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FOREWORD




by James Redfield








author of The Celestine Prophecy and The Tenth Insight














I have known Albert Gaulden for more than 20 years. I first heard of him from a friend who went to see him on one of his many work trips to Alabama. “He is unblievably accurate in bringing personality issues to the surface. He also says that none of us knows who we really are,” she told me over coffee one day. “He really nailed the way I was getting in my own way, blocking my potential. He showed me a more authentic person than who I was living as. You can’t hide anything from Albert.”




After several other people synchronistically mentioned this astro-intuitive and transpersonal psychologist, I found myself thoroughly intrigued, so I called his booking agent and got in line, finally meeting him several days later in the Pickwick Hotel in Birmingham. It took only a few minutes for Albert’s transparent personality to shine through. He is witty, mildly sarcastic, and an absolutely hilarious storyteller. And he is totally serious about what he does with his clients.




Quickly disposing of the initial banter, he beckoned me to a corner couch and placed a completed astrological chart on the table between us.




“Well,” he remarked, “You’re quite a secretive fellow, aren’t you, and in a lot of conflict?” He went on to tell me that at this time in my life, the planet Pluto was almost 90 degrees from where it was the day I was born; that Uranus, the planet of sudden change and ruler of my sixth house of work was exactly opposing my natal Uranus in Cancer, which indicates stark changes in how I make a living. Most important, he pointed out that Uranus and Saturn were conjunct in Capricorn making a square (danger signal—indicating changes that need to be made consciously in relationships) to my natal Mars in Libra. These aspects in one’s natal astrological chart signal a period in which everything in a person’s life that is not conducive to his higher learning and psychological growth tends to blow up and be taken away, sometimes traumatically. In Albert’s language, I had been living somebody else’s life—that who I really am was waiting anxiously to surface topside. I’ll never forget when he laughed and said, “James, you are not who you think you are, but I know how and where we can find the real you.”




I smiled at him, remaining aloof, but he was, in fact, right on target. My life was undergoing a vast reorganization. I had ended a marriage and left a job I had held for eight years.




“Ah, yes,” he continued, “There’s more. You’re also writing something. What is it?”




“Wait a minute,” I interrupted. “How did you know that?”




He pushed the chart around where I could see it. “It’s right here. You’ve got Venus and Jupiter in Aquarius in the fifth house being activated by transit and progression.”




Now I was impressed. I had started writing The Celestine Prophecy about six months earlier. “I want to understand how you do this,” I said.




Albert laughed, and the ensuing conversation led to a trip to Sedona to go through his famous Sedona Intensive, where Albert performed his amazing gift: helping to pull into consciousness those unconscious habits and addictions that keep us from a greater life. In my case, of course, we focused on my aloofness and reluctance to commit to a single project. And his core focus was on becoming who I was born to be as opposed to how I had been living my life. With the help of Sedona herself (those magic red hills alone seem to increase the synchronicity and provide the experiences that illustrate whatever we are learning), I became aware of exactly when my indifference kicks in, why it gets in the way, and what my real self—my authentic self—feels like when I break free of this control drama.




In this environment, I was able to spend the dedicated free time to survey my life as one story—from that first placement with my early family all the way through the twists and turns of my subsequent experiences. I found hidden meaning in old relationships, misdeeds that needed rectifying, and full acknowledgment of the preparation my past seemed to have provided me. Most of all I was to connect with a sense of freedom and inspiration that comes from living one’s life honestly, with as few secrets as possible.




In retrospect, I think that Albert’s emphasis on addictions and unconscious habits brought home for me the wisdom of such thinkers as Norman O. Brown and Ernest Becker, who years ago explained that we humans can evolve no further until we learn to deal with our everyday compulsions—those parts of our individual lifestyles we pursue with singular intensity, and at which we resist looking because they seem to feel so good. We know now that such activities, which can be of varying degrees of destructiveness—overworking, overeating, laziness, TVing, shopping, judging, distancing, complaining, drinking, drugging, sexual addiction—are all unconsciously designed to keep us distracted, and to fend off the ego’s fear of facing the great mystery that is this life. The ego fights this recognition because it senses that it must lose total control, and because it has no idea that such recognition would merely mean expanding into a higher self full of intuition and creativity and grand adventure.




