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Introduction Prologue

 “The Youth”

 In
1978, I was a youth of eighteen years old. That was the year I
became embroiled in the most bizarre spiritual experiences anyone
could ever imagine. Things began to happen to me that were so
unbelievable and so foreign to human ability to relate to, that
unless I had been going through them myself I would never have
believed it. I went from ecstasy of being, to roiling and terrified
in mind bending events, with no one to turn to for answers. These
were real events unable to be escaped by me. They were enforced by
a will greater than imaginable, that these things must be
experienced.

Even though I sought people’s advice, it was
just futile. It wasn’t long until I realized that absolutely nobody
had any answers. For in every authority of any form in this world,
I witnessed convincing displays of insanity. All adults, all
authorities, all cultures, all disciplines, were insane and
unworthy to counsel me in any way. The only refuge of steadfast
sanity that I found was the same as I had always had all my life.
It now seems profound to me, that the only real refuge of reason
and sanity, was manifestly my Father and Mother. Their love and
care exceeded all the rest of the world's combined wisdom and
counsel. Despite all their human frailty and limits, God made my
parents wonderful gifts of love and strength to me. It’s strange
that I’m now an old man before I see the divine order of parental
love.

I was nevertheless on my own to grope through
the darkness of my ignorance of the mysteries confronting me with
overwhelming apparentness, searching for answers. But I wasn’t
really completely alone though. I had a very strange teacher, who
is human in a sense, but not really of this world. I wasn’t alone
in another sense as well: I had the company of thousands of other
beings who are not human at all, but who were teaching me great
lessons in strange ways. Those were lessons that at the time, I
existed in utter dread of learning.

People often ask me, “Why you?” Was there
anything special or outstanding about me? Was I predisposed to some
talent? Did I have a gift? All I can say is that I consider my
youthful self, to have been about the most ordinary teenager as
ordinary could be. I was ordinary in schooling. I barely graduated
High School in the summer of ’77. My romantic side was boringly
ordinary; perfectly lacking most of the time. Yes I had
sweethearts; but to no great degree. Was I somehow a moral ideal of
a youth that deserved a blessing from God? Well I wasn’t that bad
of a guy, but I wasn’t that good either. I was a bit of both, like
all the other really ordinary types. So I certainly didn’t earn any
merit badges.

I had no special gifts. I didn’t have any
extreme sensitivity to spiritual realms that so often gets touted.
I didn’t have profound insights. I didn’t have some kind of really
cool guru type of personality. Honestly, I was suspicious if there
even really was a God, though I thought God probably did exist. I
was fascinated by the accounts of Native American Bujeros, who took
mind bending concoctions in order to encounter strange entities of
some intelligence. But a lot of ordinary people were fascinated by
that stuff whether fact or fiction. All in all, I was about as
ungifted as the next person.

There may be a few things about me that are a
little bit out of the ordinary. But nothing that it would make me
some kind of spiritual wise guy. For example, I happen to be bright
minded. Not in the effervescent bubbly mental activity kind of
bright, nor the forceful horsepower of a fast strong mind; but
bright in a quieter, deliberate and focused way of finding the
essence of things

I was also physically very strong. In my
youth I had developed a very impressive physique and I could chin
myself with one arm at a time. I wasn’t the strongest of course,
but I looked very impressive with my shirt off. Things have sure
changed since then.

Another trait that I think deserves
mentioning, is that I was quiet a docile young man. Principles
compelled me to never dominate, bully or any of that other kooky
“alpha male” childishness. Roughneck, aggressive, bully or redneck,
were not terms often associated with me. Oh, I loved a good
competition and even a tongue in cheek bragging session with my
other overly muscled friends. But violence and fighting were
something I loathed. In my heart I thought of myself as a flower
child, a hippie at heart. Love, peace and harmony were my ideals to
live by, and I tried to live them. I was largely successful at
living out those ideals in those days. Even now, I still have good
success at living out these principles.

I think a unique thing about me, is that I
must have some kind of perception deficit when it comes to people.
People can lie to me, and if it sounds plausible, I’ll believe them
even when other people seem to realize right away that it’s a lie.
I recall as a small child, that when an adult would tease me, I
would believe them completely at face value. Later on, after
learning they were teasing, I wouldn’t see the humor in their play.
Other children, I’ve noticed, will immediately pick up on the humor
and play along with an adult who’s playfully teasing with them. But
I recall feeling stressed by adult kidding. Even when I did learn
the adults were just playing, I recall feeling victimized by their
pointless taunting.

I’ve also had it mentioned to me by others,
certain expressions they see in people’s faces, leaving me to
realize I didn’t know what those expressions looked like, nor did I
perceive them. A person mentioned some envious looks he saw being
directed our way. Now that was something I didn’t get. Envy was
something to never allow and I was rarely exposed to such a thing.
I simply didn’t realize there was an expression for envy. While
this person I was with was noticing envious looks, I was completely
comfortable among the people giving us the envious looks. I was
oblivious to their envious looks being directed our way, though I
now realize it was true. Maybe I was just sheltered from such
expressions, or maybe I simply didn’t perceive them. But to this
day, because of instances like this, I feel I must have a slight
social dysfunction, in that I am missing some obvious clues in the
gestures, expressions and voices of people.

Once my wife mentioned to me the look of love
that an actor gave toward the heroin in a sweet movie we were
watching. Once again I was struck by the realization that I didn’t
see that expression. It’s an odd feeling to consider the
ramifications of realizing you are missing clues about people. I
asked my wife what the look of love looked like. She tried to
explain it, and I think I see it now. But it makes a guy feel a bit
uncertain about himself when he knows basic things are going by him
unnoticed.

I had always thought of this lack of skill in
interpersonal discernment, as a unique degree of gullibility that
is just a part of who I am. But now I really wonder if there is
something deeper causing my obliviousness. Maybe this gullibility,
and my awareness that I go by what is literally spoken, is why I
have become such a lover of plain speech. What an irony it is, that
so much of what I’m sharing with you in the following account, is
full of double meaning and symbolism. It’s kind of funny, but the
story can’t be recounted in any other way.

There is also a trait I possess, wherein my
show of any discomfort, humiliation, suffering, embarrassment or
even physical pain, somehow causes people to laugh. There is
something very humorous about my pain. It’s universal, and nobody
seems to be immune from the need to laugh. Girls tend to be more
susceptible, including my wife, my mother, my sister and especially
my daughter. At least it has the side benefit of causing people to
love me. I take it good naturedly. I typically tease them back for
laughing at “my pain”. So I’ll excuse you in advance if you burst
out laughing when I am spilling out my soul over some intense
situation.

So you see there is really nothing special
about me. So why did it happen to me? I suppose that's a question
only God knows the answer to. Something I want to be very clear
about though, is that I’m glad it was me. I may tell you about the
troubles, the trials and terrors, but be perfectly clear: I am very
glad for everything. Don’t mistake my recollections of tough
things, as being resentful or griping. I just want to help you
understand the events by conveying to you the feeling of
everything. Bear in mind even as I share those events and
experiences with you, that I actually am very grateful.






“Our Being”


Allegory, symbolism, metaphor! How can a person see life in
general, and existence individually lived, as if they are a set of
allegories and metaphors, symbolic of another reality? Yet it is
very common for people to interpret life this way. The Bible and
other traditional Jewish literature, is permeated by allegory,
ritual, symbolism, cultural buzzwords, meaningful associations and
object prophecy. Jewish people obviously see life this way, as well
as people who follow Jesus.

Even if you don’t enjoy deciphering such
things, to understand a difficult book like the Bible and its
accounts, you have to draw upon some double perspective mindset.
With practice you get better at it so long as you have the
discipline not to allow your imagination to run wild and start
filling in the blanks with ill conceived notions. But my main point
in mentioning this is that the story being told herein is a
challenge to you to let go and see the symbolism, allegories and
metaphors existing in these real life events; which harmonize with,
resonate, and depict another higher reality.

Not everyone is so prone to seeing meanings
in events. It depends on which perspective you take, and at what
level you seek meaning. People who are rationalist and people who
are down to earth types, tend to resist seeing higher meaning in
events. But spiritual people and idealist tend to see meaning in
every event that goes beyond the objective perception of the events
themselves.

If you think about the events of your own
life, maybe you can recall something strange and wonderful that
involved you; something which happened and made you say to
yourself, “God made all this happen”?

Now these are the BIG QUESTIONS:

Can our existences actually be manifestations
fulfilling the shadowy prophetic promises of the past?

Can our present existences actually be
allegorical depictions of things that took place in the past, or
even, that which shall openly manifest in the future?

I say that our lives can poetically be those
things. I hope you will suspend your skepticism for the sake of the
story I’m sharing, allowing yourself to contemplate the double
meanings, wherein I hope to vividly illustrate a very mystical life
experience. The meanings of these events are not fully explained by
the story itself, yet the seeds of those meanings are there all the
same. I hope you can find the overarching statements in the events.
Many deep and mystical things are touched upon in this story. The
reason I haven’t clarified each episode is for the sake of the
story itself. It is told to you purely and with very little
interjected thought so that you may experience the story as it
actually took place.

Concerning allegory, symbolism and metaphor;
it seems that a lot of people, like me, don’t especially enjoy this
kind of thing. Some people do happen to like such abstract
interpretations of life experiences and existence. That's just the
difference in people. However, it seems to me that God just loves
expressing himself in those ways, using humanity as the medium of
his artistic expression and the quill of his penmanship. In the
area of higher spiritual expression, it's consistent with God that
a lot of the things expressed by Him, come to us in these forms of
expression written in human experience. That's a good reason why
you should be encouraged to be receptive to these accounts.

The theological term for getting meanings out
of accounts, where the meanings aren’t stated directly is,
“Allegorical exegesis”. An example of it might be where you see a
figure like Joseph becoming the Vice Pharaoh of Egypt, and taking
it to mean Jesus will become the Messiah in similar
circumstances.

Another term that is more contemporary in
describing these hidden meanings is, “Synchronicity”. I don’t know
much about the origins of this term, but I can describe the basic
concept. "Synchronicity" is a term used when a person perceives
events and finds them so compelling, so beyond mere chance, that
they cannot refrain from finding some kind of meaning being
expressed in those events. It has little to do with “synchronize”
and little to do with “coincidence”, as some people tend to think
when trying to grasp the concept of synchronicity. What it means is
that a person perceives some unseen force, agency or intelligence,
which is effectively choreographing events, and leaving in those
events some perceptible meaning, expression, or evidence.

If there's actually nothing being expressed
in events, when you might think there is, then you are the victim
of an over active imagination. You are being superstitious, or
hyper-spiritual. Or in the worst case, you’re being delusional. But
I hold it to be true, that synchronicity does happen. Synchronicity
is the very thing from which faith grows. Consider the Biblical
definition of faith: “Faith is the evidence of the unseen…” You can
see people rely on this effect in a lot of cultures and settings:
The guy with a conspiracy theory; the superstitious person with
their omens; people of faith.

What it means in practical terms is that you
experience events and find some kind of meaning in them. Thus
synchronicity can become a tool of conceptual form, for the
detection of unseen intelligences, if those intelligences leave us
the clues, and we have the acute perception to recognize the
clues.

The downside of all this is that it can lead
a person to be insane when he finds a meaning in things that really
have no meaning at all. So heed this WARNING: Don’t let the things
I describe to you, make your imagination run so wild that you think
you’ve found the secrets of the universe! I want people to believe
and understand my accounts. But I don’t want to see a person become
a nutcase because his imagination is running wild.






"Our Communing"

 The term “religious fanatic” is a term I
happily embrace. In fact, I have a few homespun proverbs about
religious fanatics: Bryson 1:1 “I may be a fanatic, but I have a
good act.” That is an example of one of my “Fanatics Proverbs”. I
have others as well, but I’ll spare you for now.

It has been my experience in my encounters
with other religious fanatics, is that they tend to have very
loosely connected ideas. In explaining their views, the fanatics
flow through these abstract connections in such a way that I often
couldn’t follow their reasoning. The meanings were obvious to the
fanatics though, since in their minds it was all connected. But it
wasn’t really so obvious, even to a fellow fanatic, much less
anyone else listening to them. I have a personal commitment to
being clear, and speaking to the end purpose of conveying
understanding to those I speak to. But honestly, being clear or
making the connections will be a challenge in a lot of the accounts
I want to share. In order to share the feelings of being lost, in
some cases I’ll have to leave you a little lost as well. I will at
least inform you of what I was thinking concerning some event,
action or decision. To avoid suppression of my present thoughts
altogether though, I will leave you cryptic clues in the title
headers of many of the episodes.

My bizarre experiences started so long ago,
that I’m afraid that I can’t recall all of it. So don’t take me to
task if I make an obvious mistake in timing or the sequence of
events. I also want you to realize that I am using pseudonyms for
some of the people. The reason is in the interest of consideration
for some of the people involved. The details might not be so
flattering to them, and they might just as well prefer that I use a
fake name for them.

Next is the actual beginning of the story.
Several seemingly disconnected events all begin to converge in
themes and meanings as part of the crescendo toward the moments of
decision and realization, and a fantastic climactic event. Themes
such as sanity, metaphor of life, unseen intelligent agencies,
underground groupies, and the struggle to understand and reconcile
such things, begin to emerge. It begins with an allegorical story
of heartbreak. Enjoy!






Section 1 “The Preludes”

 “The Age of the Nations”

 Tammy was my sweetheart. We were
young when we met, and we had become romantic. I especially enjoyed
Tammy's most vivacious sparkling personality. Tammy was as harmless
as a dove. She was ever fun, buoyant, and captivatingly
interesting. In all the time I spent with Tammy, I don’t recall a
single cross moment or sour disposition. Every memory of Tammy is
of cheerfulness, bravery, and loving kindness. I also enjoyed the
adoring looks her big ole’ pretty doe eyes would cast my way. She
had made me into her hero, and I just reveled in it. Tammy
Weinstein is in her core nature just a truly harmless lamb.

But of course there had to be a complication.
I had an old wound of a heart break in my chest; a painfully
struggling flicker of a flame for the object of my passionate
desires. It was the memory I held of another beautiful young girl
named Rita Mea. The old wound divided my heart and prevented me
from reciprocating the abandoned love toward Tammy, as Tammy
extended toward me.

I realized there was an imbalance of love,
and felt bad about not feeling the flames of love for Tammy as
strongly as I thought I should have felt. Having had my own heart
broken by Rita, my flaming desire, in which the roles of love were
just the opposite, I understood the situation Tammy was in as if I
were in her shoes myself. I had been concerned that Tammy would be
hurt if my love never grew to be as strong as hers. But I gave our
relationship time to grow, thinking that maybe my fervent love or
passions would grow for her. Then love would be mutually strong and
all would be well. It was as fair as I could think of being toward
Tammy. So onward in time, she and I cruised. Even though I didn’t
give Tammy all the attention she deserved, she never complained,
and was always joyful toward me. Just recalling her makes me
realize what a fool I was for not seeing how very special Tammy
actually is.

Though I never mentioned it to Tammy, I often
thought of marrying her. But if my love for Tammy was not properly
and appropriately strong, it would be unfair for both of us to move
toward marriage. She deserved as strong a love toward her, as I
would also want toward myself. It was the same reasoning I had used
to console myself over Rita. Rita had just not felt the same for me
as I had for her. It would have been unfair for both of us if our
relationship hadn't ended. This is why I wanted to feel breathless
throbbing love for Tammy, but that kind of feeling just wasn't
there. I was afraid therefore, of doing something tragic for both
of us if I led us in the direction of marriage.

In retrospect, I now realize I will never
feel the exact kind of love for anyone like I experienced for Rita
Mae. Rita was heady ambrosia for my love and she was intoxicating
to me. I realize now that true love is not just the feeling of that
numbing, dizzy, intoxication love. Love comes in many beautiful
forms. I simply didn’t have enough maturity to realize this as much
as it concerned a precious gift named Tammy. Tammy was actually
loved, but in another profound way, which I couldn’t grasp at that
time.

I recall vividly the meditations I had
concerning Tammy one day. Would you believe I was concerning myself
over her Jewishness as far as her being a marriage prospect? I
found myself very attracted to her Jewish features, such as her
large beautiful doe eyes and her tanned olive tones. There was also
something quirky and charming about her humor and spunk that I have
come to realize is an ethnic personality trait called “Jewishness”.
It wasn’t for things like this that I was concerned. It was
religion! Me of all people thinking about religion!

But I was thinking like this: If Tammy and I
got married, we would have children. There might be a God, and if
there is, I don’t want to cause my children to lose out. If there
is a God, Christianity would be the right religion. But Tammy might
not go for that. She doesn’t seem too concerned about religion, but
that could change! I might change! She might! Just to be on the
safe side, maybe I should look for a Christian girl to marry.

Suddenly, I stopped thinking about Tammy. It
was more than not thinking about her. It was virtually a case of
amnesia about her. It was wonderfully strange how I didn’t seem to
think about Tammy for a period of time. I did think about somebody
else though. She was a Christian girl. There was one name among all
my peers that was always spoken of in quiet respectful tones. She
was a girl that no one would speak badly of. It was understood
among us all that she was respected. She also was a lamb. Her name
was Dena Davidson.

What made my prospects pretty good with Dena
was that she and I had shared strong puppy love crushes when she
and I were just youngsters in elementary school. Dena and I used to
sit together on the school bus ride back home from school. It makes
me smile to remember back then, that it really was a sweet crush
that Dena and I shared.

So like the misdirected fool that I was, I
called Dena up out of the blue and made overtures toward her. She
was a bit surprised and confused, but it was fine all the same. We
arranged times to see each other and hang out. Even so, I was a
very bad slacker about seeing her. I was just a crummy boyfriend if
there ever was one. Only Rita had ever drawn me to her helplessly
enchanted by her summoning.

One afternoon, Dena and I met at the softball
field on New Hope Road to watch the girl’s church leagues play. She
and I sat together on the bleacher stands just chatting away, when
I saw my sister Jalana also arrive to watch the games. Jalana
climbed up on the bleachers that were down from where Dena and I
were, and TAMMY was with her! I hadn’t even thought of Tammy for a
couple of weeks. What had happened to my mind? Why hadn’t I even
remembered her?

Jalana and Tammy sat on the bleachers over
from Dena and me, when they both saw me; and I was sitting there
with Dena! Suddenly I didn’t want to be sitting there with Dena.
All I could see was the realization in Tammy’s eyes, and the
thunderous pain of jealous betrayal that went through her whole
being. Jalana and Tammy immediately left the game. Tammy couldn’t
stay.

How had I forgotten about Tammy?! I was
ashamed and angry with myself. Sickened with remorse, I left the
game soon after Tammy and Jalana left. Suddenly I no longer had any
interest in Dena. I only wanted to heal Tammy’s broken heart. But
how could I ever heal this mess? I disgusted myself and felt deep
shameful remorse. I found myself confused and mystified by my lack
of recall. I just couldn’t believe Tammy had left my thoughts until
she appeared at the game.

Jalana loved Tammy, and stayed with her a lot
of the time to be a friend during Tammy’s grief and feelings of
rejection. If only Tammy had known that in my heart I was not
rejecting her at this moment. I longed for her presence in order to
comfort her. But she was deeply injured, and I stayed away since I
was the dirt who was the source of her pain. Jalana told me that
Tammy cried her heart out for three days solid. I hated myself for
hurting Tammy.

Thank goodness Dena had been oblivious to all
this. She broke up with me soon afterwards because a disgusting
gossip had told her that I had said something bad about her. Her
parents insisted she end the relationship. She ended it alright,
only after I was ambushed and confronted by her angry parents when
I stopped by her house. It was convenient for me to have this
ended. But ended on a bad note like this wasn't what I had in mind.
I protested in earnest my innocence, so that Dena would know that I
never, ever, slurred her. Now I was angry about a gossip and I had
hurt Tammy to boot.

Jalana told me that Tammy was angry and that
her new word was “cynical” concerning everything. I felt her pain
deeply. I understood her wariness and mistrust. Who could blame
her? I didn’t deserve anyone’s trust. I felt the same feelings of
fearing to trust and be open hearted anymore, after Rita had dumped
me. It was hard to understand how one’s deep love could just be
shelved like that. If only Tammy knew my sorrow and deep remorse,
she would feel better and forgive me.






“A Key Moment: Aliyah”

 After the torment I had put Tammy
through, I thought the best thing to do was to give her some space
and just let some of the hurt fade away. But I knew I was going to
apologize and ask for forgiveness from her. I was hurting for
Tammy. I just knew she would never again have the same trust for
me, the same abandoned love that was innocently free from concern.
I sensed I had done something to permanently damage sweet Tammy’s
spirit, like Rita’s rejection had done to me. I knew that I had
felt suspicious and wary of showing my love after I was shelved by
Rita. I thought the same thing may have been happening to Tammy. I
so wanted to see her, but I had to respect her need to be to
herself as well.

After a couple of weeks had passed, there was
an evening when my great friend Johnny Prescott came pulling up in
our family driveway. He was looking very good with his new rounded
hairstyle that took full advantage of his natural curl. Johnny had
also started wearing sharp looking sports suits that he had
inherited from a deceased brother in law. Johnny looked like a very
sharp young millionaire. The coolest thing was Johnny’s car that
his parents had given him. The car was a 1973 Buick Electra 225,
midnight blue, white vinyl top, and chariot looking spoke hubcaps.
This car was a bad boy’s car that rode low to the ground, smooth
and powerful. That car was so very nice to ride in while we
listened to the eight track music tapes that Johnny kept in good
supply.

Johnny came on inside into the warm light of
the house. Presently, as Johnny and I were just chatting along, the
front storm door opened again and in stepped Jalana, who gave me a
signaling glance that was telling me something was up. Then another
person came in behind Jalana, and it was Tammy! I was cool on the
outside at Tammy's arrival, but I was joyful on the inside. I was
so glad that Tammy had been able to drop by! I knew the courage it
took for her to come over. I tried to be sweet and cheering to
Tammy, without being too overt about it. Tammy was being brave and
cordial, but she really wasn’t her usual effervescent self. She was
so very emotionally drained, and here she was dealing with it
silently right in front of me; the rotten guy who hurt her.

Johnny was unaware of all the tensions in the
air among our group, and was ready for some fun. He suggested that
we all pile into his car and go for a night drive up to a nice area
of the lake. Jalana liked the idea, and I thought it was a good
idea too. Tammy was obliged to go along even if her heart wasn’t
really in it. Naturally, Jalana jumped in the front seat with
Johnny, and I got into the rear seat with Tammy, who said not a
word. I was feeling her every pain she felt with her. I was
determined to cheer Tammy up somehow. I knew this night would not
pass until at the very least, Tammy realized I cared.

On we rode in that soft riding chariot with
Johnny and Jalana chatting amiably up front. Tammy and I were just
riding quietly. Johnny drove us that night to a remote part of
Percy Priest Lake, into a recreation area called Vivrett Creek. It
was a nice spot because the moon shone brightly there and it was
right next to the gentle water. He parked the car facing uphill
which made us recline all the more inside the big Buick.
Thankfully, Johnny and Jalana seemed very content to visit each
other and they kept to themselves in the front. The sound of
"Boston" music was playing softly enough for conversation to be
easy.

I looked over at Tammy in the soft night
light. My heart was just breaking over all she had been through.
She was sitting there staring straight ahead with her large
beautiful eyes shining fearfully in the night light. I turned to
face her and the only thing I could think of to tell her was
“Tammy, you sure look pretty tonight”. This may sound kind of lame
and shallow, but my rational was to let her know that I appreciate
her. In a sense the real meaning was: I accept you, I’m sorry, will
you accept me? Aside from that, it was true that Tammy was very
attractive that night, even if she looked a bit down.

Tammy somehow listened to my heart, rather
than just my plain words. Tammy wasn’t looking at me as her large
glistening hurting eyes stared straight ahead into the gentle
night. She sat stiffly for a few seconds as I faced her. Then
something inside Tammy just seemed to break open and she noticeably
released out her held breath. She just relaxed and her shoulders
slumped forward a little. She lowered her head and those enormous
eyes in such a way, that it welled up all my feelings of compassion
for her. I can hardly bear remembering that precious lamb in that
moment. I wanted to comfort her all the more, but I refrained
myself.

I did manage to take the clue from Tammy's
gestures. What they meant was: “You’ve hurt me! You’ve been wrong!
Somehow, I forgive you.” Feeling Tammy’s helplessness to have
forgiveness toward me, I very gently took her right hand and turned
to look at her face to face. I can’t recall what else I said, or
that she said to me. I do recall that everything I said to her was
intended to be gentle, healing words of tenderness. Tammy seemed to
have relaxed, and was looking at me with reconciling eyes of
forgiveness and affection. Tammy and I were reconciling in a true
and real way. I hope she realized somehow, that these were gestures
of love, though I didn’t understand it myself at the time.

It was then as Tammy and I looked into each
other’s face with reconciliation, that I noticed a slight glow
above Tammy’s head. I raised my eyes to look at whatever was
glowing just above her hair. As I looked at the glow it was just a
fuzzy blob of pale light. But then as I observed, the light began
to take form and resolved first into a fuzzy edged shape, and it
then became a very clearly focused image of a Benjamin Franklin
type of key, composed of light. The light of the glowing key seemed
to be a light blue or lavender tone.

I didn’t react or respond to the appearing
key except on the inside. For in a strange way, with Tammy and I
reconciling, the key over her head seemed appropriate to the
situation. I wasn’t in the least bit startled by its appearing.
After seeing the key of light, my immediate thought was, “Something
is telling me I have the key to Tammy’s heart.” “I bet it’s some
kind of invisible spaceman, who’s watching us. He really dug the
beauty of our reconciliation, and he just had to say
something.”






“A Key Interpretation”

 Do you see any meaning to a key
appearing over a young broken hearted Jewish girl’s head while she
is being reconciled with the object of her love? If you don’t
understand it, you aren’t alone. Even though I personally
experienced this expression from the unseen visitor, I didn’t
really understand it either. It was twenty years later before I
finally did fully grasp the real meaning behind the expression of
the key, in concert with the reconciliation between Tammy and
myself.

In a strange way, even though I don’t think I
ever made Tammy aware of this, the spirit and soul of Tammy lingers
in my heart. She was a part or two wonderful spiritual expressions
while she was in my presence. There have also been two spiritual
dreams in which Tammy was involved in them. What I would really
love is to be able to tell Tammy about the spiritual events myself
in person. I imagine a joyful visit in a coffee shop or diner,
where Tammy and I have time to just chat. I could tell her how she
figured in, concerning these things. Ah well, if only life was that
simple! Even if I had ever had a chance to tell Tammy about this
stuff, she probably would have absolutely no confidence in it, or
in me. I was after all, soon to be her fallen hero from the age of
our transitions from children to adulthood. But who knows; one day
maybe.

I’ll go ahead and explain the visitation and
the sign of the key, sparing you from the task of twenty years of
speculating on the meaning:

Tammy and I were actors in an allegory
portraying another story of heartbreak and reconciliation. The
story is that of the relationship of God and the Hebrew nation. In
this case I was portraying God, and Tammy was Israel. Dena herself
represented the Fullness of Nations, the Christian Nation of the
United States. What about Rita? If I had to say Rita represented
something, for me, Rita was like the Garden of Eden; a memory of a
wonderful lost paradise.






 “The Navy's Crazy”

In the years while I was still in school at
DuPont Sr. High, the armed services came to administer a test to
every student in the school. I think the school year was 1975 /
1976. The name of the test was an acronym: “ASVAB”. It stands for
Armed Services Vocational Aptitude Battery. Since I wasn’t getting
graded by the school on the test, I felt quite relaxed taking the
exam when it came my turn.

The testing took a long time; most of the
school day in fact. But it was interesting so I enjoyed looking at
their pictures, matching the shapes and doing the math. Some of the
math was over my head, but hey! I figured out some of it. They had
sections on writing and other things. All in all, it was somewhat
enjoyable and curious to take the ASVAB test. It wasn’t exactly the
drudge that I thought of most school work as.

Well in a couple of weeks I received a notice
in the mail from the United States Navy, in which my scores were
noted along with a bit pat on the back telling me they were great
scores. I was instructed to contact a particular person
immediately, which I did. I was informed by this person, on how the
scores were based on a percentile of the all the people who took
the test. In four categories I scored above the 99th percentiles
and in the fifth category I scored above the 68th percentile. What
this meant was that I scored higher than 99% of all the people in
those four categories and higher then 68% of those tested in the
fifth category, which was on clerical skill. Well I felt pretty
good about being the 1% in four categories.

The Navy recruiter that I had contacted asked
if I would be willing to take more testing in just math. I enjoyed
the testing before, so I agreed to do some more. So on the agreed
day, they sent an attractive Navy lady to my house to pick me up
and take me to the testing facility. She took me to a large multi
story building in downtown Nashville. We went up several floors and
entered a room full of Navy personnel. They sat me at a desk,
handed me the math testing book and worksheet, and set the timer.
They said “begin”, and so I sat there doing math for about two
hours. A lot of it was over my head again. I did the problems one
after the next instead of skipping to the next ones I did
understand. In the process I managed to figure out a lot of the
problems that were initially too hard for me. But this sequential
approach slowed me down, and some that I could have solved, I ran
out of time before I got to them. The testing administrator
informed me that I had one minute left. I had 13 problems left to
go. I figured out a couple of more problems, and as the clock
ticked down, I had eleven problems to go. So I figured I would get
a fourth of them right if I marked all the last ones the same. I
chose to mark the last eleven as the answer "C”, just as the clock
ran out.

The administrator collected my testing score
sheet and placed an answer key grid over the top of it. Through the
holes in the grid there showed the correctly marked answers, and
the ones not marked correctly didn’t show through the holes. He
counted carefully how many holes showed the correct answers and
wrote the score down. Then he stated, “You’ve qualified with eight
to spare”. I asked him, “How many of the last eleven did I get
right?” He quickly looked at the last eleven holes and said, “You
got one correct”. I thought that was misfortunate, as I expected at
least three to show correct even though I didn’t actually work
them.

After he scored the results he stated to me,
“You’ve qualified for two programs the Navy offers. You've scored
well enough to qualify for the top program, which is the Nuclear
Power Program. The other option you could take would be Advanced
Electronics. But you have good enough scores for the Nuclear
Power.”

Whoa! Me, the school flunky who thought
everyday there was drudge and imprisonment. The guy who got failing
grades when he didn’t bother to do the drudge they assigned in
classes. The guy that the school administrators had an instinctive
disliking for just qualified for the Navy's top program! HA!

I was then taken to visit a recruiter, who
told me about the terms of the Navy’s enlistment obligations. If I
decided to accept the Navy's offer, he told me the obligation would
be for six years; two of which would be schooling and the other
four would be active duty. He said it started several pay ranks
higher than the typical enlistee pay scale. He informed me that
re-enlisting after the first obligation, would include a huge
bonus. If I didn’t re-enlist, I would have high demand skills in
the Nuclear Industries job market. All the schooling I would be
getting over the first two years would be in various places around
the country for different aspects of it. The Navy recruiter valued
the schooling as worth forty thousand dollars! Man I felt like a
hero! Finally somebody knew what I was really made of.

I was told that even though I was only
fifteen almost sixteen years old, that I could sign up now, and
then when I graduated at seventeen, I would be just old enough to
report to the Navy and begin my Navy schooling. Then the travel
would begin as I went to the various schools. I liked the sound of
all this and was seriously thinking about it. We left the Navy
facilities and the Navy lady drove me back to my house.

I began to think of everything. The pros of
joining the Navy were already stated. But I began to have a few
negatives come to mind. For one, being fifteen years old, a six
year obligation to be in the Navy, sounded like a lifetime!
Indentured servitude for SIX YEARS! I didn’t like the sound of
that. We are also talking Nuclear here. What was the life
expectancy of nuclear workers in these days? Was it thirty five?
Then could I expect cancer from exposure to nuclear pollution? I
saw the news about nuke workers in Kentucky having problems with
exposure, and how they were suing their employers with class action
lawsuits. I heard how so many of them got cancer, and other
diseases and how some of them had died. I think I even read about
these kinds of things in Readers Digest or some other
publication.

But the clincher for me to decide not to join
was a matter of conscience. I thought about all the nuclear bombs
and what would happen if the “Cold War” I was always kept in
anxiety about, was to heat up and become nuclear annihilation. I
wasn’t against war or anything, and even told myself that in a war,
if I killed a hundred enemies, I wouldn’t have regrets. But
wouldn’t it be my luck to have to be part of blowing up a million
Russians! A MILLION in an instant! I can’t kill a million people!
Those Russians are just like me, ordinary folks who deserve to
live. I’m no better than they are. I just can’t do it!

So between the short life expectancy of
nuclear workers in those days, and my pains of conscience about
instantly killing a million Russians, I decided I would slide on
the Navy’s offer. For a long time I didn’t bother thinking about it
anymore, even though the Navy sent me mail pretty often and even
occasionally phoned me.

The years passed, and I finally graduated
from High School. I had decided to not do any schooling for at
least a year. Then after a year of sabbatical, I would start
thinking about college. Being the youngest, or nearly the youngest
person in my grade every year at school, had always been a big drag
to me. Waiting a year for college would remedy that problem.

But then I started thinking about that I did
have the potential to do the Navy thing. Well maybe I was a bit
hasty and uninformed about the Navy. I wondered, how did military
ranks work, and what exactly is the structure and life of a Navy
man? I knew nothing about anything military. Maybe I wouldn’t be
blowing up a million Russians. So I decided to go talk to the Navy
people and get more information about the Navy scene.

The only place I had ever had any contact
with the Navy was in the building downtown. So I decided that’s
where to go to find out the information I wanted. I went downtown
and found the building. I went inside and went to the floor they
were on, and then went to their offices where they were working.
When I went in, all the Navy personnel looked at me like I was a
Martian! I wondered what their problem was. I informed them I
wanted to ask some questions from them about the Navy.

