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White Eagle is a practicing Medicine Man who has been blessed by the Great Spirit Father with both Healing and Vision Medicine. Being part Algonquin and Arapaho, he carries forward a mixture of both traditional and nontraditional Medicine techniques. Ever seeking to serve the Will of The Great Spirit, White Eagle endeavors to enable all of the Great Spirit's children to learn of His Love and in the many ways in which we may allow His Light and Love to enrich our Well-being and lives. Ever in a constant vigil in seeking ways to serve the Will of the Great Spirit, White Eagle has left the normal order of the societies that we live in to walk totally the path of a Medicine Man in order to embrace and help in the initiation of the New Order of the Great Spirit's Will and Consciousness in humankind. In the last period of time much information about the coming events as pertaining to the reawakening of Spirituality has been provided to him by his Guides, or Angels so to speak, as well as by the Creator Himself in order to bring forth a new and heightened life in the Spirit of each of His creation.
This document is a product of this endeavor as given by the Great Spirit for him to do in answer to his prayer for guidance in his daily meditation. These manuscripts are still new and seeking conventional publishing and support in distribution. As a PohTikaWah or Medicine Man, White Eagle is a Priest, Healer, Teacher, Visionary, Counselor, and Ceremonial Leader but perhaps most important, a Guide in the way of discovering the Truth and Perfect Child within each of us.
In the traditional way, a Medicine Man would give a person a Medicine Name usually around the birth time as a vision would be given them however, several years ago during one of his daily Mediations the Great Spirit said for him to start Naming people with a Name that describes His Original Thought as He created each of them. This Name describes the perfect pattern of each Self as He created them and describes what they not only have always been but also that which they are and ever will continue to be (or better said, “What does Not need fixing”). The Medicine Name as described by White Eagle helps us understand why we have certain likes or dislikes and habits that are most normal for us, as well as abilities in which we can easily excel and use in our growth. White Eagle explains the Name as well as its Medicine and tendencies but always reminds us that we are ever in growth as to become greater channels of the Great Spirit's Light and Love and to do this we are ever learning new Medicine to add to that of our beginning so as to please the Creator. This is our true desire of our inner child.
In addition to the Naming Vision, White Eagle has also been given abilities in vision such as looking inside one’s body to detect illness or infirmary, finding objects that are considered lost, going backwards or forwards in time as well as others. White Eagle has also been given the ability to channel or so as to say allow another person's Guides to speak to them through the body of him as well as channel his own personal Guides in an advisory capacity about all matters current and past that are having an immediate influence on one. White Eagle lives in what might best be described as altered states and does not use or condone the abuse of any drugs nor of anything or of anyone. Another of the abilities that has been given to White Eagle is for him to walk in another's moccasins in a past life review in order to release carryover problems that often occur from past lives. This process takes several days to complete and the product is specific documentation and a channeled review. White Eagle's knowledge of the Spirit world also provides dream state interpretations as well.
As a Healer, White Eagle has many abilities in working with energy, potions, and teas as well as Medicine Stones. There have been many instances whereby he has cured someone's headache or hiccups with a single thought. White Eagle will also be the first one to thank another for healing themselves and as he says that he takes no credit but full responsibility in such matters as he only invokes the Will and Love of God. White Eagle guides people in the process of meditation and from time to time holds workshops in learning the Medicine Wheel Way as well as about Plant Spirit, Animal Spirit, and Mineral Spirit Medicines and how we can use them to enrich our lives.
White Eagle sometimes kids around about being a Native American Ghost Buster but know well he takes these matters very seriously. Unlike some others he uses the unlimited potential of Love to help in problems with discarnates, or entities, and possession as they are very dynamic in the Well-being of all involved. White Eagle is not a Witch or Witch Doctor although he has much knowledge about such things and will refuse to help any who are not aspiring to the highest ideal which is, “To Walk in Balance and With Harm to No One Being or thing, including Oneself!” If possible White Eagle will record personal readings on cassette tape and asks that each provide their own tape for use. He says that one receives what they are willing to invest in any matter. He asks that each desiring a reading, prepare and bring a written list of questions to be answered for their own use, as he does not want to see them. White Eagle also makes many ceremonial items and personal items such as prayer sticks, rattles, shields, earrings, necklaces, as well as paintings.
Often White Eagle will speak of only charging a commitment to change when asked about receiving money for his services. However, as all truly know, one must be willing to give something away to receive more of anything at any point in time. Gifts or donations of money or other things that might support the work will be welcomed by him. As White Eagle recognizes that in a respectful sharing way, those who have resources to share will be the first to benefit in the sharing process. However lack of money or resources are often manifestations of symptoms of other Spiritual dilemmas and he would never deny his services to anyone because of their lack of a comfortable money supply. Each one should feel comfortable with whatever they feel they should provide, as it is a contribution not a fixed price. White Eagle sees it only as a contribution to God and the Church.
This document is presented in what might best be described as pristine in its word usage and while sometimes the word usage might not be considered to be grammatically correct, it is in its original true condition to the Spirit of the consciousness and is most proper. As it is given to express this information in the English language, many of the words available for use fall short of the full dynamics of the total scope of the consciousness being expressed. In no way is it also to be inferred that there is any bias or weight given to the male or female of the human species. All true Beings, which are all Spirits created by The Great Spirit or God as some refer to Him, have chosen to incarnate into each of the “Body-forms” and races; which is why the Great Spirit created the diversity in the first place. I call Him Great Pop and I am certain that He loves and favors each as equal in His esteem and so should we. As the Earthplane experience is truly that of learning the unlimited ways of experiencing Brotherhood and expressing Love, the consciousness associated in the term Brotherhood is that of the willingness to support, sacrifice for, share, care, nurture, guide, and most important, value another Being regardless of what sex or other condition the body is in. Any other word associations that might even in the slightest way be considered to be gender biased should be considered the same way and the consciousness to the Spirit of the use retained. This material is presented in the Spirit of Onement and the Law of One and is meant to be received in the same way, each samely unique and in their uniqueness the same.
This material was completed in 2011 is the sole property of White Eagle and all rights are reserved. No part of this book may be transmitted or reproduced in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical including photocopying and recording, or by any information storage or retrieval system, except as may be expressly permitted by White Eagle.
White Eagle may be contacted at ASpiritWalker.com or at:
PO Box 183
Pinebluff, NC 28373
It is my sincerest hope that this material will in some way be of service in bringing forth some of the abundance of Light and Love that the Great Spirit has for each and every one of you.
In the years that I have been guiding peoples, I have always cautioned them about what they read in books as I do also to you here and now. A book in its very best of conditions is but one person’s documentary of their observations as they walk the path of life, and indeed can be no more than that. But, while they might speak of the squirrel running up the tree ahead and share their vision of that, they might miss the butterfly emerging from the cocoon behind. This book is a composition of information that comes to me both through meditation and channeled through me by my Guides. It is presented in the Spirit of Love. It was given to me to understand that the purpose of each person’s incarnation to Earthplane for an Earthwalk is to learn more about the unlimited ways to experience and to express Love and Brotherhood.
In many of these books I talk about the Prevalent Culture. When I call it “White”, I am not meaning Caucasian or even European for any that might be sensitive to such or take any offense as none is intended. The current Prevalent Culture, which is at times also called the “White Western Way” by some, actually has it genesis long before the man named Jesus was hung on a cross. I consider that event to be an act of “Being Murdered” by some of its adherents because of its Religion and foundation of materialism. And as Great Pop often tells me, “This too can Change”. I hope He was Not talking about those 30 pieces of silver, don’t You?
Presented With Love,

It has now been over two decades since Great Pop first told me to begin the writing of these now many books. At first I was reluctant and told Him that I certainly desired no such thing for myself. I also mentioned that I did not feel qualified or with sufficient skills in writing to do such an important task. He was persistent in His bequest of me to do such though, and soon began the effort on my part of such an important endeavor.
At the completion of the material of the first work that is titled The Medicine Way, I was 47 years of age. At that point, I already was keenly aware of the power and potential impact of the word, be it in song or print. Each of these mediums can dynamically affect and effect an individual’s attitude and perspective and thereby, Life. One can always find something positive or negative about any condition or thing as well. If one listens to angry or sad songs often enough then one will soon become of that same attitude and perspective. Once that occurs, one’s Life experience and expressions will become more of a mirror of that than anything else.
In the material of some of the volumes that Great Pop has given for me to write, He has had me include the parallel account of my personal Life experiences during the development of them. In doing that I can only speak as honestly as I can of my feelings and attitude as each experience occurred. Also, when more than a single Being or thing is involved in an experience, each that is involved will have its own personal perspective of it. Therefore I pray that no one Being or thing be judged or condemned by their behavior or personal choices of expression in such an accounting. Still, I can and do honestly say that these experiences and expressions actually happened, and happened that way to me.
In asking Great Pop as to how I should be and do while I am here on Mother Earth, He told me "Little One, I made that theme park for any Beings and things that want to experience some of the limitless means and ways to experience and express Love and Brotherhood”.
Some people profess that we each have a specific mission to accomplish in our lifetime, or that we come here to learn lessons of some sort through which we will Grow toward completing some kind of “Spiritual Transformation” and thereby achieve a “Higher” condition of being. I personally believe that all of this aspiration and ambitious thinking about one’s reality and life’s purpose is founded in Fear and is all a falsehood. I am certain that we come here for experiences by our own choice and that we experience things of our own manifestation through our thoughts and Prayers of Desire. This means that there is No mandate or mission, nor any requirement to learn anything, there is only a path of life that is of our own choosing and design.
