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ABSTRACT

THE PHILOSOFHICAL PSYCHOLOGY OF SPIRITUAL META-
MORPHUSIS is a treatise written in the style of narr-
ative fiction but which traces the factual events of
the opening of the awareness of one individual through
his growth and the transformation of his consciousness.

In content, the style of the treatise is one of
case study incorporating dialogue, description, and
self examination and analysis. It explores delicate
areas of consciousness in a manner which is devoid for
the most part of intellectual enquiry and comparison and
which relies to a large extent on the direct experience
of the individual for its own analysis.

Chronologically, the time covered is approximately
Tfive years of the life of the writer and the description
thereof is written in the third person to facilitate
and afford an objective view and manner of observation.
The material coveréd is explicit and replete with
specific description of mystical experiences including
conscious separation from physical body, inner conv-
ersations with persons occupying planes other than the
physical, the effeats of meditation and spiritual
activity on the physical body and emotions, and conwv-
ersations with Holy Men, and the trials of the protag-
onist in dealing with and relating the experiences
and growth to activity in the everyday life of the
world.

The writer was born and educated in the United
States in English Literature and Law and practiced
law in private practice for six years before beginning
an independent study which is the subject of the
treatise. He now lives in New Zealand.
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PREFACE

The work in this thesis is a radical approach to
and treatment of a subject which has received precious
little attention in its true form in the western world:
the psychology of spiritual growth and opening awareness.
It should be understood at the outset that concern here
is with the individual experience and the traumas which
can attend that experience.

In an attempt to deal with the subject, many writers
of the west have treated the material through interp-
retation of writings of the mystics and have thereby,
in the opinion of the present writer, fallen into the very
abyss they were so carefully, supposedly, trying to avoid
«++ that of explaining that which is virtually inexp-
licable. Perhaps the present writer too has fallen into
that very trap, but the approach employed has been
designed, in so far as possible, to avoid such a comp-
lication.

The present work for consideration in this Thesis
could be considered to be a '"case-study" of the writer,
by the writer, using the experiences of the writer. The
events described in the work truly happened and as they
transpired they were recorded as meticulously as possible,
inadequately to be sure, in a language which has little
or no terminology, feeling, sympathy, or time for the
exploration or explanation of the irrational super-
conscious experience.

Concern and interest in that subject however are
growing at an alarming rate fostered by the sons and
daughters of endless generations of rational, material-
istic, pseudo-scientifically oriented parentage. It
is the young persons in this age of change who are forcing
their culture to reconsider its values and restructure its
thought and heirarchy of priorities. Some of these
people have been born with an expanded awareness which
their elders cannot and will not understand, and some
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of them have employed and manufactured means to expand
their own awareness to approximate that which has come
naturally to their comrades.

The language, thought, and philosophy of a culture
which has heretofore been materialistic in nature will
now surely expand in itself to assimilate into some mode
of expression that which is already in the realm of
experience of so many, but this will take time and the
labor pains of that potential birth, the casting off of
the confines of the strictures of that inevitable trans-
formation and metamorphosis are beginning to be felt not
only by those who will carry this tranformation into
reality but also by those who must bear the greatest
pain: those inextricably planted in the o0ld who cannot,
do not, and will not understand the new.

There is at the present time, in the opinion of the
writer, no so-called "field" into which the instant
material would neatly fit, but psychology was chosen for
the mode of expression for the reason that it professes
to be the study of human behaviour. The field of psych-
ology is not the primary area of training of the writer.
Following a rearing in the American "middle-class", the
writer studied English, philosophy, and French at
university and secured a B.A. in English which may account
for the style in which this material is presented, one of
narration...as in a novel, with the expréss distinction
that the matter treated herein is not fiction. Following
undergraduate studies, the writer was trained in the law
and engaged in the private practice thereof for over six
years which experience may also account for the style of
some of the analysis of and enquiry into the experiences
related.

It is submitted, however, that the nature of the
presentation of the subject matter is such that it may
carry meaning for the reader of any area of interest,
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The psychologist may find in his perusal of the exper-
iences related certain characteristics and symptoms of
patients, clients, conditions or maladies which he has
treated or with which he has dealt or studied. Cert-
ainly the depression suffered by the protagonist would
seem to be typical of that undergone by many today in the
western world, and like many of the clients of today's
practicing psychologists and psychiatrists, his depression
was treated with a prescription for a tranquilizing drug,
a covering smile, and a capsule of guarded sympathy, but
the treatment was ineffective for the condition is surely
terminal and wiil survive all attempts to contain and
eradicate it.

Had a psychiatrist or medical doctor taken clinical
physiological tests, he would surely have found certain
chemical imbalances in the system of the subject, and
therein, it could be said, would lie the problem or prob-
lems which precipitated the present condition, but the
question and issue is not the imbalance itself, but the
primal cause of the imbalance, and for such a guestion,
the modern medical practitioner can offer only the weak
reply that we are dealing in an area of which western
medicine knows very little.

The psychologist may recognize familiar methods of
therapy and treatment which seemed naturally to present
themselves at the most propitious time and which, when
spent, would fall away giving way to another method or
procedure onto which the subject would attach a life-
death grasp in hopes of finding some assistance. All
too often, however, there is to be found an admixture of
something akin to the Rogerian "non-directive" approach,
gestalt confrontation, and a scattering of modification
of behaviour by reinforcement, punishment plus an attempt
at self-analysis and understanding through methods
described and ceveloped by Jung and others.



Mention of these methods is limited...in fact eliminated...
in the test itself for reasons which will become obvious
to the reader as he progresses. To digress too far into
the use of such terminology defeats the very purpose for
which the present work was undertaken as described in the
opening paragraphs of this Preface, for it is the indiv-
idual experience itself that is important, devoid of labels,
categories, and methods which too often are the vonvenient
resting place for the spontaneous, fresh, innovative thoughts
of one who cannot muster the wherewithal to keep them
floating in their own pure atmosphere. It is hoped that
the reader, be he a sociologist looking for the ear-
marks of social change, a philosopher watching for a new
approach to thought, or a student of religion or mysticism
searching outwardly for the light of truth which he knows
can only be found within, will make an honest attempt to
remain open to the nature of the material presented so
that he may avoid the pitfalls of preliminary. conclusions
drawn according to criteria, standards, and ideas which
may have concretized within his mind and almost certainly
within his chosen field of work as delineated by his
scholastic forebears.

There has been only one prime-driving purpose in
the composition of the present work and that which may’ -
follow: to offer in some humble way some assistance, if
possible, to those who are or will be involuntariiy
subjected to traumas and trials of change that they may
cope with the stress inherent in change and especially the
change which now seems to be inevitably facing our
culture, and those unfortunate ... or fortunate, depending
on one's point of view ... enough to be born this time
into an era destined to be one of the dynamic periods of
alteration of awareness and consciousness of mankind on
this planetf
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A NOTE ON THE DEGREE OF
MASTER OF PHILOSOPHY

The Degree of MASTER OF PHILOSOPHY was established
at Massey University in 1977 to enable a student to
pursue a Master's Degree in a field other than the one
in which he had done his undergraduate degree of training.
Gualifications to study for this Degree include minimal
if any treining in the area of instant interest, and
the curriculum continually being reviewed and determined
by the student and his supervisor to allow a maximum
of flexibility so as to incorporate the benefits and
advantages which the student may have acquired from his
earlier areas of training.

This unrestricting framework opens to the student
a program which is vastly expanded and fluidly adaptable
to the development of the particular subject with which
the student has chosen to work. Coursework or attendance
in various papers can, with the indulgence of the indiv-
idual instructors, be moulded to fit the needs of study
at any given moment in which some item of interest may
be explored to the satisfaction of the student for his
present endeavor. The result can be an exciting over-
view and fast-moving comprehensive immersion in an area

of study new to the student's search for knowledge.



CHAPTER 1.

Sharon's face broke into a broad smile when she looked
up as Terry came in through the back door and closed it
behind him,.

"Hello love. I didn't hear you drive in."

She never did when the dryer was ruﬁning, as it was
today. Sharon did not need to use the dryer very much,
but today was one of those darker days of the desert
winter when the clouds hung low and were likely to open
up at any minute without notice.

Sharon walked over and put her arms around Terry and
kissed him. He smiled, holding her close, looking over -
her shoulder into a happy space. 3he held on for an
extra few seconds.

"You're a good wife." he meant it.

"So are you." so did she. "Lunch will be there in Jjust
a minute".

"No hurry. Time to spare today."

He did not have to return tc the office until two, and
it was now Jjust past twelve. 4is Sharon took time from
the washing to prepare lunch, Terry walked through the
kitchen, and out through the laundry, took off his office
boots and donned his work boots. Then he walked out the
laundry door, through the back yard and out through the
gate toward the shed. INlow he was home... out here, in
the shecd, near the animals and the tractor, with tools
close at hénd, and at least a hundred projects within
short reach, all beckoning for attention at once: the
tool box needed cleaning; that old butter churn wanted a
new motor; a new milking stool was sorely needed too.

Terry smiled as the goats greeted him from their pen
across from the shed, and he called back to them. Walking
over to them, he reached over the fence aznd rubbed Tarsha
on the nose that she upturned toward him. Terry reached
over toward the milking stand and picked up a handful of
grain and put it under Tarsha's nose. A special treat
when Terry had time to come out for a few minutes at lunch

time. Then the other three came forth from the goat shed



into the yard for their treat. Terry felt a tenderness
flow to the four nannys that supplied milk for his family.
Each year they also dutifully provided kids that could
be sold or slaughtered for the meat.

Just then the back door to the house slammed and little
feet were running toward Terry, arms outstretched. It
was Patrick. Two years old. Fatrick made Terry very
happy. Patrick was Terry's son.

"Hi, pardner." They collided and Patrick was swept up
onto Dad's shoulder.

"I yuv you."

"I yuv you too pardner."

And together they turned toward the horses, Fatrick
comfortably riding his own special mount.

"Have you been good to your Mommy today?" Terry could
not see Patrick's face, but he could feel the little
right foot with his right hand, and extended his left hand
toward the mare who puckered her upper lip and nibbled at
the remnants of grain that the goats had missed.

No answer.

"Patrick, have you been good to your Nommy today?"

"Daddy."

"Yes."

"EKnow what?"

"yhat . "

"Yunch is ready Yommy says."

Things had not always been sc happy for Terry and
Sharon and Patrick and his three sisters, Candy 12, Beth
1C, and Tracy 8. DBut for the past four years it secemed
that they were continuously getting better and better,
until now there was every reason for good cheer and love
to flow among them, for now they had everything they could
want.

Terry's law practice was growing ond expanding more and
more as time passed...as 1t had for the past four years
since he had opened his own office in the small town which

lay Jjust four and three tenths miles down the road to the
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east from the seventeen acre form which they now owned...
or at least were buying. He had started his practice in
a building with some other lawyers with only a handful of
clients and lots of nerve.

But now, he knew what it really meant to be busy &and
pressed, in demand, and "successful"”, and he revelled in
it. He had been thrilled to finally achieve what he had
worked toward since the age of seven when he had had a
flash: he would be a lawyer...even though then, he did
not know just what & lawyer was, he had met one and he
knew that he would be a lawyer.

Just out of law school some five years ago, he had taken
a job with a small partnership in the same small town he
now called home, and after several months with that firm,
he knew one day that it was time for him to go out on his
own.

with the books that he had accumulated during law school
days and the ones that he had purchased from the local
judge who no longer needed them, Terry had a library of
some fifteen hundred volumes to start his practice, and
now it had grown to twice that number. Terry was pleased
with his library, with his office, with his practice...
and with his family. In general he was pleased with life
... most of the time.

Business had grown well during the first months and
years in private practice: 1t was a general practice in
an agricultqbal areaoﬂ.divorces, trusts, collection and
debt work.-:: '

This was what he had always wanted to do and it had
been hard getting here.

Law school had been a struggle as it is for most stud-
ents. It was hard enough as it was, but a bit heavier
with three children and the constant shadow of financial
concern, and the migraines.

From the pressure and tension of law school and the
migraines, Terry had become & near alcoholic, soothing
his nerves with gin evéry evening to steel himself against
another night of study. He found the old sayiny about
law school to be so true: "the first year they scare you



to death; the second year they work you to death; and
the third year, they bore you to death."

But as the days, months, and years now wore on, every-
thing was looking up and up. Business was good and the
family had everything that they wanted. This was what
was really important to Terry, =and he worked for them.
-Worked hard for them, for he loved to watch the three
girls ride in the horse-shows and ghymkhanas on the week-
end, and he lived for the days when he and the girls, and,
SOmetimes, Mac, his friend, would take the horses to the
San Diegolmountains only a few hours away and spend the
days riding into the hills and across the high desert,
spending the nights and lazy evenings at the family
"summer cabin" which they had purchased two years before.

Terry wanted desperately to succeed. He wanted success
in the way he had learned to define it in his childhood
in central Illinois...in the middle class family in the
middle class town where he had grown up. He did not want
to be rich; but he did want to be comfortable, respected,
loving...and loved. He busied himself in the work of the
local church and worshipped every Sunday with a "spic-n-
span" family...always in the same pew, always staying for
coffee after the service. Always in the right place...
genuinely concerned, interested, and upstanding. At least
that is the way he saw it.

In time, Terry's efforts brought him many clients and
much recognition. iie was offered and accepted a position
on the locai county committee of the Republican Party. He
disliked Kennedy, campaigned for Goldwater, and went to
washington for Hixon's first inauguration.

The possibility of political aspiration was not entirely
foreign to Terry's thought. He considered that he would
make an excellent congressman or senator or at least a
state assemblyuan.

41l such things went into the definition of success that
Terry had come to believe in as the American %Way... not
ocnly that which one needed tc do to become a prosperous
and up-and-coming member of the profession and the commun-

ity, but these were the ingredients that were truly what



made one morally acceptable to one's family, one's wife,
and one's God.

Terry's efforts were outside now: <there was little
room for thought or philosophy. He measured his day in
the number of billable hours logged and dictation belts
completed. He was measuring up to the standards he had
been taught by his parents and there was little time to
cuestion any of the values or criteria by which success
was measured. It seemed that all of his life h2d been
truly preparation for what he was doing: he had been
president of every organization that he had ever joined,
and.his ideas were always considered innovative and
stimulating. So he was told, and so he thought. Not
without modesty, but, not without confidence.

And with each successful case completed, Terry's
confidence increased. He served as Public Defender for
some months expanding his court experience and his
practice to other courts and other towns, now and again
occasionally finding travel up and down the California
coast a delightful perk accruing to one on the road to
success. He was thirty-two years old.

It was in his thirt&—first year that his son was born.
This he found was typical of his ancestry since 1658 when
James his ancestor had landed in Massachussettes. He felt
an obligation to see that his wife bore a son and perpet-
uated the family line. His parents would be proud.

During tﬁe early years of their marriage, Terry and
Sharon had been supremely happy together, building a life
for the future that seemed to suit them both. They came
from a similar background, from parents of the midwestern
state of Illinois who had known each other from childhood.
Both Terry and Sharon attended the University of Illinois,
Terry coﬁpleting a degree in Englisp and Philosophy,
Sharon leaving early to marry a man she had known from
High School days who had by then become an air force
pilot. There were two children produced of Sharon's first
marriage, and they were both very young when their father

was killed in an air disaster. .hen Terry and Sharon were



married over a year later, Terry took the children as
his own, and then two younger children followed.

“ihen they were married Terry was an army officer. The
early days of the marriage were ones of happy confusion
and adjustment. There were very few major differences in
their philosophy or view of life with the exception of a
conflict that developed between Terry and Sharon's parents.
This caused the only major schism of the marriage until
they had been married about six or seven years. Then
another problem arose: Terry quit smoking cigarettes;
sharon continued to smoke.

Ferhaps only ones who have been through such a situat;on
can understand that this one problem was to create more-
friction that almost any other one factor.

During Terry's army career of two years, he remained in
the United States and the family stayed together, leaving
the army to move across the country for Terry to attend
law school at U.C.L.A. Only three weeks before leaving
the army, Tracy was born and the trip from Georgia to
California was hectic in the least. Loading everything
they had into and onto an old Chevrolet station wagon,
they pioneéred their way across the United States to start
a new life together.

Terry and Sharon loved each other very much...and very
often. They shared, during these early days, an intimacy
and rapport‘seld0m found. Life was rigorous in its own
way: there were long hours on the Los Angeles IFreeway to
and from U;C.Loﬂ. for Terry an¢ long hours taking care of
a young family for Sharon.

But they'looked forward to the day when they could reap
the fruits of their labours and live a good, solid,
comfortable life, and they looked forward to it together.
They had few friends apart from ecacl other, nor did they
seem to need any. Sharon was a glving wife, asking for
nothing except tenderness, love, and understanding, and
giving her love and consolation freely to the man with

whrom she expected to share the rest of her life.



The pressures of the new life with a ready-made family,
and the rigorous discipline demanded of ‘ferry by law
school, however, created in him a tension that brought
him many times close to a point of breaking, and held him
there without mercy. They had purchased a hcme some
twenty-five miles from campus almost immediately upon
arrival in Cailiformnia. Terry did not know of the hours
that would be spent bumper to bumper in the Los Aiigeles
traffic; nor did he anticipate the eighty and ninety hour
weeks that would be demanded of him during the course of
his law studies.

The tensions created within Terry inevitably spilled )
over onto Sharon and the young family. Sharon scemed to
understand and absorb as much as she could bear herself.
Together, they drowned their dalamity several times a
week in cheap gin and ill-afforded expensive steak, retir-
ing to their bed to abandon the relentless and inexorable
hypertense days in favour of the solace and comfort and
escape of prolonged and vigorous love-making.

With the boredom of the third year of law school dawning,
so too did the end appear to be approaching...the end of
the difficult part of their life together. They agreed
that it would be a delightful reprise to leave the mammoth
city and opt for a smaller town. After an examination of
the map and a course of correspondence, Terry secured a
job with a two-man firm in a swall town in the desert in
Southern California.

Another adjustment period loomed before Terry and Sharon
and their family of three daughters, but this time there
was the hint of a promise of a sigh of relief in sight, at
least in the reasonable forseeable future.

But it was not to be yet. Terry failed the bar examin-
ation and was not admitted to practice with his class.

This was not an unusual occurrence: only a small
percentage of students pass the bar examination in
California the first time they tzke it. But this was one
of the most dreaded calamities, for this meant now weekly

trips to Los Angeles by airplane, for several months to
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attend preparatory courses for the anext bar examirnation
.. o sOmething that Terry and Sharon could ill afford at
this point. HNevertheless, money was borrowed and tle
course undertaken, while the dark and foreboding cloud

of uncertainty continued, like some potentially incurable
disease, to hang over their life and shadow every sunny
day with the concern of whether Terry would pass the bar
examination this tine.

Shortly after the results were Xnown in December, Terry
and Sharon decided thet it would he at least adveniurous
if not wise to consider Terry opening his own office. The
situation in the law firm where he had been employed had
created some tension, probably duc to the seed of inde- )
pendence which is no doubt planted in each person, but in
some of whom it sprouts sooner than in others. It had
sprouted in Terry and he longed to provide Sharon and his
family with the amenities that had been promised by the
affluent American way of life ever since he could first
remember his mother and father telling him years ago of
the marvellous benefits of a higher education and what it
meant to be "really successful". Terry's parents were
not rich. But they were not poor. But they were also
not successful, at leést by their own standards. The
only ones who werebsuécessful it seemed were those who
‘had more than they, but they were happy.

Another adjustment: the loss of the security of a
regular income, and this adjustment to be voluntarily
undertaken. But they agreed that they had no choice, and
one afternoon after church, the family rode the streets
of the town looking for possible office sites, and finally
1t was decided to accept an offer of rental office space
in an existing law building.

Terry and Sharon thpew themselve§ into this new chall-
enge with all their energy, and théy found that for the
first time in their merried life they cculd comfortably
smile at each other, then laugh, and love and embrace not
to escape but with tingling anticipation. They worked at

it as a team: Terry spending the same long hours at his



new office as he had in law school, weekends, ana nights,
and Sharon busying herself in the family and in community
affairs...building, building, building.

The community was friendly and accepting. 1t was near
the final point of the frontier of the west and, although
an elite and exclusive element of thie local society was
desperately attempting to emerge from its own labour, yet
the standards of conduct were still mostly determined by
the majority of the populace. It was malnly an agricult-
ural community, and the rural friendship was both welcome
and welcoming to Terry and Sharon, after their ordeal of
living in the megalopolis. .

The busy days quickly spread themselves into weeks and
months, and the hard work paid off: the fruit begson to
ripen. It was sweet and plentiful and rich to the taste
of the hungry travelilers. They had arrived, and now it
was time to enjoy.

Terry's practice grew very rapildly from a handful of
faithful and trusting clients to an officeful of work
with cases of expanding complexity, with no little thanks
to the other members of the local legal profession who
seemed to shelter Terry and guide him with their kindness,
caring for their young colleague with nerve enough to
attempt to go on his own.

With the dream of the practice becoming a reality, Terry
and Sharon began tc consider the possibility of a home of
their own, for their apartment was beginning to grow
smaller each day; and they had thoughts of having more
family.

The move to the small farm five miles into the country
occurred in less than a year after Terry opened his own
office. To make the shift it was necessary to borrow more
money, on top of the sizeable loan that had been negotiated
to start the office, but the prospects for income were very
bright, money was available, and the purchase price and
terms of the farm were so tempting as to dissolve all doubt

Terry and Sharon now began to live the life of a budding,
successful, lawyer and his wife, taking their place in the

R
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stream of 1ife, loving and enjoying cvery minute of it.
It seemed the only problems or questions that plagued
them now were ones such as what colour horse to buy to
put in the pasture.

There were to be sure other matters of concern. Terry
had still not been able to shake the migraine headaches
that had inundated him from time to time since their
marriage began. They had first appeared in the days when
he was in the army and had increased in intensity and
frequency, causing concern and alarm at times. Terry had
consulted numercus doctors from private general practit-
ioners to clinics of the army and the university but all
merely shook their heads and said that it appeared to be
caused by either "nerves", bad eyes, and so on. They
would come and go it seemed without any reason or pattern,
causing life to be unbearable for a few weeks and then
leaving him just s inexplicable as they had started.

But he had learned to live with them, and when they
appeared he would excuse himself and retire to his bed to
writhe in pain, alternately praying and cursing, holding
his head in his hands, until the unrelenting and oppres-
sive painlmercifully swept away his consclousness leaving
him to sleép away the remainder of the attack.

For eight long years these attacks were the major part
of Terry's;burden in life, adding immeasurably to every
task and pfoblem which otherwise presented itselfl to him.
Each attack.was unpredictable and one could occur at any
moment of the day or night with a schiedule apparently
known only to the attack itself. He would be plagued with
the seriesg of painful experiences for a number of weeks
and then they were to disappear as mysteriously as they
had appearéd, only to leave l'erry trembling in an almost
paranoid fear that the attacks might return any day.

And it seemed that, inevitably, they would reappear,
taunting Terry's every move and effort. They would
disrupt lectures in law school snd jury trials in practice;
force themselves into a peaceful sleep and into Jjoyous

lovemaking; totally unannounced and with total disregard



for Terry's peace c¢f mind, let alone, it seemed, his
sanity. Doctor after doctor was ccnsulted, but none
could diagnose the problem of the vice-grip excrutiation.

Occasionally Terry would make an attempt to find a
source in his own btehaviour, but such efforts left him
feeling as a rat in a psychologist's experimental cage,
being subjected to some incomprehensible and indefinable
stimull to perhaps elicit some behuviour, the nature of
which was totally unclear to him. le thought that perhaps
they were caused by alcohol, and for a while he would
guit drinking only to find that the severity and intensity
increased, now seemingly due to the tension which resulted
from the lack of what little case the alcchol provided.

The entire family learned to dread the time when "Dad's:
headaches" would come back, for they knew that Terry would
be almost completely absorbed in them, trying either to
avoid the next one or recover irom the last one.

But life continued, neither delayed nor daunted by the
attacks and there were periods of relief beginning to
appear now in which the good life that Terry and Sharon
were beginning to know could be enjoyed and savoured.

The family had a growing interest in horses now and
Terry began to deal in quafterhorses, buying and selling
them. As time for leisure increased and working on the
weckends began to diminish, Terry spent more and more time
on horseback exploring the desert and the mountains not
far from the%family'home, Although Sharon did not share
the interest in horses and seemed content to stay at home
with her interests, two of the daughters became very keen
on riding, and this pleased Terry very much,

For several years this interest gave Terry and the girls
much opportunity to be together: they would load the
pickup truck with camping gear, steaks, coolers full of
beer, and pulling the horse trailer loaded with two fine
quarterhorses, they would leave for the mountains to ride
the high desert during the day and camp under the ¢lear,
starlit sky at night.
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Sometimes during the summer months Terry would take one
or two of the girls and drive down to one of the port
towns in Mexico for an ocean fishing trip.

Terry enjoyed life, and, he felt, it was about time.
Business increased and expanded, and an additional
secretary was hired, and then more business again. Terry
began to entertain the notion of accepting another lawyer
in his practice, and although he enjoyed his independence
and the freedom of being a sole practitioner, he also
anticipated the freedom of beinyg able to enjoy the
benefits of a coming financial success, and it was the
latter consideration that prompted Terry to hire Tom to
join him in his practice. -

Terry was impressed by Tom from the first day they wmet.
There was growing rapport between them during the time
that Tom pondered Terry's offer, and finally when the
decision was made that Tom and his wife would move to join
Terry, a most congenial relationship was formed which was
to endure for several years.

Terry and Tom found that one cuuld do the work of one .
but that two could do the work of three or four or more
especially when they worked hard, and they did work hard,
bolstering each others efforts in a friendly competitive
spirit which seemed to be exceeded only by their cooper-
ation and mutual respect.

Now, together, tlieir income soared and their partner-
ship was formed anc expanded into other fields. They
began tc acquire other assets: cattle, land, real estate.
Both men were now only thirty years old or so, and they
were comfortable. Wwith another man, Terry had even more
time to devote to his farm, horses and family, which by
now had grown with the addition of Patrick. The farm had
likewise grown with the children's increasing interest in
animals, and the area around the shed housed a virtual
menagerie of ducks, chickens, i;0ats, horses, sheep, cattle,
and turkeys.

Terry's interest in farming novw began to take a more
than passing turn, and he began to study the soil and work

with it, improving the property with the vision in mind of
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raising a successful pasture from the dry baked out
alkalin patch to the west of the house. There was little
rain in the desert and all waltering of crops was done by
irrigation. fTerry would plant a field of seed ol one

sort or another, he did not really care what it was, and
then weculd do the irrigation himself, rising in the middle
of the night to go out and check the flow of the water
from the headgate througn the ditches and canals.

He had lived in the city until moving to this farm, and
now the freedom and therapy which he had first sought in
the purchase of a {arm became more and more absorbing
than a mere casual interest. Ilie began to care for the
horses himself and to show an interest in raising their
feed rather than buying it.

In time the interest was shared by Candy who was now
approaching her teen years. 3he would work with Terry,
irrigating and even driving the tractor to plough or disc
the field.

Her energy scemed endless and she would spend long hours
with the animals, cleaning their pens, preening them,
loving them.

Eventually their interests turned to gardening and the
raising of vegetables, somethinyg to which Terry had never
been exposed. Enjoying life was now becoming a great
deal of work for Terry.

But he was happy and & long way from law school. He had
friends nowy he had money; he had a family with whom he
shared a deep love; he had a fine home, a summer cabin;
he had everything...everything he could possibly want.

But there was one thing Terry did not have: a book
called "Let's Eat Right to Keep Fit", and one day in the
mountains, a nice warm, lazy summer day, while Terry and
his family were enjoying the leisure of their cabin, the
cool of the mountains:and relief from the desert heat,
someone gave Terry a copy of that book.

"Here; read this." 'That was all she had said.

"Naybe when I get some time", ‘Terry thought.
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Time came sooner than he had expected, and he opened
the book that afternoon just after he opened his second
can of Miller's. Thinking it might be a cookbook or a
guide for calorie counting, bhe skimmed and scanned the
pages, but could find little of interest. But he decided
to read a few pages.

when Terry read the first words of the first chapter,
something began to bubble within him, of which he, even,
was not aware at the time.

"...your nutrition can determine how you look,

act, and feel; whether you are grouchy or cheer-

ful, homely or beautiful, physiologically and
even psychologically young or old; whether you
think clearly or are confused, enjoy your work
or make it a drudgery, increase your earning
power or stay in an economic rut."

Terry settled into the o0ld couch which sat under the big
live-oak tree behind the cabin, laid the book on his lap
for a moment, set his beer on the ground, and looked out
over the distant hills and reflected for a moment on his
own diet: a legal mind looking for the 1ssue and argue-
ment,

"Plenty of protein...good lean steak, the best money
can buy, and fresh eggs, bacon, fried chicken. Turkey on
occasion. PFreezer full of plenty of vegetables. A little
fruit now and then (not too much though...causes indiges-
tion). Plenty of milk and cheese, and beer...l suppose
it's got to be good for something," he thought.

He read on.

",..4 further reason why nutrition is not valucd

is that people are so gullible. We live in a

culture where a headache 1s 'cured' by an aspirin;

therefore an ulcex or other abnormality should be

'cured' by a vitewin pill...I'm eating & high

protein diet, psople frequently tell me, and when

I check the diets of such persons, I usually find

theilr protein intake to be perhaps one-third of

that recommended by the national research council.
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Terry read on. #ith ambivalence. He was at once
somehow thrilled by what he read, but for some reason he
did not want to know what the words were saying to him.

He read further and further., His beer was warm. He
got up and went to get‘another one...a good cold one this
time. He read on:-

",.owe often forget that the study of medicine

is a study of medicine...few medical schools

teach nutrition even now..."

Terry began to! get excited as he read how nutrition
works and he became absorbed in the teachings of the book.
It was the first time since law school that he had act-
ually sat down to read a book except in the course of his
practice. In time the excitement gave way to a feeling
of extreme discomfort which then was again replaced by
excitement.

He began to see and face head-on some of the matters
that he had ignored for years: could this possibly have
anything to do w%th these migfaines? He shuddered at the
thought, at once hoping that it might have some connection
and feaﬁing ﬁhat%it might not...just another dead end, as
it were. I !

Could thig subject of nutrition possibly have some
connection with the other problems that he had suffered,
for ﬁhe most part in quiet agony as most people seemed
to cérry their burdehs% the indigestion, the piles, the
constantly stuffy nose?

He felt terriblyinaive and simple as he read on. He
did not believe. He did not want to beliéve° But he had
no choice but toitest and see if he should believe. He
put the book down on the couch and took his beer for a
walk. But he codld not walk far. Ie went back to the
boock. He feit uneasy.

Ultimately the uneasiness gave way to the elation of
discovery, and Terry decided to make some changes in the
family eating habits. He would find that this was easier
to say than to do, for his family like all families was
set in a routine,imost of which had been given to him, and
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Sharon, and the family, by their families before them,
and, most of the routine involved what was available.

In the weeks ahd months that followed, Terry did make
some substantial changes in his own diet and began to
introduce changes to the family. He brought some dark
bread because he had read thet it had more nutritive
value and protein. He began to eat liver for breakfast
instead of the "empty-calorie" bacon. He found that
coffee, which he had never cared too much for, fell away,
and for a while, beer did not taste the same.

But it all seemed short lived. The family would not
accept his new ideas. Sharon said she might read the
book someday if she had time. But Terry was certain that
if she would read it she would agree that they should
make some changes. But time slipped by, and Sharon showed
no interest in the book, until one day Terry insisted
that she read it.

The changes were slow in coming, and Terry made further
study in other books, and began to feel an anger within
him, feeling that he had been duped, but he was not sure
just by whom.

He felt that what he had learned and lived for so many
years might just be wrong. ..the diet that his mother had
fed him might not be the one that is best, and to think
in this manner, Terry knew, was p051t1vely unamerican,
and possibly irreverent, and sacrilegious as well. He was
confused when facing tﬁis possibility of a new reality
that was presenting itself to him, and he wondered why he
had not found this out sooner; why no one had told him;
why Sharon did not know; why his mother did not know; why
everybody did not know. "Why do we eat the way we do",
he pondered. :

"Something's vrong," he thought. "Either this book is
wrong, Or...". He did not want to think further.