The Navy personnel wanted to ask me some
questions as well, like, what I’m doing there. They sure were
looking at me funny and they all seemed real uptight and clammed
up. They did their best not to be informative and they started
whispering. Then I overheard the words, “Crazy” being tossed
around. That made me angry, so I decided I didn’t want to be around
these weirdoes who can’t even talk to a regular guy, for all their
gawking and big goo goo eyed looking at me. They were really
starting to creep me out!

I looked for the door out of there and
started working my way back toward it. I said my goodbyes to the
Navy folks, and hit the door. I hastily went back out of the
building, straight to my old Buick. I jumped in the mighty old bomb
like it was a getaway car. I fired up the rowdy engine and got out
of there feeling like I was escaping before somebody came after
me.

Once I had left, I was really offended and
angered by the Navy personnel. I decided the Navy was stupider than
I could have possibly thought. I thought to myself, "I sure am glad
I didn’t get involved with people like them, if this is how they
end up acting. They really had the nerve, calling me “Crazy”!

This was the first time of many that I
encountered the term “Crazy” being directed at me. In fact I even
apply it to myself in a light hearted way since functionally it
does seem to apply. However, I have never thought of myself as
actually being crazy, and fought the perception hard to prove
myself as a reasonable fellow. The struggle I felt, to have some
shred of dignity, was hard and often fruitless. Yet the struggle
against this term had begun. And to think, it was the Navy which
fired the first salvos of this indignity toward me. I might have
been a great and innovative scientist for them. We will never
know.

So what if I accidentally went to the wrong
place to find the information I wanted! Isn’t that understandable
considering my youth and inexperience? Sometimes we all seek
answers in the wrong places and settings. That doesn’t make us
crazy! Sometimes even in those settings, we serendipitously find
out things we weren’t really seeking to know, but which are
profound anyhow.

Just look at the prejudices of the
establishments which don’t respect our seeking. That establishment
only sees our floundering around as evidence of our threat to them
because we didn’t go through their official channels! Then they
swiftly demonize us and insult the seekers among us. How they lose
the opportunity to win us. But instead they drive a wedge between
us and them, because we acted outside of their official
establishments and protocols. Whether the institutions are
governments, religious, medical or even academic, those who seek,
or who sought, outside of the institution’s scopes or authority,
are swiftly denounced.

History bears out, that it is the unorthodox
seekers among us which bring the real breakthrough innovations to
society. History also bears out, that it is the establishments
which became the persecutors of the innovators. Who knows what
those establishments with their “higher” authority or sense of
"duty" will do in their zeal to persecute the innovators and the
unorthodox. The establishment organization's suspicions are
boundless.

After my encounter with the Navy people, look
at what I actually found out. They are seriously paranoid and
blindly insensitive. It wasn’t what they intended for me to realize
about them and their bureaucratic culture. Who knows what they
might do. The Navy people seemed crazy to me at the time.






“Flies”

A year or more
before the strange events of 1978 started, I was sleeping in my
bedroom which at that time was upstairs on the north side of the
house. I was disturbed by a fly buzzing around and getting on my
face. I finally got up, turned of the lights and began trying to
kill the thing. I managed to swat a fly and then there were two
more which I started trying to swat. Each time I swatted a fly,
there would be more to swat. I realized the room was rapidly
filling with flies and swatting them was futile. Soon the room
filled with thousands and thousands of flies. I had seen enough. I
went downstairs and awoke my mother.

Mom groggily asked what I wanted. I told her
my room was filled with flies. This sounded strange enough to
awaken her fully with some curiosity. She got out of bed to see
this for herself, and went with me upstairs. As I opened the door,
the light in the room was on and Mom looked inside! She gasped at
the spectacle she saw. Thousands upon thousands of flies were now
in the room and the walls and ceiling were blackened with the ones
not flying around. The air was so full of flies that you could not
go in without being brushed by them by the hundreds.

It was like some strange scene from an Alfred
Hitchcock story to look into my room that night. I decided to bring
out the big guns and went downstairs and got a can of Raid
Insecticide. I went into my bedroom and started bombing it, putting
as much insecticide in the air as on the walls and ceiling. Then
after liberally spraying it around, I shut the door and slept
downstairs. In the morning I went upstairs and the floor was
blackened with dead flies. I cleaned up all the flies and the event
never repeated. It was strange though.

Was this plague of flies some kind of
breeding event and the stupid flies decided to come into some
narrow passage into my room? I’ll never know. Was it meaningful? I
didn’t think so at the time and I don’t know now. But there is that
question of meaning, now that I have more reason to ask it. I can
imagine, but I can’t say that I know, what the cause was. I look
back at the scene of the event as an abstraction of the legions of
dark demonic specters being depicted by a swarm of flies invading
my peace and rest.

Sometimes the imagination needs to be
restrained by the presence of a solid practical intelligent
individual to give you the logical explanations. I like these kinds
of people and value them greatly. Sometimes I envy what they don’t
know or consider, and do my best to emulate this grounding and
centering way of thinking.

No, surely there was no meaning behind the
event with the flies filling my room, except that maybe I needed to
clean the room and stop attracting flies! No, surely this was some
instinct driven event and the flies were only following their
natures, which by chance caused them to invade my space. Surely,
don’t you think so?

“Beelzebub”, one of the names of the Devil:
It means, “Lord of the flies”.






“A Deadly Job”


Rex Oldham is the stereotypical artist personality: Not too
excitable, cool and laid back. He’s a soft spoken and gentle fellow
who's lacking much motivation, but is passionate about what he
loves. Rex is a medium slim fellow with his hair combed in the
outdated style of the mid sixties teens. His easy smile and his
light sensitive glasses gave him the overall look of a mid-sixties
hipster out of time. Yet Rex is a very cool fellow.

Rex ended up getting married when he was only
seventeen to an evangelical preacher’s daughter from the sticks of
eastern Tennessee. Her name is Vashti. I suppose this youthful
marriage set up a pattern for them, in which youthful
irresponsibility lingered as a mode of living.

But Rex was my great friend, even though he
was a few years older than me. We both had a love of freedom with
few responsibilities. Smoking marijuana and just hanging around
were what we liked doing most of the time. He was cool and mellow
and I was docile, so we made good pals.

I suppose Vashti must have started prodding
Rex since he wasn’t working. But Rex boasted to Vashti that he
could get a job right now! So Rex and I piled into his car and off
we went “job hunting”.

Rex’s family had been masonry contractors,
and so he was familiar with that kind of work. He hated doing it,
but it was a job he could get. We drove into Mt. Juliet and passed
by the High School, and there was a lot of work going on there.
There had been a fire that burned the gymnasium to the ground, and
they were rebuilding it from the ground up. So onto this job site
Rex and I went. Rex spoke to the masonry foreman and the next thing
you knew, Rex was hired to lay blocks and he got me a job as well
to be a mason's tender. We agreed to show up the next morning and
start work.

The next morning was hot already since it was
mid summer. It was a bright cloudless day. I was anxious to get to
work because I was excited about all the money I would make. Rex of
course was nonchalant about it as we drove to work. I didn’t have a
clue about how to do my job, but I figured that it couldn’t be that
complicated.

When we arrived, the foreman for Alexander
Shankle Contracting, assigned Rex to go lay blocks on some area of
the building, and then pointed me in the other direction. Right out
in the middle of the jobsite, out in the direct sun, the foreman
pointed to an overweight guy down in a ditch. He asked me, “Do you
see that guy?” I said, “Yes”. He said, “Go keep him supplied with
mortar”. Well that was fine with me. I figured a big heavy fellow
like that guy, working in the direct sun in a ditch, couldn’t be
very demanding. He was after all kind of hefty. How hard could he
work?

I went up to the mason and asked him what he
needed. He said “Mud!” I got a bucket, filled it with mortar and
carried it over to him. Then he yelled for block. Well I got him
block. He yelled “Mud!” He shouted “Block!” He always seemed to be
out of materials and waiting on me! I figured I would wear him down
soon enough, but it never happened. He yelled more and more and I
was getting exhausted in about half an hour after starting work.
The sun was getting so hot! I was really starting to hurt! That big
guy was grumpy too! He started making comments like, “I wish you
would hurry up!” So I tried harder and worked with all my might.
The sun got blazing hot out there in the middle of that dirt
jobsite, and I was really suffering. I started longing for lunch
break just to recover.

After a while the foreman came up to check on
the work. When he looked at me he looked really concerned and a bit
shocked. He said to me “You don’t look so good! Are you okay?” I
told him the truth on the spot, “I don’t think so”. The truth was,
I was in very bad shape. I was heat stroking and about to fall over
dead. That large guy in the ditch had pushed me hard. It wasn’t
really his fault though. He just happed to be the most naturally
gifted block layer that ever lived, and it really would take at
least two men to supply him. His name, I later found out, is Ronnie
Petty. Now the foreman immediately said to me, “You’re done for the
day! I don’t want you to do anything else for the rest of the day.
Go inside the building where there’s some air conditioning. Lie
down and cool off.” I obeyed the foreman and sought the cool and
some rest. I felt defeated and ashamed, but I knew I was in bad
shape. All my life and vigor was gone. That foreman saved my life,
but I didn’t realize it at the time.

Rex drove me home and I went to bed that
afternoon. I rested until the alarm went off the next morning. It
was time to get ready for work again. I arose and felt very sick
and weak. I put on my work clothes, forcing myself every step of
the way. Rex arrived to pick me up and I went out and got into his
car. I rode to work with Rex, and on the way, I realized I was
simply too sick to work. I was strong starting the day before, but
now I was as weak as a rag. I hurt in all my body in every place. I
knew I was no good.

When I arrived on the job site, as much as I
regretted it, I had to inform the foreman that I was just too sick
to work. He seemed to understand. Rex decided to quite his job as
well. I rode back home and went back to bed. I stayed in bed for
three days, too sick and weak to get up until the pain, headache,
nausea, fever and vertigo, went more or less away. But even after
three days, I was trembling and weak. In fact I felt weakened from
then on. Even after regaining most of my strength, I felt I
couldn’t tighten my muscles. Instant fatigue burned in my muscles
when I used them just a little. I felt like I was permanently
diminished, as if I had lost in those few hours of hard labor, a
fifth of my strength and stamina, never to return. In fact it did
take several years to fully recover my strength.

After seeing how I was injured from the heat,
the strain, and the exhaustion, I decided masonry is the stupidest
work there is, and I would never do it again for the rest of my
life! And I meant it! I worried about my physical recovery. Now I
wonder what effect it had on my mind.

Bryson 1:2 “Never” is a word that’s
rebellious against the person saying it.






“Autumn Calm of ‘77”

 The summer of ’77 had seen me in summer
school getting a half credit of science that I needed to graduate
High School. I didn’t mind summer school so much, and actually
enjoyed the change of scene going downtown each morning to a school
in Nashville.

After school was finished I spent my time
hanging around my gentle friends, not even thinking about work,
especially not masonry work. We spent a lot of days and nights at
Percy Priest Lake recreation areas with our car stereos playing
music out of speakers set on the tops of our cars. Sometimes we
would go shoot some pool or play arcade games. Sometimes we just
hung out. I spent a lot of time at Rex Oldham’s house.

I loved all my friends, and the times were
peaceful and gentle. We smoked marijuana often and kept smiles on
our faces. But in the midst of all the partying, there was
something I was thinking about my friends and my relationship to
them. I asked myself fairly often, "Am I really loving toward my
friends by being a part of all this dope smoking with them and
encouraging it?" I repressed the question with the rationalization
that I couldn’t decide for them what they shouldn’t do. Yet the
question came back over and over. I repressed it every time.

By this time Tammy had not really been
expecting much of my attentions. Tammy had moved out of the
neighborhood and was doing her senior year of High School at Mt.
Juliet High. I had my eyes on a couple of girls that were among my
peers. But they were both married, even though I never saw their
husbands. I found myself really attracted to either of them. “Am I
a wife stealer?” I asked myself. The answer to that question came
from an unlikely place.

One afternoon I was just hanging out in my
ever so cool bedroom, which was now downstairs on the north east
corner of the house. There happened to be a Family Bible in my
bedroom. I never did read the thing. It was just a relic. Yet on
this day I picked it up, probably just to look at the artwork in
it. The Bible just happened to fall open to a certain place, and I
began to read. It was the place where King David is warning his
sons about bad women and what happened to a young man who was
tempted by a married woman. He stated the young man would be struck
by an arrow. Obviously King David meant the arrow would come from a
jealous husband. I stopped reading and started thinking about the
two married girls. Suddenly the words of King David sounded so
right and reasonable. I decided then and there, that I was going to
stop entertaining any idea of being with either of those girls. In
fact, I thought that my influence on them was probably bad at this
point. So I completely stopped giving them any attention other than
as friendly acquaintances. It wasn’t a religious decision. King
David just sounded right to me. Considering the consequences King
David described, I actually became a bit afraid of married
women.

I had an old car, a 1965 Buick Special. I
hated that it had four doors. But it was a reliable car and was it
ever fast. Yes, I raced it a few times against a ’69 Chevelle, a
’69 Mach 1 Mustang, a Ranchero, and a few other cars. Only the Mach
1 Mustang even gave me a run, and I still pulled ahead. The old
Buick never lost. Maybe that 350 engine from a wrecked full size
station wagon that my dad had installed in it, was too much engine
for this car. But the lightning fast revving of the motor and the
body twisting torque was too much temptation for an irresponsible
young man. Thankfully I never had a wreck. But I remember how
stupid I was, and how stupid young male drivers generally are. I
have considered the mistake my father made in trusting me with such
a powerful car, and certainly have resolved not to make the same
mistake. But this was the life I was leading as a youth graduated
from school.

One day I was riding around on a Sunday
morning with Rex. We were in his fine dark green metallic ’73 Ford
LTD with the uber pleasant dark green interior and the fine stereo
system. Life was so good. Rex and I were sharing a bottle of wine
as we cruised around, and we had smoked a little pot. I was feeling
quite contended when we drove by a church. There I saw all the
people’s cars parked by the chapel, and I thought of all the people
inside. I felt absolutely piteous for them. I said to Rex, “Look at
all those lonely people going in there huddling together trying to
find some comfort in their dull existence. They’re wasting their
lives when they could be out enjoying themselves like we do. They
could be smoking a joint and be with friends listening to some good
jam.” Rex listened and just kind of gave a grunt and a little nod.
But I recall how deeply piteous I felt for those lost and lonely
church people.






 “Adult Beginnings”

I had recently been working at a company
which installed heating and air conditioning systems. It seemed
like a reasonable line of work to do, since I loathed masonry work.
On the morning of my eighteenth birthday, things began as usual. I
went out to the old Buick, fired it up. The engine rumbled
satisfyingly and the exhaust note was eager. I let her warm up and
defrost the windshield. Once I was ready to go, I got my eight
track tape of the band called “Sweet”, shoved it into the Kraco
under the dash mounted player, and began playing the busy
hyperactive music of the “Give Us a Wink” set. All was normal and
good and I felt life was splendid. I was happy to finally be a
legal adult. I would get this day of work over, and in the evening
when I got home, I expected my mother to have a birthday cake ready
for me. We would have a good time celebrating this milestone of my
life. Yes finally, legal adulthood!

I drove on to work and performed my duties
throughout the day. It was November 23, and I was anxious to get
back home. When I got off work, I left from there in my old Buick
and turned onto an entrance ramp to get onto the interstate. On the
entrance ramp I saw a young man and girl thumbing a ride. He was a
long haired young guy and she was an attractive girl. They looked
like the kind of young people I related too, so I decided to give
these young peers a ride, instead of flooring the gas up the ramp.
I stopped the car and the young guy and girl came right up and
greeted me. He was gabby and cheerful. I invited them to hop in the
throbbing old Buick. Doors flew open and they piled right in as
natural as could be. They seemed like fun old friends already.

I wasn’t disappointed. He was an extroverted
fellow just full of gab and enthusiasm and she was a quite cool
thing. We all got along great. We exchanged information about where
we were going. I decided that since I liked them so much I would go
ahead and drive them to the small town north of Nashville where
they were going. I had plenty of gas and it would be a few hours
before Mom would have my birthday cake ready for me anyhow. I was
loose and feeling good. A ride just north of Nashville would fill
the time and offer some fun with two cool folks.

As we rode, I offered to light up a joint for
us to smoke. I had a small box on my front seat that always went
with me. My stash was in there along with the paraphernalia I used
and collected with pride. We fired one up and before long we were a
bonded clan of mellow smiling youths. I put the soapstone back in
the box and closed it as we rode along, gabbing and listening to
music. The young guy mentioned that he was having a hassle up in
the town we were going to, and the cops wanted to talk to him. That
was no big deal because that was just the way cops were. A hassle
with the cops was something many of my friends went through from
time to time. It didn’t mean we were bad folks. It’s just that the
laws were so uptight about just about everything, like pot and
getting high, and anything else. Having fun was just illegal, and
it was the problem of the establishment to get over it, as far as I
was concerned.

When we arrived in the small town of
Greenbriar, the young guy directed me to the house of a relative of
his, where he was planning on staying. I pulled in the drive and
stopped and let them out. Thanks and goodbyes were exchanged and
the young pair started to go into the house. But then a few steps
away, the young man stopped in his tracks and appeared thoughtful.
He then turned to back around to me and with grandness of spirit,
very courteously invited me to come on inside and hang out for a
while. He was so friendly that I just decided to hang out with them
for a little while, and then head home. We sat in the old kitchen
at the table gabbing happily. The young guy asked if I would mind
taking him around the corner to a market to get some stuff. No
problem there, let’s go.

We got in the Buick and he directed me. As we
pulled up to a stop sign at an intersection, I noticed a cop car
parked beside the small yellow building to my right. I thought that
cop car looked kind of like it was trying to hide or something, but
doing a very poor job of it. It seemed oddly a bit out of place,
but that was no big deal. I decided to just ignore it, figuring cop
cars have to be parked somewhere. Nothing about it seemed really
relevant to me.

I made the left turn and started to drive up
the road. Before I could get the Buick out of low range, suddenly
out of nowhere there came rushing all around my car about four
police cruisers with lights on and sirens blaring. Honks and buzzes
going off, and boy were they aggressively crowding me! It kind of
made me mad how they were driving at my old Buick like they would
ram me. What in the world do these nutcases want? I was mystified
and figured it was nothing real, but some kind of mistake. I pulled
over and waited for them to come and ask me for identification or
something, and we would get the matter cleared up. I was shocked to
see them running toward my car, and all of the sudden I was looking
down the barrels of about ten big pistols and shotguns which all
made the very noticeable sounds of being cocked to fire! Now I knew
I was facing a bunch of crazies and I sat very still! Gun safety
rules never allowed you to point weapons at people, and these guys
were going over the top. I just knew a gun accident was about to
happen, which would not be good for me.

The cops yelled and acted like a riot was
going on. I just sat very still in silence. They told the young guy
next to me to step out of the car. He complied. Then they turned
their attentions to me. “Uh, do you guys want to see my driver's
license?” “KEEP YOUR HANDS WHERE WE CAN SEE THEM!” “Alright!" I
said. Then I spoke up where they could all hear me and said, "Hey
would you guys mind not pointing those guns at me? It’s not safe
and an accident could happen. I’ll show you my driver's license!”
At this point I think my humorous absurdity, like I was correcting
the Police for such gun safety recklessness and implying they had
over the top methods for just seeing a driver’s license, disarmed
them and they saw the humor. They all as a group hesitated for a
few moments, and then they all realized the guns were unnecessary.
They collectively started lowering their firearms and putting them
away with a lot of uncocking sounds that guns make. WHEW! Thank
goodness my reason prevailed over their craziness.

The next thing that happened was one of the
cops reached through the driver window into the car and held a
picture right in front of my eyes to see. He asked sternly, “Do you
know this person?” I looked curiously at the picture which showed a
mug shot of some long haired blond fellow. I absolutely didn’t
recognize him. I had no idea who it was. So I told the cop, “No.”
Then they started saying, “We better take him to jail.” among
themselves, and they told me to get out of the car. I got out and
they started looking all in the old Buick. I thought, “GREAT! My
box of stash is sitting right there on the front seat and they’re
about to bust me.” For some reason they ignored the box and decided
there was nothing in the car they were concerned with. DOUBLE
WHEW!

The next thing I knew I was being driven to
jail in one of the cruisers, and the cops weren’t being very
informative. I got finger printed and my mug shot taken. Then they
led me to a jail cell and in I went. The cell was a small thing
painted off yellow with one bunk. They slammed the door shut and
there I was, jailed and mystified.

What really bothered me is the indifference
they had once I was locked up. They told me nothing and simply
disappeared for hours. This got me really upset. After several
hours, my frustration and anger began to boil up. Gone was the
mellow feeling of a good buzz and now I was getting really mad. I
finally jumped to me feet, took a few rage energized steps and
leaped up high in the air above the bunk and stomped on it with all
my might as I landed. It made a horrendously loud bang that
reverberated all through the jail. I sat back down with surly
anger, just seething all through myself. Then the peep door opened
and a cop spoke to me from outside the cell. He asked, “Are you
alright?” I answered with frustration, “Yeh I’m alright! How long
are you guys going to keep me? I need to get home. My mom has a
birthday caked waiting on me.” The cop told me to just relax and
that they would get to me in a little while. I started thinking,
“What a way to begin my adult life! Sitting in Jail! What a bad
start! I hope this isn’t the way things are going to be for me as
an adult.”

After a long wait, the cops finally came for
me. They took me to a room to interrogate me. It was two cops
together and me. The first thing they asked me was, “Why did you
tell us you didn’t know who was on the picture?” I said, “I don’t
know who it is! I’ve never seen that guy in my life!” They asked
about the picture several more times going in round about ways to
get me to say I recognized the picture. I realized this questioning
again and again was some kind of trap and they wanted me to hang
myself. But I honestly had no idea who the picture was of. After
awhile, realizing the risk, I just point blank asked them myself,
“Who was the guy in the picture?” I was now a bit curious about the
issue and I felt safe enough in my honesty, that it negated the
risk of being trapped in my words. After my getting to the point
for them, the cops decided to inform me the guy in the picture was
the guy in my car that I was giving a ride. WHAT? I suppose my
shock was apparent to the cops. I told them, “The picture didn’t
look like the guy. The guy riding with me has black hair! You
showed me a picture of some blonde haired guy!” Then I realized he
must have dyed his hair dark to disguise himself. The cops asked me
how I knew that guy. I told them I didn’t know him at all. I
explained that I picked them up hitchhiking and gave them a ride up
here. At this point the cops told me they were trying to decide if
they should charge me with harboring a fugitive. They asked me if I
knew he was fleeing from the law and was wanted. I admitted the guy
had told me that the cops wanted to talk to him, but that didn’t
seem like an issue to me. It didn’t matter to me if he had dealings
with the cops for something. As far as I knew it might be a traffic
ticket or something. I didn’t know he was a fugitive. After a while
the cops went ahead and told me the guy was wanted for robbing a
store or something. I told them I knew nothing about it. I was just
a good guy giving two cool folks a ride. That’s as long as I’ve
known them and that’s all I knew.

The cops decided to let me go told me it was
time to go home and get some cake. It didn't sound good the way
they said it was time to "get some cake" to me, and I felt like
they were being sarcastic. We all walked me out of the
interrogation room. As I was passing by some of the cells, the
young guy looked out of one and said to me, “Man I’m sorry I put
you through this!” He really was sorry, I could tell. But I was a
sorehead and just grunted my grudge at this whole episode instead
of accepting his apology. I wish now that I had accepted his
apology as graciously as he offered it. The cops drove me back to
my car, which to my surprise was undisturbed. It was now dark. I
got in my car, put the keys in the ignition and fired the old Buick
up. The cops had told me how to get out of town, and that they
would follow me until I was beyond the town limits. Before I moved,
I looked over at my box of stash and ventured to peep inside it.
Everything was still there! Thank goodness! I drove the direction
they told me to the get out of town. The cops followed me right on
my tail, and did I ever mind the speed limits! Before long they
backed off and did a U-turn, and left me alone on the highway. As
for me, I went home and had cake. I explained to my folks what had
happened, and why I was so late. They gave me some sympathy. What a
beginning to adult life!






 “Back to Masonry”

I mentioned before that Rex’s family was in
the masonry business, and that Rex preferred to stay out of it as
much as he could avoid it? Well it happens that when your own house
is near to your parent’s house, they tend to exert some pull on
you. Well this was the case with Rex, whose father lived just a
stone’s throw from him up a hill just out of sight from Rex’s
house. Rex’s dad’s name is Pharaoh Oldham, who himself was the
eldest of several brothers, and the leader in their family
enterprises. It was Pharaoh who got the whole lot of the Oldhams
involved in masonry. But these fellows were becoming elderly men
and their business enterprise was well past its hay day. Yet the
Oldhams continued running the business; which was the very exact
thing Rex really wanted to avoid.

Pharaoh and his brothers came from a time
when men were lining up to get a job in masonry. It was their
mindset that you didn’t deserve the job unless you gave every last
bit of strength you could to it. They also maintained the delusion
that somehow men still lined up waiting just to get a chance to
have a masonry job. But the reality of the age was that nobody
really wanted to do masonry. It was hard work! And men like Pharaoh
and his stern brothers, didn’t make it any less difficult. In fact
they often took it upon themselves to persecute a “schoolboy” or
some other type of person and make sure they learned not to be high
minded. Such a victim would find himself doing the most horrid and
difficult aspects of the work on a steady basis. Pharaoh and
company were actively seeking the failure of their victims.

Needless to say, working for these men would
be even less joyful than masonry inherently is not already. In fact
if you look in the Bible, the Pharaoh of Egypt used masonry work to
keep the energies of the Hebrew people drained, and to punish them
with hard labor. Masonry was no less difficult in modern times. You
still had to lift heavy dirty burdens for many hours, in searing
heat or cold raw conditions. Your hands bled from cracking open and
your clothes became rags. I simply cannot exaggerate the tremendous
endurance of toil the job requires. I had nearly died from my first
experience with it.

Well, I went over to Rex’s house and we were
sitting around there as usual, when Rex mentioned to me that his
dad, Pharaoh, wanted to know if I would be interested in a job. I
asked what kind of job, and Rex told me it would be working for
Pharaoh's masonry company. Well for some reason I got amnesia about
how bad of an experience I had suffered with that line of work
already. So like a lamb to the slaughter, I asked about the money,
and told Rex that I would be interested. Rex passed the reply on to
Pharaoh.

Before a few days went by, another message
from Pharaoh was conveyed to me via Rex. I was invited to dinner at
Pharaoh’s house at an appointed time. Well I felt obliged to go and
made sure I was timely arriving at Pharaoh’s place. I didn’t want
him to think I was a tardy type of guy who wouldn’t be a decent
employ. So I arrived at Pharaoh’s at “supper time” and was invited
in. We chatted about a little of nothing and soon the table was set
with food by Rex’s mother. So we all sat down and dishes of food
were passed around in the ritual manner that some people do.

In a matter of a fact way, Pharaoh mentioned
that there was no salt used in any of the food while it was
prepared. Pharaoh seemed intent to make sure that I understood that
I might want to salt it some. Well it wasn't a big deal to me
anyway. I just figured the old guy was on a salt restricted diet or
something, like a lot of the really old guys are, and he was just
giving me a heads up. I wasn’t one to complain about the hostesses’
efforts, and I used very little salt myself, so I simply didn’t
mind or even care that it was saltless. I was more concerned about
the feelings of Rex’s mother, and wanted to enjoy the meal just as
the hostess had made it.

Once we were finished with the ritual
serving, I went to eating my meal in the purposeful manner in which
I eat food, which is to get fed and get finished with it. Yes it
was a little on the bland side. But not being a finicky eater, and
typically not enamored with the joys of food, the food was just
fine by me. But Pharaoh was obviously not so certain about this
situation, and seemingly a bit over concerned to me, asked me if I
was sure I didn't wanted some salt. I politely replied the food was
fine and went on eating. Pharaoh was still concerned. A bit later
he asked again, “Are you sure you don’t want some salt?” I told
him, “No I don’t.” I was feeling like I was a big enough boy to
decide when I wanted salt! The shaker is right in front of me. If I
want salt, I can pick it up! Good grief! I was feeling out of place
now, and proceeded to finish my meal. With the end of the meal we
chatted a bit about nothing again, and so I left after it all was
done.

A few days afterwards, Rex gave me the
message that Pharaoh wants me to show up at the jobsite to begin
work. That was fine with me. On the appointed day I went to the
jobsite with Rex, who had also somehow been dragged into this deal
as well. And that day was cold! In fact it was snowing.

The masonry project was a new fire station
being built in East Nashville. The water barrels were full of ice,
and fires were being built to melt things that needed melting, and
warm things and people that needed warming. My first thought was
that these guys sure acted desperate to work in bad conditions. But
I hung in there with them. The crew batched mortar and Pharaoh took
reports on whether the mortar was freezing or not. The masons
replied that mortar was freezing around the edges of the board.
Well Pharaoh and company sounded convinced that it would warm up a
very soon, and they ordered to proceeded with the work! Just about
three more degrees of warming weather and all would be grand!
Pharaoh looked triumphantly proud and happy as he pronounced the
weather is going to be fine. The mortar would set before it had a
chance to freeze later that evening when the temperatures would dip
back into the teens.

I was as lost as I could be on a jobsite. I
found myself always about to get in the way of something, and I
really couldn’t figure out exactly what I was supposed to do at any
particular time. I wished for a task, with a clear objective. But
the uncommunicative nature of these men meant they didn’t really
have time to explain things to some youngster. It was frustrating
from the onset. Rex did fine though, since he grew up with this
type of scene. He explained things to me that mattered.

So here I was in masonry again, which I had
sworn off, working in the falling snow, on a firehouse, for slave
driving men. My hands cracked, mortar dust was in my nostrils, all
my muscles burned and I sweated in the freezing weather. I was
constantly confused about what was expected of me at any given
time. I had to be a mind reader! Derisiveness and disapproving
gestures were offered in abundance.

After a few days, I was at Rex's house and
Rex was asking me about the dinner I had at his dad’s house. It
came to my mind that something sure was bothering Pharaoh
concerning salt. I mentioned to Rex, that Pharaoh seemed awfully
concerned about salt. Rex just laughed, and explained that it’s an
old trick to invite a potential employee over for a saltless meal
and to mention that the saltless food and may need salt. That way
the prospective employee can be tested to see if he has orderly
senses and can handle a job. The test is to see if he will salt his
food first and then eat it, or taste the food to see if it needs
salt, and then salt it. The guy, who salts his food before tasting
it, doesn’t have enough sense for a job. The guy, who taste it
first and then salts it, can have a job. Rex wanted to know what I
did with the salt. I told him I ate the food the way it was made
and didn’t use any salt, not a bit, not even once. Rex laughed when
he heard my answer, because he understood why Pharaoh seemed so
concerned: I had managed to thwart and nullified Pharaoh’s test.
Personally, I now wish I had just picked up two salt shakers and
dumped them on the food before I ever took my first bite. Maybe I
would have been spared from doing masonry again.

Well there was a clash of values if I ever
saw one. Pharaoh thought I should have cared about salt, and
instead I cared about the hostess's feelings. I wonder if Pharaoh
had ever met a guy who thought so differently from himself, as I
think. I can just imagine meal after meal with guys going on about
the importance of salting their food just right! Good grief! These
masonry guys are nuts.






 “Redneck Mercy”

As winter progressed into the next calendar
year of 1978, I had somehow managed to hang onto the most confusing
and strenuous job of a masonry laborer. But the men I worked for
were still loath to explain anything in a comprehensive manner. I
think they had a sense of, “knowing something you didn’t”, that
somehow made them feel superior or validated about themselves as
knowing tradesmen. I personally thought all this behavior was
counterproductive, and it was frustrating trying to get a handle on
the various aspects of the job. Some of the men had intense
Tennessee country accents that sounded like nothing but mumbling to
me. Whenever I had trouble understanding their mumbley mouthed
muttering, they would act frustrated or angry, then mumble mouth a
little louder and start wagging their heads while I drew blanks and
said, “Huh?” But at least Rex or Ike would explain things to
me.

While I was working one morning, I got a
demand to do a certain task. In the usual smart mouthed tones I was
instructed to get up on the scaffolding and joint the masonry work.
This is trade jargon for taking a metal tool called a jointer, and
running it along the mortar joints to smooth them and give the
mortar joints the rounded concave shape everyone has seen on a
block wall. I did as I was instructed and worked on a section of
wall smoothing the fresh mortar joints.

I had a persecutor who worked on the crew.
The man’s name was Ron Tanner. For whatever reasons, he had issues
that compelled him to assert dominance over somebody and he seemed
to have chosen me. I had already had about enough of his redneck
antics, but his referring to me in the feminine sense, was about to
boil me over. I hadn’t complained because that’s just the way I am.
But calling me “sweetheart” and “honey” was angering me over a
period of time.

While I was jointing the masonry work, in a
manner in which I had been instructed as to how it is done, Ron
Tanner stepped over to me and snarled that it had to be done
another way. Ron said this way first and that way next, which made
little sense to me. I had already learned everyone had their way of
doing things, and if you listened to one person’s ideas the next
person would correct you for doing it that way. Well before I was
going to do anything, I figured I should get Ron to explain the
rational behind his brusque demands. So I asked him, “Why do you do
it that way?” He responded with snarling anger, “Because I said
so!”

That kind of reasoning was just not good
enough for me, since it explained nothing. I also sensed this was
just some crazy redneck antic of Ron trying to be some kind of
alpha male thing. Well I was finished with this kind of stuff from
this redneck clown. I decided it was time for a showdown on the
spot, to test him, and see if he had anything to back this game he
played or if he was all hot air. So I got really angry acting and
cursed him all kinds of names I would never say now. I told him how
low and stupid he was and on and on throwing in some ultimatums
about the “Sweetheart” and “Honey” terms he used toward me. I made
it clear to him he wasn’t my boss. I was ready for a fight right
then and there. I was trying to get Ron fighting mad and get him to
make a move. He was angry, but to my surprise, he said nothing else
and just turned and walked away. Just as I figured, all bark and no
bite once the bully was called face to face.

