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Dedication

To our parents and to Susy, Willie, and Sam Arynne, Victoria, and Sheldon and Vincent and Elena 

 

ALBERT EINSTEIN

The important thing is not to stop questioning.
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PROLOGUE
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Can Science Take Us to God?


Imagine that there had been no Abraham, no Moses, no Jesus, no Muhammad. Imagine a world without mystics, prophets, shamans, or medicine men. And what if there were no Old Testament, no New Testament, no Koran—just contemporary, twenty-first-century science? In such a world, would scientists feel the need to come up with a theory that some kind of invisible organizing process—that is, a God—exists in the universe and in our daily lives? A rumor would leak to the media, stirring a high level of skeptical coverage, on the offbeat notion that science had proposed the existence of a universal intelligence, a source of cosmic energy, that explained the origin and evolution of order in the universe.

Let’s face it: not in that fictional world but in today’s real world, where some version of the God concept is accepted by a majority of the planet’s 6 billion people, God is a subject traditionally shunned by scientists. And for good reason: a sure way for federally funded scientists to lose their government support from the National Institutes of Health, the National Science Foundation, or NASA is for them to start conducting experiments documenting the existence of God.

But is the belief in God—a universal intelligence, source and energy of all that is—something we must accept only on faith? Or is there compelling scientific reasoning, supported by incontrovertible experimental evidence? If this essence is actually at work in the scientist’s lab as well as in our daily lives, it’s time for us to take notice. My experiences in the laboratory and in life demonstrate convincingly, I believe, that science can lead us to the God who is now making himself/ herself/itself known in physics, statistics, computer science, and even in, of all places, parapsychology experiments. We no longer need to accept God on faith alone. This news won’t rock the boat of people for whom faith has been and always will be sufficient. But even the committed will, I think, find the support for their beliefs persuasive. And for everyone else, the results of the experiments and research presented in these pages open a world of new possibilities and new understanding.

GOD AND G.O.D.

The everyday word “God,” and associated terms like “Lord,” “King of the Universe,” “the Ultimate,” “the Source,” “the Great Spirit,” and “Allah,” have different meanings for different religions as well as for different people within a given religion.

For some, God is a demanding older white male who sports a Santa-like beard and leans upon a gnarled and weathered staff. For others, a nurturing female deity who plays a sitarlike instrument … or a spirit that animates everything from elementary particles to galaxies … or a cosmic consciousness that exists beyond space and time. These widely diverse images of God—from the highly specific to the extraordinarily broad—have through the ages created confusion and antagonism, suspicion, hatred, and bloodshed. Little wonder that most scientists avoid discussing God in the context of their work. Little wonder that any social discussion of God, except among fellow-believers, is considered as unacceptable as bragging about the accomplishments of one’s favorite sports team.

To avoid all the emotional baggage that too often comes into play when somebody tries to tell you about his or her notion of God, in these pages you’ll find, instead, the term “G.O.D.,” which I use to suggest a Guiding, Organizing, Designing process. Where you find “G.O.D” or “the G.O.D. process,” you can decide to accept it as referring to your own idea of God, or as specifically representing a Guiding-Organizing-Designing process (the precise meaning in this book). I use the term “G.O.D.” as a specific concept that everyone can focus on and discuss—even scientists.

How the concept of G.O.D. relates to your personal idea of “God” will become clear to you as you read this book. In a confusing and troubling world, now more than ever a meaningful question for all of us to consider is whether a G.O.D. process plays an invisible role in the evolution of our planet, in the unfolding of our universe, and in our personal lives. This is a central question you’ll find addressed in these pages—the question of intelligent evolution.

I BECOME INVOLVED

I was educated to be an open-minded skeptic. As a Harvard Ph.D. student I was taught how to raise questions about mind and health, convert them into stable hypotheses, design experiments to critically evaluate these hypotheses, and then follow the findings where they took me. I was not trained to consider the nature of God from a scientific point of view.

For twenty years I was a mainstream academic psychophysiologist who conducted research and applications in the field of mind-body medicine. I am a scientist—originally on the faculty at Harvard, later on the faculty at Yale as a tenured professor at the age of thirty-two. My work has been funded by the National Science Foundation and the National Institutes of Health, and I’m currently a professor of psychology, surgery, medicine, neurology, and psychiatry at the University of Arizona.

My training never taught me to ask questions that would lead me to think about God, and I became involved with the G.O.D. hypothesis only because my research simply led me there. Ultimately I couldn’t be true to my professional responsibilities as a scientist and educator—or be true to myself—if I did not publish what I had discovered in my research and laboratory work about G.O.D.’s existence in our daily lives. 

Though Darwinian evolutionists may wish to paint this book as serving the Christian right, and creationists may choose to embrace it as supporting their literalist theist views, the truth is that this book was written by an agnostically raised scientist with an open and inquisitive mind who is following the data where it takes him.

CAN SCIENCE TAKE US TO G.O.D?