When I was young Great Pop told me: “Grow like the tree and thereby from the inside out in all directions". I thought He meant that I should aspire to grow taller and thereby bigger. I later learned the Proper idea and Ideal meant by His use of the word Grow as being more like the concept of “Multi-dimensional Expansion,” as in this ideal we are in a sense “Ever and Always Complete”.
Through each incarnation we gain knowledge and understanding and therefore Expand from the experiences and expressions of being ourselves, thus we have more to offer and share with other Beings and things and their expansion as well. This is the Real and true condition and Potential for every Being and thing in the physical or spiritual condition, from the single celled micro-organism to the entirety of all creation - period.
All Beings and things are considered “Even” in Great Pop’s idea and Love of us. He would Never favor or set any thing as being better than any other thing of His Creation, therefore, within the contents of this or any of the other material that has been Brought forth by this channel and servant of The Creator, I pray that you will properly interpret and correctly understand the use of the words of Learn, Lesson, Grow, or Growth to mean and be interchangeable with “To Become of,” “Embody,” “Expand,” or “Expansion.”
This material is presented in the Spirit of Love. It was given to me to understand that the purpose of each person’s incarnation into the physical realm and Mother Earth is to learn more about the unlimited ways to experience and to express Love and Brotherhood.
So as you read the pages...


REMEMBERING
Can you remember when you were a child and someone telling you about "The Boogie-Man"? And if not or if it was not called exactly that, I am certain that you can remember being afraid of something, like what is under your bed when your parents turn the lights out at night and close the door to your room. And yes this can occur even if you have one or more brothers or sisters in that newly darkened room as well. Shhhhh! What was that noise over there in the corner? What is under the bed that you cannot see in the dark? Quick, get under the covers, someone left the closet door ajar and we All know That is where the Boogie-Man can be waiting to come out and "Get Us"!!!
As I begin this material it is October of 2011. I am now 65 years old. Yet when I go to sleep or wake up, I still feel inside like I did when I was about 6 or 7. Yes, we typically feel and think of ourselves to be only as old as we feel inside. I recognize that much has happened since I was 6 or 7, and I realize that this is the 19th book that I will have written so far in this Odyssey that is my Life. As the Medicine of the number 19 is Renewall, that certainly makes sense to me as in the beginning I never wanted to write anything at all. It was over two decades ago when I was Meditating that Great Pop, which is what I call the Creator that most call God, told me that He wanted me to write a book. My immediate response was long and windy like I seem to do a lot of times. I first argued that I was not good with this English language and that I had even failed it in school more than once. I also argued that I did not know how to start or what to say.
Great Pop patiently put up with excuse after excuse. Daily Meditation after daily Meditation continued to produce the same result each time I asked Great Pop what I could do to best please and serve Him. Time and again He got a myriad of excuses from me until I finally caved in and accepted that I should at least try. When Grey Owl subsequently asked me about the Medicine of a certain stone, my natural response was to ask Great Pop. I was given the answer as usual, but this time Great Pop added that this was the subject of what I was to first start writing about. All along Great Pop had kept telling me that He would tell me what to write about, as well as help me know what to say. So with pencil and paper I began developing the material that is now titled Mineral Spirit Knowledge.
Yep, it seems like it was just a little over a week or so ago that I took that first step and Dared to write something. Now it is over two decades later and much has come to exist that did not before because of it. As this first chapter is about remembering, I will state here and now that I consider myself as having a relatively "poor" memory as compared to most people on this planet that I call Mother Earth. Actually, it is not so much Poor perhaps as it is what I call selective. I have always had great mechanical skills and excelled in areas of innovation, discovery, or analysis. I rarely remember names upon meeting someone for the first time and I usually remember only their faces or Medicine in the way of their Spirit-form, which is usually some type of animal. Dates and times also seem to escape as quickly as they arrive in my experience and expression of being a Being here on Mother Earth. As with this English language that gave cause for my having to repeat the required History courses several times while I was in school.
I can remember events though, and with great detail and clarity. Of course my "trick" in doing that is that I go back and relive the experience in a way. You see I am White Eagle and a PohTikaWah, which translates into this English language as being A Spirit Walker which some call a Medicine Man. My parents knew that I was a Medicine Man at birth and as soon as I could understand this English language to some extent at the age of three or four, I remember my mom telling me specifically to not let anyone know that I was "Indian" much less that. I knew that she and my dad were telling me that to protect me in some way, so I readily complied.
Later, after he exited this Mother Earth arena of Brotherhood lessons, my dad's second wife would tell me how my dad told her that he was a part of the "Assimilation Project". This was a project whereby the government took single-parented Native American children from their families and tribes and placed them into missionary and military schools so that they would become "White". It worked pretty good on my dad but it did not imprint and impact me as much as it did him. I say that because his sense of belonging in family as well as tribe was shattered, and his openness and trust turned into a deep sense of fear and insecurity. I always had a sense of something like this in him and so I always felt that he did the best that he knew how or could at being a parent.
Growing up, my dad's insecurity permeated every aspect of our lives and he showed it mostly in the way of money. In this matter, he was very "tight" with it as they say, which meant that I got second hand everything including presents in my childhood. I remember one time though sitting on the porch of our home and playing with Lincoln Logs at the age of three. The reason that I remember that is because they were new and had never been used before. I cherished the idea that I was a beneficiary of such an extravagance. I also remember getting my first bicycle. It was a used “girl's” bike. Ultimately my complaining resulted in getting my dad to weld a bar across the top of it like the other "boy's" bikes had.
I also remember waking up in the crib around the age of two or three. I was very, very, sick and I remember my dad coming into the room. It was in the afternoon and he was giving me a new small black and white teddy bear that he had just bought. It did not replace the larger second hand brown one that I already had, but That was the first time that I felt a sense of his care and value of me. Great Pop would later tell me that I died the first time in this incarnation at the age of three and I am pretty sure that this was probably about the time of, if not even the reason of the gift of that new teddy bear.
While I do not remember the event of my birth, I do remember being in the crib crying and wishing someone would pick me up or hold me, but because of my dad's fear and insecurity no one was allowed to. I was born with two "Club Feet" and I came home from the hospital wearing two casts after a successful operation on them. Later I would rationalize that perhaps the reason that my dad kept people from picking me up was because of that. The net result however was that I felt not so much alone as I did unwanted and not valued. I do also remember someone getting into trouble for picking me up out of the crib and holding me.
Yep, I cannot remember dates or people's names, but I still remember those very early experiences as if they were yesterday. It seems significant to me at least that in these types of remembrances, the whole of the event and experience is encapsulated in a way. In this I mean that one not only recalls them in vivid color and motion, but all of one's feelings and senses are kept intact in them too. Later, Great Pop would provide me with an even greater understanding about memory as well as thought. I vividly remember and I even can still taste the water of when I would subsequently drown at the age of four. I have written a detailed description of this event before in several of these books such as Volume 3 of The Medicine of Selves. That book is about Life and Survivor's Guilt and so I will not say any more about what happens after “Life Ends" in this one. I can still remember a couple of occasions when strangers would knock or appear at the door of our house stating that they had “heard” about me. This happened before I entered elementary school at the age of five. They had come asking my mom if I would Heal them in some way. Yep, I was born a Medicine Man and people have always "found me", of which I attribute to being Great Pop's doing in some fashion or form.
I was born in a hospital in Oklahoma City around ten in the morning of the eighth day of April, 1946. Later in my "Spirit Walking Way" I would go back in time to the moment of my conception. When I did that I discovered that I was conceived at the very moment that they dropped the atom bomb on Hiroshima, Japan. A year after my birth, my parents moved us into a relatively new ranch type house on half an acre in a new subdivision of a little town called Bellaire, Texas. This place was situated at the western edge of Houston and there was an open field that bordered our back yard. My dad built a chicken coop at the back edge of our yard and I still have vivid memories of seeing headless chickens running around, and him chasing them. Obviously, my dad was not much of a hunter or killer. That was the setting we lived in until they built another subdivision in the large open field behind our yard a few years later. There was no air conditioning or television back then, and in the hot summer nights I would lay on the floor beneath the attic fan in the hallway because the bedroom was too hot to be able to go to sleep in. I can still hear the "swish-a-swish, swish-a-swish, swish-a-swish" noise of the belt on that fan, as it seemed to harmonize with the cicadas, crickets, and frogs making their songs heard in the stillness of the night. I did not mind the hardness of the wood floor beneath me because I knew that the Boogie-Man was still in the closet of the bed room, and he could not "find me" there.
Our house was situated in the middle of our block on the north side of our street, which ran from east to west. My dad would measure the distance from our house to the end of the next block to our right and west. It was exactly half a mile, and later I would run to the end of that one and back so as to get a merit badge in the Boy Scouts. That block was the last one in our subdivision and the western edge of our town. Later they would build more subdivisions and more subdivisions well past that point, and Houston would expand like a cancer and engulf the all of it. Our street was concrete with curbs and gutters and I used to run down it barefoot, even on the hottest July day.
The subdivision and whole city was "White" like my dad and mom pretended us to be. There was an ordinance that prohibited "Negroes" from even being on the streets at night, and I guessed that they were Not big on any "Injuns" either. Yep, most of the families on our block and in that town as a whole seemed to be White, German, and Protestant. There was a Catholic family in the middle of the block to the east of ours, and for a short while a Jewish family lived in one of the bigger two story houses a couple of houses to the west. That family was a part of the people that had one of the larger clothing stores in Houston and so they were more endowed monetarily. I said it that way because they had a small rectangular shaped concrete swimming pool and it was the first one that I had ever seen. The Jewish family did not live there for very long and I remember it being vacant for a long time. Because they were very private if not even isolative when they lived there, it became our first "haunted" house after they left. When I spotted that long since dead bird floating in their swimming pool one day, I decided that dark and vacant house must have been the Boogie-Man's home base.