Later on in the day it came time to take a
lunch break. Rex and I decided to go some place to get lunch, and
we both got into his really nice car. We sat there waiting for Ike
to join us. As we waited for Ike, Ron Tanner came walking toward us
on my side of the car. I had my window down and so he walked near
and said, “Hey Bryson”. I turned toward him to say “What?” just in
time to meet a leather gloved fist which landed on my nose with a
lot of power and crunchy sounds. The blood flew from nose, and the
blow had crushed my septum. But my mind was sharp and I never feel
pain. I was far from beaten by this ambush from the likes of this
weak minded redneck. He tried to hit me immediately again, but I
had instantly done a boxing style face cover and Ron pounded my
forearms a few times in utter futility to punch my face.

His next tactic was to try to drag my head
out of the car so he could beat on me unhindered. He had grabbed my
hair and started pulling my head through the car window. That was
fine with me because I didn’t want to be in the car. So instead of
resisting his pull, I went with him and used my feet to push myself
right out of the car window. I nearly tore the side mirror off of
poor Rex's sweet ride going out the window. Just then, the nature
call I had intended to take on lunch break, called for me and I
defecated my pants. That got me mad!

I was out of Rex's car before Ron knew what
to do next. He never got another chance to swing his fist. I hit
the ground on my feet and stepped into the fight with a rush
bringing my charge chest to chest with Ron. Even though the man was
larger and heavier, and in prime manhood, he hadn’t known the
strength of the young man he assaulted. Under all those bulky work
clothes were muscles, he had never seen.

I rushed Ron with my body low in order to
lift him when we met. A man up in the air has no balance and can’t
fight. As I met his chest I lifted my chest beneath his, swinging
my right arm under his left and executed a very swift and strong
pancake maneuver sending him up and over my left shoulder as I
flung him down face first into the ground. It’s an old wrestling
move which I had used once before on a very friendly workout
partner, resulting in an accidental broken leg.

There Ron laid flat faced down on the ground
before he could even understand what was happening. He was thrown
like a rag doll and he never had a chance to get back to his feet.
I straddled his back, pulled his head back with my strong right arm
like a vise and had him hamstrung and helpless in mere seconds. I
intended to stretch him into a backwards bend and make it hurt. I
intended to cut off his air at the same time. My grip under his
chin was so strong he could neither open his mouth nor scream. I
could have punished him in this manner for a good long time until
he passed out or I became satiated.

But cruelty was in my heart and I was intent
on torturing him. I took my free left hand and poked my finger deep
into his left eye socket and reached behind his eye and slowly and
cruelly started pulling out his eye. It was horrifying torture for
Ron. Every nerve of his body began shuddering. As I pulled his eye
outward, there was the horrified scream of agony and terror coming
from Ron; not out of his mouth, but muffled out of his nose, since
I had his jaws clamped shut with my right arm.

Maybe he was calling on God in his heart. I
don’t know. But a man having his eye extracted while he is
helpless, would be prone too call on God. All I know is that in an
instant, there was a deep identification with Ron that I felt. All
of the sudden, I put myself in his place. I felt pity for him. He
was hurting, helpless, terrified and screaming out of his nose as
his eye was being pulled out.

I suspect God was reasoning with me at that
moment. God does things like that; plants impressions into us
causing us to think things and feel things; even forget things or
fail to think of things. God is a master of controlling and
altering our perceptions. All I know is I suddenly felt deep
compassion for Ron and the feeling was profoundly irresistible. I
had him defeated; that was good enough. There was no need to
torture him or blind him. Why did I feel compassion just at the
moment I was about to blind him forever?

I couldn’t help myself. I took my finger out
of Ron's eye, released my grip around his throat and chin and then
started letting him rise under my weight which I slowly raised off
of him. As soon as I let him free, he scrambled away and grabbed a
piece of brick laying beside him and spun around screaming “Get
away from me!” He was holding the brick bat up threateningly, as if
to throw it in defense if he had too.

So there Ron was: A beaten and terrified
redneck still afraid of another manhandling. I was calmly looking
at him, not even bothering to respond to the threatening brick in
his hand. Some of the men now intervened and the fight was over. I
went back to the car with Rex and told him I needed to clean up. My
nose bled pretty badly from the sucker punch and I had soiled
pants. Rex took me home and I was fired from the job. But the men
and family of Ron Tanner finally saw Ron get beaten badly in a
fight. Ron had a reputation as a bully and I suspect the men all
kind of liked the humbling he got.

So why am I even telling you about all this
violence and wickedness? It’s because being a redneck is cultural
insanity. Also because of the questions that have resided in my
heart all these years: Why did I feel such overwhelming compassion?
Did God extend mercy to me, because I gave mercy? Did God intervene
by telepathically pleading into my mind, reasoning with me, to
prevent my act of cruelty? Was I responding to some deeply
implanted instruction from God in those moments of conflict, to
identify with the man I was about to blind? Did God bless me
because I had mercy on the eye sight of another, and so God
reciprocally granted me more sight than others? Did the broken
septum in my nose affect my brain?

The day’s accomplishments: One broken nose,
one defeated redneck, one act of mercy, one gigantic reputation,
and one lost job.

Speaking of getting fired, Pharaoh shouldn’t
have done that to be fair to me. But he needed Ron to lay blocks
more than he needed a green helper. Pharaoh never did me any good
whatsoever even though he seemed to want to be a mentor figure to
me. He was all the time interested in telling me his homey values
and ideas that seemed like clever common sense to him. The only
lessons I ever learned from Pharaoh were lessons in hardness and
cruel disregard for ones fellow man, exploiting him for profit.
Later on, a man died on another jobsite Pharaoh’s company had the
masonry contract for. He died of heat exhaustion. I knew the score
though. Pharaoh and company had pushed the man too hard like they
always did everyone; as if the workers’ humanity was a trivial
concern. They loved pushing for too much work as if it were a
virtue.

Pharaoh had money, a fine house, and the
dignity of being perceived as an accomplished and capable man.
Pharaoh had nothing I wanted to emulate, although seeing his
success at masonry caused me to be deluded into thinking there
might be prosperity in it for me. I didn’t want him for a friend. I
saw no virtues to imitate. I had no trust of him for my benefit. I
didn’t have any use for his hard and proud type. Pharaoh was pride
incarnate defending itself against feelings of inadequacy and
insecurity at an elderly age. He was still proving his worth to
himself, covering his feelings of inadequacy compared to others,
leaving victims in his wake as his twisted concepts of virtue were
accomplished. He was toxic despite his dignified demeanor.

His son Rex, had a reputation as living poor,
not working, drinking, pot smoking, being undependable and
generally suspicious. But Rex has a heart of gold and I still
consider him a friend.






 “Inquiring of Ike”

I’ve mentioned Ike’s name already and you’ve
probably already figured he’s a friend of mine and Rex’s. But Ike
Brusher is an enigmatic and very uncommon individual. There is no
way to start describing Ike except to begin with his appearance,
which is the first impression everyone got when they encountered
him. Ike looked really dangerous.

Ike was tall and lean with some lanky
muscularity, a white country boy with course curly brown hair. But
the thing that made the greatest impression was his face. By no
means was Ike either handsome or ugly. He was ordinary. It was his
eyes. He had dangerous eyes. He never glared or sneered, or made
angry faces to intimidate. It was just his natural look that his
eyes lacked any fear or tenderness in them. Despite the smug grin
Ike wore incessantly, those eyes told the story by themselves of
who Ike was. His eyes said he was a loner by nature, strong and
dangerous, and not to be messed with. Young rednecks who liked to
mess with people and act with bravado, became tame dogs around Ike.
Ike quietly owned the space around himself and people tended to
respect it. Ike’s hairline was slightly higher than average and
this tended to make his natural afro hair style seem to be situated
slightly toward the back of his head. This only made those eyes all
the more noticeable. Ike tended to have a pleased grin on his face
all the time as if he knew something. I always thought there was
something very snake like about Ike’s eyes and about Ike in
general. A missing front tooth and his backset hairstyle added to
the impression. He seemed like a snake turned into a man to me.

But for all his dangerous appearance, Ike was
always friendly to me. He was actually a closer friend to Rex than
he was to me. Like Rex, Ike was several years older than me in his
mid twenties. But we both were Rex’s friends so we ended up hanging
out together with Rex. Over the years I gradually knew Ike a little
better. But knowing Ike was difficult since he didn’t talk about
himself much and was secretive. You always wondered what in the
world this guy had been into. Occasionally I did venture to ask him
a few personal questions about himself. Ike maintained a personal
wall though, and his answers to my questions about him, were often
more mystifying than not. Ike created the strong impression that he
didn’t want you asking questions. So for the most part I left Ike
to his privacy. For me to speculate about how Ike came to be as he
was, would amount to saying something untrue, since I can’t say
that I know.

In all the years I never actually saw Ike
misbehave toward another person. No fights, no abuse or anything.
He simply left people alone. So despite his appearance, he was
peaceable in a dangerous looking sort of way, if you can imagine
it. Maybe it was his evil look that brought Ike’s peace to him,
because nobody wanted to cross such an intimidating looking
fellow.

But there were secrets to Ike and his
existence. Secrets that in my stating them outright, are hard to
believe. What wasn’t a secret about Ike was the jovial mood he got
into when he had enough beer, enough marijuana or some other drugs,
which he really loved. This much, Ike let you see about him. But
Ike’s real secret was that he knew things ordinary people just
don’t know. Ike wasn’t just knowing, but living in the secrets of
an unseen reality beyond this world. How Ike came to be this way I
have no idea, and Ike would never say.

Once about a year before my strange
experiences began, I was at Rex’s house and Ike was there at the
kitchen table, indulging in pot, whiskey, beer and valiums. He was
getting stoned, drunk and high, and really laying it on. I was more
interested in playing guitar and sat in the den right next to the
kitchen, where Ike was sitting at the table. He was really enjoying
himself and looked euphorically happy in a sagging sort of stupor.
I wondered about his judgment at getting so intoxicated.

Ike decided to get up and go into the living
room. He was so intoxicated that he could barely walk as he
stumbled through the den toward the living room. The floor of the
living room was elevated about a foot above the den floor at the
doorway. As Ike came to the steps going up to the living room, he
missed them and stumbled forward falling through the doorway into
the living room.

Something really weird happened to Ike as he
fell. Of course, he couldn’t catch himself from the fall because he
was so intoxicated. As Ike fell face forward through the doorway,
he stopped in mid air for a second or two, then fell about a foot
or so and stopped again. Then he fell another little bit and
stopped again. This repeated several times as Ike fell in stop slow
motion all the way to the living room floor where he settled as
gently as a feather. This gravity defying headlong journey to the
floor was insane! I watched the whole thing and it amazed me! Once
Ike was lying on the floor and I saw that he was alright, I burst
out yelling, “Did you see that! Ike just fell in slow motion!”

Rex hadn’t seen Ike’s fall. But Ike recalled
it and talked to Rex about it a few times with some great amusement
in his face as he described how it felt. He really enjoyed
emphasizing how he couldn’t do anything to stop from falling face
forward, until the floor came up and gave him a nice warm gentle
hug! It didn’t hurt the story a bit that I backed up Ike’s version
of it to Rex.

What I had immediately conjectured to myself,
was that Ike had some kind of invisible friends who were catching
him as he fell, letting him down easily, and protecting him. I
didn’t know what they were, but speculated this sinner might have
angels or something. Or maybe the things breaking his fall were not
angels at all, but maybe some kind of beings more mutual to Ike’s
aura of dangerousness.

It’s strange where you will hear true things
that nobody else can tell you about. This was the case one evening
with Ike and me. Rex had moved into his father’s house to keep an
eye on it while Pharaoh had gone to South America on an extended
holiday. It was still winter of early 1978, and it was a dark and
cloudy evening. I drove up the silent road to where it dead ends at
the turn around, and parked facing the driveway entrance of
Pharaoh’s house. I saw that Rex wasn’t there, so I parked to wait
for him to return. I figured he was on an errand to get some beer.
Shortly, Ike also pulled up and parked. Ike was driving a big old
white international pickup truck that he had borrowed from a
slavish friend of his name Kerry Legion. I went over to the truck
and climbed in so we could visit while we both waited for Rex.

The idea that Ike resembled to a snake turned
into a man to me, was food for my thoughts and imagination. In
fact, I had played with the idea that the spirits or traits of
certain creatures were part of the personality makeup of people. I
know this idea is silly and wrong now; since we are all created in
God’s image. But the last thing on my mind at that time was basic
religious doctrine.

As Ike and I sat there in the dark, I
ventured to ask some personal questions from Ike despite what
response I expected to get from him. I was feeling the apprehension
that I may be about to tread on private ground, but I began at any
rate and asked Ike the question, “Ike, if you were some kind of
animal, what kind of animal would you be?” I’ll never forget the
smile that came over Ike’s face as he quickly answered, “A Dragon!”
I thought to myself, that a dragon is just a glorified snake, and
felt vindicated in my assessment of Ike. I responded with the
question, “A dragon?”

Ike continued, “Yes a dragon. Dragons are
real. If you look in the Bible, it talks about dragons. People read
the Bible all the time but they don’t understand what they’re
reading about. There’re lots of things in the Bible that are real,
but people don’t understand it. But if you read the Bible you will
see there are dragons in it.”

So I thought maybe the spirit of Ike is a
dragon turned into a man. Well that’s a bit more uppity than a mere
snake. But if that’s what Ike wanted, it was fine with me. I was
also intrigued by this dangerous seeming fellow who was anything
but a saint, resorting immediately to the Bible.

The conversation was now spiritual, so that
was the direction we continued. I asked Ike, “Can you see a
dragon?” emphasizing subtly the word “see”. The reason I emphasized
the word “see” was because I had been reading about the Indian
Bujeros, who used the word translated as “see”, in the sense that
they could perceive the mystical realms and spiritual entities.
Somehow Ike understood exactly what I meant.

He answered, “You might see a dragon one day,
or you might never see one. But they exist. There are lots of
things that exist that people can’t see. I’m not trying to prove
anything or teach. I’m just telling you.”

“Ike, the Indian Bujeros use all kinds of
drugs to open their perceptions to see things. Do you do anything
like that?”

“That’s one way of doing it. It’s not the
only way.” Ike answered.

“It’s not the only way? What other ways are
there?”

Ike replied, “There are other ways. See I’m
occult. Not “cult”, like people think of a religious cult. But
“occult” which means hidden. I’m hidden. Like I said, I don’t teach
people or try to prove anything. But I’m occult. I’m not the only
one and you’ve met others, but you didn’t know it.”

After all this time of knowing Ike, this was
the first time he ever opened up even a little bit, and all my
suppositions about him were nearly right on. I had often envisioned
him being part of some secret traditions hidden in the sticks of
Tennessee for generations. No wonder he’s so different from other
people. I was intrigued by the idea that I was around people who
were occult and I didn’t know it. The occult exist even though it
is hidden from sight. Other hidden things exist, such as things in
the Bible, was also Ike's point. But it went over my head since I
was now more intrigued by the illustration than the point he was
making.

I asked Ike, “Who were the other ones”

He replied, “I can’t say. But if you watch
for them you can find them.”

I asked, “What do I watch for?”

“I don’t know how to tell you. You just watch
for them and you’ll spot them.”

“How many have I met?” I asked.

“You’ve met several that I know of. There are
others you haven’t met.”

“How many occult people do you know,
Ike?”

Ike answered, “About eighty”.

Now I was really getting curious. I decided
to start spotting these folks and the idea of a hunt was very
interesting. The idea of being an occult person sounded pretty
unattractive to me. But spotting them sounded like fun.

So I asked, “So being an occultist is another
way to see, Ike?”

Ike, “It’s just one way. There is no single
way.”

I asked, “What are you wanting to see?”

Ike smiled hugely again with a knowing
expression and said, “Astral bodies!”

I asked, “Astral bodies?”

Ike continued, “Astral means star. I want to
see star bodies. Star bodies are in the Bible too, but people don’t
understand it when they read it. They just read right past them and
never understand what they’ve just read.”

I asked Ike, “Have you ever seen astral
bodies?”

Ike answered, “Once I was at my mother’s
house and I had taken a lot of PCP. I got so high I sat down in a
chair in her living room. The whole room filled up with what looked
like snow.”

“You were seeing astral bodies, Ike?”

“Like I said, Bryson, the room looked like it
was filled with snow”

Now I pictured that in my mind. I could see a
severely intoxicated Ike sitting in a simple chair in a well lit
room, with a virtual snowstorm of astral bodies whipping about him.
I also noticed that Ike didn’t mind creating the doubts for me
about the truth of his perceptions. He made it far too easy to say
it was just a drug induced state. Yet he was telling it as if he
had seen astral bodies. Why did he emphasize describing it like
“snow”?

The conclusion was mine to make and he left
it up to me. Ike simply didn’t mind if I believed him or not. Maybe
that’s the way the occult stays hidden; is that they create a lack
of credibility about themselves. Thus a person wanting to find the
occultist, can find them, and a person not wanting them, would deny
they exist. To find them you would have to surmise they exist, and
then proceed as if they do. This mode of offering deniability was
apparent to me immediately. Oh that’s tricky! Little could I
understand just exactly what was true in Ike’s words, or the
ramifications of those truths. Spiritual matters seemed curious,
yet trivial to me. I perceived no ramifications. But I did think
about maybe reading the Bible some, to find those hidden things,
“that people don’t understand”, that Ike kept referring to.

Was Ike always full of truths? I have no
idea. I learned a few more things about him through some
experiences I suffered, in which he was involved. But the honest
thing to say about Ike is that he is still an enigma to me. I would
still be wary of him to this day. Not in the fear sense of wary,
but in the fact that I know he’s in two worlds at once and he is
very conscious of it. Yet he doesn’t seem to care or mind. To me,
his allegiance simply doesn’t overtly seem to be with God, and that
gives me a wary feeling. There is just something very different
about Ike. It plays on the imagination to ponder what exactly makes
Ike so different from other people.







“Root Fiber”

It was this winter time of year that I also
decided to try my hand at concocting a batch of a hallucinogenic
drug. A common weed in the area was hearty enough to remain
standing through the winter and several stalks of it were handy,
though it had died the previous fall.

But what the hey! It seemed like a great
experiment to see if I could get a batch of extract from it and
delve into the altered states of consciousness idea. I now realize
this is about a stupid idea of course. But what is being a youth
but being stupid in the extreme, like I was about to be?

I went into a field and grabbed one of the
stalks of the weed and pulled it up by the root which was still
strong and moist without any spoilage. I cut the thick root away
from the rest of the plant, washed it really well and proceeded to
the next step. I fashioned a make shift mortis and pestle and
really tore into that tough old root with some good energy. I was
having fun now. Finally, I got it all mashed to smithereens and
started soaking it in water. I waited for the prescribed amount of
time and then tried to strain the fiber from the water. Then I let
the fluid settle until the heavy stuff went down and the water on
top cleared. I poured off the water on the top carefully to avoid
losing the settled part. After a few repeats of these steps the
final part was to let the remaining water evaporate and hopefully
end up with the perfect goo.

Well after waiting for a few days it finally
dried completely out and it wasn’t goo at all. Instead it was a
batch of caked up tan stuff that crumbled to dust when it was
handled. And handling it was tricky because the air tended to blow
it away. But I managed to collect a small amount and put it into a
pill bottle and thought about whether I should try the stuff or
not. Of course I should! That’s how stupid I was in those days.

I got a glass, which was actually a Bama
Jelly jar, and filled it about two thirds with water. Then I got
the pill bottle and went outside in the bright winter noon sun on
the south side of the house. I decided to try about a teaspoon of
my failed goo powder. I spooned it into the glass of water and got
an immediate surprise when I observed it. Instead of dissolving
into the water, it tenaciously floated on top of the water like
shredded Styrofoam. I couldn’t get anything about the stuff to mix
in with the water.

I realized that I had concocted a perfect
batch of dry woody root fiber. Hmm! Not much potential there!

My next decision was to try to salvage the
situation. I had to improvise and try drinking some of the water
with this waterproof batch of dust bunny fiber floating repellently
on top of it. Hmmm, I’d have to gape open my mouth while I poured
the stuff in and hope some of the fiber would go in with the water.
I sure would look silly, but nobody’s watching. I opened my mouth
wide open and threw my head back as I slowly poured the concoction
into my mouth. I was carefully attempting to pour just the surface
water and the fiber bunnies into my mouth. I must have looked like
a fool with a mouth full of water and a wet chin where excess water
had squirted from my mouth when I tried to close it to swallow. I
did manage to get some root fiber in my overfilled mouth. It wasn’t
a great sensation to have something like pure water repellent dust
bunnies getting all over your mouth and between your teeth.
Swallowing it seemed to be pretty chancy too, since even a little
bit carried the risk of severely choking on it. Needless to say, I
was taking this final step a little slowly and thoughtfully as I
concentrated on not choking.

I only managed to swallow a minute amount of
the dusty root powder. The futility of this whole exercise was
setting in and so I gave up trying to take anymore. I poured out
the water with the bulk of the root fiber still floating on top.
But I did get a little bit in me. I wondered if I’d feel anything!
So I waited. After several hours it was obvious I must have done
something wrong, I never felt a thing! Well maybe it’s more
mystical, than it is an actual drug trip. Maybe the ritual of using
it with that intent, will allow me to have altered perceptions.

So I stored the rest of pill bottle’s root
fiber away and basically forgot about the stuff. But I would later
be reminded of it. A person gives account of his words and
actions.






 “It’s Called Opium”

Gradually my nose healed up with the septum
twisted just enough to inhibit breathing on my right nostril a
little bit. Other than that, life was really good having my first
springtime free from the bondages of school. My old car was running
well and was still very fast. I spent my time running around the
lake and visiting friends. I had access to marijuana and regularly
enjoyed it.

In my conversation with Ike, I had managed to
reinforce my idea that people were like the embodiment of animal
archetypes. Ike probably didn’t intend that, but his unusual
enjoyment of the idea, spoke to me. I began experimenting with the
idea, and thought about each person that I met or knew and tried to
ascribe what animal type they were. Rex was a dog of course. Vashti
was also a dog. Janice was a cat, Ike was a dragon. I did this with
everyone. In conversing or being involved with somebody, I didn’t
direct my words and actions to them at simple face value. I
directed my expressions to the animal archetypes I saw in that
person. It was a wonderful delusion which set up some very
interesting dynamics. In a strange way it seemed profound to see
them as personality archetypes, because they became somewhat
predictable and their responses were no longer a surprise to me. I
didn’t let people know how I was thinking about them, and how I was
experimenting with how they related. I just carried on with
observing and experimenting.

I was also watching for “occultist”, to
challenge myself and see if I could spot them. I used the buzzwords
“see” or “seen” since Ike seemed to have understood me. If somebody
seemed to respond to those words in an unusual manner, they might
think I’m one of them and open up to me. The funny thing is that
the buzzwords actually worked on several people. But most people
never had any notice of my use of the terms.

One example of it provoking an unusual
response was when I was at a market that all my friends stopped in
at. There came driving up another mysterious old country boy named
William Hinton. I had known William since elementary school days.
He was a carl of a boy, robust and strong, quiet and gentle. His
skin was white, but his hair was black. The thing that was really
impressive to me was that William had always had unusual strength,
even as a boy. There was something mysterious about all his
strength. As boys, three of us could all climb on William and he
would walk around bearing all our weight. We were amazed since none
of us could even piggy back more than one of our pals. William had
grown into a big stocky young man and was still quiet and deep
behind his black eyes.

On this day, William got out of his car at
the market and I hailed him as I walked toward him. I said
“William! I ain’t seen you, in a long time!” He immediately paused
with a twitch. He noticeable went deep into thinking about
something for a second or two and he was really quiet and serious.
Then he faced me with a very serious look on his face. I was the
kind of look that says, “I’m not playing”. He purposefully fixed my
gaze and looked me sternly and searchingly right into my eyes.
Those dark eyes of his were telling me this was serious. I stood
there smiling back at him and he slowly spoke these words: “It’s
called opium”. I had absolutely no idea what William meant by that.
But I didn't want him to see that I was an ignoramus, so I
responded, “Sure William”.

I knew that my buzzwords got some kind of
reaction out of William. But his response was kind of strange. What
did he mean by, “It’s called Opium”? Was he saying he had opium? Or
was this a secret euphemism used by some occult group? Maybe
William was completely aware of my façade and knew I was messing in
things I knew nothing about. Maybe he was meaning something like
religion being the “opium of the people”, and he was warning me
that I was in danger of the opium effects of some strange spiritual
natures. William was too deep for me, so I just left it alone. I
figured William’s animal type was a wise old gorilla; strong,
gentle and knowing.

I was becoming convinced that a lot of people
knew about something I wasn’t hip to. My imagination was beginning
to work overtime. Another wonderful thing about this very early
spring time was how much it made me feel natural. I mean, I felt
like I was bonded to the earth and part of it. I was an earth being
in my mind, completely at home in this paradise. I felt
wonderful.






 “Into the Mirror”

There is some technical term for the act of
crystal gazing, looking into gems, pools of water, mirrors and
crystal balls. But I can’t recall it just now. These types of
things are condemnable and open doors to deceptions and
delusions.

Nevertheless, I wasn’t a young man of faith
or consideration of those types of things. I was just playing
around. One dark evening I decided to try to “see”. I was sitting
in my room on the side of my bed thinking about how to “see”. I
decided to just look and see if anything broke through to my
perceptions. I wanted something to steady my gaze upon, and the
first thing I spotted was my own face in the mirror. So I began to
stare at myself, and decided the reflection of my right eye was a
good point to focus on.

I sat there staring at my right eye intently
trying to see beyond this realm, when something did begin to
happen. As I watched, there began to emerge another face right
beside mine and overlapping mine. The place where I was watching my
own right eye reflection became the opposite eye for the face
forming in the mirror. I was intrigued and my focus on the figure
became clearer and clearer. As I looked, the black face that formed
seemed to be that of a rather gorilla looking thing. Immediately I
thought of the animal archetypes and the gorilla like image made
some sense to me as my own archetype. But I really don’t think any
longer it was a gorilla that I saw. I now think it was just an evil
spirit with deception in its ways.

The body has its own natural actions which
are not really conscious things we decide to do. Some of them are
just automatic or instinctive. In some way, I theorize, this gives
us an advantage over spiritual beings which cannot predict or
perceive certain actions we do, which we don’t consciously think of
for them to hear. I could be wrong about that, but my experiences
suggest instinctive things we do, take spirits off guard. Such is
how the case seemed in the next few moments between me and this
dark spirit.

As I was starring into the mirror, my eyes
instinctively and involuntarily averted away and I instantly
glanced to the window of my room, which was beside the mirror. I
was instantly fixed upon the appearance of a huge ink black figure
standing in my window looking in at me. It seemed remotely human
like as a figure silhouetted there. But it was ink black and huge!
As I fixed my gaze instantly upon it, the figure jumped visibly as
if startled that I was seeing it. Then as I watched, it seemed to
have a resignation to the fact that I was seeing it, and moved
shyly and silently aside out of my window.

What was that thing, I wondered? Was it some
kind of big ape spirit or was it some kind of malevolent entity as
the ink blackness of it suggest to me? Why was it spying on me? I
figured it was that being, whatever thing it was, which was
projecting the image of its face into the mirror for me to see. All
of it seemed like some kind of spiritual prank. I trusted none of
it. But the suggestion of a gorilla archetype did stick with me for
awhile. It led to more strange experiences.

Stay away from anything but God. All this
spirit stuff is open season on your soul for spiritual predators.
Turn to God, not liars. But through this event the animal
archetypes paradigm was being further reinforced to me, and I was
falling for it. The gorilla, I thought was my own archetype.






 “Animal Archetypes”

One early spring day I decided to drop in on
Janice McKay and her sister Daisy. They were pretty good friends
who always enjoyed me dropping in. It was early in the day,
probably around noon when I showed up. Janice as usual was itching
to do something instead of just sitting around being “bored”.
Janice was the driving force between these two, and Daisy just kind
of went with the flow of things. So after we thought about it for
awhile, we figured that a pretty day that wasn’t chilly should be
spent at Cooks Recreation area on the lake. So we drove up there
and generally clowned around, acted silly and laughed a lot.

But leave it to me to bring up the subject of
my latest curiosities. I asked them what kind of animals they would
be. Of course Janice piped right up with an enthusiastic, “I’m a
cat!” To which we all agreed she was definitely a cat. Daisy was a
bit tougher and I think we decided she was some kind of dog. A lot
of laughing and poking fun ensued and then I told them to guess my
type. Janice suggested a bear and Daisy sort of agreed. But I led
them to the gorilla archetype and they got a big laugh out of that.
Janice exclaimed, “Yeh Bryson, You sure are a monkey!” Such
laughing was going on since girls just love to tease me. Janice
challenged me to be a gorilla, “Act like a gorilla!” So I did.

I began to subvert my humanity and take on a
gorilla. Calmly, placidly I moved and I could feel that I was a
gorilla. The feeling became stronger and I was losing myself in the
transformation as I moved easily and observed. Suddenly both of
Janice and Daisy were squealing and exclaiming remarks. They
started begging me to stop! “He’s really turning into a gorilla!”
They both became scared and they were calling earnestly for me to
stop. Realizing I was a convincing actor to them, I certainly
didn’t want to frighten them. I stopped and just laughed at them.
But they were still in shock and both were saying to each other and
to me, “You really turned into a gorilla!” “He became a gorilla!”
They weren’t funning anymore; they had actually been
frightened.

Of course after this event, my transformation
into a gorilla was the topic of choice for Janice to all my other
friends, with Daisy attesting to the truth of it all. I soon
realized that the mindsets among certain of my friends, was to take
this seriously enough to act upon it, which they did.

A friend of mine named Van, heard all the
details from Janice and Daisy, and he came looking for me within a
couple of days. Of course I was easy to find and Van met me at the
market where we all liked to pit stop. He was in a good mood and
seemed to have some plans of some kind. He suggested I jump in his
car and we could go for a ride. Van was being sort of insistent
with me in a way that suggested he had some expectations of
excitement. He told me that he had somebody he wanted me to meet. I
asked who, but all he would say is that it’s a girl. Did I know
her? Why do you want me to meet her? He was just reassuring but
gave no reasons and told me that I had never met her. Well an
adventure waited for my curiosity, so away we rode!

Surprisingly, Van drove us into a
neighborhood that I knew of, but it certainly wasn’t a place I went
to. It was a place called Tulip Grove. Van drove to a house and
pulled in the driveway. Now I was mystified about what was going
on. Van told me to come on, and led the way to the front door and
knocked. The door opened and there was a young dark haired girl
greeting us with quiet placid expectation. She immediately invited
us inside in a quiet way, and led us to the den. She and Van talked
like comfortable old friends, though I had never ever seen her with
Van. We were introduced, and she looked at me freely without self
consciousness. I sensed both approval and a question in her eyes.
Not just any question, but the “Are you my man?” question. I
realized I was being looked at as a potential boyfriend by this
young girl who had obviously been expecting us. But why was she
interested in me? Why were we being matched up like this?

As I watched her easy relaxed body language,
her thin extra feminine frame, I had to admit this quiet girl was
very attractive. She had the fair skin, the long dark hair, pretty
eyes and something about her that was a little strange. There was
an aura about her that was subtly apparent, but undeniably there.
She had the subtleties of a gorilla like aura in her features. Far
from grotesque, she was actually very fine boned and pretty. Yet
the aura was like a subtle spice. When she looked at me it was
soulful. This young girl wanted to know if I was interested in
her.

The whole situation took me completely off
guard. I simply was not ready to be paired off according to being a
gorilla type. I didn’t like this set up. She may have been a
wonderful girl, but I never took the time to find out and refused
to be interested. After a bit Van excused us and we left. On the
ride back, Van was enthusiastically prodding me about what I
thought of her. Did I like her? Do you think she’s pretty? She’s
interested in you! I had little to comment about her. I was
actually kind of surprised that people could take this archetype
thing this far.

I also began to wonder just who all was in on
this stuff? Did everyone know about this, including pretty young
girls who want to be like animal mates? Am I the last person to
catch onto this stuff? I was beginning to have a shift in how I
perceived people. I perceived them as either knowing, or not
knowing. So far a lot of subtle people seem to be in the knowing
group. It seemed that Van was in. Or if he wasn’t, he just seemed
to be able to play along well with a game like situation of animal
archetypes.

But when Van said “I have somebody I want you
to meet”, the phrase stood out to me.

It became a catch phrase that I soon heard
over and over from many strangers, always said in exactly the same
way.






 “She Calls Herself a Vampire”

Johnny Prescott came over to my house and we
went for a ride in my old Buick at about dusk. While we rode along,
Johnny decided he wanted to go visit a girl he was interested in
named Amy. We arrived at the Amy’s house which was in Madison TN,
and she was there with her friend. I met her friend, Tina, and
invited her to go for a drive. We rode around aimlessly and talked.
The only thing I can really recall about our conversation is the
strange thing Tina told me about herself.

As I was driving slowly along, Tina seemed to
have something on her mind. She acted like she wanted to say
something, but was hesitating like she was a bit uptight about
saying what was on her mind. I gently encouraged her to just go
ahead and tell me what she was hesitating to say. Tina said softly,
"I'm a vampire”. This struck me as very odd and I asked her what
she meant. I wondered if Tina meant she was saying she was a
prostitute, or if she meant she was a vampire in the monster sense.
Or was she part of some other strange occult subculture, or was she
deluded? After I asked her what she meant, Tina hesitated and then
replied, “Never mind. I don’t know why I even said it.”

