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An utterly remarkable book, in which the words themselves emanate the energies of Moldavite!

—Robert Sardello, Ph.D., director of The Fort Worth Center for Consciousness Studies and author of Steps on the Stone Path

Robert Simmons has a highly developed ability to connect with the energies of stones and to perceive their effects on one’s chakras, subtle body, and awareness. He is then able to combine these energies with meditations, assisting his readers and students in accessing multiple nuances of Consciousness. This is especially true regarding Moldavite—in its synergistic interactions with other stones and with one’s bioenergetic system, as this book reveals.

—Lee Nelson, meditation teacher and author of Happiness for No Apparent Reason

Moldavite tektite sent out a beam and attracted to it two special caretakers, Robert Simmons and Kathy Warner. Their devotion, sensitivity, love, and attunement to Moldavite’s frequency are among the guiding forces in the unfoldment of this special stone’s destiny and its powerful effects on our own evolution process.

—Katrina Raphael, author of Crystal Enlightenment

Is the present mysticism of space affecting the consciousness of those who hold so beautiful a piece of visitation from outer space? Is there something in the symbol or substance of Moldavite that inhibits the brain’s inhibitors, like certain psychedelic drugs were thought to do? Can it be that Moldavite just might contain the frequency of a larger domain of being, and so engender in us the pulse and music of times to come?

—Jean Houston Ph.D., cofounder of The Foundation for Mind Research

For me, Moldavite is as magical as its reputation.

—Marilyn Ferguson, author of The Aquarian Conspiracy
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INTRODUCTION

If a union is to take place between opposites like spirit and matter, conscious and unconscious, bright and dark, and so on, it will happen in a third thing, which represents, not a compromise, but something new.

—Carl Jung

The Stone symbolised something permanent that can never be lost or dissolved—something eternal that men have compared to the mystical experience of God within one’s soul.

—Carl Jung

This book is about a stone that is not a stone. It is about a substance that is neither heavenly nor earthly, but is something new that emerged from their union. It seems somehow to be alive, and its presence can revise the plot of one’s life story. By some reports, it is capable of capriciously disappearing and reappearing. Like the Philosophers’ Stone Jung wrote of, it can trigger “the mystical experience of God within one’s soul.” I know that, because it happened to me.

Moldavite is a treasure born of a cataclysm—a meteor crash far more powerful than the sum of all the atom bombs in the world. Its shock wave circled the planet. The explosion ejected a vapor of meteoric substance and earthly rock into the stratosphere. And in that high oven of instantaneous alchemy, the gas condensed as a third thing—a new substance that fell again to Earth in a molten green rain. It landed more than a dozen million years before human beings existed, yet when our ancient ancestors found it, they felt the numinous presence that it carried. We still feel that presence when we pick up a Moldavite today.

The world—which is not separate from our consciousness—is full of mysterious symbols, and our lives play out like stories. It is in the perceiving, or creating, of our stories that we discover, or create, meaning. We are all in the middle of a mystery, or an infinitude of mysteries, and our paths are strewn with symbols. In this book, I have tried to follow the thread of Moldavite’s mystery—a mystery rich in symbols—which has bestowed much meaning upon my life.

My first book about Moldavite was published in 1988, near the time when the most recent chapter of Moldavite’s tale began. Now we are thirty-four years deeper into the story, and I felt it was time for a new book. Much has happened to validate the early intuitions my wife Kathy had about Moldavite’s purpose and destiny. And Moldavite’s fame has now reached around the world, just as thoroughly as the shock wave of its explosive genesis. Many thousands of people, from Shanghai to Chicago, have acquired their own Moldavites, and their experiences today echo those of myself and others several decades ago, in odd but unmistakable ways.

The reported energies and effects of Moldavite are not rational, nor measurable with instruments, but people perceive them anyway. Upon the first encounter, there is most frequently a sensation of warmth or heat, sometimes light-headedness, or even temporary nausea. Occasionally, dramatic phenomena such as chakra activations or visions occur in the initial experience. Upon closer acquaintance, dreams change, meditations become profound, and the rhythm and directions of one’s life can shift dramatically, ready or not. But thirty-six years of experience have shown me that I can trust the magic of Moldavite. I believe we all can.

In trying to tell Moldavite’s story in a way that will give some glimpses into the mystery and what it means, I have looked from multiple perspectives. Readers will first encounter the personal story of myself and my wife, and the remarkable things that occurred when Moldavite entered our lives. Through our anecdotes of synchronicity, opportunity, disappointment, and regeneration, I believe you will see the signature pattern of Moldavite’s dynamic quickening of one’s spiritual evolution. Our own story weaves through much of this book, because we have been living in the Moldavite mystery, experimenting within it, and encouraging others to dive in with us.

Everyone whose interest is piqued by Moldavite wants to know where it came from, and some want to know its history. In the chapter entitled Scientific & Historical Perspectives, we’ll go into those questions. To me, it’s important to know Moldavite’s physical history, in part because the science of its origin seems to symbolically resonate with the mystic tales with which it is connected—the legend of the Holy Grail and the alchemical Emerald Tablet. We’ll explore both of these after digesting the science and history. Then, for a deeper spiritual perspective, you’ll get a chance to check out the original Moldavite channelings. In Chapter Eleven, you’ll read Kathy’s musings on Moldavite’s meaning and purpose, and how we can align with it.

What would a book about Moldavite be without eye candy? Near the middle of the book, you’ll find a Moldavite Gallery of beautiful raw pieces, carvings, jewelry, and gems. The best of our own pieces are shown there, as well as an array of amazing specimens from two of the world’s premier collections. And, to be fair, this is more than eye candy. You can attune to Moldavite’s energy from the photographs alone!

Now let’s say you’ve gotten sufficiently intrigued to get yourself a piece of Moldavite, and perhaps you’ve felt its unique warmth and energy. You may even have begun to notice some changes in your life that just might have something to do with Moldavite’s arrival. What’s next? If you’re anything like me, you’ll want to experiment. There are chapters ahead that describe a menagerie of Moldavite templates, wands, pendulums, waters and essences, body layouts, grids, and other Moldavite-enhanced energy tools that you can create and work with.

At the end of Chapter Fifteen, there’s a section I want to recommend. It discusses using Moldavite in Photonic Layouts via which one can transmit energy to people, places, landscapes, and bodies of water, in order to heal and revitalize them. There is also a chapter with some powerful Moldavite meditations you can try, and another one devoted to combining Moldavite with an extensive list of crystals, minerals, and stones.

Along the way, we’ll check out the vibes of crop circles and the energy vortexes of Sedona, Arizona. We’ll visit Stonehenge, and we’ll go on an adventure in Moldavite country. Here and there, we’ll encounter some celebrities who are into Moldavite, as well as one flying saucer, a handful of ETs, and a pair of Men in Black.