Imagine that science can actually take us to G.O.D.—not merely theoretically but experimentally. Imagine that science can help us discover how a G.O.D. process operates not only in the creation and evolution of molecules, organisms, planets, stars, and galaxies, but in the manifestation of our most significant personal relationships. Imagine that this science-based G.O.D. is with you as you read this book, playing a behind-the-scenes role in your most intimate thoughts and feelings. Imagine that this G.O.D. is literally inside you right now, patiently waiting for you to wake up to this inner, ultimate reality. Are you ready to wake up? 
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THE SCIENCE OF PROPHECY


What experiments with a British psychic who claims to see the future in his dreams reveal about the existence of G.O.D. 

 

CARL SAGAN

Extraordinary claims require extraordinary evidence.
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Foreseeing God in the Laboratory
 HOW EVIDENCE FOR DESIGN SHOWS UP IN PROPHETIC DREAMS

One April day in 2001, the phone in my home office rang. The caller was a man with a charming British accent and a sparkling manner alive with animation and humor, who introduced himself as Chris Robinson. He had read about my lab at the University of Arizona, he said, and was calling to announce that he wanted me to test his abilities to see if I could conclude that he was, indeed, getting tips from some otherworldly source.

After a near-death experience thirteen years earlier, weird messages had begun arriving in his sleep—dreams that foretold the future, especially about murders and terrorism.

Over the years, he said, evidence obtained through his dreams had helped put many criminals behind bars. Because of Robinson’s information, murderers who thought they had escaped were caught, IRA bombers were captured, and corrupt members of the police force were uncovered and sent to prison. Fingering corrupt cops and detectives didn’t make Christopher popular with British law enforcement, he said. Although they had continued to listen to his information and act on it, he said, he had been kept at arm’s length and mistrusted.

I had no reason to think anyone could really do what Christopher was claiming. I listened patiently as he shared stories that were amazing and outrageous. I found most of what he said virtually impossible to believe. He claimed that a book called Dream Detective had been published in England about many of his cases and that he would send me a copy. The book actually arrived, and I found it supported his claims, apparently substantiating his uncanny skill.

I was about to start on a journey on which this total stranger from England would ultimately propel me to reconsider the entire history of my scientific career, and in the process come to new and meaningful conclusions.

We had a series of phone calls after that. Trained in clinical psychology, I listened closely for signs of psychosis or thought disorder. He not only sounded sane but was insisting that he fly over from England if I would conduct tests to verify his claims of dreams that foretold the future. This blue-collar worker with marginal income was offering to buy his own airline ticket and pay for his own hotel and meals if I was willing to try to help him find out, once and for all, what his power really represented.

Over the next weeks Christopher and I discussed a highly controlled yet seemingly impossible (to me, not to Christopher) experiment that begged to be conducted. I realized that if Christopher was neither a delusional schizophrenic nor a pathological liar—these were two big ifs—and the findings were positive, the experiment held the possibility of becoming one of the more remarkable investigations in the history of contemporary parapsychology, and perhaps even of science in general. I subsequently learned that Christopher could be unreasonably suspicious at times—no doubt because of his dangerous work as an undercover agent and his extraordinary sensitivity as a psychic.

Four months later, in early August 2001, Christopher arrived from England and set up temporary residence in a Tucson hotel. I had by then selected twenty possible locations in southern Arizona—from Nogales, a Mexican border town, to Summerhaven, a ski resort on the top of Mount Lemmon. Of these twenty locations known only to me, ten would be selected at random for us to visit on ten successive days.

I printed out the name of each site on a sheet of paper, placed each sheet in a separate envelope, sealed the envelopes, and shuffled them, then shipped them overnight to my friend and coauthor Bill Simon, who had agreed to help in the experiment. He acted as an intermediary, receiving the package and turning it over to a third party whose identity was unknown to me.

The third party was instructed to open the package, shuffle the envelopes, number them, and store them in a safe place; all of this was to be done in front of a video camera.

For thirteen years Chris Robinson had been recording his nightly dreams and premonitions in a diary—his “dream diary.” Since the previous May, anticipating the experiment that he and I had been discussing, Chris recorded his dreams for ten nights about what he thought he would do and see on each day in Tucson. He repeated this ten-night pre-experimental dream sequence in June and again in July. When he arrived in Tucson in early August, he brought the three sets of ten-day dream diaries with him. I read the diary with its predictions, still believing this part of the experiment to be preposterous and fully expecting that nothing would come of it. Even by my adventurous standards, it simply seemed impossible that he could have guessed locations anything like the ones we would visit on each day of the experiment.

THE “TEN DAYS IN ARIZONA” EXPERIMENT

In his hotel across the street from the University of Arizona, Christopher got ready for bed on the night before the first day of our experiment. Before falling asleep, he would ask the universe, in his head, to be shown in his dreams where he would be taken the next day.

As was his ritual, when he awoke, he wrote careful notes in his diary about the dreams he’d had, often including sketches or diagrams. On the first morning—Thursday, August 2, 2001—the experiment officially began when I arrived, about 9 A.M. As we said our good mornings, I set up my digital video camera and videotaped the pages Christopher had written, while he read the raw information out loud onto the audio track. On camera, he then summarized the key information from the three pre-experiment dreams for that day. After that, he described the previous night’s dreams. And then, the key part, he concluded by summarizing from the dreams his description of things he believed we would see or experience during that one day.