My first friend was a little boy about my age named Cody and he lived in the house to our right. I believe his dad was named Col. Menger who obviously had been in the military during the second world war like most of the men on the block including my dad who had been in the Navy. I was “skinny” and tall for my age, and I was the only "Brown Skinned" kid not only on that street, but pretty much in the whole of the town in the beginning. I remember catching my first "Horney Toad" in my front yard one day and showing it to Cody. I also remember our going behind the house next to his, and looking inside the door of the little house that covered their well. As if it was just yesterday I remember seeing and hearing the two rattlesnakes that we had just surprised that way. I remember that I kept looking back as we both ran as fast as we could back to his yard. You see, I was looking back to see if they were chasing us just like the Boogie-Man.
I still remember the day that Cody moved away with his family and that ended my having a friend. Yep, Cody was my first and only friend in that neighborhood in the beginning. Later other children would move in and populate the neighborhood and while I would try to make them my next “best” friend, I was never theirs. It probably had something to do with my being the only brown skinned kid in the neighborhood. In my early years some of the older boys in the other blocks would bully and pick on me mercilessly. That lasted for quite some while. Time has a way of changing things and after a while I became accepted, especially when I became the only six foot tall child in our elementary school.
I still remember my first day in elementary school. My mother took me up to the school and the teacher was standing at the gate with another young boy my age. His name was Bobby Goings and he was much shorter than me as were the rest. As the teacher introduced us I extended my hand to him. In response, Bobby punched me in the belly and knocked the wind out of me. I hated going to school from that moment on. Later that same morning I would see this blonde girl on a swing named Sally Lancaster. She was very white with the yellowest of long hair and was wearing the reddest of dresses. I was smitten with her immediately. Later my youngest son's mom would say "White Eagle, you sure do Love women". She is right and Sally Lancaster was the very first one.
Later I would meet another “Brown Skinned” child named Arthur Kidd. His mom and dad passed him off as being White as well. Even though we both had the same "Red" skin, we never became close. Arthur was always going home to take piano lessons after school so we really had very little in common. After I started school my mom went to work. That meant that I was the only "Latch Key" kid in that town and so I was always looking for someone to spend time with after school. Arthur did become a very accomplished pianist by the way.
I still remember scaring my dad when I was about three by talking with Spirits and making things move. On the first occasion we were both in the back yard because I had broken a window pane in my bedroom and he was replacing it. I remember specifically telling my dad about a Spirit friend of mine that was there. I told my friend to move one of my dad's tools and it did. I then told him to move another one, which it did as well. My dad told me not to tell anyone and to quit doing that. All children are born with certain "Natural" abilities as well as are naturally Spiritually aware, as are all other life forms. We are "taught" to fear, and in our natural openness and trust we are given falsehoods and things like the "Tooth Fairy" and "Santa Clause" ideas to believe are real. This does include the Boogie-Man as well, just to set the record straight. Parents and even religions have used such devices to manipulate children's behavior, and I consider Halloween with its "Trick or Treat" to be the very worst of the lot. Even the practice of rewarding good behavior such as getting "A"s on a report card fall into this "manipulative” category. And if it is manipulative, then it is disrespectful and therefore some form of abuse.
In Nature as well as in most if not All indigenous tribes, any “reward” is automatic in one's expression. Therefore, one does things because it positively effects a good feeling in and about oneself for having chosen to attempt or make such a personal expression. Of course this "freedom" becomes threatening to those that desire to exert their Will over others, such as is the case within the Prevalent Culture.
I feel that I was fortunate if not even very smart to pick my parents and the situation of our family in my early years. In my dad's control over our home and lifestyle, I was in a way given much more freedom than most of the other children in that situation and environment. Sure we never had the same "new" things that most others seemed to have at the time. My dad did not buy fireworks for us like the other dads did, nor did he take us on annual vacations. At the age of eight years old I bought my own lawnmower with my own money which I earned mowing lawns with his. I mowed lawns while the other children went to places on vacation and enjoyed doing family things during the summer months. I was not proud of having done that and I actually hated mowing any lawn. It made no sense to me you see because that was Not natural. What it did accomplish was to give me a sense of responsibility as well as the ability to be free to use the money that I made any way I wanted to!
You see while I was not supported the same way as the other children were in our neighborhood when I was growing up, I was Always given the greatest measure of Respect by both of my parents. And yes, I am sure that a part of this was because of my being born as a PohTikaWah. As I grew older my parents became more of my equal and in some ways even my children. I say that because I was always respected and I was never considered to be their "property" as is the very same condition and case as if I were born into a Tribe! My mom was closer to me in some ways than my dad, simply because my dad did not feel confident enough in any type of relationship because of his Assimilation experience. I became the parent because I understood that in him and I chose not to expect, but accept him just the way he was. While his second wife gave me more of the details of his childhood after his exit, I had always known of it anyway. My mom was more like she was my sister in so many ways. Even when I was young, I watched her grow in her adulthood. She became my child when she asked me how to die and she knew that I would tell her the truth of it, which I subsequently did. Yep, I picked the very best of parents you see!
I still remember the day that they put up a chain link fence around the yard next to ours where Cody used to live. I marveled as I watched the people that were doing that, would set pole after pole in concrete. I was equally fascinated when they stretched the last part of the fencing and fastened it together. This was the first time I had seen this type of fence and it had the twisted protrusions along the top of it. I have always loved discovering how things are built or done. A new family had bought the home and while I did not know them yet or understand why they wanted a fence, I really enjoyed watching the process. I am pretty sure that this all happened after I had already drowned, but then again I am really bad on remembering dates. I am thinking that I was about 5 or 6 though when I climbed over that new fence to retrieve something that I had inadvertently thrown too far and it had gone over it.
Like any young boy I climbed all sorts of things including trees, and especially the one that was next to our house. It was what some call a "Cherry Alder", and I loved the smell of its crushed leaves as it smelled just like Black Bing Cherries. Later, I used that tree to climb onto our roof, which really irked my dad because he said that I was wearing out or messing up the asphalted shingles. Of course my attitude was that was just some more of his money issues, and so I did it mostly when no one was around. The roof satisfied my Eagle nature and Spirit and gave me a vantage point by which I could observe all that was going on down the street. Of course that is another "Eagle" thing, my just sitting and watching. When I was satisfied my usual method of returning to Earth was Not to climb back down. Nope, it was to jump, and thereby "fly" for a second or so. I was never hurt jumping that way, but that most definitely was Not the case when I climbed that fence on that occasion that I mentioned earlier.
Nope, on this occasion of my climbing that fence, after retrieving the object I simply threw it back over. Once that was done, as I had done on several occasions of such before, I climbed back up. When I go to the top of the fence this time, I literally got stuck as I tried to climb back down the other side to our yard. Yep there I was, hanging on that fence as one of the twists at the top of it had impaled and tore through the inside of my right bicep muscle and arm. I screamed and yelled to no avail. My parents were home, but no one heard or came to my rescue. After getting over the shock I realized there and then that I was physically alone and solely in charge of my fate. I actually did think and recognize that the barb had just missed my throat in the process. I also at that moment became no longer a child at all. Nope, I became as strong as a man I saw stretching that fence when it was being put up. I vividly remember my Guardian Spirit telling me to use that memory to use all of the strength that I could muster in my left arm to hoist myself back up far enough to free the now bloody mass of my right arm.
Once I freed myself that way, I then dropped to the ground into our yard. On impact, I found myself to be intact and took an assessment of sorts. I marveled for a moment as I looked at the exposing of what was actually beneath the newly opened up skin in the way of bone and strands of muscle, some of which was newly torn. I did not faint at the sight of, or even mind the periodic spurts of blood that came out of my very own veins and arteries, like some might think would be the case. Nope, in a sense I was mostly marveling at the sight and filled with awe. So that is what that looks like in there I thought, and then my Guardian Spirit told me to get up and run back inside, which I did. My parents were the ones that freaked out as one might imagine. It was because of that event that I got my first "stitches" in this lifetime of mine that I can remember. I had seen my mom sew things together before. As I watched and felt this doctor seem to struggle to poke the needle through my tough skin, I imagined that the cloth must have felt this too when my mom did it in her way. I do not remember the date or even exactly how old I was at the time. But as if it were just yesterday, I do remember the doctor struggling to stick that needle and thread through my "unusual for him" tough and dark Red skin and flesh as he fastened each and every stitch.
In the subsequent years and experiences of my life I would climb over many more fences. In each and every experience, I would and still will do so with a different awareness and caution than most might have as one can imagine. You see That is Why we choose to incarnate into this theme park of Mother Earth. And no, I do not mean that we come here to climb fences per say. I mean that we come here to have experiences of which climbing or getting impaled are but just two of the myriad of such. While some people espouse as our Purpose in Life as being that of some type of Growth, I disagree wholeheartedly. Nope, I am certain that we come here to Experience things of which Growth can be one of the multitude of such. As I reflect upon what has happened so far in this Odyssey and Life of mine, there are now so very many experiences that most would consider almost unbelievable which brings us to the title of this chapter.
