when I walk down through these streets, I can do what I want to do even though people talk about me.

I stop and go into a shop for bread and cheese. The cheese is a ball the size of my fist, and the thick, heavy bread is spherical and flat on the bottom. I pay for it with a round copper coin the size of my thumb, and there is the head of a person on it plus the letters “X” and “I”. My city is Lastra in Assyria on the River Lethe. I eat some of my bread and cheese, and then I put the rest of it in a burlap satchel I carry under my coarse, hot, and scratchy robe. I have to be covered up and not show my white-skinned face, for I am a pariah. I eat my bread and cheese quickly before they drive me out of the shop.

Walking up the street again wearing nothing on my feet, my hair matted and dirty, I am miserable. I open a wooden door and pass through an empty front room to go up a flight of narrow stairs to a hallway. Even though the window openings are small, it is light in here because the sun outside is blinding. I go down the hallway and into my small room. There is a small wooden bed about the size of a cot with a woven mat on the bed, and there is one simple wooden chair. Outside the window I see over the red-tiled roofs of other buildings. I put the blue robe on the cot, and slip into a simple white knee-length shift with a rope around my waist. I have hairy legs, and my body is sturdy with big breasts. I take my bread and cheese and go down another hallway with lots of doors to the back of the building to enter the courtyard in the back. The other girls are there. We talk and pass the bread, cheese, and fruit. We all wear loose clothes, since it is hot. We talk about our families and our children, and we don’t mention what we have to do next. A fat man comes in wearing a gray robe, and we have to go with him. He’s big and about fifty with oily gray hair.

He is in control of us, so six or seven of us walk down the street with him, all wearing our robes again. He drops us off one by one at different houses. He stops at a door, rings a high-pitched bell on a string, and opens the door. I go in. He closes the door and goes away. An overweight, drunk, and smelly man is waiting for me. He makes me drink some sour wine, which I don’t want. The house has fabric-covered furniture and stone floors. Making me drink more wine, he takes off his burgundy tunic, and then he takes my robe off and looks me over. I don’t say anything. Then he puts me on a reclining cot, lays me down, forces my legs apart, and pushes his thick meat in. Grunting like a pig and sweating, he doesn’t take long. I feel nothing. I am disassociated from my body, and I don’t know when I learned that. I just want it to be over with as soon as possible. I don’t have any choice.

What I think about is the money. He pulls three coins out of his pocket and shoves them into my outstretched hand. Two coins are about the same size as the copper coin I bought the bread and cheese with. I put one in my little sewn-in pocket and the rest in the regular pocket. We’re supposed to give all the money to the man who came for us, but we all keep some. I have to: Otherwise, I’d be hungry. I am a commodity, that’s all. I feel energy in the hand where he put the money. Walking back, my chest is thick, and I’m really miserable and sad. I am lifeless in the rest of my body. I have no feelings. I just have to do this. But another part of me has a lot of feelings.

I remember what caused all this. I was thirteen or fourteen, in an alley behind a building with my brother who is younger than me. Suddenly there were rushing bodies grabbing me. My brother tried to help me, but he couldn’t do anything because there were three of them. They shoved me down, tore off my lower clothes while they covered my face so they couldn’t see it. My brother screamed and pulled at them, so they snarled and hit him hard. One of them pulled him away while the other two wrenched my legs apart. The pain, the pain was unbelievable. I was so angry, I couldn’t pass out. I had to feel it all, but that was the last time I felt it. Later, I came dragging home. My mother was very sad. But my father was mad at me! My brother and I had gone someplace we weren’t supposed to go. My brother was terrified at what they’d do to him. Later, my mother slowly washed me. She was very sad. And that’s the end, the end. My father is mad at me.

That was AD 700, when my body imprinted the idea that a woman’s father determines what happens to her. Women can work hard and make things better for themselves, but in the long run, the controlling factor is men. I became increasingly morbid while I was five years old. Life felt oppressive, but other inner voices became audible. Psyche searched through my deepest unconscious mind during those early years and taught me the way out during sleepwalking. I walked hallways, staircases, and rooms of our large house and never once bumped into anything. Born again into a patriarchal society, the way out was to awaken the inner illumination that Aspasia of Crete activated in the labyrinth.