On the first day, Robinson focused on “holes, lots of holes,” along with “a basin empty of water.” With the camera still running, I then placed a call to Bill Simon in southern California to tell him we were ready to learn the location for the day. Bill then contacted the third party. (He didn’t have to go far; I would learn after the experiment that this mysterious third party was Bill’s wife, Dr. Arynne Simon.) With her video camera running, she opened the envelope that was at the top of the stack after her shuffle, which she had marked as Envelope #1. She read out loud what was written on the paper: “Desert Museum/Animals.” She showed the paper to the camera and to Bill, who then called me back and told me the location.

I did not tell Christopher where we would be going, nor did I tell Bill what Christopher had dreamed. But I knew the desert museum well: a place with a huge variety of holes, ranging from human caves and large animal cages in the ground to prairie dog tunnels in every direction. Even before Christopher and I packed our assorted video and still cameras and began to drive out of Tucson in the direction that would take us to the museum, I knew that his prediction of “holes, lots of holes” was a remarkably apt description of the landscape of the museum. Also, the museum was located in a basin that millions of years ago had been an ocean.

Christopher’s dreams for each day included information not just about the site but also about objects and events on the journey to the location. Hence we carefully monitored the journeys as well as the sites.

For example, on Day 2, Christopher said that the primary themes of his dreams were “shops and workshops … fabricating things … metal.” The secret message in the envelope for that day sent us to Tubac, an artists’ colony, to a specific shop displaying metal sculptures, and with a workshop in the back. On Day 4, Christopher said that the primary themes of his dreams were “suns, mirrors, LCDs, telescopes, Mount Olympus [after his 35 mm camera], airplanes, hangars, a pitched propeller.” The site for the day was Kitt Peak National Observatory, situated on a mountaintop and housing the world’s largest solar telescope. Returning, we stopped for lunch at one of the only places available on that mountain road—a general aviation airport, where we of course saw hangars; as decoration, the airport restaurant featured prominently out front a large pitched propeller!

The post-location information was extra—not part of the main experiment. However, it turned out that the “extra” information was also extra in the sense of being truly “extra-ordinary.” The late Carl Sagan was fond of saying, “Extraordinary claims require extraordinary evidence.” Sagan’s slogan, which has become one of the mantras of my Human Energy Systems Laboratory, occurred to me often during those ten days.

It turned out that there were degrees of extra-ordinariness in the findings from this ten-day experiment. The results every day proved extraordinary, but some days proved to be beyond extraordinary; I want to share with you two in particular—chosen partly because they are typical, partly because they are profound, and partly because some of the story is playful.

A REPRESENTATIVE DAY—FROM THE BORDER TO THE “SPIRIT OF GOD”

Day 5 started with Christopher listing the highlights from his previous night’s dreams, informed by observations from his prior Day 5 dreams collected at his home in May, June, and July.

He had dreamed of men holding up traffic. This scene was set somewhere near a border, he said, taking for granted it was the Mexican border, not far from Tucson. He also saw a large water or gas tank. He had dreamed of boats, many boats, and of a car with four flat tires. He had written in his dream journal that the car had no “oil” and then he added “mineral oil.” He also saw an embassy in London.

He dreamed of tires piled high along a chain-link fence, and had drawn a picture of the tires and fence in his diary. He dreamed of my needing to use a credit card to get into a store or building. He also saw loads of umbrellas. And something about the “Spirit of God.”

As I listened to this jumbled laundry list of items, I wondered: would the envelope, when it was opened, reveal that we were going to the Mexican town of Nogales—one of the twenty locations I had provided? It would fit many of the fundamentals in the dreams—men holding up traffic, border, water tanks, boats (people haul boats back and forth to Mexican beach towns), cars with flat tires, old tires along fences, umbrellas.

After all the information was recorded, I called to say I was ready to know the location. Bill called back a few minutes later to announce, “Gary, you’re going to ‘the old gem and mineral store.’”

From the first, I had not expected Christopher to get anything right beyond a few lucky guesses. The previous four days had been eye openers—his predictions had been remarkably on target. But it was too much to expect that winning streak to continue, and when I heard the location, it was clear that this fifth day was going to break his string of home runs. I reviewed in my mind the things Christopher had described, and couldn’t come up with a single thing that we might see at the gem and mineral store, or that we might see on the way there or back.

Of course, I didn’t tell Christopher what I was thinking. Moreover, following the experimental protocol, I did not tell Christopher where we were going.

Off we went. After about ten miles, as we passed an area of homes and a shopping mall surrounded by multiarmed cacti reaching twenty or more feet in the air, Christopher called my attention to some men on a side street, holding up traffic. He asked, “Are we near the Mexican border?”

“No,” I told him. “We’re more than forty miles from the border.” 

“Are you sure?” he asked. “My dream was very specific that men would be holding up cars near a border.”