As a child were you ever told that something was "just your imagination"? Or perhaps you were accused of having one or more "imaginary” friends. Yep, it seems like before we even know what this word of imagination means, we are accused of using it or having one in some fashion or form. I am actually guilty of using this word at times as well, like when I begin doing drumming Meditations with the phrase of: "Imagine sitting on a comfortable log at the water's edge of a calm ocean". In reality, we can only imagine something that we already have specific knowledge about. If one had never seen a log or an ocean, they certainly could Not imagine it in any fashion or form. It would be the same as if I were to say "Imagine GuahDahing on a PookaTakah on BahKiSha by a MakkahTayKoh". And while that phrase might stimulate some form of response, most likely it would not be the same for any two individuals other than confusion perhaps. PookaTakah is a pile of rubble in my personal language by the way, and just the knowledge of that single word can set one's imagination into overdrive. And if I tell you that MakkahTayKoh is a sacred place that would not effect the same result as if I were to define it as being the cliff face of a sacred mountain. And of course if I tell you that the mountain is on an island then an even different idea will develop.
We all know that an infant will cry at times. We also know that its crying can be caused by many different reasons. The crying is because the infant is trying to let us know that it is Not happy for some reason, and our usual response as Proper parents or guardians is to determine the cause so as to give it a sense of comfort and Well- being. What if instead of our teaching the infant the meaning of the words, phrases, and gestures of our language, we choose to let it teach us its own? After all, there is a person named "Lady Ga Ga" who seems to have recently profited greatly from such an idea. We all know the meaning of Da-Da and Pop-Pop versus Ma-Ma and Grammy. But what exactly does "Bop" mean? "Bankie" can conjure many of an idea to form in one's imagination, most of which are Not that of a Brand New blanket at all. You see for us to be able to decipher what the infant is trying to communicate to us, we must use our imagination to do so. So just what is this thing that we call our imagination and where did we get it and how did such a thing come to be?
My earliest recollection of imagining something was when I would sit or lie in front of the radio on Saturday mornings back in the early 1950's. The radio was part of a large wooden console made of white stained oak that housed it and the large 78 rpm record player that was also inside. This was one of the larger pieces of furniture that we had, and it was situated in the most prominent location in our "living" room. I remember that if you lifted up the lid of that console, the huge dial and knobs of the radio would tilt up. Its golden dial was large and rectangular with a clear plastic cover. Beneath that cover, the face of the dial resembled that of a clock, with large numbers and pointer that identified the station. We pretended that the large dial was a screen like in a movie or on the new devices that most others had on the block called a "TV". You see each Saturday morning they broadcast radio shows like that of “The Green Hornet” and “The Lone Ranger”. Those were wonderful to listen to and we imagined that what they were describing was appearing on that large dial. And of course then there were those magical "sound effects"! Clippity-clop, clippity-clop, went Silver as the Lone Ranger entered the town.
When we are born it hurts unless we are sedated. Yep, being squeezed like a wet sponge through one's mother's pelvic bones and birth canal hurts. Then if one is swatted on the bottom to inspire breathing like you might see in a movie about such an event, That hurts too! So while one is Never born “Bad, No Good, A Rapist, A Murderer,” or any of the many other negative labels of peoples behavioral choices, one Is born in Pain unless you are sedated first. Likewise one is Not born In Love either. As one will find in the four volume series of Origins, one Is Originally born as a Potential and therefore Spirit by and because of Great Pop's Love, which is the individualized Essence of the Law of One. But that is Not the case when that Potential and Spirit chooses to incarnate for an experience and personal expression of being oneself here on Mother Earth. Nope, with "foreknowledge" of our parent’s Prayers of Desire and thereby their Potential behavior and expectations, we are always born as an expression of our own Free Will with our Guides as well as a certain measure of what some call ESP. You see it is our Guides and that measure of ESP that not only serves to protect us, but also facilitates us to determine what is Real and what is Imaginary. So just what is our imagination and where did it come from?
In Origins one will discover that long before we chose to be a Being, Great Pop made what is called our "Personal Structure". Great Pop made the elements in it so as to better enable any and all Potential to be continually Self-Actualizing, Self-Determining, Self-Realizing, Self-Aware, and Self-Expressive. There are two forms of our Personal Structure based upon whether one is incarnated or not. Before we incarnate into this physical realm, we use our Personal Structure to choose to incarnate. In Reality, we use the elements of our Personal Structure to configure what becomes our DNA and thereby our physical development both during and after conception. The following shows both forms of our Personal Structure and even plants, minerals, and animals have these very same things in theirs:

OUR PERSONAL STRUCTURE
As one can see in this depiction, even Great Pop has a Personal Structure and while ours is a little different and is being shown as an extension of His in this example, it is most perfect in each and every way. While this is a depiction of what is involved when we exit and return back to Him and go back inside His Essential Will which most call Heaven, the reverse occurs when we incarnate and thus are born here on Mother Earth. Yep, all of those elements at the bottom left are what are added or are subsequently left behind. While it is not shown specifically in this depiction, we also have the outer bubble of our Consciousness that envelops our Personal Structure and That is primarily the Who it is that we are. So what and where is our imagination? In the following illustration from Volume 1 of The Medicine of Selves, we see that we have four distinct Selves to be considered and they are shown as follows:

Even when we are not incarnated here on Mother Earth, each and all Beings and things can be considered as being their very own "Tree of Selves". Does this mean that we could consider our physical bodies to be one of the limbs and thereby a Projected Self? Precisely, and yes we see that we have an Imagined Self as being each of the multitude of leaves that we can have on any one of our branches. While one discovers in this material about our four different types of Selves and that one is an "imagined" type that can be even placed upon one's tree by some other Being or thing, it does not tell us what specifically our imagination is or where it came from.
The answer to that question came to me much earlier than the development of the Medicine of Selves, or even the development of the material of Origins. Yep much, much, earlier Great Pop had me experience and write this:
HOW WE TRULY ARE
Many years ago I was approached by several people asking about my own understanding about what was often called Ego this or Ego that, and was somewhat befuddled by their interpretations. So I naturally went to the Source and asked Great Pop the Creator about such in my next daily meditation. "Father, what are the true parts to my Being and help me understand more about this Ego consciousness that so many people seem to have different ideas about?" And this is what He told me. "Little One, remember when you asked me how to grow Properly and I told you to grow like the tree from the inside out, and ever walk your path of growth in the “Round Way”?", and I said "Yes". Then He took me to a very high place and showed me this great tree and separated it in the middle for me to see inside. Of course He put it right back when we were through as He would never hurt anything of His creation.
Next Great Pop said "Little One, see where the dark part is in the middle of the tree? That is the Heart of Self and is indeed that part that is ever connected to me. Like the tree is connected to Mother Earth by its roots and feeds from the soil of her breast from these roots, each one of my creation are also connected to me by the Golden thread from the Heart of oneself to the Heart of me and are ever fed from their Prayer of Desire to me and thereby supported in their growth this way, just as in this tree. And see where the rings of the tree are?" and I said "Yes Father is that the Ego?" and He laughed and said "Be patient Little One, the rings are the same as the Mind of oneself and like the tree grows from center or the Heart outward, so are you to grow Properly from the Heart of Self through the Mind of Self, the Round Way in all directions just like in this tree." And then I said "Father these rings look just like Medicine Wheels" and He said "Pretty smart observation Little One. Indeed the Medicine Wheel is the most Proper Way of walking one's path of growth in life and providing support to the Balance and Roundness in one's growth in all directions by taking little steps and focusing on the expansion of one's consciousness and Perspective in a balanced and orderly way. With one cycle of the Wheel being like one ring of the tree, and each new cycle of growth is like adding another ring in the Mind of the Tree of Self and one's roundest growth is thereby most easily accomplished this way."
Great Pop then showed me a thin line of material between the rings or Mind, and the Heart of the tree and said "Little One, see this fabric here? This is the fabric of Conscience in the Tree of Self and remember when you asked me where to find the Truth and I said to look inside to the Heart of Self? Indeed if one looks from the Mind of Self through the fabric of one's Conscience to the Heart of Self, one will indeed ever see the Truth which is the unending Love and Support of Me." And then He said "See where the Bark of the tree is?" and I said "Yes". Then He said "The Bark of the tree is indeed like the Ego of oneself and like the tree's bark has to constantly split and give way as the tree grows from the inside out, so indeed does the Ego of oneself have to do the same, as the Ego likes to play God and use the tool of Fear to restrict one's growth so that it can stay in charge and not have to keep giving way. And see this thin fabric of material between the bark of the tree and it’s rings? This is the fabric of Illusion in the tree of oneself and the Ego uses this fabric of Illusion and its tool of Fear to control one's Mind and thereby restrict one's growth or keep it from being in the Round Way." And then I thought how every Tree or Plant Spirit is indeed a teacher in the way of Proper growth and how even when a tree grows next to some structure which restricts the fullness of its growth, as soon as it reaches above or around it, the tree indeed ever grows the Round Way and so should we.
I then thought about this Ego thing and condition for a while and again asked the Creator "Great Pop, I see where a lot of my trouble seems to come from this Ego Bark of the tree of me, why do I have it as it does not seem so good for me?" and He just laughed again and said "I put it there so that you can see how far you have grown, just like in the tree." So I thought some more on this Ego thing and finally said "Father, it seems that I should make my Ego Bark on the tree of myself like that of the cactus where I grew up, real stretchy and thin so it will give way easily." And He said, "Ah, very good Little One. Then all can easily see My Light and Love inside."
