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Beauteous art, which, brought with us from heaven,
will conquer nature; so divine a power.

—Michelangelo



An Invitation


You have never heard of me. This is the true story of a person being born without the advantages of privilege, pedigree, or wealth who one day, with the undiminished imagination of a child, attempted the impossible and succeeded, and in doing so discovered a latent human potential that transformed his life.

The inheritance that we are all born with, the potential that resides beyond the perceptions of our five senses and the measure of science, if ignited, will empower you with the capacity to literally transform yourself, your life, and the world around you. It is my hope that this book will inspire you to embark on the Five Step path to ignite your sacred potential to manifest the life you were born to live.

Be not afraid, the path to realize your potential is not an intellectual pursuit. I was labeled an “underachiever” in school and was advised by my guidance counselor to set my goals “a bit lower” and to abandon my dreams. However, as you will soon read, my soul rebelled and had a different plan in store.

As I searched for the highest and best use for my life, I read the stories of the most beloved people throughout time, those individuals who have been placed in the pantheon of greatness by the citizenry. The names of Washington, Wilberforce, the Wright brothers, Gandhi, Mandela, King, Salk, and Parks all came to mind. As I read their stories, I realized that all of their journeys had five common steps.

They all looked around, seeing challenges, obstacles, and ignorance; decided to make a change; connected to a higher source; and acted; and their actions manifested in the world and became legend. Their legacies are gifts to humanity that have inspired people with gratitude for generations.

This book is my personal invitation to you. It was not written to awe you but to inspire you, to encourage each and every one of you to ignite that latent ember of potential that rests within you.

Now, perhaps more than at any time in history, the world needs inspired women, men, and children working in all fields if we are to overcome the challenges that confront humanity today. It is my hope that you will embark on the five-step path to ignite your great potential and manifest your own masterpiece for the benefit of yourself, your family, and your larger family, humanity.

Who knows? If you look around, decide to manifest a change, connect to a higher source, and then act, you may just find yourself sitting next to your peers in the pantheon of greatness!

—Joseph Pierce Farrell

The good that men do is small in amount
compared with what men and women bear locked
in their hearts . . . to unbind what is bound, to bring the underground waters to the surface, humanity is waiting and longing.

—Albert Schweitzer



FOREWORD

When Joseph Pierce Farrell first approached me to write the foreword for this book, I was more than receptive for a number of reasons. First, I have come to recognize and respect Joseph as a visionary and bridge builder in the study of science and spirituality. One day, after having completed five surgeries, I picked up my wife and drove to a formal dinner being held in Manhattan in honor of a titled dignitary. Attending this party were leaders in politics, medicine, and science, in addition to European nobility.

I had heard about Joseph’s work months earlier from friends and colleagues who recommended that I meet him because of our similar areas of interest. I am a Georgetown University Medical School graduate who went on to become a board-certified urologist and have maintained an active clinical practice for twelve years. I initially chose to practice medicine because I felt it would be the highest and best way for me to help people. Within the Hippocratic Oath there are specific tenets pertaining to the ethical practice of medicine. Inherent in this agreement is the pledge to do no harm by way of sins of commission or omission. Given that, I am continually seeking efficacious modalities that can help my patients. Although practicing medicine is a noble pursuit, I became disenchanted when I found in it a bias and a focus in medicine that weighed heavily in favor of advancing certain areas at the expense of omitting other areas worthy of exploration. Propelled to discover alternatives, I found myself traveling in Asia and South America, where I encountered physicians and healthcare providers with a common goal to explore various modalities in the hope of finding efficacious techniques to complement modern clinical care.

Ironically, it wasn’t until I returned to the United States that I met Joseph and found what I had been searching the globe for. Here was a man in conventional attire who was said to possess the capacity to work at the same level as legendary healers in South America as well as avatars from India. The passion with which I’d entered medicine was rekindled after I encountered another person who shared my passion for advancing the boundaries of healthcare beyond their current limits.