In his book, Albert seeks to convey the full scope of how to look at those defects that cover-up our real selves; he has strategies that are reachable and effective in letting go of who we are not and becoming at long last authentic. In his humorous and, yes, confrontational way, he has clearly laid out the challenge facing all of us. We can talk about a coming spiritual renaissance to any degree we want, but it cannot happen until enough of us grasp that spiritual growth has a mental health component. We all have to step back and really look at the parts of our personalities that hold us back, because only then can we become who we really are—and truly move forward into a consciousness and mission that can change the world.
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PROLOGUE




Discovering Albert
















Everyone needs a touchstone.




No matter how well-refined your thinking process is, you need a sounding board of sorts. I’m not simply talking about a friend who is willing to lend an ear when you’re troubled, or a mentor who will preach to you about what he or she believes is the correct action for you to take.




I’m talking about someone who can impart wisdom. A person who will ask the hard questions, the ones that push you to reflect on your inner self. On your life’s work. On your relationships. On your very existence. Someone who can put you in touch with what you have inside, but might not be ready to see.






I was lucky to find that touchstone in my guru, Swami Swahananda, the spiritual head of the Vedanta Society in Southern California. The first time I met Swami, I had been hired by a close friend who was a Vedantist to meet with this venerated spiritual leader to discuss his astrological birth chart. (To tell the truth, I was taken aback that someone like him would turn to someone like me.) I was humbled to do his chart for him.




Vedanta is a philosophy based on the teachings of the Vedas, ancient Hindu scriptures. Their basic instruction is that our true nature is divine. God, the Atman or Brahmin—the underlying reality—exists in each of us. Vedanta believes that all paths that lead to God are right paths—a philosophy that complements my own beliefs.




The Vedanta Society of Southern California was founded in 1929. It maintains a temple, convent, and monastery in Hollywood and Montecito, and monasteries in Trabuco Canyon and San Diego.




I didn’t discover Swami was my touchstone when we first met. I was, in fact, quite the skeptic about Vedanta. After I did Swami’s reading, he and I had many discussions, one of which turned to my feelings about Vedanta.




I told Swami that I didn’t believe in gurus and I would never join a cult. A lot of us—myself included—often feel contempt for a person or an “ism.” Of course, that is how ignorance and misinformation can choke an open-minded attitude to death.




Swami didn’t decry my strong words or take insult. Instead, he said it was better for me to believe in myself. From that time I became something of a student.




Over time I opened my mind, and I learned from him that guru means teacher in Sanskrit and that Vedanta is not a cult. I researched Ramakrishna, the founder of Vedanta, who lived from 1836 to 1886. Ramakrishna is the chosen ideal for Vedantists, just as Jesus is for Christians. Swami gave me a book, How to Know God, which instructs the novice in the teachings of Vedanta and how to become one with the Divine within. I was hooked.




A few months later I told Swami that I wanted to become a Vedantist. He became my teacher—an idea to which I might have said, “When hell freezes over!” upon our first introduction.




At my initiation, he gave me a Sanskrit name, Ramapriya, which means beloved of God, not as an alias to conceal my identity but to celebrate my spiritual rebirth. Only he, nuns from the Sarada Convent, and other devotees call me by that name.




This book is not a promotion for Vedanta, nor will I preach to you. But I do wish to open your eyes beyond conventional wisdom about organized religion, spirituality, and the divine within. I want to introduce you to the parts of yourself that you’ve buried—parts that you may not believe exist.