I’ve organized the book to be read straight through, with the chapters arranged in a kind of progression that leads you through the kaleidoscopic world of Moldavite. But you can also dip in wherever you like. Each chapter is more or less self-contained.

Whatever you do, don’t miss the last and longest chapter, The Moldavite Stories.

There we have gathered a trove of fascinating letters we received from people who wanted to share their Moldavite experiences. I find it amazing to read the widely varying details, while still perceiving the underlying, unmistakable influence of Moldavite.

After all this, I hope you’ll have your own inner answer to the question, “What is Moldavite?” Better than that, if you are having experiences with your own Moldavite, this book may help you see more clearly the invisible presence behind Moldavite—the mystery behind these weird green stones that are not stones. And by then you’ll be within the mystery tale yourself, and within the mystery of yourself. For me, those are inextricably, enigmatically, and serendipitously woven together.

Moldavite’s formation emerged from a physical catastrophe—a horrendous collision of Heaven and Earth. Yet the substance born of that event has been an astonishing blessing to me—a talisman of rebirth and transformation. And it has played a similar role for countless people all over the world.

When opposites come together, it can feel like a disaster, but such collisions offer the opportunity for transcendence. As Jung wrote, the union of opposites will be “not a compromise, but something new.” In this book, we shine a light upon the ancient “new thing” that unites spirit and matter—the rare and wonderful celestial gem, Moldavite.

May your path be full of love, joy, and wonder.
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CHAPTER 1

A TALE OF TRANSFORMATION

One morning in 1987, I sat down in the living room with my piece of Moldavite, having turned on meditation music. I did this every morning, and I’ll admit that I was rather bored with the routine, even though I always felt calm and refreshed afterwards. On this day, I thought, “I’m tired of waiting for an out-of-body experience or some other cool thing to happen, so I’m just going to imagine one.” I wrapped my fingers around my Moldavite and closed my eyes, letting myself listen to the music, while at the same time imagining that I was rising out of the top of my own head, looking down at my body.

As I continued to visualize, I could see a mental image of myself as if I were looking down from the ceiling. Then I decided to try to go higher, so I envisioned floating upwards through the ceiling and the roof, looking down on the house and surrounding neighborhood. I kept going in my imagined flight, rising higher and higher, seeing the town and the seacoast landscape, and my house as a tiny dot below me. I began to feel exhilarated as I rose higher and faster. The flight seemed to take on a life of its own. Soon I could see the curvature of the Earth, and then the whole globe, as I flew off into space.

I felt no fear, and no disconnection from my body. I remained, on some level, aware of the music and my own breathing. Yet I became completely captivated by the visionary experience that was unfolding. Soon I had left the Earth behind and was far out among the stars. It seemed that I could move in whatever direction I chose simply by willing it.

At one point, I saw a golden star far away, and I knew that I wanted to go to it, so I willed myself there. In a short time, the golden star had become an immense golden sun, and it emanated a light that felt holy. Then I noticed that there were thousands, or perhaps millions, of golden orbs circling the golden sun, each with a thin gold thread linking the orb to the Sun. The orbs seemed to be alive, like a procession of souls, circling in adoration around the golden Sun. I was deeply moved by this vision, and I wondered if the golden orbs might be souls. At that point, I also wondered what my own ‘body’ might look like in this place. I turned my attention downward, toward where my chest would have been, and was surprised to see another golden orb about twelve inches in diameter, encompassing the space around my heart. And there was a golden thread that linked my own orb to the great golden Sun.

I was filled with awe and wonder, and my thoughts became silent. Then I suddenly heard a deep, resonant voice—perhaps like the voice of an angel—saying clearly, “The Light you seek without is identical to the Light within.”

In the next moment, several things happened. I suddenly realized that the golden orbs were souls, and that I was one of them, and this knowledge hit me with a rush of emotion. At the same time, back in the living room, the Moldavite in my right hand sizzled with an energy that moved quickly up my arm and went straight into my heart. There was an instant sensation of something opening, like a big flower inside my chest, and the flower was made out of spiritual Light. Then the energy moved upwards and downward along my spine, causing more flowerings of Light at each of my chakras.

In just a few seconds, all seven energy centers from the base of my spine to the top of my head were filled with Light and a curving, flowing energy. And my entire being was flooded with an ecstatic joy. I opened my eyes and saw the whole room was glowing, just like the Light that moved inside me.

My wife Kathy had been upstairs getting ready to open our shop for the day when all of this occurred. Her intuition suddenly told her that something important was happening with me, so she hurried to the living room. When she opened the door, she looked at me and said, “Robert, you’re full of Light!”

I was nearly speechless, still bathed in ecstasy. All I could say was, “I know.”

Kathy sat with me for nearly an hour, as the experience of the inner Light moved through me. Eventually, the intensity began to soften, and I was able to tell her what had happened. After a while, we decided to go and open our shop, but there was one more surprise ahead of me.

When I entered Heaven and Earth, our crystal and jewelry store in Gloucester, Massachusetts, I could, for the first time, sense the energy of the stones on the shelves and tables. It filled the room. And when I picked up a stone, I could instantly feel the vibrational currents of “crystal energy” that our customers and friends had described to me. In fact, I could, on that morning, feel every single stone in the store, and could sense the similarities and differences among them. I spent almost the entire day in a state of calm, wonderful rapture, picking up stone after stone, feeling them all. And while that exquisite sensitivity has ebbed and flowed through the years, it has never left me, and I have learned how to focus and work with it.

As I write these words, it is thirty-six years later, and much has happened since my dramatic awakening. You might say that my destiny opened up on that morning in my quiet living room, and I have been walking its path ever since.

I give Moldavite the credit for stimulating and awakening my latent capacity to sense and interpret the energies and spiritual qualities of crystals, stones, and minerals. This initiation began my career in the world of stones and their energies, including writing six books about stones and developing a worldwide mail order business. More importantly, it transformed me into a spiritual seeker, guided me to a wonderful marriage, and led me into innumerable adventures with the crystals, minerals, and gemstones, and with the people who love them.
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The Moldavite that took me to the Golden Sun

Through the years, I have learned that my Moldavite experience and its results were not as unique as I might have first imagined. I have spoken to literally thousands of people who say that the power of Moldavite catalyzed rapid and profound spiritual transformations in their lives. I have received letters from hundreds of others who voluntarily shared their Moldavite experiences with me. (You’ll find some of them in Chapter Eighteen of this book.)

So, what is going on here? What is Moldavite and what are its spiritual qualities? Where does it come from, and what is its history? Where is it found and how is it unearthed? What does science have to say about Moldavite? What myths and legends are connected to this stone of celestial origins? How can we work with Moldavite for spiritual healing and awakening? Are there tools we can make, or elixirs we can partake of that carry the currents of Moldavite? Now that Moldavite has emerged from obscurity and become world famous, what are people saying about it? And how can we connect with Moldavite to experience it for ourselves?