The following week I received an invitation to join the cross-disciplinary team of physicians and scientists who were engaged in research at the Global Health Institute. As I observed Joseph work, through my scientific, clinical eyes, my perception permanently shifted. I witnessed the effective intervention of a modality not known by Western medicine. Joseph was transforming human tissue, through intention, within a matter of minutes. A patient came in with a lateral malrotation of the right leg and severe swelling of the ankle. In fifteen minutes the ankle experienced complete absence of swelling and the medial malleolus (ankle bone) previously not seen became visible. The patient’s foot and leg were straightened.

I continued to review Joseph’s work and have been present for a number of sessions where participants in observational studies have had work done. These individuals had previously been cared for by physicians at some of the highest level institutions in the New York City area and were told nothing further could be done for them. I have seen dramatic improvements in both the physical and psychological states of participants who have had the benefit of Joseph’s intervention. We were actively engaged in the exploration of consciousness and its relationship to health and healing. Despite the demands on my time, including being the founding Board member and managing partner of a kidney stone treatment center with a staff of one hundred, as well as a full-time practicing surgeon and father to a newborn, I was compelled to join a team of professionals engaged in developing the currently emerging integrative health model.

What I witnessed in Joseph’s work was not “thinking” similar to what I had been exposed to in the scientific medical field for the past thirteen years. I knew I had seen something extraordinary. I recalled scientists of the nineteenth century who studied the wings of birds and soon thereafter unlocked their mystery and created the new branch of science known as aviation. In the twentieth century, wishing to enable aircraft to fly at night, scientists studied bats and discovered radar. In the twenty-first century, the physicists who harness ineffable energies will give to humanity something sublime.

It is my belief that rigorous scientific exploration of the benevolent source working through Joseph will shape the new healthcare model of this millennium and the future of medicine. It is my opinion that, given the advances in biophysics that support these modalities, linked with the demands of patients for integrative and complementary care, medicine will begin to embrace the notion of consciousness and spirit as mediators of material and thus physical change.

Frank T. Salvatore, M.D.
Chair, Medical Advisory Board,
Global Health Institute, 2006–2009

The significant problems we face cannot be solved
at the same level of thinking we were at when we
created them.

—Albert Einstein                        



PART I
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THE PATH OF DISCOVERY



Chapter 1
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HIDING IN PLAIN SIGHT

If you bring forth what is within you,
what you have will save you. . . .    
—Gospel of Thomas, Saying 70

It was January 2000, the dawn of a new millennium, and change was in the air. It was also a time when people around the world, individually and collectively, paused for a moment to look inside and question who they were, how far they had progressed, and where they were heading. I was no exception.

Like many of those who made the pilgrimage to New York City in the early 1980s in search of material success, I had come ashore in the midst of a circus of decadence and compulsive spending. Wall Street had hoodwinked a nation into believing that greed was good, and people were outdoing one another to see who could be the best. This was especially true in the world of real estate and finance, where I had chosen to take my shot at the wheel of life. My childhood dream was to pursue a career in healthcare, to help restore people’s lives, but my high school guidance counselor had delivered the painful news that, at least on paper, I was a classic underachiever who simply didn’t live up to his potential. In his opinion, I should abandon my dream of working in healthcare.

Instead, I followed my dad’s advice and spent four years training as a cadet midshipman in the U.S. Maritime Administration, with summers spent sailing around the globe. In my free time, I followed in the wake of the friendly ship’s physician, watching him patch up the sailors and getting vicarious satisfaction as a student medical corpsman. I followed that with two years of business classes while I broke into the highly competitive field of New York City real estate. Having learned to navigate the seas, I now knew how to avoid the two-legged variety of sharks who infested the waters of Manhattan. In the process, I’d suffered a few bites and paid my dues, which amounted to several chunks taken out of my soul, but I had survived and begun to prosper materially.

Like many of the people in the city, each morning I donned a suit and tie, then walked the ten blocks south from my small apartment on the Upper East Side to my office. On the way, I passed the Manhattan Eye, Ear, and Throat Hospital, where some of the top reconstructive surgeons in the nation restored the faces of disfigured children and adults. Combining their medical training with a fundamental grasp of the art of sculpting, they dressed in surgical aprons and wielded an array of scalpels, saws, fine chisels, and rasps to undo the harm that nature or humanity had visited upon their patients. I couldn’t avoid seeing kids exiting cars or walking from the nearby subway station, their faces, ears, or noses bandaged after surgical procedures to correct some trauma brought about by automobile accidents, burns, or genetic disorders. Their faces and heads were often covered in an attempt to avoid the inevitable stares and painful taunts of the groups of more fortunate children en route to and from several schools in the area.