CHAPTER 2.

The metamorphosis had been set in motion long before
the book was given to Terry that day in the mountains,
but it was that event that caused him to take conscious
notice that a cﬁ%nge had begun. With the head-on view
of facts that ceuid not be ignored, he chose for the
moment to turn éway from the conseqguences and followed
the drift of the current which alrea dy had some fair
momentum: he turned more and more to farming and the
rural life and less and less to law.

His practice began to change as well: his clientele
became a different kind of people. Instead of the usual
divorce or business item brought in by the local people,
he was presented more and more often with young people,
mostly teenagers and people in their early twenties who
had somehow run afoul of the law which they could not or

would not understand or which they had already rejected.

He began to pa?;more attention to the little ranch that
he had come to love and now made definite plans to convert
the land into prbducing soil for vegetables. He was struck
by the growing cencern with the use of chemicals and sprays
and undertook to join the already expanding number of
adherents to organic farming.

And all the time the changes in nutrition, becoming
more aware each day of the change which was occuring in
his body as a result of the changes in the food which he
was taking into, hls dlgestlve system. The migraines
dlsappeared for a ehort time for Teasons that were beyond
his still elementary understanding. But Terry knew that
there was probabiy a casual connection between the head-
aches and his diet. The headaches had gone for short
periods before; but this time he felt there was a reason,
and he knew he must find out what it was.

By now, happily, Sharon had become interested in what
Terry was doing with his nutrition, for she had shared
his great concern about the headaches. $She was however
slow to change her white-bread and cola soft-drink eating
habits. '
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Terry became a bit annoyed not that Sharon would not
change her mind but that she did not seem to see the
problem presented by their nutrition, which according to
what he had read and was now studying, was entirely faulty.
But Sharon stood her ground and would not be convinced
that anytking was amiss; and even when she would acknow-
ledge that it might be better to make some changes, still
she said it really did not seem to matter all that much.

This was the first time that Terry and Sharon had hit a
real source of conflict in their marriage, at least since
the first conflict arose over the relationship with
Sharon's mother and father; but even that earlier problem
had faded into the background as Terry accepted the
family conflict much as he did his migraines, not liking
it, but accepting it as a fact of 1life and adjusting life
so as to live with the problem.

But Terry took his own steps to make some changes: he
and Candy went into serious goat milk production and the
raising of the kids for meat. Candy began to work toward
entering some livestock at the county winter fair. Terry
arranged agricultural loans to begin renovation of the
land to bring it into production, and he began to do more
and more of the Mo:k himself, sometimes at the expense of
his law practice? | _

By the time Terry's thirty-second birthday arrived in
January of 1970, he knew he was in trouble. The little
goatee that he had begun toigrow on his chin in 1967 had
now become a full beard. While it had grown it had
carried no special extra-significance for him, but he
knew that it was a sign and signal of the radical element
of society, at least according to some. Although his
right leaning political vieﬁs were wavering, they had not
yet toppled. But%when he looked, Terry could see the time
was not too far 6§f. But he did not like to look, for
when he looked, the matter inevitably inclined to proceed
further and further toward a lecgical conclusion which
Terry did not at all want to acknowledge, but which now
was becoming more fact than conclusion.



It was evident and inescapable that, given the present
course of matters, what Terry, and Sharon, had worked so
long to build...the headaches, and the heartaches, and
the long hours of study...the law practice, the accumula-
tion of a reasonable amount of wealth and property, the
position of seeming respect in the community, the surface
solidarity of a good modern marriage, all might take a
depreciating and depressing plunge into relative worth-
lessness. _

And this terrified Terry. He could not and would not
face or acknowledge this possibility and when its
possibility loomed too large to be ignored, Terry fell to
the depths of irreconciliable depression, and from this
point the only thing he could see was the absolute
inevitability of that which he feared most.

The effect on Terry was most telling, although fortuna-
tely unrecognizable to most around him. He knew he must
maintain a reasonable facade of respect and normality to
sustain a law practice in a conservative agricultural
community and his own hypocrisy began to eat away at him
within. He could no longer go to church for now he was
beginning to see his own hypocrisy all around him, But
his greatest growing problem was a positive hatred of the
law practice that he had worked so hard to build.

At first the hatred stemmed only from the fact that the
practice took so much of his time away from the ranch and
the work on the sbil and with the animals...the work that
he had come now ﬁb;love above all else. This work and
this interest waslhis escape and nis lfuture, and he began
to dread the daily trip to the office, facing the unreal
problems of clients who like himself worked mainly from
what he now began to see was grecd and selfishness and the
fear of insecurity.

Except for the young people...that growing element of
the practice that was inexplicably presenting itself for
his help, utilizing a talert and a license which he had
and they did not have. This young element of his practice
also were wearing beards and strange clothes and long hair
and they talked a strange Jargon that Terry often missed.



These were the "hippies" that were making the papers
in the bigger cities by theilr antics and taunting atti-
tudes. These were members of the counter-culture, the
"drug" society, the ones who preached against what Terry
had tried and worked so hard to build and be a part of.

#hat really disturbed him was that they were for the
nost part decent folk: they were polite to him spoke
gently and softly, seldom complained or criticized any-
think or anyone, and even when caught in the net of the
law which they did not understand or wish to follow, were
quite uncondemning or Jjudgmental,

Mostly their problems were of a "criminal" nature, that
is they were in probability arrested for some minor
offense such as a violation of traffic laws and then on
subsequent investigation were found to be in possession
of some substance which society had classified as harmful
and/or illegal. It was at this point that they would
come to consult Terry for their defense, recommended to
him by their friends who may have found their way to
Terry some time before, or from another local lawyer who
would not care to deél with such cases, or, in a grow-
ingly alarming number of cases, from the families of
farming or business clients whom Terry had represented
in more circumspect matters of business, family counsel-
ling, and SO on.

In the! course of preparlng a defense for these young
people, Terry would talk with them at length about their
background, theiréfamilies in some cases, and their
schooling, and the events leading to the present alleged
offense, and whenlthe facts were down on paper, the
discussion would almost always, it seemed, turn to "why"?
what had caused them to "go astray", as it was said. Why
had they chosen to leave the values of their parents and
consort with others who seemed to hold views in direct
opposition to what they, and he, had been taught for so
many years were the acceptabtle wayé of "our culture".
“ihy?",
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Most of the ones who sat across the desk from Terry and
were faced with such questions became tvight-lipped and
would as often as not drop their head toward the floor
and mutter an "I don't know". But Terry would pry now
and again, and his motive became personal although
clothed in a professional respectability of his office
and his license.

They were reluctant to talk about it. They were not
rude, Jjust reluctant. Terry began to sense that they did
not trust him, and this he could not at first understand,
for he knew his motives were clean; he knew that he
intended to do what he had been taught to do: present
the best case for the client that the client would present
for himself if he knew what Terry knew about the law.

But his inquisitive movements were regarded with
suspicion when they began to approach the area of philo-
sophy and reason. Terry tried hard to hide his personal
interest in this thought that was so radical according to
some and which was different than anything that he had
encountered befor!e°

Why were these beople condemned before he even walked
into the courtroom with them? He could sense the indigna-
tion of the peoplé present in the court, and so often the
press would present their case on the front page when it
was not nearly so spectacular or newsworthy as some others
he would see brdhéht before the court while he and his
clients waited th%ir turn to appear.

Quite often these people were from towns outside the
county where Terry practiced and they would have to make
long trips to arrive at the court for their hearing, and
when they were found guilty of an offense, or if they
would plea to an offense which would be negotiated with
the District Attorney, their sentence was often hersh by
usual standards. At least so it seemed to Terry. Some-
times the terms of probation were lenient but that did
not affeét the séverity of the sentence which would be

suspended if the person in question "behaved himself".
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themselves except for the unfortunate circumstance in
which they might find themselves and which would lead to
a search of their clothing and belongings...most often a
backpack. At least they were behaving themselves accord-
ing to what he considered to be a decent manner of living.
True, some of them were dirty of clothing, but seldom of
speech. They might be leading what he would view as an
aimless existence, building nothing for the future, adding
nothing to the community. But this did not seem to bother
them.

This was the question that he often presented when it
was time for the talk to turn to philosophy, and Terry
secretly sincerely hoped that one of them might take
sympathy on him and answer this qguestion for him, for it
was beginning to gnaw at him.

Terry still considered himself committed to the way of
life he had worked so hard to build, but he was increas-
ingly becoming less enamoured with the idea. In truth,
he began to feel himself in the middle, for he could not
understand the views of the court and the people who
gathered there to condemn his gentle clients, yet he knew
he was still one of those people who were Jjudging before
Jjudgment was due. He could not on the other hand bring
himself to side ﬁith the clients whom he was now beginning
to feel &apport with, for they led a different existence,
one which he did not understand and which was outside the
confines of his framework of reference and experience and
reason.

It was all terribly frustrating for no one would shed
light on the subject for him. When one of the clients
finally began to open up one day, late in the afternoon
after a court appearance that had been seemingly hectic
and almost, what Terry considered, unfair to his clients,
the arnswers that he gave to Terry's probing qguestions were
at first| evasive and then of such a simple nature that
Terry would not and could not believe that their conduct
was based solely upon what they said it was: love and

mutual respect for each other as human beings.
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The conservative, professional, upstanding, respectable
citizen in Terry virtually exploded in response to their
position: why could this not be done within the existing
society...what is wrong with what we've got?

It has been said that no gquestion can be asked but that
it contains the ingredients and mettods for its own
answer, and Terry knew the answer as soon as he hac asked
the question. He felt that gnawing in his stomach grow
into an unpleasant growl, proceeding in part from the
deprivaﬁion of his regular evening cocktail, but also from
a nauseating realization that what these people were
living had contageously been passed to Terry when he had,
been handed that book that day in the mountains.

He embarrassingly experienced the mental connection
between what he had felt on discovering that the nutrition
of the western world was what was contributing in large
part to the ills not only of the individuals but of
society as a whole, and what now sat before him...members
of an alternative society existing within the geographical
confines of his own, but yet turning their backs on every-
thing that he had considered to be suacred and acceptable.

He probed further for more answers. Ie cross examined
in his best style across his massive polished mahogany
desk, but even under his most probing and darting enquir-
ieé, the answers were the same. Terry ended the conversa-
tion by excusing his clients with a smile that was un-
doubtedly recognized, he thought; to be as forced as it
felt. He was left alone, immersed in one world and
totally committed to it, but knowing that the gentle
and unobtrusive manner of these people who were becoming
a larcer‘part of his professional life each day were
carrying with them a mysterious attraction that he could
not fathom.

He felt that they had lied to him...there had to be more
to their motive for their lifestyle than they had told
him. Terry was growing sick inside. He knew that some-

thing was wrong. Terry knew he was in trouble.
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In the final months of 1970 and in 1971 Terry's
approach to the trouble that was now plaguing him every
minute cnanged from one of pure fear and avoidance to one
of investigation and analysis. When one does not want to
look one will not see; Terry did not want to see or to
locck, but the time was soon coming when he would have no
choice, and he could sense that it would be soon. Further
it seemed that he had no choice but o look, for what he
vas to see was each day being thrust before him and he
had no alternative but to take notice.

In these days he could find very little to be happy
about and with the dawn of each dey and the rising to
meet what was to come, the depression that he had felt
the previous day returned in force, increasing, it seemed,
with the passage of time. The more tenaciously Terry
would cling to what he had worked for and gained, the
more likely that it would be taken from him.

The deprivation was not the physical absence of some-
thing he wanted; rather what was occurring was that there
seemed to be some unseen force that would effectively
undermine the verf;essence of the value of the particular
aspect of life that he held dear. Inescapably, life was
becoming literally worthless with nothing presented to
replace that whichgwas'being wrenched from him.

Terry how had noichoice but to seek help from those
around him. He turned to Sharon one evening in a calcu-
lated and impassive effort to glean some guidance from
her., He was very careful to approach the matter in an
almost off-hand manner so as to elicit, hopefully, an
unemotional and objective response from her. He felt at
this time that sb much was riding on her answer and what
she had to say, for it might be that he was not the only
one in this dilemma; that she too was feeling the gnawing
in the gut; that she too was fearful of losing all that
they had:worked for together; that she too felt that

something was "wrong'".
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He framed his questions carefully starting with the
simplest ffagments. bid she feel perhaps that it might
be time for some kind of a change? as she happy? Is
there anything that she wanted to tell Terry?

"What do you meén? I don't understand. Everything is
fine."

It was as Terry had secretly feared. As the conversa-
tion went on, he could see that Shuron could see no alarm
let alone any cause therefore. The most disturbing matter
to come from the conversation and something which Terry
now saw for the first time, was that he was literally
UNABLE to express himself: he could not articulate his
feelings, his fears, his concern. This just never
happened to Terry the lawyer, Terry the club president,
Terry the congenial conversationalist: Terry was without
words. He could not make himself understood. He did not
know what he was talking about, and a loneliness gripped
him with the growing possibility that there might not be
any questions let alone any answers.

He turned to Tom, his law partner, and received much
the same response. He began to look outside the confines
of his present circle of acquaintances, but with the
approach of each possibility of a discussion on the
matter the increasing probability that his vague and
incoherent questions would be met with the same uncompre-
hending blank stares caused him to become more and more
desperate. He decided that now he would be content if he
could find someone who at least shared hié inability to
express what seemed to be a mutual problem. But, alas,
that too was denied him. He dare hot mention it to
Sharon again, for how he was boginhing to;get questions
from her. '

"Are you all right?" "What is the matter with you
these days?".

Terry did not know what was wrong with him these days.
That is what he wanted to find out. Far in the back of
his wind now lurked the foreboding possibility of insanity
or some mental illness, and he turned away from it with

anger and determination.
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aw practice had less and less meaning for Terry as the
days went by and he could find solace and relief only in
the "ranch. He began to work long hours in the field,
irrigating, fertilizing, tilling the soil, planting, and,
in general, doing anything that he could to take his mind
off of the problem that continued to gestate in the womb
of his consciousness. He could turn to Candy, for she
asked few qguestions and gave willingly of her young strength
and innocent compassion. Bhe was now only twelve years
old but supporting Terry's morale'with a maturity far
beyond her years. They could be silent together, and
somehow, Terry thought that she understood what his
questions were. On occasion he felt that she had that
same seed planted deep within her...Jjust waiting for the
proper time to sprout. She seemed to understand.

Compassion and sympathy helped, but they offered no
answers, and inevitably the relief gleaned from the work
on the ranch would be absorbed and give way to the in-
creasingly adamant demand for an answer to Terry's deep
discontent and, aéain, Terry knew he was in trouble. He
was getting close to the edge.

He then remembered the name of & man he had met some
months before and he could remember this men well. The
occasion had been a cocktall pdrty at the home of a young
local businessman. But the man in question had been there
not to imbibe with the guests but to provide entertainment.
He and his small group of friends had played their guitars
and other instrumenvs and had sung some songs for the
guests.

Terry thought that thls might be a reasonable
possibility. Thls man looked oomcthlnb like his young
rebeliious clients; he had an air of easiness about him,
an air of knowledge, of understanding. He was jovial and
relaxed. Terry had joined him in brief conversation after
the entertainment, or more correctly, Terry had listened
winile others stood close by with their cocktail glasses

in hand and questioned this man.
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The man's name was Bill, and Terry remembered that
Bill had said that he gave guitar lessons. Terry nad an
old guitar. With trepidation he zrang Bill and tried so
hard to be casual about the matter. It was arranged:
Bill would come for the evening and they would play =
guitars.

Bill came. They did not play guitars.

Terry saw this as his last chance, and he breathed
easier when Bill met his first probes with an understand-
ing, smile. There was instant rapport between them, but
they held it at a distance as by mutual unspoken agreement,
and allowed it to unfold slowly.

But Terry could not contain hisventhusiasm...his
elation at finding someone who at least knew the questions
and, apparently, some of the answers.

From their initial meeting there emerged not only an
acquaintance but a relationship which was destined to
play itself out slowly and gradually in its own sweet,
"oh-so-sweet, time, and the sweeter for its mere being,
Terry thought. The mere fragrance of the flower became
proof enough of its existence, and Terry settled back
inte life with renewed confidence and a relief that he
leaned back upon supporting his newly found objective
approachito the world and its problems.

Their relationship grew and Terry and Bill saw a great
deal of each other in the following months, especially
when the family shifted to the mountains for the summer,

They talked of many Ehings and shared a mutual concern
for many‘thlngsaaoeCOIOgy,’qivil unrest, the deteriora-
tion @f ?oncern for a moral life, and they shared a plea-
sant ease of life. Bill's smile and gentle nature were
contagious and Terry was afflicted. He was the only
person to whom Terry could relqte,‘and Terry foundi
himself becomlnv more and mere dependent on Bill not only
for answers, but for mere companionsnip, for companion-
ship seemed to be the panacea for all problems now; it
was the answer for everything to which there was not even
a question.
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It could not last...Bill end his wife left the country.

Terry knew it was coming. They had discussed 1t many
times, but Terry was not ready for 1t to happen. Ry
his thirty-third birthday in January of 1971, Bill was
gone and Terry was again alone.

The migraine headaches returned, depression increased,
and Terry began to despair of life., But he was not in
fear as he had been before he met Bill. Now he knew that
there were indeed others in the world that shared wheat
he was experiencing...whatever it was. He knew the
symptons but not the true nature of the ailment, and it
was at least enough at this time to know there were others
who shared it. | )

Bill had imparted to Terry a sense of strength and the
seed of confidence, but he had not changed the stark
facts of Terry's 1life: that he was saddled with a jealous
mistress of a law practice which was demanding more and
more of his time and attention that he was loathe to give
her. He wanted out: Yes! He wanted out. He said it.

He knew it. He wanted out:

But how. He knew that there must be so many people in
the United States who found themselves in such a situation
during their lifetime. He thought that it was however as
someone had said about cigarette smoking: It's not that
you can‘t give it up...you just don't.

But he would. Somehow. A plan began to formulate
itself in Terry's mind. He would move more and more into
farmihg and work on the ranch and devote less and less
time to law, :Of pernaps he would Sell the ranch and buy
a smailer place when he was able to get out of the
practice;

He could ask nothing more from his law partner, lom.
They had an excellent working relationship and not once
since they had formed their partnership had they had one
quarrel or disagreement. Nor could he find fault with
Sharon. She was a kind and loving wife and as understand-
ing as she could be...undemanding, generous, and a good

mother. How could he explain to them how he felt.
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Neither of them shared his view nor the gnawing on his
insides.

No: He must stay with his responsibilities until they
had been completed, and he delayed his plan to get out
until that time...perhaps some five yzars to ten years
should be adequate, he thought. FHe comforted himselfl
with that promise, mustered all the vigour and enthusiasn
he could find and threw himself back into law practice.
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CHAPTER 3.

It worked! Tue brightness returned. The promise of a
good life now and the promise of a better life to come
in the future...five or ten years from now.

Terry felt more comfortable with Shiaron and the cnild-
ren and with Tom and the office. He became deterumined
to do as much as he could for the family that he loved
and for the profession which he had worked so hard to
join. It was an effort at first. He had had a glimpse
of the question at least if nct the answer, and it was
difficult to now turn away from it, back into the main-
stream of a lifestyle that he knew that he would someday.
leave.

He had the memories of the times with Bill and these
bolstered him in the moments when the foreboding clouds
of depression threatened to blacken his sky. In the
beginning of the period of his renewed efforts this did
not happen often, but it was always there, and it never
left him. ,

By now Terry was some fifty pounds overweight from
indulging in a strange combination of protein rich health
foods, vitamins, and goats milk and gallon upon gallon of
draught beer ... the former he knew he needed; the latter
he could notfdo without at this time. In his renewed
efforts at self improvement; he declared his intent to
improve his physical condition and began to jog daily
arouq@ the road to the rear of the ranch. This he found
to be‘boring and unsatisfactory although refreshing and
it did become part of his dally routine. He accepted it
as neéessity and began to integrate a new lifestyle, the
best of the combination of future hope, present reality,
obligation, and a touch of self-indulgence.

The facade could not last and it {ell one day when he
came home for lunch. Sharon had been most understanding

through most of the ordeal of the previous two years except

£
when Terry tried to explain it to her or discuss it with
her. she loved the status quo and her daily home life,

caring for her fawily, loving her husband. Terry loved
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her and could no longer maintain the attempted masquerade.
One day he told her gently that he was bent on a path of
adjustment and tried to take her into his confidence.

The conversation went too far. Terry found himself
explaining what had happened to him over the past wo
years and Sharon met his discourse with a blank uncompre-
hending stare. Her eyes burned with love torn by distrust
and disbelief. She did not went to hear what Terry was
telling her, and in the end they openly acknowledged that
something was colliding with the happiness that they had
once shared.

This conversation was different however, in that they
both remained calm. Terry openly displayed his remorse
and guilt for having seemingly neglected her and the
family and for the first time, Sharon faced what she had
not wanted to look at. Together they faced the possibility
that they might have to separste for the benefit of each
other's sanity and well being. It was a remarkably gentle
discussion ending with an agreement to try to agree, but
both felt at this time that it was best to separate.

That afternoon Terry encountered a suggestion from his
secretary which changed the course of his life.

"Why don't you try some yoga. Iy Mother does it now and
she really loves it. There is & lady here in town who
teacnes it ybu knowf It would be good for you."

Terry did not knew much about yoga, but he rang the
teacher on the telephone and asked her about it. Yes,
she said, she would be willing to talk with him about it,
and she took pains to tell him in general what the classes
entailed, that it included close watch of the diet and
exercises called "asanas". What sold Terry on the idea of
pursuing the matter further nhowever was when the teacher
sald that she could take Terry and Sharon together in the
same class.

That evening, Terry and Sharon excitedly planned a new
life together, one that included yoga lessons and a possi-
bility that they might not have to! separate after all.

Terry was absolutely ecstatic to think that Sharon might
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after all harbour that deep seed within her that they
might be able to face the turn of the future together.

They would change their lifestyle together they agreed.
Sharon was beginning to see the points Terry had been
maiting about the nutrition and she too had become aware
of the growing concern of the nation of dissidents about
food additives, inorganic farming, civil unrest. It
seemed that only now when faced with losing the husband
she loved did she willingly acknowledge the consequence
of these matters. Before she had just summarily dismissed
them.

"They don't affect me," she would say. "why should I -

become concerned with their problems.?"

Now Sharon could see that it did affect her right where
it would hurt most...in the loss of her secure family
situation. In the face of the pressure of loss, she
agreed, reluctantly, to try to accept something new,
some thing different.

Zona was an absolutely magnetic person. She had a
control and a charm and strange attraction that exuded
a soothing calm that seemed to emanate from another
dimengion. Zona and Terry shared an instant rapport.
TerryﬁrecogniZed that there was more here than a teacher
of physical exercise, but his professional skepticism held
him at a healthy distance while he coaxed Zona to plead
her casegfor yoga.

w1thout entering the arena, she explained, but on her
own terms how yoga had come into her own life and reduced
her physical body from a monstrous two hundred pound,.
cigarette puffing demon-lady, to one, she modestly
claimed, who could now face life each day without the
migraines that had plagued her for some rany years.

That word endeared her to Terry. I1f that statement were
true, 1f Zona had indeed shared with him the thunderous
experience of those vice-grip headaches, and if she had

in fact overcome them, Terry must {ind what she knew.
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Sharon too was pleased. She liked Zona but with a moxre
reserved attitude than the enthusiastic ardour that Terry
displayed. But it was a start, aud together they went to
the Tirst lesson, received their [irst instruction in the
very most basic yoga postures as Zonz had learned thnem
from her teacher, Indra Devi, a world famous authoress of
yoga books, and an interpreter of the eastem system to
western people.

Sharon was impressed with “Zona's figure and suppleness,
far below two hunc¢red pounds and totally under control.
Zona's husband IFred was studying to become a naturopathic
physician and joined the lessons Lo give advice on diet

and nutrition. ,Sharon could handle what she saw. It waé
new, and she had certain reservations proceeding mainly
from the possibility that this new interest might threaten
some of her own established practices which she was loathe
to abandon, but the alternative of losing Terry kKept her
in front with a tight belt and a determination to try
anything once. 50 she said.

What Bill had offered to Terry in companionship ana
understanding, 7Zona now complemented with firm, practical
day to day advice. She would instruct in the yoga
postures and then in methods ¢f relaxation which, she
said, were so important to healthful well being. Terry
was open and accepting dbut desirous of proof.

He soon found it. His weight began to drop as he added
Fred's suggestions to his diet. He faithfully prachiced
his postures, usually accompanicd by Sharon, and together
they would look forward to the Monuay night class which
they shared with three other couples,

Terry's life was renewed and he felt he had found a
support which could allow him to carry what he "knew"
and what he had seen into the life which he had obligated
himself to follow for at least the present forseeable
future. He now had a genuine interest returning in law
practice, in farming and improving the ranch, in his
children, and in his wife. He mate arrangements to expand

the old farm house on the ranch, adding bedrooms and a
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swimming pool for the femily. [ie purchased a new car
for Sharon and a new pickup truck for himself. Life was
gloriocus in all ways. He felt that he had been saved,
at least for the present. '

Terry asked Zona apbout the headaches. Yes, she said,
she had once experienced tliem and she knew what caused
them. Terry could not believe that she could know some-
thing that the doctors did not know, but he agreed to the
diet that Zona suggested, for she explained that the
problém could be corrected through proper diet alone.
Skeptically but without choice, Terry watched as the
health of his body, emotions, and mind improved day after
day. He could only wait and sec what happened over a
period of time. As 1t turned out the periods of relief
from the migraines grew longer and longer while the
periods of suffering grew shorter and shorter. Lventually
it seemed, the headaches were gone. Terry breathed a
guarded sigh of relief. Cautiously he relaxed slowly
day by day into his new life, finding that he could cope
more completely with the challenges that faced him.

Depression was a thing of the past for Terry now and as
the rénovatioh on the house took shape and the swimming
pool was finished, the family began to truly enjoy their
life together more and more. Once again the family left
the oppressive summer heat of the desert for the leisure
cool of the mountains. Terry stayed behind to attend to
his business,; irrigate the field, and swim into better
physical shape...meanwhile keeping a close proximity to
Zona and Fred. He joined the famwily on weekends.

Then one day a letter arrived from Bill. Terry rewem-
bered the days with Bill, but just now he did not want
very much to remember just exactly what the significance
of thewm was. The letter told of Bill's life in his new
home land and what he was doing. It contained a couple
of small comments...mere ovservations...about what was
happening in the world. DNot momentous comments, but they
carried a word here und there that pricked the dormant

unrest of Terry's past discontent, that now hidden wonder-
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ing that stlll emenated from the eye of a young-long-
halred cllent. The wondering that was now conveniently
covered over with swimming pools, horses and yoga
lessons.

It could not last. As Terry turned to see if the un-
rest deep within him that he had once felt were still
under contrel it broke all bounds inundating him with
doubt and totally devastating his "good life" with a
plunglng depre881on the depths of which he had not seen
beforeo; &ona w%s away on a‘hollo.ay° There was no one
to talk w1th.‘ Terry fell from his height of glory.

From the look in Sharon's eye, Terry cculd see that she
had accompanled him as far as she could, and beyond the
cursory interest they shared in the yoga lessons, she
could still not fathom what he was speaking of when he
again gingeﬁly broached the subject on a -Saturday after-
noon in the mountains as they sat whiling away the lazy
weekend drinking beer. Now she was becoming something
less tnan patlent° She had, she maintained, followed
what he wanted her to do. Why, she asked, could he not
be happy and content with what they had. Certainly he
couldlsee, she argued that he had everything that he
could possibly want, and yet he was always unhappy. Her
voice raised as she spoke and the tears of fear reappear-
ed in her eyes, J :

Terry eould not fault Sharon for her concern and her
frustration. But worse than that, his illusions within
himself once again threatened his own sanity, for he
could;see the possibility that he had deluded himself in
the constructlon of the swimming pool and the renovation
of the house, which had plunged him into debt obligating
him financially over a long term. |The thought of the
possibility that these material attempts might be
unsuccessful left him totally empty once again. hat
would he do, he wondered. ,

with his head in his hands and gloom in his heart,
Terry would sit for hours at a time attempting to wash

away the unreal reality before him with endless cans of
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beer, but all to no avail. when the family returned from
the mountains, and the children readied themselves for
return to school, Terry would alternately submit to his
depression and try to escape it through work. ihat he
and Sharon could not share durinyg the day they would try
to communicate in the night, entering together that
momentary bliss of union, and then separating once again,
both feeling the widening gap between them becoming more
and more palpable and, with eacih passing day, more and
more, a matter which was not to be discussed. For neither
of them could now enter a conversation on the subject
withédispassion, )

Ingdesperation, Terry suggested that they take a weekend
trip away tdgether. Just to have a look.
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CHAPTER 4.

Their weekend sojourn to San iFrancisco proved to be
a major event in their life together for Gharon was
forced to come face to face with the problem which she
knew lived deep within Terry and which she knew was the
major source of the discontent of their married 1life.

At Sharon's request, they had both dressed in their
most fashionable finery for zn afternoon of shopping in
busy, exciting, San rrancisco. Terry had hoped other-
vise...that he would be able to seek out someone among
the street folk of the city who could at least lend a
glance of sympathy to him...a knowing swile, for confirm=
ation that he was not alone; imparting to him something
of a spark that he knew was carried in his young clients,
and the beginnings of which he and Bill had shared.

They parted briefly for Sharon to explore a shop, and
Terry wandered toward the area occupled by some sidewalk
artists. So far the trip had been a warm experience for
them together. They had talked of the problem and Terry's
discontent openly the night before, and 3haron had ack-
nowledged that she had indeed watched Terry slip away
from her over the past months. This time she did not
run away from the problem; she told Terry of her feeling
and love for him and they shared a tender night in each
other's arms, and wondered o%enly and candidly together
what it all meant, for Terry!seemed as oblivious to the
significance of it all as Sharon was. He told her so.

A Ieellng of. relief pervaacd them both as they now at
least had the matter before them. They could not define
what was happening, but they now at least both knew that
it could not be defined, and at least now they both knew
that 1t was there. This brought them very close that day.

Terry was attracted by the pictures and paintings which
sprawled over the ground rather than by anyone around;
but he was mainly attracted hy something which he did not
see and did not even consciously feel. He studied the
paintings without seeing them, ambling slowly this way
and thatoé then he looked up, he saw before him a young



woman, perhaps in her late twenties, long hair, wearing
a long dress, her hands folded behind her back.

Her gaze was directed straight into Terry's being and
her smile was gentle, warm and knowing. Wwhen their eyes
met, Terry knew instantly why he had come to
San Francisco: here was the swile he sought. A thrill
swept through him and he tried to smile- back, but every
smile that performed itself upon his lips was one of
contrived professional seduction, and he bit his lip
because he knew she could see through it all. He fought
vack the tears, pushed back the scream of relief which he
felt within. v .

Who is she? How does she?know? Wwhat does she know?

She broke the delicate but uncomfortable silence gently,
with compassion.

"You like the paintings?" She did not move her gaze.

"Un, they are...ull...nice", Terry had no idea what the
paintings lcoked like. She would know that too.

"who are you; how do you live; why are you here; why
am I here; tell me what I want to know; why don't you live
the way I do; what is happening to me?" the questions
poured forth, but Terry did not open his mouth. But she
had heard. %

"My name is Pam." There, does that make you feel better?
He looked back at her, and the warm smile was there...
soft, genuine, sincere and concerned.

"Yes." Terry answered the unspoken question. "I'm
Perry". ' |

Pam nodded as if she knew and had been expecting Terry.

"There 1is aﬁother way, yoﬁ know," she began. "There
is another way, a more gentle way."

For forty-five golden minutes Pam spoke to Terry,
bathing him with those word§ he so desperately needed to
hear. She kept her distancé, but shared with Terry the
very essence of her deepest self. Terry could feel it
1ift him into the warm sunshine. She answered every-
thing he could ask even before he asked it. It was time

tc meet Sharon.



"I wust go f{ind my wife," he said. "Don't go away...
we'll be right back." As ¢f she would go anywhere.

Terry ran to the store where Sharon had headed and
tried as he approached her tc hide his elation and
enthusiasm. ihen her shopping was complete, Terry
broached the subject tenderly.

"There is somecne I want you to uneet."