I said, “Christopher, trust me—the Mexican border is far from here.” But to humor him, I maneuvered to see what was causing the tie-up. Workmen holding up traffic are commonplace enough; I simply assumed that this was not evidential. I was wrong.

We discovered there was construction work being done on the road. Beyond the work crew, I spotted a large water tank. And much to my amazement, the tank bore a painted sign that read “Borderland.”

Borderland! We were not near an actual border, but we had encountered the word, in large, hard-to-miss lettering. Was I stretching the evidence to make the dreams fit the circumstances? Quite possibly, I reminded myself.

A bit farther on, a pickup truck went by us, pulling a boat on a trailer. Moments later we passed a boat storage yard. As I made a turn onto the street of the gem and mineral store, we saw eight more boats stored near the roadway. That’s a lot of boats in the desert, I thought to myself.

We reached the gem and mineral store, and sitting on the right side of the parking lot, I am almost too embarrassed to admit, was a car with four flat tires! I couldn’t believe it.

Christopher got all excited. He screamed, “Gary, this is just like how I dreamt it. In my dream I was able to walk right up to the tires and touch them.” I took pictures of Christopher touching the flat tires.

Christopher had dreamed of some connection between the car and an embassy. The car with the flat tires turned out to be an old Rambler Ambassador. Embassy, ambassador. Another stretch? The car, obviously not driven for years, clearly had no oil—and obviously no “mineral” oil (though it was parked in front of a gem and mineral store).

But none of Christopher’s other items connected. We did not see tires piled along a chain-link fence. I did not need a credit card to enter the store. There were no umbrellas at the location. And I did not see anything that suggested a “Spirit of God” connection.

We returned to Christopher’s hotel and checked off what information in his dream was related to the journey and the location, and what was not. My expectation that the gem and mineral store would not connect with any of his dream clues was clearly wrong—he did much better than I expected. However, he obviously had not been perfect. The experiment was officially over for the day. But now is when the story gets even weirder. Yet it’s all true—it really happened, and it’s recorded on videotape.

FINDING THE “SPIRIT OF GOD” AT COSTCO?

I discovered that I was running out of videotapes for my mini DV camera, and Christopher was running out of them for his camera as well. I had one hour of free time before I was due at the laboratory, and suggested to Christopher that I take him to a store where we could purchase videotapes in bulk. Ever flexible, Christopher said, “Sure, let’s go.”

I took him to Costco, a huge discount store that typically sells products in large volume. To get in, I had to show my Costco membership card. Christopher tried to claim another hit: “Look, Gary, just like my dream predicted—you need a credit card to get into a store!” I thought to myself, This is probably because he already mentioned that I would be using a credit card for this purpose, and it unconsciously affected my choice of where we would come to buy the tapes. I dismissed the observation as mere suggestion.

As we were ready to leave, Christopher said, “Gary, I’m hungry. Can we get something to eat?” I explained that I had to get to an appointment at the lab, and we would have time only if we grabbed something quickly. Christopher said, “Sure, let’s eat here.” At the Costco fast food counter, I bought him a chicken and cheese sandwich, and I sat down with him to wait while he ate. And my world turned upside down. Christopher pointed off to his right and said, “Look, Gary …” There, clear as day, were piles of tires placed along a chain-link fence, just as he had drawn them in his dream journal.

I was wide-eyed. But there was more. He smiled and gestured all around us. Seemingly everywhere were large umbrellas. There we were, sitting inside a huge building around plastic outdoor tables with huge shade umbrellas, at least fifteen of them. I stared at these umbrellas in disbelief.

And then I noticed that there was writing on the umbrellas. A company had seen fit to decorate them with advertising. What I read on those umbrellas that day I will remember for the rest of my life. The advertising was the slogan for Hebrew National hot dogs: “We answer to a Higher Authority.” And Christopher had predicted we would encounter something about the “Spirit of God.”

Christopher’s dreams had told him not only that we would be visiting a place that would have a car with four flat tires (an obviously highly specific and unique piece of information) and no oil, but that I would be taking us to a store requiring my (credit) card to enter. And that store had finally brought us face-to-face with “We answer to a Higher Authority.”

Give me a break! My mind boggled in confusion and conflict; from the observations, I began to understand what spiritual people mean when they say, “There are no coincidences.” How could Christopher know these things?

A skeptic once said to the distinguished anthropologist Margaret Mead, “These are the kind of data I wouldn’t believe even if they were true!” I recalled this phrase as I wondered what else could possibly happen in the remaining five days of this experiment. What actually happened was beyond anything I could have predicted. 

 

SUSY SMITH

It’s too coincidental to be accidental.
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Discovering Intelligent Design in Our Lives
 A STUNNING CONCLUSION TO AN EXTRAORDINARY PSYCHIC EXPERIMENT

The question arises, was there convincing evidence for extraordinary “intelligent design” not only in conducting this unique precognitive experiment, but also in carefully arranging the seemingly random order of the locations to fit the detailed personal schedules of our complex lives? In other words, did a “higher authority” invisibly arrange the selection of the sites to fit Christopher’s personal schedule as well as Bill Simon’s and my professional schedules?