My heart always went out to these kids and their parents. I wasn’t aware of it at the time, but the feelings that were registering within me were the keys to unearthing my subconscious desires—my childhood dream of a career in healthcare, which still lay dormant like a seed buried in my soul and would flash to the surface whenever I happened to pass any scene of a car crash, an injured pedestrian, or any other apparent suffering. But seeing those kids trying to conceal their disfigurement made me feel especially impotent that I couldn’t do anything to help.

So, when I strolled through the impressively appointed lobby of my Madison Avenue office, the reflection of my uniform of a business suit and the click of the heels of my comfortable Italian loafers on the marble floor provided little solace for my lack of enthusiasm toward the role I played as J. P. Farrell, Investment Consultant and Appraiser of Real Property. Blah, blah, blah. It was a soulless job consisting of coordinating with real estate brokers, banks, and mortgage lenders to smooth the paths of the corporate executives and affluent individuals arriving in New York daily to buy into the dream of material nirvana. I was all but unaware of why my life had started to disintegrate, although the symptoms were plain to see: I was despondent and had lost weight; an open smile was gone from my face, replaced by an empty mask. I had lost all interest in my work, and the doctor I saw in desperation diagnosed my condition as dysthymia, a low-grade depression.

One Saturday morning in this frame of mind, I dragged myself to Peter’s Barber Shop for a much needed haircut. Recently I had begun to neglect little things like personal grooming, and my friends had mentioned that I was looking a bit disheveled, just another sign of my creeping malaise. While I was waiting my turn for the barber, I picked up The New York Times and read a story about the discovery a few decades before of twelve leather-bound papyrus manuscripts buried in sealed jars that an Egyptian peasant farmer had stumbled upon while searching for fertilizer in the mountains close to his village. Afraid that the tall, ancient vessels might contain evil genies, the young man hesitated to open them, but the lure of hidden gold got the better of him, and he cracked open the pots with his tools. Indeed, a cloud of golden dust appeared, but as it settled the farmer reached in and discovered that the vessels contained not gold but simply some old, decaying scrolls.

Not realizing that he had unearthed a priceless treasure forgotten for nearly two thousand years, he brought home the papyrus to use as fuel in his oven. Eventually the manuscripts that escaped becoming oven fodder were sold on the black market, then rescued by an Egyptian museum. When their translation was completed in the 1970s, they were found to contain lost secret teachings that came to be known as the Gnostic Gospels. As I grew increasingly fascinated by the account, the barber called me away from my Indiana Jones reverie and invited me to sit in his chair.

While he snipped away, I continued to wonder what was in those documents, why they had been carefully sealed and hidden by holy men so many centuries ago. My mood lifted somewhat, buoyed by the possibility of mysteries beyond my scope of knowledge. The following Monday, however, after suffering through an excruciatingly boring lunch with some business execs who fancied themselves “masters of the universe,” my malaise returned in full force. I was passing a Barnes & Noble on my way home from work when I saw the cover of the book mentioned in the newspaper article: a selection of texts from the Gnostic Gospels. Excited, I walked inside to see if it was really true that heretofore unknown wisdom could be purchased for a few dollars. I bought a copy of the text, and that evening I began to read it. As I read, it seemed as if these words were reaching through time to present me with a personal message:

If you bring forth what is within you,

what you have will save you.

If you do not bring it forth,

what you do not have within you will kill you.

Right then the serendipitous arrival of wisdom that had been buried for many centuries resonated in me, not in my head but in my heart. And somehow, in a way I couldn’t explain, it activated my dormant childhood dreams. Having stumbled along an uninspiring path during the intervening years, I now made the decision to alter my course, to bring forth what was within me—lest the failure to do so kill me.