Together they walked back toward the paintings, not
nearly fast enough for Terryo He hoped beyond hope that
when Sharon spoke to Pam anﬁ Pam explained it to Sharon
that Sharon could then see Whuu had happened and see that
it was all sO 81mple. He Know that she could join him,
and that the gulf whlch lay between them would surely
evaporate.

"Pam this is Sharon. Sharon -- Pam
NOTHING.
"Come on. Tell her." Terry did not speak but the words

yearned to be howled. He choked on the frustration as
silence grew louder and louder, for neither of them spoke.

"Pam painted some of these." Terry could not look at
Pam. He could not lock at Sharon. He wanted to be some
place else. He wanted to go away.

It Jjust did not work: they had nothing to say tc each
other. Sharon stood looking down at the paintings,
wondering what it was all about. Pam stood quietly, and
then, mercifully, spoke to Sharon.

"Are you having a nice day? Terry tells me you are
from Southern California."

Sharon looked up and smiled but her eyes wrinkled
quizzically. "what 1s this about:" she wondered.

"Yes, we're Jjust here for the weekend.,"

Terry's heart sank into the ground beneath his feet, and
he took Sharon's hand. }

"We'd better be...uh...going."

There were tears in his eyes as he stole one last glance
at Pam. She comforted him in return with one last knowing
smile, and then turned away, leaving Terry to live with the
mysterious encounter.
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Ais they walked, Terry could rot 1ift his eyes from the
sidewalk, but unconsciously he hummed to try to hide his
chagrin and confusion.

Sharon sensed something more had neppened than she had
seen, but she did not know Quite how to ask what 1t was.

"She was nice," Sharon said. "How about let's go have
a beer. That'd be pretty wicked this time of the morning."

And that was that.

The rest of the weekend, Terry and Gharon shared
S5an Francisco. His heart was still with Sharon, but his
mind was still with Fam. He loved Sharon, but Pam had a
love in her eyes that transcended anything found in one-,
to-one, and that was the love that Terry had felt, he
knew now, was absent from his life. He knew now that
that was the love of which his young clients spoke.

After the flight bacx to Southern California, Terry and
Sharon drove through the mountains back toward the desert.
It had been a good weekend and the memory of Pam was now
buried deep within Terry in a varm spot of which only he
knew. He thought.

He glanced at Sharon. There were tears flowing from
her eyes and down her face, and "'erry felt all his love
for her rise up into his throat.

"What is it love? ‘Yhat's wrong. Didn't you have a good
time?"

She aﬁswered without looking at him, but reached her
hand across the seat of the car. He took it and held it.

"I'm going to lose you."

"yhat? What do you mean?" fTerry tried to sound as if
he did not know what she nmeant. e hoped she did not mean
it. He did not want that. He wanted to do it together.

"I'm going to lose you to those people. I know it."

Terry swallowed hard, and he coulc¢ feel the tears in his
cwn eyes now.

"You are one of those people, and I am going to lose you.
someday you will be gone." Ghe knew. She knew more than
she knew, and neither of them completely understood, but
they both knew.



"No. You can be one too. 1 know it. We can do it
together." Terry did neot know what tney were, or what
he was to become, or what they would do, but he did now
know that Sharon was right: they might not do it toget-
her, but he did not know how to tell her that risht now,
she knew perhaps a great deal nore about what was going

on than he did.
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CHAFTER 5.

For Terry and sharon the weeks that followed were sad
and heavy. The unspoken but constant remembrance that
their marriage might be suffering from some terminal and
incurable malady seecwmed at first tc bring thew closer
together in that they shared a knowledge of the exist-
ence of something unknown and foreboding; beyond that
there was nothing to share for it could not be discussed.
Neither of them knew its true nature, and at this point,
not even Terry wanted to investigate it much further at
this time.

"I've had enough for now," he thought. ”Surely'it wild
unfold in time."

Sooner than he anticipated. The following week, he
renewed his acquaintance with the wife of a friend who
had formerly lived in the same town but who had departed
for a more liberal atmosphere of the coastal towns. They
had separated, she explained, and Nelson was living with
some "friends".

"You should look him up, Yerry." The words carried the
tone of near command, and when Terry looked at Louise's
face, there was a flow from her eyes to his that approxi-
rated that which had flowed from Pam. Terry knew that
she was correct, and that there might be a possibility
that Welson might Have something to offer in the wey of
sn explanation, or more.

"You and Sharon are having troubles, aren't you."

Terry was surprised that it was so readable. He nodded
tc Louise. "It's not unusual when this begins to happen.
It happened to us. It can be painless 1f you both try to
understand. It's not the usual case.”

Terry knew the "usual case'. e had handled hundreds
of divorce cases, marital settlements, and child custody
matters in his pracpice. lle had also seen that no matter
how many such matters a lawyer might handle, he is never
quite ready for his own case. He took some consolation
in the assurance that this was to be a "differeut" kind
of case.



some weeks later as Christmas was approaching and the
time grew closer for the arrival of Sharon's pareuts'
visit for the holidays, ‘lerry began to feel pressure
from the inside as well as tii¢c outside to seek out Nelson
on the coast and meet his friends.

During this time Terry's feelinygs vacillated from
complete disenchantment with liis lifestyle and society on
one hand to obligation proceeding from a sense of duty
and loyalty coupled with an element of disbelief on the
other. He was being torn between two worlds, and could
at this time neither stand nor understand one or the
other. The only thing that disturbed him more than the .
situation in which he found himself was his own inabllity
to cope with either of the extremes.

It was on one of the days when he was feel especially
torn, contemplating the problem in the guiet of his office
that Terry decided to document his feelings. He would
begin a journal of the events as they were beginning to
unfold. He had no thought at that time whether anyone
would ever read it, but he would write it. The first
entry was on 16 October 1971. 1t read as follows:-

"I think I'm beginning to weaken; and concurrently...
and ironically...I find myself becoming stronger.

I have this incredible sensation of knowledge...of
being able to "see through" things.

I feel that I am part oﬁ whatever is coming next...
whatever it is that is going to replace the
obsolescent life we now regard as "normal". The
values we have all regarded as essential for so
many: years are now going to be replaced with a new
inner searchinyg by the individual in a guest for an
understanding of the nature of the self.

For the past two and one halifl years 1 huve been com-
plaining and condemnning. 1 have been discontent and
my attitude has been misteken by many as mere cyni-
cism, but I have truly felt that something is dying.
The air of the world, besides being admittedly

polluted, has slso a certain staleness to it. There
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is a need to clear the lungs and with them, hopefully
the mind; a need, if you will, to re-evaluate and
restructure the heirarchy of value priorities.

We will soon find that those items that have hereto-
fore been classed as "essentlials" will become use-
less and vslueless, and their use, although ostensibly
pleasurable will increasingly lead to deeper
frustration.

A false sense of accomplishiment 1s engendered by the
ﬁse of these itews and soon this pseudo-success will
begin to cause decay within the individual Jjust as
the social structure in which this individual dwells.
has begun to decay.

The person wnho will reflect on these concepts will
find himself and his situation in the almost irrecon-
ciliable position of being in absolute need of the
values, including unashamed truth and honesty, of his
forefathers, on the one hand, and, on the other, the
almost inescapable need for the luxuries and '
condimental trivia forced upon him‘by the world into
which he has been thrust...and trapped:

sorrowfully enough the number of persons who will
reflect at all on such thoughts is very small, and,
oddly, such persons really need not;reflect to be
aware' of the problem...they are already aware.

I am unable so far to determine from whence comes
this awareness (for lack of a better word), but its
presence is unmistakable, and, when present in two
persons wnho meet, it is, by its nature, necessarily
reciprocal.

This awareness can be encountered in any age group,
race,icolour, or occupation. I have seen 1t in
children as well as adults and in persons in all
financial levels of our society and in all prcfessions
...and from the learned to the supposedly uneducated.
It is characterized at least 1in part by the feeling
that one is an observer rather than a participant. It

is for the most part apolitical and asocilal as a
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phenomenon. In its early stages 1t may be mistaken
for cynicism or bitterness."

The situation between Terry and Sharon had degenerated:
there was a growing division between them, and its
presence also became something that waes not to be dis-
cussed. when Terry would search Charon's eyes for the
understanding and rapport that they had shared upon
returning from San Franciscb, he was met with a ccol
refusal to acknowledge the guestion let alone any help
in trying to find an answer. f'inally one day he rang
telson. His heart was in his throat, but Nelson was
gentle and'understanding and inviting.

"Sure, come on over. It'd be great to see you. Ny
friends would love to meet you." It was arranged. "and
ride your bike."

Terry had recently purchased a motorcycle, plenty large
enough to undertake the trip. 1t would be cold going
chrough the mountains. He dressed for the trip, loaded
on the cycle what he thought he would need...as little
as possible,

He kissed Sharon goodbye, held tiue children, tight,
each one in turn, mounted his bike, and rode off to find
"those people", knowing that thin:s would probably be
different when he returned. He was right.

]
@
I

The first thing that Terry noticed about Fred was that
he had more hair than Terry had ever seen on a human
being...huge brown hair and a long bushy beard. In fact
it was very difficult to see Ired. He walked with a
slight limp.

"You must be wselson's friend. The lawyer? Come on in
and we'll have a cup of tea...or scumething." Terry
ratner hoped it would be more scmetiing than tea. '"lelson
isn't home yet."

The house appeared to be an absolute shambles, Terry

thought, having come from the pin-neat, by comparison,



home in the valley, but it had an atmosphere that Terry
had never seen or felt before. iverything was every-
where, but in some orderly kKina of way...in some kind of
relaxed way. fred fixed a cup of tea. Terry waited for
the '‘something".

It came that evering after Nelson and Terry had ridden
out for dinner. Nelson too had a huge bushy head of hair,
and he wore a string of beads. Just like the young
clients.

Terry silently wondered if he were truly in the right
house. By now the others had gathered: Greg, HSharon,
Patrick. Younger but not that much younger. Kegardless
of years, there did not seem to be any age difference.

As each one came in he seemed to glance Terry's way,
and then say with his eyes: '"oh yes...you're the one.
de've been expecting you", and then a smile would follew.
A Knowing smile. A gentle smile with a welcome and with
all defenses down. There was no pretense in the smiles
that they had for him. He knew they meant it. The one
thing that hit Terry very hard and early was that these
people did not want anything from him: they did not care
what he had. He could keep it for all they cared. They
seemed pleased that he was there. fnere was an air about
them that said: "we don't ﬁant anything you've got. e
just want you." ‘

They all lived in the same house. [verybody together.
But who went with whom, Terry was not quite sure. There
were others coming in and out, and before long Terry
wasn't at all sure who lived there and who ¢id not.
surely there wasn'tienough room for all these people, but
he was to learn that there was plenty of room for everyone
...and more. All the time.

The other thing that Terry noticed early in the time he
spent with them was that thére dia not seem to be any time

or any notice taken of time.

"I wonder what they do all evening." 'Terry looked
around. '"There must be ten or twelve here now." TDut he

did not want to count. They just sat and laughed and



talked, and each time someone cume in they were all glad
to see the new entrant, and they said so. "Hum. No T.V.
sonder what they do."

Cver by the door, Patrick was standing quietly collect-
ing money from everyone who passed ovy. A quick thrill
shuddered through Terry's body. He knew what the money
was for. : He got up and walked over as Nelson moved
toward Patrick.

s in

o

"Gonna get a 1lid," Nelson said. "Terry's hand we
his pocket before he knew it wuas there.
"He's O.K." Nelson nodded to Patrick.

1l
C
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It was the first time that Terry had actually seen
anyone roll a Jjoint. There were few things that distin-
guished one from the other in that household, and one of
them was who could roll a good joint. Ired had a hit and
handed it to Terry.

Terry decided to mwake no pretense. He did not know what
to do with it. In another time and place he would have
faked it. That would not work here. -

"yhat do I do?" his face flushed. He wanted.to leave.
No-one laughed. e thouglt they would. Nelson patted him
on the baék, understanding.

"Pull it all the way in, and hold, and hold on."

Terry did as he was told, closed his eyes, waited.

"onder what's supposed to happen.” Nothing. "OCh
well,™

"Hey, you know Ron is all set up with goats, Jjust the
way he wanted it. Cot a little farm, waterfall, some
chickens.”

Terry opened his eyes. Fred was talking to Nelson. As
Terry looked at i'red a waterfall appeared above fred's
head, with green bush, and goats upon the rocks, looking
into the pool below, and drinking gently f{rom the softly
rclling water.

Consciousness snapped.



"Hey. I was there. I saw it. I was there at the
waterfall."”

FPred and Nelson turned to look at him, smiling as if to
say "so were we'. Neither of them appeared to be surprised.

"Let's go put some music on." Ii'red walked toward the
living room from wliere they had been in the kitchen, the
room was full of people.

Av firsk when he walked into the room, Terry felt
threatened by all the people. Then he saw the familiar
faces...the ones he had met only an hour or so before.
tow they were old friends. They were really old friends,
and he knew that if these other people were friends of
these o0ld friends, everything must be all right.

No-one was saying much. Xach looked as if he or she
were deep in thought. When they came in, someone got up
and offered Terry his chair, for there were no other empty
chairs in the room. Terry was so touched by the gesture
that he felt a slight choke in his throat. He did not
know what to do. Why had the person gotten up. Terry did
not know him, but he had gotten up and offered his chair.
The legal mind snapped into operation, but this time Terry
could watch as it instantaneously analysed the entire
situation in a flash: would the person be offended if
Terry refused to take the chairy Did the person want
something? Where would the person sit if Terry took the
chair? i

He took the'chair and sat down.

”Thankslﬂ

Terry léoked around the rocm; he thought that everyone
would be watching. Uo-one looked at him.

"They ail ignored it," he thought. "They acted as if
they didn't see it.*"

Someone in the corner caught his eye...a girl. In her
early tweﬁties perhaps. A pretty girl with soft brown
hair and sparkling eyes. 3he smlled. Terry flushed. He
smiled and nodded; but it was all happening so slowly,
and he coula observe every nod, every s}nile° mvery

wrinkle, and the music came on. &t first he did not



notice it, for he felt that thcre were waves of motion ip
the room, and ingside his head, usuch as he had seen the
waterfall. He closed his eyes.

Immediately he was immersed in a flood of light...all
imaginable colours swaying and blending before his eyes...
well, before his consciousness. ''here was no thought,
just beautiful colour flowing this way and that, as the
music rolled and rose. He floated into the music and the
colour, unable to resist the beauty of the movement in
what he supposed to be the air, until a thought flitted
by:...his eyes were closed.:

He smiled and settled into the chair. Someone tapped
him on the shoulder, and he opened his eyes.

"Some more?" Fred handed hiwm the clip. This time
Terry handled it like a pro. It didn't seem to take long.

Lveryone was very quiet, Terry thought as he glanced
around the room, handing the clip back to ¥red. is he
closed his eyes agailn he heard someone to his right
murmer softly. '"He was ready,” he said.

Terry closed his cyes agailn and drifted back intoc the
world of brilliant colour. Now the music was beginning
to take form inside his head. The sound was actually
moving into form...manifestations that he had never seen
before. "I wonder what this music is" Terry thought to
himself.

"It's the Stones." He accepted the answer as someone
spoke on his left. He did not answer. It felt perfectly
normal to hear 1it.

Terry was completely oblivious to anything else in the
room now...totelly inside his head. He knew his body was
for 211 intents and purposes usleep, but he was totally
awarne, watching listening.

In amongst the music and the colours now there began to
appear other forms and they would rise and fall with the
music. They were not music; they were not people. They
were not the colcurs, but they took colour as they took
form: gently, evenly, and they then would change their
colour and form Jjust as easily as they had taken it...

they woculd take another.
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somehow, Terry seemed to recognize the forms, or at
least the essence of the forws as they moved in and out
of the conscious screen. They were not people, dbut they
were just as palpable as if they had personalities, and
in fact they seemed tco. Not thoughts. Terry could see
what they were not, but he had no thought of what they
were for he had not seen or felt or experienced them
before. They were real enough.

In themselves they carried neither pleasantness nor
unpleasantness, but nhe knew that they had the intrinsic
ability to elicit those responses. They would seem to
rise up to the top of what now appeared to be a musical ,
staff and then be swept away by the music intc a bright
array of colours.

"What are they". Terry spoke to an unseen something
within.

Instantly he knew. They were particles of being... the
essence of his experiences and happenings, and he began
to watch them more intently. They became more and more
intense, and some carrying heavy brown and grey colours
as they rose in the music.

"They're troubles." That was all he could say, but it
was an exclamation that was almost said out loud.

"It's another world in here,” He was in awe. ‘'what if
I don't want to go back?" He felt protected and safe.

It was warm and gentle in this world, and he felt that he
was not alono here, but he coula see no one else., le sank
further and further into Lhe new world he had found, and
Jjust as the tears of Jjoy welled upon his eyes, someone
tapped him again cn the shoulder.

"No thanks, no more." he said.

"Wo, would you like something to eat?"

Ch yes...wouldn't that be delightful. Terry got up out
of the chair, but immediately fell back into it. He could
not get up. His legs were still inside.

"It's O.X. here." It was Jim, I'red's brother. Jim
handed him a gandchh and a SOfu drink.

"Strange," Terry thought. "They don't drink."



He munched the sandwich and watched., Now he could look
around the room and see the pecople. The lights were off,
and the only glow in the room was from the lights of the
Christmas tree. ~2veryone was very relaxed, and the room
was very gentle.

Terry was overtaken by the kindness, Why had Jim
brought him the sandwich? The angwer came in a cmile
just then as Jim looked at Terry alwost surely in response
to the unspcken guestion. Terry smiled, as genuinely as
he knew how, but it still felt contrived. He could see
the smile take form and flow tc¢ Jim, surrounding him with
a soft flowing light. Jim seened to feel it and sank |
back as if bathed in some kind of unseen warmth.

Terry closed his eyes and re-entered the beautiful
world of music, colours, formless forms, and a delicious

new reality.

1t
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The next morning Terry rose early. He was accustomed
to milking the goats. He could not speak. No hangover.
He rolled over, the bed swaYed beneath him. Oh yes...
he had forgotten that he had gently made his way to Nelson's
waterbed. He stared at the ceiling.

"How will I ever tell Sharon?" That was the only
thought that he coculd see before him. '"liow will I ever
tell anyone." It did not occur to him then that he might
never have to tell anyone...that it could remain unsaid,
for Terry had until then lived in a world that expressed
itself by the spoken word, and success 1in life was so
often measured in that life, a&nd certainly in the law
business, by how one expreséed and explained himself.

e rose and walked out the front door into the street.
The birds were cialrping. Ile never noticed birds in the
morning. As he looked across the street at the houses
lined up in a row, he cculd feel their emanations. He
knew how the occupants lived and thought and loved. lle
knew how they ate, and went to work and came home and how

they paid their bills, and didn't pay their bills; and



how they worried about how they couldn't pay their bills.

He knew what they would think 1f they looked out their
window Jjust now and saw him. Ie Xnew what they would
think of him, standing there in front of that house where
"those people" lived. He knew what they would say. He
knéw°

His thoughts darted to his home...Candy would be milk-
ing. Sharon would be making coffee, He knew what they
would think if they could see nim there. There at that
house with the big van in the driveway. With those
people with all that hair. He krew they would wonder.
e knew that Tom would wonder, and the judges and the -
juries. What would they think if they knew. If they
could have come and spent the evening. ‘hat would they
say, and the police. OH MY GOD, THt POLICE. #hat would
they say. He knew they would not believe.

He knew.

It
C
]

The trip back through the mountains that cold morning
was one taken with wixed emotions. Terry loved "those
people" and knew now that he was unalterably committed
to a change in his own lifestyle; he knew he could never
go back. He would return, but he could never go back.

"If only the family could come along," thought Terry
as he neared the little ranch he hed also come to love.
"If only we could do it togethier. But can 3haron leave
what she has come to know a&s security? Can she open
enougn to see this alternative?"

Terry knew it would be a surprise for Sharon when he
told her of what had happened. ile did feel something of
& sense of excitement, hoping that when she had heard of
the new life inevitably ahead of him that she too would
become excited about 1t and look forward to the futur
with him.

But Sharon had her own surprise waiting for Terry when

e returned.



"Well, did you smoke a lot of marijuana with kelson and
nis hippy friends?"

The guestion hit Terry right between the eyes.

"Ho," he lied. "Didn't see any."

The air of the household was like ice. Shsron's
parents were still there as he knew they woulcd be. It
wes three against one again.

"We have to talk," Sharon conitided to Terry. "I have
something to tell you."

Terry thought it was he who had something to say until
Sharon began.

"I'm pregnant."

"what: That's impossible," Terry retotted. Iight
months previously, Terry had undergone a vasectomy.

”it‘s true." There was a sadness in Sharon's eyes.
Terry took her hand. "And I know it's impossible.”

"Is there any other possibility?" he asked.

"Only one that I know of, and 1 don't think there is a
star in the east." osharon's sense c¢f humour had not left
her after all. They both lauglhed in spite of the situa-
tion,

"Wihat do you want to do?" asked Terry. He had already
congidered leaving his practice, and even leaving the
country.

He had thought of moving to New Zealand, leaving the
whole mess behind him. %walking into a new life. I%
flashed througii his mind that the limit to the number of
children in arn emigrating family was four.

But Sharon had already considered what she wanted to do.

"1 think we ought to have it terminated." she said,
almost without emotion.

Terry put his arms around the wife that he still loved

very very much.

It was all over in a matter ol a few days, and Sharon was

home again. Terry waited for Sharon to broach tihe subject.



"The doctor said it was all right. It was a hysterical
pregnancy. There was no fetus...no life." She said to
him privately and quietly as they lay in bed that night.
Terry was relieved. He had been assured that the
vasectomy was complete and he knew that there was no
possibility that Sharon had gone from him, but in the
meantime, he had time to think about the matter and he
decicded that he would certainly not have blamed her if
she had done so. He had not trecated her well, he thought.
ile had expected toc much, and been too concerned with
his own state of mind, his own haopiness.

The pressure was building for both of them...it was
tecoming intense and almost unbearable.

"Let's get out," Terry said. 1t surprised them both.
"Let's get out of the madness. You know I cannot stand
that office any mocre. You know I want to go into some-
thing to do with the land. COh, honey if you could have
seen those people in San Diego Lhe other dsy...they are
so loving and so complete...they have something we've
been looking for. 1 know you would love them. Their
life is just completely different i(rom what we do. Let's
get out, and go to New Zealund and get a little farm and
start over." y

He rolled over and took her hand in his...leaned up to
kiss her. There were tears on her cheek. She didn't say
anything. She knew there was nc choice.

"It wouldn't be so bad," she said, "if I hadn't been so
damned sure that 1 was golng to live wy whole life in
tiils house and die right here on this ranch.”

Terry lay back down on hisg pillow. iie too knew there

was no choice,
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CHAPTER 6.

It was not tc be that easy. Jicron did not want to go
even after she hod decided tiat there was no choice, even
when she had decided that she had to go. There was a
part of her thst could not and would not let go. She
wanted to know what they were golng into...what sort of
life would they lead and where would they live.

"All right," Terry said to iier one day soon thereafter,
"I'11 take some time off and go and have a look. I'll go
to New Zealand and see 1if it is what ve can handle and if
it 1s something that we can share.’

"There is Jjust one thing," Sharon responded, "it has to
be something we can go to, not just to run away from this.
I am so tired of moving and then getting settled only to
have to uproot and then move again. we can't run away
from this. That has to be better, and something to look
forward to. It has to be this way."

A few weeks later Terry left for hew Zealand to see
Bill and the country, but not before he had another visit
with his new friends in San Diego. By now, he too had
become their friend.

The trip was fast and exciting as Terry watched & new
1ife open up before him during his sojourn around the new
country. Ile looked at farms and met people and satisfied
himself that Sharocn could be happy there. Ghe still had
not consented and he knew that e would have to sell her
on the idea. ‘ |

The weeks that they were separated for Terry's trip
brought tinem closer together: Uharon was stronger within
herself when he returned. They discussed the matter
slowly and intelligently, and she held up fine us he
explained what it would be like snd how they would live,
and she could accept it as long as she did not think of
how much she loved the life that she had right there and
then., Her emotions would cvershadow all reason. “hen
Terry returned to the office, he knew, however, that his
diys there were numbered. He would have to go...alone if

necessary.
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One evening when he returned nome, Sharon said to him:
"There was a phone call for you...fred, in Han biego. He
sald they are coming over this weekend,"

Terry'é heart Jjumped.

In a flash, Terry felt once again, standing there in
his own home, the love and harmony that had greeted him
and penetrated him when he had been with Fred and Nelson
and those people that night. The thrill of the thought
of the possibility that they might come to see him, the
thought of sharing that oneness again was awesome to him.
The thought'of the possibility that Sharon too might be
able to share this fullness so excited him that he refused
to look at it.

Terry gulped.

"When are they coming?" he asked, trying his best to

roject professional calm and nonchalance.

"He said Friday night or BZaturday morning 1f that was
211l right." she sounded wary, but somehow as if any
defenses she wmight have nad tc thce ivea had béen softened.

Like a child, Terry watched and waited for the Christ-
mas of that Friday in March., His every waking moment
carried him back to that evening in san Diego or forward
to what he hoped might happen when they came to visit him.

His time at the office now was spent with his thoughts
flying from the ranch to San Diego to New Zealand. It
had all happened so fast, there secued to be so little
vime to digest, to savour.

fhey had hardly had time to discuss liew Zealand, except
for Terry to say that it scemed Lo be what they wers
looking for...at least whal he was looking lor, but he
was cautvious and guick to warn Sharon that it might not
suit her: that the modern ways of american life had not
reached there yet and that it was not the most comfortable
of places to live.

Sharon did not hear much of what Terry said; when he
spokes to her he could sense she was not thinking oi going,

but rather how she would like {o stay. 1t became evident



to Terry that Sharon was [fighting her cwn battle within...
perhaps not quite what he was experiencing, and perhaps
she did not understand exacitly what he was going through,
but she was having her own problems.

Terry loved Sharon all the more [or her problems and
the way she was carrying thew. Occasionally the burden
grew too great and she would release it the only way she
knew how: directly at him. {he was mightily torn
between her "nest" as she called it, and the love of her
family, holding it together, znd Ghe disdain she knew
she would incur for turning her bacik on all of her heri-
tage...and on all that for her was THE way of life.

She had longed for so many years to lead a life much
as was led by her parents who had lived in the same house
for "a hundéred years" as they would often say. She wanted
to grow to become part of a community where she knew
evervone and everyone knew her, and they would all be
friends. Perhaps one did not alwuys get alony very well
with one's friends, but still, they would all be friends.
she longed to watch: her chiloren grow up among their
friends, the young friends tihat her children would surely
one day marry and with whom they too woulc grow old,
sharing the joys of a good solid 1life that she had grown
to love...and ste wanted to be tiere to watch and to share
their burdens and problems and their love.

But she loved Terry too. [For her he was the provider,

not only of the food and shelter that the family needed,
but also a vital part of the life thuat she envisioned. U[e

was a necessary participant in her drawma, and a life
partner that she could grow old with, remembering the
other days that had pone before, the joyous days of grow-
ing old together witlh their family. BSharon wanted to
remewber as much as she wanted to live, but she had
already, Lo a grezt extent, dccided what 1t was that she
would someday want to remember; and it was Terry, also,
sihic could see, thal was the villain in her drama, for now
e wanted to wrerch from ner not only the life that she
loved here, but alsc he would take (rom her all the

nerories that she would store in the years to come...the
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ones bthat she could have saved and stored for the later
days...the ones that she now shared with her own mother.

It was a terrible conflict for her, and there was no
solution forthcoming, for her it was the ultimate drama
in her endless series of dranas.

Sharon had enough trouble copinj; with the conflict that
was facing her concerning the leaving of her home and her
homeland. She had not yet begun to face or fathom the
other aspects of the growing tumult that was mounting
within Terry. She felt it on occasion, but she dared not
look at it. w~hatever it was it had czused him to quit
smoking, to change his diet, to take up jogging every day,
to talk almost incessantly of what was to come, to
pressure her to join him in his studies and practice of
yoga.

she went to yoga lessons with Terry but she did not
like the idea all that much. Ch, it must be admitted
that she could see that it helped her body, but there was
something threatening about it. Jowmetimes she felt that
it was all a conspiracy to deprive her of what she wanted
most of all...a nice quiet gentle life without any changes.

There is something that happens between two peonle when
one of them quits smoking cigarcttes, and whatever it is
it happened between Terry and Sharon. In the early days,
when Terry would first come to see her and the little
girls at the farm, they would sit and drink coffee or
beer and smoke, and laugh, and smoke and drink, and have
2 happy time.

There is a wave of susplcion that seems to flow when
one discards the smoke...something that seems to say,
"yh-oh. I should quit too. %Wishk I had his will power."
fhe very presence of the one who has guit becomes a threat
to a certain extent. 30 many other problems can manifest
from that one little change. Jeldom does one see & @more
virtuous, self-assured, conlident and righteous irdividual

1,

than one who has stopped smoklng.



Terry had stopped smoking: not only was he all those

things, but he was adamant as well...Sharon must stop
e did not wave authority in many ways, but
he was insistent. 1t would remain

smoking.

o

in this matter
matter of contention for a long time.
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snoron was not reslly ready for Nelson and Fred and
iairica and what they brought with them that weekend when
thier cawme to visit Terry...but thes, cne never is. But
lerry was ready to see them again, and when they arrived
tualt Sriday night, 1t was too lsate for Terry and too
2arly for Zharon. !

Sharon was suspicious.  She had met Nelson before he
wa teft for San Diego, some menths before, but she had
not o met 'red or the others. She had a great deal of
sntegonicsm toward them, for now she felt thut they were
"Lnose people'" and she was not; that they were Terry's .
iriends, and that they could never be her friends; and
sne suw them too, at least in her mind, as a threat.

hit was before they arrived. Her antagonism could rot

d the "glow'" they brought with them. When they
ana:lzed into the house that evening, all tension vanished,
ALli tiae problems that Terry and sharon were fighting were
suspended as 1f in thin air. fThey laughed so easily and
vue jleam in IFred's eye was particularly disarming.

"rhere is something about them," Sharon said to Terry
very quietly, when she had pulled hin aside. "ihat is
L. why cdidn't you tell me they were like this."

Jorry shrugged and smiled.,

«r.on they walked back into the other room, Jharon
curvec at Terry's sleeve.
iy 1s Fred smoking a pipe and a cigarette?" She asked
wit., beautliful innocent naivete.

Jerry cringed as Fred handed the "cigarette" to kelson.
: loocwed at Sharon but she had bturned away and did not
502 Lo motlion. He rushed over to Fred, trying for all

world Lo seem unobtrusive,

"o you think that's wise Fred? wshat will Sharon think.
Lew o wonders wnat you're doing.

loon tapped Terry on the shoulder and gave him the

rlgerette". He turned to find Sharon, but she had gone

' N

L Lvhie kitchen. Terry took a sizealble "hit", and

Lol Ly to Greg. Terry sat down. RNow it didn't matter.
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Sharon could experience the glow but she could not
explain it.

In the weeks that followed Sharon had many opportuni-
ties to experience the glow that those people brought
with them, for they came to the ranch every weekend, and
the weekends began to draw out [{rom Thursday night to
Monday night.

sharon knew now where the glow was coming from, at
least part of 1it, and at first she got very uptight with
Terry. i ‘ : ) |

"l do not want any of that stuff in this house“; she
literally shouted at Terry acrosé the bed. That night .
shie had found out what was in the "cigarette". Terry
put his finger to his lips hoping to quiet her down.

"Don't you shushsh me: I do not want any of that stuff
in thils nhouse". |

"Hox do you know? You've never tried it."

"It makes no difference, and besides I have no intention

of trying it.”}

"If you would just try it once you'd see it's perfectly
harmless.n.it'g downrighf joy%ul.”

sharon would not listen to Terry. They slept on
separate sides of the bed that night and the next morning
there was an icy chill in the air between Sharon and the
rest of them. Terry told Nelson that it would be best
i tney did not smoke any more for a while.

it 's not the way it works. That evening after dinner
Yerry saw i'red reach behind Sharon and hand a joint to
fhelson. He cringed again. It became a game withithem.
They began to giggle. Sharon turned around. i

“what are you guys doing?" She smiled. She wanted to
be in on the joke. "What are you up to?" ;

Nelsgon slipped it under the table to Terry, and tapped
whiaron on the shoulder. ‘hen she turned, Terry took a
hhit. .hen she turned around the other way, Terry gave it
t¢ Christine.