These are the questions that this book endeavors to answer. I encourage you to read on and learn all about the story of these unique starborn stones. Moldavite is a transformational talisman that can move us forward on the path of our highest destiny. We are already on that journey.
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The Venus of Willendorf is an 11.1-centimeter-tall (4.4 in) figurine estimated to have been made around 25,000-30,000 years ago. It represents one of the earliest known Goddess statues. This figurine was discovered in an archaeological excavation, along with several Moldavite amulets. It has been suggested that the presence of Moldavite amulets with this ancient depiction of the Great Goddess implies that Moldavite was viewed as a sacred stone among neolithic peoples of that region.



CHAPTER 2

HOW IT ALL STARTED

About 14.7 million years ago, a huge meteorite, estimated as being up to one kilometer in diameter, struck the Earth at the unthinkable speed of about 22 kilometers per second (49,000 miles per hour), causing a huge explosion. Just before the impact, the incoming shock wave of the cosmic projectile blasted away sand and surface rock from the impact site, vaporizing it and throwing it tens (or even hundreds) of kilometers into the sky. The vapor cooled into droplets of hot liquid glass, which landed 250 to 400 kilometers away from its point of origin. There it cooled and solidified, and there it sat for millions of years, as the Earth shifted and the land changed.

One day in August of 1984, I was driving from Amesbury, Massachusetts, on my way to Hyannis, on Cape Cod. I was making one of my frequent trips there to sell my jewelry line to the stores. As I often did, I was free-associating, designing jewelry in my mind. This time, the thought came up, “what about setting meteorites in jewelry?” The thought captivated me for several miles, as I imagined rings, pendants, and the like, studded with the dark metallic gray of the nickel-iron meteorites.

Then an unexpected idea popped in. Suddenly, I was struck with the image of a comet, with a real meteorite at the head and a golden tail flecked with diamonds. Of course! In about fifteen months, Halley’s Comet would be visible in the sky. Comet fever would grip the nation and the world! Everyone would want my pendants. I would be rich!

As visions of golden comets danced in my head, I became so absorbed in my thoughts that I missed my turn for Hyannis and ended up twenty miles further down the road, near the town of Orleans. When I realized where I was, I decided to abandon my plans for the day and visit a friend and fellow jewelry designer I knew in nearby Eastham. I was eager to tell him my idea. When I arrived at his door, I was bubbling with enthusiasm for my new concept of extraterrestrial jewelry.

My friend also liked the idea, but he kept trying to remember the name of a special type of meteorite about which he had read. After a fair amount of head-scratching, he shouted, “Tektites! That’s what they’re called.” Then he set about searching through his papers, looking for an article he had read about them some years back.

After about ten minutes, he found it. The article, from the 1958 Lapidary Journal, was titled “Agni Mani: The Celestial Gem,” and was written by George Bruce. Looking back, it seems remarkable to me that this article, which put me on the track of Moldavite, should have fallen spontaneously into my hands. After all, it had been written twenty-six years earlier, and it didn’t come out of a stack of old Lapidary Journals. It was in fact the only old copy of the magazine that my friend had.

I read the article with interest and mounting excitement. In it I learned that agni mani was a Sanskrit term meaning “fire pearl” and that it referred to the whole class of mysterious glassy objects known as tektites. I read that they had been found in Asia, Africa, Australia, and in North America, and that these stones were almost all an almost opaque brownish black color. Only the rare Czech Republic tektites, called Moldavites, are a rich translucent green. Thus, only they are fit for cutting into gems.

The article discussed both the physical attributes and the mystical powers attributed to these stones. According to Bruce, the agni mani stones were revered and worshiped in Indonesia, India, China, and Tibet for 2500 years of recorded history. He recounted an anecdote in which Professor Nicholas Roerich, “went so far as to draw a close analogy between the Stone of Shambala and the agni mani, further asserting that it was the same stone contained in the Holy Grail.” Bruce went on to state that such notables as Queen Elizabeth II and Winston Churchill owned and prized agni manis, and that the magical properties attributed to the stones included wealth, prescience, victory, long life, health, and success.

After reading the article, I knew I had found the stones I wanted to work with. I was drawn immediately to the Moldavites, at first because they lent themselves most readily to being cut into gems. Beyond that, I was excited because of the apparently mystical aspects of the stones. (What a strange place to run into stories about magical gems from space—a rockhound magazine from 1958!) I felt the urge to try to contact Mr. Bruce. The article had listed an address for him from 1958. I called Information (which still used live operators in those days) and they gave me a number. I dialed it and it rang. Then, twenty-six years after the article that prompted the call, to my surprise and delight, Mr. Bruce answered the phone.

In my enthusiasm, I plunged into the call: “Hello, my name is Robert Simmons and I’ve just read your article about agni mani stones and Moldavites.”

There was a long pause. Then Mr. Bruce answered, somewhat incredulously, “You’ve 
just read my article?” It had, after all, been published twenty-six years 
earlier.

After I explained the unusual circumstances of my call, including my daydream 
inspiration, Mr. Bruce and I talked for four hours. I don’t know which one of us 
was more excited. I was elated to find out about the existence of tektites, and 
Mr. Bruce was equally thrilled to speak to someone who wanted to learn about 
them. In his earlier life, Mr. Bruce had been both a gemologist and a student of esoteric ideas. Although he had all kinds of tektites, his real love was Moldavite. He had tried very hard to interest the gem and jewelry community in these celestial gemstones, but to no avail. My showing up on the telephone that day felt as significant to him as it did to me.

I recall that there was a point in the conversation where I got prickles down my neck and I had a strange feeling that destiny was unfolding in that moment. Something about the purpose and path of my life was beginning. I didn’t understand that feeling, but its power stayed with me.

During the call, I learned a great deal from Mr. Bruce about the various theories of the possible origin of the agni mani/Moldavite stones. He also told me a number of stories about their purported magical properties. I was intrigued by our conversation, although I did not know what to make of the stories about the stones’ powers. My scientific training in college told me that such things were impossible.
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Booklet by George Bruce published in two installments in Lapidary Journal, 1957-1958

Nonetheless, when samples arrived from Mr. Bruce, I was excited to see and touch them myself. The package included a dozen of the more common black tektites and a few of the rare green Moldavites. There were also several cut and faceted Moldavite stones.

Over the next six to eight weeks, as I began putting together my project for the Halley’s comet jewelry, I showed the tektite and Moldavite collection to friends and jewelry designers. I had decided, because of the price and rarity of Moldavites, to use the black tektites in my jewelry. Nonetheless, practically all of my friends and fellow jewelers were drawn to the translucent green Moldavites. I even found myself touching and looking at them more often. Still, I pressed on with my plans to use the other tektites.