Tina certainly was an ordinary looking girl
with no outstanding features such as the silly Gothic styles that
have become popular for adult children who fancy themselves as dark
death loving types. Tina was just a regular girl. She certainly had
no aura of prostitution about her and she was young. I couldn’t
believe this about her. She didn’t seem insane or deluded and
mostly seemed to talk in the ordinary manner of any young girl. I
wondered sincerely if Tina was a vampire of some type. At this
point of events, I was ready to believe anything was possible. But
she seemed so ordinary and wasn’t outlandish in any manner. It was
just her strange claim which she refused to elaborate on. It was
like Tina had felt compelled to warn me about something. It was a
bit unnerving.

Before I had a chance to take Tina back to
the house where Johnny and Amy were, this girl managed to scratch
me just enough to make me bleed a tiny bit. I’m not even sure Tina
had been aware of it and it seemed accidental. Yet in my mind it
could have been some crazy predation for blood that was carried out
in a most nonchalant manner. I didn’t even bother to mention the
scratch since it was so minor it didn’t rationally seem to
matter.

I dropped Tina back off at Amy’s house and
Johnny and I left. I had no interest in going back there ever
again. But the thought of this young girl’s claim bothered me, and
I simply couldn’t understand why a girl would say that about
herself. The seed was planted in my mind and the idea of a vampire
culture’s existence would be no more outlandish than the occult
group I was encountering. Though confusing, I resorted to my mode
of surmising a vampire subculture could be true, and waited for it
to manifest itself if this were the case. Otherwise I simply
wouldn’t know if it existed or not.

Another possibility in my mind is that Tina
had the impulse to say something like that, because something else
unseen was making her say it. This seemed plausible to me and would
explain why she didn’t elaborate. Tina couldn’t elaborate, because
she didn’t know why she said she was a vampire. But that would mean
that some telepathic entity existed and was making claims of
vampires’ existence, by implanting the thought into Tina's mind. Or
maybe Tina was being forced to say it under duress. On the other
hand, Tina did seem to have the attitude that she was confessing
something as if to forewarn me. I just don't know what was going on
inside her mind. But it was strange.

Could there be such a thing as vampires? The
claim was certainly outside the boundaries of the animal archetypes
or the subculture of the occult. If this were the case, it was
repulsive, and seemed to be just another prong of some profane and
repulsive spiritual agency.

I suppose I really wasn’t the only person
confused about the nature of my humanity. A lot of people seemed to
believe their humanity reflected the spirits of weird things like
animals, dragons and vampires. Nobody seemed to think about being
created in the image of God.






 “Calling the Wind”

A few days had gone by since the last time I
had dropped in to see Janice and Daisy, so I figured I would drop
in again this weekend. It was early in the day again when I showed
up. Everything was just as before except that this morning was a
bit chilly. But it was a brilliant day and it made the early
springtime hard to ignore.

When I had gone into Janice and Daisy’s
house, we started lamenting that it was a chilly day, but that it
was so pretty it made you want to go outside. I suggested we all go
sit outside on the southeast side of the house and it might be
comfortable. So we gave it a try, and outside we went. We sat
around in the grass, and it was nice out there, despite the chill
in the air. But when a gust of wind came up it was
uncomfortable.

Janice stated that when the wind wasn’t
blowing it was nice, but when the wind kicked up it was cold. She
said she wished she could make the wind stop blowing. I decided to
have a little fun with them since Janice and Daisy were so easy to
tease. I told them that we can make the wind stop blowing. All we
have to do is think about the nice still air and it will happen. It
was a joke of course, because I had noticed the wind would gust
followed in a few moments with a short period of still air. So I
told them to just think about it just as the gust started blowing.
I ceremoniously went into a meditative thinking state while they
watched me. Sure enough the gust died down like it had been doing
all along, and the air became nice and still. Then I smiled and
said, “There you go. The wind is stopped”, as if I had just
accomplished something.

Janice and Daisy were wide eyed with complete
belief in my theatrics. They carried on with many exclamations of
marvel that, “Bryson made the wind stop!” and so on as that. They
were so gullible, and I was really enjoying my prank on these two
girls. As the conversation revolved around, Janice like always,
wanted to zero in on me in some teasing manner. This time she was a
bit serious though. She was freaked out about my prank and gave
some opinion about me not having real feelings and emotions. All
the while she was looking all big eyed into my face as she talked
animatedly. Then she proclaimed, “Look at ole’ Bryson! He’s gone
crazy! Oh my! Just look at his eyes! He’s crazy!” and on and on she
went for a minute or so. I looked at her as she talked and realized
that Janice was really spooked by me again. Again I was irritated
by her being afraid of me. I think Janice saw the hurt in my eyes
even though I tried not to show it, and she dropped the talk about
me being crazy.

I thought her imagination was getting the
best of her. I was a bit offended, even though I wouldn’t normally
have minded the mystique of being thought of as a little crazy for
ego’s sake. But Janice wasn’t joking. She was really spooked, and
this irritated me. I didn’t like being a spooky guy one bit. I’m
all about love, peace and harmony. But here now two visits in a
row, and these girls have been seriously spooked by me just being
playful.

I should have known by now that anything I
did around Janice and Daisy would be heralded far and wide among
all my peers. So now I was gaining a reputation, via Janice and
Daisy, of being able to control the wind; though I was unaware
until later that the news about me was being spread rapidly by
them. But the news fell on the ears of certain persons who again
were interested enough in what they heard about me, to take the
matter seriously. But the interested party wasn’t Van this time.
This time it was Michael.

A few days after my wind prank on Janice and
Daisy, I stopped in at the market, and who drove up shortly but
Michael? He was a friendly acquaintance I had known for years. But
he and I had never gotten any closer than that. But today Michael
had a mission, and I was involved. He was driving has custom van
with its unmistakable markings, so I knew immediately who was
arriving. He parked near the street out in an open area by the pay
phone, got out and came around the front of his van toward where I
was across the parking lot. The next thing I heard was Michael
calling out to me, “Hey Bryson come over here”. Well I wondered
what Michael wanted. He and I usually just passed with “Hi” and
friendly eye contact.

I walk over to where Michael wanted me to
come to, which was away from the others out of hearing distance for
normal conversation. Michael was a bit serious acting but still in
a friendly tone of mood. I had never seen Michael have a serious
tone before, but I kind of liked the manliness of his manners.
Michael in a sort of commanding entreaty said to me, “Let’s step
across the road”. He started that direction like he just expected
me to come along. Well I did follow his lead, because now he had me
flat out curious as to what was on his mind, why he called me away
from the others, and why he wanted to step across the road with me.
So I followed him.

We got across the road and he said, “This is
fine”. Then he directed me to look across the open field to the
tree line on the other side. Michael asked me, “You want to see the
wind?” “Sure!” I said. Michael instructed me, “Look at the tree
tops. Look for the whirlwind. You’ll see it.” So I looked in that
direction but wasn’t sure of what to be spotting for. Then Michael
pointed to an area toward the right in the trees and said, “There
it is right there”. I looked and a wind was twisting the leaves in
the top of one of the trees. He said, “It’s going to move” Then as
Michael pointed, he talked about the location of the whirlwind.
“See it moving through the tree line? It’s moving to those trees
over there.” I followed what he was telling me and saw the whipping
of the leaves move from this location to that location. Michael
said, “Now it’s moving up that way”. I followed his pointed finger
and saw the slow migration of the whirlwind by watching the
different tree leaves being whipped and twisted. Then Michael said,
“It’s seen us! It’s going to come this way! It’ll be here in a few
seconds! Here it comes!” As his anticipation grew, he said with
quiet enthusiasm, “Now!” Sure enough the whirlwind had seemed to
leave the tree line and migrated directly across the open field,
though I couldn’t really follow it as well as Michael. Just when he
said “Now!” a strong gust of wind blew around us and lingered for a
few seconds, and then left.

Michael faced me and said, “Now you’ve seen
the wind”. He looked at me in a sort of appraisal of what I was
thinking. I was thinking this was a pretty good prank and I looked
back at him trying not to show any reaction. We walked back across
the road and I didn’t even have any question for Michael at all. I
figured it was just a prank trick that Michael must have gotten
from the occult circles we obviously both knew people in. So I let
the demonstration pass, with me acting unimpressed for Michael.

Michael had spoken of the wind as if it were
a living entity which would interact with people who got its
attention. I had heard of this kind of thing before. But what was
more interesting to me was the fact that here was this young man
from the sticks, drawing upon this type of idea and making a
demonstration out of it. Obviously Janice had told everyone about
my prank, which she still believed I had really done. And now
Michael had made it a special point to show me this "seeing the
wind" scenario. I was thinking that Michael must also be a part of
the occult circle. Why else would he have gotten so serious about
something like this, to search for me, and then have something in
mind to show me concerning the wind? I think from Michael's
perspective though, he just wanted to let me know I wasn't the only
one who knew something was living in the wind. I never thought
there really was anything alive in the wind. But obviously Michael
sure talked like he thought so. Maybe that talk was just part of
the gag.

By now, I was thinking a lot of people I had
known were stranger and deeper than I had realized. All this seemed
like confirmation of a group of subtle people. I surmised this
thing was generational, and those involved had inherited it from
their own people. I could be wrong though. But it seemed so because
there was none of the contemporary “Hocus Pocus” nonsense going on.
There were no ridiculous spells and silly crystals; none of that
kind of thing. Just strange connections and quick responses to the
news of the things I had been doing around Janice and Daisy. The
responses and demonstrations the underground group made with me,
must have had some motivation. I was just playing around with my
acting and pranks, but the occult responses showed they were taking
me serious. I think they may have considered me to be the
proverbial “loose cannon”, and they were seeing themselves as
coaching me into their ranks, rather than doing the things I was
doing independently of them. Imagine that: An orthodoxy
establishment of the occult! Shee Whiz!






 “His Arm is Revealed”

I had been pondering the mystery of how a
spaceman could be invisible. Ever since I had seen the sign of the
key over Tammy, and realized the manifestation was a statement from
some invisible being, I was really curious about how the being
could manage to keep itself hidden and invisible. I came up with
all kinds of ideas on creating invisibility, but none of them
seemed plausible to me. But I kept on trying to think of some
method the spaceman might be using. I thought of things like the
spaceman bending light around himself. To bend light around himself
could be done in several ways, and I considered several possible
methods. But surely that would leave edge refractions. I thought of
somehow managing to monitor and track the places people were
observing, and then managing to occupy only the places people
weren’t looking. This wouldn’t really be invisible, and would seem
even more difficult than camouflaged invisibility. I came up with
all kinds of ideas as I continued to think about it. But the thing
I didn't believe was that the very nature of the spaceman was an
actual invisible being. I figured that if he didn't use his
technology of some sort, that he would be just as apparent as any
ordinary person.

One midmorning I decided to walk up to the
Site 2 recreation area on the lake. I got my towel and put on my
cutoffs in preparation for swimming. Before long I have arrived at
Site 2, thoughtfully engrossed and pondering on the question of
invisibility. People were everywhere and it was a beautiful sunny
day. But I decided not to go swimming because the water was still a
bit too cold. It was still too early in the spring for the weather
to have warmed the lake enough.

So there I’m sitting on top of a concrete
picnic table top, with my feet on the bench. I’m facing toward the
west and I’m just thinking and thinking about invisibility. A few
yards in front of me there’s a man sitting on a towel in the grass,
with his feet toward me. I’m casually looking toward him as he
raises his left hand and takes a big drink of beer. Just as the man
starts to lower his can from his mouth there appears a disembodied
hand in the midair that is reaching toward the man. The hand is
moving toward the man’s beer and proceeding as if reaching out from
behind an invisible curtain or slit in the air just to the man’s
right, my left. The full reach of it reveals a hand which appears
to be mitted instead of fingered, but with a thumb, and a strong,
long and thick masculine arm. It was a man form for certain. The
whole appearance of the arm was lucid light, the color of lavender
in the main part, with a yellowish aura around its perimeter on all
sides except where the slit in the air was from which the arm was
extended. From the slit in the air, the arm was cleanly cut off
with no aura. Both the lavender and the yellow aura were cleanly
cut off. In the place where the body of the manlike being might
have been, there was nothing to see except the scenery of the park
and the lake in the background. The effect suggested the arm was
reaching from behind a curtain in the material dimension of
reality.

The mitt hand acted as if it took hold of the
hand of the man who was drinking the beer, and then guided the
man’s hand to set the beer down on his left side. Once the can was
set down, the hand and arm of light withdrew itself back into the
virtual slit in the air and no trace of anything being there was
observable.

Now I was very impressed with this
demonstration! My first thought was, “Now that’s invisible!” It was
a great demonstration! The being was obviously right in front of me
and even facing me. Yet I could see nothing of him until he reached
out his hand and arm from behind the veil of invisibility, and
acted as a controlling agent in another man’s activities. Very
impressive invisibility demonstration! Suddenly another thought
occurred to me: “Hey, that thing is showing off!” I liked that! The
being had enough ego that it was willing to be a show off. It was
comforting to think the being and I could relate and understand
each other with our egos. It made him friendly and mutual to
me.

Then I wondered what prompted the being to
show off it at all. Then I realized: Obviously he was listening to
my thoughts! He knew I was thinking about invisibility and decided
to demonstrate his capabilities for me. That thing can hear
thinking! It’s telepathic! The being had made a clear voluntary
choice to respond to my thoughts about invisibility. I decided that
if he can hear my thoughts, I would address him in my thoughts, and
see if the being will talk with me.

“Hello Spaceman!” I thought. “Nice
demonstration. I liked it. It was nice of you to show it to me”.
Impressions started coming to me as if to guide my thoughts about
what I saw, as a teacher would guide. The thing seemed very
friendly and enjoyed company.

So I thought to the being, “What else can you
do? Where is your spaceship?” Suddenly a streak of lightning
crawled across the brilliant clear blue sky directly overhead, and
made a noisy cracking thunder. How curious that lightning would be
in the blue sky! So I figured quickly that the lightning simply
must have come from a cloud somewhere that I hadn’t seen. To figure
it out, I looked in the direction of the source of the lightning,
and saw in the west there was a small brownish cloud from which the
lighting had come. That little cloud must be five miles away! How
could that little cloud send out such a long mighty lightning bolt?
“Oh I get it!” I thought to the spaceman. “Your spaceship just shot
out some lightning and the spaceship is camouflaged in the
cloud!”

Suddenly wind started blowing from the
direction of the little cloud in the west. Coming over the horizon
very swiftly was another huge bank of dark lavender clouds. Swiftly
they came and soon the clouds passed over head with a brisk breeze
filling the park. I half wondered if the spaceman was controlling
the weather. I noticed people started gathering themselves up and
leaving. The impression was coming to me that the people leaving
were the ones the spaceman didn’t want to be there. But other
people were staying, which I assumed meant they were alright to
stay. As the bank of clouds moved over us, there even sprinkled a
few drops of rain, but nothing very hard. The lavender clouds gave
the whole park a shaded calm with no shadows, and the greenery
seemed very bright and lush. Such a pleasant setting the park
became with absolutely comfortable air and no heat of the sun. It
was idyllic like a garden setting by the lake.

Then another demonstration began. There came
a strong whirlwind and it moved slowly around the recreation area
just whipping the tree tops making it easy for me to see where it
was. I thought to the spaceman, “I see! Your ship is invisible, but
you can see where it’s moving by the effect of the wind it’s
stirring up.” As I followed the path of the whirlwind, which I took
to be the wake the ship must be leaving behind, I thought to the
spaceman, “It sure does put out some horsepower!”

It also impressed me how the being used the
normal things, such as clouds and wind, lightning and such, as a
plausible cover for his activities. In other words, it could all
easily be denied, which would itself help the spaceman to remain
hidden. Deniability is the facilitation of that which desires to be
occult. But the whole demonstration was very overt, purposeful, and
intelligently orchestrated just for me.

I was glad I had a truly fantastic friend. I
hoped he would turn me on to all kinds of knowledge and insights. I
even imagined riding in the spaceship! Oh man that would be
awesome!

The people remaining in the park, despite the
threat of rain, I took to be people that the spaceman didn’t mind
being around. Obviously they were distinct as a group in some way I
didn’t recognize or know about.






 “The Bird Nest of Eden”

As things calmed down, I returned my thoughts
to the spaceman with some appreciation for the demonstrations.
“You’ve been hanging around me listening to my thoughts. Are you a
friend? Are you always hanging around?”

Impressions came to me that the being was
indeed hanging around. I thought to the spaceman, “Are you wanting
to hang around me?” The impression came to me that he indeed wanted
to hang around me. So I thought to him, “You’re keeping yourself
invisible, so how will I know when you’re hanging around?” As soon
as I asked the question of him, the sound of a bird pierced the
stillness. It was striking on my ears and the impression was that
like the Indians, he would imitate the birds to signal himself to
me. I thought the sound was distinctive enough to easily recognize;
just a long single note of a bird sound. A simple dialogue followed
with calls meaning “yes”, and no calls meaning “no”.

During this dialogue it was expressed to me
that “Love” is the key to everything, to which I resonated a great
agreement. I believed in love and loving motives were good ones.
This spaceman sure knew how to push all my keys and harmonize.

I thought to the spaceman, “Why are you
hanging around?” The impression came to me which answered my
question, “There is more significance to things than you had
understood”. I looked around at all the things that could be
observed, the park, the trees the colors and the people. Could all
of these things have some hidden significance with which the
spaceman is interacting; like he did when guiding of the man’s hand
to set down the beer?

I looked for an example of something of
subtle significance. Just then, a young juvenile dog came bounding
onto the park parking lot. It was a lean brown thing. Just as I was
looking at the pup, it stopped and defecated right on the parking
lot! It picked the worst spot of all to leave a mess! I laughed out
loud and thought to the spaceman, “What’s the significance of
that?” I seriously doubted there could be real significance to such
a trivial matter as a defecating pup leaving his mess where it
didn’t belong. But then on the other hand, the spaceman is
impressive and sublime. For all I knew he might very well have
orchestrated the event. Maybe the spaceman was comparing me and my
life, to the existence of this young pup that made an inconvenient
mess in the beautiful park.

The being wasn’t finished demonstrating his
abilities to me yet. He was about to show me how he controls human
perceptions, both in the perceived and the perceiver.






 “The Meshiach Effect”

Presently, I began to be tired of being in
the recreation area with all the clouds and stuff. So the clouds
began breaking up and shafts of sunlight began to break through
here and there. I figured the spaceman was accommodating me by
breaking up his clouds so that I would stay for a while. But I
wanted to go.

I gathered my towel and started walking out
of the park. I figure the spaceman was probably through showing off
anyhow. But as I walked a few feet, a girl in the edge of the woods
at a picnic table called out to me and waved at me. So I waved back
and kept walking, registering only a little bit that she had wanted
my attention for some reason. Then as I walked on some more, some
other girls said “Hi” and “Hello” to me as I passed by them. So I
replied “Hello” to them and kept walking and got on the road
leading out of the park. As a car load of girls were driving into
the park, they honked their car horn at me and they all started
waving really friendly to me. I realized at this point something
strange was going on. I reflected, and realized girls were trying
to get my attention and acting like I was something special to
them. And it didn’t stop! The longer I walked, the more girls and
women seemed attracted to me and wanted to greet me.

I had never ever been very noticeable to
girls and women, though I would have liked to have been. The
suddenness of this change made me reason, “The spaceman!” “He’s
controlling all the girl’s perceptions to make them see me as
attractive. Maybe he’s put some kind of aura over me that actually
makes me look attractive to women.”

Now I was truly impressed to the point of
marveling. Even human perceptions were mere clay in the hands of
the spaceman. But for the first time I felt a moment of a little
fear. Not of the spaceman per se’, but of the ramifications of this
action he took upon me concerning girls. It seemed dangerous to my
soul. It all struck me as like the stories of selling ones soul to
the devil for some earthy thing. So in such fear of losing my soul,
I resolved in my heart not to take advantage of women. It was like,
now I could exploit women if I so desired. I didn’t desire to
exploit anyone and resolve I would not take advantage of this
strange artificial beauty perceived in me. I would respect women as
human beings. If it had been an offer for my soul, which I
certainly do not believe it was, I refused it. If this
demonstration of perceived beauty in me by the spaceman’s mass mind
altering was to continue as it seemed to be doing, I would never
take advantage of it to exploit others. I never took advantage of
my physical strength over others; I would not exploit others by
this artificial effect of beauty. Real love, real peace, and real
harmony, is what really matters.






 “The One Eyed Union”

I suppose I had managed to get a little bit
too much attention from the occult circles in my neighborhood. Ike
and company were about to play an elaborate prank on me.

Ike and I both had arrived at Rex’s house and
the three of us decided to take a good long drive for no good
reason. We seemed to navigate aimlessly with Ike suggesting routes
to take. Things were pleasant and I was in the back seat just
riding along while Rex and Ike held up the bulk of conversation up
front. Rex suddenly held up a cigar and said in a buoyant tone,
“Hey Bryson! Have a cigar!” as if it was all in great fun. Ike just
laughed about it. I decided I may as well have a cigar just for
kicks, though I really had no affinity for tobacco in any form. I
took the offer and lit that cigar and puffed it lightly and slowly
now and then. Honestly I doubt I got much more than a bad taste in
my mouth from that thing. I didn’t realize at the time, that cigar
was a device provided most likely by Ike. But maybe Rex actually
got the cigar. I don’t know.

Every once in a while Ike would nonchalantly
point out something to me, some feature of the land, some object or
some reason for me to look in some direction. But what I was
actually intended to see were certain individuals prominently
positioned in proximity of the area I was to be looking. Above
that, the actual thing I was intended to notice was how the people
were looking my way with a big one eyed stare. The people had their
other eye squinted shut, covered by a patch, or covered with a hand
or what ever. But the idea was that time and again there would be
some person looking strangely at us, me, or at the car as we drove
by, with this one eyed gaze. It started near our usual haunts and
concluded far out into the next county, which was Wilson
County.

Then Ike pointed out this farm area to me. I
looked into this area just in time to see this old man standing
close to the road as we passed. This old man was giving me the all
time googleyest one pop eyed glare of them all! It was ugly! Then
just as we had passed the googley eyed old man, we drove by the
purest white goat just standing right by the road as if begging to
be seen. This goat was a classic! This completely white, fat goat
had two long horns and its clean bright whiteness stood out sharply
against the lush green background of the countryside. The creature
actually looked comical in its extreme goatishness.

I contemplated all this, and figured some
pranksters had purposefully placed the goat there so conspicuously,
to suggest some kind of goat devil occult thing. All the one eyed
stares I had gotten that day certainly didn’t strike me as just
coincidence either. But I was cool and was just riding it out. But
right after seeing the old man and then the goat, I happened to
notice a little twinge in my stomach. It was very small and nothing
at all. I figured it was just one of those little stomach things
that anyone gets once in a while. It lasted about two seconds.

But for the fun of it I decided to correlate
my small stomach twitch to all those one pop eyed looks I was
getting from so many strangers. So for amusement I said, “All those
one eyed looks are about to kill me.” Ike jerked his head toward
Rex and looked at Rex with growing mirth until he burst out
laughing! As far as he was concerned I had fallen for the prank
completely. He believed I actually thought I was being killed by
the one eyed looks of his confederates. The cigar was the device to
induce feelings of discomfort in the tummy, like tobacco does for
many. I was supposed to believe getting ill from the cigar, was the
beginning of my own death throes from the curse spell of those one
eyed stares.

Of course I didn’t believe any such a thing.
But the correlation was handy and amusing, until I realized this is
exactly what Ike wanted me to believe. I kept quiet about what I
really thought, and my opinion of the whole scheme. But the most
mind bending thing to me was how many people were actually
involved. It reinforced strongly the idea that a lot people were
involved in this occult underground. I was beginning to think at
that point, the occultist were a little sick minded as a group. My
interest was in having a firm grasp of who they were and what they
were about; never in being one of them.

Shortly, fooling occultist into thinking I
was among them became a mode of interaction so that I could learn
more about what was going on. The one eyed thing did a lot to turn
me off concerning them, and I smelled manipulation and
exploitation. That was a crime against the cause of love, peace and
harmony.

Later on, Rex mentioned to me, that the crux
of the prank was that the cigar was supposed to make the person
feel a bit ill and cause him to think he was dying. So now for Rex
it was just a silly prank and he seemed to see nothing deeper about
it. I extended the benefit of a doubt in my mind concerning Rex.
But in Ike, I sensed the prank was purposeful and directed. It had
made a larger statement about the group as a whole. Was I supposed
to conclude they were lethal spell binders? Was I supposed to fear
them, or lust for a position of mutual ability to induce fear in
the naive?

What could be the motive for wanting to
induce fear in others? I could only come up with one answer:
Servitude and exploitation. This motive did a lot to explain a
strange companion who often spent time with Ike, named Kerry
Legion. This strange little man was a social misfit who spoke in
almost inaudible tones, and who seemed to have an unlimited amount
of time, money and transportation to spend kicking around with Ike.
I had often thought he seemed a lot like a slave to Ike. The more I
discovered or was shown concerning this occult subculture, the more
I was repulsed, yet intrigued. I was enjoying the hunt at least,
even if I was becoming the bait.







“Whisperings”

It was still early springtime. Early in the
evening I was sitting at the dining room table in Dad’s house,
doing something which I can’t recall. I may have been folding an
origami frog, but I’m not sure. I do recall I was engrossed in
whatever it was and had been sitting there for a good while. The
house was very quiet.

Suddenly I heard people whispering in the
hallway. They were quite distinct whisperings, even though the
words were indistinguishable. The voices whispered back and forth
for a few moments and then stopped. This grabbed my attention with
my first thoughts being some phantoms or entities resembling people
were in the hall. I arose from my seat and went into the hall to
investigate.

In the hall I found nothing, which is what I
expected to find. Yet it was curious and so I investigated some
more. Music was playing softly from my bedroom and so I walked into
it and went to the radio. I turned up the volume to see what was
playing. It was a “Pink Floyd” song. When I realized it was “Pink
Floyd”, I concluded that I was a victim of a prank. I figured that
while the music was playing too softly to be heard in the dining
room, that the muffled sounds of whisperings had been under dubbed
into the music at a more powerful volume and carried with sonic
projection as if to sound displaced from its actual source. I also
figured the reason I had never noticed the whisperings before when
I listened to the same music, was that even loud whispering sounds
would be indistinct subtle white noise against the background of
the clear music.

Was this the case? I can’t say for certain.
However the mystique of “Pink Floyd” led me to believe this was
that case. I had kind of suspected this group was part of the
hidden underground of the occult, although I could be wrong about
thinking this, because I now have heard the leader of this group is
schizophrenic. But this was my explanation to myself about the
whisperings in the hallway.






 “Dogs”

Rex had moved out of his father’s place and
had even decided not to move back to his old house. He relocated
all the way up in East Nashville on a quiet little street called
McAlpine, into a house a few blocks off of Gallatin Road. Going to
see him out there took longer and more money for gas for the Buick,
but being young means that fun with friends is more to be
considered than money and convenience. So I managed to motivate
myself all the way out there just to hang out with my friend
Rex.



Rex’s new place was actually a strange little
house of a bland gray rubble stone masonry exterior. It wasn’t very
attractive in any manner. The house was smaller by a fair amount
than all the other modest houses along this street. It was also set
substantially further back from the road than the rest of the
houses, on a well treed narrow lot, bordered on three sides by
overgrown hedges. The whole effect was to make the house sort of
unnoticeable. I think this perfectly suited Rex and Vashti’s
preference for keeping a low profile.

The house itself was kind of strange in
construction as well. From the front you saw what looked like a
little rectangle house. But there seemed to be multiple additions
added to the back of the house, which made it deeper than it gave
the impression of being from the street view. The really strange
thing was how the additions were laid out. It was as if the builder
of them was unable to align the walls, and so only brought the
additions’ walls out to a point, just short of aligning with the
main structure. Likewise, the ceiling was not raised as high as the
main house. Then, there were a couple of more additions; each one
also being narrower and lower than the one preceding it. When you
walked from the front to the back of the house on the inside, the
effect was to funnel you dimensionally into progressively smaller
rooms. It was funny to us, but still a strange effect as the last
room’s ceiling was close to your head. The house had a small front
porch only large enough to stand on to go in the front door. The
front door itself was plain wood with no design, and a single
diamond pane glass window in it. Once inside the front door,
directly across the room, was Rex’s red couch. The rest of the room
had the basic chairs and tables of the usual manner.


I was a big fan of “Pink Floyd” music and
just couldn’t seem to get enough of their new album, “Animals”. I
no longer approve of the lyrics on that album, but at the time, in
those days, I hardly noticed lyrics. For me music was a sensual,
not intellectual, pleasure. The main thing is that I had heard a
lot of their music and was familiar with most of their biggest
songs. All my friends seemed to be big fans of them as well, and
purchased a lot of “Pink Floyd” music which we played at our
gatherings, especially when we were getting high. Well maybe Janice
wasn’t such a fan of this kind of music. She liked hard driving
rock music all the time like Foghat.

One evening I was over at Rex’s house on
McAlpine Avenue. We were doing our usual routine and it was
probably after midnight by this time. I was sitting on the red
couch as usual and watched as Rex and Ike talked by the front door
for a few moments. Then they stepped outside and closed the door
behind them. I was content and just stayed where I was at on the
couch. After a few minutes Rex and Ike came back in. Ike said to
me, “Bryson, go outside for a minute”, as if he wanted me to see
something. Curiosity prevailed and I got up and stepped out onto
the porch in the night. I was looking for something, but saw
nothing interesting. Then I noticed it was the sounds of the night.
All the dogs in the neighborhood were howling and barking. As I
listened to the dog's ruckus coming from near and far, it occurred
to me that they sounded exactly like one of the sound episodes on a
“Pink Floyd” song. The similarity was really amazing to me.

I noted the howling barking ruckus without
making any conclusions, and went back into the house thinking about
what was causing all the dogs to bark, and what it was I was
supposed to think about this. Ike had wanted me to hear this stuff
I realized. I imagined that he and Rex had gone out and loudly blew
one of the inaudible dog whistles and started the dogs up. Or maybe
they had set off some kind of firework that I didn’t hear from
inside. I didn’t know. What I did reason though, was that Ike
wanted me to make the association between this neighborhood’s dog
howling fest, and the mysterious “Pink Floyd’ music. He obviously
knew the mystique of the band was for all of us a “Hocus Pocus”
thing, and wanted to impress me with the nearness of the same kind
of event as I had heard recorded.

Nice trick, but I’m not buying it.






 “A Cool Black Dog”

I came back inside the house from listening
to the dogs, and sat back down on the red couch. Rex and Ike
continued talking for awhile, when suddenly Rex arose, and in a
ceremonious manner, picked up his cheap guitar and plugged it into
the amplifier. He turned everything on, yet never played a note.
Rex was so cool about making the trivial seem ceremonious. Then he
walked over to me where I was seated on the couch and made a grand
presentation of the guitar to me. I took hold of it from his hands
and as I took it, Rex was looking at me with a knowing and amused
look. Then as I lowered it to playing position, Rex said in the
ceremonious tone, as if speaking entreatingly to a maestro,
“Play”.

Well that sounded fine to me. I had my own
theories about guitar style and had the idea that real playing
involved miming things, such as trains, creatures, or even states
of mind. I refused to make the guitar into an intellectual exercise
in technique, even though I did regularly hone my chops. Instead,
the purpose in playing was to evoke things in the listener which
they could feel or relate to in some sensual way. The style or the
technique of playing was less relevant than the soundscapes created
in the artistry performed by the musician.

Inspired as I was by improvisation jazz
guitarist, the soaring sounds of “Pink Floyd”, the masculine fisted
mind expansion music of Robin Trower, the soundscapes of Jeff Beck
playing with the Jan Hammer Band, the blueness of Savoy Brown, the
guttural drive of all the contemporary hard rockers, the virtuosity
of Progressive Rock, the country charm of rockabilly purist; for me
playing wasn’t about being in tune. Playing guitar was about being
in vibe with the rhythms and soul of our humanity.

Rex’s little challenge was all I needed to be
completely motivated to “Play”. He was challenging me to go beyond
myself and reach new levels of artistic mastery. I took the
challenge completely and began to noodle, looking for responses
from my own nervous system. Soon I felt the sounds affecting me,
forcing moods and dreams to become conscious. I began to actually
“play”, progressing through many mimes, soundscapes and emotional
projections. It occurred to me that I suddenly could do no wrong. I
dared myself to play wrong notes and I played them, and they were
transformed into mastery as if they were intended all along. I cut
up the rhythms and yet it seemed as natural as if voices were
interjected into the music. I realized every note had a little
extra tone, an emphasis, and a degree of sass to it that was
becoming like magic. I began to realize, as I was engrossed in my
free wandering upon the strings, that I simply couldn’t manage to
play anything “wrong”. Then as I played, I began to wonder if
somehow I wasn’t getting some assistance from some unseen hand. It
was as if some spiritual being was making the music transform by
overriding my physicality and making my fingers give the extra mood
bending emphasis to every note. Was I possessed in this event? I
decided to wind down the music, which obviously Rex and Ike were
enjoying, and let it settle on a slow vibe of atmospheric
ambiance.

As I played in the softer mode, Rex and Ike
accepted the invitation and began to chat between themselves. I
punctuated the chatter and stroked the rhythms of a calm evening in
a paradise. Then I decided to reach to the nerves and smooth them
out into calm strands with a stroke after stroke down the frets.
The guitar crooned the natural comforting tones of a mother to her
child.

After a bit of this Rex interrupted his chat
with Ike and looked over at me smiling and said, “You don’t
realizing it, but you’re having an effect”. Oh I realized it
alright. It was by design.