We’re living in a world filled with powder-puff spirituality. Many spiritual authors and leaders appear to be “show dogs” or rock stars, not teachers with a clear and conscious message. Rather, the messenger has become the centerpiece of his work. Instead of deep introspection, we hear feel-good philosophies in sound bites and snippets on talk shows. Rather than paths that require commitment and steps to psychic change, isms and pop psychology are being embraced by a lot of seekers who pick it up and then throw it down when the next spiritual fad crops up. I will not treat you, my reader, as a member of a kindergarten class, but as an independent thinker who can use this book to explore what’s inside of you.




This exploration, these lessons, will come in a series of “stages,” inspired by William Shakespeare, a master metaphysician who insinuated everything we ever need to know about the human condition in his plays. In As You like It, he wrote:








All the world’s a stage,




And all the men and women merely players:




They have their exits and their entrances;




And one man in his time plays many parts,




His acts being seven ages.









Who among us knew when we were kids in class struggling to glean meaning from Mr. Shakespeare’s heavy-laden text that he was uncovering our return to truth and selfhood with his words and occult messages? Who among us knew that The Merchant of Venice was about looking at greed and selfishness and debaucheries within ourselves—during past lives or the present one—to see the Shylock mirror image of our own tarnished soul? All of the bard’s plays are reflections for all of us to be able to see ourselves as others see us and as we need to see ourselves—and to realize how badly we need to change to become true to us and others.




Before you join me on this journey of stages, understand the place from which I came.




THE OLD ALBERT




My early life was not picture perfect and the concept of God was confusing to me.




My parents divorced when I was nine years old. My father was a womanizing drunk who married six times. My mother was a martyr who worked to raise six children. She was sober, God-fearing, and she always paid her bills on time




I grew up with three sisters and two brothers, none of whom would take a drink as adults. I, on the other hand, took after my dad. The Gaulden bloodline indicated that I would be an alcoholic like my father and his father—I am a ninth-generation drunk.




When I was a child, I desperately wanted to know God. Church music and Bible stories excited me. I took lots of retreats to the mountains and the beach. One question in particular nagged at me: “If there is a God, why do I have club feet?”




Although I didn’t like my club feet, the one benefit I enjoyed from them was being coddled and fussed over by doctors and nurses at Duke Hospital on and off, from the time I was born until age three. When I went home to my family, two brothers, three sisters, and bickering parents, I wanted to go back to the hospital. I wanted my nurses and my doctors. I didn’t like my brothers and sisters or my parents.




I was raised a Baptist, and I was baptized, but I never believed. As a little boy, I heard voices and I saw what others couldn’t. I knew what others didn’t, but it didn’t coincide with the religion my family wanted me to be a part of. No one was there to listen to my questions, and there was no one I could trust to tell what I saw and what I knew. So I did what I was told to do, and I believed what I was told to believe.




My Baptist minister told me I would be a minister, and I always did as I was told. I became a ministerial student and was a pastor in rural South Alabama churches, but I did not believe in Jesus as my Lord and Savior, and I did not believe that Jesus could get me in or keep me out of Heaven. I wasn’t towing the line, but it was my secret.




Alcohol eventually helped me become defiant enough to excommunicate myself from traditional religion. It also created a haze through which I could shield myself from my doubts about God.




I needed to tear my world apart so God could help it fall back into place. Being dead broke and down and out beat living a lie, until I decided to stop burying the real me with addictions and compulsions.




I found God out of desperation when I got sober. I prayed and meditated, and I intuited that God loved me. I felt He cared for me. I struggled, but learned to listen to the God within me. I began the practice of yoga—the spiritual discipline and techniques of meditation that enabled me to achieve knowledge of God. I instructed myself to quietude every day at a set time. God touched me and he opened my heart.




God had been a fly in the ointment when I first got sober. The aphorism, “To know God is to know yourself,” started me exploring deep-tissue issues I had about God. My feelings turned out to be resentment against church leadership, and not a disdain for God.




Many sects and spiritual leaders use control tactics to make followers dependent on them. It is dangerous and manipulative for an organization or leader to control another person’s life, telling him how to pray and what to believe, and taking away his freedom to make mistakes along the way.