My friend from Cape Cod had helped me make contact with a buyer from a large mail order company. She and her superiors were interested in marketing my Halley’s comet jewelry. On my first trip to New York with my designs, the buyer took one look at the black stone and said, “That’s the ugliest thing I’ve ever seen!” Taken aback, I hurriedly mentioned that it might be possible to procure enough of the green Moldavite for the project. I showed her a sample piece and got a much more positive response. Hoping to make everything work, I went home to create new comets using Moldavite.

During this period, in April of 1985, I met Kathy Helen Warner. We were introduced by a mutual friend who thought we might benefit through a business relationship. Kathy was a practicing clairvoyant and spiritual healer who had recently left the field of engineering to start a small crystal business. As we talked, she mentioned the “energies” of various stones.

I was quite skeptical of these ideas but was also strongly drawn to this obviously intelligent, peaceful, and clear-eyed person. The second time we met, I impulsively handed a Moldavite to her. “Here,” I said. “You’re supposed to be able to feel all these stone energies. What do you get from this?” She took the stone and held it, with her eyes closed. She stood still, not speaking for several minutes. When she opened her eyes, I was surprised by the story she told. She later wrote it down for our first Moldavite book:

“I looked at the small green stone in my palm and then closed my hand and my eyes. Immediately I felt my consciousness expand beyond my body, beyond the Earth, and out into the endlessness of starry space. A feeling of peace, deep nurturing, and protection filled my being, as I experienced great joy. I continued expanding and felt totally at one with all of the Infinite. I knew intuitively that this was an important 
stone for connecting and communing with the oneness of life. I stayed in the 
blissful consciousness for some time, and, when I finally decided to come back to my normal state, I opened my eyes. ‘What is this stone!?’ I asked Robert, telling him of the profound experience I had just had.
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The first Moldavite I handed to Kathy

“We talked for hours about stones and their use as tools in our spiritual questing. I told Robert of the spiritual focus that had always been central in my life and of my desire to serve in the world. I shared a lot about who I was and why, with this gentle and curious man.”

I was moved, even taken aback somewhat, by the quiet certainty with which Kathy spoke. The confidence she felt in her intuition seemed stronger than the opinions I could muster with my intellect. Her spiritual focus and desire to be of service in the world seemed like ideals I had long ago left behind. And yet, the ideals drew me. I felt a buried part of myself trying to emerge. Kathy and I spent more time together, and we began to join forces in our businesses. I made trips to New York, focusing the comet jewelry project on the deal with the mail order company.

The jewelry project seemed to be going well. By late May, we had settled on a design for the comet necklace and earrings, with beautiful faceted Moldavites at the heads and glittering diamonds in the golden tails. I had spent all of my cash reserves, plus much more that I borrowed from the bank, friends, and family, on twenty kilos of raw Moldavite, hoping it was enough for the whole project. Then, in June, while we were finalizing postage and handling fees, Kathy got a call from the buyer. One of her superiors had vetoed the project. Goodbye comets.
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Front of Comet Brochure

I was devastated, and very worried. I had invested all of my own money, plus all I could borrow, into buying Moldavite—a stone almost no one had ever heard of—for a project that now would not happen. But Kathy simply said, “This just means something better is going to happen. Even if we try to do the comet project on our own, Moldavite’s purpose is much bigger than that.”

I wasn’t ready to completely give up on my Halley’s Comet Moldavite project, and I eventually convinced Kathy that we should try to do it ourselves, without the help of the big marketing company. We invented the name Cosmogems for our comet jewelry enterprise. We made several sets of the comet necklace and earrings, in 14k gold with faceted Moldavites and diamonds. We created our own brochures, with Kathy modeling the pieces. I sent copies to all the jewelry stores on my customer list, and to the media outlets around New England. I was proud of what we had created, and I really believed that “Moldavite, the Gem from Space,” was just about the coolest thing ever.

Kathy was right about Moldavite’s greater purpose. Halley’s Comet would come and go, but Moldavite was just getting started. Still, perhaps our efforts were worthwhile. One of our press releases got someone’s attention at a major newspaper. And, although it didn’t lead to many comet jewelry sales (just one set, to be exact), it did serve to launch Moldavite into greater public awareness.
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Inside of Comet Brochure
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Heaven & Earth storefront, 1986



CHAPTER 3

MOLDAVITE TALES FROM THE EARLY YEARS


The Robbery and Nothing but Moldavite Left

After Kathy and I fell in love, we didn’t want to have separate employment, so we decided to work together in my jewelry business. Before meeting her, I had designed and sold traditional gold and silver jewelry, with well-known stones like Ruby, Emerald, Sapphire, and Diamond, as well as semi-precious stones like Turquoise and Amethyst. But as soon as possible, I had some gems cut from the raw Moldavites I had purchased for the Halley’s Comet Project, and I set them in my various rings, pendants, and earrings.

Kathy was very much in tune with crystals and their energies, as well as with the burgeoning subculture of people who appreciated their spiritual qualities. She told me from the beginning that Moldavite’s destiny was much bigger than my comet project, and she encouraged me to try marketing Moldavite jewelry to the stores that were my customers.

At first it was difficult to make many sales, because conventional jewelers had never heard of Moldavite, and they weren’t eager to take a chance on it.

When the Christmas season rolled in, I asked a friend who had a jewelry shop if we could use one of his empty showcases to display my jewelry. Kathy and I agreed to work behind that counter to make the sales, and we would split the sales with the shop owner. We planned to start on Black Friday, the day after Thanksgiving. What happened next gave the phrase Black Friday a new meaning for me!

Two days earlier, we had taken all my precious-stone jewelry to the shop’s back room, planning to set up our display on Friday. We had forgotten to bring the Moldavite jewelry, but we planned to have it with us when the shop opened. On Thanksgiving, Kathy and I had a lovely day off together, and felt much promise for the future.

The next day, when Kathy was in her morning meditation, her spirit guides said to her, “Be empty so that you may be filled.” She was puzzled by the message, and mentioned it to me at breakfast. After that, we put on our coats and drove to the jewelry store.

When we arrived, we both felt an immediate sense of concern. The door of the shop was ajar, and there was a police car in the parking lot.

When we went inside, it was obvious what had happened. There was a man-size hole in the flimsy back wall of the building, and the store owner was talking with two policemen. All of the jewelry we had left in the shop’s back room was gone.

As it happened, only my jewelry was stolen. The store owner had put his own stock into a safe, which the burglars had not been able to open, although the marks of sledge hammers on the door made it clear that they had tried.

I wondered why the alarm had not gone off and brought the police when the break-in occurred. I later learned, to my astonished dismay, that the owner of the local security company, who monitored the alarms from his home, had died from a heart attack two or three nights earlier. The policed discovered his body when they went to ask about the alarm on the night of the robbery.