Then when the atmosphere was just right, I
stopped playing, and let the silence have its sensual, situating
and orienting effect. In the silence, it was like the room itself
invited us all to life! Well being was with us and calling us to
enjoy it. Rex, who was riding freely upon the effect of the music
as he chatted with Ike, looked over at me and said in a knowing
tone, “Bryson! Be a cool black dog!” I was shocked.

You to, Rex? You to?






 “Worm Medicine”

A few nights later I was again at Rex’s house
with Ike and Vashti. A knock came at the door. Rex opened the door
and exclaimed happy greetings. A couple of strange visitors had
arrived. Rex invited them in with familiar pleasure, and the
atmosphere became instantly festive. The two guests were a young
man, about a year younger than me, named Oliver, and his older
sister Patricia. I had seen them around and they seemed familiar,
but I just couldn’t place where or when I had encountered them
before. They both greeted me like familiar old friends, while I was
in the discomfort of not knowing where I knew them from, but acting
like I was glad to see them again.

When Oliver and Patricia appeared, my
impression of them was that they had come from some place back in
the woods to the big city to have a big ole time at Rex’s place
like honored guest. Patricia was an ordinary attractive young woman
who was just slightly overweight. But Oliver was a work that just
demands description:

Oliver had lean muscularity and the extreme
masculinity of mesomorphic character. Though he wasn’t a large guy,
he was large in bone and sinew. His face was full of strong bone as
if he were only a few generations removed from cave dwellers. He
had fair skin and large blue upward slanted eyes that were full of
an expectation of a great time and a gleeful mischievousness.
Growing from Oliver's scalp was a long mane of reddish blond hair
that was rough and wild. His clothes were rough utilitarian fair,
intended more to function than style. Those wild eyes full of
mischievous glee revealed inside him a raw soul. Oliver was
manifestly an unrefined, but exuberantly friendly rube. Oliver was
too energetic to be mellow. Moving constantly about while he
socialized with happy enthusiasm, I had the impression this guy
needed a large animal to pounce on and kill for breakfast. As calm
as he could get was when he was focusing directly on the person he
was talking with. As primitive as Oliver already appeared, he also
had a set of teeth that looked like his molars had migrated forward
to replace his front teeth. His smile was the essence of a happy
caveman. Yes, Oliver was a statement of radical style all his
own.

I really didn’t have much to relate too with
Oliver and Patricia. But they seemed happy enough to gab animatedly
with Rex, Vashti and Ike. So I just kind of let them all carry on
while I hung out with my Coca Cola. Beer and marijuana were served
and everyone was feeling great as the music grew louder along with
the happy gabbing and joking around going on.

I seated myself on Rex’s red couch and just
observed the festivities and the interactions going on with these
two strange guests. After a little while it came my turn for some
of Oliver’s attentions. As I sat quietly, Oliver focused on me and
crossed the room looking me dead in the eyes with a really
mischievous smile. He started chatting with me in a happy way, but
was looking me right in the eyes with gleeful expectation, as if he
were searching for some reaction from me. I can’t remember what he
started as the topic, but he certainly demanded my focus on him as
his molar toothed smile was right in my face.

But this part I remember very clearly when he
made the comment, “Oh by the way, I put some worm medicine in your
Coke!” and he stood there with the most pleased grin on his face. I
thought to myself, “What kind of standards of social acceptability
can you expect from this type?” While I didn’t think this was an
especially cool topic for good company, in fact it irritated me, I
decided consciously to keep my cool as I looked back at Oliver who
was grinning wildly. I figured he was playing a prank on me to just
have fun messing with me. So I defiantly took another drink of cola
and then asked him slowly, “Now Oliver. Why would you put worm
medicine in my Coke?” as I looked back at those happy prankster
eyes of his. With that question Oliver looked like he was
suppressing an outburst of laughter. His eyes squinted with
exertion as he looked me dead in the face and said, “TO WORM YOU!”
Then Oliver helplessly started snickering. It was shockingly absurd
and tingling my nerves funny! Despite being uncertain about this
being messed with, I helplessly started snickering too. Then Oliver
blew up and burst his seams laughing! Oliver had yanked my chain,
but it was crazy funny! I couldn’t help myself and laughed with
Oliver. Afterwards I wondered if I could taste worm medicine in my
Coke, which I thought of every time I took a sip. Durned
Oliver!

I was suspicious of Oliver and Patricia being
a part of the occult circles, but I didn’t know. To me his prank
was in the same genre as the one eyed looks and cigar prank of the
occultist. Oh well, getting wormed wouldn’t be so terrible even if
he might have actually done it, which I doubted. Still, I drank my
Coke a little more thoughtfully than usual. The rest of my gang
seemed to thoroughly enjoy having Oliver and Patricia joining the
festivities. But for me, they were a curiosity that left me feeling
nervously in danger of a worming.







“Magic Walks”

Springtime beckoned and it was another great
day to go for a walk up to the Site 2 recreation area. After a
little breakfast, I grabbed my towel and headed out the door
walking south toward the lake. I had barely gotten started and had
only crossed Central Pike, when this coral colored Toyota economy
car passed by me and then stopped ahead of me a few yards. As I
walked up to the car, a beautiful blond haired girl wanted to ask
me where I was going. I told her I was walking up to Site 2 just to
hang out at the lake for awhile. She asked me if I needed a lift.
Well sure, okay! I got in the car with her and looked at her
closely. She seemed happy about me looking at her, and she smiled
sheepishly while she drove up the road. She really was beautiful
and was extremely cute about it. In fact she was so cute and pretty
that it was maddening! I tried to be immune from her, but she was
making my heart pound. I asked her name and she replied with all
the cuteness of a happy young girl, “Cindy!” Whoa! Even the way she
talks drives me crazy. This girl was blowing my mind with her
incredible cuteness and femininity.

I decided that there was some agency of
temptation going on here. Obviously girls were still seeing me as
irresistibly beautiful because of the spaceman’s mind control. Why
else would a mind bendingly beautiful girl pull off on the road to
pick me up, a young stranger? I became afraid because I recalled
the idea of selling one’s soul for earthly rewards, and I was not
going to have my soul snatched! Cindy drove me to Site 2 and
stopped in the middle of the parking lot. As I got out, I thanked
her for the lift, but consciously neglected to invite her to hang
out with me, nor did I allow myself to outwardly show any interest
in her. Cindy seemed a bit perplexed at my coolness, and finally
said, "Well? Bye" to me. She slowly put the car in gear, slowly
released the brake and started inching along. As Cindy drove slowly
away, I was questioning my sanity for just letting her go like
this. I thought several times about calling out to her before she
got out of range. It was painful to let her drive away, but at
least I felt safe and secure finally.

Cindy had gotten the attention of other
people than just me. People in the recreation park had spotted this
maddeningly pretty blond who was kind of a sensation all by
herself. They noticed that I had gotten out of her car and a few
strangers asked me who she was and if she was a friend of mine. I
explained to them, that she had just offered me a ride and that I
didn’t know who she was.

But getting rides from strangers was becoming
kind of a ritual with me. Each time I left the house on foot;
somebody quickly stopped and gave me a ride. It was interesting to
see what kind of people they were, and what the news was with them.
I began to call this effect of attracting rides from people and
going with the flow of events, the “magic walk”.

I just felt something cosmic, specifically
the spaceman, was orchestrating things for me in order for me to
meet certain people, hear certain ideas, or see certain things. But
the Magic Walks all really began with the unusual offer of a ride
from this extremely and exceptionally beautiful girl. Then the
pattern repeated time and again. Something cosmic had people for me
to meet.






 “Someone I Want You to Meet”

On another day I had driven myself to the
lake at the Site 2 area again. It was time to begin experimenting
again since it seemed many people wanted to chat with me. Each time
I got into a conversation with somebody, I tried to figure out what
animal archetype they could be. So in all my guessing about them, I
molded my words and responses to them in consideration of their
deepest type. It set up a very strange dynamic where a person would
be somewhat fascinated and amused by me, and then say to me, “I
have somebody I want you to meet”. Then they would leave and after
awhile another stranger would arrive to talk with me. The meeting
was quite arranged, and I would do the same guessing about their
animal archetype and let the dynamic of the conversation follow
along with my crude psychological musings of their animal
archetype. Time after time a conversation would begin with an
expected stranger whom I was supposed to meet. Each time it ended
with, “I have somebody I want you to meet”, stated to me.

As the day progressed into the afternoon, a
lot of the strangers I had talked to all seemed to congregate in a
general area. After awhile the group as a whole invited me to go
somewhere with them. Sure! Why not? They all seemed to have
“somebody they wanted me to meet”. One native Indian fellow rode
with me in my old Buick, while we followed several carloads of
people toward the airport. We came to a neighborhood near the
airport and then to a certain house and stopped. What filled my
mind as we arrived was that this neighborhood was where Rita had
lived the last time I saw her. It was painful to think of Rita and
our last meeting. I suppressed my flames of loving desire for her,
and the compulsion to mention her to the guy riding with me.

Everyone got out of their cars and started
going into the house. It was a simple house; a little red brick box
with no other description. I joined the group and went inside. They
all seemed like a pretty nicely dressed and intelligent crowd, and
I felt comfortable with these strangers.

We lit up some marijuana and then somebody
said we were low on beer. Everyone wanted beer! I didn’t care much
for beer myself, but a pool of money was collected and I offered to
go purchase a few cases. Me and the Indian guy who was riding with
me, went to the store and I purchased the cases of beer. When I
returned, the crowd seemed to agree that it had taken me awhile to
run the errand. Well it was true, I did take my time. One girl
said, “Bryson, we only doubted you three times”. Out came the beer
and everyone was happy.

I looked around the living room area of the
house and saw the owner of the place. He was there when we all
arrived. This man was rounded in all his form and features. He was
dressed in a dark blue jumpsuit and was rather serious looking,
despite his obvious hospitality to these people. To look at him, I
thought the animal he resembled and reminded me of was a pig. Yes,
I was still tossing those archetype ideas around in my head!

I looked at the decor of the house and it was
plain casual fare, nothing showy or expensive. But there was one
article which I couldn’t help but notice. It was a skull of some
horned animal, but it wasn’t a cow. It was something smaller, yet
it had huge jaws. It was also decorated with art, and I looked at
the paintings that were done on it.

On each side of the skull were yellow lines
bordered on both sides by red lines forming triple stripes. The
stripes zigzagged back and forth in curved arcs, that ended after
about five or six repetitions. The zigzagged art forms were
depicted on both sides of the skull. I interpreted the art to be
the abstract depictions of coiled snakes on both sides of the
skull. What is more is the snakes were depicted as snakes of yellow
light with red auras surrounding their form. The whole skull and
snakes thing was just grotesque and ugly to me. It suggested to me
this group was somehow different from the occult group of my own
circles. I had taken them to be some kind of underground group of
course, but their form and expression was different from those
people I already knew.

I spoke to the owner of the house and asked
him about the skull thing. He seemed shocked that I mentioned it at
all. I asked him what kind of animal it was. He replied that it was
a goat skull sitting on pig jaws. I didn’t mention to him how
creepy I thought it was. Why do these underground groups seem to
have such fixations on dark themes and death and such? I finally
left this group and headed home. Why this group in particular, all
“Had somebody they wanted me to meet”, I’ll never know. But it was
a strange day.







“In My Face”

I went over to Rex’s house in the midmorning
and Ike was also there. I had brought a Frisbee with me that was a
really good one. I suggested we go over to Cooks Recreation area
and fling the Frisbee for awhile. They thought this was a decent
idea and off we went.

Well we certainly were no professionals with
a Frisbee, and spent more time retrieving errant throws than making
cool catches. We had smoked a joint on the way of course and were
probably not up to much physical running around at that point
anyhow.

The morning was growing quite warm and Ike
made an errant toss of the Frisbee that came sort of between Rex
and me. When I went over to pick up the Frisbee, I was only a few
yards from Rex. I picked up the Frisbee and as I stood erect,
suddenly there was a very strange manifestation.

Moving right up to my face, there manifested
the smelly repulsive stench of hot wet feces that was so strong it
was as if a wet hot pile of excrement was being shoved under my
nose. But nothing was really there to be seen. Then I heard the
buzzing of all the flies flying around the feces, as they were
disturbed by my close proximity to them. The flies were so close to
my face that as they flew they brushed against my face. I felt
several of them actually touch me. What I saw instead of flies,
were translucent bubbles shaped like ovals, as if the flies were
clear and the refraction of light defined their edges. The bubbles
flew and moved like flies disturbed from the feces pile, that I
smelled so strongly.

I immediately thought some invisible entity
was shoving some kind of parallel universe excrement under my nose.
But why would any entity do such a thing except to express
contempt? Was the entity punishing me or something?

I stood there for a seconds wondering what
had just happened. I looked over at Rex who was a few yards from
me. He looked at me and then went “Phew!” It seemed to me at that
instant, that Rex knew what had just happened, and his timely and
appropriate “Phew!” became to me an expression of response to
contemptible things. I was certain in that moment, that “Phew” must
be part of the language of the occult group.

Then I quickly rethought the situation and
decided that maybe Rex knew what had happened, and maybe he didn’t.
After all, Rex just didn't seem to be part of the occult. I just
couldn't reconcile Rex, the rational friend I knew, with something
that would seem like nonsense to him.

It was intrigue created for me by some other
entity. Maybe this unseen entity holding some kind of cosmic feces
pile under my nose, himself prompted Rex’s “Phew!” Maybe Rex was
actually unaware of anything which was acting in our proximity upon
either of us. Or maybe Rex knew everything and was consciously
involved with some invisible confederate. No, I doubt that Rex
would be aware of something like that or a part of it. More likely,
Rex’s “Phew!” was just from being a bit high and lazy from the
joint we had smoked. The morning was also getting a bit warm and
sunny, and was obviously just wearing Rex down. Surely it was just
coincidence that Rex said "Phew!" just at that moment. At any rate
we decided to end the game of Frisbee just then.

Later on, Rex made some remark that I didn’t
understand, on a subject I don’t recall. However, I remember
responding to Rex’s statement in a tone of playfulness, saying to
Rex, “You’re crazy!” Uncharacteristically of Rex, he seemed
irritated by me saying this. Rex never got irritated about
anything, much less a funning jab. Rex looked narrowly at me
through his glasses, and said in a tone as if he were loathing the
mentioning of it, almost choking on the words, “No. You’re crazy
Bryson.”

I was very surprised at Rex being even a tiny
bit upset. The moment passed. But what in the world could make Rex
have an uncool moment? This just wasn’t Rex. Was he really worried
about me being crazy and he just didn’t want to say it to me?






 “Invisible Men and Demons from
Hell”

Ike wasn’t finished with me yet. Over the
next few days, Ike seemed more engaging toward me than usual. I
think that in the years past, Ike hadn’t really paid me that much
attention because I was just a friendly immature kid next to him.
But now that I was showing an awareness and grasp of things that
Ike related too, I think Ike felt less restrained, and was willing
to be a bit more open with me. I remained on friendly terms with
Ike, and his interest in me had increased. It seemed now that Ike
would initiate conversations and activities with me, and in the
course of them Ike would seize on certain words I said as if they
were somehow contractual agreements. Usually he would either nod
with affirmation, or softly repeat statements with emphasis, or
maybe agree a little more affirmatively than usual, or give an
interpreted meaning to some remark. But the idea of an agreement
having just been made was there. The vibe to me was as if I was
being bargained with by the emissary of the hellish world of the
occult. I wasn’t making any agreements though, and thought the
whole routine was rather silly.

There was one time when Ike showed up at my
house, which was more than unusual because that just never
happened. Yet here he was. We talked a bit, and then Ike suggested
we walk around the place outside. We went walking around in the
back yard behind the hedge row toward the garden plot. There laid
the blackened remains of one of my overly ambitious mechanical
projects. It was the chopped and reshaped floor pan and transaxle
of an old Volkswagen Beetle, which I had wanted to make into a
three wheeled cycle, like my friend Larry Fudge had done. But the
project was too much for me and there the hulk laid in the weather.
As Ike and I were talking, I stood upon the hulk, and Ike asked me
a question which I can’t recall. Yet the question evoked an
indignant response in me and my only answer was, “Hell!” Ike
started nodding in pleased affirmation, as I stood there on the
hulk of ruin. Ike was acting as if I had just signed a contract
through the implication that this was all ritual. He was implying
that I just had made an agreement with Hell. I took it as
silly.

About this time I began to really explore the
scope of speaking in metaphors and double meaning, as part of
trying to get feedback from those who were occultist and those who
weren’t. Those who weren’t would simply take my words at face value
unsuspecting they were spoken with a little emphasis, questioning
tones, inviting a look for double meanings. Those who were occult
would catch the tilt of terms and play on the mutuality of speaking
behind the words. It was subtle and imprecise, and required a
little degree of faith in the possibility. I became quite adept at
having second meanings. Yet I sensed there was also some spiritual
catalyst that seemed to work between parties to cause the
metaphoric vibes to really take hold, because using double meanings
was suddenly, very much, excessively opportune! But it was hard to
imagine this could really possibly be true. The spiritual catalyst
thing didn’t really seem all that plausible to me. But the feeling
was still very distinct.

Ike liked the opportunity to occasionally
make an open interpretation of my double meanings or symbolic
emphasis, with a mere word or two of his own. His interpretations
were always defined by his perspective and didn’t often jibe with
the way I was speaking. To Ike it was a handy and convenient thing
in order to imply a ritual contract was made according to his
specific emphasis. I was taking stock of Ike, that his bend on
matters seemed distinctly evil. Still, he believed that I wanted to
be a part of his strange subculture. That worked to my ends to
bring some light on this mystery. In my heart of hearts though, I
was becoming quite repulsed by what was increasingly evil,
exploitative, and sinisterly implied a personal sacrifice of my
being. I was regarding the occult scene as toxic groups of sick
minded people by this time.

One afternoon Rex, Ike, and I were riding up
Briley Parkway on the way to Rex’s house on McAlpine. I was in the
back seat and contemplating that I was turned off by what was
appearing evil. I thought of myself as a good guy. But then as I
really thought about it, I knew I had done things that wouldn’t be
considered good. But my mind definitely wanted to be good rather
than part of this culture that seemed black and evil. Black for
evil I thought. Hmmm, then white is for purity. Well I made a
symbolism of this idea that I was maybe blackened by my past deeds,
my mind was definitely wanting to be pure in motive. So I stated,
“My body is black, but my head is white”; meaning I was bad in
deeds done in the past, but I was seeking purity in my mind. In a
fashion I had come to expect from Ike, he offered his own take on
my words. “Black is male, white is female”. “Maybe in his mind,” I
thought, “But that’s not what I mean.”

Shortly we arrived at Rex’s house and went
inside. It was then that something very repulsive and perverse
began to take place. There began to be appearing lights in the room
that first announced their arrival by making clicking spark sounds
as they flashed. As I began to notice them here and there, they
began to interact with me with touches and stings. Sometimes they
would move across my skin either seen or unseen. They had a
particular affinity for moving through my hair across my scalp. I
heard Ike say in humorous tones, “Something is getting in my hair!”
as he stood with a pleased grin on his face looking at Rex, and
suddenly the phrase had new and deeper meanings to me. I
immediately realized these noisy sparks were some kind of exotic
life forms with the intelligence to relate to me as a human being.
But these beings were far from anything I wanted to be involved
with.

The sparks acted as if Ike’s interpretation
of my symbolism was some kind of contract they were obliged and
anxious to enforce. They began to touch me in lewd ways. They
created light depictions of lewd and vulgar things. These spark
beings were acting like a bunch of crazed homosexual men in their
lewdness. They truly could make the impression that an invisible
and very lewd group of homosexual men were present. They affronted
the physical senses, though they were mostly invisible. I put up
with their vulgarity because I was intrigued at how they could be
invisible entities, and I studied on this. I studied how they could
interact with the senses of the physical man, even though the
sparking entities were mostly invisible and without physical
form.

Then the spark entities started playing
tricks with other people in the room, without making those people
aware of it. They would sting a person and cause them to jerk.
Obviously the person would think he just had a strange pain and
think nothing of it. Yet they would do something to me at the same
time, even if I was across the room. The message implied by them in
this, was that there was some strange ethereal connection between
me and the other person, as if we were interacting from a distance
apart. The problem was they chose to make the statement with the
lewdness of homosexual suggestion. This was not acceptable to me,
nor did I believe there was any true connection between me and
other people. I saw the whole thing as a trick in which these lewd
incorporeal entities were the sole agency.

I tried to be as tolerant as I could for the
sake of trying to understand these beings. But their persistent
lewdness gradually wore me down and I was becoming fed up with
them. I wanted them to just leave, but they wouldn’t. It was about
this time that I realized there seemed to be only one other person
in the room who was aware of the sparking incorporeal beings. It
was obvious to me that this person was beginning to play along with
the sparks in their games. This person wasn’t being so obvious as
to be outlandish appearing to others. Yet in subtle words and
actions that have context to the situation occurring, I understood
this person was involved in a direct and open way with these
beings. It was Ike. I believed then with realization, that Ike
seemingly kept very strange company and seemed to enjoy the
perverted behaviors of these revolting incorporeal beings. I knew
then that Ike and I had polarized completely. Ike and his astral
friends had done all the explaining I wanted with this lewd
demonstration. But still they persisted. How could I make them go
away?

It was all very magical and the thought of
magic power occurred to me. But where is this power found? Then it
occurred to me that God is the most power that exists, if he really
does exists. So I surmised that God might exist and decided to try
praying to him. I had nothing to lose and everything to gain by
just giving a prayer to God a try, so I went with it. In my mind I
thought about God having a reputation for holiness and thought of
my unworthiness to approach such a being, if He actually existed.
Yet God also had a reputation for being there for those in need,
worthy or not, so I decided such a God might listen to me. So
without drawing attention to myself, I quietly lowered my face
toward the floor and prayed within my thoughts, knowing telepathy
was real.

I spoke to God: “God, if you are there, you
are the most powerful thing that exists. I need your help. You can
see these invisible beings are making me sick and bothering me. It
isn’t right what they are doing. I want to ask you that you would
come and drive these evil things away from here. I ask you in
Jesus’ name. Amen”

I raised my eyes and instantly the air was
clear. The beings were gone and I knew God had driven them away. I
didn’t even care what happened to them. I was just grateful that
God answered me and came to my rescue.

Suddenly there was a profound realization:
GOD REALLY EXISTS! Then another realization came to me: I had no
more excuses concerning God’s existence, and all this living right
stuff. That was a bit heavy, so I put off thinking about it very
much.

I felt enriched and secure about God existing
since he was willing to help me. I was polarized to God’s side. I
just knew it! That means Ike and his starry pals are the bad
guys!

On another day at Rex’s house, I felt sorry
for Ike and appealed to him to adopt love and goodness and to get
on “God’s side”. I was so tender that Ike felt my sincerity and was
touched by the turn of events. Yet Ike seemed unable to change
sides. He seemed to desire something, and a huge struggle seemed to
be boiling up inside him, though he tried to appear calm. Silently,
Ike listened in uncharacteristic great tolerance of my intrusions
into his personhood. The lamb was approaching the lion. Ike gripped
deeply at times, into the arms of the chair he was sitting in, yet
he remained silent. Still yet, something was holding him back. I
figured something was really gripping Ike and had its oppressive
influences upon him in some coercive manner.

I was sitting on Rex’s couch and the time was
early in the afternoon. Ike was in a chair next to the front door.
As I was appealing to Ike to turn to the good side, he listened
attentively. I read in Ike’s expression that something inside him
desired to make that turn, but he just couldn’t! Then a bright
yellowish diamond of light flashed on the far side of the room and
raced across the room and shined brightly into my face! This
startled Ike who was badly frightened by the sudden light, and he
nearly jumped out of his chair! I realized he thought some
spiritual being was upon us. But it was only the sunlight
reflecting in the front storm door glass through the main front
door’s window pane. The storm door had been opened outward and the
breeze had made it swing shut some, sending the flash of light into
the room to race onto my face and stop there. I must have
momentarily seemed gloriously transcended to Ike. But the light
just happened to stop on my face. Or did it just happen? Or was it
some agency making the event happen? Who knows?

I quickly told Ike it was just the sunlight.
But Ike had been so frightened by the event, that for the only
time, I saw his emotions come to the surface. A mixture of stress,
desire, and fear boiled up in his eyes as they filled with tears.
Ike could feel, that much I knew! Between Ike and me, it was
understood which side I was on. I left Ike alone at that point to
let him recompose himself.






 “Getting in My Hair”

During and shortly after this strange event
with the vulgar invisible things had ended, I overheard Ike
laughing with Rex and say things about something getting in his
hair. Normally, I would have never taken a second notice of this
statement. But the invisible things had really messed with my hair
a lot. It was as if they had this strange affinity for hair, on top
of their evil lewdness. Now with Ike saying this phrase, and his
apparent awareness of the invisible things, the phrase now had a
meaning beyond the surface meaning to me. Now it meant that
incorporeal beings were up to their no good antics. Over the next
few months these invasions of my hair would be frequent. Sometimes
I thought it was a bug maybe, but mostly I knew right away that
some being was messing with me. Over time I learned to mostly
ignore it and it gradually ended. But the buzz phrase was now a
megaphone announcement, and I began hearing people use it pretty
often.

When I did hear people say this phrase, it
always raised a question for me. Did they really know the
association to incorporeals beings and their affinity for hair? Or
was a person just saying it because they were passively resonating
the prompting of those beings who suggested the phrase to them
telepathically? Or maybe people were just innocently using the
phrase for no other reason than anyone would normally use the
phrase. It was all very much a matter of intrigue and deceptions,
and I was a keen and curious observer.






 “Grinning Goat”

There was a certain night which began to
really fire my imagination up. The recent events prompted me to
earnestly question what I had understood to be conventional
reality. Had I just been ignorant and blind to the real things that
are going on?

Such questioning deserved investigation and I
decided that I would follow and see where things lead. My curiosity
being willing to behave serendipitously. I would surmise about
things as if they might be true, and then proceed to the surprise
ending, if there was one to be found. My recent experiences with
hunting occultist had shown me that a plausible explanation on why
not to believe something was a method used as a disguising device
for the things wanting to be hidden from us. “Surmising”, is how
you got past the inhibitions of doubt and proceeded on with the
hunt, despite all the obvious deniability. It’s sort of like
seeking God for a person who is skeptical and unsure. But in this
case it was hunting mysteries and occult groups.

On the night in mention, all was peaceful and
quiet in my bedroom. I had gone to bed and was laying there just
looking up at the ceiling in the dim room. It wasn’t completely
dark in my room because of an outside light at the house next door.
It made the room quite pleasant in the dim light. Not a sound was
coming from anywhere. I was just thinking, and ready to fall
asleep.

Suddenly a vivid image flashed large above
me, almost as high as the ceiling. It was at least two feet tall.
There, above me, appeared the face of a goat with prominently erect
horns, a nutty gaze, with an even nuttier wide toothy grin. The
grin was excessively large for the goat’s face, and I immediately
thought of the “Cheshire Cat” in “Alice in Wonderland”. On the
sides of the goat’s head, hung those floppy goat ears giving the
whole thing a really creepy look. What flashed through my mind
immediately was the legend of the devil being like a goat. The
image above me certainly offered no reassurance that it was
harmless. It was creepy and discomforting. Then it vanished.

The next thing that happened was that I
started hearing far away voices. At first I couldn’t understand the
voices, so I concentrate on them. They are beckoning me. The voices
are whistling, yelling and calling me to “Get up out of bed!” They
seem so far away! Where are they coming from? I sat up in my bed
trying to understand the sources of these beckoning voices. I try
following the sound, which at first is hard to do. But as I
concentrate, I slowly realize the beckoning is coming from my left.
I reach to my bedside cabinet and find the radio. Aha! I pull it to
close to me and sure enough, people are calling to me from out of
it. The volume had been so low that I didn’t realize the radio was
even on. But this beckoning, whistling, and calling was loud enough
to barely come through the speakers.

Once I had established all this, I turned up
the volume on the radio a little bit and the radio says: “Now that
we have your attention! We want to invite you to come to ‘Writers’
Night’ at the Exit Inn on Elliston Place on the night of…….”

It was a commercial! But the timing of the
goat’s face appearing, and the sudden beckoning as if calling me
personally, seemed meaningful and mystical. I decided that some
cosmic thing was expressing himself through this method and use of
the timing of the events. Who knows, this cosmic thing may have
been controlling those who created and played the commercial,
without them even realizing it. What would be even stranger is if
they did realize it, and were in league with the Goat faced being,
and mutually agreed to play the commercial when prompted by the
goat being!

It was a strange way of communicating by
first appearing, just to create significance to what happens next.
But if I was some cosmic thing, I might do it the same way. It’s
not exactly a concise message, but it serves at least to create a
breadcrumb trail. Imagine that: A personal message to me from the
radio sent from some unknown cosmic thing. Maybe this is what the
Spaceman entity had meant when telling me there was more
significance to things than I had realized. Well an invitation is
an invitation, so I decided I would join the “Writers’ Night” event
at the Exit Inn the following evening. Who knows what awaits me!? I
anticipated finding more mystical people like I had been running
into already. It’s funny how what we anticipate turns out to be
true, but still nothing like we expected.







“Pasech”

Following the evening after I had seen the
grinning “Cheshire Goat” thing, I had decided this Exit Inn scene
had to be checked out. After all, the circumstances of getting the
word and invitation to go there were very impressive and strange.
The potential for getting involved in some far out mysterious stuff
was beckoning. I was also a fan of music, and the party atmosphere
I envisioned seemed like a good time.

The next day I decided that before I go to
Exit Inn, that I should swing by Rex’s place, just in case he and
Vashti might like to join me in my excursion. I also figured they
would know the way to there, which would be helpful.

On this remarkable night, I had arrived at
Rex’s house late in the afternoon. Ike was already there and we
just hung out gabbing and listening to music as the daylight faded
to evening. They asked me what I was up to, and I told them I was
planning on going to the Exit Inn later. I asked them if they
wanted to come along. They said no. But it was going to be a while
before I needed to be on my way, so I might as well hang
around.

By the time it was good and dark, we had
already made a beer run and had come back. We smoked a joint and
all was feeling peaceful and content. I was happy sitting quietly
while Rex and Ike were talking steadily, joking, and sharing some
interesting things between them. I couldn’t stand the taste of beer
after smoking marijuana, so I tended to use alcohol very little.
The feeling of alcohol intoxication was unpleasant to me as well,
reminding me of a severe fever that I got several times as a child,
which left me dizzy and burning hot. Tonight was no exception to my
usual pattern: Smoke some weed and drink colas.

I was feeling quite content while sitting on
the red couch directly across from the front door. Rex and Ike were
still laughing quietly and chatting intently. I wasn’t even paying
them any attention. Vashti was busy cooking and occasionally
interjected her comments into their conversations. I was just
enjoying the pleasant buzz and the peace, sitting quietly on the
couch with music playing in the background.

As I sat there, I noticed something above the
door, directly in front of me. I drew my eyes up to see what it
was. When I looked up, I saw a bright starlight above the door a
few inches above the lintel. I thought I was seeing a star in the
sky! Yet, the bright star shone amidst the wood paneling on the
wall. I thought to myself, “How can I be seeing a star in the sky
from inside the room?” This was curious and I was fixated sight and
soul on this puzzle. As I looked at it, after a few moments, the
star began to shake and shimmer in such a way that my eyes dazzled
briefly trying to look at it. Then I realized, it was descending as
if from the sky and coming towards me. Then I made myself watch as
if looking through the wall into the sky, and I was able to refocus
my eyes and follow the star’s approach.

The star descended and came into the room
through the wall. As it came nearer, it grew larger, so that I now
saw it as a shining silhouette of some kind of standing figure
about three inches tall. Perfectly white and shining, the figure’s
shape was clearly not a star at all. It was a little, manlike
figure standing in the air a few inches inside the room above the
door. I say manlike, because something wasn’t right about it.
Something was out of proportion. It was the figure’s back;
something about it was too large.

The figure paused a few seconds after it
descended and entered the room above the center of the doorway. I
stared at it; white and brightly lucid, three inches tall, above
the door, turned profile to me, facing my left. Then, the figure
began to walk slowly. I watched it take slow, gliding, labored
steps in the air, going a few steps to my left, only a few inches.
As I watched it walking, things began to flash through my mind. I
wasn’t religious, but what went through my mind was that the
figure’s walk was like it was gliding over desert sands; slow,
easy, and deliberate. Then another association came to me: The
figure’s actions suggested the event of the Israelites leaving
Egypt, walking over the sandy places. The figure is like it’s
leading the Exodus!

This shining figure was doing the Exodus
above the doorway of the house! Then the outlandishness of the
situation, the strangeness of it, came crashing into my
realization. Suddenly, I was amazed and shook my head, yelling at
the same time, “What is that!”

I had gotten some attention with my outburst.
I heard Rex ask me, “What is what?” I looked over at Rex who was
looking at me puzzlingly. Vashti and Ike were also looking at me. I
was immediately embarrassed at being the source of a scene and
refused to bring anymore attention upon myself. I looked back up at
the place above the door, and the figure had vanished. There was
nothing to show them. So I said to them, “Nothing”. They turned
away and resumed their talking and pleasantries. But I sat there on
the couch looking above the door from time to time, wondering. What
was it? It’s gone! But I saw it!

As I wondered about the star man over the
doorway, the world seemed to change for me in an instant. Suddenly,
I felt everything was mystical. Every object, color, sound, and
comment had many levels of meaning. My mind was leaving this world
as the reference to reality, and entering the idea that reality is
defined by unseen things. I was not sure of what it was or how it
worked. But the unseen agencies were in control of everything and
everything could be used as means of expressing itself, and I was
becoming able to perceive those expressions. This marked the point
in which my behavior truly changed in bizarre ways.