The labyrinth . . . the labyrinth . . . the ritual designed to destroy fear. First, allow me to explain to you what I was taught in the temple about the labyrinth. It was completely dark, and only the sense of touch and the inner senses could get one through. The Minotaur was said to be in the center to make sure only serious initiates would attempt this journey. Priests were in the labyrinth making growling sounds as they passed by and touched us with animal parts or held illuminated frightening masks close to our faces. There was a bull stored in one portion of the labyrinth that was to be sacrificed during the spring festivals. He was kept in the dark and fed, and his grunting and snorting noises instilled fear in prospective initiates. The task of getting through the maze was to overcome fear, because the destroyer of intuitive knowing is fear. Only intuition can guide by the inner light. The Knossos labyrinth was tied into a particularly powerful coordination point in the area, which was a psychic map that an initiate could use during altered states of consciousness. These maps provided points of resonance, release, and deflection.

This labyrinth was the map of the coordination points on Crete, and to open myself to the map, I was forced to develop the capacity to release myself from fear. With proper awareness, I had no trouble finding my way out of the labyrinth, while the deprivation of the use of my physical senses stressed the importance of developing intuition. I passed through the labyrinth on my second trip. This was a particularly interesting experience for those who were testing me, because I demonstrated powers that they had not yet taught me. I illuminated my mind, which allowed me to see my way through the passages. This was not light per se, as from a torch, but I did create (through accessing the map of the coordination points) an inner illumination. It allowed me to see in the total darkness. The priests who were attempting to frighten me were suddenly surprised at being illuminated by light stronger than the torches they carried to light their horrifying masks. As Circe noted when Medea fixed her gaze upon her, “For all children of the sun were easy to recognize, even from a distance, by their flashing eyes, which shot out rays of golden light.”

When I was six years old in the first grade, inner voices of past lives resonated within my social experiences, which is always the case. This is why each child in a family is so different. I felt a great division in my awareness. The inner voices leading my experiences in everyday living seemed to be one side of myself, while the voices responding to nature were from another side. The Victorian Lady, Lydia, the Roman, and Erastus Hummel influenced how I saw life around me as a growing girl in the 1940s and 1950s in Michigan. Aspasia, Ichor, and the Druid were the source of strong inner reactions to the voices of the Native Americans of the Saginaw Valley, and the rich swamps and deep waters of the Saginaw Bay. The island in the river behind my childhood home, Ojibway Island, was a Sauk sacred site that was venerated by the later Ojibway people. The site of the great white oak tree of the Sauk was in front of the Catholic church near my home. When the white men came to this valley in the early 1800s, the great oak tree was over five hundred years old. Every spring the Sauk would wait for the return of the great white owl that would sit in the tree during the hot summer. In the fall, when it was time to pass the souls of the Sauk, the great white owl flew over Lake Huron with his massive wings and passed the souls into the great deep waters.

By 1800, the Ojibway and Pottawatomie had forgotten the reason for the owl’s flight, but they still venerated the great white oak tree. When the white men arrived and observed this old pagan obsession with a tree that was located in the best part of town, they cut the tree down. The priests disliked the great tree even more, so over its rotting stump, they built the Catholic church. Now, when the owl returns to carry the souls of the people, he has no place to roost, and the whole valley is haunted. If too much time elapses and the souls are not passed from the living, the children who have been trained in the great wisdom of the past will return to bring the teaching of the great white owl.

Sometimes it felt as if Lydia, Erastus, and the Victorian Lady lived in the house, while the initiates of ancient times lived with me in nature. At night, my brain searched for past experiences that could help me fit better in my ordinary reality. The Victorian Lady loved to be in church, so when I was six, I began sneaking into the Catholic church two doors away from my home. Early in the morning I would kneel in the pew close up to the front altar, smelling the sweet incense. One delicious humid summer morning, I stared into the red sanctuary lamp and found myself walking on a high grassy hillside south of San Francisco.