I had always looked everywhere outside myself for solutions. But I found that God is within, and the role of the God within is to love and guide us when we will allow it. To know God is to know yourself, and you don’t need an organized religion to find a higher power.




UNDERSTANDING ALBERT




I’m a troublemaker. I always questioned everything—believed nothing—and was suspect of everybody’s motives, especially my parents, preachers, and politicians. They all had too many agendas and we all had too much blind faith. I searched high and low, read, researched everything I could get my eyes on—manuscripts, books, documents, audio tapes, and videos—and learned to pay attention to my inner voice even when I didn’t know it existed. The earthly world around me was illusion; within me I found reality. I came to refer to Earth as “here” and the real world (which Christians call Heaven), “there.”




Nothing in my life made sense until I understood the concept of karma; that is, “We get what we deserve.” We are born, we live, we die, and then we start the process all over again. We live life after life until we clean up—clear up—our souls and become as we were initially created to be. Why would God create one person beautiful or handsome, brilliant, rich, and privileged and another ugly, stupid, and dirt poor? Why would someone be born a woman and never come back to experience being a man? Why would a child be born in Darfur with absolutely nothing, while in America even the poorest of us live in relative comfort? All of life only makes sense if we have to experience everything and everybody to pay for the things we have done to harm others. In one life we reign as king and then we reincarnate as a pauper. Again and again and again. We create the life we deserve when we let go of the world of illusion—the “un-us” world—and become clearly who we really are.




The master plan of recycling lives was devised at the beginning of time and the innate knowledge of it was buried within the subconscious of each of us. The stranglehold the Church has on the masses oftentimes keeps karma and reincarnation in the voodoo and hocus-pocus department of the library.




Karma is a magical kingdom of self-discovery, and it explains who I am. Karma knows I have done things in past lives and it knows what I am doing in this life. Karma shows me what I need to do to become real and true to my creation, what I need to change to make up for the misdeeds of my past lives. The Bombay-born Jesuit priest and psychotherapist, Anthony de Mello, was wont to say that “people are asleep. They are born asleep. They live asleep. They marry in their sleep and breed children in their sleep. They die in their sleep without ever waking up.” This idea helps explain what karma is to me. I have woken up to discover that passivity through millennia got me into a lot of trouble. I must face my mistakes, face the false selves I have been and the false lives I have lived. In order to resolve my mistakes, I must face them all. Buddha’s simple message is “Wake up!”




Western thought is corseted by religions, each of which has its agenda, one that does not allow us to self-legislate who we are, how to pray, or what ism or doctrine to follow. Religion has stood in its bully pulpit, defying us to transgress into that inner world where we can find ourselves. Eastern ideas are founded upon karma and reincarnation: refine the soul by finding what separates us from the Divine, and become transformed by admitting our mistakes and reforming. Prayer and meditation abet the return to our true self. In Eastern consciousness these topics are as accepted as breathing. In Western tradition leaders use fear and manipulation and control to denigrate these notions as folly.




TODAY’S ALBERT




Today, I am an astro-intuitive and counselor, mixing the principles of astrology with Jungian psychology and my sixth sense. I refer to myself as Charon, after the mythological boatman who ferried souls of the dead across the River Styx to eternal life. My assignment is to lovingly escort the troubled but courageous men and women who seek my counsel out of the darkness and into the light. This clearing process is a method of dying to the old way of life and being reborn as an authentic human being.




I do my work through the Sedona Intensive. Our five-day program began in 1982 in Sedona, Arizona. Locals who immerse themselves in metaphysical superstition say the powerful alchemical properties within Sedona’s vortices are the reason our clients find a way to change themselves. This may be partially true. Perhaps some special otherworldly properties within this valley of reddish-brown carvings affect our energy bodies, and we begin to experience “wow” and “aha” phenomena. Whatever the catalyst, before the week is over, all Sedona Intensive clients go through an epiphany of transcendence: They eliminate tons and lifetimes of painful, terrifying skeletons from their closets.