In trying to describe the shape of the
figure; my first description was that it was either a humpback
gorilla, or an angel in the shape of a man with wings. Yes, I was
still kind of hung on the gorilla thing, so I decided the figure
was a humped back gorilla. Obviously, it was actually an angel with
wings. But I never settled that in my mind for a long time. It
began as appearing to be starlight in the distance, and coming
closer I could see its actual form was like a man.

At first, I described this event as a
hallucination. But for me, a hallucination wasn’t as most people
think: seeing things that aren’t there. For me, hallucinating was
seeing something that actually exists, but is beyond our
perceptions most of the time. But the truth is, I hadn’t had a
hallucination. There was another term for such events that is
religious. But I didn’t know those terms.

How can you explain it? I know it’s
vulnerable and can all be explained away. Well I didn’t know myself
at the time, and it took years before I ever actually understood
this visitation. The thing that came over the doorway that night
was the “Passover Angel”. Before my witnessing eyes, the angel was
looking for something above the doorway. It found what it needed to
find, and it invited me to join the Exodus. I had to leave one
thing to enter another: Leave Egypt to enter the Promised Land. I
had been invited to the Exodus to Exit-In.






 “Wilderness Journey”

A little while after seeing the star like
figure above the door at Rex’s house, a voice came over the radio
and proclaimed that I should follow the lights. There was
commentary and joking around by the show’s host, but for me it was
a personalized message from some invisible cosmic agency. I had
after all, just seen a fantastic light over the doorway. Maybe I
should follow the lights to wherever they lead. I decided it was
getting late and that I should be off for the Exit Inn, even if I
was going by myself. I didn’t know how to get there, but decided
that if the lights were trustworthy, I would follow them and see if
they lead me to Exit Inn.

I went out to the old Buick in the cool dark
and fired it up. I headed out of the drive and onto the road and
proceeded toward Gallatin Road. Soon I noticed there were lights
everywhere and they were many colors. If lights were to lead me,
there must be a way for them to have a meaning. It was obvious red
meant stop, green meant go, yellow was caution. What about blue
lights and white ones? I ascribed blue lights to mean “correct” and
white as “all is well”. I know it’s silly and lights are just
everywhere. But this navigation system was worth a try just to
experiment and determine if the unseen reality is indeed working so
covertly through the seemingly ordinary.

If things really had more significance than I
had ever thought before, then maybe even the placement of colors
and lights were part of an expression being orchestrated by the
unseen hand of something intelligent. Maybe it was a hidden system
that was set up by the unseen. On top of that, I still wasn't
really sure what that unseen thing was that I was dealing with; God
maybe, a secret underground organization of men, spirits of some
kind maybe, or those spark things, or maybe the spaceman. I really
had no idea where the boundary line of sublime orchestration and
ordinary reality was. It all had to be investigated and tried out.
The results would speak for themselves.

There was also another personalized message
that came to me, though I can’t remember how it came or from what
source. The massage was that I was the heir of everything and
everything was to be mine. What a thought! But then I reasoned to
myself and asked how could I own everything anyway? People would
never buy into that idea, even if I believed it. I wondered if
maybe it was true in a sense of destiny or something. Practically
speaking I understood that everything wasn’t really mine, and that
other people owned their own things. However it was as if there was
some cosmic promise coming to me, and I sort of believed it and
entertained the idea.

I drove around in the night using my
ridiculous navigation system and things went pretty aimlessly for a
couple of hours. I was getting lost in parts of town I had never
been too. Or if I had been to them before, the disorientation of
being lost made everything unfamiliar. I ended up on the south side
of town in an area known as Tusculum. I decided I wasn’t getting
anywhere close to where ever Exit Inn was, and it was now after
midnight. If I was going to get there at all, I had better ask for
some directions. By now the lights had seemed to become coercive to
me and the delusion came upon me that the lights were somehow
demanding that I follow them or else I was defying God. That was a
scary thought and I pondered that it couldn't really be true. But
the fear got a grip on me anyhow and it took some courage to be
defiant enough to throw aside the wonderful dynamic that had set up
between me, the unseen and the sign post of lights.

Purposefully, I decided to pull into a Kroger
store that was closed. Who can I get directions from here? I was
getting tired of the lights thing anyhow, and they simply couldn’t
all have meaning. Getting directions seemed like the simplest, most
reasonable and best idea. So I shucked off the lights experiment
altogether. I saw there were cars in the back of the store so I
went there. Obviously people were inside so I decided to ask them.
I went to the back door of the store and knocked on it loudly so
they would hear me. After a couple of knocks the door came open a
bit and out came a black pistol that startled me. I just stood
still and the weapon was followed by a young man who saw me and
asked what I wanted. I told him I wanted directions for the Exit
Inn, and asked him if he knew how to get there. The fellow holding
the pistol with irritation in his voice and manners, told me he had
no idea where or what the Exit Inn was. So I told him thanks anyhow
and left him and his gun.

I went out to my car to think about what to
do next. Should I try to go on to the “Writers Night”, or just go
home? While I was thinking about it, a car came up behind me in an
aggressive manner with its bright lights shining into my mirrors.
Uh Oh! Somebody is looking for a fight or some kind of trouble!
Then the blue strobe lights came on and it was just the police. Oh
is that all! Man I hate the way cops act all dramatic. Why can't
they just drive normal instead of always charging at me or my car?
But after I saw it was just the cops, I wasn't really bothered by
the idea the police were there. An officer came up to my car and I
greeted him. He asked what I was doing. I told him I was thinking
about going to the Exit Inn. He told me the people in the store
called them about me. I said to him, “Yeh that guy came out the
door with a gun when I knocked on it! Crazy! I don’t know what he
was so paranoid about.”

The officer explained that the people in the
store thought they might be getting robbed. Oh that’s what they’re
worried about! Well going around worried about being mistook for a
robber, was something I had never thought of in my life. Being
mistaken for a robber was not even in my whole universe of
thinking. To my surprise the officer asked me to get into his car
with another officer. They went through all the procedures checking
me out and talking with me. They wanted to know my intentions. Well
I was either going home or to the Exit Inn.

An officer pointed to a car that looked
really tough that was just sitting there. The officer asked me if I
should take that car. In some strange way I felt he was offering it
to me. Well if all things were mine and it was appointed to me,
then I should take it. But I didn’t have any intentions of doing so
or being out of order. So I figured he somehow was hip to the idea
of being heir to everything, and so I answered him in that context.
After all, the occultists were aware of things, so why wouldn't the
cops be also? I replied that if it’s mine, I should take it. Then
he said, “You just failed the test.” I realized obviously that he
and I weren’t on the same page. He didn’t really seem to know what
I meant. So he said, “We need to call somebody to come get you. Who
can we call?” Oh BROTHER! Now this is getting ridiculous! He
obviously wasn’t going to leave me alone, so I finally and
regretfully told him to call my parents. At least if they came out
in this strange hour, the cop would be out of the picture. I sure
hated to bother my folks.

The officer contacted my mother and told her
that she and Dad should come get me. Something was wrong with me
and I shouldn’t be left alone. Hey now that’s insulting! Danged
cops always have to talk about you in a way to just to make you
look bad! He’s talking about me like I’m crazy or something. Good
grief! He said to Mom that he didn’t know if I was on some bad
drugs or if I was deranged or what. Talk about a lack of
sensitivity! Now he’s scaring my poor mother to death! What is
wrong with that cop being all overdramatic and saying stuff like
that? This is all absurd!

In a little while my deeply concerned parents
showed up and the cop let me go with them. I tried to reassure Mom
and Dad that nothing was wrong. I was thinking everyone’s
imaginations were running wild and they were over reacting to
paranoid ideas. I was wondering if the whole world had gone nuts,
and I was the last sane person left that night. First a guy with a
gun and now cops calling my folks out of bed to come get me. How
embarrassing! Anyhow, I guess I’m going home even if it is my folks
taking me there. I’ll check out the Exit Inn some other time.

I was so embarrassed! My parents walked over
to my mother’s car with me and wanted me to get in first. Hold on!
I’m not so sure I want to get in. This car is green, the color of
envy! I’m not so sure about this. With this kind of balking, my
exasperated mother was getting a bit upset with me. She noticed
that for some strange reason I was really hung up on colors. I
finally relented for my parents sakes to spare them excessive
concern, and got on into the car. What I was reflecting upon was
the contractual nature of ascribing meanings to colors, and what
Ike’s ascribing of meaning to black and white had resulted in for
me: The lewd assault by incorporeal beings. So where is the line
drawn if there is a line?

We just left the old Buick at the store and
would come back later for it. On the ride home I was careful with
my parents and didn’t want to alarm them any at all. They kept
asking questions and I kept reassuring them. Their greatest concern
was that I was on some drug and had fried my brain. They just knew
this was the case, which I assured them it wasn’t. But what could I
tell them that they could grasp about all the strange recent
events? It would be impossible since I knew my parents, and that
they would never relate too or understand anything I could tell
them about. Finally as the talk died down, I was just riding along
thinking about things. Then an impression came whispering into my
consciousness that said, “I’m the Holy Spirit”. Well I had never
thought that before in my life, and was surprised that I had
thought it just now. At least I believed I had thought it. Where
ever it came from, I took it as a personal realization that I’m the
Holy Spirit!

I thought in myself “Hey, that’s religious
stuff. Could I be the Holy Spirit and live like I’ve been living?”
That didn’t make any sense. “If I’m the Holy Spirit, then I better
clean up my act because I might make God look bad if I don’t. I
better start living perfectly.” Being the Holy Spirit was going to
be a big responsibility. But I figured I could handle it, if that’s
the being that I am.

Then from nowhere the impressions of a
question came to me, “What about Jesus Christ?” Hey now that’s
going a bit far. I now had the impression some cosmic inquisitor
wanted my opinion on me personally being Jesus Christ. I thought
about Jesus and I felt humble and unworthy. Jesus was a perfect man
who never ever did any wrong. I couldn’t be him because I’m just
not good enough to be him. Only Jesus himself could ever be
Jesus.

Then the impression came to me that I should
serve Jesus. But I replied to this cosmic inquisitor with my
thoughts, “Hey, I’m the Holy Spirit. I can clean up my act and all,
but Jesus is Jesus and I’m me. Jesus and I are in two different
worlds. We don’t have any connection. Jesus can be Jesus and I’ll
just be the little ole’ Holy Ghost.”. But maybe, just maybe, the
cosmic inquisitor was meaning I should imitate Jesus methods. That
sounded reasonable to me. So this is how the ride back home in the
dark of the morning hours went. I was having the grand epiphany of
thinking I was the “Holy Spirit”.

As I was telling you about my response to the
Jesus question, that He and I had no religious connection, I was
struck by how much I sounded like a Jewish person responding to the
question of Jesus. They might say, “Jesus is about a religion that
I don’t follow, and I have my own religion”, or “Jesus and I are
worlds apart”.

Sometimes the things we think or say sound so
reasonable and rational to ourselves. We think others are just
losing their grip. But really, who is it that is unbalancing the
scales of reason? Can we be so sure?






 “Mothers’ and God’s Love”

When my parents got me home from my night of
searching for the Exit Inn, it was still pitch dark. Dad went back
to bed, but Mom stayed up to keep an eye on me. She was asking me
so many prying questions. How could I tell her all the things that
were going on? Would she understand? There would be so much
explaining. I really didn’t think I had that much time or the
patience to bring her up to speed. I was confident I was onto some
neat stuff and the excitement of the hunt was keeping me very
interested. Oh but Mom was worried. She told me I had been acting
really strange lately. She asked if I could I explain this or
explain that? Can I tell her what is going on? Questions and more
questions from a worried mother; how was I going to take so much
time to explain or reassure her? But I was being good, because I
was “The Holy Spirit”!

As Mom and I talked on through the night, the
morning sky brightened to dawn. As reassuring as I tried to be, Mom
was still very worried. As the sun arose, golden and brilliant in
the east, its golden yellow rays filled the kitchen where Mom and I
were. The kitchen became a lovely scene and it felt good to be in
such pleasant light. Mom was facing me as I stood near the kitchen
door. Finally she said, “I’m so worried about you.” as she stepped
up to me and took me into a big loving motherly hug with her arms
all around me, and she rested her sweet head on my shoulder. Her
hug was full of all the enormous love a mother can feel. There we
stood in the golden sunlight in the kitchen.

As Mom hugged me, these thoughts occurred to
me. I first knew Mom loved me deeply and was afraid. Then as her
embrace was tight, I felt a little uncomfortable because of my
mother’s femininity. Before this morning, such a thing would have
been no concern to me. But upon the golden dawning of this new day,
I had to live perfect from now on. I had a role to live out as the
Holy Spirit. Even a love filled hug from my mother, somehow was
questionable for its modesty. I stood there looking over Mom’s
shoulder in her tight embrace. Then I sincerely asked myself from
the deepest places of my heart that intended to be good from now
on, “I wonder if it’s right for my mother to hug me?” Suddenly, I
had the profound realization that I didn’t know much about defining
right and wrong!

But God was watching this scene and listening
to my thoughts. He took notice of my sincerity to live perfect for
His name’s sake. God noticed that I was at that moment trying to
decide about right and wrong with absolute resolve. Then God spoke.
With poetic timing while in the unfailingly loving arms of my
mother, God answered the sincerity in my heart.






 “Witnessing the Crucifixion”

While I stood there in the golden light with
Mom holding me tightly, God struck me instantly blind. There was no
fading away of my sight, no noise, nothing but lights out coldly in
an instant. All was black, though I knew exactly where I was. I was
aware of everything else around me. I was just instantly blind. I
stood there trying to see and wondering what was going on. My
mother was completely unaware of what was happening to me, because
I didn’t react to the swift event.

As I peered into the blackness and the
darkness, I noticed a small point of yellow light. Yellow was my
color for compassion and tenderness. So I focused on the light and
it began to grow larger. I had seen this kind of thing with the
star above the door at Rex’s house, so I knew right away the light
was coming toward me. As it rushed silently up to me it became
large enough for me to see what it was.

The source of the yellow light was revealed
as a scene of three crosses. One cross was nearer and higher and
two others farther back and on each side of the near one. They were
positioned in perfect perspective as if they were up on the rise of
a gentle hill. There this scene stood and I beheld these yellow
crosses, silhouetted in sharp contrast against the dark black
blindness I was in.

I recognized this scene: The crucifixion of
Jesus Christ and the two others with him. I was looking at it and
understood the scene I was witnessing. The instant I comprehended,
God responded by rushing the scene back into the distance until it
became a pinpoint of light again, and then was gone. Then coldly,
instantly, silently, my sight came back. It was then that my Mom
started loosening her embrace on me and let me go. In the length of
time for a loving mothers hug, God had made me a witness of the
scene of Jesus being crucified.

I’ll tell you what I thought at first: I said
to myself “God saw me trying to be perfect. Those crosses are in
the Bible. God wants me to read in the Bible about Jesus to see how
Jesus was able to be perfect, and then copy it”. I thought the
reason was to imitate Jesus’ methods in order to be a respectable
Holy Spirit. I had to learn about right and wrong in all its
subtleties. What I now think is that if there is anything God wants
a disoriented and blind person to see and understand, is that Jesus
was crucified and a light to follow as a sign in the darkness.

Later, I did go get a Bible and turned to
Matthew and started reading from the beginning. I read Matthew,
Mark, Luke and John, trying to learn Jesus’ methods of living
perfectly. In the process, I discovered things that were life
changing for me.







“Abstract”

As you see, I never thought of myself as
being anything other than a completely rational investigator of the
mysterious and the hidden. My concept of reality had expanded to
include intelligences and life forms that are prime movers and
influencers of humanity, but in ways sublime to those who are not
aware of such beings.

What are the rules and boundaries? How did
these beings affect us and what is their actual degree of influence
and expression? I had no idea about the answer to those questions,
yet nothing was beyond the imagination any longer. What I had
always thought of as reality had only been an illusion. An illusion
based on a lack of perception that so many of us are prone to.

Yet, being born into this larger reality was
beginning to make me abandon the terms of conventional reality to
the point that it was becoming noticeable and disturbing to people.
But I didn’t have time to worry about that kind of thing! My
investigations were too important. My experimentation with concepts
and ideas concerning larger significances, had to progress. The
game was afoot. The hunt was on.

Who and what are these invisible beings,
these formless intelligences? Was the one being a spacemen? Was
Ike’s company a bunch of whacked out disembodied souls of perverted
men? Were some of them vampires?

There were some things I had learned and
understood, and was certain of:

•Invisibility exist,

•Mental telepathy exist,

•Material reality is just a plastic medium to
some intelligences.

•Human perception is easily altered by unseen
influences.

•Some intelligences express themselves in the
language of human events.

•Some intelligences exert profound and
sublime control over human beings and human events.

•Some intelligences are willing to be open
and overt about themselves and their natures.

•Some intelligences seemed to relate well
with me and were friendly and other ones were repugnant to me.

•Some beings seemed caring and some seemed
predatory.

•At least one being is a lot like a man in
form and ego, though vastly superior in ability and
intelligence.

•Many of them appear star like and are
capable of morphing in form to our human perception.

•Something invisible was concerned with
religious stuff.

•God Exist!

•I had learned that some people are aware of,
and interactive with, a super reality or a parallel reality.

•Some of the aware people seem to love the
evil in this super reality, or are enslaved to it somehow.

Where I was going wrong was in my tenacity
and focus being so single minded that I forgot to behave in terms
of convention, though I knew perfectly well how to. I was under the
incorrect impression that many people knew about what I was
discovering. I figured if people knew, why be pretentious and
behave so conventionally as if nothing is understood or realized. I
was wrong though. Most people didn’t, and don’t, know about these
kinds of things. Just a small minority of people do. But I couldn’t
accurately distinguish this fact, because I was among so many
individuals who did know.

I was also going wrong in being concerned
about a contagion of vampire entities. But the cultural fiction
about vampires was influencing my thinking. At that time I had no
basis to rule out the possibility of such things existing, and a
lot of basis to think anything is possible. Had I somehow been
infected by that one strange girl? At the time I could discount
nothing! This concern was profound upon me and led to some troubles
for me later on.

Although I had seen entities make certain
things significant and meaningful, I was mightily confused about
what exactly is meaningful and what is not. The change in
perceptions that can be induced purposefully over the human mind by
some beings, such as the spaceman’s ability to cause people to see
me as beautiful, had left me with the belief that every minute
detail of the material world was orchestrated to be an expression
of some cosmic being(s). It was up to me to recognized such events
and interpret the meaning in them. So stupid things like a feather
dropping, or a fly buzzing around, the shape of a cloud or even the
colors of things, became meaningful in ways to which I was becoming
compelled to respond too. Literally everything was becoming
synchronicity to me, and I was uninhibited enough to let my
responses to it show. Imagine thinking that the radio and
television had personal significance to me as I watched or
listened. It’s not impossible, but generally, such thinking is a
bad mistake. But mine was a mistake made in a good faith effort to
explore all the new possibilities of this super reality or
“parallel universe” that interacted so subliminally with the
material world we all know.

Was I crazy? I never thought so even for an
instant. Yet I realized others were beginning to think this about
me. Functionally I suppose I acted that way. Yet crazy is a
departure from reality. I was not departing from reality, but
embracing the true reality revealing itself to me. Under the
circumstances, even if I became confused, I had good basis to
explore further. I felt those who thought I was crazy were just
unknowing and afraid of things they didn’t understand. To me, their
versions of reality were just limited narrow views. They were like
children in a crib to me who didn’t know anything past their
sheltered existences and limited perceptions.

I was in a cast of strange actors and the
stage was set for far more drama. Up to this point it was all a
curiosity and adventure, and I had felt very little fear. I had
felt both comforts and revulsions by the polarization between the
virtues of good beings on one hand, and the predation of the
incorporeals and those people they relate to, on the other hand. I
had began to realize there was some kind of cosmic tug of war going
on between grotesque, malevolent and death preoccupied things, and
the other rescuing, love based things. I was in the middle of
it.






Section 2 “Conflict”


“Over Speed”

After the visitation of the star over the
doorway, my imagination raced into overdrive and rationality was an
obsolete mode of operation. I had accurately perceived the
existence of otherworldly entities. I became fully accepting of the
idea that this material world is just plastic putty to the whims of
a super reality that is generally unseen. The problem was in the
boundaries of things. I had no idea where they were, how to decide
on those boundaries or understand them. Everything was up for
grabs, and my old ideas of reality had suffered having the rug
completely yanked out from under them. While many of the
expressions from the sublime beings were religious in theme, I
wasn’t religious nor had understanding about God. The messages and
symbolisms were beyond my scope of understanding at that time.

This much is certain that I did perceive well
enough: There is a conflict of something good with things evil,
exploitative and revolting. Whatever the super reality was, it was
both good and evil and in conflict. It was certain that many
acquaintances of mine were themselves aware of, and apparently
attracted to, the ugly side of the super reality.

Sometimes we wish for something so badly and
don’t really know where to find it. I had been wishing to be able
to “see”, and had even tried to use my batch of root fiber to be
able to have the altered perceptions required to “see”. But my wish
was coming to me from other sources: strange revolting incorporeals
and an apparently friendly spaceman of some kind. Little did I
realize at the time, who or what the true source was, that was
actually granting my wish. I should have understood from the overt
demonstration by the spaceman, when he caused girls to start seeing
me as attractive in an instant, that altered perceptions are the
domain of something much higher, and of a will stronger than
humanity. Yes I had noticed the change concerning me, in the
perceptions of those girls around me. But the identity of the being
able to cause mass changes in human perceptions, I simply didn’t
know. To me he was a spaceman, and the mass change in girl’s
perceptions, was just a neat demonstration that was very curious to
me.

Not only were the perceptions of unwitting
girls and women being altered, I was being granted new capacities
of perception, though I didn’t really realize it was being granted
to me. I was simply following a breadcrumb trail to a curious
conclusion. Things had been warming up for certain, and I had
weathered it with amusement. But the night of the visitation of the
angel over the door is where I mark a radical change in all that I
was, to become an atomic explosion of imagination. From my own
perceptions of myself, everything about my reason seemed to have
changed from that point.

I was now behaving out of character of
myself. For instance, one night at Rex’s, we had smoked some grass
and were listening to recordings of Woodstock. I was intently
listening to Jimmy Hendrix who went into a dialogue in which he
seemed to start at the end of the story, and kept filling in the
details that preceded the last things he had said. I was so struck
by this reverse telling of a scenario that I became excited out of
measure and out of character for myself. Rex, Vashti and Ike were
all asking me to calm down a little as I ranted on about the “Flip
Flop” of the story telling. They tolerated me with a good degree of
grace for which I’m thankful. But obviously I was just not
myself.

After I had spent an evening following lights
and making the colors of them be the determination of some mystical
guidance, and then to have had the police call my parents, my Mom
and Dad were convinced I had taken some kind of drug that had just
fried my brain. That wasn’t the case at all. But it was an
explanation they could grasp.

With my answered prayer to God to remove the
revolting invisible beings from my presence, I had decided that God
and I must be real pals. God was talking to his right hand man, and
that was me. I figured God had some important things for me to do.
It didn’t help that I started telling my parents that I think God
is talking to me. The truth is that God was indeed talking to me,
but I had barely begun to understand and grasp this. I wasn’t
really prepared for it either. So it sounded like more irrational
insane talk to my poor parents. I was confused about things and
that was making me really look crazy as well; though I didn’t
realize how crazy I was looking.

Also, encountering a being which could not
only alter human perceptions, but had the ability to whisper
thoughts into your conscious mind, was something I wasn’t
accustomed to. I simply hadn’t realized the approach of the Holy
Spirit was an outside agency and mistook it as my own thoughts. I
grasped the telepathic communication as if they were my own
thoughts forming a realization about my own self. After all, in all
times prior to this in my life, I had thought of the things going
through my mind as private domain, in which there were no
intruders. By the time I realized this was an outside entity
dialoging telepathically with me, we had moved on to the subject of
Jesus. I suppose I’m fortunate he didn’t start off with the
statement, “I’m Jesus” or “I’m God”. Then I would have been really
messed up even worse! Telepathy takes some getting used to, is all
I can say in my defense.






 “Reading the Gospels”

With the new responsibilities to be on God’s
side, I did go start reading the gospels in the King James Bible.
The literary style was atrocious to me. It was so dry, lacking the
warmth and human feel of the various authors I had read. I figured
at that time that if it was God’s word, He just didn’t relate well
with what reads well to human beings. But I plodded through it with
the objective of determining how to live perfect by seeing how
Jesus did it.

In the process, I was aloof from the words in
the Bible: “It doesn’t apply to me because I’m the Holy Spirit. It
applies to those Jesus was talking to, and other regular people”. I
noticed that not only was the reading dry, but a lot of it made
little or no sense. But some things did grab my attention. There
seemed to be a language of symbolisms that I should be able to
grasp. However I wasn’t grasping the symbolisms because I wasn’t
familiar with this religious culture. The symbols meant the things
God or the people in the Bible defined them as. I thought, “A
covert language: The language of, “God Culture”! How interesting!
It shouldn’t take me long to grasp all this”, confidently assuming
I had such a deeply penetrating mind. But I soon found the progress
at the second meanings of the words to be slow. Especially since
the Bible is so poorly written, arranged in a discursive manner and
written in dialogue of an appalling style, and compiled like a
train wreck.

These were my typical thoughts while reading
the Bible: "That Jesus! What a great guy he is! I sure would like
to meet him. I’ll have to study his methods very closely to see how
he lives perfectly.” I thought, “The things he tells those people
in Judea, that he is the one and only way: That applies to them of
course, but not me.” “What is dying supposed to accomplish? This
story has some grotesqueness about it. The dying thing seems like a
big waste to me. But at least he came back to life; which is
probably not as good as the option of not dying at all.” “Why does
Jesus keep saying he is the only way to God? Doesn’t he realize
that I would show up? I’m the Holy Spirit!”

I decided to read some of the Revelations.
“Good grief! Talk about a mixed up batch of writing! This is
impossible! I think I’ll stick to reading about Jesus.”

This was the mode of my reading the gospels,
and I did enjoy some of the points Jesus made. It was during one of
these reading sessions that a spark of yellow light began appearing
on the pages. The spark’s focus was on pointing me to things in the
Bible. I had a tutor! It was a living intelligent thing that exists
as a star like spark pointing to scriptures. I asked the spark a
questions and it responded by various means. Once I asked the spark
a personal question about itself. I asked the starry spark who he
was. The spark responded and appeared on the page of my Bible. I
looked at the place where the spark was appearing, and read the
words it brought my eyes to as I remember them: “I am John”. I
asked the spark if it was John the Apostle, and various sorts of
identity clarifying questions. Never did get a real clear answer to
any of that.

I didn’t know it at the time, but the name
John is the Anglicized form of the Hebrew name, YaHannah, which
means: “God’s gift”. I have to admit the starry tutor did help me
tremendously with grasping the words in the Bible and overcoming my
confused existential resistance to applying them in the most
important way; to my own self.







“Media Speaks”

After having had the experience of the
grinning goat’s appearance, in which also, the radio had seemed to
have been given significance, I thought it was worth noticing if
the media such as radio and television were used by some cosmic
being to communicate. In my present way of thinking, it did seem to
me that things were rather magical and that even the television
correlated well with my thoughts. It kind of terrified my poor
parents for them to watch the interaction between myself and the
shows and newscasters on television. They saw me staring and
nodding at the television, while I was having quite an interesting
time watching things correlate as if they manifested personal
messages to me.

The funny thing is that I did notice that
there seemed to be numerous hidden references to spiritual things
in a lot of programs. How much of it I was seeing that was real
verses imagined, I can’t really say after all this time. But there
did seem to be something about the shows on television that to this
day I can’t dismiss. The classic stories seemed especially rich
with such references. Disney classics seemed to describe the very
things I was experiencing. It was if the old writers new about such
things and left their own clues to those of us hip enough to
understand it. Covertly, the old writers and old directors of
movies could insert deep things that would be over the heads of
those who didn’t know, and poetically apparent to those of us who
did.

My imagination was so fired up that I was
completely and fully absorbed in my observations. Typical of me,
when I focus on anything, I completely zone everything else out in
order to study what has my attention. I retain this trait to this
day. Does the media actually speak to us at some deeper level? Yes
it does. But defining this deeper level of meaning can become the
treacherous part. If you go to my extremes, you might be seeing
something that’s not even there. If you take it to the extreme that
I did you would be behaving functionally insane. But it isn’t
beyond God to use something such as a voice over the radio, a sight
on television, the ringing of the phone or any number of things at
certain times for the benefit of some individuals. There are also
the deeper meanings of the authors of such things as, the Bible,
poetry, stories, art and testimonies such as mine. Whether deeper
by human intent, God’s intent, or by the very nature of the things
being testified of, there are deeper meanings. What I'm telling you
about now, is a perfect case in point. I’m inviting you to see
deeper meanings and significances.







“More
Stars”

After having seen a star beginning to appear
in the Bible that was teaching me, I had some comfort in the idea
of an appearing star. One evening I went over to Rex’s house and
was just hanging out. I began to notice that other stars were
appearing in the room. They seemed to be in the air and others of
them seemed to parade or march around the edges and corners of the
room. The multitude of stars didn’t seem to be doing anything much,
other than just being around. I observed them with a little
curiosity. After a while I didn’t pay them as much attention and
Rex’s and I began to have a conversation. I certainly don’t recall
the subject of our talk, but I remember that it was in my heart to
be earnest with Rex and to reason with him. Rex was sitting
directly across the table from me as I talked with him. I was
focusing on his right eye. I had a thing about looking at people’s
right eye, because of the image in the mirror that appeared to me
and the fact that the one eyed union had generally closed their
left eye when they were messing with my mind.

As Rex and I were talking, Rex made some
point which left me silent as I looked at his eye intently.
Suddenly as I was sitting there, something stung me in the center
of my left eye. I was trying to focus on Rex and my left eye
involuntarily closed because of the stinging pain. But I tried to
keep looking at Rex and only my right eye was open. Rex’s said,
“Open your eye! Closing one eye doesn’t do anything but ruin your
depth perception!”

Rex thought I was making some gesture
imitating the one eyed union’s behavior, and being aggressive. But
I truly wasn’t. Something had stung my left eye! I figured it was
one of those pestering incorporeal stars that had done it, but how
could I explain that to Rex? I felt embarrassed because Rex called
me out on what he felt was a hokey stunt on my part. I wasn’t being
aggressive with Rex and was never inclined to be such. But with all
the circumstances of recent, I had little room to make a defense or
protest. I felt that if I had bothered to try to explain my eye
closing, Rex wouldn’t have believed me, and would think the simpler
explanation was the truth: that I was copying a stunt I had learned
from others.

It kind of hurt to think Rex would think I
was behaving aggressively. I felt some shame on account of him
thinking this. I feared a breach of trust in our friendship was
perceived by Rex and that really bothered me. A breach of trust
just wasn’t the case at all. Yet I couldn’t bring myself to attempt
explaining anything. If Rex was going to think I was being stupid
and childish, I would just let it be. Rex no doubt would seek,
perceive and trust the simplest explanation, which came to him
instantly. But the simplest explanation just happened to be
wrong.

The conversation had gone sour, which was
something that never happened between Rex and me. I looked around
the room and those stars were still marching around. I held one of
them responsible for what had just happened between Rex and me. I
considered to myself how much such beings might be interfering with
humanity and human relations, and I doubted if I could trust those
beings. Yet the stars didn’t seem to be harming me or anything
else, so I decided to simply observe them and keep my eye on them
concerning how they might involve themselves in my affairs and
friendships.






 “Magic Walk: Apollo”

I headed out for a Magic Walk and got a
little ways up Dodson Chapel Road, heading toward the lake, when an
old Chevy eases up beside me. The car is really old from some year
in the early sixties. But it's as sharp as a brand new car. Its
gold body and white top are bright in the sunlight. I look over
into the Chevy to see who's driving, and its Apollo Oldham, sitting
there grinning at me. Apollo is a cousin of Rex’s by adoption. He’s
really kind of a character, who is fun to be around. I get into the
odd old car, and Apollo wants to know if I’m going to Rex’s house.
I let him know I’m just hanging loose and enjoying the day. Apollo
starts driving along and in an aimless way navigates more or less
toward Cooks and Alvin Sperry recreation areas, where our familiar
crowds were apt to cruise.

Apollo is a handsome manly fellow. He has a
brownish gold beard in a classic full style, well trimmed with a
handsome mustache. His bristly hair is golden and well groomed in a
nice brushed back style that is a bit longish and friendly looking.
His hairstyle brings out his face and beard. His face tends to
flush red a lot and he smiles like a movie star almost constantly.
Apollo likes to catch the eyes of the girls, and plays to their
eyes habitually.

On this sunny day I begin to tell Apollo
about some of my recent decisions, the gist of which is that I have
decided to be on God’s side. Apollo looks at me smiling and beaming
and then at the road. For some reason this just really entertains
Apollo and he takes off on the topic of God with relish and beaming
happiness. His manly blue eyes are full of happiness as he takes
over the conversation and starts talking about all the stuff he
thinks about God, religion, right and wrong. Now I never thought of
Apollo as a guy on God’s side, but it became obvious that he thinks
of himself this way. As Apollo talks incessantly with many stories
about himself and God, he covers all the details and with decided
self satisfaction in his face and voice, usually ends up seeing
himself as a just right fellow in the process. All the while his
eyes are smiling just as much as his mouth. I think Apollo is
fooling himself to think his sinful hide is alright with God. But I
kept that thought to myself, since I like Apollo pretty well.

It was something Apollo said every once in a
while, to punctuate the authenticity of his views, that struck me.
Every once in a while after he made a point, Apollo would say,
“That’s what God says!” with the smile never leaving his face. I
begin to think about his liberal use of the phrase and the question
came to my mind: “Is it proper to go around saying this and that
is, “What God said”? Hmmm, I have heard about guys in the Bible
saying things like that, but can that happen today?”