I am twenty or twenty-one. It’s very sunny, the grass is golden and tall, and I sense the pounding ocean to the west. My hair is long, light brown, and silky, and I wear it on top of my head. I wear a white cotton Gibson Girl–style summer garden dress with a high neck and a pendant with a large ruby set in pearls. I am lovely. I am walking on a pathway in the hills, and the wind billows my long skirt. I am tall, elegant, and strong, and I am striding. I have prominent eyebrows that are slightly darker than my hair, white translucent skin, and hazel eyes. My mouth is soft and turns down slightly. The pathway through the long yellow grass is narrow, and my calfskin shoes are tight because that is the fashion. My freedom is the wind and nature.

This is a captured image, like a photo from the time before there were any photos, of the Victorian Lady when I was young. Soon thereafter, I myself gave it up.

I sit in the sunny front parlor of my home. It has a large bay window. The floorboards are soft pine, the woodwork is heavy carved redwood, and the room is crowded with Victorian furniture, Oriental rugs, and artifacts. I don’t see all the clutter. I see the sunlight streaming in the bay window and onto the floor next to my rocking chair. I’m leaning back slightly with one leg crossed over the other and gazing with a set facial expression out the window. Actually, I’m trying to ignore my aunt, who is speaking to me. While she speaks, the ghost of my dead mother is floating in the corner up near the ceiling. I couldn’t see my mother at the time. Perhaps if I could have, I would have won against my aunt. If only her voice would just go away!

“You will do it. You can’t change your mind now because you said you would do it. All the plans are made. You will marry him as you promised.”

I was pressured into it, and I agreed to do it, but I never really wanted him, and so I refused to go to the Church. It’s a really funny situation because a big society wedding was all arranged. Now Aunt doesn’t care whether we arrange another proper wedding or I go off and marry him tonight! My aunt is afraid of my energy. His family is terribly rich, and there is a financial advantage. However, I consider myself to be better than him, and so does she! I don’t like him as a person at all. He’s uptight and insensitive. He is not my romantic ideal at all, since the men in my family are adventurous and a lot of fun.

When I make my decision, I’m in the Catholic church kneeling at a pew looking at the altar and smelling incense. The church has very beautiful stained glass windows and gleaming wooden walls; it’s a really old church with a feeling of deep rituals. There’s something in me that doesn’t fit in the church, but this is the only place I feel the past, feel the connections with secret, intense, and haunting things. I’m here because I think the real meaning and truth of life is here. While I’m here today, in my heart, in my spirit, I almost rebel. Yet I have decided to marry him because he’s a very strict Catholic. I’m a convert. My sister and I converted when I was sixteen because Aunt is Catholic. As I pray in the church, deciding to marry him, I feel a door close inside. But I have been thoroughly conditioned to ignore my own feelings. In my body I feel this pushing sensation all over my head, a clamping on the back of it, and heaviness in my shoulders. This means I will leave California, since he’s from Chicago. I don’t like Chicago at all. It’s cold and forbidding, but it’s where his family and business are located. This is like walking into a jail.

Kneeling in Holy Family Church in Saginaw, Michigan, with the red sanctuary lamp in my inner eye, I wonder about my heavy, sad shadow. As if I have two bodies in my body, I feel she’s not dead yet, and she shadows my life. I come here all by myself so she can tell me what she wants, so that Aspasia can also have her place. I am female in this incarnation; finding my female power is my truth. Perhaps the Victorian woman could feel Aspasia deep within herself, and now needs Barbara to release her powers. Staring into the sanctuary lamp, I feel gray heaviness in my body. I wonder what happened to her after she died and before I was born.

I’m floating in the top of the church looking down at my body at my own funeral. I’m trying to leave, to go up to the blue. My husband, our four children, and the nanny are sitting in the front row. An extremely important Church dignitary is saying the Requiem Mass with the casket just below him. It is closed now, although it was open before. I’m amazed by how many people there are in the church. There are many poor people in the back, afraid to come up front because of the wall of expensive clothes, hats, and jewelry. They’re there because they love me. I touched them because I did a lot of charity work. I was more than a rich woman giving money away. Chicago was so crowded. I cooked in the soup kitchens and helped care for the immigrants, their children, and the old people. The energy was good in my heart and my hands.