I spent the day in a state of shock and disbelief. Not only had almost my entire inventory of gold and precious gems been stolen, but I also owed my gem suppliers for much of what was lost. My sense of optimism from the day before vanished.

In my anguish, Kathy reminded me of the words of her guides, “Be empty so that you may be filled.” And, true to her nature, she accepted what had happened and went calmly about setting up a display of the only inventory we had left—Moldavite jewelry.

I also remember that I tried several times to use my tarot card deck, which I had brought with me, to try to make sense of what happened. Three times I laid out the cards. Each time, various images depicted the calamity and my grief at our loss. But each time, the outcome card was the same—Strength.

At the time, I would gladly have given up the promise of Strength to get my jewelry back!

Looking back on the story now, some thirty-six years later, I can say that both the cards and Kathy’s guides were right. Struggling through the loss and having to start our life together from a financially impoverished position did bring Kathy and I closer together. And we gained strength through the process of persevering in our plans, being very frugal, and sharing our adversities and the little victories that slowly came to us.

Also, I find it rather amazing that I lost everything except my Moldavites. I see now that the apparent “disaster” actually needed to happen. From the start, Kathy knew that Moldavite was going to be important, and that it would take center stage in our personal and business lives. But I was unsure, and preferred to hang onto the security of what I knew. I could make a living with the precious gems and gold, even though I was not as excited about them as I was about Moldavite.

But the spirit guides were right. I needed to have that illusion of security taken away (“be emptied”), so that I would have no choice but to commit myself totally to Moldavite and its mission. Slowly we began to connect with more and more people who resonated with Moldavite, and we managed to eke out a living while preparing, as we gradually whittled down my debts, to start our own shop together. And from the day we opened it, the promise that we would “be filled” has come abundantly true.




Moldavite’s Debut

During the several weeks between the Thanksgiving robbery and Christmas, things began looking a little better for Kathy and me. We had managed to sell some Moldavite jewelry, as well as a number of rings, earrings, and pendants with conventional gemstones—pieces I had hastily put together after we came home each evening. We were making payments for the lost gems, and we had accumulated, to us, impressive sum of almost $2000 in our bank account.

Then one day while I was away, Kathy took a phone call from a promoter for the Whole Life Expo—a New Age show to be held in a Boston exhibit hall in February. The promoter explained that his main crystal vendor had just cancelled his reservation for a double-size corner booth in a prime location, and he wondered if we would like to take it. The price would be discounted to $1500.

When I came back Kathy happily told me that she had agreed to take the booth. I was not so happy: “You just spent three quarters of our money! And we don’t have any crystals to sell. All we have is Moldavite. How are we going to fill up a double booth?”

“We’ll have crystals,” she replied serenely. “This is going to be great.” It still amazes me to remember how many times she was right about things like this.

We got our crystal inventory for the show in a surprising way. I happened to call up one of my customers who owned a jewelry store on Cape Cod, and I was lamenting to him that Kathy had committed to a big exhibit booth when we had so little merchandise to sell.

“You can borrow a bunch of my stock,” he suggested. “I’m closed for the winter, so you might as well try to sell some of my things. I have a lot of crystals, geodes, and polished agates. If you’ll pick them up and bring back what you don’t sell, we can split the profits.”

I soon made the long drive from Gloucester to Provincetown, coming back with a station wagon load of merchandise that was exactly what we needed, along with our Moldavite, to fill the booth. In the ensuing weeks, we added an additional few hundred dollars worth of Quartz and Amethyst points that we bought from a local wholesaler. We built some glass cases, bought clamp-on lights and table cloths, and we managed to create an attractive, abundant display.




The Boston Globe Writes about Moldavite

We were very lucky (or was it Moldavite’s destiny at work again?) to receive a call from a reporter at the Boston Globe. We had sent out press releases about the Halley’s Comet pendant project in the Fall, but had received no replies. Now that the approach comet itself was beginning to make news, she wanted to do an article about our comet jewelry and Moldavite.

The piece was done, and it made the front page of the Living section of the Sunday Globe, just weeks before the Whole Life Expo. (We got almost a whole page!)




Moldavite Is a Big Hit

When the weekend of the show arrived, we were pleasantly surprised by the quantity of sales we made. (A couple who had read the Globe article even came to our booth and purchased a 14k gold set of the comet pendant and earrings for $1000.) But what amazed me more was the people’s response to Moldavite.

The attendees at the Expo were mostly familiar with crystals, and many of them could feel their energies. I watched as they held their hands above different stones to see which ones resonated for them. Having never felt stone energies myself, I didn’t know quite what to make of this. But, again and again, when one of them reached the Moldavite display, there was a powerful reaction. Holding their hands over the display case, people would often exclaim out loud or take a step back. And dozens of times, when someone asked to hold one of the raw pieces, the person would comment, “This stuff is really making me feel hot! This has a lot of energy!” Our sales of Moldavite alone were more than the total for the entire rest of the booth.

And Kathy, true to her trusting nature, announced to numerous people that we would be opening a shop in Gloucester in April, just two months away. This was despite the fact that we had not yet found a location, and we still owned very little inventory, except for Moldavite.

But once again we received help we had not expected. The Cape Cod shop owner, pleased with our success, told us we could keep his inventory on consignment through the summer. With our newly earned funds and Kathy’s knowing confidence, we proceeded to carefully allocate resources toward additional inventory, and we started thinking more and more about the store we hoped to open.
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Boston Globe article, January 9, 1986
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Kathy shows Moldavite to a buyer at the Whole Life Expo




Building the Shop

We knew that our shop would combine crystals, gems, minerals, and jewelry with Moldavite, which was to become our signature stone. Since we had almost no cash, we worked on trust, doing whatever we could each day to move our dream forward.

And we still meditated in the mornings. Kathy was always getting guidance and having spiritual experiences, while I mostly sat distractedly in the dark. But it did make me calmer.

Then one day, something different happened. We had been discussing what to name our store, but had not come up with anything that felt right. However, during that morning’s meditation, a loud, authoritative voice spoke inside my head: “The name of the store is Heaven and Earth.” That was all it said.

But I liked the name a lot, and so did Kathy when I told her. So, now that we knew the name, we thought we would look for a location.

We had been living in Gloucester, Massachusetts, sharing a single bed in a small apartment made from the former servant’s quarters of the massive Birdseye Mansion. We went out one morning, cruising the streets of the town, looking for vacant buildings. In less than an hour, we found our place—the first floor of a two-story house with the landlady living upstairs. Rent was $125 a month. It had once been a little fishing tackle and bait store, and the back half was taken up by a huge walk-in cooler that would need to be removed. But I looked at the cooler as a possible source of free lumber to build our showcases. I volunteered to take it apart if the landlady would let me use the wood, and she agreed.