Suddenly it was as if new breath coursed through my body. I woke up the next day with a bounce in my step and wind in my sails. I practically skipped to work, so great was my eagerness to resign my joyless job and start a new life—although what exactly that life would be, I couldn’t have told you. Without any new work lined up, or any sure course of action, I was jumping without a net. My decision may have defied logic and rationality, but it gave my heart and soul a tremendous feeling of liberation.



Chapter 2
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KNOCKING ON HEAVEN’S DOOR

The most beautiful and profound emotion we can experience is the sensation of the mystical.

—Albert Einstein        

As the weeks went by and my bills started to pile up, I realized that I would need to find some source of income to keep me going until I decided which field of healthcare I would enter. When I walked down to the Garden Deli on the corner of Seventy-first Street in Manhattan, I noticed a sign on the landing in front of a shop: interior design & decorating. Beneath that were the words “Transforming Ordinary into Extraordinary” and “Old World craftsmanship.”

The words appealed to me on a deep level. As a child, I had watched my dad, who was extremely handy with tools, build and repair all sorts of things. My mother ran a ceramics studio in our basement, where she taught local women, and she had conveyed to me the skills of shaping clay and painting and preparing a wide assortment of finishes. After our family moved from New York City to the suburbs of Long Island, I picked up the craft of boat repair from some Norwegian boat builders there. Whatever genetic aptitude I’d inherited from my parents seemed to stand me in good stead whenever I set my hands and heart to working with wood. Maybe this shop could use a skilled workman to help repair and restore antiques. Thinking I had nothing to lose, I rang the bell and went into the office. When I told the owner that I was interested in part-time work, he asked me to tell him a little about myself.

I mentioned my nautical and business training and my lack of enthusiasm for the real estate work I’d been doing. When I came to the part about quitting to pursue my longtime dream of a career in healthcare, I caught a flash of recognition in the owner’s knowing smile. He informed me that he had attended medical school himself but ironically had departed to pursue his calling in interior design. We seemed like a good fit.

“Well,” he said at last, “what can you do? Can you work with wood?”

I said that I had acquired woodworking skills from my dad and from working on boats and home repair. “Do you have any experience restoring antiques or frames?” he asked.

“My mother ran a ceramics studio,” I replied, “and I picked up a lot of art skills watching her shape the ceramics and paint them in various finishes.”

“Do you have a shop?” he asked.

“No,” I said, “but I have a lot of the tools you need for this kind of work.”

He looked me over for a moment. I realized that my résumé was a bit thin, but I hoped I made up for it with my obvious enthusiasm and the can-do air that I’d acquired in the Merchant Marine. He said he had a vacant basement that was quite a mess. “If you’d be willing to clean it up,” he said, “perhaps you could set it up as a studio and work there. I have plenty of small repair jobs if you can do the work.”

In a moment we were on our way downstairs. It wasn’t nearly as bad as he’d made it sound, and I knew I could tackle it. Indeed, I was eager for the chance to throw myself into something that would involve using my hands and some good, old-fashioned, honest labor. We struck a deal on the spot, and I went home and used one of the templates from my past employment to draw up a simple lease agreement dated January 2000, titled “For the Restoration and Repair of Antiques and Picture Frames.”

It took me a few days to bring all of my tools from my mother’s home on Long Island and set up a modest restoration studio equipped with work lights and an exhaust fan. The whole arrangement felt like a situation orchestrated by heaven. Within a week the owner began bringing me jobs to do. As I passed each “test,” the work became more challenging, and my confidence grew proportionately. I purchased some books on restoration and brought in the big book that my father had given me on the work of the great painter and sculptor Michelangelo, upon which I drew for inspiration as I restored carvings and ornate frames. As my little library grew and the jobs piled up, I watched my smooth executive’s hands grow callused. I was thrilled that I was no longer aiding and abetting the mortgage industry by preparing appraisals to be used in foreclosing on people’s homes.

About a month into my new occupation, the owner called me into his office and said that he was doing a major job at the home of a prominent film director. The work he’d brought me consisted of a pair of antique carvings from an old European church. Carefully unwrapping the carvings, swathed in pieces of old linen, he began to tell me their history. They looked like gargoyles of the sort displayed on churches to ward off evil.