Was there a sophisticated yet discernable pattern to the arrangement of the entire experiment that somehow managed to coordinate our three respective schedules, even though the locations had been supposedly randomly arranged, first when I shuffled the envelopes, and again when Dr. Arynne Simon did? 

JUMPING TO DAY 9—OUR SCHEDULE FITS TOO WELL

Bill Simon wanted to meet Christopher, to see with his own eyes how the experiment was being conducted. He wanted to make sure that there was no hanky-panky in the procedure—no deliberate or unintentional fraud being performed by Christopher or (even though he knows me and vows that he trusts my scientific integrity) by me. Since earlier in life he trained and worked briefly as a magician, he might see something I had been missing. Bill decided to fly to Tucson to witness Day 10 of the experiment firsthand.

When I went to San Diego to work on a book with him, Bill or his wife, Arynne, picked me up at the airport. He asked me if I would be able to do the same for him.

I explained that it depended upon which location was revealed in the envelope to be opened that day. If the location turned out to be close to the airport, I could probably meet his flight. But if the location was far from the airport, I wouldn’t have time.

Only I knew what the twelve remaining locations were, and a number of them were too far away.

On the morning of Day 9, I was with Christopher in his hotel, videotaping the information for the day. Christopher saw parking meters in his dreams. He saw a large number of satellite dishes. He saw a woman being murdered later in the day, not far from where we were going. He also saw three people driving from an airport. He saw planes like “arrowheads” taking off and landing.

As I heard this information, I was aware that parking meters, satellite dishes, and a woman being murdered could fit the town of Nogales, one of the remaining locations. If so, then the three people he saw driving from the airport, and the arrowhead planes he saw landing (Tucson has a large Air Force base where small, dark, arrow-shaped fighter jets regularly take off and land), could not represent Christopher and me after we had picked up Bill at the Tucson airport: Nogales would be too far away.

When the Day 9 envelope was opened, I learned that Christopher and I were not going to downtown Nogales, we were going to downtown Tucson—in fact, quite close to Christopher’s hotel, and also not far from the airport. Hmm.

We packed up our cameras. I drove Christopher to the edge of downtown Tucson. I put money in a parking meter. Day 9 was the only day that had taken us to a location with parking meters, and the only day that Christopher had dreamed of a parking meter. We walked about a block, and Christopher noticed a huge tower with numerous satellite dishes. This was the only day where we saw an obvious and unavoidable array of satellite dishes, and the only day that Christopher had dreamed of multiple satellite dishes.

We walked some more, and Christopher began to get frightened. He said he wanted to leave. I asked him why. He reminded me of his dream that later in the day, a woman would be killed not far from where we were walking. I asked, “Shouldn’t we check the newspapers to see if the murder has already occurred?” Christopher said, “No. My dreams are quite specific on this point. Let’s get out of here.”

We returned to Christopher’s hotel and, later, drove to the airport, watched some fighter jets land and take off, met Bill, and drove off—three people driving away from an airport, just as predicted.

Next morning, which was Day 10, on the front page of the Tucson Citizen was a story of the tragic murder of a seventy-four-year-old woman that occurred less than two miles from where we had been walking. During the ten-day experiment, this was the only day that a murder had been reported on the front page of the Tucson paper—and it was the only day for which Christopher had dreamed of a murder related to the experiment. Hmm.

THE AHA MOMENT—THE CRITICAL TEST OF THE INTELLIGENT DESIGN/HIGHER AUTHORITY HYPOTHESIS

If I recall correctly, it was on the way to the Tucson airport for Bill that I realized the deep significance of the unfolding evidence from the ten-day experiment.

Christopher had insisted from the first that this experiment involved more than just foreseeing the future, but held the potential of revealing the existence of an extraordinary invisible intelligence and power in the universe that played a fundamental role in the conduct of our lives.

If so, then we should be able to discover that the experiment was invisibly and exquisitely designed from Day 1 through Day 10. It should be the case that the shuffling of the envelopes, first by me and then by the secret third person, was actually orchestrated in a way that allowed for exquisite coordination of multiple people’s schedules—Christopher’s, Bill’s, and mine—over the course of the entire experiment.

Then it hit me hard, and I literally could not breathe.

I had not told Christopher that Day 10 turned out to be a special problem for me. In fact, there was no way that I could have known, ahead of time, that there was a potential scheduling problem. It just so happened that Day 10 fell on a Saturday. On this particular Saturday I was scheduled to speak at a conference at the university’s medical school. I had to be at the medical school around noon.

I told Christopher this, and said, “If, as you believe, this whole experiment is intelligently designed and orchestrated by a higher authority, then tomorrow’s location must be very close to the medical school for me to go with you to the location. However, if you are wrong, and the location turns out to be distant, Bill will have to take you to the site.”

(Okay, there are also other alternatives: The hypothesized higher authority might have orchestrated that I would miss the lecture altogether. Or my missing the lecture could have been caused by the fact that I was now worrying about whether God was playing a mediating role in the experiment, and my worrying might, for example, have led me to have a car accident. But an alternative outcome, if it happened, would not serve as convincing evidence that intelligent design was intimately involved in the orchestration of our schedules.)