Kathy and I spent many days together, ripping apart the cooler, cleaning, painting, building tables, shelves, and cases for our inventory. My unskilled carpentry and second-hand building materials gave our furnishings a decidedly rustic look.

We had consulted an astrologer to choose our wedding day and the store’s first day of business. As it turned out, our beginnings, both matrimonial and business, were ordained by the stars to take place on consecutive days—April 11 and April 12, 1986. We knew what we were committed to doing, but getting there was another story.




The Woman from Block Island

We kept on working hard to finish building, painting, and lighting the inside of the store before our astrological deadline. We designed our sign and commissioned a sign painter. We had a telephone installed. We were making progress, but it looked like we would have to work long hours seven days a week to get ready in time for the opening date. Then we ran out of money.

I had continued going out and selling my jewelry pieces to stores, as a way to make ends meet, but I stopped at some point during the store construction. There was just not enough time to do both. Now we had reached a place where we needed money to complete the renovations, and to put food on the table. But if I went on a selling trip, we would miss our deadline.

We sat in the sawdust on the shop floor and talked it over. I feared that there was no choice but to take the selling trip. But Kathy said we needed to stick with our schedule and to trust that we would be taken care of. My heart already agreed with her, so I gave in. We got up and went back to work.

About an hour later, the phone rang. I was shocked, because it was a brand-new phone line, and I thought nobody had our number.

A woman’s voice spoke to me, “Hello, I’m looking for some Moldavite pieces. And I really need to get them right away. I live on Block Island, in Rhode Island, and I’m ready to drive up to Gloucester right now, if you have Moldavite.”

I told the woman that, yes, we had Moldavite, and we would be working on the renovations all day, so she was welcome to come. She arrived three hours later, and she purchased $800 worth of raw Moldavites from us. When we asked how she knew we were there, since we had not done any advertising, she showed us a single photocopied page we had given out to a few people at the Whole Life Expo. Sure enough, our phone number was on it, even though the phone itself had not yet been installed at the time.

When she left, I looked at Kathy and said, “You were right again. If I hadn’t agreed to trust and we had taken off on a selling trip, we would have missed her. And if we hadn’t had Moldavite, she wouldn’t have come. Now we have enough money to finish the shop and get it open.”

I began to understand that there were some higher forces at work, and that Moldavite’s destiny was being nudged along. Our job was to trust and cooperate.

Kathy’s penchant for following her intuition and trusting the universe continued to stretch the limits of my comfort level, and our bank account. A few weeks before we opened, we got a call from Earthstar Magazine, the biggest New Age/Health and Wellness magazine in New England. Their back page was unexpectedly available, as an advertiser had cancelled at the last minute. Because they were in a time crunch, they offered us the whole page for half price. (But that was still $1000!) Kathy immediately said yes, and brightly told me this would be perfect for our grand opening. I groaned, but I agreed.

The morning Heaven and Earth opened, there was a small line of people waiting outside the door. We welcomed them in, and through the entire day there was a steady stream of people. We even received a delivery of party balloons and flowers from the owner of another crystal shop in Boston. We sold several pieces of Moldavite to people who had come looking for it, and more pieces to people who were energy-sensitive and immediately recognized the powerful nature of Moldavite’s vibrations. Our other crystals and stones were also well-received. Having just gotten married the day before, we were already happy in our hearts, and the surprising success of our first day made us feel optimistic about the future.

Throughout the first weeks and months of operation, our shop remained busy and profitable. But the many expenses of launching a new business, building up our inventory (which was rather thin at the beginning), and covering our personal bills added up to quite a lot. And I was still paying off the debts for the lost gems from the robbery. Our bank balance was often close to zero.

Kathy, with intuitive vision and trust, would sometimes write checks on Friday for bills that were due, counting on the weekend business to cover them by Monday. This gave me the shivers, but we managed it.

The reason I mention this is that after a few months of running our finances so close to the edge, Kathy got the inspiration to tape a thin piece of raw Moldavite into our checkbook. She told me that Moldavite’s expansive energies would get us past the pattern of scarce financial resources. I was utterly skeptical of this idea. But, for whatever reason, after that day we never had problems paying our bills again.




Synchronistic Meetings and Other Events

It was clear from the start that Moldavite had its own destiny. Or perhaps Moldavite’s story is part of the unfolding destiny of humanity and the Earth. One thing is certain—from the time I became aware of it and through many following years, there has been a trail of synchronicities that have led to Moldavite’s emergence from obscurity into the lives of hundreds of thousands of people around the world. In this chapter, I’ll tell a few of the many stories.

I have already described the way I discovered the existence of Moldavite, and how it led to an acceleration of my life and to many major changes. Even the name for our crystal store came as one of Moldavite’s surprises. When the inner voice intoned, “The name of the store is Heaven and Earth,” it was giving us more than a name. With that pronouncement came the intuition that the meaning of the shop’s name referred to the mission of our work—bringing Heaven and Earth into a spiritual union. It also alluded to Moldavite, the most important item in our inventory. Moldavite came into existence when a huge meteorite crashed, forming a new substance from the earthly rock that it transformed. So it was literally a “joining of Heaven and Earth.”

This example is just one of many events that showed me that an intelligence beyond our everyday selves was involved with Moldavite’s emergence. Heaven and Earth was just a tiny little crystal and jewelry store in Gloucester, Massachusetts. And at the time we opened, we were the only store in the USA that offered Moldavite. How could it find its way from that one shop in a small seaside town to people all around the globe? There was no way we could have made it happen, but it did.




Randall and Vickie Baer

During Heaven and Earth’s beginnings in 1986, I was just beginning to realize that the interest in crystals and stones for spiritual purposes was a real thing, and that it was growing fast. People were hungry, not only for stones, but also for information about their energies and how to work with them. Every day, people came in and wanted to know about the energies of Moldavite. I was still not able to feel stones myself, and had not seen anything written about Moldavite’s energies.

We carried all of the most popular crystal books, and they sold quickly. One of these was Windows of Light, by Randall and Vicky Baer. It offered a lot of channeled information about Quartz crystals, and was the first book I saw that mentioned making energy grids and templates using crystals. In the back of the book was a mailing address for the authors. Hoping that they might shed some light regarding Moldavite, we mailed them a piece, along with a letter explaining the stone’s origins.
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About a week later, much to our surprise, we got a telephone call from Vickie Baer. She was breathlessly excited, and she spilled out her story in a torrent of words.

She explained that she and her husband had been doing meditation and channeling for a number of years. In 1983, she told us, they had experienced communication from a remarkably powerful being, “an alien Master,” Vickie called it. During that channeling session, the being told the Baers that at some point they would receive “a green meteorite” as a gift from strangers, and that when this happened, it would accelerate and transform their work.