As he shared with me his vision to restore the carvings, he mused that they probably had not been worked on since the master sculptor created them centuries ago. One had simply lost its luster while acquiring layers of soot and candle wax. The other was a different matter altogether: in addition to being covered in layers of grime, its face had been so disfigured that the nose and part of one ear were missing.

The owner looked up to gauge my reaction. “What do you think?” he said. “Could you reconstruct the facial features of this carving? Don’t say yes if you can’t do it. If you do it, they must match, and the job has to look like Old World craftsmanship. My future with this client depends on that.”

I surveyed the carvings. Even in their distressed state, they were beautiful, made from some kind of European hardwood that had darkened over the centuries to a deep brown patina. Looking within, I asked myself if I could do it, because I knew it would be a stretch. And I got back a yes.

“Yes,” I said to the owner. “I believe I can restore this unknown master’s church figure to near its original glory.”

I gave him an estimate, he approved it, and I promised to give the job top priority, as I could see the concern in his expression. We shook hands on the deal. It was the first time we’d ever done that on a job, and he seemed to be emphasizing that he was trusting me with his reputation and with a valuable work of art. It was Friday, so I said I would begin the transformation process first thing on Monday. With some reverence I picked up the designer’s treasures and transported them to my basement studio, placing them on a bed of burlap on my carpenter’s worktable.

I stopped at the florist’s on my way home and picked up some flowers for a date. I showered and shaved and then called my date to confirm. Her roommate answered and informed me that she had left town after receiving a last-minute invitation to go golfing. That hurt. I began moping around my apartment feeling sorry for myself, and then thought, Hey, let me try to make the best of this. I now had the night free, and I could get a head start on the challenging restoration project.

Besides, I couldn’t blame the young lady for changing her plans without notice. Our last time out together I had told her that I’d quit my white-collar position with no new work lined up to, in essence, follow my bliss. The dream job I laid out for her must have sounded vague at best. I said that I had had some exposure to medicine as a medical corpsman in the Merchant Marine but that I had also been interested in spirituality, meditation, and tai chi. Now I wanted to follow my bliss, to pursue complementary and alternative healthcare. She looked at me indulgently before asking, “As a hobby, you mean?” That question should have been enough to make me see the writing on the wall. I pictured her out with some aspiring financial wizard, and I didn’t expect to see her again.

So I hung up my dress shirt and put on my paint-splotched jeans and an old business shirt with frayed cuffs. I paused in my kitchen to collect the dozen salmon roses I had intended to present to my date. I didn’t want to be reminded of my humiliation, and as I passed Memorial Sloan-Kettering Cancer Center, I handed the flowers to the surprised receptionist and asked him to give them to someone who might appreciate them.

By the time I got to my studio, it was nearing ten o’clock. I descended into the calm of my basement, and the smell of sawdust and furniture wax distracted me from my career challenges and the disappointment of a failed relationship. I pulled up my stool and unwrapped the old carvings, with no premeditated plan. I simply meditated on them for a good half hour, picking them up, turning them around, and seeking a solution. I sipped some coffee. It was going to be a long night, and once I got into a project, I seemed to lose track of time.

I needed some insight, some inspiration on how to begin the procedure of reconstructing a nose and ear, something I’d never done before. As I glanced at my shelf, I spotted the book that my dad had brought back from Italy twenty years ago with shiny close-up photos of work by Michelangelo. I propped open the book and let my eyes take in the inspired genius. I tried to comprehend how this man had so profoundly captured human flesh in marble, making it come alive with a luminescence that belied the cold stone. That ability to defy nature had attracted commissions from the financial titans of his time, the Medici family, and even the Pope, who commissioned him to memorialize God’s accomplishments on the ceiling of Rome’s Sistine Chapel.

I drank in the fluid grace in the nose of perhaps the most famous statue in the world, his Florentine David. As I studied the sculpture of the young David, I recalled his story. Goliath, the champion of the Philistines, had been challenging the Israelites to send out a warrior to decide the outcome of a battle in single combat. Saul, the king of the Israelites, couldn’t find anyone to fight the towering Goliath until an unlikely candidate, a teenage boy named David, stepped up and said he was not afraid. David approached the enemy with only his sling and five stones taken from a nearby stream. Encouraged and inspired by a noble cause, David went up against seemingly impossible odds. Aiming his primitive sling, he cast a small stone at a foe who had terrorized great warriors, and he brought Goliath crashing to his knees.