Later as I was given to start writing this document in channel by describing the Proper consciousness of one word at a time, much more was presented that enabled me to more fully understand the true inner workings of the Tree of Self in a broader consciousness and the following diagram is provided to describe the working parts of the Tree of Self:

It truly is one's Attitude that is the most extended part of oneself, and thereby is both the most vulnerable and influential part of oneself and one's Attitude is indeed an expression of one's Perception and Consciousness expressed in some form of one's Will. It is one's Will that is the projection device of one's Desire and this is reflective in one's Attitude as one's Will and thereby Desire can indeed be that of an expression of either the Ego or the Heart of oneself and is ever in condition to being that of one of these. One's Mind is truly the least influential part of oneself as it more or less is simply a responsive tool to either the Ego or the Heart of Self and simply is happy as long as it is busy and thereby seems important and if it is not busy, it will make up something for itself to do and it likes to play in the arena of Illusion as there is more there for it to get into, so as to say. The Flow of the expressions of one's Being indeed is provided by one's Consciousness as if one is not of a certain level of consciousness then they simply are not in a sense being in life and any thing that influences one's consciousness, indeed impacts the condition of the Flow as being from either the Heart and Conscience to one's Mind or the Ego and Illusion to one's Mind and it truly is most often the condition of one's Lens of Perception that is in charge of one's consciousness as to being from either that of one's Heart or one's Ego.
For those of you that might have any difficulty in comprehending the message above, it translates into:
As shown in the diagram, it truly is one's Attitude that is the most extended part of any Being or thing and thereby it is the most vulnerable and influential part that any incarnated Potential has.
One's Attitude is indeed an expression of one's Perception and Consciousness that are expressed in some form of one's Wills, either individually or collectively.
It is one's Will that is the projection device of one's Desire and this Desire is reflective in one's Attitude.
That is because one's Will and thereby Desire can indeed be that of an expression of either the Ego or the Heart of oneself.
Therefore the Attitude of any Being or thing is ever in the condition of being an expression of Desire from either one’s Ego or one’s Heart.
One's Mind is truly the least influential part of oneself as it more or less is simply a responsive tool to either the Ego or the Heart of any Being or thing.
One’s Mind is happy as long as it is busy and thereby seems important.
If one’s Mind is not busy, it will make up something for itself to do.
When that happens, one’s Mind likes to play in the arena of Illusion as there is more there for it to get into and play with in that part of oneself.
The Flow of the expressions of any Being or thing when incarnated is provided by it’s Consciousness.
This is real and true because if any incarnated Being or thing is not of a certain level of consciousness, then in a sense they simply are not being in life.
Therefore anything that influences one's consciousness, will always impact the condition of the Flow to one’s Mind.
The impact of that influence will be that of causing the Flow to come either from the Heart and Conscience of oneself to one’s Mind, or from the Ego and Illusion of oneself to one’s Mind.
It is the element of one's Lens of Perception that is in charge of one's consciousness and it is this element that controls whether one’s consciousness is being fed influences and Desires from one’s Heart or from one’s Ego.
*******
So is our imagination just another word for our fabric of illusion that we have when we are incarnated? Nope, not exactly, although at times it can seem to be that way. Then just what is our imagination and where does it come from? The answer to that can be better explained using the following diagram of our Mind Operative:

In the diagram above one can see that each of the elements are called Operatives. In the very beginning, all that existed were Essences, which are like smoke or water in the sense that they are without boundaries. Not only are Essences limitless in their shape, form, and utility, they also are inexhaustible in their renewing ability and thereby supply. In Origins one discovers that Great Pop made Operatives so that we can focus and direct the flow of Essences such as is the case of any expression of our Desire or Care. In the diagram above one can tell that, like our Heart and Ego Operatives, the Operatives of our Mind are likewise compartmentalized and thereby are like having Operatives within Operatives. Each of the "Canals" are also Operatives as they channel and direct the flow of things such as thoughts or feelings.
In our awakened and thereby most conscious state, anatomically we are most aware of things that we can see with our eyes because they have a “priority of influence” to our physical brains. Next comes our hearing and then our taste and smell. Our skin is the last thing that we use to physically sense things with, and primarily it is used to differentiate between what is hot and what is cold and then what is prickly or smooth. While we are taught to consider all of these physical things as being sourced and happening in our brains and physical bodies, that is just an affectation of what has already occurred or is happening in the corresponding Operatives of our Personal Structures and thereby Spirit.
In Origins one will learn that there are five types of energy. One will also learn that Great Pop made Thought Energy with a kind of time limit so as to keep everything all neat and tidy so to speak. In this I mean that all Thought Energy will transmute into Memory Energy in time. It is my understanding of the mechanics of this reality that facilitates me to be able to “remember” those events that I have described so far. Yep, I just find the Memory segment in my Emotional Body where all my memories are Really stored, and refresh it into Thought Energy. Then I can describe what I then can see in detail. This is also why I have trouble with names and dates. Why? Because I see and think in my own personal language and then I have to convert it into this "English" one. I first see people's Spirit and thereby Medicine and Animal form, and That is what I store most of the time as my first memory of them. The Time problem is sourced in the reality that everything is sequential. While I can tell which came first and so forth, because Time is a stretchy and amendable fabric that brings forth successive events, there is no real start or end by which I can measure from. This is obvious in the way that I have been describing things in a "relative" sense, such as something occurring as related to when I drowned and so forth.
In several of these books I have described how and where we go when we dream. What first brought me to find out about that was when I considered that I oftentimes will wake up from a dream and then go right back into it and continue the ensuing drama of it. My curiosity was further piqued when others would tell me about seeing me in their dreams and I would have a certain measure of my own recollection of having been there in some of them. Of course being a Spirit Walker at birth can be one answer, but the “How” of it and “What was Really” going on kept "bugging" me.
I vividly recall Great Pop telling me to lay down on one or more occasion. In a kind of meditation I would soon find myself involved in what I knew was someone else's dream. During one such occurrence I turned myself into a large Kodiak Bear. Then I chased off an individual that was chasing and threatening the person that was having the dream. Over the years I have used many such "Shape-Shifting" devices to effect similar results, but How I could be in ‘their’
dream was the question that bothered me more than any other part of what was going on.
Over the years I would hear someone talk about the “Dream Place” or "Dream World". After a while I started wondering that if there was such a place, then why wasn’t it over-crowed with so many people sleeping at the same time? Many times we will dream of being in an isolated setting and if this was such a place, then where were all of the other people that were dreaming too? And then of course I have many dreams in which I am in an earlier period of time, which makes a singular “Dream Place” or "World" much more difficult to fathom.
Yep, this question about the What and How of our dreams had been on the back burner of things that I was curious about most of my adult life until Great Pop had me start the Odyssey of Origins. It was in the experiences and development of that material that I learned about our Emotional Bodies and that He made that element so as to provide a safety bumper of sorts for our Spiritual Body. I also learned that not only are All of our memories Really stored there, but also that there was an area of it that is the “Theater Place” or "Palace" of our dreams. I learned that He made it this way so that we could create and act out our own Plays and Dramas so that we could avoid having certain things happen or become experiences in our conscious physical state and condition. "Ah, That is why it is Not overcrowded", was my first great revelation about this new understanding. Also it easily explained how I might appear in someone else's dream at my own will or otherwise. And of course since the billboards of our Prayers of Desire which attract events and people to us from our Egos and Hearts are also a part of our Emotional Bodies, one can easily see how we source and resolve Fear issues in the theater of our dreams. How so very Brilliant Great Pop is in His design this way!
So that is the What and How of dreams, but what about imagination? Do we imagine things in the same area of our Emotional Bodies where we act out our dreams? The answer is yes, and that is the Where of all "conceptualization" as well. This area of our dreams and conceptualization is like both a stage and a chalkboard or movie screen all at the same time. For example, shut both of your eyes for a moment as if you are meditating or going to sleep. A little above and between one's eyes is that place and screen. When we first shut our eyes, there is always a shadowy image that seems to fade away, no matter what. Have you ever played some kind of video game or the like and after finally tiring of it, laying down and closing your eyes? More often than not, you will still see the game going on as if you had never stopped. Even the shadowy image of the words of this page will be left there for some people and slowly fade and disappear. Why? Because we are constantly using our imagination to play that game or do that effort of reading with!
Our imagination you see, is Not so much of a What or Place as it is a Process that involves the elements of our processing center and Higher Consciousness / Intuitive Canal of our Mind, along with our Ego's Fabric of Illusion and of course the Theater of our Emotional Body. In a sense we use that fabric and theater just like I used the large dial of that radio as a pseudo-picture screen of sorts to envision what was being told to us through the speakers of it. And of course as all of these elements exist within the bubble of our consciousness, that is Where and How it all can be and occurs. So the “what” of imagination becomes defined as the process of conceptualizing and it is as Real and simple as that. If one is Not conscious of something already, one cannot imagine it in any fashion or form, just the same as not being able to understand what GuahDahing means unless I tell you. So does this mean that what is Real is relative to what one knows and understands? Nope, it means that what is Real withstands the test of being a falsehood or illusion, which cannot occur without consciousness and understanding which are the key components of perception.
While this funny sounding word seems like it means something like being squashed repeatedly by a 700 pound out of shape Sumo-Wrestler that is in prison, it is not that at all. Nope, in psychiatry it means to fabricate imaginary experiences to compensate for a loss of memory. I first heard of this word in the late 1970's when I was working part time as an investigator and doing an accident reconstruction for my best friend at the time named Jim Cornish. Jim Cornish was both a Lawyer and a CPA that I met while I was still working at the Manned Space Center in Clear Lake City in Texas. As was usually the case with my friends, Jim was much older than me but we both had a great respect and Brother-like Love for each other. Jim would oftentimes help me earn extra money by using my analytical skills in some of his projects because he respected both my opinion as well as my abilities. Of course my abilities included being a PohTikaWah as well as reading thoughts and so forth.