Wow sharon wondered what was happening. It went faster,

and faster. Fred was the one with the guts. Sharon



62

turned to him and he poked it right in her face.

“ilere, have a . puff of this one.”

Sharon couldn't speak. It was as if she had known what
was heppening, but dare not think it let alone say it;
anc¢ yet she wanted to be a part of it. She blushed,
flushed and said '"no thanks".

Nelson picked up the guitar and began to sing. He had
« soft and gentle melodious voice. Patrick rolled another
one. |

when it came around this time, Sharon took it from Ffed
and lLanded it on to Greg without partaking, but she d1d
not tast long. The next time she Jjoined the ritual that
nad clianged America's way of life: she joined "those
people” —-—-- she took a hit!

The look that passed her face was a combination of the
elation and disappointment that one might see on a satis-
fied ex-virgin: she had held out as long as she could,
ané was a little sad that she had given in, but it sure
was nice "to be here"., Soon she was singing with Nelson.
she had a beautiful voice and it fairly rang and sparkledo

Terry hazarded a glanceog When he saw the tears runnlng
cown her face tears welled up in his eyes.

Just then Beth walked into the room, and Terry could
see oharon tighten up in fear that Beth might see some-
thing from which Sharon should protect herkdaughterv
Beth had slept with Candy the night before so that Fred
could use her room. She brought her hand out from behind
her back, and held forth a plastic bag.

“Here," she said, '"somebody left their grass in wy room."

sharon exploded in laughter at the instant destructibn
of the myth and story-book world in which they had all
been living. She Jjumped up and put her arms around Beth
who looked completely bewildered at the entire scene.,

T'het was the beginning of the end. Now 1t was time to
seriously get on with getting out. Terry and Sharon both
«new the time had come, |

That night they slept together...and made lots of love.

The next day, Terry wrote in his Jjournal:



"PREVENDOUS changes have taken place in our family.
The transformation is...or could be, astounding."

That was all he could say.

63
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5till it was not to be that essy. If Terry's struggle
had been a battle to pull himself free, Sharon's was to
be a war by comparison. Still she knew she had no choice
in the matter: it was Terry without the ranch or the
ranci without Terry. ©She had to accept that life with
lerry would be the only way. Terry was pleased to the
point ot elation, but saddened by the thought of victory;
he hud not wanted to "win" but to have Sharon join him
vy choice. #here Terry had placed his faith in some
unknown and unseen force which was pushing him to mové
toward extrication, Sharon could place her faifhfonly‘in
Terry. This engendered in him a great love and Gompass~,
ion and a pledge to do all he could to assure her future
happiness.

it seemed however that whatever was provided for Sharon
ané her well being were compared to the "older big
broti:er" comforts of the past. she would goj; but she did
not iike the idea. At times she would relent and relax
inte her plight with resignation; the rest of the timq
she would bemoan her sad predicament.

Terry now began to be more and more disenchante@ with
the life that he had for so many years regarded ag
"normal"™, and with his eyes now open, he began to see
che flaws more clearly. Although Sharon had consented to
the sule of the law practice and the sale of the ranch
an¢ uhe shift to another, simpler lifestyle, both Terry
and shiaron seemed to silently agree that the actual move
weull be some time away.

1t loomed much sooner than expected, but not before
Terry began to take action to make changes immediately}

For some time Terry had‘been extremely concerne@ with
the educational system into which his children had been
thrust and trappédn He learned through his friends from
san Liego of the alternative school system and undertook
to familisrize himself with the possibilities of the
establishment of such & school incorporating the princi-
nles of Summerhill school in England and other avant garde
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halls in California. He incorporated the structure and
with some other parents found an old building, and
planned to free his cnildren the following year when
school resumed. |

ife at the office now was growing virtually unbearable
for Terry. Although there was no open animogity there
was now beginning to appear an open separation from Tom
and everything represented by the office and the practice
of luw. Terry saw it as the epitome of everything that
ne wanted to leave: the struggle for the accumulation of
money, the hypocrisy of the American social value system.

e wrote in his Journal:—' ‘ )

"Mie day after Sharon said she would go to New Zealand

with me, I walked downtown and looked at the people

and tne town, just as I did the day we arrived. I

saw many of the same people and buildings. Some

things have changed, but so much is the same.

1 suppose they will all go along their happy way

striving for more money and "success" , always

thinking that the end justifies the means.

i1t Is so sad that the American dream has made invet-

erate dreamers of Americahs, so starry-eyed in their

guest for thdt which they have been convinced is

important and essentlal tha* they don't have tlme to ,

look at the stars. : . = é

Terry and Sharon were finding that in spite of the |
strugsle necessary to succeed in the system, that it was
muchi easler. to get in than it was to get out: 1if it took
efiort and money to get "in" to be able to make money, it
took »ore money to get out to avoid the compulsion to
naike more. They were caught in the middle in the jaws of
& uungry predicament that pulled and took in and from
DoL 'rGCCJOHS, The move to New Zealand would be
expensive, but tne credit tLey had lived on in the past
wa s cryilng to be paid. It began to appear that there
roula not be enough to go around. The carefully designed
plan tiiat Terry had worked out and reviewed so many times

q

began to appear inoperable,
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Tferry's headaches returned and he was thrown into the
depths of depression. Sharon was having second thoughts
about her decision. The whole thing appeared to be on
the verge of falling apart. The school term was finished
and the children were home. They were feeling the
intensity of the situation and it was gcing to be a hot
Licavy desert summer. The mountain cabin had‘beén sold,
and they were all doomed to a time of looking forward to
the unknown and unable to look at the past.

Terry wrote in his journal:-

"Yesterday, Sharon and I had a problem about money

again. She did not want tc relinquish her credit

cards. I can't blame her...it is a hard transition |

...but she did so after much crying and ghashing of e

teeth. Now she is the fanatic on the new "no spend

money" policy in our family. we must condition

ourselves to live without thousands of dollars

flowing through our hands. i ' i

lie biggest change to accept is that what you want %
to do can so often be done without spending mbney.
sbout the only things we cannot get along without
are food and the psyment of the mortgage.
srending money is a nasty habit which has been
inculcated into all of us at zan early age. There
is 2 stigma attached to not having any of the stuff,
but thenkfully being without it is now becoming more
and more respectable at least in some elements of our
culture. . I intend to break the habit and do without
it as much as possible, and to teach my children that

hzppiness is not bought.”

sharon decided to withdraw from the yoga lessons but
Terry continued to visit Zona on lMonday nights, but now
ne was finding the repetition of the classes on physical

health leaving a gap in that which he sought. Ore night

after class he told Zona that he could no longer continue



67

in this line. He told her that he knew that he needed
something more. He wanted to know what was next.

I'm not sure I know, Terry.'" Zona was very honest in
her reply. "But if you want to come around this Thursday
at two o'clock, we'll have a look and see. They say it
is meditation, and I have been doing some lately, but I
have no idea how to teach it to you."

Terry smiled at his teacher.

“"You have no choice." he said. "You're all I've got."

Of that first lesson with Zona when they sat and talked
about what came next, Terry wrote in his journal:-

"Another bombshell: meditation lessons started with

Zona today.

The revelations were dynamic in what she told me. She

said she did not know how to teach but she had a flow

that sald Just what I needed to hear. The principles
are so similar to those I have learned to accept for my
own 1life and live by in the last six to eight months.

4 Blg Picture seems to be coming into focus. The

rethiods used are those that have been gnawing at me.

The agony of transition for the past four years has

been monumental. Now I can see what has been happening.

ior the last sixteen months Hatha Yoga has tuned me and
srepared me for that journey upon which I embarked this
afternoon. I am well into a big change now, and I see
wihat is ahead. I wonder where it all leads."

Jien Terry told Zona of the problems of his withdrawal
rom the office, she was ready for him.

"I don't even live in that value system any more." she
said.

This confused Terry. For zona too had a fine house in
thhe country. This he could not quite understand Jjust now.
But he had heard the same statement from one of his
san Liego friends, someone Zona would never meet; someone
wiio cume from the opposite end of the societal spectrum.
~ swall seed was planted: there was more than one
alternative to the 1ife he had known and from which he

was extricating himself.
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In the months that followed, Terry, detcrmlned to :i
complete the extrlcatlon from the value system ana life-
style he had come to xnow as obsolete vacillated between
the two alternatives presented to him. |

Zzona had described the:problem very succinctly to Terry.

"Cne day when I was at work...Il had a very good job as
a secretary to a very important man in a big company...l
realized that 1 had to get out of my job and out of that
life or it would ruin me. I was sick, terribly nervous,
overweight, and so I did,

It sounded SO simple to Terry, but he xnew 1t was very
coriplex. The same:thing had . happenod to him.

"Yes," he murmered in reply,'”I ve Eeen theré} too."
The discussions with Zona were often stimulating and
enlightening, but the other "alternative" was often more

fun,

«when the "Rolling Stones" came to San Diego that summer
Terry was right there with them and the ten thousand or
so other "misfits' and "dropouts"...totally absorbed,
totally inundated, and totally stoned. Their mystigue
and their music went through to his cordo

Then back to Zona. Of the second session with Zona,-
Terry wrote:- : |

"ltv 1is obvious that Zona is much further into this

then one would suspect. Perhaps my philosophy has

finally found me. The principles of yoga and yogic

thought, the yamas and niyamas, have 2 way of creep-

inz into one's lite and becoming a part of the being."

+ith 211 the changes happening so fast, the problems
with Sharon and the transition at home, were becoming
insurmountable. Terry grew depressed again at the onset
of the migraines, and Sharon was to the point that she
@lmost would not speak to hlm°

"This depression is hard to shake.

lerhaps Sharon's true colour is coming through: she

said today that she considers that these days...from

now until we leave this house are the last days that
sne will enjoy on this earth. 1t appears that she

1

believes that she will die‘at this time. I know that
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I will, ironicafly, then bégin to live.

which is fair?

should I rationalize my future by saying that I have
lived the first ten years her way and she should live
the next ten my way?

Ur should I abandon my fate...and plans...declare my
uncying devotion and sacrifice myself for her "happi-
ness" or what she thinks is happiness?

Or shall we each go our separate ways? o

If 1 abandon tne plan and stay, not only w1ll I be
unhappy, but.she'w1ll be mlseraole, and worse, I am
sure that it;will meanimffdéath, even if I live.

I must return to a simplerilife. The complex mess
into which our society hasjdriven itself is not. for
me . | .

1 cannot stomach all the built-in maladies.

And today ét the'office Tom told me he has another
ulcer and that . the flrot one 18 flarlng up agaln.

He 1is only thlrty years old . 1 wonder: does he‘ “;.
thrive on ths.,.or has 1t never occurred to hlm to -
et out?” ? .
Two days latér, Terry coﬁtinued his journal:-

"Today thnn”s are very bad Today I feel as if I
lhave come close to 1031ng my control of the 51tuat10n
and of my sanlty

3evere depression set in about ten this mornlng after
my court appearances. "I am not sure I can handle
this any longer" I said to‘myself° That is the first
time it has gope that faro. _ ifflii '
SEVERE DLPRnbblON and a 'evere desxre te go,,.get
aw@y,a.leaveu.,now, and Lhe target date 1s otlll a
year away. Buelness, money, clients, and thelr
problens, problems which I;no longer consider import-
ant and cannot effectively advocate.

un top of everythlng else, when I went home for lunch
sharon said: "I'm warning you, if things don't change
when we get to New Zealand, I've had it."

l i
L

|

i
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wiLl, to hell with you sister. #hat I need now is

some help, not warnings.

I feel so much resentment for the past months and

vears when I have talked till I was hoarse and blue

in the face and have been taunted and ridiculed and

ignored by hér° She was even 501ng to turn me 1nnou

until she ”turned on". Now she glves me a sermon on

how she can t give up herihou : .

The future can hold happlnesg for us, but only if T oi;

can start pulling upward,g I just hope today 1is the |

bottom of the pit. I can't take much more of the

oppression of this life'aﬁd'the depression that'

sults from it." ;55 : :
Terry had lndeed hit the bottom. That day he started

to climb out oilthe pite.
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Sharon was 51tt1ng in the dlnlng room when Terry walked
in. She was dr:nklng some coffee and smoking a ciga-
rette. She snuffed out the cigarette when she saw it
was Terry who had come in. Terry sat down quietly at
tiie other end of the table. ' Sharon looked out the
window; she was tired. ! '

"{'m in trouble," Terry spoke first.

"Yes, I know, so am I. So are we," |

"what are weégping to do,J: Terry asked.

"i don't knoﬁ but this is%where we' always end up."

Terry watched closely to see if Sharon was trying to
stir up an altercation between them. She was calm.

"1 just about lost it yvesterday. \We're overdrawn at
tire office again, and I know Tom is getting worried. I'm
not pulling my end of the load, and I'm getting to the
coint where I don't really give a damn any more; and I'm
very concerned about you...and the kids." Terry dropped

iis head.
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"Yeou know, if I thought you didn't really care about
that office, I wouldn't have any second thoughts about
leaving, but you worked so hard...zll those days in law
school...and the work that you have put into that office
and that practice...l know it must be so hard on you."

"But don't you see," Terry answered, "that it is
getting to the point that I can't care about the office
.++1t's not that I don't:...I can't...it's all I can do
right now to hang on. I don't know what is happening,
put I do know that IT IS happening, and I know what I
have to do. I have no choice, like it or not. What is
haprening iS...0or seems to be...inevitable. I don't seem
to have any control over it.

"Jje've been through this so many times," Terry went on.
"You know I've tried to explain it to you and we never
get anywhere.”

Sharen looked up, almost defensive. Terry contined:-

"lL.oox, you know I love you, but I have no choice about
what 1 have to do. when I go to the office these days,
i Jjust can't get into it...all this pressure of what the
clients bring in...their problems...their crises...
problems that I just cannot congider important any more,
and when 1 feel like that I have no business in this

pusiness,

"stien 1 cannot take what they say seriously, I should
not ue listening to them...all their problems just come
from plastic situations they create from the life they
are living and despising. Then I come home from the
office...or a weekend comes, and everybody gathers, and I
secome a human being again and 1 find it i1s 1mpossible to
rewain a human being when I go back to the office. I'm
velling you, 1t's making me a schbizo. Wwhen I come home

i have to try to shed this role that I have to play at
tite office., It's impossible to be a lawyer and a human
ceings at the same time., This is where it is at."

shsvon was listening. Hard.

i
You know that is the first time that you have put it

=0 4 think I could understand it." She said.



"Waybe it is Jjust time for you TO understand it. I've
been saying this same thing, or trying to, for months. 1
den't like this idea of pulling you away from your home,
you know that.,"

"It's just that I was so sure that I would live the
rest of my life here...and die here. I thought you were
really concernéd about the leaving of the office.”

"I am concerned, but it is in good hands. Tom is very
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capable, and he is right into this. He doesn't understand.

what is happening to me, but he has been very understand-
ing, if you know what I mean, and 4ndy will be here in a
few days to help out. This morning we found out that he
hazs accepted our offer. He and his wife will move here
in the next few weeks., That will relieve thlngs at the
office, but I can't take it much longer." i

"ire you telling me it's going to be sooner thén next
June:"

"1 think it's got to be sooner. I know you wére count-
ing on another year in this house, but I don't think I
can stay with it that long."

"iell, I feel better that you have said it...and that I
know that you are not sc concerned about leaving the
office." ‘

There was a long pause, Neither spoke. Both waited.
Then sharon said with resigﬁation, "O.K. do what:you‘have
to do. YWe may‘as‘well get on with it."

]
)
it

"iet's do it," Terry said to rrea. "I think it's time.
1y fact it way be the only time."

"You're sure?"

e

"You know iticould change your life."

"shat a jokes...as if it hasn't been changed already.
~hat more could change., what difference could it make.
baybe 1t will bring things into focus. I want to see...

1 went to know."



"Look, it's not going to make you see what isn't there
.-.1b's only going to make you see what is there."

The day was dry and hOU.oovery dry and very hot: one
of those days that makes you stop...when all one can thlnk
of is a swim. Nortnern Callfornla can be that way in the
summer. Fred had moved there in Nay. Terry knew it was
time to see Fred again. Now he knew why.

"It's not going to help you with the office, but it
wlill probably help you with everything else."

"Let's do it."

IFred opened the little envelope and carefully removed
the thin trhnsparenb papery substance.,

"Here, put thl on your tongue.

¥

"Aren't you tJo:.ns“ to have isome?" poh

“"Ch, yes." i‘ ' ! £y : i
"Then what." ' .:E;‘ »
"You'll see.ﬁ :j!‘ |

It ¢éid not téke long. Fifst Terry began to feel an
uplift in his stbmach, a euphoric uplift that seemed to
be & cleansing sweep that moved slowly throughout every
cell, slowly, oh, so slowlfg.,taking each cell and rooting
out every little bit of tension. ihen he looked...when
he closed his eyes, Terry could see the unseen force
moving from cell to cell, purlfylnb, feeding and 11ft1ng,
as 1t swept upward through his entlre being.

"I think 1t'$ working," Terxy said naively.

fred smiled, and his look went right through Terry, as
it so often had before. :

'erry got up and walked out the front door into the
brilliant sunshine and looked at the countryside. Then
he looked at the white billowy clouds. They were moving,
faster than he had ever seen them move. Fred followed.

“isre they really moving ao-fast? Or is it an illusion,"

"It's an illubion. Wait tlll you settle downn“

Tears began t%\roll from Qerry s eyes as he looked at
the sky. The wéﬁe overtakiﬁg hi§ entire being now had
become one of cbmpassion, sympathy and suffering all
wrzpped up in one. He seemed to feel that he was all
things and all places at oncé and yet right there standing



next to Fred. éHe did not "see" anything yet, only felt
1. ”Perhaps”; he thought, "that is what Fred meant by
'seeing'". E ‘ E

e watched that thought of'”seeihg”’float into his
inner most secret place, seeming to light a dark tunnel
so that anyone in there could see, and from the far end
of the tunnel, the sea rushed in. He could see the sea...
sce the sea. The C, the see, the sea...all began to look
the same, slowing, flowing,% He could push the mind in
one direction and ride it as a horse into the wilderness
of his con501ousness, places he had never thought of c01ng
. sofOor there had always been some mysthue about those x
secret placesog #as this where medluatlon was g01ng7 'Vhat
was going to happen? Is thls where Zona was taklng him?
Surely she had}never taken thls stuff. Or maybe you didn't
have to take it. i

Fred came out of the house with a big bowl of fruit in
his hands. :

"Here, try tﬂis,

He handed Terry a huge, purple, rlpe plum.

Terry looked at it for a whlle before putting 1t toward
his mouth to take a bite. _? | : g

"No, no,.,the whole thing...at oﬁce;" o

In it went. » ‘

Fred gently took Terry's cheeks in both hands and easily
closed his teeth together with great care. Instantly
Terry was inside the plum and everything went into slow
motion as the plum exploded between his jaws, spurtlng9
and squirting its pulp and Jjuicy sweetness throughout his
mouth and around every tooth, flowing back towards the
throat: an orgasmic ecstacy completely engulfed his being
as he watched %nd became all that was happening to the
plum. | '

The swallow swallowed itself and the plum down down
down. Terry was sitting on the ground now, his eyes
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vwitn tears, his shirt purple soeked with plum. He

i
~

coked at Fred, and they both started to laugh... and

e
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augh. . .and laughs
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"Come on, we'll go for a swim." TFred started toward'
the van. '

"You read my mind."

Buck through the hidden vine covered roads of the back
country, Fred drove and drove and drove. Terry watched
as the country side melted before him to reveal its hidden
wealth and life only to restructure itself as his gaze
moved on. Fred turned the truck sharply and there before
them was an ol% abandoned swimming pool. T |

"This used td be an estate where the movie people used
to come and have thelr partleseoomany decades ago°

They walked up to the poqlc' It was covered ;n moss, .
and vegetation. Terry looked deep into the water and
could see the life all around. He became intently inner-
active with a small bug that swam toward him, looked up
at him, and then dove to the aepbhs. ‘@lowly they removed
their clothes, and Fred was in first.

As his body enoered the water, the cool that Terry could
smell Irom Just looklng at the pool engulfed every hair on
his head and every head on each hair as the rest of nls
body seemed to‘remaln p01aed in mld air waltlnaflts turn
tc slide into ghe rellef:oﬁ;the 11v1ng depths. He lost
himselfl in the:water° : ;;

]
o
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"Fom's face was as stern and serious as Terry had ever
seen it since they had entered their partnership.

"sc're several thousand oVer, and the bank wants to
know what we'ro p01ﬂt to: qo,: Got any ideas?" |

"Pperry had a lot of 1deas, but theJ did not flt tne
situation. Ile looked at: momo He loved Tom like a brother.
Tom was the only person he had ever known with whom there
h2d been not even the slightest disagreement...ever,

'Let's talk about it after court. I've got to be in
court in ten minutes."
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"O.K." Tom got up to leave. Ille was dressed in his
dapper best as usual. Smart well-tailored coat in the
latest sytle, high heeled shoes. Tom was one big hand-
some pearly toothed smile, and he was genuinely Tom, and
a good lawyer. .

Andy had taken up office space in the library until
they nad time to remodel the offices so that he coculd
have his own rodm. Terry waved and smiled as he walked
past the llbrary door. s ¥

"Settled lnf"é |

Andy smiled. ‘"Just fine."

Terry winked at Barbara as he walked out the back door,
into the bllndlnb desert heat for the walk to the court
house. Then he ‘quit smilings, o

fie xnew it was time to get serious with Tom about o
wrapping things up. They had lightly touched the subject
before but nothing serious had come of it yet. Terry '
knew Tom roally,dld not need of anytnlng but his own half.
of the practlc1 : ﬂ] o ] i o

"yhy should TJm buy me out7” Terry asked hlmself ‘L?ﬁe:"
has as much bu51ness on his own as. he can handle. I

"But it's time for me to get out," Terry said to Tém
after court. "I don't know where I'm headed, but I do
new know that iﬁ is time for: me to get on with it."

" hat does Sharon say?" | : _

tohe's going ‘with me. It's all faith on her part, bless
ner heart. 1 don't know how she does it. BShe gives me a
nard time someti%es, but all in all she is doing great...
walking away from everything that we have worked for°

"You know, brotner if I alan t know you, I'd say yqu
were absolutely nuts. 'I don't know what you're going
into, but I guess I know you well enough to know that you
have to do it."

"Anyhow, think sabout it and see what you can work out
that is falr for both of us." Terry was wary. He knew
Tor would protect himself. '
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sfter Tom had left Terry's office, Terry turned and
wrote in his journal:-

"I really tried to explain the transformation to

Tom, and while he was understanding, it was obvious

that he didn't understand. I guess I shouldn't have

tried to explain it. Intellectual arguments'just

con't work," |

’-‘ -
Perry rose and. headed home to be a human being for the
H ] 3 S -

weelkend,
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CHAFTER 9.

Terry knew well the world that he was leaving; he was
learning but still knew less of the worlds that he was
entering. On the one hand there was the world of Zona
and meditation, the serious efforts to move into the
lepths of the self, exploring the con301ou SNESS, and the
cnanges that minifested along the way. On the other hand
there was the world of Fred and the freedom of opting out
all together, eséaping to the bliss of a never-never land
that never, never questioned.

i
mo

Three worlds: that'd make me tri-parenic.” Térry
siggled to himself. "I reckon schizophrenia is old
fasnloned°

All three worlds pulled at his sleeve like little
children. 3Some dajs hie woula rise far above their cry-
ings and plnlngs, and’ observe, just observe and let the
little drama play 1ts neYt aét out on. the stawe of his
minc¢. ie would say hlS llnes and move as directed. Th
he would uadenly forget the nature of the play and begin
to take it all-serlouolv

Now there began to develop an interest in the office
again, but from a different angle. The nature of the
clientele seCmed to shift.  More and éore, those who had
been coming to him recently came more for counselllng
ratuer then legal adv1ce, although they did not know what
they sought, and neither did ‘he until a pdttern began to

l
I : . g
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develope., ;

t
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R journal'enury on Augustlﬁ, 1972 read:-
"gecently I have developed an insight into other
people's problems, in fact into their souls. Too
many persons have sought me out for help and guid-
arce for it to be a passing thing. I feel an in-
ordinate compassion for ny fellow beings, and in
conversations, I find myself describing feelings
szationé, and concepts that I didn't know I knew.
words of wisdbm seem to bé f1owing THROUGH me rather
than from me,iand it becomes obvious that what I say
registers with people...very deeply.



79

50 many people around me are finding themselves and
are turning on to life, 10&@ and truth. The

freedom I know seems to be associated with the know-
ledge of this truth, and it is making me free,

The greatest thrill I have ever experienced is seeing
a person's eyes light up as these elements of truth
permeate to their souls. '

But sometime% theregis a great danger: I get out
too far, and ithen I;have to retreat back into the
safety of my;own*inﬁer mind, I've become over-
whelmed by my own eﬁthuéiaém and desire to help
others. But I see I am:ihzdanger of spreading myself
too thin and‘leaving myself bare,

sometimes I lose that precept by which Zona tells me
I must live: the one who secks to learn will seek
the teacher who can teach him. I have been seeking
others to help them. This is not right.

Meditation helps put it back in perspective. I must
be very careﬁul not to fqrée these ideas on ears
that are notéwilling or reédy to listen. At the
sane Lime, I must be there%when 1 am needed.

It it also becowing obvious to me that "the party is
over." It's time to really get it together."

=0=

Juring these days, Terry would spend as much time as
possible practicing meditation as it was being taught to
him by Zona. ﬁona had learned her yogic techniques from
Inara Devi, a ﬁell;known authoress of many books which
interpreted yoga to the west.

sZona's teaching was very gentle. She took great pains
to explain to Terry the various intricate concepts of
yoga, wmeditation, and the related subjects of nutritiocn
and occult physitology. Terry was not easy to teach. He
was persistent and inguisitive, pursuing subjects that
to Zona often seemed unnecessary tc discuss, but never-

tirieless she was patlent with him.



In the begjnnlng she stresseu to him the absolute
necessity of phy51cal health cleanliness, and well-
being She demonstlated to him the yoga asanas or
positions which one assumes to allow the proper cleans-
ing of the muscles, tissues and organs of the physical
body and the flow of subtle currents in the finer body.
she explained at length how the practice of these asanas
ana the flow ofi these currents affected the mental state
of the individual and the outlook on life. |

These elementary matters in themselves would have been
sufficient enough even if there had been nothing further
to discuss. The guluance tbat Zzona 6ave Terry on .
nutrition and caregof his body were directly responsible
for the diminishing of the migraine attacks from which he
had suffered for so long. :

The transition from the leérning to the practice was not
a particularly easy one for Terry; he loved his‘beer, his
steaks and the condiments of the relative luxury that he
had striven for so long to reach. He knew that they must
go, but the phys1ca1 body held onto them as long as it

was permitted. %,_i‘ : - :n

Cver the months that Zona gulded Terry in the preCﬂpts
mnd practices of hatha yoga, Terry watched the changes in
his body. In the first twelve weeks, his weight dropped
over fifty pounds. Thé musdles stiff and tight, filled
with the acids, wastes and:pdisons of the western way of
life and faulty nutrition, gradually became supple,
liable and-softly manipulable.

scon he was executing some of the more difficult of
postures and galninw an acquaintance wi.th his physical
body that he hqd never thoubht possible. Terry had, as
nost people do at one time or another, partaken of various
physical fitness programmcs, but this was somehow differ-
ent. 1t demonstrated to Terry that the body was not
merely a device to shape up, but something tc work with
and to keep in hsarmony; but, he often felt the antagonism
of the pull of practices which did not assist his pro-

oress...the desires of the body for the lower pleasures.
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ile could see that these were not in harmony with what he
was now newly leérning and practicing, but to discard
ther, he would find, would take some time.

when Zona felt the physical body was sufficiently
trained she agreed to Terry's somewhat intemperate demand
to move on to other things, and it was the practices that
shie was teaching him since that time with which he was
now nost concerned.

Lachh day Terry would arise and watch the sunrise over
tize mountains %n the distance at the edge of the degert,
‘‘hen he would olt in a cross legged pogition for about
one half hour and try to concentrate. .

In the beginning, Terry found that it was very difficult
to place the concentration; but even more difficult than
placing the concentration was trying to discern where it
was to be placed. Incessant thoughts, doubt and worries
plagued his efforts. The promptings from the mind were
so strong that they could not be ignored by the body, and
it would respond by refusing to sit still...it would
Gemznd the rigﬁ&?to move into action in response to the
feelings of some urgent business to be done or attended
to. '

Terry. found that he was constantly bothered by thoughts
oi worry about the health of his children, concern about
the financial status of the office and the practice, and
the state of the various cases that he was handling for
clienieg. He could not believe that this was a natural
consequence of a practice that was supposed to bring
peace and tranquility and one-pointedness of purpose.

Sometimes thé iension created by the attempts to sit:
still and concentrate on the one hand and the uphill pull
of the demand for attention on the part of the thoughts
on tuze other created within Terry an irreconciliable
struggle that would resolve itself only in his strong but
;ewmporary inclination to abanden the entire project. So
oitenn he did not know why he was pursuing such a path.
he comparison of the struggle within and the relative

nleasure of stoclatlnb and relaxing with his friends



from San Diego left Terry sorely tempted to follow the
easler and oft-times happier road of grass, music and
temporal pleasures.

4#1th Zona's patient guidance, Terry would resolve once
again after their weekly Thursday afternoon meeting to
re-enter the battle raging within his mind, and return to
the inner world with renewed determination.

Control of tne mind seemea to be the primary object
and Terry met the challenbe head- -on, so to speak; butr
often the antics of the mind were complemented with emot-
ional disturbances which caused much more concern to him.
Cn so many occasions, the thoughts coming forth for
attention would elicit an emotional reaction which Terry'
was 1ll-equipped to deal with, and it might play itself
out through an:elaborate chain of reactive thoughts of
the consequences that NMIGHT occur as a result of some
action that nelnad enﬁaged 1n or some event that Aad
occurred ourlnﬂ the orev1ous days. '

This seemed-go be the magor source of dl%tractlon for
some time, for?now, thoughts of the comfort of the
physical body would be tempbrarily forgotten, and the
concern for mental well-being was totally absorbed in a
combination of fear-worry-rage and often the concern grew
so great that Terry would emerge in a state of paranoia,
unable to trust anything or anyone: Zona, Sharon, Tom,
himself or his friends from San Diego. Many times, he
buckled under the pressure and drowned his fears or rage
in bucket after bucket of cool soothing, beer.: Often,
Terry would nave been better off to follow the latter '
path, for the m1x1ng of two lifestyles is sometimes more
Gangerous than the adherence to one, even if that one be
considered less desirable.

Graduelly there began to emerge a pattern of activity
tuat seemed to follow a pattern of the meditations: it
was becoming more and more evident to Terry that the
problems that would confront him in meditation were not
mere fiction nor figment of imagination, but rather were
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real and viable, at least in form if not in substance,
and he would find that they would play themselves out in
the daily activities and relationships of his life.

This was a relatively subtle manifestation, but it be-
came more and more obvious. 1t was almost as if there
were a force which would stir up the trouble in meditat-
ion only to have it come forth and happen on the level of
inter-personall inter-action with other people. Zona :
cenfirmed thatgthis would happen, and in fact that this
was what was supposed to happen. She compared it to an
automobile riding down a dusty road which would become
engulfed in the dust of its own activity when it stopped
and turned around to face the direction from which it had
just come, ;

Additionally, there was now begun a pattern in Terry's
life which followed him for many years: as the physical
and inter- personal relaticnships would be conaurcd and
experienced, and the emotlons would react to those prob-
lems or 31tuat10ns, Terry found a very gentle and often
mysterious understandlng of their basic nature proceedlnw
from tie living through the activity as it presented
itself. It would often take the form of what one might
call "irsight" or "intuition" and this became more and

/more evident not only as he viewed his own life but as he
wculd watch others and his relationships with them and
heir relationships with each other.

iie became more and moré perceptive of the problems that
lie saw plaguiné mankind as a whole: the population prob-
lew, polution, graft in government, decadence of the
society of which he was a part. 1t was almost as if the
medlitation was causing him to be able to see these ills
pnore plainly...clearing his vision as it were.