For this precise thing to happen three years later was astonishing to Randall and Vickie, as well as to Kathy and me. The Baers were traveling a great deal at that time, teaching crystal workshops all over the USA. Sometimes as many as 500 people attended these events. And from the time when we received their phone call, the Baers spoke enthusiastically about Moldavite at every class, encouraging their audiences to contact us if they wanted to purchase some.

We began to get phone calls every day from people wanting to order Moldavite. We were sending pieces everywhere. And those people were telling their friends. In a matter of weeks, we realized we needed to print some sort of catalog we could mail out to prospective buyers. Our first edition was one sheet of glossy paper, with photos of Moldavite on one side and Quartz crystals on the other. The next catalog was twelve pages. It included new items such as Sugilite, as well as more Moldavite, and much more Moldavite jewelry. With the Baers singing the praises of Moldavite, and the customers turning on their friends, our shop turned into a mail order business without our ever having intended it.

And the Moldavite kept spreading.




Dr. Jean Houston

Doctor Jean Houston has been at the center of the human potential movement since the 1960s. She has authored over a dozen books and has led hundreds of groups. (Mind Games, which she co-wrote with her husband, Robert Masters, was praised by John Lennon as, “one of the two most important books of our time.”) But when we received Doctor Houston’s phone call in 1987, we didn’t know who she was, except for the vague sense that she was somebody famous. “I’m Doctor Jean Houston, she announced, and I am very interested in Moldavite. I understand that you are the source.” When I asked her how she found out about us, she told us it was a synchronicity.
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The Moldavite page from the first Heaven and Earth catalog

“Every year I take two weeks off to learn something new,” she explained. “And this year I decided to learn about crystals.” She went to the local New Age bookstore near her home, and was browsing among the shelves. Suddenly, for no apparent reason, a book fell off one of the high shelves and landed open on the floor. Houston picked up the book and read one paragraph on the open page.

As it happened, that paragraph discussed Moldavite, mentioning our business as the source. (It was the only paragraph in the book that mentioned Moldavite at all!) Houston intuitively knew that this was the information she needed, so she made a note of it, closed the book and returned it to the shelf. The next day, she called us.

When Doctor Houston received her first two Moldavites, the energy immediately affected her, sending waves of heat from her hands up her arms. The currents soon rushed up to her face, producing what we came to know as the classic “Moldavite flush.”

That first phone call led to a long and fruitful association with Doctor Houston. She introduced Moldavite (and us) to hundreds of her friends and students, many of whom acquired it from us. We decided to enroll in Jean’s Mystery School, and we were in the program for two years. Aside from the wonderful things we learned there, Mystery School also provided a venue in which Moldavite became known to more people, as Jean often encouraged us to set up a table of our wares.

In 1989, we took a memorable trip to Bali with Jean and a group of other students. As we traveled the island, we “planted” Moldavite at several sacred sites. One of them was an outdoor temple, the oldest temple in Bali. Doctor Houston explained to the priest the significance of the Moldavite offering we wished to place on the altar there, and a beautiful ceremony ensued. As we were leaving, I turned back toward the altar and took a quick photo. Later, when the film was developed, the picture revealed the form of a rainbow colored being.
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Balinese temple after Moldavite ritual. Note the “Rainbow Being” that appeared on our film.

Look closely at the image and you may see what other people have reported—the shape of a female figure with the hood of her garment coming up around her head. We viewed this as a goddess figure, or an emanation of Sophia, Soul of the World.

When our first book, Moldavite: Starborn Stone of Transformation, was being produced, Doctor Houston agreed to write the Introduction. In it she reported the results of an experiment she decided to do, providing Moldavite to about 200 people:

Most reported an intensification of dream life and acceleration of life processes. A goodly number began to enter more seriously into meditative life after receiving the Moldavite. Here is the report from a university teacher . . . which is fairly typical: “After three months of having Moldavite, I discover that the speed at which changes are happening in my life is unlike anything I’ve experienced before. I couldn’t stop them if I wanted to.”

I then asked this person if she attributed the change to the Moldavite, to which she replied, “Yes, I do attribute it to the Moldavite because of the constancy in change in consciousness I experience when I’m wearing it. I have a constantly different state of consciousness when I have it on.”

Another person . . . reported that she felt that the Moldavite had moved her to becoming, “more and more true to myself, resulting in a radical career change. I am now becoming a writer, capable of different kinds of writing. I am becoming more and more aware that I have an identity as an artist.”

One of the sweetest connections Jean facilitated for us was with author Madeline L’Engle, who wrote one of the favorite books of my childhood, A Wrinkle in Time. Through Jean’s intercession, we were able to gift L’Engle with a particularly lovely Moldavite. She wrote us back to thank us, saying, “Thank you for your gift of the Moldavite. I love holding it. It’s warm vibration is like a healing prayer.”




Artist John Nesta

During the first two years that our shop in Gloucester, Massachusetts, was open, a local artist named John Nesta was among the many customers who connected strongly with Moldavite. Over a period of weeks, he purchased several raw pieces, each of which generated powerful visionary experiences for him. Perceiving energy from a stone was quite surprising and paradigm-shifting for John, and he explored this newfound phenomenon with a passionate intensity. He often visited the shop two or three times a week, primarily to discuss his Moldavite experiences with us.

John made his living as a painter, mostly doing landscapes and marine paintings that people commissioned him to paint. He was famous in the region, and was usually quite busy with his work. However, during the time in which he was deeply involved with Moldavite, his commissions suddenly dried up. He had little or no work to do, and at the same time, he was having many powerful inner experiences and visions.
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Nesta’s first painting showing Moldavite and Quartz energies

One day during that period, John came into the shop, showing obvious excitement. He told us he had realized that his commissions had ceased for a reason—he was supposed to be painting the energies of the Moldavite. He showed us a small painting he had done, depicting a Moldavite on a table next to a Quartz crystal. He had made the image somewhat surrealistic, so that the viewer would see a representation of the “subtle bodies” of the two stones, and the energies they were emanating.

During that period, John had a great burst of creativity. He painted more than a dozen canvases with images of Moldavite, sometimes combined with Quartz crystals. All of these striking images seemed to vibrate with the stones’ energies. Each time he finished a new painting, he brought it into the shop for us to admire. He seemed almost puzzled by what was happening, and told us he did not feel like painting anything but Moldavite and crystals.

At one point, we received a new shipment of very large faceted Moldavite gems. Some were as much as thirty millimeters in diameter. When John saw them, he connected strongly with one of the largest ones, telling us that this was “his stone.” He also insisted that the Moldavite needed to be set in a thick, 24 karat gold setting. He started to make payments on it, slowly, because he still had no commissions coming in.