As I meditated on the photograph of the statue, I was moved by the complexity of Michelangelo’s work. I tried to connect to some insight into the consciousness of the artist and the secret of his inspiration. What was it that enabled Michelangelo to do what no human had done before? He somehow captured a complex emotion in David’s face: the boy doesn’t exactly look fearful, yet he appears concerned, almost sad. He isn’t taking the challenge lightly. And with that I read the humble words that the artist had left for those who sought to understand how he achieved his inspired work:

 . . . beauteous art, which, brought with us from heaven,

will conquer nature; so divine a power . . .

With that enigmatic quotation resonating in my head, I sought to comprehend the consciousness of a man who deflected praise and offered it up to heaven. Like the inspired musical geniuses Mozart and Bach, he gave the credit for his inspiration to a divine Source. And with this emotion in my soul, I embarked in the shadow of the master with a tiny seed of faith that I could restore the art before me. So began the process of restoration on my first commission.

I put on my apron, set out my implements—the Navy surplus medical corpsman tools, the delicate files and old scalpels and natural sponges—and adjusted my overhead lights. I turned on the exhaust fan and opened the doors to Second Avenue to allow the cool air to ventilate the studio. Placing the carvings on their backs side by side, I tore off a piece of the old linen they’d been wrapped in and dampened it with nail polish remover. I used the acetone to strip away the grime and candle wax that had accumulated on the faces of the carvings over the years, and then I quickly dried them.

With the cleaned carvings before me, I could assess the extent of their damage and decided to begin by making a new nose for the defaced carving. I closely examined the face from all angles and imagined how the nose should look. Even though it wasn’t a human figure, to the designer it was extremely valuable. Then I reached to the top of my bookshelf and pulled down a book I had come to rely on, The Furniture Doctor by George Grotz, with its easy-to-follow illustrations. I searched for a solution and soon found it in the concept of dowels used to join pieces together seamlessly.

I looked once more at the face of Michelangelo’s David, and, like a diamond cutter about to split a priceless gemstone, I didn’t move a muscle until I had conceived the new nose clearly in my mind. Without taking my eyes off the sculpture, I picked up my drill and carefully bored a slender pilot hole into the face to accommodate the post, exactly as I had seen oral surgeons do on a television program, inserting a titanium screw into the jawbone of a woman in preparation for anchoring a prosthetic tooth after a car accident had dislodged the natural one.

I could feel my perspiration building, and I wiped the sweat from my brow. Then I broke off a large hunk of artist’s restoration putty, shaped a rough mass, gently anchored it to the screw, and allowed it to set. The technical aspect addressed, I moved on to the aesthetic part. I studied David’s nose, the intricacies that formed the nostrils and the perfect symmetry of the whole, losing all concept of time. Before I knew it, the artist’s putty had set, and I picked up my delicate curved rasp and began to shape first the bridge, then the nostrils, staring at the nose from the front and dropping my face to table level to gauge its length. Finally I rounded the tip of the nose.

I was flying by the seat of my pants, an untrained sculptor, as the shapely nose was released from the rough lump of putty. I was thankful, and my gratitude grew as I realized I was having fun again, maybe for the first time in years. The perfect nose that I saw in the mass of putty was set free, as if I were drawing on divine inspiration, and I carved away to create the vision of the nose in my mind’s eye. Once the nose was fully formed, I sanded it smooth with fine emery paper. Then I heated a sewing needle to a glowing red and pressed it into the hardened putty, making random dots to mimic the wood grain in the sister sculpture. Finally, I stained the gray putty of the nose to match the deep amber tone of the rest of the aged wood.

When that was done, I applied amber paste butcher wax to the pair and buffed each one perhaps a hundred times with rapid strokes, the friction melting the wax and allowing it to become transparent. As I polished away, each buff revealed more of the wood’s lovely warmth, allowing it to regain its original radiance.