This disturbed Terry for on the one hand, he would
enter meditation to find relief from the problems that
plagued him and would find only that they would grow in
scope and magnitude pushing him to a breaking point.
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sometimes the emotions of rage, or hatred, or paranoia
that were precipitated by the realizations emanating from
the growing clarity of vision were so strong that Terry
could barely contaln or hide the reaction, and fortunately
it {found its way into the physical world most often in the
form of a journal entry. Sometimes his words were bitter
and vengeful:- ;

"Can it be any surprise now that I have rejected the

values foisted upon me by a nation of greedy, insecure, -

healthless, untrusting alcoholics? :

It has never occured to @ost that the world might now

be giving legitimate birth to a loyal opposition...

an opposition that really and truly believes in the

individual and his rlgbts, an opposition that thirks

with a truly free mlnd and who believes that trust of

one another ana love of one another for what he is,

and not for what he does or has, are not unusual or

:xtraordinary virtues,

Can this "opposition" now possibly be called "failures"

for rejecting the non-biodegradable, plastic shell of

a life which has been tried for 200 years and which

tins all but ruined our planet in favour of thoughts

and practices, tried and found true by a hidden

PanTltJ down through the ages?" ,

f'or ferry, it was grow1ng more and more ev1dent that the
"counter-culture" was the one that he was 1eav1nv and not
the one that he was entering. He was now more determined
than ever to physically exit the 1life which he considered
¢eplorable and find someplace that he could settle his
family far away from the ills of a degenerating society.
lie now had his heart set on leaving the country, emigrat-
ing to liew Zealand.

Gradually he began to find solace in the meditation and
nhe looked forward with anticipation rather than fear to
viiat might be ﬁowfforthcoming from the time spent within

the opening expanse of his own mind and consciousness,
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lie was now beginning to be able to strike a harmonious
relationship with Sharon on the physical level as she
was opening upgto the pleasures that he had found early
in the relaxation of smoking grass.

5ti1l1l Sharon did not understand the workings of Terry's
miné when he entered meditation nor the problems that he
encountered as a result of it. She did not understand
the vehement antipathy that was beginning to surface
toward the degenerating society in which Terry found him-
self trapped. ;

Neither did she understand the peace that was now
beginning to energe in the medltatlons for Terry, as he‘
began to face equdrely the proolems that had been formu-

lated and brought to his conscious attention, and neither,
at this time, did he understand it; but it was welcome,
ever if brief and of seldom appearance.

sona was pleased to see the emergence of the rellef for
thie conflict that was manifesting in Terry as a result of
the growing realizations to which he was subjected and was
taking its toll 1n his physiceal body indigestion and
gastric upset we”e beglnnln5 to bother him, and except
when he was consoled by - elther hls friends, beer, dope or
a combination Lhereof Terry mlght become depressed,

antankerous or withdrawn.

»hen Sharon agreed to move to New Zealand with Terry,
at least one conflict was resclved: his family would stay
tosether, for Terry now was of the mind that he had to
et out even if Bharon refused to go.

Temporarily, Terry began to find more and more peace in
the time spent in meditation, and the practices now be-
came more of an aid in themselves rather than a technique
to be learned or mastered. He began to find brief periods
of time when the mind would begin to be gently quiet and
the onslaught of thoughts would be stemmed for a delicious
moment...a glimpse even if fleeting of the promise of what
might be coming.



Terry's faith in Zona, and the meditation which she
encouraged him to continue were being now reinforced by
the growing realization that some relief might indeed be
in sight. The end of the dreadfully hot desert summer of
1972 was bringing with it some view of a cool breath as
Terry saw the time approacning when he could become free.
He could now see that he would soon be free of the fetters
which he had hlmsclf de51oned by pursuing the 11fe which
he had been taught was d851rable and whlch he now knew
must be left benlna, ‘

I
@
i

It was at this time that Terry, with his own problems
seemingly coming under control, hazarded a brief, back-
ward, over-the-shoulder glanéeé He had booked the reserv-
ations on the boat which would carry his family away to a
new land, and one year before the date of the & ;ing@

Terry wrote in his journal:- - oE
"4 year 1s a long time, but so much closer thén’the?
eternity for thch I was so0 sure that I would be
locked into the nonsense we've been into for the last
several years, |
I don't particularly consider myself a champion of the
uncderdog, but of one thing I am sure---that there now
exists in this country more people than not who exist
in underdog status. 1 speak not only of the black

people who are so trod upon, or the indians who are
containeéd against their w1ll and mistreated, but of

the white, middle-class, tax -paying, paycheck rece1v1n
beer-drinking, love-making, pizza-eating, everyday
american. This man cannot possibly 1ift himself from
the depths into which he has been pushed by the

country which flies the flag, the sight of which sends
vatriotic shivers up and down his middle-class spine.
"he combination of the computer, television and advert-
ising schemes, together with decreasing quality of the

Loouo he is forced to buy have programmed him into an

86
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ot:livion of apathetic status-quo. It all goes back

to the fact that most of us don't know that there are
any alternatives because it didn't come up on the T.V,
Many blacks have told us for years that the thinking
hblack man and woman don't even want to "better" them-
selves or be "pulled up" into the society that doesn't
even take care of the people it has in it now.
AWARENESS: that is the-key, and it 1is spreadingl

1 see it so clearly. For so many years I could not
find anyone who saw it, and now the knowledge is
spreading, and it is striking fear into those who
don't know and cannot figure out what it is that we -
know and they don't. '

I guess we could say that we practice what they preach".
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CHAFTER 10,

The elation which Terry felt and the peace which he
found in his meditations were short-lived, for no sooner
dia he glimpse this relief in tre distance than he was
engulfed with the problems of the instant moment descend-
ing upon him: the details of getting out: the minute
and miniscule details of extricating himself from a grow-
ing law practice, a twenty-six room house and ranch with
animals and equipment,; and the intricacies of a life-
style that he had forced his way into end in which he
had created a position of gome cornsiderable elaboration.
in late August he entered in the journal:- ‘

"Unce again for the past three days or so I've suffered

from a perlod of severe and acute depression and worryo

I think I hlt bottom and sthrted on the way up‘aealn.

This has happened before,j The pattern seems c1xr11ar°

bacii time I have been presented with a problem which

seemed insurmountable and after reachlng the very
depths where I simply give up, then the problem seems
to relegate itsell to the proper perspective.

cach time I seem to grab a problem and ask "what if

Lhis happened?" “Then I run the gamut of all the

terrible consequences that would be precipitated by

Lhis problem. , Then after I hit the depth and begln to

get things béck together again then even the problem

appears to be somethlng 1 can deal with.

Often accompanying the depre551on is a growing paranoia

...such as a fear of an impending disaster. In retro-

spect, the paranoia is ludicrous, and the anticipated

complications, of course, never materialized. Also,
during these periods I feel a constant flow of adrenal

SRerEy.

~nere do these periods of depression come from? ‘what

iz the source of this paranoia? Acute insecurity? A

feeling of inadeguacy? A fear of tragedy? potential

rage or fear that things muy not go according to MY

plan? 411 of tﬂeoe are possibilities, with the latter



a pood strong, and altogether deplorable and despicable
possibility.

Fart of the cause must come from a pressure { perhaps
self-created 5‘to keep all factors -~ everyth%ng_— under

control. tHow absurd!™"



CHAPTER 11,

{

As the intensity of the pressure grew stronger and.
stronger, Terry began to grow weaker under the burden.
He was less and less able to'cope with the growiné
conflict between the life that he now knew he must leave
and the one toward which he was being drawn. He spent
lona conversations with Zona discussing and weepilng over
the dilemma, and she would confirm what was happening,
but she would reiterate time and time again that it was
a decision that Terry must make: he would not @give him
specific advice on this point. L o

vercifully, the medltatlons grew stronLeL and Terry
was able to find SOme peace occaolonally 1na1de, but he
found, to his ourprloe and chagrln, that the rellef came
so often not when he had put forth the most effort but
when he had grown too exhausted to muster the energy to
concentrate and when he would simply release the tension
which had built up in his mind and all through his being,
and relax into the "void" in the center of his conscious-
ness. Then he would drift endlessly through an inner v
space comoletely ob]1v1oue of problems, time, people;qr'

thoughts Lol o | 'i1 § e

These times 1ns1de geemed to now assume a sort of
pattern in which their occurrence appeared to be 1n some
way proportionate, inversely, to the amount of effort he
put forth: he could not "make" it'happen. He found that
e was at the mercy of something that would arbitrarily
ofer this priceless peace at its own whim or fancy
gccording to a plan or reason seemingly known but to its
own airection.

On the physical level the pressure continued to mount
ile found himself:grow1ng more and more»alstant from Tonm
as he knew that the time was approaching that he must
tell Zom that he would be leaving the office sooner than

e

expected. He could see that it might happen by the end
of the year, or perhaps soon into next year. It was now
into Zeptember. when he casually mentioned the possibi-

livy to Tom, there was, as Terry had suspected, very
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1ittle interest on Tem's part to buy Terry's part of
the practice. Why should Tom buy it: he had enough...
more than enough of his own. Business had begun to
pick up and there were good clients coming to their
office now. Income had not recovered completely, but
there was plenty of promise for the future,

:n element of terror began te appear in the back of
Terry's mind at the thought that he might have to walk.
away from the office, but it was shortlived initﬁ% face
of the other alternative: staying. How would he con-
vince Tom that it was in everyone's best interesté to
buy his sharen? It was a good practice, well organized.
It had grown from the small one-man office with a half-
time secretary to one now with three lawyers, two
secretaries, and a bookkeeper and there were certainly
prospects of further growth, '

Terry did what he had to do: he went fishing; perhaps,
he thougnht, for the last time. In Mexico, out into the
ocean, away frdmitheve carevlami troubleq 1t st aurlﬂg
this trip that things began to fall together for Terry
again, as they often do in a moment of brief respite and
rest, but the conflict would not resolve: Terry could

ct see any way out, and was determined to find a solution,
but there was none in sight. He became depressed, and
this had never happened on a fishing trip. He found
relief only in the thoughts and dreams of the future and
the alternative lifestyle that he had come to love with
the others with whom he now shared it: the newifriende
whe had joined Mith him to start tue alternatlve "free
school", the “gxoup” frem San Uiego, and now, 1n a grow-
ing manner, his children, especially Candy. A solid
Iriendaship was growing and mcelding for tioe future. 3&he
zlone, he felt, understood. But tney seldom spoke of it,
and she was watching him on this trip. She was‘néw
tiirteen years old, but even then she knew and watched.
she coule feel the conflict. Sometimes she could save him

with a glance. At least he was not alone.
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The view over the sunbaked desert was black and the
heat added to the oppression ingside Terry's heéd as they
began the descent from the mountains into the Va¢ley and
back to the world which Terry once fought to enter, and
which he now fought with such vigour to leave. He could
see for miles dS ‘the pickup rolled alcng w1nu1nb down the
new highway towaru the desert floor. In splte of the
brilliance of the noon day sun, tnere was only blackness°
The entire picture flashed before his inner vision.
Terry knew he needed nelp,‘anu he needed it soon, or he

as in trouble. ': |

"split the partnership now and sell out to Andy." i

Terry's head involuntarily snapped to the right to see
who had spoken and he was Jjerked out of his reverie only
to remember that he was sitting next to the door of the

truck and there was no one at his right ear from where

the voice had spoxen° : ? g | .

"Of course,'" t‘he thoug ht. ”briliiant.,gwhy didn't I
think of it." . | | | |

He could seefit unfold now and a thrill swept over his
body. His eyes 1lit up as the plan materialized before
his eyes as they gazed at the mountains in the distance.
The entire matter was formulated before he regéined
enougli composure to stop with a chill inside him which
pierced the desert heat when he came face to face with

3

the reality of tne fact that the advice had 1ndeed come
from domewhere other than his own mind. | o
1t had not been a thougnt, of thét he was certain. It
had not been insight, or what he had come to call insight.
It was not a premonition nor a mere "clairvoyant® vision
s he had come to understend such things from his conver-
sations with Zona.

it was a Volce...very dﬂfln]telyouoa Voice, and Terry
d4id not know where it had come from. It was a Voice
that he could and would recognize again if he heard it
oif that he was dead certain.

'rom the words that he had heard there had been a
ceflinite plan materialize and now when he looked into his

nind it was still there...progressing in the formulation
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of cetails anda concepts and items to be attended to as
if he had nothing to do with it. It was obvious that it
was zoing ahead without his effort. The steps that he
was to follow were arranging themselves in a légical ;
sequence and he would begin upon return to the office.
He would go there this afterncon and see Andy.

But where had this come from? Could this be insanity?
Had he broken under the strain of the pressure to get out
and the pull to stay in? lad the heat added to the g
intensity of the situation?

411 these possibilities were very real; except that he
was bright and alert and a&ake, and quite sure now that
this was what hejWould do, and he knew it would work. -

Andy smiled @hén Terry walked into the library. | ;
"low's the fishing?" : ' ‘

"Good, " }

"You're back:eérly,.qthought you were coming back
tomorrow, "

"Just came 1in to...uh...check on a few things. Eow are
you getting on? All right?" ; |

"Lverything is fine. Tom left yesterday for the coast
for some golf." ‘

"Yes. I know.. He'll be back the first of the weekﬁ"
Terry stopped to'igather strength and direction. fLook,
indy...there is something I wanted to mention to‘you,;."

andy listened to Terry's description of what had happen-
¢ over the past;months and he began to show real interest
when Terry spoke of the possibility that he would have to
get out of the office sooner than anticipated.

Yes, he would be interested, he said, in buying Terry's
halt of the practice, but only if Tom ¢id not want it.

'ferry's heart rose into his throat. IZverything was
rolling Jjust as he had seen it on the ride down the
mountain. They: decided to talk further the next day and
then cresent it to Tom.

|
1 )

when Tom returned the plan was complete and Terry pre-
sented it to him. It wcould work out Jjust right for every-

one, Terry explained, but Tom was not his smiling self,



At first i1t appeared that it woula not work out, and
after some long hours of discussion, Tor finally said
"O.K. lo0ke...1'11l buy it. Andy is not ready."

~hether 1t was out of sympathy, compassion or pride,
Terry was not sure, but Tom had agreed to do what 'erry
had been unable to convince him to do.

ilad it been @& master manoeuvre on the part of the voice?
Terry could not be sure. He was not sure of Véry much at
all at this point. He only knew now that he was on his
way, and that the first thing to do was to get out. Tom
nad taken that off of his shoulders.

In three short weeks, it-was all over, and Terry walked
out of the office the last day of September into a new
life that awaited him. But it was still eleven months
before he and his family were scheduled to leave for
New Zealand.

Terry did not know what was going to fill those eleven
months, but at this time he did not care. He wrote in
ils journal:-

"1 have accomplished what I've been working toward for

two and a half years...l'm out of the office. How

strange. 1 have an interesting sensation about me...
it i3 not defeat, nor joy, but rather an exhaustion of
some sort, coupiéd with anxiety.

Logically, it would seem that this should have been

the last ﬂlimg that happepéduaeto leave the office and

that I should have done all of the other things first

...like pay the bills, sell the ranch, etc. but things

are not very. lOUlCol thege days." ff. k

The next day at qunrlse Terxy walked out into the still-
cool desert mornlnoo The heat was beginning to break a
Bit now with the approach of autumn. Today the sunrise
was & Dbit more brilliant and the peace of his morning
mecitation a bit more palpable. Aflter meditation he open-
ed hils Jjournal again and wrote:-

"...with the release of the pressure to get out of the

practice of law, I can now feel myself Chaﬂll’b ﬁlmost

rinute to minute. My reluulOMShlp with the Lamllj huq

i



95

changed: I séem to be more tolerant and they have more
fzith in me. I feel a pull toward the wilderness, |
nature and the unknown. Yo:a and meditation are my‘
stabilizing force now and my contact with the universal
mind or whatever it is that is guiding me.

Now that I know I'm getting out, I'm letting go and
visions of the future are becoming more clear. So many
people are telling me that they don't "blame" me for |
getting out of the practice of law. Many are expregsiqg
their concern in the past weeks at the state of affairs
in the world. |

Tnere are those who state that the crisis which appears
to have comegupon humanity will correct itself. 1In a
sense and to an extent this is true,...it will right
itself...but not for a long while...and not without
massive upheaval.

Politicians and economists speak of financial reform;
religious ledders decry the situation and tell the ?|
people to coée'to church (and give more money);vedoio—
gists declaré the solution is to put an end to _
pollution,,.éléan up our atmosphere and all will De

well; the President has declared that drugs are the
greatest threat to our "way of life."

"Very few people have been able to put the entire

matter into proper perspective and to realize that these
are ocnly manifestations of the entire underlying problem:
tie absence of compassion of one human being for another."

=O=

Zona was very happy for fTerry, but in a very matter-of-
fact and straightforward way. She would permit nothing
more than a very brief discussion of the elation that
lerry felt, and she got right down to work. :

~i¢ instructed Terry in the various branches of yoga:
Hatha, the yoga of physical fitness; Raja, the "king" of

yC_as5...the yoga of the control of the mind; Gnana, the
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yogza of knowledge; Bhakti, the yoga of devotion; and Xarma,
the yoga of action and the doctrine ol the "inevitable
conseqguences' of our actions, and how all these branches
play a part in helping one reach higher consciousness.
Terfy was 1lnundated,

It did not take long before the reaction set in and
Jerry fell ill. It wasn't serious, and Terry knew it was
only a reaction,

"Heart disease 1is not thie number one killer in this

country: this country is the number one kilier,.°

this country and the life that has been forced upon

us. I know I could not have lasted much longer." :

The day after Terry actually gave his key to Tow and
cleaned out his desk, Zona rang.

"1 hope you're feeling better,” she said, Terry could
hear a smile in her voice. "Because tomorrow we're gding
to Tecate. It's time for you to meet my teacher, Iindra

sl

eV



It was just one year, alwost to the day, from the time
that Terry and Sharon had made the fateful trip to
ian Yrancisco when Terry began his trips to the mountain
sshrem of Indra Devi near Tecate Mexico. Since that time
sharen had undergone an amazing transformation, opening
up to the new life which Terry had presented to her with

ce. She was happier now, and more understanding.

She was still having scome trouble with letting go of the
iife that she hed striven so hard to gain; but her
concerns weregldrgely and often over-ghadowed by the
excitenrent of the preparation for the move to Newfuealand,
wow, she too encouraged Terry to make the trips to Tecate.

it was not to be quite so easy for Terry: Indra Levi,
live most competent and truly gifted teachers, was scome-
tires clusive., Terry was not to meet her until the second
tri. Lo the ashram, and then only for a few minutes. On
a2 owars uctover sundsy afternocon, Terry and Candy were
stunding outside the door of the Ashram wher "Mataji"
appeared.  This 1s a term of endearment that is often
ziven vo a woman of India, She seemed to Terry to be a

wisp of golden light in her orange sari, very busy, almost

t
Lbrusoue, No one mentioned any names in an introductiong
very little was said at first. he simply moved toward
warry, alwost sidled up to him, looking off into the
distarce. She stood for a moment...everyone stood in
silevce. it was Fatajili who spoke:

“You'll be back."

Thit was all that she said, and then hurried away into
Lhe upper rooms of the house. Une of the ladies who

companied her stayed for a few moments and bade Terry

Aand snndy to make themselves at home and look around tne

Annchio Cachuma, as it is now nawved, 1s located on about

oilghiy acres of rolling green sleepy Mexican mountains on
he american border in the high desert area. It consists
ol 4 very large und stately villa-type building in which

wre hcoused the residence of Wataji and her husband, Dr
;eleried nauer in the upper floors and the teaching and

stucent accommodation quarters in the lower floors
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ferry found that there was a definite air about the
place. an air of peace that he had not seen elsewhere
and to which he had nothing to compare it.

Beside the large house were a building to house
additional students and various sheds and pumphouses
scattered arcund the immediate vicinity. Immaculately
manicured gardens surrounded all the buildings with
flowers and shrubs. Several Mexican gardeners were:busyz
attencing to th@,work needed to keep the place in order;

Inside the teaching quarters, one of Mataji's assoc-
iates, luriel, conducted a short tour of the building for
Terry snd Candy. There was only one thing that immediately
caught the eye of a visitor entering the room for the first
time...the main rOOm?where most of the teaching took piaée
...2 picture on the main end of the room of a bust of a
man in a red robe and black bushy hair in the style of an
afro cut or in the nanner worn by South Pacific Islanders,

Terry vaguely ?ecognized the picture: the man‘svname};
wes sni Baba. Zona had mentioned him to Terry on' an =
occasion or two,

"ho's that?" Candy asked Wuriel.

That is Sal Baba," MNuriel spoke softly, then waited.

"ie 1s llataji's Master.”
et ™ u
.

"Come intc Baba's room," said Muriel as she walked
toward a small, almost hidden door near the platform at
vite business end, of the teaéhing room. Terry and Candy
Jollowed.

inside the very dark, small;'windowless room there was
encug,  1ight, provided only by one small flame on a
table, only to see the outline ¢f the padded chair on one
51de ana the picture over the table which held the candle.

"Ti:ris 1is the picture from which the Vibhutti issues,”
furicl ssid softly, almost, implying that Terry and Candy
woula snow what she meant. Neither spoke for a minute.

"wnat's Vidhutti?" Terry asked.
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It is holy ash. is used widely in India and it is
the uze of it that provided the basis for the use of ash

by tte Christians

in the traditional

celebration of Ash

sednesday. It symbolizes the burning of the ego into
complete nothingness."
Their attention was b“ought back to the flickering

cendle. The picture above the candle was one of 3ai Baba
also. & smaller picture, in a plain black fram . A
stall dish of the ash sat below the picture and a small
vagse of fresh-cut flowertho the side of the ash near the
edyze ol the table.

"Lcok closely at the picture," Kuriel pointed and moved

Upon examination,
was behind a pane of glass

vetween

Terry could

sze that the

in the frame, and thet

the glass and the picture itself was a large

arount of the ash, apparently siwmilar to that th h lay

in tae small dish.
"1t meterializes in the picture.

fiow...a never-ending supply.

Terry lcoked closely, and then

It is

turned to leave

There is a constant
always there."

the room,

his professional scrutinizing and skeptical curiosity

but he
cl but he

smiled at each other,

fulfilled,

to di

was

spute the Ll was

E G 2 S M8

Candy

as they preceded. Nuriel out of the

</

not convinced.
by no me

He was not prepared
cans convinced.
almost conspiratorily,

room,

fter thanking Muriel for her attention, Terry and Candy
visited & small building some distance from the main house,
on the imerican side of the line...one which Terry had
visitea previously. 1t belonged to Mataji but was not
cart of tue iAshram proper It was a mountain cabin much
lize tie one the family had owned not far from this area.
There dwelled at this small cavin a young girl named
Torissa and a young man named Jonithon. They were not
related put thney nad in common tue fact that they were
nevii followers of sal Baba and had been to India to wmeet

. s
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spend time

vy
P

with him.

2

3]
S naec

witli him. His wife

cturned.

Jonathon had

two small

remained in Indiac when
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Lorissa was happy to see Terry again, They had first
met when Terry came to Tecate with Zona some days
previous.'

"You met Vatajir" Morissa was obviously exciteda. '"You
must tell me about it. Oh, she is so lovely. 1 remeuber
the first time 1 saw her. Unh, she is so lovely." and
berisea seemed enraptured merely by the thought of Fataji.

"Come in," she said after hearing sabout the episcde in
Baba's rcom. "EF'll give you some Vibhutti.”

Terry and Cendy grinned at each other. Terry gshrugged.
Thney followed lorissa.

The inside of the cabin was plain...and clean. Tnere
warn little furniture except a large piece of carpet on
tne Iloor. At the far end of the main room, when entering,
one could see a small table with some {lowers on it, and
@ pleture of ©al Baba,

Ferissa took a piece of waxed paper and into 1t poured
¢ gra2ll amount of the ash from a container which stood on

~

the tuble. she folded the edges of the paper and hunded
it Lo Terry who olaced it into his pocket.

“Phiank you Korissa," Terry said, not knowing just what
e was to do with the ash, but he did not wish to appear
rude. "de really must go, but we'll be back soon. 1 am
considering coming in January for the teacher's seminar.”

Lorissa's eyes sparkled. ihe was a lovely girl, in her
sarly twenties. Jet black hair, long, down to her lower
back. She smiled and walked Qut thé door to bid Terry and

candy goodbye.

il
@
]

[ater that evening, Terry and Candy were telling Sharon
sbout the episode. Terry expla ned the room where the
picture issued the Vlbhuttla ron was very skeptical,
but no more than Terry was.

L'11l show y@w some of the ash" Terry said, and went
into the bedroom to get the piece of paper which Horissa
bhiad oiven to him.

.nen he came back he was walking very closely.
MASSEY UNIVERSITY) f
LIBRARY i



"shat is it, love?" Sharon asked.
"something

behince his back.

very strange." He held his hand slightly

"Candice, did you watch Morissa put the ash into the

waxed paper?"
she nodded.

"s50 did I," he said. "Did she put anything else into

it

"l don't thing.so." Candice thought. "You saw her

feld the edge of the paper. She gave it to you."
HLook. " :
«hen Terry brought the waxed paper out for them To

)

e ash was a small picture...of 3ai Baba.

see,

he opened the edges and there in the paper, ccvered with

"ometihiing funny going on here. Somebody has had a good

Sl N "
JOK< .

- Ve S

Lo vanaice,

"L kKnow Morissa didn't put this in there," Candice

f
O
i

That night Terry slept very soundly for most of the

the night, and then he began to move toward a

Terry examined the paper. He handed the picture

sald.

early

very

light level of consciousness, almost waking up, but not

guite. he rolled over and went back to sleep, but so

ne woes dreaming and waking, alternately, and after on

drear which he remern bered very vividly, one in whick

on
e
there

was a great deal of violence among the people of the dream

be lay quietly with his eyes closed, walting to retur
sleep. haron was sleeping quietly beside him.

Cut of the stillness and darKDN\% of the room, just
zbove his head and slightly to the right, there came
thit moment a sound which he heard most clearly, but
strangely not witn, as it seemed, the physical ears.
lmmediately when it started, ue recognized it as the
which ilad spoken to him in the truck on the way bacu

tiie fishing trip.

n to

at

voice

from



102

Hea T NG MEAT, FOR Tol VIOLENCE G T
USED fOR KNEAT STAYS wi't

v

Perry was stiff, pinned to the bed. Ilie could nct wove.

tlUon WG YIOLENCE, MOUR VICLewCy BEGETS VIOLERCE ITLwut,

o VICLERCH CANNOT BE UsED 40 DFRAT ItshLr.”

Terry lay still. He listened for wmore, but there was
no more, but there then appeared Lo him inside a series
of c¢larifying theughts almost as dreams, but he was s0.
close tu being awaie that he could not label thenm as
ireams. Ilis reaction was beyond fear, beyond thought.
Prnere was nothing to do but lie guietly and experience.

Tre veice had been strong, firm and clear. There was
no hesitation in its words. The sound was ominous in the
silence, but had obviously not been heard by Sharon. 3he
continued to sleep soundly. Terry reached over znd toox
her hund. He lay quietly. His heart was pounding, btut
ne was relaxed. e looked at the luminous dial of his
wateh: 2 D0RE s

ietly ke arose from the bed. He knew this must go
into the journal.

Jdowly, thoughtfully, he began the entry:-

"Ponight, 1 becume a vegetarian..."...

1 not really surprised at all." Zona spoke very

!I'}'l
frankly. Such things are not unusual...in fact quite

common. But thelr existence or occurence is not generally
well known.” | -

"I'aybe so, but these thnﬁb don't hippeﬁ to people like
pe. 1 mean...l'm just a lawyer. I'm not one of these
mystlic people who go arodn& playing with ghosts and such.”

"It has nothing to do witH ghOJts, This is a way that
thie adepts have of commun1cat1ng Wltl one another and on
occasion with otﬁers, : g '

"Nonsense. I'm sorry to be S0 olunu, but as you know
vact is not my long suit. ‘I just have a hard time buying

it. 1 mean the bit in the truck when we came bhack from



the Iishing trip was one thing, but this is something
else. I did what it said...l will qguit eating meat...
but now that the sunshine has given us the light of day
agaln, 1t 1s a bit hard to swallow as 1 look back cn it
in the middle of the night. You know I trust you...you're
all I've got, and I want to know what is going on., .louwne-
times 1 think it might have been better if I had Jjust
stayed in law practice; It was quiet and gentle compared
to this kind of stuff. Iimean, i*11 be ready fcr some
professional help if thislkeeps U
‘'ne sun was streaming in the window of Zona's yoga roonm.
They both sat on the floor. She too had a picture of
Lol baba over a small tabie in the front of the room. She
sal culetly, gazing at the ray of sun which had painted a
ricture of sorts on the carpet. For a long time she
zarzed...far away, yet right there with Terry. [Finally she
Looked up. She turned her head to Terry, her deeply
considered look pilercing his eye, 1nto his very core.
"Terry," she spoke softly, but firmly...with authority,

"1 think you'd better get used to such things.

e could not stay away. Terry had to go back to the
Ashrar and see Vorissa. He nad to xnow if she had put
the pilcture into the ash.

"ko. 1 would not do such a thing." then she smiled.
"it's 3Zaba.. e did it."

Terry swallowed narcé. "No one can play such tricks on
me ana get away with it" he thovught to himself. He felt
a combination ofjawe and indignation.

"lie doesn't need my help to do these things," Morissa
continued. "when it is time there is no doubb."

"Liell, there is plenty of doubt here." Terry pointed
vo nimself.

"Come on, let's go upstairs. I1i's getting cool out

—
e,

103
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as sovember was approaching the c¢venings were short and
tize chill of the high desert came earlier. Tracy had
come to the cabin with Terry thic trip. LChe was ten years

~% tne tnree of them sat in the upper room of the cabin

Porissa began to tell Terry and Tracy about Baba ond the
chings that he did. She ewxplaincd that he was indeed one
who could materialize items out of the air and compuni-
cate with one over long distances. :

"lle stays 1in his Ashram in india except for a sunort trip
or two arouna the country. He left India a time or two
but rostly he stays there to attend to his devotees. 1
spent a lot of time there...oh...but Terry I had a funny
time getting there.”

The candle flickered in the centre of their small circle
of three. There was no electricity in the cabin.

"e 1s so beautiful. Just to see him is suchh a blessing.
iite velcomes all people...Christians, Hindus, Mchammedans
...everybody. when you first see him he just radiates
right through you." DMorissa was being swept away by the
menory of her time with Baba. "I just live to serve him
...kt love him so much...he has done so wuch for me..."

TLoLaWw HIMY Pracy jumped and grabbed Terry's arm. M1
Save ML VHE wAD RIGHT THERE. "

“hey all turned toward the corner where Tracy pointed,
but it was dark. Terry knew Tracy was not one to sensat-
ionalize or to make things up, but he responded firmly
to her.

"Come love, it 1s probably your imagination.”

"No, 1 say I saw him. He was?right there. Right in
that corner. Dad, you know I wouldn't lie to you. I mean
it. 1 saw him." |
fet's o to bed; I think it's time for you to crawl in.
here is your sleeping bag?! | ‘

"You believe me don't you, Dad."”

-
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ror thne next twe days, Morissa and Jonathon becaue

Terry's teachers. Both were junior to him by at least
J

+

Len years...Morissa not yet twentiy, but they were filled
with the knowledge that he sought and for which he yearned,
although he was not even aware of the nature of what he

was looking for., MNorissa carried wisdom far beyond her
years, living one-pointedly...living only to raise her
consciousness to a union with the Cne. She often glided
on tne bliss within that she carried with her as a result
of her travels in India. Jonathon was, on the other hand,
more down-to-earth, practical, and completely open when he
began to speak.

f

They were intensely kind end patient with Terry who
pusned them, doubted and relentlessly cross-examined them
in his best courtroom style. He would attempt to break
their steory, not because he wanted to win, but tecause he

4

wanved to lose. He wanted desperately to know...t0 know
that what he believed...that what he had been taught all
his life was, if not wrong, at least immature and incom-
nlete.