I seek to see what’s going on in a client’s life and why he’s coming to work with us at the time that he does. Before someone is accepted as a candidate, he must have a telephone astro-intuitive session with me. The birth chart gives me a good idea of how likely an individual is to respond to our program. Astrology provides accurate insights into character, assets, liabilities, and windows of opportunity for momentous things to happen in one’s life. I am also adept at deciphering voice imprint. As the client speaks, I get thought impressions from the resonance of his or her voice. Helping heal character defects that show up in the astrological horoscopes of clients is my brand of therapy. I travel to major cities throughout the world to give seminars and consult with clients, from actors to professional athletes to Wall Street moguls to people in all sorts of professions.




I never talk astrology or do a horoscope session once the Intensive starts. Astrology is a convenient diversion to old-fashioned recovery. The client comes to recover from a hopeless state of mind and body, not to have me forecast a new lover, or whether he will win the lottery or she will move to Xanadu.




Before arriving in Sedona, our clients must complete writing assignments, so they can be ready to discuss their families, marriages, and relationships. They must also read required books, make daily journal entries, and meditate with CDs we furnish.




A client’s visit includes daily twelve-step meetings. All clients, alcoholic, drug addict, or not, are required to attend these meetings because I contend that everybody’s sick somewhere, and twelve steps is a great stopgap to those difficulties. Throughout the five days clients see me every day for an hour and a half, and I am in their faces—cajoling, challenging, arguing, surrendering, and crying for all to endure and conquer—shepherding them to a clear and clean space to heal.




Our unique therapy model was built on the solid rock of getting at the truth of who did what to whom, no matter how much pain the client has to endure. Clearing digs up taproots of denial and cleans away all toxins. Our method is to peel back the layers of a client’s childhood and tap into his cellular memory of anger and rage. Then he must see the family for who they really are, cop an honest plea about his part in the melodrama, and then get on with his life. Acceptance that everybody is doing the best they can with what they have is a major step toward being released from shackles of the past. But the essence of our program is that God is at the heart of the process.




When I was getting sober in Long Beach, California, a toothless and unwashed longshoreman said in a meeting, “God created me to be one thing, and I was determined to be something else.” When I addressed a reunion of clients who had been through the Sedona Intensive, I reminded them, “All the things we do to get our own way, to come into compliance with a faulty ego, are a separation-from-God problem. The entire week I try to escort you back to who God created you to be. You look at the mess you’ve made, separate what’s a keeper from what has to go, write letters of anger and rage, and then forgive yourself and others.”






My voice of intuition told me that as a sober man, “You must give away what you have found: help others to see the light and to take the steps to return to their real selves. As you have shed your own false disguises, you will help others remove their masks. You will guide them to face down the great egocentric deceiver and free the precious children of God buried in the rubble of their destructive actions.”




ALBERT’S JOURNEY




“Who am I?” I asked.




My guru sat across from me. I had booked a sitting in his spartan rooms at the Vedanta Center in Hollywood.




“To know God is to know you,” Swami said.




Swami listened as I complained about my career as an intuitive astrologer. Clients ask incessantly, “Where is the money?” “Will I have a new lover in my future?” “Why do bad things keep happening?” I had no more answers. I had questions for Swami.




My motive for speaking to Swami was to end my career as an astro-intuitive and instead become a custodian in the Vedanta library or become Swami’s personal assistant. I was burned out as a stargazer and I felt as if I were dying.




“Ramapriya, when you first came to me you were full of compassion for the suffering alcoholic, were you not?”






“Yes.”




“You told me then that you had to share with others what had been given to you, did you not?”




“That is true, Swami.”




“When you had been sober for a few years, you wanted to move to Hawaii with a rich lady. She wanted a companion, and you wanted to oblige. I said God wanted you to continue your work; the sun could wait.”




He ordered Darjeeling tea and handed me prasad, food consecrated on the altar in the temple.




“A year later you came to counsel with me and you told me you hated Sedona. You said people there were spiritually shallow. You wanted to move to the monastery in Montecito. I said that if you didn’t like Sedona, you wouldn’t like Montecito. You stayed in Sedona.”