I reflected on my witnessing of the
crucifixion when I was struck blind, and realized it was a
statement from God, but I can’t really put words to it and say,
“This is what God says”. It was a picture that was speaking the
proverbial “thousand words”, but I couldn’t put the exact words to
it to say it is what God says. Then I wondered if being the Holy
Spirit would someday mean I would have to quote what God is
saying.

To me, Apollo seemed to be a bit nervy and
presumptuous to be saying God says this and God says that. But he
clearly seemed to be enjoying his chat with me and was comfortable
with declaring what God says. I wondered if maybe he had some
religious background in which it was part of their culture to use
that phrase.

Then for some reason it occurred to me that
Apollo needs to do something. I gently tell Apollo he needs to
marry the young woman he has been seeing. She obviously loves him,
and marrying her would be the right thing to do. Apollo listens and
understands where I’m coming from. Within a few minutes he makes
his decision and tells me he is going to marry her. The moral
imperative is shouldered decisively and he says that he will need a
little time, and then he’ll marry her. It wasn’t long after that, I
got the news that Apollo the young woman had their wedding and
became husband and wife.

As for me, I was left pondering this concept
of speaking for God and stating “God says”. That seemed a bit over
the top, but if God was saying something, a person should at least
state it as such. Those old Bible guys did it. I figured it could
happen.






 “Magic Walk: Clouds”

God and I are on such good terms! Everything
seems possible and nothing seems impossible. One morning I decided
to go on another one of my Magic Walks to see what God would do
with me. On this morning I only made it as far as the corner of
Central Pike and Dodson Chapel Road, when a car stopped and a young
man motioned for me to come over. He asked me where I was going and
if I needed a ride. Obviously this was the person God wanted me to
meet. I informed him I was just enjoying the day and had nothing
planned much. I accepted his offer for a ride even though I had no
certain destination.

Once I was in the car and we were rolling
along, the young man broke the silence by a reference to the
weather: “Sure is a cloudy day”. He was right, it was a cloudy day.
A day filled with a smooth layer of lavender clouds and absolutely
no rays of the sun shining in any place. The clouds let the
daylight through in a muted and pleasing way, making all green
things seem more intensely green, and all the colors of flowers
were nicely contrasting the greenery. It was like a canopy of shade
over paradise. I had noticed the clouds and how they had persisted
for days. But it was just weather to me. That is until the young
man, my appointment from God, had mentioned the clouds. This made
the clouds significant to me in another way, and made me think,
“Obviously God was providing this cloud to shade me”. But that made
me wonder why I would have shade provided for me during the day? If
God were sending me clouds in the daytime, it must be for an
important reason. Was the sun dangerous to me? I didn’t think so
unless, uh oh, I was infected with the vampire contagion! That girl
has dragged me into her clutches after all, and God is just
protecting me! Hmmm, that doesn’t seem very plausible. I’ll just
wait for the clouds to clear away and I’ll laugh this off.

I can’t recall anything else about this ride
with the young man, or where I ended up. I do recall that these
smooth lavender clouds persisted and persisted for days, and I
began to get creeped out thinking the vampire contagion was now a
plausible and believable explanation about why God would be shading
me with clouds in the day. I was beginning to long for the sun,
just to get into it and prove to myself there was nothing to this
stupid idea! But the sun wasn’t coming out, and it didn’t come out
for days.






 “Calling the Sun”

With the persistence of the always pleasant
lavender clouds, I was beginning to want to call on God for another
favor. This time I didn’t want to believe in some stupid vampire
thing, but my experiences with underground groups had me convinced
anything is possible concerning the weird and perverted mindsets of
people; or what seem to be people. I imagined a life being lived in
dim twilight, and what a high maintenance friend of God I would end
up being. Just going out in the day meant I would have to have
clouds, and God would spend a lot of time shading me. The rest of
the time would be night! Man! I like the sun. It’s beautiful and I
like it.

Finally I had enough doubting and called on
God to do me a favor: “God would you make the sun shine through for
me?” The strangest thing happened: In a very short little while,
the clouds began to break up and the rays of the sun did come
shining through here and there. “God let the sun shine on me if I’m
not going to be hurt by it.” I was thinking that if I was vampired
out, at least the issue of sunlight would be settled. Then the
clouds obeyed and the sun jumped through them as if startled into
action to shine on me. That was neat!

I recall going on a car ride with my Mom, and
as we rode the clouds kept blocking the sun. Each time I would call
for the sun in my mind, and the sun would instantly shine through
the clouds onto me. Over and over and over it would happen without
fail. Instantly and obediently the sun shone through at my
beckoning. “This can’t be mere coincidence” I thought. “Some
intelligence is obliging me when I call. It must be God since he’s
powerful enough to do things like this. The funny thing is, God
could be doing all this and showing off for me, and nobody else
would even notice.”






 “The Squeaking Gate”

It was about this time that I started hearing
a creepy sound that responded to the cadence of my thoughts and
seemed to be in every place where I went. The sound was like the
squeaking of a gate moving on rusty hinges. Or the sound might be
described as the sound a toy recorder flute that is being blown too
hard. Either description was creepy since one suggested the
decrepit gates of hell, and the other suggested a devilish
piper.

I was thinking: “Ah the master of the
vampires is beckoning. Some unseen spirit is just as interested in
me as all the rest of the incorporeal beings are. Everyone wants a
piece of my soul and wants me to be a part of them. Or maybe it’s
just the Devil. Who knows? At any rate I don’t like that sour sound
and I don’t want to be a part of anything it’s about”.

At least the sound didn’t seem to be used
like a dialogue. It was more like a goad or a pique being used to
taunt me. Creepy as it was, I refused to let it fully sway me since
if evil was behind it, evil lies anyhow.






 “Colors of Duress”

I decided to experiment with the idea of
following colors again. I would be discreet and not arouse any
attention from my parents or anyone else. I would simply play with
the idea and act as if nothing were going on. This time I did so by
taking another walk. I tried the experiment by following the
meanings I found in any random colors in any particular place my
eye fell, on the premise that some greater intelligence was so in
control, that it could give meaning to all things in every instance
with premeditated intent. Even things like mere colors would have
been placed where they were by the design of the unseen
intelligence to have a deeper mystical expression. It was therefore
to be discovered by me the dialogue of such expression, because it
was my intelligence listening for the whispers of the unseen and
the evidence of its existence.

So on this walk I followed colors and
generally punished myself in a convoluted rambling through streets,
weeds, stores, brush, bluffs and too much sunshine.

I mention a store for a particular reason.
While following the colors experiment, I ended up at a convenience
market and was challenged in some manner to convert my belief that
I was heir of all things, and all was mine, into some action. I
think it was the telepathic voice that was doing the challenging.
But I can’t recall for certain. At any rate the challenge was that
I should take what I want, if it’s all mine anyhow.

Now I had a problem. The convention of things
I still respected. And in conventional terms this was stealing, and
I wasn’t a thief. This was just plain wrong. If all was to be mine,
let it happen as it should, in order. But stealing is striking
right at the order of things. Yet the challenge persisted. I felt
something was amiss and evil was behind it. But I wasn’t certain.
It could be God. I asked the challenger, what if they don’t
understand that all is mine. I would get in big trouble. The
challenger insisted that nothing would happen and that I would be
invisible to them anyhow. Now I didn’t have any faith in that
concept whatsoever since I seemed fully visible to me.

It was at this point the challenges became
more insistent and spiritual duress was being heaped on me. Things
like, “Are you daring to disobey God? Do what is instructed or face
the consequences of judgment”. Now this was repulsive to my very
nature to have a strong willed something or other handing me
ultimatums. However I was afraid that if it was God, I would be in
real trouble.

So with a dead heart of resignation I walked
into the store and looked for something to take, in order to
satisfy the demands of this thing challenging me. I went over to
the drink case and picked up a chocolate flavored soda and went
toward the front of the store where all the people were and the
clerks on the cash registers. I walked past them casually, and even
held up the drink in plain sight of anyone who was looking. The
problem was that as I looked around waiting for somebody to see me
holding the drink, absolutely nobody was looking at me. It was
crowded and anyone could have seen me parading that cold drink
around. I noticed and felt it was very strange that nobody would
even glance at me. I didn’t want to take this drink but nobody
would stop me and grant me the excuse for disobeying the
challenger. I walked out of the store with the drink.

I had to admit that I did indeed seem to be
invisible to others, though I could clearly see myself. The
people’s eyes just wouldn’t fall on me. It was like their eyes were
being controlled.






 “Graceless Severity”

Okay you being! Are you satisfied? Now I feel
dirty like a thief! Yes you did manage to keep me from being seen.
But I don’t like this and I’m not doing it again!

The suggestion came to follow the colors yet
again and so I did. Rough terrain, down a tall bank, across fences,
across the interstate, into another open field, across another
fence, and up toward a house. As I came somewhat in the vicinity of
the house there was another fence with the tall grasses growing up
around it. I stopped to see the colors hanging in the fence and was
horrified to see two chickens hanging in the fence. One was black
and dead, the other was red and just as dead. It was a strange
sight in any case, made worse by my mind conjuring the significance
of this scene: Black death, and red wrath, for the chickens sitting
on the fence. I was very disturbed by this scene, because I
immediately applied the idea of the chickens as a representation of
myself, and the existence of the scene as a statement from a higher
being. I was now being condemned as a chicken fence sitter facing
wrath and death. I was feeling even worse with the duress now than
when I was at the store. My experiment with colors was done for the
day. This is where it leads and I’m feeling nuts! I quit!

I walked toward the road and passed by the
house that was on the property. Then an old man confronted me and
asked what I was doing there. He was agitated at seeing me cross
his property near his house. I told him I was going up to the road
and heading home. He declared slowly in an angry tone, “You have
cancer!” With that I resumed my plodding up to the road and left
the old guy standing there. However, this old man had strange words
as if he either knew something, or something that knew prompted him
to speak them. Now on top of a slight concern about being diseased
by a vampire contagion, I was dealing with cancer. Is that the
manner of wrath and death I get for being a fence sitting chicken?
I have cancer? I don’t like this scene and it’s repulsive to me.
Today there seemed to be no end to horrible things for me. If this
was God making these things happen, I was beginning to feel some
apprehension about Him. Things just didn’t seem to be right! The
use of will and coercion was not friendly, but tyrannical. I was
beginning to have my doubts about this thing being God, or if it
were God, I was having doubts about God himself. I personally was
becoming afraid.

I finally made it home and felt really
distressed, which concerned my Mom a great degree. It wasn’t like
me to be distressed and it worried her. I was very tired and fell
asleep as it became dusk. I just wanted to escape into the bliss of
dreams.






 “All Things Mine”

In my continuing contemplations about this
strange existence I was discovering, it was still such a big
question about how would it happen that promised things might
actually manifest to me in my life. One of the things I had
wondered about was the question of “all things being mine”. Could
it possibly be that the perceptions of other people would be that I
was somehow entitled to things? Everything else about reality was
up for grabs at this point, so why not try to define the boundaries
on this question, if there even were boundaries to be defined?

One day I was walking and found myself on
Lebanon Road at the big Baptist Church across from the McDonalds.
As I walked up the parking lot of the church, a car pulled briskly
into the drive and parked a few yards away from me. Man the way
that car pulled in seemed like it was trying to summon me. Could
this be the first offering of all things being mine? So I walked up
to the nice little blue car and looked inside. The driver was a
young man from the area who I barely knew. His name was Bill. He
wondered what I wanted and spoke to me in that effect. I came right
to the point: “How ‘bout I take this car?” Bill about blew a fuse
and went into a fairly good fit of anger as he got out of his car.
Well this test wasn’t going so good. Even though Bill was really
venting some serious anger at me, I was cool and unperturbed. I
calmly leaned down on the driver’s door and looked into his car.
Sitting there in the passenger seat was an old sweetheart of mine.
It was Jenny Jones! She was looking at me in a lost kind of way,
and I said, “Hi Jenny.” She said “Hi” back to me, but didn’t have
much else to say in this situation. She just sat there with a look
of uncertainty on her face. Jenny looked just fine and still had
her wonderful long chestnut hair. I saw that Jenny was pretty
uncomfortable about me, so I left her alone.

Now Bill was still giving me a tongue lashing
and I just stood there listening to him. It simply wasn’t relevant
or interesting to me what Bill was thinking or saying. I prodded
him a couple of more times about if he wanted to hand me the keys,
which brought out another round of anger each time. My cool
disposition in the face of his anger was confusing him and making
him feel off balanced. Then he said to me, “Your mouth is
bleeding.” Hmmm, that’s curious. So I put my hand to my mouth and
sure enough, there was a little blood on my lips. I wondered why
that was. At any rate I finally saw it was deeply disturbing to
Bill for him to think of losing his car to me. I felt sorry for him
and decided to leave him alone. My presence was a crucible of
testing for Bill and I realized it. I left the scene.

Later I was miles away near Central Pike and
Old Hickory Blvd. I noticed some activity around a basement house
and just decided to go investigate who it was. As I walked around
to the backside, I heard talking coming through the open sliding
glass door. I walked up to the door and looked in at the surprised
faces seeing me appear there. It was a couple of guys I had known
for years, though we never were more than acquaintances. One was
Thomas and the other was Earl. They both greeted me in a nervously
friendly way, asking me what’s going on. I didn’t have much to tell
them about what was going on, so I looked around. Earl had a suped
up six cylinder Honda motorcycle that sounded like a fighter
airplane when it was running down the road. I said to Earl, “How
about I take that motorcycle?” Just like Bill previously, Earl had
a severe bout of anger at the threat of having his motorcycle taken
to his face. But I wasn’t really worried about that. I saw fear and
confusion on those guys faces. Even though I was coming to raid
their place, something about the situation was restraining them
even though the gauntlet was thrown down. Being the tender hearted
guy that I am, I realized that like Bill, Earl was grieved and
angered at the mere prospect of letting go of his bad boy bike. So
feeling the whole idea wasn’t worth upsetting people over, I
dropped the matter and walked out and left those two guys
wondering.

After this couple of experiments along this
line of thought, I realized this matter of all things being mine,
was just a ridiculous idea and goes against the grain of human
nature. Obviously people didn’t understand it. I dropped the whole
matter out of my heart, realizing the world didn’t think for a
second that all things were mine, any more than I did.






 “Revelations and
Confusion”

It seemed to me that since I was the Holy
Spirit, that I should easily understand the Bible. But I wasn’t
finding this to be the case at all. Its euphemisms such as the
“right hand” were lost to me. I realized this book was written with
a code I wasn’t hip too, by a God and a culture which defined its
own symbolic significances. I should be able to grasp second
meanings though. To test myself I read passages in the book of the
Revelation of Jesus Christ. It was crazy with a style of hyper
symbolism that I couldn’t make any sense of. Yet my pride compelled
me to try to figure it out, and I thought at times I was getting
some insight. I was wrong though. But imagine my parents concerns
when I start telling them Dad is the “pale horse” and other such
nonsense.

My parents concluded that the one thing that
seemed to be on my mind consistently was something spiritual. Yet
they still figured that my brain was drug fried, and the main
reason for all my confusion. But considering the true things I had
discovered, and the bizarre nature of them, it shouldn’t be
surprising that I did eventually get confused. Wouldn’t anyone in
such a situation be expected to go over the edge on some if not
many things? I wasn’t brain fried on drugs, but I was a bit freaked
out and confused at this point. Soon I was going to realize a hard
lesson: Though everything is actually possible, not everything is
actually as imagined. I was going to have to find the means to
distinguish fact from misconceptions, or lies. I didn’t realize
this yet. I soon would.







“Herald”

On this sunny day I decided to go for yet
another magic walk just to see what else could happen. I left my
parents house and went down Central Pike toward Lebanon Road. I
can’t recall what form the dialogue was that came to me was. But as
I reached Lebanon Road and turned towards the town of Donelson, it
was at this point the dialogue was getting kind of stressful,
because I was now being instructed to become a preacher. To me
there was nothing more embarrassing than the idea of being a
preacher, and I was quite agitated at the whole idea. Also I was
informed that I should be a writer as well.

This just tore it for me! I had so many great
capabilities, but writing was mere clerical work to me, which was
the least of my strengths. I was convinced that I should be a
scientific genius. So now with this double whammy of bad career
recommendations, I was feeling like the imperious hand of some
oppressor with a bad sense of humor was pressing down on me.
Preachers are about the most useless things around! What would my
friends think of me? Churches are such a drag! I was about as
disheartened as a young guy could get at this point.

Whatever combination of things coming into my
senses that formed the dialogue was, it was strong. I walked onto
the grounds of the Donelson Hospital. I spotted some people going
in a side entrance and figured there was something there I needed
to go inside for. Again I can’t recall what I was after, but I went
in the side entrance and there were people waiting around sitting
in chairs.

I decided to take a seat myself and sat
beside this black man who was a sociable fellow himself. I spoke
with him and the conversation immediately became convoluted,
probably because I mistook anything he was saying as part of the
covert talk that everyone apparently used, but didn’t talk about. I
was still upset about being told to be a preacher and a writer so
my mood was lees than great. As we tried to talk, I went into some
spiel about, “everything being forgiven”, directing it to this poor
fellow who listened to me with absolutely no idea what I was
talking about. He was a bit stunned and looked at a nurse who had
stopped momentarily to observe us. All that the black fellow said
to the nurse was, “Crazy”, in a resigned and sad way that told me
he really meant it.

Now this made me mad. I didn’t show it
outwardly, though I might have appeared a bit shocked. At any rate
I concluded the guy was just as ignorant as I had been just a few
months ago, about the second meanings behind words. I got up and
walked outside and started heading back toward the road. The idea
of all things being mine came into the theme of things and I saw a
nurse walking along and so went up to her and asked if she had a
dime. If people were supposed to give me things, I figured a dime
would be a small enough burden. Just a tenth of a buck wouldn’t
make me feel like an exploitist. After all people worked hard for
their money and goods and it wouldn’t be right to deny them
anything they had strove for. Now this nurse was confused by my
request, and then I sensed she was either afraid or worried. I can
imagine her position. This beautiful young man was coming up to her
for no reason and asking for a dime. Was he setting her up, was he
crazy, was he going to rob her, was he insane or did he really need
a dime? Nevertheless the nurse furrowed her brow and silently
opened her purse and produced a dime and handed it to me. I
received the dime and told her “Thank you” ever so politely and
then walked on toward the road. I looked back to see her and she
was getting in her car. I thought about her life and wondered if it
was a good life. I wished her well in my heart and went on to the
road. I was getting a bit worn and started heading back home.

Then the impression came to me that I should
begin right this instant to start saying these God things. I
questioned whatever the source of the impressions was, “Right now?
Out here on the road?” I was afraid to be defiant of the
impressions coming to me. I balked a while and finally the duress
and pressure was too much and I caved. I muttered out something to
the effect of, “God is real. Jesus is alive and he’s coming back.”
Something wasn’t satisfied with this effort. I was made to recall
the idea of shouting from the roof tops. Was I being challenged to
start shouting it in public? The last thing I wanted was to be a
public exhibition. But again I was under pressure and afraid to be
defiant. So I raised my voice louder to a shouting level and
started shouting it much to my distress and humiliation, as the
traffic went driving by. I began to jog along as I shouted, really
wanting to get home fast and be done with this exercise in
humiliation. I was just not cut out for this kind of thing. As I
jogged and shouted the message, a car drove by in which a girl
shouted out the window to me as they passed, “Baby brother!” I
watched the car drive off into the distance as I continued
shouting, “God is real, Jesus is alive and he’s coming back.” I
felt like an utter fool, but the pressure from something was
prevailing upon me to continue. Finally my voice got dry and
cracked and I couldn’t shout anymore. I was glad my voice gave out
so I stopped shouting and began to walk along.

Just about that time my dad came driving up
and asked me what was going on. I wasn’t about to tell him what I
had just been doing. That would have been too embarrassing. I told
Dad I was just heading to the house. Well he had me get in the car
and told me that one of the neighbors had called him and said I was
on some kind of drugs or something out there on the highway. I told
him I wasn’t on any drugs. Inside I thought to myself that it just
figures that when you do the kinds of things God says to do, you
end up being taken for crazy! I wondered if God had any concept of
social suitability, or if he was always ready to have people on his
side just act like nuts in front of everybody. I was tired of this
pressure and not a very happy guy, with the prospect of being
demanded to become a stupid useless preacher! Or a writer either!
And now I was being expected to act stupid. I couldn’t stand it,
this, what ever it is!







“Vampire I”

About this time I was starting to take the
idea of a vampire thing seriously, and was becoming convinced I had
caught the contagion. The reason was that somehow the impression of
a question had come to me. The question came to me in the form of,
“What could be dead, but come back to life?” Of course the only
thing I could think of was the myth of the vampire. I didn’t think
of anything religious, like Jesus, to answer this question.

It was worrying me to be around sunlight.
Nothing seemed to happen when I did get in the sun, yet this was
the myth, and the suggestion of it was getting to me. I informed my
parents that I think I’ve been infected with a vampire thing by a
girl I had met. Of course this exasperated them when I wouldn’t
listen to reason. I knew it sounded silly, but a lot of things I
had experienced would sound silly to them, so I was not really
inclined to try to explain anything to my parents which I thought
they wouldn’t understand. It was risky to even say this much to
them, but I was beginning to need help sorting through all the
strange things happening to me.

So now my parents were watching their little
“Holy Spirit” behave like I’m allergic to sunlight, nodding at the
television like it was having a conversation with me, and coming
home stressed out about weird things happening while I was out and
about. It wasn’t going too far for them to be convinced that I had
utterly lost my mind. They were observing my behavior traits pretty
well and noting them for future reference.






 “Intercession Impression”

I recalled enjoying the intrigue of my magic
walks and the events occurring around them. On this day I decided
to go walking toward Earhart Road which is quite a way to walk. But
I did finally get to Earhart Road and was walking up it when I
heard the Bird. Now the voice of the Bird has been the one friendly
voice I trusted. The spaceman was whistling like a bird and he
seemed to be my type of individual. He was listening to my thoughts
and started responding to me. I had liked this guy and his
optimistic view of things, his “significance” themes, his powers
and ability of controlling human perceptions, were really neat
technologies. I even hoped he might let me ride in his hotrod
spaceship. Today though, the Spaceman’s contact with me seemed
darker and creepier. It didn’t help that as a counter call to the
voice of the bird, the squeaking gate sound seemed to making a goad
of itself. It was like some kind of dual was going on. Some point
of conflict was in the air. This day, the whole feeling of this
song of the bird combined with the squeaking gate sound, was toxic
and really creeping me out. It was almost like a good guy, bad guy
interrogation of some kind. As I walked, the topic of the
conversation became about my belief that I thought I was something
religiously significant: that I’m the Holy Spirit. There seemed to
be contention in the very air. Was this a day a spiritual testing
for me? Why am I being challenged on this? Why are the squeaking
gates goading me as if anxious to see me fail the test of this
question? Why is the shrill flute even in the same conversation as
the bird with me?

I had just topped the hill which was at the
end of the big S-curve, when the antagonist posed a frightening
question to me; a question that was terribly challenging.

“If you are the Holy Spirit, can you take the
punishment of everyone so that they can go to Heaven? Can you go to
hell for their sakes?”

I was shocked, repulsed, and stunned by such
a scenario! How had this idea come to the table? Was God expecting
me to take the punishment for others? I didn’t think being the Holy
Spirit involved anything as drastic as that! I thought this was
going to be fun! Now I’m being asked if I can do something like
that for other people that I don’t even know! Was God really
expecting such a thing? I felt revulsion at such a concept. Yet
even so, I felt deference to higher authority, since we are talking
God here, and I’m the Holy Spirit!

At this point I felt fear and was under
extreme psychological pressure, and a kind of existential spiritual
agony. It was coming to me as some kind of spiritual ultimatum and
it all felt like duress. I wanted to be on the good side with God,
but sacrificing myself for others, which would leave me in the
misery of final judgment, was asking a bit much. I took the
question so seriously that I had to think about whether I could
accept this mission. I was beginning to feel the pains of terror. I
love people and I want the best for them, but what about me? As I
walked I became more and more terrified and yet more serious about
what I should say to God. This bird had really fowled me up on this
question. It didn’t help that the goading sour sound of the
squeaking gate was following me. It was like a glee of evil to me
that was happy at my misfortune. The question along with this
pessimistic ambience of a sour sound following me added to the
dread and terror I was beginning to feel.

After a bit I decided that I had to do what
God wanted, but I didn’t like it. I loved my existence and it was
precious to me. It was a hard thing! I went into some woods off the
road a bit and a great light started appearing in the sky with
burning brilliance. I was terrified and just knew some big fire of
God was about to take me. As I watched it, I realized it was just
the landing lights of a jet plane that had turned my direction. I
realized that I was losing it, just to have been frightened by a
plane’s light! I sat at the base of a tree and began to mourn my
fate of being the one to intercede for the rest of humanity. At the
base of the tree I was in agony and wept until my energy was
depleted. It began to grow dark.

As the dark descended, I felt no comfort
being in the woods and so walked out to the road as the dark set
fully in around me. I walked onward to John Hagar Road and turned
right, which was another route toward home. I was emotionally
strung out, feeling bitter and now exhausted. As I walked some
headlights came up behind me and a white van slowed down beside me.
A man was concerned about me and asked if I needed a ride. I was
too tired to refuse the ride, and so I got in the van. I doubted
the man could see how wretched I was in the dark. But I felt
miserable and had hardly the energy or emotional state to converse.
The greatest impression I got of the man was that he was a kind and
loving person who was really concerned about me as he drove me
toward the house. He took a little longer route, but I didn’t care.
It was nice of him to give me a ride at all. At least this magic
walk had finally got a ride at all, even if it was on the road
home. I think this man understood that I was hurting, and he showed
real concern for me. At least there’s some kindness left in this
world!

Finally the man dropped me off at the
intersection of Central Pike and Dodson Chapel Road and I walked
over to the house and went in. Mom immediately saw that I was in
some state of agony, which I dared not even mention to her. But who
can hide themselves from their mother? She knew! I went on to my
room to continue in agony. Mom’s love was so deep and so concerned.
She said to Dad, “We have to get Bryson some help”. They were
resolved and did faithfully intervene to try to get me some
help.

Was all this from God or was it just some
insane delusion? If it was from God, this is what is accomplished:
The concept of interceding to take other people’s punishment for
them was introduced to me. I found that I couldn’t say no to God.
Yet I let God know my bitterness. I felt agony of soul, weeping and
having a terrified and broken heart. If there was ever anyone who
might have felt this kind of thing, I certainly could begin to
grasp the agony they felt. Maybe that’s what God wanted. If there
was any way out of this thing, I was hoping God would find another
way. But I knew that God would do what God needed to. It was a
horrible price to pay, but if God wanted it, how could it be any
other way? I sure didn’t want to be the “Holy Spirit” anymore. Was
there any hope of relief from such a thing? I hoped so, and hope
was all that kept me from utterly falling into the pit of
despairing resignation in which our souls fall over the edge and we
die in our mind.

There is somebody who understands:

Then came Yeshua with his disciples to a
place called Gethsemane, and Yeshua said to his disciples, “Sit
here while I go and pray yonder.” Then Yeshua took with him Peter
and also Yames and YaHannah, who are the two sons of Zebedee. As
they went, Yeshua began to be in agony of great sorrow, amazed with
grief and full of heaviness. He said to them, “My soul is in great
agony and sorrow of death. Stay here with me and keep watch” Yeshua
then proceeded a little further from them and went to his knees to
pray, then collapsed on his face. He prayed to God, “Father,
anything is possible for you; if you are willing, let this cup be
taken away from me: Nevertheless, not what I want, but what you
want be done.” Then an angel of heaven appeared to him and gave him
strength. Then Yeshua, in all his agony, prayed with all his
heart.






 “Christian Group
Counseling”

Unknown to me, my parents had started making
phone calls and contacting various experts for advice and
describing my behavior to them. Though I was very bizarre acting
and upset, they had noticed a strong spiritual theme to the bulk of
what I had told them. They contacted a man who was a minister,
Christian psychologist, and counselor, that was recommended to
them, and arranged for me to attend one of their group meetings. My
parents told me what they had arranged and entreated me to visit
the man. I agreed with some hope the man might actually have some
insight to the things going on, since his background was in
spiritual evangelical charismatic types of churches. This was a
very big departure on the part of my parents to even consider
resorting to this form of Christian expression for advice. But they
were desperately seeking anything that could sort me out, and hoped
against hope this man might be able to calm my spirit as well as
guide me through the things I was experiencing. I did indeed need
somebody who could relate to me. I wanted somebody to talk to me on
a level that revealed to me that I could trust they actually knew
something.

On the day of the meeting, my parents drove
me to a church facility in the tourist section of Nashville. We
arrived and I was escorted to the meeting room while my parents
waited in another area. I was miserable from thinking about the
idea of interceding for others at my own life’s expense, and it was
really eating at me. The concept was so foreign to anything I could
or would think of, and suicidally grotesque to me. Yet the concept
was deeply impressed upon me and I was barely able to hide or
contain my deep fear and foreboding of my fate. Upon entering the
meeting room, there were jovial folks in the group, which clashed
with my own mood in taxing disharmony. I didn’t need levity from
these people. I needed answers and the establishment of trust in
them.

I took a seat and observed the gathering
people and their manners. Frankly, they made me ill. I couldn’t
bear what seemed to me as childish enthusiasm over a bunch of
nothing. The stylization of this religious group culture was like
the pretend acting of children to me. I felt worse than ever just
being around them, feeling like I was being taxed to even be in
their presences. But there was one redeeming person among them; a
girl, who was quiet and dignified. I assumed she must have issues
of her own to be involved with this meeting. She was ever so
attractive even though she tried to not face my direction. It was
as if she was ashamed or put out by me noticing her. She had fine
wispy blond hair and slenderness about her. I couldn’t keep my eyes
off of her for a few seconds because I was trying to convince
myself that she wasn’t Rita. She kept turning her face away from me
and it was driving me mad. As badly as I felt, I still felt the
pain of love for Rita to the point that I could have been
distracted from the thoughts of my dire fate, to express love for
Rita with some joy. The girl didn’t want me to notice her so I
finally was able to leave her alone and give her the space she
wanted, free from the intrusions of my eyes to see if she was the
girl I truly loved. I reasoned she simply couldn’t be Rita.

Well the group went into a “testimony”
session with each person recounting some manner in which God is
working in their lives. Naturally it was a thing where turns were
being taken and it was coming around to me. I listened as they
described insipid life events and made their tenuous connections of
those events to God. The most mundane minor event was interpreted
as a blessing from God fulfilling their desires which were yet to
be realized. It all seemed like baby talk to me and I was loath to
spill my guts in this company. I had my dignity and it was not
easily defiled by being open to childish people who obviously
didn’t have a clue about the likes of anything I had experienced.
This group was making me sick. I didn’t like them, they repulsed
me, and I certainly didn’t trust them, their judgment, or respect
their understanding.

My turn came and the group intently waited on
me to say something and testify. They didn’t realize that I was
already fed up with them and didn’t want to be there. However I
decided to reflect on the idea of intercession and the purpose of
it. The part that interceding for them seemed to be my burden to
bear, I wasn’t about to share with them. While thinking about
interceding for these people with my own soul, I stated to the
group, “All of you are going to heaven”. Yet at that, I felt
miserable thinking I had to pay the price for them. I was really
about to get sick. There were a few “Amens” shared and such stuff
as that in response to my statement.

It was then that the directing counselor
spoke to me; the man my parents had wanted me to see. His name was
Donald Poulet. Almost the instant he spoke, my hopes were dashed at
the very sound of his voice. This “minister” spoke with the vilest
and most indiscrete affected inflections of a flaming homosexual.
For him to speak at all was like a rasp being placed on my nerves.
How cute of a stunt it was for a man to speak like that while
playing coy and posing as a minister, as if daring people under God
to even notice he sounded like a faggot. Meanwhile, he seemed to
revel in the sound of his own voice. Donald asked me, “Why do you
seem angry when you say we are going to heaven?” I wasn’t
particularly angry; just tormented and afraid. But this man was
about to get me angry by the sound of his voice. I wasn’t about to
answer a man who spoke to me in such undignified tones. Why should
I be open to this group and expose my thoughts to their childish
scrutiny? How much less would I humble myself in the company of a
man who talked in these perverted and affected tones of speech.

Suppressing the outward show of my disgust
and disappointment, I was loath to dignify this group with another
utterance. Feeling actual anger now at the intrusiveness of a
faggot into spiritual matters by this distasteful Poulet character,
I motioned to the next person and firmly suggested they move on to
his turn. I refused to be goaded and firmly frustrated any further
prying into my thoughts by this poseur of flagrant contradiction;
the homosexual sounding preacher. I was through with him and
planned on never being in his company again. Not soon enough did
this sickening meeting end.

Afterwards I saw Poulet talking to my
concerned parents. His head was downward and his face was grave as
he spoke to them. What an actor. He knew absolutely nothing about
me, yet there he was being the voice of concern and leading my
parents onward. What an ignorant poseur! A man like this could
never know the things I experience. He’s so pseudo. The sissy
preacher and his childish Holy Roly wannabees, they all made me
ill!







“Tricked”

Shortly after having gone to the Christian
counseling meeting, my parents suggested I go see a doctor for an
examination. On the day of the appointment, my parents and I drove
into Nashville. I thought this was rather out of the way for an
exam, but I didn’t care about that. I was watching the scenery and
felt calm especially since they had waited for dusk for us to get
underway. I thought about trying to live avoiding the sun. What a
drag that was going to be. In retrospect staying out of the sun
might not have been such a bad idea, if I had only had the right
reasons for doing so. But being concerned about becoming a vampire
isn’t really a good reason.