Christopher’s answer shook me to my core—and it still gives me goose bumps today. He said, with his charming British accent, “Gary, no problem. My dream in June says that Day 10 will be over very quickly, and that I will spend most of the day by a swimming pool.”

I challenged him because I found it hard to believe. In June, almost two months before I selected the locations or the start date of the experiment, his dreams informed him that Day 10 would be over quickly, and he would spend the day by a pool? Christopher’s response was a simple, emphatic “Yes.” His dreams at times were fuzzy, symbolic, and suggestive; other times they were clear, literal, and definitive. According to Christopher, this particular June dream was crystal clear, absolutely literal, and completely definitive.

I said, “If your June dream is correct, and the location is truly close to the university, this will provide extraordinary evidence in support of the intelligent design/higher authority hypothesis.” Christopher said, “Gary, don’t worry. You’ll get to your lecture on time. My June dream says so.”

I was not worried about getting to the medical school on time. I would be there, one way or another. What I was seriously worried about was the possibility that Christopher might be right, and that the experiment would reveal compelling evidence for the existence of an awesome higher intelligence in the research, and by logical extension, in our personal lives.

I did not sleep well that night. If Christopher’s dream, recorded in June, was correct, then scientific integrity would require that I interpret the totality of the data from the experiment, conducted two months later in August, as supporting more than just precognition. The evidence would inexorably point to the active existence of some kind of a higher power orchestration, in a research effort in which I myself was one of the leading actors in an unfolding play.

DAY 10—ARRIVAL OF D DAY

Bill and I arrived at Christopher’s hotel at 9 A.M. He reviewed his Day 10 dreams collected from May, June, and July, as well as from the previous night. The information was simple, straightforward, yet surprisingly confusing.

He had seen trees, tall trees, and green grass, as in a London park.

He had seen us crossing over a small stream. He had seen an Army ROTC-like building. He repeated what he told me earlier—that this day would end very early, and that he would spend most of the time by the pool.

I heard him say tall trees, green grass like a London Park. I heard him say stepping over a small stream. I heard him say an Army ROTC-like building. I came to the comforting conclusion that only one of the twenty sites fit this description. It was the Summerhaven area at the top of Mount Lemmon. And if that was the location, there was no way that I could take this journey and also be at the medical school on time. The “Guiding-Organizing-Designing” hypothesis would not be supported by the data. I assumed that Christopher must be wrong. I experienced momentary relief.

The Day 10 envelope was finally opened. And I could not believe what I was hearing: the location was not Summer haven but the Arizona State Museum—on the campus of the University of Arizona. The museum was no more than six blocks from Christopher’s hotel, and approximately six blocks from the medical school!

I took a slow and deep breath. The proximity of the location fit the intelligent design/higher power hypothesis after all. But I could already tell that for the first time in the ten days, finally, we would find no connection between Christopher’s clues and the details of the location.

We packed our cameras. I recalled that the west entrance to the university, the closest entrance to the museum, was under construction. I decided to drive along Sixth Avenue, on the south side of the campus, and pulled into a parking lot a couple of blocks from the museum.

At 9:30 A.M. the three of us were walking behind a row of buildings, including the Social and Behavioral Sciences Building, Centennial Hall, and ultimately the museum. This is the oldest part of the university. As we walked along, I pointed out to the other two something I had never consciously paid attention to before: very tall trees.

Christopher said, “Yes, they are tall, but they are not my trees. These are not the trees I saw in my dreams.” We walked some more. I saw more tall trees, and again pointed them out. “Yes,” Christopher said. “There are more tall trees here than we have seen at the other nine locations. But these are not my trees, the trees in my dreams.”

One of the wonderful things about Christopher is that he is often very conservative about “owning evidence.” Having worked with police and intelligence agencies, he knows how important it is to be precise and conservative about this. If the trees don’t fit, they don’t fit. It’s that simple.

Finally, we got close to the back of the museum, and we entered an area that I had forgotten. Here, on a campus in the heart of the Arizona desert, is an area filled with dense trees and green grass. (A conservative estimate is that maybe one one-thousandth of the land area in Tucson has extensive shade trees combined with thick grass, as here.)

Christopher shouted in his exuberant, loose-cannon style, “These are my trees. This looks like a park in London.” It turned out this parklike setting was situated next to a Tucson street called Park Avenue; another coincidence?

We continued walking. We reached the construction area, where workmen were hosing down the street. There was a two-foot-wide stream of running water that had to be crossed in order for us to approach the museum. We duly noted the presence of the stream and the need to jump over it. Then we walked up the long set of steps to the museum.

I simply had not thought of the possibility of what happened next: we found that the front door wouldn’t open. It was locked. Saturday—because of the construction, the museum was not keeping its usual Saturday hours.

Our destination for the day was the museum; we were here but couldn’t go in. It was a little before 10 A.M., and Day 10 was over. Just like that. Finished. The truth is that, scientist or not, I was now shaken.

I said to myself, This can’t be true. This can’t be happening. Bill was perplexed. Christopher was euphoric. He would spend the rest of Day 10 by the pool, just as his June dream predicted.