Norissa and Jonathan represented ancther side oi tne
youth culture from that which he had encountered in law
practice. Morissa had at one time gone through a stage
in which she too Lad used drugs, but she had moved on
puast the necessity of them. Now she found her highest

lovel of consciousness in an existence which had no need

ol Jdrugs or crutches or openers. Jonatian, like Terry,
had o family. Terry could identify with this.

They seemed to alternate times with Terry, as if by
some unspoken plan: for a while lorissa would talk with
Terry, and then Jonathan would walk up the mountain with
him and talk gently, while carrying one of the children
on his back. The mountain was Mount Cachuma, whici Yi.Y.
Lvens-.entz had spoken of as being one of the most
spiriiual places, in his opinion, in the western iemis-
SITTRY LIS ;

they told Terry of the text of the truth that was coming
e dawn on the mwind of mankind...fthe nature of the new

state of conscilousness which will bring hope to the world
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...the practical aspect of the defest and elimination of
the ego. This they said was the basis behind the "jware-
ness” which Terry had seen, but they explained trhat it
vas actually the foundation which is deeper thaa the
bagsis, for the foundation is the {low of the universal
conseiousness {rom every person to every person.

"You wean that it is not in just some people, it is in
everycene?" Terry asked Jonathan.

"In every ROCIT." Jonathan replied with great emphasis, ’
picking up a large stone on the path ahead of him.

"It is in everyone," Morissa said to him later when tiey
were sitting near the cabin, "but its innateness is over-
sbadaowed by the various stages ol evolution and develop-
rent in which one or the other of us finds himselfl at any
given time...creating the illusion that i1t is present in
gorie and not in others., It is visible only in a few,
mainly because of the interjection of the human will, the
cdevelopment of the individual soul from this and past
iives and the Jjob that one has chosen for himself in this
lite." "ihat is really important is for us to give up
trying to control it and accept what we have, in essence,
planned for ourselves in this lifetime., This is the path
ol suwrrencer...of devobion.™

Terry wondered later in his Journal if he had begun to
give up control:- ' : i

"I say 1 have given up trying tec plan things, but I

question if that surrender is yect complete. It 1s at

some times and not at others. Ny selfish desires for
pleasure, my desire for pbssession of "things", and
placing my wishes ahead of those of other people's

arz all holding me back."
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CHAPER 15,

45 the problems and pressures of law practice began To
flow into the past and the vrightness of the future seem-
ed Lo be at least a promise to him, Terry began to feel
Lot he was approaching a breakthrouph in his meditation
practices. He would find a peaceful calm descending on
nin in the short periods of twenty to thirty minutes that
e would spénd inside. Beyond that, however, hLis body
still shedding the tension c¢f his previous lifestyle,
would force him up and into some physical action, or his
erotions would enter and create havoc with the action of
the mind., '

But the flashes of gentle peace were enough to carry
aim over the bridge to the next meditation in the evening
or the next morning. He would sit regularly except when
t(hare were so many people around the ranch, as ther
citeun were tuese days as the time came closer to leave.
“lie rznch was up {or sale neow, and Terry thought it would
s¢ll soon in spite of the fear lurking in the back of his
rind...and his meditations...that no one would buy it and
thizt they would not be able to leave.

Those thoughts too were pushed toc the far resr of
consclousness now too, for there were happy times with
thhe family: they were "thick as a brick", talking
togetier, joking together...lcove flowing among therm. The
children were now out of the public school system and
Loosening their own lifestyle with the freedom of the
allernative school which Terry had founded, and there
were still visits from the "friends" from van Diego. It
was a Ltime for transition, for gradual change...toward a
new lifle.

.5 Terry began to open to the teachings that Morissa
snd Jonathan had introduced, he pushed zZona for further
answers, meeting with her regulerly for hours at 2 time.
whe citen became tired, but she was alwsys ready to talk
witnh Terry, patient and generous with her time...glvinog

all she could.
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Zona too was opening very fast. Cne day she explained
that she had been approaching the end of her abilities to

nelp lTerry, although he had not been aware of this

ing. 3he said that she had asked in her own meditations
for puidance and had received far beyond anything sne
mipzht have expected.

it was so dynaiic, she said, that sine would not try to
explain it to Terry, but, it huad been extreme...as if
Liquid fire had forced itsell up her spine and through
her whole body.

"The chnills and the fright...l've never seen anything

]

like it. I was almost scared to death...literally," Zona
offered.

Terry did not ask further. He was content to accept
what Zona told him. He felt he was not ready to know
mcre about this just yet. This, he thought, he had not
bargained for. dena can keep it...at least for the
nresent. he continued to practice as Zona enjoined him,
£0lng through a routine of latha Yoga asanas and practices

gachh day to clean and shape the body.

]
,(?

Porissa had told Terry that there would be a celebra-
tion in Los Angeles in late November for 3ai Baba's
birtiidey, and Terry decided to go and teake Tracy &long.

s ter what she had seen in the upper room of the cabin
tue night that Térry and Norissa had been talking Tracy
wouls not be left behind.

The osai Baba centre on Sunset Bowevard was an old house
witlh Large rooms, one of which was ffilled with peopile
whien they arrived. Lveryone was seated on the flocor,
cross legged, and before them.was & table with candles,
flowers, and a picture of Sai:Baba. The room was dark,
and everyone sat is silence.

+s they entered the room, Terry could feel an atmosphere
of sreat peace add welcome.. The people that met him and
reguestead that hé remove his shoes were cordial and

smiling. He felt that they genuinely were pleased to see
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him. This was a bit disarming to one who was still
suspicious by professional nature.

"hrough the evening, the group sat and sang bhajans...
chaents...in the style of the celebration at the Ashram

1

in ‘ndia. It seemed very strange to Terry, but al

)

0N

(¢}
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familiar in a mysterious sort of way. ile did not
question. Ile knew he did not nave to stay. He knew
ne was there by choice and the thought that he could
leave by choice allowed him to settle in and observe
the evening. 1€ was a warn evening and he came away

with an inner glow. .

i

i
o
ti

"wo days after returning from the celebration in ,
Los ingeles, Terry arose early, ana after practice of
totha Yoga asanas, he sat for meditation as usual, but
this time something different occurred. He recorded it
in his journal:-

"...after sitting quietly for several minutes, [ felt

as though I were falling asleep, and then my body seem-

ed to continue toward sleep while my mind opened up as
though gwakening;,ointo another dimension.

during this time my legs went:"to sleep" and later

when I came out they were virtuaslly paralyzed. ut

during the actual meditation itself, my mind was abie

to "focus" better than it has in the past...there was

less resistance. The area in the middle of the fore-
ihead had much activity as concentric circular discs of
light converged from the outer areas of periphéral
vision to the centre, and even at one time the conver-
gence was so clear that there seemed to actually appear
an 'eye' 1n that area. As soon as the light from one
disappeared, another was well on its way toward the
centre. | _
I was able tc continue this aétivity for only perhaps
three to five minutes at the most and then awareness
¢l thie conscious physical level began returning to ue.

after returning completely to consciousness, I rezlized
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that my legs had yet no circulation in them, and during

the meditation itself uy "mind" was completely divorced

from my body. Especially during the deepest part of
the meditation, I had no trouble at all keeping my

body...or even uy mind...guiet. They seemed to o

into an almost dormant state guite voluntarily and

readily, and remain there ior several minutes. after

2 while however, I found myselfl giving some concern o

the condition of my legs. CGomebning will have to be

changed or mod&fied for tite posture used for meditation
because I don't feel that I will be able to sit long
with my legs in such a state of paralysis.

But today...it was worth it."

ahen Terry explained this to “Zona, she smiled and
simply said to him, "You were ready."

"But," she said, "There may be some things that you
coulc do which will help you get into that space a Litlle
more easily and readily. There are certain forces about
tiie bLody that I am learning about that 1f treated with
care and moved gently can help to Lift the consciousness.

with that, Zona instructed Terry in how to sit more
comfortably and to begin to stop or control the mind by
conurolling the breath.

"These first exercises are very basic and you must be
very careful with them., You breathe deeply, hold the

hreath, and then lock it with the chin, put the concen-

2]

tration in the forehead, hold the breath as long as

*

re
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possible, then exhale siowlyo when the thoughts
quiet, then say quietly and gently: 'I live in a circle
oif light, peace, truth, lqve and righteoﬁsness and nothing
can harm me here.' This WillAhelp impart a feeling of
calm and evenness to the time you spend inside.
voometimes, in meditation,'" Zona continued, "FMaverick
thoughts may appear. They can be dismissed by simply
asking them to leave and informing them that you do no?b

:

wish to have anything further to do with thewm Jjust then.

constructive thoughts may appear also, and action on them

can be delayed by politely asking them to be dismissed



to return at a specified time more advantageous to
action.

"Soon it will be necessary for you to begin to spend
more time 1n breathing practices to cleanse the nerve

currents of the body, but we will come to that eventually.™



snlivened and encouraged by the breakthrough in nig
meditation, Terry threw himsell into the work within with
r

renewed strength and vigour and perserverence thaet leflt
little energy lor what little activity remeined necessary

at the physical level. He became determined to learn and

water the intracies of golng within to be avble to rise

auove the problens of the mundane world,

In response, nls energy level plummeted and he Tound
himsel! physically i1ill once again, unable to move inside
or out. Zona's words and advice demolished his elaztion

dna his confidence:

"You must eat some meat. You cannot adjust this quickly

se nave wabched this very closely in many of our students
snd we firmly believe that it is all but impossible for
one who occuplies a2 western body to maxe the change so
abruptly.  Your bhody has been used to the sustenance oi
e heavy proteln diet from the meat and to cut it off
Jiwe thils causes a radical change in the blood chemistry.™
sho owas very Uirm.

Terry listened, sullenly, determined to follow what he
LG been told to do by the voice.

fie started to speak...and Zona cut him off.,

"1 :now whalt you were told to do...you were told to eat
no meat, and this is good advice, but you were not told
now to make the transition, and I am telling you now that
1f you make it too guickly, you will be in trouble with
youur health, T"F€ it asyeoamd ke it gradual. I would
like to be a complete vegetarlan also, but this takes

Timz. 1t 4

w

best if you taper off and have meat or light
fish once or twice a week or so for a while...perhaps a
few months, and then see how it goes.®

Terry knew that ona onae the truth, but there was a
part of him that did not wa nb to near what she said. He
felv cdeprived of his virtuez—— vtterly deflated and disa-~
ppointed. Terry had come face to face with the egc, and
tuey noed both lost, He wrote in his journal:-

"...1 am terribly disappointed, but I also realize that
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che disappointment was by MY standard and NY plan end

as hard as 1 have been trying to abandon my will, 1 now

believe this 1s a manifestation of my failure to accept
defeat with the suame resignation as 1 accept victory.

Il my energy is gone and I am unable to function

properly I am of little use to myself, Lo others, or to

any purpose.”

"I am not disappointed in you; why should you be disap-
pointed in yourself?"

The words weréuloud and clear inside...the same voice.
Terry felt relieved, but somehow still demoralized. He
knew this was a time of great stress, trying to master
the lessons and the matters within and preparing for the
move out of the ranch. It was evident that the body woes
not zolng to give up so easily.

""he vroof was in the action: Terry's gtrength returned,
and he embarked on a plan to relinguish the meat gradually
allowing the body to adjust little by little to its new
sources of energy from foods which produced less vioclence.
Certainly there had been some considerable violence
produced by his attempting to do without the meat these
past few weeks,

"is has been a good lesson for you," Zona said in an
almost motherly fashion. "what you are into now is some-
thing. entirely different from any endeavour that you have
ever undertaken before. It must be done gently. In the
lster stages, 1f you push, you could push yourself right
cut of that body."

Those words sﬁrubk home. Terry ilstened.

"Now there are other WayS'that you can cleanse your
hody and the nerve conduits, and it is time that we have
@ look at some of them."

‘‘hat day there began a programme which Zona instructed
Terry to follow. Now that he was free from the fetters

of law practice, he could devote more time to this, and

1
i |
3 t

e xnew he must do so.
#o1r the next several weeks, Terry practiced the breath-
ing exercises that he was given...he was told that they

would cleanse the organs of the physical body as well,

|
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in response he developed a bronchial condition the
cougiiing of which wracked niz hody with pain elipminating
the accumulated debris of so many years of eatinig and
drinking food and liguid that did little hut inundate
tire body with mucous, waste and poisons. Zona told him
that this was exactly what the exercises were designed
To @0 and that 1t was necessary vo entirely reverse the
process that he had followed in years past.

‘‘here was massive resistance to the change in diet, in
practice, and 1if ‘estyle. The conflict was at tiwmes so
strong that Terry dJdoubted “Zona, the veice within, and at
times, agein, his own sanity.

"jlow could you leave all that money...such a good
practice?"

de had heard that enough times from so many people now,

cnd sometimes ne began to question it himself. There was

ey
ot

vart of him that refused to relinquish the beer, the
grasae and the mundane sensual pleasures that he craved;
and there was a part of him that refused to allow the
irduigence to continue, pulling every such thought out of
thwe "mud" of his past life. Iie made an attempt tc de-
scrive it in his Jjournal:-
“...the ego seems to be everything that is not cf the
sbzolute Btandard. It is the congratulation one gives
to himself for any accomplishment. It is the ever
present call to make any decision 1hrougn any process
othier than that proceeding from complete compassion.
it is "getting into" anythinga It is anything other
than "flowing with the stre?m” and other than accepting
bV”]YEhlﬁg thab goeo by without emotion or sensitive-
ness It creeps in when least expected to invite one
to do anythlng, howeverfsmall that proceeds from want,
desire or pleasure.

surly ego can rebel and tres& the hiigher One unkindly,
but the One must look at the unkind ego with compassion
and with the eternal hope that eventually the shadow of
a body housing that ego will someday house a more blend-
ed and complete being truly in harmony with the One to

whom we all necessarily must return.”
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buring these days, Terry began to experience the
sensation that he had seen in the days of early transi-
s were starting to change: he wondered

tion, when thing
if he were alone in this venture. So far there had been
only Zona to help him'and he longed for company. Al-
though their relationship‘Was warm and undefstanding

there was little discussion with Sharon on such matters.
Terry's days ﬁbre spent at the ranch with little d

contact with the outside world. He had no friends except

Zonaj; he rarely %aw Tom. Ofttimes he would pick up a

hitchhiker on the rosd in hopes that he would find a

friend or comrade with whom he could share his experiences.
Une day he metfsuch a person who listened quietly as

they rcde out from town toward the ranch. Terry spoke

sparingly, but apparently enough so that the other person

could understand. A few days later, Terry received a

Letter:. -

"gear Terry...

it was a real pleasure?ﬁo talk to you yesterday.
Lhen you mentigned that ybu were having some '"heavy"
experiences, I thought you might be moving into the
spiritual realm, but 1 wasn't sure.
1 suspect thatﬁyou are starting to tap into the
"superconscious" strata of the mind and you may be
feeling some confusion, if not fear and anxiety.
if this is the case thenJit would be highly benefi-
ciul to talk with others who are on the "Path".
There are a few truly evolved souls on this planet
and they didn't arrive there without the help of
otilers. FPoints of transition con be very heavy'

and unsettling...

Jeff."

Terry found comfort in this letter and in this dilemma
es he had found comfort:in his young rebellious clients
in tne early days, and he {was ready for the letter that

i |

i 5 ]
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announced that Indra Devi was holding a teachers trsining

seminur at her Ashram in January, 1974...next monthi.

i
C
li

#hen he arrived at Tecate, Terry tried very hard
have ne expectations, but he secretly harboured the hope
Lhat bhe woula find ovhers who gshared his experiences and
could answer his.guestions...new questions thaet were
inning to develop: why?...why is this happening?...

D¢

why 1s this happening to me? At once he hoped for answers
from the others who were arrivinyg, but concurrently
fearec that there might not be any answers forthcoming.

it first, Terry's fears seemed well-founded: he could
find no one who appeared to have that special "gleam" in
his eye which Terry sought. There was no one whe seemed
to say "I know how you feel because 1 feel that way too’.
1t became more and more evident that no one was going to
walk up and hand Terry any answers. |

"You are being selfish. sona was firm and frank.
"it's time Ior you to stop being so selfish, soaking up
everything

thiat you have nothing to offer to anyone else? You have

from anybody who happens along. Do you think

iecarned much from poing within. See what you can do to
help them, Look for one who mi Lt have that questioning
loor on HIS face or HER face, and ask what you can do for
them. You may think you have nothing to give, but you
will zet nothing untll you at least try to give whatever
it 1s that you have...humble as it may seem to you."
lerry was stunned. He had nevef‘thought beyond him-

self since those days when he seemed to notice a flow cf
it into the problems of others, but at the time he

insigt
atitributed that to a growing expertise, in large part; to
the practice of law and’perhaps somewhat to a process of
"opening up'. i
How, to be cngomned to try lo give what he was learning
tu others. Deflauedionce again, he recorded his thoughts: -
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“hose people did not defraud me: it is not they who
have professed to be one thing and then turned out to
ve something else; it is I who decided that they would
cr siould be one thing and then 1 became disappointed
wien they did not live up to MY expectations and serve
I’Y purpose.”
The next morning Terry awoke into his new life to a
crisp nigh desert mountain morning of BOO° He showered
o warm up and then dressed and walked up the mountain to
watch the sunrise. At 7:15 Mataji appeared to lead the
twenty-elght persons present through a short meditation
and then a warm up session of one and one half hours of
mnatha Yoga asanas and breathing. Terry was happy and
cowmicrted by the fact that Fred and Zona had come for the
course.
ven as the first day wore on, Terry could see that
Lheose who nnad come for this seminar were truly profess-
ionols in thelr work of teaching Hatha Yoga. They had
core from all over tiie world, snd only then did he begin
Lo see how fortunate he was to be included in their company.
e seminar had been called by Indra Devi to introduce
a now method of teaching yoga asanas, a method wiich she
cillaec "sal yopa" after the guldance which she scld gsae
ceeived from B3ail @abau The postures were the same to a
grest degree as Zoha had learned them from Mataji, and as
sona .d taught them to Terry, bul there was an element
ol practice that Terry had not seen: an element of
devotion, of offering the results to something higher than
seli-
Mere were twenty-eight persons present including Terry,

231N,

sona and Fred. They each took their turn demonstrating
tire asanas under the intense scrutiny of Indra Devi and
Hosita, her adopted Vexican daughter and Chief Ascistant
instructor.

Terry hee dod Zona's words and watched closely for
cpportunities that might arise te pass on what he umight
Gave learned, and he found that the rmore open he remained,

e rore he received. The instructions often came dn

noiditation now.
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warly one morning us he sat for meditation in Baba's
oo, he wvas told that there was & certain person in the
ccourse wno needed help and was trying to work up the
courage to ask for it. Just Lhen the outside door of
vie bhuilding cleosed and Terry ccould hear someone walkin

down tie hallway.

&)
=
(@3]

"ohe has just entered the bullding and will come

@]
3

510 next vo you. lher vame 1s W..... Be availlable
iror to ask you for help.

Terry's eyes wére closed, but when tie person entered
shie room, he could not resist the templation to test the
infeormation which he had been given by the Voice withino‘
e hazarded a briefl glance in the candlelight, and there
sitting next to him was the person whom the Voice had
nzmed. e smiled to himself...somewhat in relief, some

in awe,..and closed his eyes.

it
o
it

e next day was Thursday the eleventh of January 1973,
nad had indications within that the day of Thursday
e cieventh was an auspicious occasion but he did not

ancw viiy. The day went much according to the schiedule
followed by most of the days at the seminar until the
Lirne in the afternoon came for the break.

Leaving the group, Terry walked up the mountain icor an
afternoon meditation. He climbed the rocks to a small
pliteau that overlooked the sreen slopes in the distance
and the Ashram below., ITmmediately upon sitting down, the
Yolce bzgan to speak to him, much as it had before: but
this time there wQQ no,doubt and no surprise. The tone
was almost conversqLLondl,é;nformative, gentleg but there
was an air of finaiityo

warlier in the day, in the morning meditation...early,
about three-thirty, Terry had entered Baba's room for
~meditation and sat quietlyfalone for sometime. Once as
he was gently relaxing into the peace within, his head

cropped just slightly and there appea red to his eye within
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very cefinite picture just to Lhe rignt of centre...a
Tigure in a wnite robe walking on a concrete portico. 1t
ves @ flash...just for a second or two...no longer., 1t
wus someone Lhat Terry had never scen before, but he knew
who it was by the hair. It was tie man in the picture...
it was sai Baba. He could not help now but wonder if

tils Voice came from Sai Baba...whether perhaps this

[

honomenon was beginning to bring him within its aurae.

"Listen closely, Terry. If you will follow what I tell
you you will be able to help others beyond your wildest
dreams.  You have been given some glimpses of what is to
come, but you must prepare yourselfl to beccme more recep-
tive to what is given %o you.

You have one particular characteristic which is a great
as5et...aggressiveness. In thiis characteristic are two

L00d aspects and two less desirable aspects. The two

4

;000 ones to be developed are verserverance and thorough-
ness; the two less desirable are impatience and imperti-
nernce.  You must cultivate accordingly.

0 be able to do your work you must follow four crders:
first: stay open; second: be there; third: protect
sourself: and finally, say your irantra.

1 will pglve you everything you need when you need 1t.

@]
=

need asik for nothing, but you may have anything you

for...and so be careful. Love all...be kind."

n
o

=0=

nhe doubte which had plagued Terry previously were

bexinning to fall away: there wers too many unusuesl
cccecurrences now which could not be ignored. Terry did
not snow what the work was tunat he was to do but he aid
snow what he had heard inside.

«nen he came down from the mountain, Terry discussed the
inner conversation with zZona as he had been told he wight
ado and she confirmed what he had heard,

"1 told you that you should get used to such things..

AT
R

(i

will become more and more commonplace not only for

N
o

vyou oHut for many."
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+hat had happened could not be cuestioned as to the
fact that it had transpired; but doubts still lingered7
on occasion as to the authenticity. In the following
week , however, some events happened which served to
substantiate the genuineness of whathe had been told, and
they were sc blatant that they could not be ignored.

Jhen the first week of the sewinar had been completed,
Terry had returned to the ranch for a weekend with the
family. He deciﬁed'that Tracy should accompany him to

Tecate for the second week of the course.
“n the third evenlng after their return, NataJl had
smathered everyone in the upper lounge of the private = .

living quarters of tue house. These were treasured times

v
Vil

en all would sit qguietly and hear Mataji tell of her
trips to India to see 3ai Baba. Very few members of the
seminar had been aware of the existence of Sai Baba, let
alone Mataji's devotion to him. She would tell endless
stories of how he had affected her life, and the lives of
others; how he would appear in their dreams, and speak to
them in meditations, and how, on some occasions, he would
even naterialize obaegts for devotees who visited him in
Lndia. }

Juch stories were, to the western mind, and in partic-
ular to one with ingrained skepticism, very hard to accept
sut it was inereasingly evident from what was said by the
others attending the seminar that these unusual matters
vere becoming more and more widespread in their appearance
and thait Terry was not the only one experiencing them.

"ne truth was in the personal verification.

Terry and Tracy were sitting with the others watching
the candles glow and listening to lataji. when she had
rinishad she said that they would all sit quietly for a
time wnd either watch the candle or meditate.

terry closed his eyes and sat very quietly. The Voice
spoKe to him inside:

“Tell Jerry that his grandfather is well and happy and

that he ig with Jerry's aunt."



The appearance of the Voice now no longer startied
Terry as it once had. The words were loud and clear,
and Terry at once became very enthusiastic, for here
he saw a chance to verify...to prove...to authenticate,
and uls skeptical, legal-protessional mind liked that
very much. He smiled to himseli ¢nd sat guietiy until
Yatajl spoke softly. _

"Good night, my darli I hope you all have a

]

pvleasant night, and sleep well and may Baba watch over
211l of you until we meet in the morning for our meditat-
ron. ™

here were a few persons wio had stayed over to this
second week of the seminar from the first week, and most
of tihose now attenainy had only just arrived the previous
cay. 'There was one young man with very short cropped
heir that Terry suspected of ‘being the one of whom the
Yoice had spoken. He walked over to this man as evéryone
woe Leaving the room.

tore you Jercy:

i wman smiled, surprised, and nodded. "Yes, how did

you =xnowy"
"Ilease excuse my being so bold as to ask," Terry spoke

wivhout answering the question, "but are your grandparents
Living /" He had carefully phrased the question so as to
allow no hint of the message or even of the reason he

was asxing such a personal direct question.

"Yes, why do ybu ask?" Jerry appeared bery inquisitive
now, aad, 1t would seewr, justifisbly so. Terry sudcenly
feilt enpty.

"A1l of then?"

~

"Ves..ewalt, no, iy wother's fabher died recently.”

Jerry was looking at Terry very hard now. He obviougly
wondered what tnis was all aboul.

"1onosve a message Lo give to you. I ar almost as con-

fused about the whole thing es you are, but I must tell

ou what I ohave Desn told. 1 den't even know if it will

Porry hesitated, almost reluctant to speak furtiner,
o 9



“.nyhow, this might sound funany to you, dbut...well...
vour grandfather iz well and happy. He is with your
sunt. UDoes that make any sense to you?"

Jerry looked off into the distance and broke into a
broad smile,

"Yes, it makes sense. That would be his other daughter
...my mother's sister. She passed away some time ago."
he paused. Then he turned and put out his hand. "Thank
you...thank you very much. My family will be most happy
to hear what you-have sgid.”

There was more meaning in the message than the words

that terry had delivered to Jerry. There was now

authientication and proof for Terry's guestioning ming. ..

a personal experience that verified something that could
not be verified otherwise. This is what he had been
lookiny for. He knew that the other evenus had transpired
tut he guestioned. e wondered if the Voice was his
imagination. MNow there was no room for doubt...at least

for thigs occurrence.

nother event involved Tracy. After one of the classes
in whiclh everyone was sitting listening to Mataji and
teking toeir turn in leading the session, Tracy rose from
her m:t and inched her way toward the door. As she
cassed Terry she whispered to him.

"L don't understand some of this. I'm going out for a
wall !

~hen the session was finished and everyone walked
oult: for a break, Terry saw Tracy ruanning toward him very
excitedly, holding in her hand high above her hesd the
ZJupanala which she had bought at the Sail Baba centre in
Los angeles,

"jad...look..." she ran up to him. There were several

otuers close bLYy.



"1L0OK...8mell...s"she held up the string of sandlewood
beads and took the tassle in her fingers. "Smell the
tessle. Lookl™

Terry took the tassle and put it to his nose. It had a
'aint sweet swell on it.

"I was walking out near the oush, and looked at the’
tassle and it had Vibhutti on it...the ash from Baba's
room. " : ' ]

"involuntarily Terry flushed. He wanted to take Tracy
aside and speak of the matter quietly and verify it for
himself, and question her in private but the others now

hao heard her and they came over. Some wanted to smell

t's all gone now, but it was there...you can still
S 4 11 , :
weetheart," said one of the ladies

S
stancing next to Terry. She had the tassle in her hand

"iataji, look, there was Vibhutti on on the tassle."

indra Devi had come out of thne house now and was stand-
irg next to Tracy. she smelled the tassle, and put her
aras around fracy, kissed her on the cheek.

"Yes, my darling...it is true."

Later that evening when they were all sitting in the
upper room listening to Mataji, Tracy reached over gently
cnd tapped Terry on the arm. le looked down at her hand
viinich held the Japamala. There was Vibhutti . on the
tassle, clinging to each little thread. ' |
“.nen did that happen?" he whispered.

g

Just now. 1 Just looked down and there it was."

1

Tii¢ seminar was scheduled to finish on Saturday and
Lorissa had joined the group for the last two days early
“riday morning. It was her turn now to lead the asanas
and. sne was explaining the movement of the one that she

#eula perform and through which she would lead the group.
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then 1t came time, Terr& sat on his heels as he had been
directed, placed his hands on the mat in front of him end
began to move his face along the mat toward the front,
between his hands, swooping up '"cobra-like" lifting his
eyes upward, half-closed, arching upward and backward;

is he straightened his arms and 1lifted upward, he caught
just a glimpse of the flourescent lights above him on the
ceiling, then his half closed eyes turned upward into the
top of his head, Instantly he felt as if his eyes rolled
cn vack over the.top of his head, much farther than he
could have ever moved them physically, and his conscious-
ness expanded into what felt to be a deep meditative
state. From deep within a place near the bottom of his
spine, a sensation appeared, and events began then to
take con the nature of a very'slowfmotion, but concurrently
with lightening rapidity...as if they occurred in another
plane of time and space.

4s the sensation in the spilne grew into an intense
“thrill" and begun to move up the spinal column, there
was & straightening of the spine and the back and the
sensation streaked instantly to the top of the head.
Befeore the upturned eyes now there flashed a brilliant
Iight oi & magnitude which was beyond Terry's comprehen-
sion and imagination. It's brightness and the intensity
of the sensation which zipped now up the spine and met

e light lifted Terry's consciousness into an instanta-

necus dliss that left his physical body drained and it
crumpied to the mat. He felt a warmth flow from far up
sovove the top of his head gently, rehabilitatingly, down
bre sonine, now, toward his feet, reawakening, charging,
energizing.

tiow long he lay there he did not Xnow, but when he
raised his head, Vorissa had gone from the front of the
room and MNataji was talking gently to the group. He tried
to sce what was before him, but his eyes were f{illed with
tesrs, and in his head he could still see the faint glow
of the brilliant light. [He could hear Natajli as she ended

P ver e es Y
Laae Ge8sl1l0n. -
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se and walked toward havajl.

"1 must talk with you fox a moment, please.” he said

g}

her.

ot

“Come darling, we will go to Bsba's room,"

Terry related to her as best he could what had happened
o him. Mataji took his hand snd held it gently and
looked into his eyes.

"it's all right. You were ready."”

she leaned forward gently and kissed him on the fore-
head.
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The return to the world of the family, the ranch, the
wills that still had to be paid, the practical details
and problems of the preparation for the move were trau-
matic for Terry. The atmosphere and life at the Ashran
ftad been se peacceiul and berign and the transition was
bhecoming more and rore difficult {o handle. He continued
to meet with Z4ona but his thoughts and time were increas-
ingly occupled by the necessity of disposing of the ranch, .
Cto animals, and twenty-six rooms of furniture and
accunulated belongings.

There was no income now and the fawmily was supported on
capital and v;nr” from the sale of the partnership and
shie sale of household goods. 4As the supply of money began
10 vecrease, Terry became more concerned. while in the
protection of tire Asihiram, worries seemed very distant; but
now, that peace provided little shelter against the storm
oi everyday problems except for the memories and those,
Terry saw, were merely a means of escape.

There was no doubt that Sai Baba was becoming more and
more 3 part of Terry‘s thoughts and everyday life, but his
mtic presbyterian-cum-episcopalian background left

lluC .¢ room for a mysterious Indian Holy Man who seemed
able to enter one's head and live and move and manipulate
cne's thoughts. merry did not consider himself completely
naive on the subject now. The background:had indeed begun
t.o recede and the unavoiadable facts of the momeni were
BEH heing gnored. HHe was in fact aware that there was
sometliing happening inside his nead...the experiences at
Tecate brought thet fact clear, and even the problems
fuecding; him now from the everyday world could not dim that
Lignt that he had seen insid

in addition to the experiences that he had actually seen
anc in which he had participated, lerry was reading every-

i e could find which might shed further light on what

ypening to him. He found that there was little that

been written on the subject in the west, but ithat



127

o P oy .
there wvere SOme Lo

coks and thuat some of the writers did
scen to krow whereof they spoke. The greatest comfort
that he gleaned at this time was finding some confiirma-
tion in the similar experiences of others who had
cocuwented what had happened toc them.

"he ones who had something to say however were few and
far between, and many of thewm merely related twice—tolﬁ
tales or presented asvicarious analysis of the experiences
ol others as they had been told of them. Wwhen a work was
found that did indeed have sowmething genuine to say, there
scewed 1o be a ring about it, a ring of truth, a vibration
oi" authenticity which thefreader could recognize with a .
faculty other than that found in the mind. fThis was what
Terry found in the teachings that Zona presented. e did
not xnow how she knew what she said to him, dbut he daid
xnow tnat she knew what she was talking about...he knew
it witnin himself and he did not have to question her i
source, authority or her eXperience, even though he knew
he was welcome to do so if 'he wished.