It was now about three in the morning, and I was hot from all the buffing. I released the carvings from the clamps holding them steady and propped them up against a chair whose legs I had been restoring earlier in the week. I grabbed my camera and took some photos to remember this job by. Just looking at the formerly disfigured carving, as the amber wax filled in the imperfections and allowed the new nose to blend seamlessly with the rest of the face, I couldn’t discern where the break had been and where the new nose I had shaped began.

This was clearly the finest work I had ever done, and it seemed way better than I should have been able to produce based on my experience. I recalled the words of a woman I’d known named Marion Simons, who had graduated from the University of Virginia with a degree in architecture and was now on staff at Sotheby’s. A native of Charleston, Marion possessed a grace and Old World charm beyond her years. She told me one day that it was a revered tradition in architecture and art that, after manifesting something from within you, you take a moment to feel gratitude for being blessed with the capacity to channel the inspiration of art.

Deciding to take her advice to heart, I sat up on my stool and looked at the carvings with a feeling of thankfulness in my heart. After a while, as I sat in that meditative state, I became aware that the sadness that had hung over me so heavily at the start of that night had evaporated. I realized that my restoration job might not have been a great accomplishment. It wasn’t as if I had restored the face of a child with a congenital deformity. This was only an old, disfigured carving, but the warmth with which I had imbued the antique wood made it look natural and timeless. It didn’t have the artificial tone that I had seen in the faces of some women I encountered strolling along the Upper East Side, who had had nose jobs and facial tucks.

My artist’s eye could usually tell which noses had been surgically altered. God-given noses possess a natural balance, and the warm coloring from the natural circulation to the skin matches the coloring in the rest of the face. Whereas noses that have been surgically “enhanced” tend to look cold and taut, and their coloring can seem unnatural. These carvings before me emanated warmth, like things that God had made. And so, although it seemed a small thing, I felt about them a far greater sense of satisfaction than I ever had in closing a million-dollar real estate deal. I also believed that the joy I felt would last longer than my fleeting exhilaration at making a quick buck and then rushing out to buy myself a new trinket.

I continued to feel gratitude for the new nose and the natural warmth I had created, for even though my income had taken a serious downturn, I could now allow myself an entirely new kind of luxury—the luxury of dreaming. The thought occurred to me that, although God hadn’t blessed me with the fast reading skills to get through med school, He had given me the artistic prowess to breathe new life into a broken sculpture. I hadn’t experienced so much joy since I was a child. Without the burden of a daily job I loathed, I allowed my imagination free rein. In my mind’s eye I saw the faces of children I had watched exiting the hospital nearby. And as I let my imagination fly, I dreamed . . . Wouldn’t it be great if doctors could restore these children seamlessly to blend the skin grafts and prosthetic ears and noses the way God had permitted me to shape wood, to make it breathe and appear alive?

In essence, I wished they could do for suffering human beings what I had done for this disfigured carving. My boldness grew as my heart expanded in the joy of the moment. Wouldn’t it be amazing if I could shape and restore the faces of children with my hands the way my gift to sculpt allowed me to shape wood?

As I held the sensation of that thought in my heart, a smile grew on my lips and I began to feel immense happiness and joy. I imagined that my joy was akin to what the children would feel if they could be healed, and their joy became my joy as I imagined them walking the streets unnoticed. I guessed that for many of them the greatest wish was to be unremarkable, to look so ordinary that nobody would give them a second glance.

And then it happened. Before my eyes, less than two feet away, a shape started to appear like little bits of iridescent sand forming into a solid mass. I was transfixed as the shape gradually took form, growing denser, until it resembled a freshwater pearl. This pearl of light rolled upon itself as if around an unseen center. And then it pulsed. It seemed as though a tiny chick were trying to break out of its shell with its beak. Suddenly, a ray of illumination shot straight up and down and to the left and right, forming a pair of axes. My heart began to beat very fast, yet I didn’t blink. I couldn’t have taken my eyes off what I was seeing if I had wanted to.