But it wasn’t over. As we walked back to my car, just before we entered the parking lot, the pièce de résistance occurred. Christopher pointed off to the right and said, “Gary, look at this building.” I looked up and saw an Army/Navy/Air Force ROTC building. I shook some more.

We returned to the hotel and reviewed the experimental observations in front of a recording video camera, just as we had for the previous nine days. The recording session ended at 11 A.M. Christopher had not only predicted ten out of ten locations correctly, but his dreams had included detailed information that went beyond the specific locations, addressing the complex coordination of our personal schedules that seemingly defied all conventional reason and logic. I drove to the medical school with plenty of time to ponder what these profound findings meant.

How do we explain these data? Is it possible that an “invisible hand” was playing an incomprehensibly complex role in the orchestration of life—including our personal lives?

In fact, the evidence strongly implied that this superintelligent process was playing a deliberate guiding role in the design and conduct of the ten-day experiment itself.

ARE THESE FINDINGS POSSIBLE?

The truth is, as I review these events today, I still find them hard to believe. However, not only did all these events happen in front of me, they happened to me, as well. I was not only an open-minded observer of a complex, carefully designed experiment; I was an unsuspecting participant in a much larger unfolding play—an experimental play involving real science integrated with real life.

It’s worth remembering that just because something seems impossible it isn’t necessarily so. Sometimes science provides compelling evidence that leads us to change our beliefs about what we think is possible.

There was a time, not too long ago, when most of the world’s population believed that a round earth was impossible. Scientific evidence now says they were wrong.

There was a time, also not too long ago, when most people believed that a round earth revolving around the sun was impossible. Scientific evidence now says they were wrong. 

There was a time in recent history when scientists believed that a massless particle or quantum of organized energy—contemporary physics’ concept of the photon—was impossible. Again, scientific evidence now says they were wrong.

Today, we live in a time when many people (particularly in science) believe that an intelligently designed, evolving universe—one reflecting intelligent trial-and-error learning as implied by findings from contemporary evolution—is impossible. However, is new scientific evidence suggesting that we are wrong about this, too?

The late Susy Smith had a phrase for this. The author of thirty books on extraordinary phenomena—including precognitive dreams, survival of consciousness, and the existence of God—she asked me on many occasions whether findings such as these are “too coincidental to be accidental.”

Science is a process of discovery, of learning through intelligent trial and error, and of being open for surprises. The fact is, if I hadn’t believed in the possibility that Christopher might be right, I would not have been open to seeing the surprising evidence that supported his stunning hypothesis. As Yogi Berra quipped, “If I hadn’t believed it, I wouldn’t have seen it.”

Let’s presume, just for the moment, that the findings from this parapsychology experiment, and the subsequent tests I have conducted with Christopher, are valid. Let’s presume, just for the moment, that Christopher is a William James “white crow” who disproves the law that “all crows are black.” Follow me through some further experiments.

Does the evidence point to the existence of an intelligent, experimenting G.O.D. process and intelligent evolution?

The story continues. 
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SIMPLE G.O.D. EXPERIMENTS


Imagine a set of simple physics and computer modeling experiments you can perform yourself that convincingly demonstrate, time and time again, the inability of coincidence or chance to explain the existence of order and evolution in the universe, including our personal lives.

Is there a plausible, even compelling, scientific reason to believe that the results from these experiments are “too coincidental to be accidental” and that G.O.D. is involved in evolution? 

 

LOUIS PASTEUR

Great discoveries are accidents observed by prepared minds.
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K.I.S.S.: Keep It Simple Science
 SAND PAINTINGS NEVER OCCUR BY CHANCE

We are going to shift gears and move from the parapsychology laboratory to the kitchen and your personal computer. Some of the experiments about which you will read may make you laugh. A few are admittedly far out, but I assure you they all address the existence of a larger spiritual reality—a G.O.D., or Guiding-Organizing-Designing, field—in the universe as well as in our personal lives. Scientists are typically “show me” people who thrive on conducting experiments in order to observe results for themselves. I go beyond that: I am a firm advocate of the K.I.S.S. principle—Keep It Simple Science.

People who have known me over many years will tell you I am a “show me” kind of person who, even as a youngster, had to see it to believe it. Though I was born and raised in the New York area, I somehow identify with the state of Missouri—the “Show Me” state—and I require being shown things in order to believe; my “beliefs” are evidence-based. 

There are two “show me” chapters in this book, which include descriptions of a number of very simple yet definitive experiments in connection with the creation and evolution of the universe and of life. These experiments were designed to answer the question of chance versus intelligent design and higher power. You might be motivated to perform these simple experiments yourself, or—even better—with your children. In this complicated world, it’s wise to raise children to be skeptical of information tossed at them. We must remember Einstein’s wisdom that “the important thing is not to stop questioning.”

And so if you are skeptical about any of the information I put forward, I encourage you to perform the experiments yourself. The findings generated in these experiments changed me from the resistant skeptic I once was. In many areas of science, business, law, and everyday life, most evidence allows us to reach conclusions that are “beyond a reasonable doubt.” However, the evidence from some of the experiments described in this book, including one seemingly frivolous yet serious experiment I hope you will perform yourself, allows us to draw conclusions that are virtually “beyond any doubt.”