“here was an element of faith, pure and simple, creeping
inte whut was happening to Terry, for the alternative was
to guestion and when one questioned Terry found that it
was almost invariably done with a faculty which would nét
be satisfied with any answer offered in the response, énd
there was little choice but to accept what was happening
based on the experience - although at times very sqbtlé
and hard to document - that he felt within. The oﬁly E
vizble alternative that he could see was a return to aﬁ
cricounter with éaranoia and loneliness that he was loathe

sdditionally, he had found that there were people in
the world who felt and thought as he did, and who were -

cericnceing many of the same sensations and experiences.

e nlse learned from cenversations that they too had

ericnced loneliness and isolation until they had also

found tnat the number of persons experiencing these

Lhoremena was growing; and often they had found, one way

or anotier, that 3al Baba was somehow involved in the
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eriences they mWere haVLng or that there seemed to be
some subtle connecmlon once one would open to the 90531—

1ility, that the;e'mlvht be oome connectlon w1th the

J 9
experiences and Sai Baba. Thore were’ on the other hand,
many ot the seminar who had described their similar
experiences and wno had never heard of Sail Baba.

-

SRITS

ere seemed to be a "first step” so to speak 8 recog-
nition that there were indeed matters occurrlng that one
cowld not erlaln in terms of the common experlence of
waestern pcople,‘and the only. exceptlons seemed to be ln
these few. booksithut were now flndlng their way to Terry,
and in the people whom he had just recently met° '
Comfort belng what it was ‘as it emanated from common
experience, it offered pre01ous little guidance as to thei
dealin; with the stark realities of selling houses and
wiping runny noses, and these were now the problems at

"1t is so tempting," Terry confided to Zona in one of
Lnodr pmeetings, "to just walk away, and go te the woods,
or iive in a cave, as so many of the ones inithe books
have done." i ‘ é

“Tthat's true, Fut that is not the, way for you. You arei
& householder, ab least for: ‘the pre ent° That may end !
someday, but when bhat time . comee there w1ll be no doubt°

hen one's karma with another is ended, there is no way
that they can stay towether, but that is not the way it
is wibth you now. TFor the time bplnh, you nust try to
reconcile what is happenlng to you and the situation in
ich you Iind yourself...and leave what happens to
Sad Baba, for it would appear that he is guiding your

This was what Terry had suspected, but in some ways |

1
. . . ) ] !
| i L '
i

did not want to kear.'g S : i

i
Toae said I wanted;him to guide my life? Did he ask

-
[

bid I ask him?" ThereHwas more than a hint of
indignation in Terry's vdiee,

o thils, Zona dild noF respond.. Terry knew there was no
responze.  In fact he was somewbat ashamed that he had



129

|

asked the cuestlon, for he knew, Ch t the guidance was | @ |

clear; and there was little 1gnor1ng it.  He also knew it
was a gift for which one did ask.

"41ll right. I cannot deny what is happenlng, but wny
me? uhy should some Indian Holy IMan take any 1nterest 1n
me ' | i : ﬁ %‘

"1t is not just you. He has taken ah-intefest in many
in the west. You will see. It will unfold |

It was in fact unfolding inside. Terry's only recourse
now from the L,rowln: problems of a material nature wa, to
el ther get good and otoned and drlft away w1th the mu51c
on the stereo or to g0 1n91de, Tost days he! ald both, but
not at the same tlmo. He would keep the tlme for medlta—
tion pure and: untdlnted of any outside influence. f

Cnly with some exper:ence which comes WLtb the assege
oi" time does one see what Lerry now bovan to find: thét
cach day's meoltatlon is dlfierent, If he dwelt on tho
eXpPeriances whlch appeared one day, he woula spend too A
mucih time trylnulto capture them or recapture them and
relive the moment or peace or ecstacy that he had been

gpiven.  Then the ”pro*rece” of tre moment was delayed';ﬁ

Lhge, while ulttlnb quletly in medltatlon after d01ng
tue intense breathln& exercises which he hdd come to find
woula aid in quietinw the mind, the eyelids bevan to

flutter in rhythm,..ln cycles that would get faster then
fade out, then come back; The sound that accompanled.
ther was much the same one might hear in the;revolution
of" a vinwheel: it would flutter arcund, then stop, then
start up again. 3when this sensation seemed to fade awaj,
there was then one of a rhythmic ou;llng to the rlght‘.

~

i
front of the hea§d° | ] f?

Terry sat and watcf >d this phenomenon with the det tach-

ci an observer for a while, then he would look

e

men
forward to the next cycle of the shh-shh-shh of the

pinwheel. lis body swayed in the rhythm of the cycles
ana whirring. Terry then di scovorod that he'had become
very attached to tihe sensation, and when it began to
sudsiue, ne would repeat & mental exercise within to

attempt Lo prolong the experience.



His efforts were in vain; he had no control over the

sensation, the experience, nor even, he found, much to
|

his chagrin, the attachment to the entire event.  He .

could do nothing but accept its  occurrence. L

e began to take the problems of the outside world into
meditation for he decided that hie would take Zona at her
word trat there was indeed gratuitous guidance being
offered to him. If it was in fact Sai Baba, pérhaps he
would offer somg'sugbcstlonq as to how he were to cope
with or dispose of the strug les which now presented
themselves on this ny51cul level '

The ranch had been on the market some six montns, but
ti:ere appeared to be little hope of selling it. Pros7
pective buyers were few and far between and the real
2state market was depressed. Lt had never occurred to
Terry that the ranch mloht not sclluoo he had seen it in
an occasional flash of fear but had not sériously
consicered the possibility for the implications that it
carried. Yet, now that was looning as a very real
proclem.  Almost daily Terry would find himself caught
in & dilemma of struggle and he could not reconcile the
two worlds in which he found himself...the one w1tnout_

snc tne one w1th1n° He was growing sorely afraid at

J,_ 1

times now that he mlght do somcthlng ”wrong”E

.
5". ; ‘
(n cccasion Terry would 31t and plead and beg for
relief of the ills that plagued hlm..qthc troubles that
boteeied and worried nim. But relief would come only in
its right time, he would find; neither a moment too soon
nor Loo lat | ‘ ; ¥
Iren dlly, it oiten seemed that the times when the |
nressure was the breateot from the problems of the world
t the eatest moments of insight appeared to the
truths~within, but Terry's concern was growing wmore and
mere Lo be not so much a question of ”succesﬂ” in' any
pajor endeavour, but the 1mmed1aue uroblem of maklng
vinireugl any particular aay with tne problemg that it

presented at the moment.



"If I ¢o not iearn to flow withl this stream, then
every bit of news that 1 receive is classified good
or bad, and so it fellows, up or down. One day we

)

have a buyer for the ranci: and the next day...

nothingy. ?
Life i1s now a series of ftecsts und they are mani-
Tested one way or another. They cannol be anticipated
or avoided, it would seem. They should be faced and
neled.  The whole question and the heart of the
cert...each test...seems Lo be HOw DID I HANDLE THIS
vivi SITUATICN?  Did I accept defeat, as well as
.ctory, with cealm resignation?"
soncern for tue moment then becanme simple: ‘'"iow did I
tansie THIS test? Did I pass, dia 1 fail; what am I
supposed to do now?"
~ccompanying eachh test was a growing sense of helpless-

b}

win,. . sense of uselessness; and this ofttimes precursed

nesg, coupled with a sense of urgency, and undermined-
& -ro.ing presence of "spiritual paranoia"...the Know-
ledoe bhat all effort was in vain...the fear that no
watter what was done that it was probably the "wrong"
tnin.: Lo do. |

‘nese tests and the accompanying sensations and ewotions
were presented daily;‘usually several times daily, each
Lime taking Terry Jjust to;the edge of emotional endurance
=nd intellectual enqhiry, and it was undoubtedly here
trat ke gained the greatest insight intc what was hapben«
ing to him, for it such a point there would 1nev:Ltably
come a release, ‘a letting: go of the uroblem and any
cdelusion that he could ”ﬁolve” lto He would be left
cevastated, drsined of &ll encrgy, desire or ambition,
and the Yanswer", if there could be said to be such a
Hing, would be presented in simplest Lerma, sometimes in

T

a meditation with an explanation by the Voice, which
secemea to come and ge at its own whim and fancy, or merely

Ly anobther method wnich was becoming more and more preval-

O

ony .
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This latter e&ent could be said te be a "flash'...an
instantaneous occurrence...a blazing thought form which
would present itself not from the normal end of a lecgical
sequence of thought process, but rather from a sceuwingly
sourceless birth in which was spawned a myriad of conse-
cuential phenomena that would in turn relate themselves
To sorme experience or prior toought pattern. by which a
seeninzly endless loose array of concepts and problﬂm"
would in a moment be conjoined in a bond of complete

B

en this‘”underqtandlng” was not the procedure

DUt ev
trhiat Terry had come to Xnow as normal understanding from

the thought and logic process that the mind is wont to
ursue., 1t was rather sn "acceptance" of a pattern almost
of vibrations that would permeate his being and become a
perit of him...part of the very makeup of his being rather
“han sorething that he weuld pogsess in the nature of
Lolng xnown or Tremembered.

o accept the truths presented in this manner in the
beginning was difficult for it was in seeming contravention
to everything that head come before in the form of learning
and knowledge as he had known it. A

suiter the truths and solutions to problems presented
were ol a sublime und subtle nature, once seen, found to
be so obvious that the need for authentication seemed
unnecessary and the veracity of which was unquestioned .
and unguestionable. :

'he presentation of sucﬂ truths and flashes of insight
nappened tco quickly and in too immense a proportion to
De presented by woxus by any Yoice 1ncludlng-tie one that
WG IIOW Qh“nblﬂ’ bu1aanc, from within, for wnen one of
ine ilashes appeared, the Voice would apparentIJ fade dddy
unatie Lo continue any dialopgue or monologue as the
concepts assumed a lightening fast panorama of instant
icces and material that would require ages to ﬁresent by
ore words and conversation.

sometimes the flash would assume the form of a picture
vun ratler than one of two dimensional flatness it would

avlse bLihe depth of an ageless scenario, carrying past,
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prrgsent, and future, all in the instant, as well ss all

ihe necessary ingredients to comprehend all facets and

('D

aspects of all problems presented by and inherent in its
in tlie beginnin., when these flashes began, their impact

wis stagsering and Terry would be overcome by their

immensity. If he were not attentive, they would present

3O

chemselves as what lie might hzve previously called a

gment of imagination", but the meditations that he was
now entering made ignoring them impossible and made dis-
cuunting tneir i@pmrtance or the depth of their wisdomn
unthinkable.

Terry coulé remember that the stage or mode in which
they were presented was in fact reminiscent of the first

oo ning

i+ flashes presented when he had first experienced
the ¢ffects of the smoking of marijusna, but since the
crnctice of smoking had diminished and the use of it had

rom his life, the flashes were becoming even more

5. ore subtle and illuminating. Their intracacy seemed

ow with each new presentation.

P fact that sucli experiences were unalterably, it
seerod, linked with unpleasant physical occurrences or
"tegnst as Terry came to know of them, enabled him to
ceconc nore and more accustomed and accepting of the pain
ol toe labour of their bifth but he found that he could
not cause their premature appeardnce Dy an early surrender
o the problem or test presertea, it would have to run
its course, leading him thrqugh endless emotional trau-
matic confrontations and intellectual searching for
answers that Jjust simply dld not exist in the bank of
>, his
study of law, or his profession:l practice. To attempt

solutions thut had been stored from his early life

1o second-guess the elusive cllma or to attempt to av01d
& moment qitheagony of tnc search seemed futile, and' each
Lime he was taken to the V'rj edze of his ability to cope
with the situation presentgg, whether it be how to secure
income to pay the incfea§ihg debts that were being pre-
sented by creditors that heintended to pay from the sale

¢ the rench or the inner conseqguences of some private
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violabion of an ivcal or standard of conduct that he had
set Ter his own way of life,

e the tension did break, there would be presented
thier much more thun simply tie answer to the problem at

ind, out he could not, try as ke might, determine in

advince when the point of release might be coming. There
was no premature surrender to the attack.

"Once this begpins to happen,” said Zona one afternoon
ien Trey were ﬁiSCUR ing the phenomena, "Cne must be
absolutely Femr ss. Dome of my students here in the

Hatla Yoga classes have had some experiences during

3

elaxation. C(ne girl saw a flash one day inside her head
and soe promptly ceeased all practice of yoga and would
netl even look at whst it meant. She has not been back.
But this doesn't happen too often, although it is well
for ore to be forewarned.

tint is happening inside one's head at such times 1is a
lesson tnat is unique to the one exwveriencing it," she
went on. "there will be matters of illumination thet
¢couls not be discussed in words...simple and sublime
truths of the universe.'

Terry knew the truthh of. her words. This is exactly what
ne nea, and 1t was comforting to hear another explain it,
2t lcast explain that it could not be explained. ,

Terry begen to realize that”%awas at the mercy of this
unprcedictable cycl of problem-pret ssure-releas e~-illumina-
Lion syndrome: there was nothing h@ could do to control
it., e would watchi as his consclousness began to descend
into the depths of deprassion, ‘ear, or paranoia after he
had erxhausted all possible physical solutions to a
problem velng presented or which nad Subtly creyh into
lilts 1ife, and as the problems becawe more intense and
Ireauent he became defeated so many times that he resigned
Niv effort to merely nolding on (ill he could get out...
SONEWEY .0« LO amgther life without the intense|pressures.

i

= . v ik
winlcen now were plaguing him.

i

izd now been out of the law office for some five or

cix nmonths and the elation of the days at Indra Devi's

Lsnriy were a good three montl:is behind him. He could find
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ne reiief whatsoever from any direction except wmeaitation,
andg bthen only barely, for what was happening within
supplled only enough grace of somekind to carry him
throuzhn the day and the night. '

Terry had long since left the church and the hypocrisy

of what he called the "Sunday do-izooders" in faveour of
the company of those he considered more genuine in his

yvoung clients and his friends from i3an Diego, and then of
lete, the people thet he had met at Indra Devi's and whose
cumpany he still relished within his memory. e lonped
now to find that inner strergth that he had felt in their
prescnce during those priceless days together when their
cares were washed away 1in the enuless stories that Fatagji
told wiren they would all sit in the big lounge in her
iouse at Tecate.

e felt a growing attraction to Sai Baba, for he saw no
oithier nope. The physical evidence that nad been presented
in tune form of inexplicable manilestations and inner
ex;eriences carried its own weight, but it met with mighty
resistance from a western mind and perticularly one train-
¢ in the skeptical profession that rested all its argue-
rents on lopic, and on that which is observable, touchable
snd leelable, so to speak. :

3ut now, Terry knew th?t the pressure that was cowming
to bear on him left him little choice. He turned to this
rysterious holy man not so much out of faith and hope but
cut c¢i despair and'hopeleuuncga.

Turning to Sail %aba came more for Terry out of pragma-

ism than relnﬁlong,.wor@ for rollef than rcvelatlon."de

sought a practical approach to the problems that nlagued
him rnow, vut more than an approach to the solving of each

every problem that was presented, ne looked for an
cver-riding attitude. that might relieve the pain of the

centinuing narade and panorama of pricde, vanity and hope-

casness that he saw within himself. He wanted a constant

of some Kind tuat he could seek refuge in and which would
allow nim to meet the challenge of the pains;of withdrawal
from a life to which he was loathe to return ana unceftain—
ty of a lifeéinto wirich he was unes :plainably and 1nev1t~

[

2oly moving.
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CHAPTER 16.

When Terry arrived at the Bai Baba Centre on the night
of the third of March 1973, the night of Mahashivaratri,
a very high holy day to many devotees of Sai Baba and most
Findus, he was an "old face"...a veteran. He found the
warm welcome of those whom he had met at Mataji's and when
he and Tracy had attended the birthday celebration a great
relief. There was o sense of sharing among them...a sense
of common knowledge of sharing a common plight. The ensu-
ing sense of relief was not so much in the promise that
Sai p“DP would 1ift all troubles from each of them, but at
leest that there was some one else in the world that was
experiencing what ﬁe was going through.

Tn his conversations with others, he found this to be true.
They too were feeling an increased pressure from the trials
of life which seemed to be multiplying. They too were,
many of them, involved in the study of yoga, meditation,
and were experiencing untold and untelling.flashes inside,
sutt many of them did not even have the blessing of the benefit
of someone sﬁch as Zona to confirm for them what was happen-—
inc.  Terry found that some who were there were in worse shape
than he, for many were simply wandering in their search for
something they did ﬁot know what and in many cases afraid that
they mirht find it...or more fearful, that there might indeed
rot be anything to find.

Terry could take a deep breath once again,; and the problems
and trials of the rancb %eemed far behind on entering the
warm atmos Dhere of uhO Contre‘ bub that nlght held many

° i

SUTPTrises., ; o : i

It is said that th° nlghf of Mahthlva atri is the one day
of the year when the cro is most vulnerable to attack. The
moon which is the pre51d1nw delty of the mind of man, accord-
ing to Zastern trad1tlon and as trologrys wanes until on the
fourteenth day afLer the full moon, it is Just a tiny curve
of glimmering glow. |

-

hccording to Beba, the mind too "must be starved into that

i : i
condition, so that man“mﬁy become free", DBaba enjoins thet
all should spend tDLS flnal nlbhr in endless meditation fore-

r0ing sleep and, ‘ﬁ*he casn of extreme devoteco, also engag-

ine in a fast. |

i
|
i



The day had been observed in the west in Sai Baba Centres
for some past years since the influence of Baba and other

astern holy men had oegun to be felt., Traditionally it
would end with a bregk?ast feast in the early hours of the

i
)

morning. o i ;g :
Terry felt a warmth' at the company of kindred spiritual
people who were there, but he also harboured secretly an
unexposed, (he hoped) doubt, and there was additionally a
part of him which still did not want to be there that night.
There was serious cinvlng and chanting of "Bhajans" or holy
chents all through the night followed by times of meditation
and silence. There were no leaders as suchj; each person
pursued his own megitation in his own manner. Some gave in
and slept; others walked around the large room to stay awake.
Tor a few minutes around midnight, Terry dozed, tired from
the lone drive from the desert, but then he awoke abruptly,
seated as he was, into a deep meditation for a short time.
“hen ne opened his eyes he could see the room was very
crowded...perhaps a hundred people packed into the small room,
small for that number of people. The room was candlelit and

the air was-heavy with incense,

/l 3 1;'/|

i'e beman to feel hostility well up inside him, and an animos-

ity toward a young 'couple who were seated near him. ILater he
degscribed it: ; ‘

"From whence the| hOotllltJ came, I knew not,ooit surfaced

and sashayed its ugly blacklhead in front'of my face.

With a2lmost double vis 1on°°°that 1s both objectively and

subjectively...I watched myself, and my animosity. I

could not understand it. I knew what was happening. But

I could not do anything about it. Then all of a sudden, I

could. they no longer were objects of my contempt and petty

animosity and Jjealousy but they became warm, breathing,
lovinp, souls. They were like me. And once again I could
see we were all o art of the whole."

It had been another lntonqc 1nsoluble pro blematical exper-
ience, but this time, 1t had unfolded before Terry's inner
eve in a compressed time sequence that allowedihlm to obsgerve
the birth, life, and death of an ugly emotion and reaction.

i



vhen the pressure had become so intense that he could
almost no longer bear it, he felt 2 release...a surrender...
and a relief come within that carried the whole despicable
feeling away in a wave of some kind of unseen grace.

Such occurrences continued through the night, first with a
person sitting nearby, then with an idea that would come from
the depths of the hidden mind, then with a fear or problem
from the "real world" of debts, ranches, bills and children
at hone. It was much as hgd been described, Terry could see
in retrospect, the next morning. It was as if there might
be some truth to tﬁe claim that the night held relief for
those . who would stéy with the darkness of the evil held
within their own minds and watch it be consumed in the early
norning, hours.

Terry could now accept that Sai Baba had a hand in this, but
he could not accept that it was the Sai Baba that he saw and
whom olthers spoke...for he knew the limitations of the

Fhy

0
physical body...at least he thought he did...and he could
only accept the working of the essence or some unseen spirit
that mieht proceed from this person who dwelt in India and
who, 1t was <aid, wés miniétering to the needs of millions of
peonle in India and thousands outside India on that long
dreary night.

Terry tried very hard to rationalize and understand, but

3 2

in the darkest morning hours, there was no energy left to
comprehend...he could only accept that what he had seen within
his own consciousness had indeed. happened: he acknowledged
thet his life was no longeﬁ:under his control, ahd he was at
the mercy of some u@seen gfaceipre§umably emanating from this
Indian holy man and} somehow , concurrently, from within his |

own being. ‘ :

i
O
.

in the days and weeks that followed Terry's return to the
desert ranch, his meditations took a definite turn. The
pesce which he felt within became more discernible, and it
w2s casier for him to move ﬁithin toward a centre that seemed
almost palpable at %times° He felt that he had little choice

i
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now but to "flow with that stream" that he had described to
his journal some weeks. earlier, and to accept what was
happening, from wherever it might be coming.

e felt that he had llttle choice bhut to move "fearlessly"
into the cyperlences that Jeﬂe presenting themselves, for
the alternative was a loatbsonv, fearful, ubiquitous fear of
fear itself, without Falth hope or any comfort from any
source. The worst that could happen was that he might die,
he thought, or perhaps go insane, and in either event, he
would be relieved 01 the weight of oppresive problems bhat
were growling unbearable and unsurmountable,

"he meditations seemed to be taking a course now, and in
one particular 1lnstance the consciousness expanded almost
tengibly. It occurred after Terry had been engaged in conver-—
sation with another person:in the living room. They were both
seated, and Terry experienced some "double" vision...of seeing
an object, in this case a table leg, duplicate itself and move
off to the right from the original. This lasted for some
minutes then the vision returned to normal.
the meditation that occurred early the next morning,
Teryy felt, .soon after he had entered the deepest part of
meditation, a sensation of the right end of the couch on which
re was seated to be: tilting, it seemed, downwards and the
left end raising, and a concurrent pulling to the right.

"eool "knew" the room really did not tilt, however,

the reality of the feeling was unmistakeable. I examined

it very closely and obgecflvely My eyes remained closed

throughout. I knew I was loose in my corporeal body. It

vaes as 1f all points of adhesion, had been dissolved and the
inner "shell" was floating, inside...and tipping...perhaps
ready to "fall out, or slide out at any moment".

""he sensation:was pleasant although not exotic. I watched,
and wailted., Nothing further. I spoke my usual words to
communicate with the Voice: "Are you there?" The Voice
wos there, but I cennot remember what it said, but I
remembered an exercise that Zona had told me to do, and
which I had not done before.

T vigualized myself decreésing in size and I began moving

haclk through my life toward birth...experiences of my child-
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hood returned vividly; I could conceptualize events and
experience the attendant emotions back to a very early age.
I could see pareh*s and friends easily...as they were then.
Baclk...back...£0 birth, “Here I could not see, but I could
feel, I felt the warmth and comfort, énd then in retro-
retro-spect I could see the life ahead%of ME...l could see

what was to come. . ,
Instantly then I began again at the present and began in-
creasing my size toward filling the universe and encompass-
ingz 81l in it. MNow I did not 'see! the future, but I
expanded.:.more and more, and began to speak to the Higher
Voice. Our voices became closer and closer until they
became one voiceéogand then,..through the door..."

Immediately upon return to the ranch and following the
evisode described above...after the visit to the Sai Baba
Centre...the effects and benefits of meditation on the phy-
sical level begah to manifest. As was his custom, Terry had
picked up a hitchhiker on the way home and brought him in
for the night, offered him dinner, a bath and a bed. The
next day, early, he was gone and so was the $200 from Sharon's
purse which had been allocated for the famlly s food for the.
immediate future. Sharon became absolutely livid with anger

and vented her emotlons on anry for brlnglng this person
into the house,

but Terry, to his surprise and Sha ron s further dlgcontent,
remnined almost tot“lly emotionlesd about the entire affalr°°°
he was almost stoic, DQSSIVOoegand 1nd1fferent His only
concern was for the one who had stolen the money from one who
had befriended him, for in a flash, Terry could see the hurri-

ane which would aeécend on: this man.,

Terry quickly ]eafned as well the Peellng once again of ‘hav-
ing no moneyoo,thlstwasgthegend of their cash, and he knew it
was the beginning of the end, for from his weakness, Terry
could feel himself growing stronger in the face of calamity.
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"This is simply a mahifeétation of the grace which is
showing itself in your life,”iZona sald when they had met
the next day. ”Once one understands that there are certain
forces in our llves that are coming and going as a result of
our actions, and tgat the effects from these actions are
constantly rebounding within and around us, then it is an
casy step to see...though sometimes hard to take...for one
to avail himself of some relief from those effects.”

Prom their dlucusglon Terry could see that the effects of
his ctlonsoeogay,ﬂln this case picking up a hitchhiker... F
could lead to the even thﬁt d1d in fact occur, and it was
merely another step or two to suppoqﬁ that there had been
other actions on hls part which precipitated the event.

In 2 flash which followed, he grasped the descent of the grace
or "suspension of effect" if 1t could be stated thus which
could intervene to undermine, 1f not the actwal event itself,
at least the devastating emotional effect that would or could
proceed from it.. |

This 1s exactly what he had perceived in his own life in
this case. Whe event had continued but the effect of the
eyent..,his bum reactlon...had been carried away and there
had been no emotlonal reaction...and .he had in essence ‘been
spared the pain and’ Qngulsh of the usual consequences of such
an event transplrlng in his life. ?

This wes a major realization for Terry, for it underscored
a notion that he had long harboured: that it was not the
events which happen to one that are important, but rather

than that, 1t 1s how one reacts which determines his state of

£

mind and the peace within and arouwtd oneself at any given time.
iraditionally, it!would be considered proper to become very
unset and emotional ‘at the occurrence of such an event of‘los4
ing the money, but the effect of that traumahad been spared -
Terry...it had in and for all appearance been suspended, so to
speak., le began to feel that he could, perhapsg control at
least his reactions to events, 1f not the transpiration of
the events themselves. It was then thét he could see a
definite connection between the meditational:practices and
suchh an attitude, Hr he seemed to carry the meditational peace
into his dally life and as a protection to adverse events which

LNt oteud.
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CEAPTER 17.

Terry and Zona both knew that the time that they could
spend together was coming to an end. Whether the ranch was
sold or not, it would soon be time for Terry to take the
family out of the desert and prepare for their move to
Mew Zealand. They had planned to spend this last summer in
the States on the coast, relaxing into the life ahead of them.

-
1

one of the occasions that they met toward the final days
Zona frankly and openly broached a subject that was still

very close to Terry and which he had until now protected very -
carefullyo

"Are you still smoking grass?'"

Zona had hit a nerve, Terry did not answer immediately but
he knew that he must answer honestly.

"You could be approaching a time when it could become dang-
erous for you to smoke grass." ©She knew. '"You know that I
have certain feelings about things...sometimes they come to
me in dreams, sometimes in medﬁntlonsa

Teryy 'new, for he experienced the same tnlnﬂs..“sometlmes
pl@]gv'+ﬂons, deja vus,...flashes of insight. He did not see
how he could argue with Zona.

"1 have had some dreams and even nightmares about you and
the continued use of grass. Now, don't get me wrong...l'm no
prude...1t's none of my business who smokes it and who doesn't
»ut I must tell you how I see it."

Terry's automatic defenses began to rise as she spoke, for i
he had heard the arguments so many times from so many people
who hed not smoked marijuana aﬁd simply did not know what they
were talking about when they héran%ued about its dangers. He
had long ago completely satisfied himself with independent
research into the writings and experiments of experts that
there was little danger in its use, and for his own mind, his
own use oi marijuana had borne:this out to himé Ee then
necane instantly disenchanted at the prospect of facing another
diatrive, especially from Zonaj; but out of respect, he listen-
ed quietly. ' '

ired has done some research:info this, for he too has been
concerned about you. In fact, he phoned just before you came
and we discussed it. Ie feels that you should: gﬁve it up”°

and so do I."
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Terry did not respond.

If it had been ényone eise, Terry would have told them to
mind their own business, but he had to listen to Zona.

"What concerns me'is not the fact that you smoke it, but
what could happen if the force rises in you...which I feel
it is going to do, sooner or later...at a time when you are
under the influence of marijuana. I've never used it myself,
out Fred has. He says the effects are pleasant, and maybe
you can see no harm in its use."”

"All I know is #hat it has been a delightful alternative to-
what is out there," Terry nodded toward the window, "and more
thanlonce, it has pulled me through something that might have
knocked me down. Eut I don't just use it as a crutch... there
is something about it that is impossible to describe.”

"I can accept all that...whether you think I can or not.
That part does not concern me. What does concern me is the
consequences that you might face if you continue to mix what
is going on inside you and the effects of the grass."

sona was referring to the "force” which she had experienced
in her own life, and whether she knew anything about marijuana
il s T g che "did lmow about this "force" and Terry knew she
mew. |

The "force" of which ‘Zona spoke, is sometimes referred to

as the "kundalini" or simply the "shakti whlch in the East
meens '"power" It is said that this force or power resides 1in
11 men and women and that it can, upon the practlce of certain

medihuh¢ve or yogic techniques become active. It is this

force or power, which, according to yogic tradition, confers
vpen the practitioner or yogi or master the extraordinary
powers over nature which have been well documented and the
cxlstence of which there now is no question even in Western
sclentific circles. Western science has thus far been unable
to define or describe from whence comes .these powers, but their
effects are accevted hy the more forward looking Western
scientists including psychologists. Terry was familiar with
the concepts and the theories, and at least once...at Tecato,

fl

when the lipht appeared inside his head in the midst of the
nractice of one of the yoga asanas...he had seen for himself

the Tact of The existence of the power, and some of its force.
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“When wvou undertook to do meditetion and practice yoga,
you had to accept what went with it. I am worried ahout
vour mixing the two...grass and yoga. In the beginning it
was all right, but now you are getting down to some of the
more serious practices and it 1s evident, to me at least,
that you are approaching a time when you could encounter
trouble if you continue to mix them,"

Terry could feel all the arguments in retort coming forth
and urging him to present them, but behind them, deeper...in
the gut...there wag another reaction.

",.%When Zona reached . the argument that grass and kundalini
don't mix, and if it should happen to rise when I was
stoned that I could be in troublé; I felt a definite
tingling...a glow: a gut reaction and recognition...

A TIASH...of truth. Her point was not that grass is bad,

but that it is dangerous for me...where I am at NOW:"

"T don't know how imminent this might be...perhaps you have
a few months, perhaps years, but all I know is that I had to
say this to you."

"Yes, I know...the time will come." Terry replied. "It
seems to be "just another layer that must be shed at the proper
time. It has done its thing...and soon it will fall away |

—\:OO 1
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Terry accepted Zona's words as Jjust Qhétithey were:guidance.
tle Telt that he could accept it or reject it, but that it
was to his benefit to listen. He &ou]d see that the main
barrier to accepting culdance when it is offered...no matteri
from which source it may comecoals the reluctance of the“ ¥
person, or some part of Lt, co Face tho fact that the guldance
nay be correct, and that it mav mean giving up or rejecting '
some thing or practice ‘o thCh the person has been attached.

In this case it was eaoygf01 Terry to conjure up arguments
and rationale ageinst what Zona was saying: i% could be said
thet the probabilitiesgof this happening to him were minimal,
and that he had been safe so far, and so on.
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But the guidance that was coming to Terry was coming from
too many sources; it was too recognizable; it was hlatant,
and he had seen the effects of 1t too many times. from where
it was coming he did not lmow...perhaps from Sai Baba, he
would think and dismiss ity but Terry did know that it was

m

appearing from time to ti@e,‘and often from unexpected sources
| \

or channels. - § E
On one occasion, Teffy ﬁa* suffering from digestive upset,
and apparently 1t was obv1ous from the look on his face.
‘endice entered the room and ! 1ooked at him inquisitively.
"What's wrong, Dad?" | a%' * :
"Uh...stomach. Think maybe it's the lemon juice."

’

"T.emon julce is o,k,ﬁonce in a while, but it can cause
problems especlally if one develops an alkaline condition in
the stomach. HMight check your diet." She walked out of the
I"OCHl .

Terry looked up, almost astonished to hear the words come
from one of only tender years. Terry thought for a time and
then {followed Candice out of the room.

"You lmow, you might have something there. DMaybe I should
give up the -Temon Juice."