One case that Jim had me help him with was a personal injury lawsuit whereby he was representing a truck driver that was suing another trucking company for a whole bunch of money. "Our" driver had run into the back end of another truck from the company that we were suing because their truck and driver had stopped in the rightmost lane of the freeway late at night. Their truck had a flat bed trailer that was loaded with steel and our driver was in the hospital for several months as one can imagine. I got one of my police officer friends as well as one of the engineers that worked with me at NASA to help me. My task was to prove that their driver had stopped in a darkened part of that freeway and had not provided any warning devices or things that would let others know that he was stopped, of which we did by the way. Their attorney produced a psychiatrist that testified that our driver must have “confabulated” what he remembered because he had been unconscious and in a coma for a long time from the impact. The jury awarded our guy ten million dollars, but he did not get a cent of it. The jury did not know that if they deemed our guy even the tiniest part contributory, of which they said he was 10%, he would get nothing. As we were working for a percentage, Jim and I likewise got no money for our time and effort, which was huge. But Wowie! What another great and shared experience to place in the memory banks of our emotional bodies!
Yep, that is where and when I first learned about this word and mental process called confabulation. And while it is Not always the case, the fact that such is possible raises doubt as to what really happened that we remember or not. I certainly know when I am making up things, like in embellishing a story to make myself "Look Better" or not. Likewise, any police investigator knows that different people will have different recollections of specific events or occurrences. For many decades I have always said that the Mind does not care as one's Care is a different element in one's Personal Structure. I likewise often say one's Mind likes to stay busy "tying" thoughts together so as to have something to do and feel important. I also add that if there are no thoughts readily available in one's Canals of it, then it will make some up and that my friends, is confabulation.
So with knowledge and understanding of that Potential, what are we to really believe? And I am not just talking about what you remember or say just happened, but also any memories that you have about prior events and things as well. We all learn to repeat things so as to embed it into our memories as that was what those "Flash Cards" that had the multiplication tables on them were all about when we were growing up. Likewise, we all know that if we keep telling about the same event or thing over and over again, that fish will most likely "Keep On A Growing"!
As I mentioned in my recent book about Great Pop, at times I have trouble believing some of the things that I have personally experienced, even with witnesses that were there and that would confirm the reality of such. Since childhood, at times I have been able to read the thoughts of others. While that might seem like a "Blessing" to some, hearing what other children are thinking or saying about you behind your back or down the street is not always a blessing. Nope, children can be very brutal and unkind and even deviously mean at times. One thing that I am certain of is that I personally cannot conceive of some thought or idea that I cannot interpret in some way. Again, the word and thought of GuahDahing comes to mind in verification of this reality. In Origins one learns about Thought Energy. In reality, this type of energy can be focused and compressed into what I call a Thought Form. When and if we do such a thing, then That form always is encapsulated within a shape that we already know about or are aware of. Consider the word and thought of “damn”. It certainly "feels" much different than that of “drat”, does it not? We envision the meaning of words when we hear them, and these two words bring forth much different emotional responses when heard, and hence "feelings". And yes, this occurs because of the shape of their encapsulation.
"Damn it" clearly brings forth a different thought and emotional response than "Damn you to Hell", does it not? If you had no idea of a “Hell” then what would be the purpose of making such a Thought Form expression, which we usually call a "Curse". Smiley faces and "Have a Nice day" are two more forms of Encapsulated Thought Energy that we often consider as being “positive” or "nice". Still, they are Prayers of Desire and hence they are Thought Forms by definition. Does this mean that all Prayers of Desire are Projected Thought Forms? Precisely, and it is as Real and simple as that. So not only do we have the potential of confabulation to consider in our remembering things and events, we also have to discern or "wade through" the muck of all of the Thought Forms that might have been present at the time. And if one is wondering where I am going with all of this, I will tell you pretty soon.
One of the five types of energy is that of Memory Energy. It actually is this type of vibratory pattern and energy that we place in the storage place of our emotional bodies and it too is encapsulated into a shape and form, with sound, motion, feeling, smell, and color! This is the type of energy that Thought Energy transmutes into, in time. However, transmuted Thought Energy has a difference between it and that of the Memory Energy of a Real actual occurrence and event. When I am in my "Mode" as I call it, I become Empathic and I sense and thereby can "Read" each individually, as well as both Energy forms simultaneously. Transmuted Thought Forms always turn into a Memory Energy shape that is a little fuzzy and usually is missing not only clarity just like The Boogey Man, but also some or most of the other aspects such as taste and so forth. And to "tie" this all together it is important to add here that whatever happens in a physical location is stored as Memory Energy into every element in it, and it can be "Read". To Read it, all that I do is to reverse the transmuting process and change the Memory Energy shape and form into Thought Energy and see what I discover really happened that way. And yes, I did that very thing with the truck driver back in the 1970's!
When I was growing up, I was taught about this process by my Guides. Later Great Pop would give me a more "In Depth" understanding, but I always knew of this reality. I am saying this now because it is this understanding and ability that has given cause to my Never having been afraid of Spirits and Ghosts! Actually, I have always welcomed and embraced them openly into the experiences and expressions of my Life. But even more important than that perhaps is that it is the reason and gives cause to my being able to discern between Real events and occurrences, and those that are Projected or "Made Up".
I am certain that what happened when and after I drowned actually occurred, because I can still smell and taste the water amongst many other things about it. I had not been exposed to any idea of death or a tunnel at the age of four, yet there was one before me after I floated out of my dead body and up over the surface of that large swimming pool. I distinctly heard the thoughts of my dad and marveled at how different they were from the words that kept coming out of his mouth as he spoke to the man that he was trying to impress. I had experienced that since birth, but not in this kind of perspective before. Yep, my memory of this event is still crystal clear, as were the golden glowing shapes of my Guides that were with me and talking to me at the time. "Go into the tunnel" they kept telling me, so as to make Transition back to Great Pop's Essential Will, of which I finally complied with. I can still feel myself floating and soaring through that tunnel as if it were just yesterday, and in my now many recollections of this event and experience, not one thing has ever become added or changed at all. That I might read about other people’s similar experiences later in life is not necessary for me you see, because since birth I have always been able to tell the difference between “confabulation” and “what Really happened.”
Of course like most children, I always wanted to please my parents, be accepted, and "Fit In". I remember one episode before I drowned when my mom took me to this store in our town. I was old enough to walk and I am pretty sure that it was before I drowned. The name of the Store was "Whites" I believe, and what happened in it is Why I remember seeing that name out front. I was thirsty as it was a very hot day sometime in July and cars had no air conditioners in them yet. After a while my mom took me to the back of the store where the water fountains were located. There were two fountains to drink from and I pondered the meaning of the signs that were prominently displayed on the wall above each. Above one, the sign had the letters of "COLORED", and above the other were "FOR WHITES ONLY". I was befuddled as one might imagine any child like me would be. I was befuddled because the letters above the entrance to the store were the same as "WHITES", plus I remembered what my mom had told me earlier about not letting anyone know that I was actually an "Indian". I knew that Indian meant "Red Skin" and my skin would turn beet red in the sun during the day and then darken later at night. I never have had what they call sunburn.
So there I stood, thirsty but befuddled as to what I should do. I had already been taught that Red was a "Color" other than White, so I started to go to that one to drink from. My mom was quick on her feet to usher me over to the "White Only" fountain and in the softest of voices said "Shhh! Don't Ever let on that you are Not ‘White’". This was an important experience and lesson to me - That it was important to lie about the "What" of me. My mom's parents lived in Oklahoma where I was born. All through my childhood and even after that, we would make countless trips up there to visit them. I have only three experiences of being with my dad's mom, and two of them were when she came from Baltimore, Maryland to visit us in Texas. I never met my dad's father as his mom had divorced him and that is why my dad ended up in the Assimilation Project that I mentioned earlier.
My earliest remembrances of Oklahoma were about the same time as that visit to the "For Whites Only" store. Why I say that is because I was quick to notice that most of the stores that we would go to in Oklahoma also had signs. Yep, "No Injuns Allowed" and "For Whites Only" seemed to flourish there even more so than back in Texas. And in this case, I did Not go into the "No Injuns Ones", ever. Yep, growing up was a little different for me you see, and I never have been comfortable in or good at telling "Lies" or falsehoods. Actually, being Eagle as a part of my Medicine and Soul quality, this lying that seems so comfortable or easy for others to do is not easy or Natural for me. I did get easier and better at it when I would get stopped for speeding so many times in my earlier years of driving a car. I actually started driving tractors and trucks when I was 11 years old. Yep when I turned 11, I was already 6 feet tall! I looked much older and I would take the train by myself and go up to Oklahoma each summer and work as a field hand on my Grandfather's farms with my older cousin named Sandy.
Except when getting stopped for speeding, I have prided myself in my honesty and dependability since childhood. Another quality of Eagle Medicine is a great sense of loyalty as well, and That sometimes is harder to get around doing. Not betraying "Confidences" is one aspect to consider in this word and idea of loyalty, which as a PohTikaWah and Medicine Man I have maintained since birth. This becomes problematic to me only when I have a sense of loyalty with more than one individual and there becomes an "issue" between them. It is much like parenthood, this quandary as to which individual to support more than the other at times. And for me as a child it became even harder when one or more of the individuals was my parent. That I was different than the other children in the neighborhood was obvious just because of the color of my skin, much less the "unmentionable" other aspects of me. Unlike what some might think, I did not withdraw within myself. Instead I simply accepted that condition and tried to be like the rest as much as was possible most of the time. And since I was taller than most of the other children my age, I made more friends with children that were older than me. I will admit that I am guilty of having confabulated reasons that I was in a different school or not graduating with the older ones.