As you read, I suggest you keep in mind one important question. How can a seemingly frivolous question offer compelling evidence on a subject that has haunted mankind from the earliest days?

THE G.O.D. CONTAINER EXPERIMENT

The story begins almost forty years ago. I was a junior psychology major, chemistry minor, premedical student at Cornell University, on summer vacation in New York City, and I was taken to a small shop in Greenwich Village that specialized in Native American and Eskimo art. It was the first time I saw captivating Native American sand paintings, and I fell in love with them.

I purchased my first exquisite two-foot-by-two-foot sand painting from this shop, and then began to collect others. When I eventually became a professor at Yale, one wall in my study in Guilford, Connecticut, was covered with more than ten sand paintings. My first one still hangs in my Tucson study. 

Historically, medicine women and men drew secret sand paintings on the desert floor. The sacred paintings revealed their fundamental spiritual beliefs, and the carefully crafted sacred images were treated with care and awe. Originally sand paintings were made of multicolored grains that were carefully placed on the desert ground. The sands were never glued to the ground—they were intended to disappear with the wind. The images in the paintings available for purchase are intentionally incomplete and inaccurate replicas of the ancient spiritual visions. Obviously, the artworks available for purchase are glued to boards to sustain their fixed patterns.

One day, while I was pondering the origin and evolution of order in the universe, I wondered: if the completely-chance-universe explanation is true, shouldn’t it be possible, at least in theory, to create organized, complex sand paintings by simply throwing colored sand in the air?

So I designed and conducted a K.I.S.S.—Keep It Simple Science—sand painting experiment.

I took some white sand, placed it on the bottom of a pot, and then made a simple sand painting with various colored grains of sand. One of the images sometimes painted by Native Americans is frogs. Frogs make me smile. I carefully dripped green and yellow grains of sand and created a mediocre cartoonlike Kermit the Frog sand painting.

I originally used a round metal spaghetti pot with a cover—a square cardboard box with a cover works just as well. Even better is a clear plastic container so you can see the evolving process as it occurs. After my crude sand painting was completed, I covered the pot, and shook it once, opened it, and looked at what had happened to my cartoonlike Kermit. Then I re-covered the pot, shook it again, and took another look. I did this over and over, recording what I saw with each successive shaking. What do you think happened, over and over?

To many people, experiments like my sand painting/shaking experiment might be viewed as a waste since any nincompoop knows in advance what the results will be. So why would a credentialed scientist bother?

The answer is that it is the very nature of science, just as we explain to the children that they are not to accept any conclusion just because it seems obvious. To be accepted, an experiment must be repeatedly performed by reputable scientists who all reach the same conclusion, and that conclusion must become accepted by the community of scientists. If that has not been done, then you perform the experiment yourself. I advise adults of all ages not to accept experimental results on faith despite the frequent temptations to do so. I conduct research, not armchair speculation or wishful thinking. I encourage you to do a few experiments yourself.

What I witnessed that day in the kitchen with my spaghetti pot was truly elementary, and it happened every time. What transpired was that each time I shook the pan, the sand mixed and the frog was no longer.

The more I shook the pan, the more the sand mixed. In the absence of constraints to maintain my original frog design, and in the absence of some sort of a Guiding, Organizing Designer taking a hand, the sand participated in a most remarkable and beautiful process. The process is simple and completely replicable. The sand mixed. Blacks and whites, yellows and greens, whatever colors of sand were present, they were all brought together. They became a blended mixture, a family of colors, so to speak. They became a complex yet fairly uniform (more on this later) mixture of different colors.

Being a “show me” scientist, I insisted on replicating this experiment many times. Sometimes I began by creating an image of a frog, sometimes I began by writing the word “frog.” Sometimes I drew a picture of a heart, sometimes I began by writing the word “heart”—it didn’t matter. When I went through the successive shaking of the pot, the result was always a blended mixture. Always. The sand always mixed, period. The conclusion is inexorable and unstoppable.

In the absence of some sort of Guiding-Organizing-Designing process, sand mixes. It mixes every single time. Chance by itself does not create sand paintings. When given a shake, sand mixes. When mixed by wind, the sand images disappear and blow away.

Though this outcome may seem obvious to you, I want to illustrate the significant take-home message of this experiment through my direct personal experience. 

In my childhood and adolescence, over a time period of more than ten years, I walked upon thousands of miles of beaches. Growing up on the south shore of Long Island, I loved the ocean. In all that time I never came upon a frog-shaped sand painting, or any other Native American painting made of sand. I have looked carefully at thousands of pictures of beaches from around the world; I never discovered a single sand painting. I have walked upon thousands of miles of desert, and never observed a single sand painting.

In my university lectures, I have asked my undergraduate students at Harvard, Yale, and the University of Arizona if they have ever chanced upon a sand painting, either on beaches or in the desert. Once again, not one ever reported having seen spontaneous sand paintings.
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