This was the only way I could make any use of my unhappy life. Since I was rich, this I could do, and I am grateful for that. I didn’t feel separated from the people, as most wealthy ladies do, and I don’t think they felt cut off from me. They trusted something in my eyes and my touch. That’s why all these people are here. It’s embarrassing for my husband because while the upper class is in the front rows, not very many people are there, considering his family’s status. On the other hand, there are hordes of people in back. The rich don’t like them because they’re dirty, “the unwashed.” This is the first chance my daughter has had to see all these people, and she stares at them with wide blue eyes. She doesn’t understand who they are yet, but it makes an impression in her. A woman sits with my children at my funeral. She has loose red hair, and she’s dressed like a nanny or a tutor for the children. I feel like she’s involved with my husband. The possibility that he could have any feelings about another human being amazes me.

Now I am in the dining room hovering over them while they eat dinner. I died three weeks ago and there they all are. I’m worried about one of the boys, and it’s harder to be like this than to be alive because I have the Sight and can see his future: He will take his own life. I can visit him in a dream, and when he calls me into his dream, I come and tell him not to do it. It’s whimsical, just a quick coming and going. When he was younger, he was always the sensitive and troubled one, always the one who was afraid. I visit them all, and after I’ve given him the message in a dream, I leave Earth. I see black light mixed with purple and sapphire-blue light. I feel blackness pulling in, which doesn’t scare me. Maybe I’ve gone up to a place above the Earth, but I don’t go beyond that because I still feel tied. It’s not frightening, since I’ve still gotten away. I’m not captured like a spirit. In the place I’m going to, everything’s gray with black spots mixed with murky images. Lots of spirit people are with me. They are all equals, and they don’t do anything; they’re just energy fields. I see dark and disturbing colors. The times are very bad on Earth, and the spirits around me are reacting to it.

All is misery, war, death, and strife on Earth at this time, and I don’t have any choice about returning right away, which surprises me. I pause for a few moments longer and I make a pact with my higher self to have children and really free them this time. I will keep myself healthy and strong so that I don’t have to leave them when they need me. I want to get back on the Earth plane in 1943 because of all the pain, I want to act and not just observe. When we’re on the astral plane, we can’t get free of what’s happening down on Earth. As more time goes by, I feel like acting rather than just feeling it. It’s really bad down there, really terrible. Getting ready to go, I know there’s no sense in choosing where I’m going because I’d make a bad choice anyway. I’m so concerned about the trouble on the planet that I just let it all happen. I make the wish to be incarnated again. I want to get out of the astral plane because it’s so uncomfortable, since I am still passive even after my own death.

I am going down, zooming down! Now I know why people like to speed. I am atomizing down, zoom! And then I land. It is soft in the womb. I’m in the kitchen of the house where I grew up. Strange . . . I am inside her womb and aware of the room where she stands now. There are white metal cabinets with stainless steel handles; the wallpaper has drawings of spices like bay leaves and oregano, recipes, as well as drawings of red and white roosters and hens. Everything is at waist height as I’m carried in her womb. She moves slowly and heavily, and everything feels so hard for everybody. She is by herself but seems content. He’s away in the war. She’s in her own house, which makes it easier. People live from day to day waiting for the horror to go away. Yes, I can feel her feelings, and now I know the pain of her heart.

Time moves along . . . I feel pushed, pressed, and now I am fully inside her body. I am trapped in the dark. It’s so tight! I can’t breathe. I hear her heart beating next to my skull for the last time from within as I begin to let go of her body. Everything is pressing, pulsing, and pushing. I feel my leaving like a plug pushed down a tube. But my separation and arrival are drugged, and I come out like a drunken fish gasping for air.


OEBPS/images/9781591439615_007.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781591439615_001.jpg
The Mind Chronicles

A Visionary Guide
into
Past Lives

15

Barbara Hand Clow

IlusTrared by
Angela C. Werneke

&
m cmg





OEBPS/images/9781591439615_004.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781591439615_006.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781591439615_003.jpg
e 7





OEBPS/images/9781591439615_cvi.jpg
The

ilo Clbz@@m@i@g






OEBPS/images/9781591439615_002.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781591439615_005.jpg