Swami is an old man with the razor-sharp memory of a much younger man.




“In India,” Swami said, “There is a Sufi story about creation and where to put God. ‘If we put God at the bottom of the ocean, man will dive there. Place God on the mountaintop, man will climb there. But if we put God inside him, man will never think to look there.’”




Sometimes I have trouble knowing when natural law is operating in my life. Swami was leading me where I didn’t want to go. I always resist, and then the God I cannot see takes over and my life gets better.




“Ramapriya, permit the clients to come to you for counsel, especially when they seem attached to illusion. See God in each one of them long enough, and one day God will reach out and touch you.”




“But Swami, there must be more to my life than one-hour sessions with curiosity seekers who think I can magically make their lives better.”




As is his character, Swami sat silently with his eyes closed for several minutes. I always suspected that he drifted into samadhi, a deathlike meditative sleep.




“Go home and light a fire under people. Help students find out who they are. Tell them that God remembers what they forgot,” Swami said.




He and I had a silent luncheon alone. After we ate we went to the temple and he chanted while I remained quiet. Swami walked me to my car, and as I started the engine, he tapped on my window.




“Ramapriya, you said to me today that you thought you were dying. You are dying. You are dying for the un-you to become authentic. Stop trying to control everything. God will lead the way. When He is ready for your life to change, your path will bend and you will go there. Your life is not your concern. Fear not. God is building your road as we speak.”




In my crisis of wanting more, in looking for the road Swami said God was building for me, I experienced a series of stages, and I want to share that journey with you. Before we can look ahead, we all must look back. I believe that the root cause of all emotional pain is the divided and un-individuated self. As medical records are carried in the bloodline, so too are all past actions for which we must atone. Alcoholics, drug addicts, and compulsive souls of all sorts oftentimes must die for their disease. Each of us knew the requirements of atoning for past behaviors when we chose to be reborn.




Life on the planet Earth is a reform school. We come back to “take the courses,” “learn our lessons,” and make evolutionary soul growth. We come back life after life to make amends for the harm we have done to ourselves and others. From the day we are born our ego lies, cajoles, defends, misrepresents, as well as coerces each of us to go to any lengths to get what it, the ego, tells us we must have. We lie and gossip, drug, drink, have illicit sexual affairs, and are dishonest about many other things in our lives. The egocentric world is one of the euphemisms like Devil, Satan, Lucifer, Dark Side, Evil, Mephistopheles, and Beelzebub that describes the split we endure when we turn from the Divine or God within.




What we do unto others we must have done to us. Every single destructive thought or hurtful deed we have done to another we must feel by having the same thing happen to us. When we surrender to the power of the Divine or God within we begin to return to the Creator and in order to do so, we must make amends to free us of our devious past.




We reincarnate not only to refine the soul but to understand Natural Law—that we are all the same: a precious child of God and a divine spirit having a human experience. Each of us has a mission, but because we live in a culture that worships fame and wealth, we diminish those who appear ordinary. Interrelated and interconnected are our watchwords for seeing the world as One—each with his own lessons to learn, and stages on which to play—but all of us are on assignment to come back to the Creator as redeemed fallen angels and errant prodigals—now self-realized as One with the Divine and with one another.




Through years of studying Eastern religions and paranormal psychology, I learned to trust my gut instinct. I have felt and believed there is a God part of me—my High Self. I am neither special nor privileged. Every person has his own High Self guide who can help him detach from what others believe or say.




Each of us is divided into three selves: a low self, a middle self, and a High Self. The low self is ego, which is pleasure bound. The middle self is mediator, which is truth bound. The High Self is God, who is the Great Redeemer.




To find your High Self, you must be clear to hear the voice of inspiration—the God part of you. To be clear means to rid yourself of the chaos that stifles the still, small voice of intuition.




My High Self—the God within me—revealed Himself * to me, reaching out and touching me, as Swami said He would.
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