Some weeks later, John felt that whatever had compelled him to work so feverishly on the Moldavite and crystal paintings had subsided somewhat, and his portrait commissions had begun to pick up again. One day, he brought all of the paintings into the store, so that we could view the entire collection. We were stunned, in the most pleasant way possible, by the beauty and energy we felt from them.

Then John told us he would be willing to trade the entire collection in exchange for his Moldavite and gold custom pendant. We happily agreed to the arrangement, and the paintings subsequently graced the walls of our business for many years.




The Men in Black

During our first year in the shop, virtually all the surprising synchronicities and paranormal moments were positive, exciting, and uplifting. This is the story of one that wasn’t.

It was the last Saturday before Christmas, 1986. Kathy and I had been working seven days a week, and the store had been busy. It was dark outside, and we were starting to count the day’s receipts in preparation for closing up. Then the phone rang.

Kathy took the call, and she quickly became thoroughly engrossed in some sort of intense conversation. She waved to me as she took the phone into the shop’s back room.

In the next moment, the front door opened and two men came in. Both of them were dressed in black suits, and one of them wore a black hat. (They were probably the first people in suits who had come through our doors.)

The vibe I got from them was not good at all. They spoke to each other (not a word to me) very loudly and awkwardly, using odd sentence structure and stressing the wrong syllables in their words. Their movements were abrupt and over-emphasized. They didn’t seem quite human.

They careened around the shop, grabbing various stones off the glass shelves and whacking them back down. As they did this, they made mocking-sounding remarks about the crystals. Picking up a delicate and lovely Quartz cluster, one of them loudly remarked, “This is the ugliest thing I’ve ever seen!” His companion guffawed. Then the man picked up a shapeless blob of raw black obsidian and sarcastically remarked, “Now, this is really beautiful!”

Even though the men made me feel terribly uneasy, I had come out from behind the counter and stuck with them like glue. I was worried that they were going to steal or break something, and I hoped that my staying in close proximity to them would cause them to leave. But they continued their chaotic tour of the store, obviously not wanting to buy anything, but seeming to enjoy trying to intimidate me. Kathy was nowhere to be seen.

When they reached our jewelry display, I slipped back behind the counter, still watching them closely. Finally, they got close to the Moldavite display.

Something about the Moldavite made them hesitate. For the first time, one of them looked me in the eye and spoke. Pointing to the Moldavite tray, he asked, “What’s this stuff ?”

Then another odd thing happened. As soon as he asked that question, a voice came out of me, speaking words I hadn’t planned to say, with a power and strength that I definitely was not feeling in that moment. “That’s Moldavite,” I heard myself declare. “You wouldn’t be interested in it.”

“Oh,” said the man in black. And without another word he turned away and walked out the front door, with his companion following.

That was weird enough. Those two characters did not feel like people, but more like some sort of crude imitation of a human. It’s not easy to explain, but I felt as if something really dark had been in the room with me, and as soon as they were gone, I locked the door.

Then Kathy emerged from the back room, saying, “I was just on the weirdest phone call.”

“Wait till you hear what happened out here,” I replied. “But what was the call?”

“It was a woman, and the first thing she said to me was, ‘I want you to talk me out of committing suicide.’”

“What?”

“That’s what she said. I didn’t know her, and I asked her if she was one of our customers. She said she wasn’t, but that she knew I was the right person to call.”

“What did you say to her?”

“A lot of things. You know what I would say to someone in that kind of crisis. She kept talking about wanting to kill herself, and I kept trying to reassure her and remind her that life is precious.”

“How did it end?”

“That’s the even stranger part. I heard the front door close, and at that same moment, the woman’s whole tone changed. She suddenly sounded matter-of-fact, as if she had just called to check on how late we were open or something. She said, ‘Okay, thanks, bye bye.’ And she hung up.”

I told Kathy my side of the story, and we both felt there was a connection between the phone call and the men in black. Kathy said she felt as if the events were coordinated, and that the call had been a way of separating us and taking her out of the room while the men were there. It was certainly true that, as soon as the two men left, the woman promptly ended the call.

We were glad for the role that the Moldavite had apparently played. It seemed to us that its vibration was too high for the pair of unwelcome browsers to tolerate. I had been amazed at the authoritative voice that had come through me, and at seeing the men immediately turn and leave. What occurred fitted our ideas about Moldavite’s special qualities. One of those in particular was that Moldavite never needs to be energetically cleansed, because its vibes are too high and too powerful for any negative patterns to attach themselves to it.

It certainly seemed to repel those men in black.

That’s where I have to leave this anomalous tale. Take it for what you will. I’m happy to say that they never came back, and we never ran into any others like them.




OEBPS/images/9781644119136_tp.jpg
THE BOOK OF
MOLDAVITE

STARBORN STONE OF TRANSFORMATION

A Sacred Planet Book

ROBERT SIMMONS

DESTINY





OEBPS/images/img_002.jpg





OEBPS/images/img_004.jpg





OEBPS/images/img_008.jpg
Lefi: Halley's comet,
photographed during
its 1910 appearance.

Above Right: The Star
Gem Jewelry Collection.
Neckiace and earrings
are wrought of solid 14
Karat goid and are set
with twenty-three full
cut diamonds, with a
total weight of .30
carats. At the heads of
the comets are approx
mately one carat of cut
and faceted Moldavite
tektites, the Star
Gems, the only ex-
traterrestrial gem-
stones known to man.

Below Right: Star Gems
in the rough, and after
cutting and polishing.
Plctured here are three
specimens of rare, un-
cut Moldavite, with a
one carat cut and
faceted Moldavite gem.
Facet cutting highiights
the firey brilliance of
the transluscent,
green-hued Moldavite.

Inside: The story of the
Star Gem Jewelry Col-
lection;






OEBPS/images/img_003.jpg





OEBPS/images/img_005.jpg
THE RARER GEMS

Goorge A. Bruce

Interntional Import Company
604 Peachiree Streot, N, E. |
Atlants 8,

Georgia

* PRECIOUS STONES
* SEMI-PRECIOUS STONES
* RARE GEMS
* JEWELRY
DAY MO SAVCE e umseacrion sussanso

6 CATALOGS SeNT O ReQUEST






OEBPS/images/img_016.jpg





OEBPS/images/img_013.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781644119136_cvi.jpg
THE BOOK OF
'MOLDAVITE

Starborn Stone of Transf_ormatlon ;

Bestsellmg author of ;.
The Book of Siones and The Alchemy of Stones






OEBPS/images/img_007.jpg
© The 1885 1985 reti)
HALLEY'S COME]






OEBPS/images/img_015.jpg





OEBPS/images/img_014.jpg
WINDOWS
OF LIGHT

Quartz Crystals and
Self-Transformation

Randall N. Baer
@ Vicki V. Baer






OEBPS/images/img_011.jpg





OEBPS/images/img_017.jpg





OEBPS/images/img_012.jpg





OEBPS/images/img_006.jpg