Then the pearl pulsed again and exploded, like a cloud in a lightning storm, the energy passing through my face and into my skull, searing the backs of my eyes with energetic lightning. My hair seemed to stand up on my scalp and the back of my neck, and then, boom! Everything went pitch black. There was not even a faint glow, nothing but complete darkness.

My heart was beating so fast that I could hear the blood pulsing in my ears and my heart beating in my chest. I sat perfectly still. I couldn’t see. I was . . . blind! My first thought was simply How did that happen? I tried to stay rational. It must have been the acetone on the rags that I had used earlier that evening to remove the old wax. The label had a warning that it could be harmful and said to use it in a well-ventilated room. But I had opened the double doors to the street and turned on the powerful commercial exhaust fan in the back.

As I sat in silence, rationality waned and my anxiety quickly accelerated. My God, I thought. I’m blind. I’m alone, I have few friends. Who will take care of me? Who would want to marry me? Why was I so stubborn? Why didn’t I compromise? Why did I have to pursue my bliss? Couldn’t I just forget the two-thousand-year-old wisdom found in the desert that had inspired me to bring forth what was in me? Stupid, stupid me!

Minutes passed, and I grew more anxious and frightened. Who could I call? And then, at the height of my panic, I began to see what looked like the flickering of an old black-and-white TV. A snowy haze started to flicker before me, then blotches of light sparked in my periphery. Shadows of black and white gave way to wisps of color. And then, as mysteriously as it had vanished, my vision returned. I could make out the familiar confines of my studio, my books, my tools, the carvings in front of me. My God, I’m not blind!

Relief gave way to curiosity and wonder. What had just happened to me? I looked at the church carvings standing there, and a curious feeling overtook me. I recalled the article about the farmer in Egypt who had discovered the ancient vessels containing the lost secret teachings, and how he had hesitated to open them at first for fear that they might contain an evil genie. What if the sculptures that I had rubbed back to life had released some long-held negative energy? It sounded preposterous in a technological age, but I was still shaken from my experience and needed to do something to combat my admittedly irrational fears.

There was a church across the street next to the coffee shop I frequented. I had never been in it, but an idea occurred to me. Taking off my apron, I put on my work jacket, grabbed a clean Portuguese natural sea sponge from my box of art supplies, and headed up and out. I had been at work so long that it was nearing sunrise; the streetlights were still on, and the traffic had slowed. I approached the front of the church, St. John’s, wondering if I would be welcome there. I hadn’t been in a church since I was a boy, when the priests had frightened me with their intimidating faces. Then I saw a small sign: there are no strangers—just friends we haven’t met. I took that as a valid invitation and went to open the solid red center doors. Locked.
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“And then it happened . . . a ray of illumination
shot straight up and down to the left and the right,
forming a pair of axes. My heart began to beat very
fast, yet I didn’t blink. I couldn’t have taken my eyes
off what I was seeing if I had wanted to.”

AT THE DAWN OF THE NEW MILLENNIUM,
Joseph Pierce Farrell made a startling discovery
that holds the potential to transform the world.
Having abandoned his childhood dream of
a career in healthcare, he had settled for a
passionless job in real estate, lining his pockets
while eroding his soul. Then one day he fell into
a humble job restoring antiques and furniture.
One evening while working in his basement
studio, he drifted into a meditative state and
permitted his mind to soar with the unlimited
imagination of a child. In that moment, he
experienced a brilliant, blinding flash that
ignited within him a remarkable power.

Since that transformative moment, he has
restored the facial features of a severely disfigured
young man, virtually erased an inoperable brain
tumor, dramatically reversed the aging process
of the faces of celebrities, and mended broken
bones—simply with intention supported by a
profound connection to a higher source. After
a decade of his pioneering work exploring
consciousness and its relationship to health
and healing, Farrell was invited to present his
findings internationally in academic settings,
catapulting him to the cutting edge of the
integrative healthcare movement. Endorsed
by leading researchers and medical doctors,
Farrell’s body of evidence has begun to construct
a bridge to permit science and spirituality to
heal their divide and advance the emerging
integrative healthcare model.

In this unprecedented book, Farrell chron-
icles his journey of discovery and poignant stories

(continued on back flap)
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