One thing that I did not confabulate though was when I would sneak out of the house and go down to the shallow, grass covered ditch at the end of our street when I was about ten years old. Now that I think about it this might have started when I was six or seven, because I had already been "Kicked Out" of the bedroom that I spent my early years in. My parents had recently converted the screened porch that I used to play with those Lincoln Logs in, into an enclosed room that my dad had set up his drafting table in and "Worked At Home" out of. They had bought a small four drawer unfinished pine dresser that would fit out of the way beneath his drafting table for "my" stuff. There was barely enough room to walk between the cabinets along the walls that contained my dad’s things and the smaller than I was long, "couch". This narrow couch was for my dad's clients to sit on while he was at the drawing table during the day and it had a spring frame thing beneath it that somehow would allow for that to be used as a bed of sorts. I rarely did anything more than plop down on it at night and wonder what new bug would make its way between the glass panes of the "Jalousie" window above it.
If one thinks that not being able to have been held as an infant makes one feel undesirable and unwanted, it pales in comparison to being ousted from the bedroom to the "porch", whether it was converted or not. It certainly was converted. Converted into my dad's personal space. So what if someone else "needed" their own room because of their puberty, what about me? Yep, it is pretty easy to see why I made that first trip down to that ditch past the supposedly haunted house in the dark of a moonless night after the others were finally asleep. I did it because my “Bark on tree” was in full "overload" and I was leaving home! As I lay down upon the softness of the green Augustine grass I felt more "at home" and comfortable that I had ever felt in any part of that house. As I gazed up at the stars in this clear and cloudless night, I remembered how I had taken my last breath when I drowned. I then did the same again asking Great Pop to take me back. Immediately out of the stars came His voice and my Guides, just as I remembered them when I drowned, and That was the When and How of my formal training as an adult PohTikaWah began!
Night after night when the weather would permit, I would go down there and continue my "Training". Never did a car come by nor did anyone else for that matter, and no, I am not confabulating this at all. I learned so very much about so very many things during those sessions. Periodically, "Specialists" like Doctors or certain people that had been good at something in the past, would join us and share in helping me develop more understanding and ability in using my special "gifts". Instead of leaving it for good, I continued to go back again and again to that place that was the home of my parents. Each time I would lay down and wait patiently for the next day and night to come and absorb more of what Great Pop and those so very special Spirits had shared with me. You see in the many experiences of laying in that ditch, I did not find so much a sense of home and belonging that I did so desire, instead I found Purpose.
Perhaps my first and most significant exposure to something like confabulation was during my early years. A new family had moved into the house across the street from us and they had three boys of which the youngest was about my age. His name was Lanny Kramer. Lanny was fat and his older brothers teased and abused him relentlessly because of it. I was tall and thin, and while I tried to make close friends with all of them, things never really turned out that way. I am pretty sure that they moved in after I drowned and it was probably when I was 6 or 7 years old. I say that because Lanny was in the same "grade" as I was in at the time, but he went to a different elementary school than I did and of course That was where his "Real" friends were going as well.
I remember that their dad had a red and yellow "Company Car" and they Always had much more of, and the newest of, Everything! Yep, as compared to us they were much "wealthier", plus their dad always bought fireworks by the case! Unlike my situation, their dad was much more athletic and even took them hunting. They were always going to places like Yellowstone or Disneyland on vacation in the summer, while I stayed home and mowed lawns. As we got older, they took their sons to the wealthiest part of Houston where their parents friends were and Lanny and his brothers made 10 times what I did mowing those people’s lawns.
It was kind of a mixed blessing having these people move into that house. I say that because they put up a basketball backboard and hoop and would let me try and develop my skills with it. On occasion they would even let me come inside and watch their new TV in their air- conditioned "den" with Lanny at times. When they tired of my presence I was given the curt instruction of "Go Home". Of course I did not take that as bad as some might, because I already had much experience in being left out or unwanted by that time.
Their middle-aged son, Dickie, was the one that most of us kids wanted to hang around with for some reason. Their oldest son Tommy was about 3 years older than Dickie and so he was the first to graduate and go off to college. On a much earlier occasion, their "stay at home mom" offered to take the four of us boys to the local movie and I gladly accepted the offer. I had not seen a movie in a theater before and so this was a "huge" event for me as you can imagine. After getting some popcorn, we sat in a row inside and soon the theater darkened. The music started and then the title appeared upon the silver picture screen. It seemed innocent enough to me, "The House of Wax".
I could hear the thoughts of the other boys and those that were surrounding me, and all were excited about seeing something really "Scary". I remember wondering what could be scary about a house that was made of wax? I soon changed my attention from Thought reading to what was appearing upon the picture screen that lit up in front of us as the movie began. At this time and age in the Life of me, I already knew that Superman was not really flying when I occasionally watched that show with Lanny on their TV. I also knew the difference between Casper and real Ghosts, like the ones that I would occasionally Really see or talk with. I knew the difference between Great Pop and my Spirit Guides. I knew the difference between Ghosts and other kinds of Spirits. What I did Not know was that what I saw happening on that silver screen in that first movie that I ever saw that day was Not real! Yep, shortly after this movie began I started Confabulating what was happening because I could not bear to watch it! And when I peeked between the fingers that I had covered my eyes with and saw the hot wax starting to fall from the rim of that large vat that was tilting above where the beautiful young girl wrestled to free herself from the restraints that kept her pinned to that table upon which she lay, I completely Lost It! Up I sprang from my seat in that row of the theater, causing an eruption of the popcorn in the box that I was holding in my small lap, to go Any and Every Where, there was one!
Sobbing and yelling, I sprinted up the dark aisle of that movie theater, using all of my "Special Abilities" to navigate it so as to escape and leave the horror of what must really be happening to that poor girl behind me as fast as I could. And No, I did Not dare to look back as I crashed through the doors of the entryway and brushed past the people in the lobby to the relative safety of the white brick wall and sidewalk along the side of that movie theater. I shook violently as I sobbed and sobbed, trying to erase that last image from the picture screen of my Mind, but it just came back again, and again, and again. Later I would confabulate many different endings to that last image of that first movie that I ever saw, and to this day I will not consider ever watching it at all. You see even at that age, I knew that such horrible acts by certain individuals towards others was not only possible, but had Really occurred. And Yes, to this very day I can still vividly see that molten wax starting to fall from the lip of that vat!
Needless to say I was still crying most of the way home that day, and I am certain that such a potential is Why they now have "Ratings" for TV and movies. That the boys across the street belittled me and called me a "Sissy" from my behavior that day did not matter so much, after all I knew their other thoughts about me as well already and none of them were all that "kind". My parents compassion was welcomed that evening, after all, they knew I was a PohTikaWah and how deeply sensitive I really was. Luckily all of this happened before I was kicked out of the bedroom. The net result of this significant moment and experience in my early years was not so much about confabulation or any such thing as that. Nope, for me it was that it put a physical face to those red glowing eyes that lurked behind the always-closed door to our closet in that bedroom, and you know I am talking about The Boogie-Man.
Yep for me, from that moment on the Boogie-Man was Not an imaginary ill-defined shape or figure. Nope, it became solidified in the image and persona of anyone that would do such horrific acts, as was the case of the villain in the House of Wax. And yes, there have been many over the years of human existence, real Boogie-Men and Boogie-Women. In time that movie actually had a relatively positive impact upon me in a certain sense and way. Why? Because it helped me to learn to better differentiate between real versus imagined threats and dangers. In this I mean that I became more aware of potential physical behavior whereby one individual might well perpetrate vile and despicable as well as horrific acts upon another. I was always safe and secure when dealing with Spirits and Ghosts, but now I realized that such was Not the case with certain Beings here in this physical realm. Yep, the Boogie-Man became a living physical Being and no other possible thing to me from that point on.
Our neighbors the Kramers were also a mixed blessing of sorts to me. I learned a lot from watching how their family operated as I grew up. In my Eagle watching way I noted what to do later in my own attempts of family, and what not to do. Tommy would go to Tulane and then Baylor College of Medicine and become a doctor. At some point he would enter the military and serve a tour in Korea. Ultimately he would find himself becoming part of a Dr. DeBakey’s renowned heart specialists team. He would meet and marry his wife, Dr. Repeppi, who was also on that team of specialists. Dr Repeppi would be on call in the emergency room of Methodist Hospital in Houston, Texas the night that I was stabbed by my then girlfriend’s soon to be ex-husband. Dr. Repeppi would cut my abdomen open in an "Exploratory Operation" to assess the damage that night. It is a small world that I came here to experience things as a PohTikaWah in, is it not?
Their most popular middle son Dickey would end up going to an even more prestigious college in Houston named Rice. Rice University is where the really "Brainy" type of people went and while he was very well rounded, popular and likeable, Dickey was Not one of them by most ideas of such. However, Dickey was good at sports and he went there on a basketball scholarship where he was noteworthy. Dickey went on to marry and become a high school coach somewhere in the Houston area I believe. In high school Lanny became image conscious and started working out and lifting weights and playing on the football team. As usual, we ended up graduating from different high schools and after Lanny graduated, his parents sold that house and moved somewhere else. I believe it was New Orleans, Louisiana. I remember Lanny always like to play "war games" as a child and so I was not too surprised to hear about his becoming a helicopter pilot and serving in Viet Nam after graduating college. I was likewise not too surprised to find out that he would later marry his high school sweetheart and become a petroleum engineer, just like his father.