After awhile we arrived at a huge facility
and went inside a really modern and nice hospital called Parthenon
Pavilion. We went to the appropriate floor and my parents told the
receptionist I was there. They invited us into an open lounge room
that was furnished with couches, tables and chairs. I sat down at
the table with my parents to await my turn to see the doctor for an
exam. Soon they started setting forms down in front of me and told
me to fill them out. So I filled them out and signed on all the
places where I was supposed to sign. I thought to myself, “This
sure is a lot of paperwork to fill out, just to get an exam!” When
I finished all the papers, they were taken away and my parents
started chatting with me. While we talked I began to notice the
people mulling around looked weird. Visibly, they all looked like
they had some kind of problem like they were creepy or crazy. Sort
of like people from nightmares. They all creeped me out and I
thought, “I sure am glad I won’t be around here long. These folks
are a bunch of weirdoes!”

About this time I heard my mother say in
reassuring tones, like she was talking to a baby, “We’ll come back
in the morning to see you”. I was puzzled by this comment and
asked, “Do you think an exam takes that long? You don’t think I’m
staying here do you?” She replied something to the effect, “Yes you
have to”. There is one thing sure to get me upset and that is the
imposition of an imperious will. The very idea of telling me I
“have to”! I then realized Mom and Dad were thinking seriously that
I was staying, even though I had never even considered it. I looked
around at the people milling about in their afflicted looking
manners and the realization hit me with a flash of rage: This is a
crazy house! This isn’t a physical exam! I’ve been tricked into
coming to a place with nutcases all around me!

I arose from my seat with fierce anger and
told my parents, “I’ll never forgive you for this. I’m leaving!” I
turned toward the door and went out to the elevator and pushed the
button for the ground floor. Suddenly there was a lot of commotion
and shouting and I figured that one of the nut cases must be acting
up. Then they started calling my name which was very insulting.
Four big guys in white coats arrived and decided to rush me as a
group. Now I was really mad, because force as well as will was
being imposed on me. Two of them grabbed my arms and two grabbed my
legs. I realized this was the treatment crazy people were given,
that was normal procedure for the guys in the white coats. They
completely dehumanize the dignity of the insane and treat them
forcefully like animals are treated. Now such treatment was being
directed toward me! I was indignant and madder than a wasp. But my
mind was sharp and clear in the moments when these guys in the
white coats assaulted me.

They wanted to get me off my feet to attempt
to wrestle me into submission. Even though I was angry, I knew I
could easily defeat them. But I didn’t want to use that level of
violence on anyone. I would feel guilty. I picked up on the two
guys holding my arms just enough to make me so heavy on the floor
the guys trying to yank my feet out from under me, might have well
been yanking on a tree. My parents watched and my Dad was weeping.
I was just mad! But I was in control of myself.

While the big guys were struggling to budge
me, a fifth guy joined in and grabbed me around my waist and
started trying to move me. He was a skinny guy and I looked down at
him pulling on me. I thought to myself that if I really wanted to
end all this, I could shake them all loose in an instant. I could
feel my strength was more than all of them together and I would be
able to subdue them with the pure punishment from my blows. But
again I realized and felt, I would never want to hurt anyone. I
looked down at the skinny guy again and thought about how he
doesn’t realize what danger he’s in. I thought about how easily I
could free my arms and twist his head off his shoulders. But even
in anger, I felt compassion and identification with this skinny
guy. I knew violence could free me, but I couldn’t do it. I just
couldn’t do it. As I stood there like a stone with five guys
struggling to budge me, I made a decision that I respect to this
day: I either have to beat up these guys or go along with them. I
can’t bring myself to hurt them so I’ll find another way to deal
with this by my wits.

Once I had made my decision, I said to all
these guys, “Alright! Carry me away!” And I relaxed and leaned back
so they could lift me off the floor by my arms and legs. I didn’t
bother kicking or anything since this was a conscious decision to
play along rather than hurt them. They carried me past my parents,
back into the lobby area and then to a small concrete room that was
completely empty. I thought about how dramatically they were
acting, as if they had a tiger by the tail. They then started
pulling at my clothes. Of course they couldn’t get them off if I
didn’t allow it. I thought to myself that this indignity is how
they abusively treat and dehumanize the insane. I noted this
trespass against human dignity and found them guilty of abuse. But
the decision was still the same on my part: play along instead of
beat them to bloody pulp. So I let them have my clothes and I was
naked.

Then they handed me a little stupid gown that
ties up in the back. They really expected me to play my part like I
was crazy, and now I had to wear this little monkey jumper that
shows my buttocks. Why would they take off some clothes and then
put on others? It’s not an issue of safety for a patient, or an
issue of sanitation. This is simply a frontal assault on dignity.
But my plan was formed already and so I played along again. I put
on the cloth of humiliation and submission, dehumanization and
theft of dignity. I was beginning to cry from the injury to my
feelings, but not to weep. I was angry but not to the point of
violence. I was just hurt.

Then they came with a syringe full of some
kind of tranquilizer. Oh boy, they want to give me a shot! Well how
bad could a drug trip be? I have friends who would probably pay
money to have that shot. What the heck! Sock it to me! So I let
them give me the shot right in the cheek of my buttock. Now they
were satisfied they had subdued an animal! They left the room and
shut the steel door. I was still mad and a little hurt. But this
shot was kind of comfortable! I noticed this room would never be
safe for a truly deranged person because of all the hard surfaces.
I was feeling very comfortable all over and things were sounding
far off. I thought of the plight of the insane and the indignities
they suffered by the same example that was being imposed upon me in
this manner. I passed out.






 “The Creepiest
Singing in the Universe”

Something awful was penetrating my
consciousness. It was horrendous and foreboding. I was
instinctively repulsed and felt a sense of danger. Through my
dreamlike stupor, I became aware of my surroundings, and began to
realize the thing so irritating to me was some kind of sick music.
Slowly I realized and remembered where I was, and that I was still
lying on the floor. The music was somebody strumming some weak
minor chords on a terminally ill guitar and a woman was warbling in
nauseating waves of crescendos on the minor notes. She sounded like
a witch or some other demented form of subhuman mindset whose
specialty was driving humanity nuts with her sickly warbling. She
sounded insane! It was instantly recognizable as soon as she made a
sound!

I couldn’t take another note of this noise. I
jumped up and pounded on the steel door loudly in indignation. In a
few moments a nurse opened a peep through and looked at me directly
in the face. “Are you OK now?” she asked me. I was irritated with
the singing and for being awakened by such abuse. I replied to the
nurse coolly with a bit of irritation and impatience, “Yeh I’m OK.
Somebody get that woman to stop singing!” Surprisingly the nurse
asked me, “Are you ready to come out now?” Hmmm, an option has
appeared. I may as well take advantage of it, so I replied gruffly,
“Yeh, I’m ready. I need some clothes.” She told me she would take
care of it. In a few minutes the door opened and a man put some of
my clothes inside the door and left it ajar. I got dressed and
stepped out of the concrete cage into the room to see the woman
strumming on the guitar and still singing in her sick tones. I
studied her. She was a woman with blonde hair in an unfeminine
blocky short cut. It was the kind of hair style you see on the
institutionalized mentally retarded women at Clover Bottom. She was
middle aged and struck me as a person who was quite comfortable
with herself being dysfunctional. I mentioned to the nurse in a
discreet but very serious way, “I can’t take that singing.” The
nurse nonchalantly distracted the singing siren and caused her to
stop her insane spell. Oh, I was glad!

I looked around at the room which was an open
foyer with individual rooms for each patient lining two sides. In
the wide end was a glassed in room with tables and at the narrow
end was the entrance and the glassed in nurses station. My exit was
that entrance.






 “These Afflicted People”

For now though, I was actually a bit
interested in observing what goes on in this place; to see what
insane people are like. There was a woman who was obviously in deep
inner pain and she was walking around sack faced. She must have
been fifty years old. I had the impression she was a wife and a
mother. She was so drugged.

There was this tall slim blond headed man who
was obviously a social misfit. He was gabby and outgoing with
everyone, which was his obvious flaw. He seemed to think the sound
of his voice was a major asset and was apparently pleased with
himself the more he chatted up people. He just wasn’t cool, and it
would be tiring and tedious to be around him very long. I doubted
he realized it.

Then there was the slightly built, dark
haired and swarthy fellow, who might have been an executive or
white collar type, except that he was so mentally ill. He had short
hair meant to be neatly combed with an old fashioned part on the
side. At least that was the intent of his hairstyle. Apparently it
was often messed out of place and was oily looking due to his being
mental and his hair had taken a low priority. I felt especially bad
for him because he apparently got into trouble for something, and
the staff locked him in the concrete room. Later they let him out
and he was standing in front of all of the people there, crying
like a little hurt child wearing the little immodest monkey jumper
they insist on imposing on humanity.

There was that witchy woman who sang like a
refugee from hell, who seemed really adapted to this crazy
environment. I have the opinion that she liked being mental and
milked the benefits of it like a true professional.

Another younger fellow was there as a
patient, who to me, seemed like a normal cool fellow. I couldn’t
detect anything really odd about him. There were other patients
that I can’t really recall, and of course myself.

As I observed these people I could see the
turmoil and pain they felt from their various mental illnesses.
While I found them at first revolting, that was replaced with a
sense of compassion as well as identification, since I had received
some of the same abuses they had. I truly hurt for them when they
suffered. I felt they were treated beneath dignity, drugged into
weird states, and subjected to handling as if they were animals to
be trained.

In my mind, I wondered how in the world I
could have been mistaken as in the same group with these suffering
people. I was not hurting like these people. They were unable to
function normally, but I could conduct myself as conventionally as
the next person. Those skills were not forgotten, just set aside
carelessly during the hunt, not realizing the need for
appearances.

It’s funny, that while I thought these
things, about how obviously I differ from these afflicted people, I
had somehow forgotten the terror of just days previous, when I
believed my soul was to be sacrificed so that others could be
saved. I had also forgotten how following the colors had led to a
very stressful and strange day.

Maybe it was the shock of the conflict that
made me focus on the new objective and decide that the new battle
field required new tactics. Dealing with the most pressing
situation, made me set aside the curiosities of the past few
months, weeks and days.







“Realization”

I didn’t belong here in this nuthouse. I
wasn’t like these people in any form. I concluded that I had
already made a mistake in being too open. One valuable answer had
been gained by the events of this turmoil: Obviously there were
people who didn’t understand mystical things, underground cultures,
and intelligences expressing themselves in events. They were
ignorant of this side of reality. In fact, I concluded once and for
all from this experience, that the majority of people don’t
understand things mystical at all. I had obviously just been
exposed on my own to beings unearthly, and to a small concentration
of people who did know. This was comforting to realize: That a
person could return to the setting of just ordinary simple people,
having an ordinary simple and conventional reality.

On the other hand, among those who didn’t
understand this side of reality, were the hospital staff in charge
of this dominion of hell, and who exercised that authority upon the
patients. It seemed inherently dangerous to me that those who
administered overpoweringly potent brain altering psychotropic
drugs would be my perceptual inferiors. Who knows what legal forces
they might resort to in order to maintain an attempt to control?
How could the uninformed be allowed control and to do so in an
imperious manner? The prospect of it all was intolerable to me! I
would not play along with the inferior attempting control over me.
The blind were not my guides. I know reality in ways they can’t
even entertain in their professionally conditioned perceptions. I
may be looking for answers, but these guys can’t even deal with the
questions, except to deny the basis in reality such questions would
have!

Being absolutely convinced of their
ignorance, by virtue of receiving the disrespectful treatment of
being thrown into the nuthouse by them, I saw them as my inferiors
and as dangerous. This required a plan to be carefully carried out,
or they would succeed in ruining my existence with imprisonment, a
loss of rights, and possibly driving my intelligence out of me with
psychotropic drugs or other weird treatments. I would need to be
very cool about this.






 “A New Modus Operandi”

By now I was realizing that being too open
already, had gotten me utterly in a fix. I now understood the value
of the term “occult”, used by those who want to remain hidden. The
reason is for self preservation, while among the fearing ignorant.
Well my mistake! From now on I would be hidden while among the
ignorant, so as not to cause them alarm or fear. I would
consciously project normality as a show, until I had opportunity to
be shed of their scrutiny. They were like a monkey on my back.

My next decision was to be very co-operative
with the psychiatrics, in order to establish my own harmlessness in
their minds. This would induce them to drop their guards concerning
me, in case I needed to take advantage of an opportunity their lax
attentions might present.

I considered also that I would need my
physical strength and endurance. There really was no place to do
conditioning, but they did have plenty of hearty food and I planned
on saturating my system with the strength of it. I ate well and
purposefully to bring my strength to the ready with an abundance of
reserve.

My next consideration was the acquaintance of
the routines of this prison. I would spy out the times that things
occurred, like the changes of shifts, the hours when people were
present and the hours they were absent, and their locations. I
would monitor their attentiveness to me and their demeanors
concerning me, to the end of finding the weaker links in this chain
of bondage.

I also surveyed the routes of possible exit.
I checked the windows and adjacent doorways for stairways or halls.
I checked for fire exits. How strange that this place didn’t have
fire exits. I supposed the insane would just have to burn up. I
checked for balconies and roof accesses outside the windows. I even
considered a climb out the window. But this place was a dead end
and alternate routs were far too risky since it was four stories
above the ground. The best route out was the same route I came
in.







“Medicine”

Now that I had a bigger situation to deal
with, having been tricked into signing myself into a nuthouse,
other matters could wait until later. Right now I had to focus on
delivering myself from these perceptually blinded professionals
before they harm me. I cannot understate the utter disdain and
contempt I felt for all their credentials and expertise. To me, the
psychiatrics were blind children delving into things they didn’t
understand and couldn’t even think about without reacting to it as
if it were a malady for them to cure.

I wasn’t about to open up to them even a
fraction of an inch. To tell them about the visitations from other
intelligent beings would be fodder to feed their ignorant
misperceptions. To extricate myself from their grasp was indeed a
matter of survival. But I certainly wouldn’t let them know I
thought this way about them. No, I would be very co-operative, low
key, and as cheerful as possible in this toxic setting of pained
minds, and the pernicious arrogations of the “educated”.

The first test of my cooperation and facade
of docile demeanor occurred when one of the nurses came to me with
pills to take. I had to think fast and weigh the risk involved.
“What is this?” I asked. The nurse informed me the pills were
sedatives. Ok, maybe I needed to be even more docile. But a
sedative probably wouldn’t harm me. I had never taken pills and
considered it absurdly dangerous. On the other hand I reasoned that
this must be a fairly routine thing and not really that risky. I
thought about how some pill popping friends of mine would be
anxious to take this stuff. So with a bit of abandon and a
willingness to test myself under the influence of the little pills,
I took them like an obedient lamb for the nurse.

Now of the pills themselves, I certainly
recall little blue ones. I think there may have been a small pail
yellow one also, but I’m just not sure. But I have to admit they
were potent little things. The next thing I knew I was feeling as
sluggish as molasses. But high is high, and that wasn’t so bad. But
soon I was tired of trying to enjoy a free high. These little
buggers were completely lacking in some character, quality and
content, like you get from a good joint. Instead, what they gave
was an utterly depressing one dimensional burnout feeling of no
energy. There were no euphoric properties, no sensually redeeming
qualities, no anything but blah. If I had ever been a pill user,
these blue thingies wouldn’t be worth a dime.

Every now and then the nurses would come
around with another dose, which I would take. But the effect of
them was so utterly tiring and boring, that I got completely fed up
with being high on them, and really wanted to come down for the
first time in my life. Day after day, hour after hour, I was high
and burned out feeling on the boring little blue things. But I put
up with it for the sake of my plan to pacify and placate them
concerning my disposition, and get them to drop their guard.

Then on a certain occasion, the nurse came
with a new prescription for me. A little tiny paper pleated cup
with a measure of some clear liquid in it. I was concerned about
this. I was informed it was just a medicine to promote clear
thinking. A redeeming quality at least! I felt such a drug could
only enhance my already profound intelligence, so why not? Not much
risk in a “clear thinking” drug! Yeh, right!

I drank the stuff right up, thinking they
were falling for my act and eventually my chance would come. I
anticipated an epiphany or enlightenment or some other breakthrough
to come streaming into my mind like inspiration, on this drug. But
the next thing I knew I was feeling a bit stiff. In fact it was
getting hard to open my mouth. It was beginning to bug me. I played
with opening my mouth until the effort was so strained, that I just
let my mouth stay closed. Then things got really ugly from there.
My jaws began to clamp tight and I was bearing down on my teeth
involuntarily. My jaw muscles were about to explode with the
exertion, and I was afraid my teeth were going to shatter. It was
enough to make a person get a bit panicky. But I controlled this
impulse to panic, with the resolution they would never see me
anything but cool and in control.

But here is the problem: While my intent was
to be calm and collected, it seemed their intent was to conform my
appearance into the zombie state with a side dish of contorted
facial expressions, busted teeth and pain enough to make one panic
like a caged and cornered animal. Oh these guys are good at self
necessitation! If they can get me to look nuts, they will no doubt
see a need for their contributions to my “benefit”.

I couldn’t bear much longer the painful
effect of this liquid torture. So as coolly as my stiff and
sluggish gait would allow, I eased over to one of the nurses, a
blond haired youngish woman with an air of importance about
herself, and I gestured to my jaws for her. I simply couldn’t speak
because I was completely locked shut and about to break my teeth.
She calmly asked me, “What’s the matter, are you having some side
effects from the medicine?” There was no time for sarcastic
thoughts or contempt, I needed help. I did a nod “yes”. The nurse
then asked if I needed a shot to counteract the side effects. I
nodded “yes” again, and she agreed to get me a shot. At this point
I would have drunk arsenic for relief. But I hadn’t lost my cool!
They came with a syringe and gave me a shot. Relief was almost
instant and I came loose. What a test! They almost had me acting
nuts for them on that one.

I began to think about all the drugs
available to people in the world, and the charming qualities of
many of them. But these psychiatric types only seemed to use drugs
that are about as bad as they can get. How convenient that giving
people such bad highs and unpleasant drugs would make them look
like face contorted derelicts in agony. Self necessitation is a
wicked thing! I must escape from these psychopaths before they
manage to trip my brain fuses and they have a lifetime customer to
line their pockets!

Hey, it’s only paranoia, if it isn’t true.
But the truth is I have the psychiatric communities’ number. They
are ignorant and incomplete concerning reality. They have the
credentials to justify their arrogations upon others. The
psychiatrics have a toxic reliance upon their own conditioned
perceptions, which are so utterly limited that they are the ones
who can’t grasp reality for fear that it might be outside their
safe professional boundaries. One in a thousand of them may be
wise. I can only hope the psychiatric community has a more
sophisticated generation now, than in 1978. I may admit that one in
a thousand of them can grasp reality. But if the psychiatrics can’t
allow that I was encountering and interacting with incorporeal
beings, then I have no use for them. Such a reality is too much for
them, and they would try to cure it. My sense of self preservation
is kicking in. I intuitively know that if I breathe a word about
anything I experience, I will be trapped by the profession of my
words and the psychiatrist will use some force to make me a
permanent patient.






 “A Wicked Hand”

A night came and I went to sleep in my bed in
my hospital room. As I slept, a strange and disturbing dream began.
I became conscious that I was lying in my bed in the room, and had
awareness of where I was. Then from my right side I observed a
vivid apparition of a man’s arm and hand descending toward me. The
arm was thin and the hand was aged and gnarly in its thin bony
form. It was a wicked arm with wicked intent and I didn’t trust it
in an instant. As it descended toward me, I instinctively knew that
it belonged to somebody who had something to do with the hospital.
It belonged to either a patient, or somebody who worked here; I
couldn’t know. Then as the hand came upon me, it had reached for my
private stones, and grasped me in this manner torturing me as I lay
helpless. Then it began pulling on me and I was hurting so badly
that I was sick with intense pain. As it pulled more and harder I
could feel my body beginning to tear, and I knew I was about to be
castrated in a violent act. As my body was beginning to break
apart, the pained transformed to a feeling of nausea and I resigned
in my spirit to this fate, which I was powerless to stop. Just at
the moment I resigned, the hand stopped and let go of me. I seemed
to go back to sleep.

Once I awoke in the morning, the dream had
been so real that I checked myself for injury. But I was fine. I
wondered if there had been some kind of procedure performed on me
in the night, such as a chemical castration or something. I was
paranoid enough about the dangers of being in the clutches of these
psychiatric people, that I wouldn’t have been surprised if they had
decided to prevent my type, “the insane” they called me, from
bearing children. Such eugenic motives are, after all, a part of
the American medical scene. All we have to do is look at the
holocaust of Planned Parenthood and its mass murdering founder,
advocate of eugenics, and racist heroine of Hitler, Margaret
Sanger.

There was nothing I could do. If the thing
hadn’t just been a dream, the risk of inquiring about it would play
into the psychiatrist hands to condemn me. I decided time would
tell if I could father children or not. But for now, my
circumstances compelled me not to dwell on the matter, despite a
seething indignation inside me that I may have been trespassed
upon.

What could be the meaning of this dream? Was
it, that with resignation to the evil that had me in its clutches,
it would stop hurting me. Was the evil just wanting my will to
break to its will? I thought to myself this could definitely apply
to the psychiatrics who would be more than willing for my will to
submit to their game of their own self necessitation.

Or could the meaning be that I was rescued by
another agency? That the dream was a metaphor of my will breaking
in the face of overpowering adversity, to realize I was helpless,
and then to receive a rescue or a deliverance from the clutches of
evil when I was powerless?

Maybe the dream was literal and I had
actually been attacked in my sleep. I doubted this; but I doubted
the dream for meanings as well. As far as I was concerned, if it
had been some unseen agency expressing itself in my dreams, it
might well just be deception and intrigue being expressed. Maybe it
was just a bad dream and nothing more. Whatever it was, the dream
did describe my present circumstances. I was definitely in the
clutches of some kind of mad scientist doctors that I considered to
be an unwitting and ignorant evil. They are trying to confine and
conform my mind to their narrow vision of reality, despite
themselves being the blind ones.






 “Occupying Time”

After scoping out the surroundings, and
deciding the entrance was the exit escape route, I had to have some
street clothes to make my exit. Naturally they had me wear some
pajamas that my parents had brought to me. I loathe pajamas! I
regard them as almost as nonsensical of an article of clothing as a
necktie: Useless and uncomfortable in any situation! So I inquired
about my clothes and they were brought to me and I hung them up in
my private room. I would need them for the escape.

I also asked about a guitar and was allowed
to use the same guitar as everyone or anyone could use; it belonged
to the hospital. It was a horrid classical guitar. I tuned on it
and tried to play it. Its neck was wide and its frets were flat.
The huge nylon strings rolled under my fingers rather than bending
smoothly like a soul preaching guitar should. The very sound of it
was depressing. The tones were weak and the sustain was short. It
was a sick little instrument and its sound reflected the atmosphere
of this mental ward well. Playing on it was utterly frustrating and
the result was to feel irritated rather than to have experienced
the psychoactive effects of soaring and inspired music.

I observed the milling around of the mental
patients and caught some of their trite chatter about a lot of
nothing. They bored me. Once I was just sitting in a chair and felt
a loving stroke of a hand upon the crown of my head and stroke down
the back of it. I turned to see who was loving on me, and it was
the lady that I figured was a wife and mother. She had just
wondered up behind me and stroked my head. When I looked directly
at her, she was startled and looked horrified as if she had just
seen a monster transform for her. With wide eyes and frightened
sounds coming from her throat, she backed away from me and then
went away. Poor thing I thought. She probably thought I was one of
her kids.

The witchy singing woman tried to be sociable
with me. But her croppy unfeminine hair and her wrinkled weathered
look so repulsed me that I couldn’t stand the atmosphere of her
presence. When she spoke to me, I mostly didn’t have a clue about
what she was talking about because I couldn’t relate to her
pre-occupation of mincing about the ropes of bureaucratic stuff
that was on her mind. Yeah she must be a professional at working
the system, but we were definitely not on the same page
conversationally. I didn’t encourage conversation from her, and she
eventually gave up trying to converse with me. I wanted space
between her and me. I didn’t want to see her, hear her, or even
think about her. Unfeminine women affect me that way, all the more
if they look, sound and behave neurotically, like she had mastered
the art of. I shudder in response to her.

Conversation was not something I wanted to
attempt among these repulsively ill people. The one guy who seemed
like an ordinary person, I may have spoken with some. But I didn’t
plan on staying long enough to make friends.

I checked the entrance door fairly often to
see if it was locked. It always was. The young blonde authoritative
nurse noticed me checking the door, and chided me for trying to
leave. I wouldn’t have left at that point because I was in pajamas.
I was simply learning the times when it might be unlocked and
locked.

I was fast becoming very bored. My mind needs
something to think about and focus on all the time! I must put my
mind on something or I become agitated. I watched out the window of
my room as people played tennis below. Boring!

I finally asked for a radio. The request was
approved and my parents brought my beloved bedside radio to me. At
last I had some stimulus to counteract the boredom and the effects
of the drugs of sluggishness. I turned it on nice and low and let
it ooze out its vibes into my room. Ah! Mellow, hip alternative
rock vibes on 103 FM. Yes, the radio was speaking to me in
relevance to my own existence. But I wouldn’t let on. In fact if
they had asked such a question, I would have replied in shocked
tones, “That’s crazy! You don’t think that could happen do you?”
Just having something to prompt my thoughts was a great relief to
me. I really needed to hear the outside world and escape the toxic
feeling of this nuthouse.






 “Medical Testing”

Shortly after settling in a bit, the doctors
started wanting samples of body fluids and such to be sent to labs.
What all they were looking for I wouldn’t know. But I do know they
at least were looking for drugs in my system that might account for
my bizarre behavior. They should have at least found I had smoked
pot, but according to what my mother told me, they declared my
system was free of any of the drugs they were looking for. This
news reassured my parents that my brain wasn’t drug fried, but no
doubt left them puzzled about what had happened to me. The
psychiatrist of course was telling them my problem was
schizophrenia. They didn’t have to tell me that’s what they
thought. I knew absolutely for certain that’s what they would
think. I had complete faith in the limits of their professionally
conditioned perceptions, and knew this was a certain conclusion
they would arrive at. This was all the more basis for my sense of
self preservation to be on red alert.

Then came the day they wanted to hook me up
to a machine to monitor my brain. The radio host exhorting to be
co-operative, reminded me of the mode of my plan, which was to be
cool and normal until the medical types lost their attentiveness
toward me. So I played along with them as they interacted with me.
I responded to their instructions, questions and other words with
conventional plain spoken directness while displaying indifference
to the whole procedure. I showed neither enthusiasm nor reluctance
to being pasted with all the connections all over my head. I simply
went along with the whole procedure for their sakes to convince
them I wasn’t nuts.

You’re probably wondering what the results of
the brain test was. Well as far as those Doctors could tell, I had
a normal brain pattern. Yes they looked for brain waves and drugs
to explain my behavior; anything to explain things as an
alternative explanation to what I had already told my parents,
which they in turn revealed to the doctor. No, the doctor had no
inclination to accept those ideas or even consider them. This is
why the doctor is in the dark, and I’m the enlightened, even at
this confused point in my experiences. But the stakes were now my
self preservation and I had to escape from the doctor’s grasp upon
my life.

I have often wondered how many gifted people
have simply been committed to nuthouses and drugged for the rest of
their lives to cure them of the wonderful gifts they have, which
no-one understood.






 “Occultation Prose”

While most of my time was spent being bored
in the nuthouse, there was a morning when the blonde nurse came to
my room and asked me to write what I was thinking about. I figured
I had best play along to keep them from being on my back. I was
given some note paper and a pen, and I sat down to write. I could
have written about some topic as if it was the thing I was thinking
about. However, insincerity and making stuff up is not my strong
suit. Naturally I wrote, as they requested, about what was on my
mind.

But this required some considerations. If I
speak directly about my thoughts or experiences, they will
interpret this as insane. The best thing to do is be vague in such
a way that the doctors won’t understand it and use it against me.
But being loath to speak for no reason, I contrived a plan to make
the writing have substance. My plan was to use allusions veiled in
various ways that have the catch phrases and buzzwords that will
serve as clues about what I’m talking about. I don’t know why, but
I had the deepest intuition that what I was going to write would be
published. So I figured that in some future time after it was
published, that some very hip and knowing person out there would
read it. They would see the clues and realize I was being vague,
and put it together with a little thought, and understand what the
allusions were meaning. But the ignorant would have no idea about
what I was referring to, because they have no basis to understand
the reference points of my experiences.

There I sat in my hospital room with the
bright morning shining in. My radio was softly playing in the
background on 103 KDF of course. What to write? I wanted to express
that I have been seeing star entities which appear in different
colors in order to convey meaning by association with what color
they choose. I need a vehicle to express this. I reasoned that
since a lot of the classic media seemed to reference such events, I
would resort to a line from the classics. I recalled the Disney
character, a singing cricket, singing the line “When you wish upon
a star”. I figured this was as good of an allusion to dialoguing
with star like entities as any, so I wrote that line down. The next
thing I did was hint about the form of dialogue with the stars
beings by referencing the colors they appeared in and meanings one
could find in the association to the color they chose: “Red stop,
green go, yellow, be on the lookout.”

The next thing that happened is that a great
Kansas song came on my radio. I paused to consider it as they sang
uplifting lyrics: “Carry on my wayward son! There’ll be peace when
you are done! Lay your weary head to rest! Don’t you cry no more!”
Here I was locked up in the nut section of a hospital, feeling
considerable stress about my plight, and this wonderful song speaks
to me as if it was meant for my ears. I felt encouraged and so
wrote, “How the music grew braver and…”. At this point I meant to
write “peaceful”, but instead I wrote “pey..” by accident, and I
paused to look at my “write-o”. I guess you could call it a
“write-o”, like a typing error is a “typo”. But I decided the error
had a sort of rhyme with braver, so I finished the word with a
flair of whimsy and wrote “peyser” just for the fun of it. I even
laughed when I wrote the nonsense word.

Then I considered my situation again. I was
in a hospital mental ward with doctors I felt no trust or respect
for, and I figured it was up to me to find the answers to my quest.
So I wrote in defiance to the doctors, my own name as my designated
physician: “At last doctor Hughes, I have decided what to do”. I am
having difficulty recalling all I wrote, but the gist of the
remainder of the prose was a kind of prayer to God to give me
patience in dealing with a world that is so ignorant about the
kinds of things I have known.

In summery the context is a kid in the crazy
house, dealing with real events, describing it in hints and
allusions instead of directly stating it, in order to avoid feeding
the imaginations of the imperious doctors: A kid deciding to be
self reliant in the issues and asking for the hope of patience from
God in dealing with a world that can’t deal with his knowledge.
Once I finished writing I was convinced the psychiatrics couldn’t
pin anything on my code of buzzwords and allusions. I had carefully
stated nothing directly for self preservation sake, yet knew there
was enough information there for an enlightened and hip person to
realize what I was alluding too.

After a while, the blond nurse came around
and collected my prose. I figured she would take it and it would
shortly be published. I just knew it somehow. I was pleased to
imagine one day in the future a really insightful, cool and hip
person would read it, understand it, and then realized a young man
with spiritual knowledge had gotten himself in a mess and had to
speak in code. But for now, what could the doctors say about it? I
knew they couldn’t understand it and that was exactly my intent.
Yet it is all there for those who know about these things.

In case you’re asking: Did the hidden prose
ever get published as I expected? Yes in fact it did; at least
twice. I don’t know if it was the blond nurse who submitted it or
some other psychiatric type. But it was submitted first to a
publication called, “The Inner World of Mental Illness” by a big
time psychotherapist type named Bert Kaplan. The antinomy of this
is that his example of my writing is in a book published in 1964,
fourteen years previous to my writing it. Some conspiracy types
also suggest Bert Kaplan is a CIA operative. Then another
publication used it in a book called, “Schizophrenia: A Medical
Encyclopedia of Symptoms”. I hope I’m remembering this stuff
closely enough.

At any rate I found it in the second
publication about ten years afterwards. Having been pegged as
insane, the topic was curious enough to me to read about it. So as
I read through the various sections, there was a chapter about
“Chaotic Speech” or “word salad”. There it spoke of a young man who
was a High School graduate that was of above average intelligence,
who wrote this extreme example of “chaotic speech” which is a
symptom of schizophrenia.

I began to read this extreme example and it
started out with, “When you wish upon a star. Red stop, green go,
etc. etc.” I immediately started thinking the writer was very cool.
He obviously knew things and I could understand where he was coming
from. Yes the colors are right and he understands. He’s writing
like this to keep from being open about such misunderstood
knowledge. I was immediately impressed and knew I understood him
even though the authors of the book didn’t have a clue about this
“extreme example” of “chaotic speech”. I could see the conflict so
clearly this young guy was in; kind of like I had been. Then as I
read further, there came a line which stopped me in my tracks. “At
last doctor Hughes, I have decided what to do.” I was utterly
stunned by my name appearing in the text. Some poor guy from the
past is trying to reach out and speak to me today! He KNEW! What is
going on here? I read further and saw the young author had a
primitive piety in his heart. He was asking for patience to deal
with this world full of fearful ignoramuses!

Who was this young man? How could he have
used my name? Was it just coincidence that he had the same name as
me? Slowly a vague recollection began to surface. I had the sudden
realization that the young man who was impressing my masterful
insightfulness was ME! I had wrote this? But when did I write this?
Slowly the memories gently came to me: I was in the hospital and I
remembered the blond nurse. I remembered knowing it would get
published and that in the future a really hip cool guy with insight
would understand me. That hip guy of the future was ME today! I
understood it perfectly in the future time that I had imagined when
I was the writer. As I scrutinized it further I saw they had
published it with a mistake of their own. They had mistaken the
word “braver” and published it as “brauer” thinking my “v” was a
“u”. I had miswrote the word “peaceful” as “peyser” and decided it
was just fun. Their line read “how the music grew brauer and
peyser”. They had one mistake which made us even score on
mistakes.
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