The reason that I ran sobbing and screaming out of that movie theater that I mentioned in the previous chapter was Not because I was concerned at all about My safety. Nope it was because I was concerned about hers, meaning the girl that was strapped helplessly to that table. In a sense it seemed that maybe my not being there and watching it would somehow keep it from happening. This logic actually came from what I mentioned earlier about reading Memory Energy. If I do Not associate to a shape and form of encapsulated memory and refresh it into Thought Energy, then it is like nothing else can happen in a way. And yes, this is a mechanism and ability that I have had since birth. Not only that, while I had not yet been kicked out of the bedroom, I still was fully cognizant of what and how things happen Spiritually. So what that event really caused to happen for me was that I became aware of having in a sense to "Choose". And what I had to choose from was to believe what was being presented and told me by the people in the White Prevalent Culture, or that of which I really was, which was Red.
Remember, at this point in my life I had already been clinically dead, twice. And while I did not remember the fever incident at three years of age for some or many reasons, I did and still do vividly remember each and every single thing that occurred when I was four. And I am Not just talking about jumping up again and again off of the bottom surface of that pool so as to try to take another quick gasp of air above the surface of the water either. Nor am I talking about the panic and disappointment that I felt when I realized that each effort only caused me to go further down the ramp that I had just jumped from, and hence land even deeper. Nope, I am talking about when I reached the end of my tunnel of Transition and went through that bright White light at the very end of it. You see that White light is there for a very significant reason and Purpose. And its Purpose and ability is that it both erases and restores Memory Energy!
To make the trip back to Great Pop, I had to leave my Ego and its associated elements behind with my physical body first. As I floated above that swimming pool after exiting my body, I marveled at the Reddish-Yellow glowing blob that seemed to be stuck to the side of it. Later I would learn that this blob was in fact and reality, my own supply of the Pseudo-Essence of Fear. At that point I was in True Spirit form as relates to my Personal Structure as depicted earlier. When we return to this form of being ourselves as a Spirit and Potential, our Spiritual Body behaves much like our physical ones did before. In this I mean that it was like I still had two eyes, a head of sorts and while I did not have the same type of appendages meaning arms and legs, I could still reach out and touch things with my Consciousness. More important than even that was that in this condition and time, while I did Not remember everything in the past because of the White Light, I was in a sense still "All-Knowing". When I subsequently ”flew” through that Light in my return to Great Pop, at that time and in that condition of being myself I became All-Remembering as well.
As I have mentioned in other accountings of this significant incident in my current expression of being a Being here on Mother Earth, what happened next was that I had a short "Pow-Wow" with Great Pop. In it I “chose” to return and continue this odyssey of experiences and expressions here in this physical realm of His design and making. Later while experiencing the development of the material of Origins I would discover that because of The Law of One, once a thing has occurred, it can Not become "Undone", ever. That is why I returned with additional enhanced abilities such as still being in a sense "All-Knowing" to the same extent that I was as a 4 year old child floating over its dead body at the bottom of that pool. And of course that All-Knowing and being able to "Spirit Walk" easily out of my body, was and is the Red part of myself. And if one thinks that this particular ability gives advantage to one in some manner, such as being able to get what you want more easily and so forth, it does not. If anything it makes it even more difficult to some degree. Why? Because with it one has even more to deal with in making one's expressions because one "Naturally" considers others, and the long term repercussions that might become manifested in choosing to do anything.
Likewise, while one would think that this would make one more "psychic", it does Not really do that as much as it causes one to remember that we are All endowed with such perception in the beginning anyway. This of course makes one more open and aware to Thought and Memory Energy as well as Potential that are being called forth by individuals, including oneself. It does Not make things happen easier, but it Does facilitate one to be easier in doing it. Remember when I mentioned that I would tell my dad how many times he would hit the nail on the head before it would go all of the way in when I was only three years old? The question becomes that of choosing to be White versus Red in that moment. I remember as if it were just yesterday making such a choice before I uttered those words to my dad. The White way would be essentially Witchcraft whereby I would use My Will to effect the Prophesized result. To do that would be for me to distract all of the other Potential involved, while supporting the Self-realization of the one that I Prophesized would occur.
It was really simple and easy for me to "Cause" things to move, as it was as easy as asking one of the Spirits that I already had called to play with me to help me. My "Playmate" Spirit helped me by assisting My focus of kinetic energy so as to make the tools move as well. Of course in doing that, I noted which tool had more of a Potential being already called forth by its Elemental Spirit to move, and all that the Spirits did was help focus my "Willed Blob" of kinetic energy upon it while distracting the other Potential in the same manner. My playmates in those situations and early years were not always just one type of Spirit form either. At times it would be my Guardian Angels and Guides. At other times I might include a "Discarnate" and thereby Ghost as well an Elemental one, such as that of the Wind. And yes, this occurred before I died by drowning, but After dying of a fever at the age of three.
So does this mean that I was being a "White Witch" by doing that at the age of three? If one considers that most consider White Witches to be of something other than being of evil intent then the answer is most definitely Yes. Later I would call such choices and behavioral expressions as being "Willful" as well as White. Why White? Because the Way and Ideal of the White Prevalent Culture is to be Self-Serving. In this I mean that as a PohTikaWah I Choose to walk the path of my Life along the Red Road of Balance in the Medicine Wheel and Sacred Circle. To do that is to behave and express myself in service to the Will of Great Pop above and beyond all else and others, including myself. While I am far from perfect, I can state that on most occasions when I ask Great Pop and He tells me something that I can or should consider doing, I comply. In this consciousness and being a Being here on Mother Earth, doing this in this way places Great Pop in the center of the Sacred Circle and not me. The White way of the Prevalent Culture does just the opposite. In this I mean that individuals in it, place Themselves in the Center of the Web of their design and expect and even demand that Great Pop and all others do their bidding such as "In the Name of Allah or Jesus, I Command...".
While one might have previously thought that White versus Red was referring to being Caucasian or Native American, it is more simple and complex than that at the same time. Why I say that is because while I have both White and Red ancestry, that is not as influential in my Life expressions and choices as is the Who it is that I am most desiring to serve in it. Like my dad, in most senses I too was Brought Up White. Over the years I have studied and experienced White and most all other cultural practices, heritages, religions, and theosophies. I have often stated that if one has even just one Native American chromosome, then one sees and values things much different than those of the Prevalent Culture. In most every way and sense my dad was assimilated into that of the White Prevalent Culture but That did not work the same for me at all. Yep my Value System is and always has been Red, while his was bleached White.
At this point it seems like a good time to clarify something, which is that I certainly do Not consider myself to be any "Angel" by any idea of such. Nope Angels exist and are not so much what people talk about in religion. A Real Angel can be any living or discarnate Being or thing that chooses to assist or help another Being or thing and Yes, there are and continue to be Many! In further clarification, a discarnate is the Spirit of a Being or thing that has exited its physical body but has not yet chosen to return to Great Pop's Essential Will by taking that trip back up their own tunnel of Transition. And when I say that a discarnate can be a Being or thing, I do mean that there are horses, dogs, and many other life forms that hang around for a while before finally choosing to make Transition as the next expression of their own Free Will. So can a ghost and thereby discarnate be "The Boogie-Man"? While one might think that such could be the case, I prefer to consider that it is Not. Why? Because to me the Boogie-Man can actually cause physical harm, like the guy in The House of Wax movie if one chooses to make that a criteria and definition.
A ghost and hence discarnate can and at times Will cause noise and move things. I capitalized the word “will” in that last sentence for a specific reason. The reason is that it is the Operatives of their Wills in the Personal Structure of a discarnate that they use for such to occur. As is depicted and described in the material of the book about Possession, upon death a discarnate keeps all of the elements of their Personal Structure including their Pseudo-Essence of Fear. Also depicted and described is how a discarnate can shift and modify specific elements of their Personal Structure so as to be able to do a limited number of things as is depicted below:

As one can tell many changes are apparent. The more significant ones are that of its expanding and use of its Emotional Body and Care Essence-Operative to simulate and replace its abandoned Physical Body. Equally significant is its encompassment and use of Fear, which is the red circle that overlaps many of the now significantly shifted other ones as compared to that of being in True Spirit or Incarnated form. For a discarnate to be able to cause something to occur in the physical sense, it needs to be able to use some source of Kinetic Energy to produce that particular occurrence or effect. It’s own supply of Fear is what it uses to make and maintain those modifications to its Personal Structure. Therefore it is important that it maintains the required connecting link between something or someone else as depicted above. Why? Because it can Not do anything at all unless something or someone else provides the necessary Kinetic Energy for it to use to do it with. And unless that something or someone becomes Empathic to the Discarnate, that will not occur. Does this mean that if I do Not believe in ghosts then they cannot do anything? Yep, and it is as plain and simple as that. Likewise the more that one becomes Fearful of a ghost, the more available one's personal supply of Kinetic Energy via Fear becomes available for it to use. Is that Why people tell of feeling a "Cold Chill" when a ghost walks by or through them? Precisely, and it is measureable. Likewise that is Why ghosts scare people so as to have more available Fear from which to feed, and remember Anger is actually a Face of Fear.
Not all ghosts are malicious and at times they can actually be helpful. This is especially true if they are one of your relatives. Yet a relative can come visit for a short period even if they have already made Transition and are in True Spirit Form as relates to their Personal Structure. As you can now see, just as with myself any ghost or discarnate as well as Spirit has the continuing choice between White versus Red.
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