"What lemon Jjuice?"

"What we were just talking about."

"What do you mean?"

"ihen vou said that the lemon Juice might cause stomach
trouble."

"Dad, I don't know what you are tulklnb about. I didn't say

anything about lemon juice. And wh is this about your.
stomach?" , | . > '

"ije were just talking,aﬂoh;%

sit's o0.k....never mind."
Whatever may have been on'Caﬂdy's mind, it was not Terry's

lemon juilce. Rather than cause a stir, Terry let it go, and

agsuned that it might be Jjust another unexplained phenomenon,

the numher of which seemed to be increasing daily.
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"Things seem to have gone Ifrom the ridiculous to the
sublime: the Sav1ngs and Loan wants to foreclose on the
ranch and take it out from under us even before it is sold.™
Sharon could barely hide her desperation at the situation
and her antagonism at Terry for getting her into it. "What
are we going to do? It seems like a big merry-go-round...
things seem to ease up for a while then a big wad hits the
fen acein.' ;

Terry had begun~to worry again also, but he had said nothing
to Sheron. He felt that perhaps it was only his faith that
kept her going from day to day. He knew that it was only 2
matter of time before the foreclosure notice came.

"I'm at a loss, my dear. I know that things are going to
be 21l right...I just know it...I mean I really know it, but
there 1s no way I can convey that to you.

"I used to consider myself a pretty good lawyer and a decent
thinker, but right now I'll be damned if I can think of a way
to et us out of this. I can't figure out what the plan or
the schedule:is.”

sharon waé not satisfied, and understandably so. She did
not rely on Zona, or Sai Baba, or any voices, inside or out.
She lived in the stark reality of checkbooks, children, and
foreclosure noticeé,{and she could look only to Terry for her
strength. ’ o i ‘

"It probably sounds +errlble to you Just now,;" Terry went
on, "but I reckon the thlng to do now is to laugh."
the red on Sharon's face began bO approximate that of her
flaming hair. Terry could see the ine v1tab111ty of a frontal

rEtack ,
TTIA rinq the manager of the Savings and Loan. It will be
all right. He wond@red He put his arms around Sharon Jjust

in time. She wathdrew the, att ck for now,
"eo T ve re51gned myselt to the fact that the whole ball
of tanpgled twine is by far too knotted and twisted for me
o resolve and now T'must Jjust sit back and watch it go
OV.eesand 1auvh°oatbrough the tea
've prayed; TI've Cried, worried, meditated, thought

positive, hoped, thought...but all, seemingly, to no avail.



To top it off the men from the moving company came today

to find out about the furniture to be shipped to

New Zealand,coanq we can't even pay our mortgage."

"iverything seem% to be on schedule except for the : :

schedule. ? S i | !

The ironical thing about it is that I am getting to a

point where 1 don't care...less and less concern, but I

dare not tell Sharon that.

I do et the impﬁession or gut reaction sometimes that this

1s the point to which I am supposed to be pushed...or to .

vush myself. I would like to tie up all the loose ends of

theitwine before we leave, but I am about ready to sell the
furniture and equipment and walk away from the rest of it."

Terry felt numboi There ﬁas no solution to the problem that
he could see, and he could feel the old paranoia and despera4
tion beginning to wave fhelr ugly heads in the background°

"Sometimes, I thlhﬁ it would be so much easier if we just
didn't have anything...ranch, furniture, pool, animals...
or plans." He thouéht to himself. '"What irony. Here we sit
on thousands of dollars worth of real pfqperty, and now on
op of the foreclosure, the bank wants to take the volkswagon
bus back."

The pressure bega? to increase daily; communication virtually
ceased between Terr& and. Shéron9 and the atmosphere was ice. |
Terry seriously begén to consider just walking away from it
211, selling the furniture and paying for the boat tickets,
and leaving the property, the bus, and everything to the
credlitors.

"ot & very dignified ending to Such a marvellous success
story," he houghbn

The auction for the sale of the household goods was scheduled
and he decided to go ahead with it. When he told the family
what he intended to do, Candy's eyes filled with tears, and
Charon hecame rebellious as the reality of the situation began
to dawn, not in the?future, but now...right now in the ominous

rr
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ywesent. It became evident that most of them had harboured a

D

secret wish that the whole thing was a dream and would never

pet

r

sctually come about, for now it was time to think about leav-
ing the animals, and selling the horses to which teenage girls

can be so deeply attached.



It was also evident that Terry was alone now. Theyv were
really going to leave the ranch, and everything to do with
it. They had all closed their eyes To the reality that was
coming...and it had bitten them on the hand.

The ranch was in perfect condition now, Terry and Beth had
painted the outside of the house; the front lawn was mani-
cured; the junk from the back lot had been cleared away; and
all was in readiness. This pleased Terry, for he could now
think that some other family could come in and enjoy what
they would be leaving. ' '

But his optimism did not alleviate the condntlons that
con%inued to present themselves: Just after he scheduled the
sale, the bus threw a rod and broke down. '

Terry did what he had to do: he got good and stoned. It
was the only way now. Thé day would come when he would give
it up, but that day had not arrived yet. Today he had to
cet through today. So he got stoned.

"Come on guys, it's time to start packing things up for the
movers to ship to New Zealand.,”

That did it:l They all got stoned, and started packing.
e're réally poing to do it. We started packing.
vle don't have any money, and the power company has notified
us that the elec%ricity goes of'f for lack of payment soon.
fleal property taxes are due, social security taxes are due,
and we just go ahead ﬂnd write the cheques like there was
money in the bank bharon has pulled out beautifully.
Looks like thlngs are. conlno together° Whether they will

stay olued or not remains Lo be seen."
9

[}
o
i

"Now you listen very closely to me."
Terry listened very closely. He didn't even breathe.
"I am right behind you. If you turned around you could see

1 \

ne. l |

Terry did not tuén uround He did not open his eyes. He
sat very still. Iﬂ was Just after 4‘hrce a.m. He had growm
totally desperate ah . had slept very little that night, but
once when he dozedioff, he had been awakened, and knew he must

mo 1nto meditationoi It was the first time in weeks that the
i o .

i
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Voice spoke to him. ,

"You have been %asting jour time, praying and begging for
the sale of this house, wbile in the same breath you could
have prayed for t@e liberation of ten thousand souls. You
have wasted your Qnergy, YOur breath, and your time. The
bnly difference bétween you and your son when he nags and
cries bvegging forgthe toys in the store, and you begging for
the sale of this hcouse...the only difference between you is
o few dollars. You waste your time when you could be work-

ing toward the very gift of liberation itself. Trinkets and
trash are what youjare asking for. It is so unbecoming. I

could sell this hoPse withia wave of my hand."

For forty minute? the Voice talked to Terry, admonishing -
P |

him and scolding. |
"I have told you before, and I tell you again...make no

mistake...I will care for your every need...you will be

totally provided for...everything...everything you need."
wilence.

IER

“ven if it is a colossal downer?" Terry wondered to him-

S
self, but he proceceded as directed. The sale of household
ro0ds went s scheduled just two days later.

viord had now spréad over the desert valley about what was
moing on with Terrjy and people came from miles around on the
warm spring Saturdéy morning to bid on every stick of furni-
ture and on each oﬁ the three ﬁelevision sets and innumerable
items of familjacc'umulationo ' :

The day proved to be one of great festivity. Terry saw
clients, and friends of old that he hadn't seen since he went
into seclusion, andias the auctioneers gavel signalled the
departure of one item after another...goats, tractors, cattle,
fence posts, chickens, refrigeratorsnooTerry’s concern got
lighter, and his sp?rits lifted higher and higher.

there 1s somethin@ to watbhing years and years of junk walk
out the driveway and up the road with a new owner, knowing
that it is something that one will never‘bave to deal with
erain.  Terry felt this release all that day and into the
nicht and once again he had money to assure food for the family

.« .and passage to a new land.



That night the whole family slept on the floor...there were
no beds. In fact the whole house was empty...totally empty.
211 the animals were pone. No milking to be done. No eggs
to be collected., All in twenty-four hours. The entire life
of the whole family had virtually come to a complete and
abrupt STOP! i

m

For Terry, it was both ekh1101nt1np and depressing. What
o tremendous load was lifted...everything was gone except the
items that the family would load on the ship for the trip to
tew “ealand. He felt sorry for Sharon. She had held up well,
watching everything that she owned and loved and held so dear
being wrenched from her tender hold. |

One thing they all agreed upon: 1t was very, very strange.
There were sensations within that Terry had never felt before.
One kind of security had gone and another had been planted in
its place. It amazed him to observe the change of the
thinkine process itself: matters which had occupied his mind
only a day or two previously were now completely gone...they
dust did not existd There had been no monéy: now there was
thougands of .dollars. There had been doubts about the move:
now it was dssured. There had literally been no food in the
house: now the family could eat.

"You know," said Terry to Sharon as he rolled an empty beer
can across the carpet toward Patrick, "I have this feeling
that we are the. kind of people you read about in a magazine...
I've never known anyone who did this except Bllloeol mean

ctually did thla,,.SOWd everythlng and left. A lot of people-
talk about it, but I ve neve“'seen 1L donea; -

"Yeh." Sharon wazed at the flre 1n the fireplace.

"I{'s sure different. T don't even know what to worry about.

Zven ny problems are gone.”
=)=

In the days that followed, things began to happen so fast that
fharon had little time to think let alone worry. The goods
were packed and shfpped, and matters began to flow into the
final preparations for ﬁhe trip to the ceocast for the summer,
priocr to sailing in August. |
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Terry would go within, but he did not meditate. The mind
was too full and Busy‘and'there was little hope of quieting
it now. He would sit and watch his thoughts for long periods
of time in the early morning...thoughts that no longer needed
to be thought, for they concerned matters that no longer
existed anywhere but in the past, and memories were useless.
There was not any thought of the future, for the future did
not exist...he had no conception of what it might hold. He
tried in vain on occasion to imagine what he was going into,
and inevitably wowuld lapse into a peaceful nothingness when
the thoughts had:éxhausted themselves.

One morning just ten days after the sale of the household
zoods, Terry was sitting in the upstairs room where he medi-
tated so often in the months past; They had planned to leave
the house and ranch and head for the coast now, whether it was
sold or not. Terry felt they had little choice, but he knew
better than to pray or hope that it would sell.

As he drifted deeper into a dozing meditation, the Voice
spoke to him: ‘

"It is time for you to begin your journey."

Terry looked up at the candle, and smiled.

Later that morning after he had watched the sunrise and walk-
ed oul to the irriéation ditch at the rear of the property,
and down along the bank to the date tree, and had looked out
over the field that he had irrigated so often, trying, in
vain, to make it produce a crop, and after he walked back to
the shed and looked at the saddle rack, now empty, and at
the poat shed, now quiet, the phone rang. It was the realtor.

"I have good news for you Terry!: the ranch has been sold.”

"Yes," Terry replied, slowly, taking a deep breath. Tears
welled up in his eyes. "Yes, I know."
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"he day they left the ranch, they got an early start to
avoid the increasingly oppressive desert heat. They loaded
most everything in the trailer and a loft of it on the rack on
top of the v.w. bus. Puffy, the dog, went up in back with a
cold case of beer, and the cats down beneath Beth's feet in a
hox on the floor. ,

Nobody said much as they drove out the drive and turned
right toward the mountains. Terry was driving. At the edge

o

of the field, he #urned around and smiled. .

17 e oy gy 1 1§
Jhank you.

P
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‘racy looked back briefly, and then everyone looked ahead to

the future.
It bhepan to brighten with every mile, for every minute that
pessed meant another that would not be retraced or bhacktracked.
"iJe really did it," it was Sharon who spoke., "I don't
relieve it. We reslly did it."

g
&

hat we did, love."

i
O
i

Corro Bay was literally a breath of cool fresh air after the
heat of the desert. This . is where they would spend the
sumner, relaxing, waiting for August, and the sailing date.
The house was small, the furniture was no longer second hand,
and the beds sagged,‘but it was home, and they were all glad
to get there. - : y o § ‘

bettling in and settlingiddwn was more of a chore than had
been anticipated: everyoné found it difficult to Jjust STOP,
but the Pacific Ocean was Jjust two short blocks away, and
riding horses soon gave way to walks on the beach and sand
castles and lazy afternoons at the waters edge.

"Iet's hitchhike across the States to Florida and see my
parents,'" Terry proposed one bright morning.

“haron barely avoided choking on her morning coffee and
set 1t down quickly, leaned forward, and stared at him in-
cuigsitively over the paper.

"T've known for some time that your sanity was probhably in

guestion, but now I am beginning to have a grave suspicion.’”
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‘T was afraid you were," she retorted quickly, "and if

you think I am going to budge from this house hefore we leave
to met on that ship, then I know you are completely gone."

"7 didn't mean you in particular...you can do what you
like. I was thinking Beth mipht like to go with me. It's
sonething I've always wanted to do...all across the country
...and never had the chance. We've got three whole months
before we go, and I want to make the most of it."

"But aren't you.going to Indra Devi's:in July for the
teacher's course?" ;

"That's a month away. I can't sit still for that long.
What say Beth?"

"Uh...well, I didn't have anything else planned.'

"I"ine...let's leave on Thursdey. What a trip THIS will be."

Frophetic words to be sure, for that evening as Terry lay
down to relax after dinner, he stared at the ceiling, and
then closed his eyes. ‘

Instantly he was swooped upwards and outwprds, far above
the world and riding among the stars. He began to see con-
cents of matters of the future...pictures of what was to
come. ,

ile rolled over and scratched his head, but did not open his
eves. lle was astounded to see how effortless it was to main-
tein communication with where his consciousness was and where
kls bodv was. |

"Soon it will be time for you to receive some knowledge."
it was the first time in some days that Terry had heard the
Yoilce, but it was clear and near and vnmistakeable. '"What
you are to see 1s to be used for no personal gain whatsoever
and the responsibility will demand the strictest discrimina-
tion in its use. You must use what you will learn only for
the good of others, and you must not tell anyone of this at

this time.,"

The romentic glimmer of the day haad suddenlJ assumed a very
servious aure. Terry listened and watched intently, and the

drame continued to unfold inside his head.

17

e saw scenes of what he supposed to be the future, and he
watched. He saw himself in the midst of several young people,

~ud he was teaching them yoga postures. The more he taught,



the larger the number grew.

Then the scene changed. He later recorded it in the journal:

"I experienced d 'drawing sensation' at the top of my.

eyes...between my Gyebrowq and right at the top of ny

nose. At first I houghf it might be a 51nus condition

brought on by the cllmate, but then I realized it was

going 1n waves, or cycles, and there was a high-pitched

tone in my ears. As the drawing between_thé‘eyes would

increase the pitch of the tone would increase and then

as 1f on signal I would drop my eyes a bit and the tone i

would lower in pitch‘and the sensation would subside.

I asked what this was and was told that it was the gain-

ing and receipt of ~some knowledge and at this time I

would not even know the nature of all that I was rece1v~

ing. I was told to 11 ten carefully." _

"It 1s a great respon81b111ty to receive what is being given
to you. It is very important that you be very discriminating
in its use and to use it for the good of others.”

"Who are you?" It was the first time tﬁa% Terry had had
the courage to ask that question.

"I cannot”tell you exactly at this time, but know that I am
with you always. You can ask me anything you want to know...
you can ask me questions at any time,"

Then, as quickly as it had begun, it all stopped.

The presence was. stlll there, and Terry continued to ask
questions, some of a mundane nature. He watched, as the
answers would unfold before his eye inside. Now there was no
VYolce, but merely the presence of a response to any question.
lle breathed a heavy sigh of relief, for the strength of that
presence was vastly more important than any particular answer
vhat he might receive. .

lle felt in complete amazement, astonished that such a thing
would happen to him, wondering, asking by the thought...and
the answer flowed forth within. :

“hat happened now was unique in his experience thus far, for
the answer incorporated experiences that he had had previously.
‘ne first one had been on an occasion during his visit to

Wred: for o

3

1 instant while he stood looking at the clouds

"

novin: pefore his vision, he had seen in a flash...an instant
.o.the relationship of his own individual consciousness to the

Universe. The picture presented, i1f it could be called a
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picture, was one of a spark of being of such tiny insignifi-
cance as to be inﬁinitesimal, and yet of such a nature, that
no matter how smal?, still a completely essential part of #he
whole Cosmos which surrounded it and to which and in which it
was inseparately joined.

The other concept which was a part of what he saw nowtras
one which he had seen in a flash just a mere three weeks
previously. While in meditation, there was presented a
sensation, as opposed to a concept actually visualized, and
it was one of a huge swirling sea of existence in which the /
motion of each particle, independent as it might be, was
mass. {

Ile had read, previously, of the concept of the rebirth of
souls and the law of attraction, which said, in essence, that
one is reborn from one body tc another, and, as he expressed
it to his journal, "That each lifetime is merely a day in a
lifetime of lifetimes."

Sueh on idea conflicted violently with what he had come to
helicve, witp his middle American-Christian background, as
"truth', but' when he had seen the flash and this knowledge
had been presented in this manner, the conflict seemed to
melt. [

What had appeared %o be irreconcilable conflicts... two
completely seemingly opposite ideas, now hecame amalgamated
and each retained its relative truth. For Terry, now the idea
of the death of the body, the resurrection, and the rebirth
took on an entirely different meaning and significance, and
in spite of the conflict and the argument being presented by
his intellect, he could not argue with what he was seeing in-
side. It was there. He could not, perhaps, convince anyone

ct

¢lse tha

it was thére, but at this time that did not seem to
motiter. i '

‘/hen he had felt the swirling mass inside his head, and had
scen the attraction of a soﬁl £0 reincarnate when he is ready,
the higher truths of the Bastern thought which he and Zona had
discussed so often seemed easily married to the truths which
he had been taught in Western philosophy, but if one took
either of them literally, then each appeared to be merely an
immovable belief staunchly held by opposing sides. HNow such



was not the case for Terry, but 1t was evident that one could
not resolve the conflict by intellectual argument.

These concepts now became incorporated in the answer to the
question he had asked, and he could see that he occupied no
special place of importance in the Universe which he inhabit-
ed, but yet his presence, as well as the presence of each of
his fellow belngs, was essential for the "whole" to function.
Tt was evident also that such knowledge and‘experience would
come to others...all others...in time...just as it had come
to innumerable others before it had come to him.

Tt would be the responsibility of each, as the knowledge
came to him to deal with 1t as a sacred trust for the benefit
of all mankind and to do with it what he could to alleviate-
the suffering of the world and promote the oneness that Terry
now KNIW existed...a oneness that was not merely to be seen
and thought about,but one which was to be experienced...to
be made a very part of one's own being.

There was indeed a conflict, but it was not the conflict of
ideas or ideologies, but a conflict within'qne's self to
resolve the practical application of the lnowledge in terms
of everyday 1ife. :

This proved to be just as much a problem for Terry, with his
new knowledge, as it was for one who had apparently not accept-
ed the knowledge to resolve the ostensible discords in his own
life. _

"It appears that this 1s not A question," thought Terry. "It
avpears that this is THE question n

The basis of the new thodghtoooat least new for Terry...at
least on a first hand knowledge...was now planted. To resolve
it into practice was something that he%was to learn.

Terry knew further that what he had experienced he had not
scen described in any of the reading which he had done since he
had started studying seriously with Zona. There had been no
description of such an experience, especially the drawing
sensation between the eyebrbws, and while he had encountered an
intellectual description of the proceeds of reincarnation, it
had never been presented in any bhook the way it had been pre-
sented now...to become so real and...he did not like the term

...lomical: but this appeared to be logic taken to its extreme
b} & A (5] : )

)



...votal trust...totzl truth...total understanding. There
was more to come.

Mlow, as the concept of the knowledge itself began to sub-
side, there appearsd within a return of the view of the stars

which Terry had first seen just as he lay downj; but

now thet sky was filled with what appeared to be a huge fire-
vorks display as the stars that filled that sky moved in
vpatterns of some cosmic dance, accentuated by rockets, explo-
sions =nd implosions all leading, symphonically, toward the
ultimate climax of this inner cosmic orchestration.

Terry could do naught but watch in awe.



CHAPTER 0.

Thursday wmorning, Sharon and the fa mllJ dropped Terry and
Beth on the IFreeway. -

"Mow I know you've completely lost it...to walk away from
law practice and the ranch was one thing, but to walk away
from this ]17J']lbtle town and that beach is entlrely another.
But I love you.' Sharon hu ged Terry and then Bethucoand

they were on their way°

Hitchhiking had become a way of life to many in the
United States, and. now 1t became first hand experience for
"erry and Beth. They found that one does not plan when one
is on the road, but they always seemed to get what they
needed. i

Thrdu"h the San Diego mountéins, and across the Southern
California Desert, past the ranch which they thought they
would never see again, or at least neap,enough to see the
tovm where they had lived, :into Ariyona,;and Texas, and on
through the deep south, sleeping under the stars by night and
standing on the side of the road in the morning.

They had good luck with their rides and were soon nearing
the T"lorida”Border. | ‘

The fthree days with Terry's parents were well spent. From
2 distance, they could not understand how Terry could suddenly
relinquish so many years of hard study and work to simply
walll away and leave 1t 211 behind and move to a new country
and a new life. Some of that he was able to explain to them
on this visit, for they lived a lifestyle that he had left
behind, and at least until they were able to meet and discuss
i1t, to them, there was no reality xsave the one that they had
alwavs mown and in which they still lived.

In his visit with them, Terry saw not only the resolution of
the conflict between their lifestyles, but also the resclution
of the confilict between an older entrenched style of thought
and a new...seemingly revolutionary...thought which simply
relied on enother approach to life,; one spawned by evolution
and born of necessity, but one which bore few earmarks or
embellishments of the old.

It was more obvious to him now that the resolution of the
seeningly antagonistic views would be a difficult one for the

vorld to accomplish.
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When they left‘Miami, Terry and Beth headed for Birmingham,
Alabama where they would stay with Duane whom they had net
the previous Christmas time. The train ride was long and hot,
and the wait, at one point, at a mid-way station in a small
#lorida town, had been infested with mosquitoes. About three
o'clock in the morning, when they finally were able to settle
into their berths for a short sleep during what was left of
the night-ride to Birmingham, Terry began to notice a growing
nain in his spine...near the bottom of the spine. The pain
grew intense very fast, and after only a short sleep, he was,
awakened by the fntensity of the discomfort.

Hé had experienced this before, but not to this intensity,
and on occasion he had gained relief by sitting in a tub of
hot water. That was impossible now. Inspections by a
medical doctor had failed to reveal any scientific or medical
explanation. With each mile the pain grew worse and stronger
until Terry was conpletely occupied with its presence, and
there was nothing he could do about it. '

“'hen he was able to move around and walk upon arrival at

Birmingcham, he was groggy from the stress of the pain and the

{d

ack of sleep, but the pain eased. At this timk Terry did not
make any mental connection between the pain andéwhat was to
come, but the paih stayed with him throughout the_day, even
after arrival at Duane's house, and even on into the second
day.

On the morning of the second day at Duane's house, Terry
was lying in a hammock on the back norch of Duane's house,
tryine to relasx, noping the pailn would subside. arlier that
morning, they had gone to the bugh in the mountains nearby and
sat in the peaceful greenery for a long time without tallking.
Upon return, Duane had offered them some breakfast, bul Terry
declined it.

As he lay on *the hammock, Terry suddenly felt: the urge to

(%

-

stralghten his body at length. It felt natural, and he thought
it would perhaps relieve the pain in his lower spine, which

had become terribly intense again. He lay on his back looking
nt the open-beamed hardwood ceiling above and the ceiling

W

vddenly began to move in circles. fYerry thought at first

it was an illusion because of the intensity of the pain
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and he closed his eyes briefly, But when he opened them, the
circles had grown more observable, and the movement was
increasing. |

It appeared to him now that the ceiling was alive...the
beams were living creatures9 and there was a great deal of
movement or vibration in the wood as particles of the beams
scemed now to be moving off of the wood and floating in the
air., The particles of the substance which had come from the
beams were now fjlling'the épace between him and the-céiling
and they were becoming almost tanglble°

Terry closed his eyes and felt his body stiffen almost
automatically. His eyes rolled back up toward the top of his
head. There was a certain detachment which now . descended on
him and he was not extremely surprlsed when the V01ce spoke

to him: | ﬁ
"Are you ready for this?"i
"I don't know. :What are we going to do?"
"Are you ready for this?".

By this time, from the many months of trlaISIandltests, |

'erry had come to: trust thenv01ce 1mp1101tly. ‘When' it spokes
he did not test it any longer, for he had come to know that:
vhat it said would come true. His trust was viftually com-
plete. :

Tis time there was no questlon that this was the V01ce that
had spoken to hlm on many prlor occasions and was now preparing
him for something. Terry had no idea what to expect but he
21so knew, at least at this p01nt, that‘he had no choice,

"Yes, I am ready,' he hoped. |

Immediately, through his now rlgld body, there streaked a
flash of lightening current fron lower to higher, from some -
place 1in his legs, as close as he" could place 1it, vpwards
throuch his spine. It was totally unnlstakeable and real, and
the reverberations of the vibration that it carried with it
flowed throughout his body 1eav1ng a warmlng and tingling
sensation. :

Terry opened his eyes briefly and could see that the room,
or his nerception of it, hadtshifted and, although he was still
on the hammock, it appeared to him that he was standing feet
Tirst toward the ohtside such that, with the sc;eenfbetweenv
nim and the outside, the wall of the porch seemed to be the
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floor. This senéation, he was to learn later, 'occurred
because he had become:disengaged from the physical body and
was preparing to leave it. ;

His eyes were attracted downwards, but the attention was
being called upwards. Terry could feel that there was some-
thing thet he must do, but that he did not know how to do it.
There was some exercise within his head or consciousness that
was seecking to be performed, and he could not do it, he felt,
until he learned how, and he could not learn how until he had
done it. ‘Two or three times he started to lower his eyes to
look "upwards" but each time he could not accompllsh what he
felt was incumbent upon him'to do. He felt that the Voice was
waiting for him to accomplish this feat before they could go
further with what was to come next.

Put the Voice now seemed to be coaching him, although the
only words it would say now were "Are you ready for thls"
over and over. :

'erry had the distinct impression now, that:orice he was able
to accomplish whatever it was that he was to do, that he
would then see "reality"...whatever that was,. for reality had
ceased to have much meaning for him now_as it changed déily
or wmore often. | '.Q :

Ifow his eyes locked straight ahead and he rela&ed his con-
sciousness, and while the'gdze locked on the wood above...or
now seeminﬂly in front of him...and his consciousness drifted
upwards, the wood on the beams took on a; three-dlmen51onal
effect. The marks on the woodooethe knotholese.othe grain...
all began to floatlln the air between where his body lay and
where he had remembered the ceiling to be. Terry now felt that
he could, merely by wishing it, float into the woodnnoright
into the fibres of the uood;‘and he did so, leaving his
physical body behind. As he1floated inwards and upwards into
another dimension, the grain of the wood simply became floating
obstacles like so many particles of driftwood in a calm sea,
through which and around which Terry could now float at willn

(n through the wood and into the sunlﬂght and : 1nto endless
soft banks of brilliant white blllowlng clouds...clouds on all

£

sides of him...throuph him...around him...and then he became
{3) [}

cne with the clouds.
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"Are you sure you are ready for this?" the Voice spoke again.

"Just a moment," Terry replied, and tried to think for at
least a split second whether he was readj, but the thought
seemed so ridiculous now. He tried to calculate what he

might do to GET ready, but as he did not know what he was
doing or where he was going or what there was to get ready
for, he did not see how he'could get ready. He wondered, if,
naeed there were any choice at all.

"Yeg, I am ready. Now I know how Alice must have felt" he
tho awht to himself.

Tnmediately Terry, or what was left of him now w1thout a
physical body, began to spin off 1nstantly, 1t seemed,|through
endless dimensions or planes of ex15uence,°.all now encount-
ered and observed by lightning speed but w1th 1nstant per-
ception which left a complete vibrational 1mpre551on that was
not only recorded but a851m11ated by his very belng°

There was no tlme to record what he saw,,,there was no time
to think...no time to analyse...in fact, there'was no tlme as
ne had come to know time...there was only endless 1niln1ty°,o
endless dlﬂen51ona, and in a flash Terry felt he could ‘be on
any one of them that he chose. ‘ ',

"It's ell a questlon of which dimension you Want to! be on at
any given moment," ' he said to Beth who was' 81tt1ngia few feet
avey with Duane, and the words were out of hls mouth of his
physical body even before he realized that he had in fact,
for that instant returned to the phJS‘C&l realm of time and
space Just long. enough to speak to her. i
Just as 1ﬁckly he left the body agaln, but a remnant of
his consciousness stayed with it was he went voomln off into

spaceless space into which ho had flown accompanled by
the Voilce. ;

The Voice was not spea kingfto him now, but Terry coulg feel
its presence near him...with him. onall the while. He did not
eel that he was alone, and at this tlme he felt confident,
but comnletely at a loss to understand anythlng that was
happening.,

4 the movement into and out of the various’ dlmenqlono began
Lo slow, lerry was able to observe the worklngs‘on the various

slones that he was now visiting, and each one that he observed
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opened its truths of existence to him as he absorbed what
they had to offer. : :

"Of course...marvellous...of course...wonderful..." he
said as he watched the realizations manifest themselves into
particles of knowledge before the eye of his consciousness.

The words of exclamation were uttered by the physical lips of
the physical body, into which Terry could still spring for

an instant at will and in which he could still remain while
obhserving the revelations brought forth to his attention on
the wvarious other planes of consciousness, and he found that
he was in fact occupying the various planes sunultaneously°

During this "time" as time is measured on the phy51ca1 level
of time and space, his body had remained very still and stiff.

Yow the body itself arose from the hammock and began to walk
around the house which too now became a living breething
creature, revealing its secrets and hidden beingskto his gaze
and with whom he could instantly communieate as he moved from
room to room just as he moved from dimension to dimension.

A11 the while his inner consciousness was observ1ng the
continued revelation of detailed instantaneous cyplanatlons of
the worlings of every aspect of the universe and other universe:
of which the one that he had previously occupied had been a
part. i

But to Terry of old, reality was still tenuously attached to
the physical body, and the essence of his being could now
nerceive uhrough the ears of that body the hummlng of a buzz-
saw as someone in the back yard was cutting wood planks into

er boards. He was ready for this, but it was comfortable
to have this sound to llnk what was happenlng to him to the
reality of the plane that he knew as "home" .

That security soon began to fade, for Terry nov (began to lose
touch with the physical body. He could feel the connection
berinning to be less and less tangible. He reached out a hand
Trom the hody and grasped an apple from a table, and moved it
towsrd the mouth...and the apple was devoured in two bitesS...
almost savagely...sc fine and delicate was the essence of the
consciousness compared to the gross nature of the physical body
whicn 1t had occupled° :

ts connection witﬂ;the physieal body bvegan to diminish,;and
the knowledge of the revelations which had been shown to him

now a part of his consciousness, Terry grew torn between the



two and a sudden fright swept over him as he tﬁought he was
losing the physical body and would not return, but he had no
choice now as the‘consciousness seemed to be under a control
of its own and he could do nothing but accept the direction
and speed which now had straightened out into a movement of
sucn speed that ther ‘e was no way of altering 1ts course.
Instantly Terry entered another dimension that ‘he had not
seen as yet. It seemed to be far above and?xyond all the
others and now there was no connection with the physical‘body
;

1_..;

at a . .

"Which level do you want to be on?" the Voice asked.

It was apparent to Terry nqw that the:phy31cal,1evel was
not among the optibns presenﬁed, for now he was freecoo.
totally free...an entirely independent being moving into
another plane of ey1stence whlch, 1ronlcally, felt to 1ts
inner knowledge, more to be the true ”home" than the one it
had previously occupied on the physical 1evel | _

Nuestions were presenting themse]ves to the conSCIOusness;
which Terry now knew to be his true Self ard as soon as they
were asked they were answered.aoln a flaaheaocomplptely, w1th
all aspects. . of thennecessary knowledge 1nhe*ent}1n the answer,
and with all ranlflcatlons attendant to any counter-questlons
or presentations which might require further thought as
matters which should be known for a thowrough understanding of
the primary matter about whlch he had enqulrede.; j

lie now viewed hls entire ex1stence and the ex1stence of
which he was a part as a huge swirling evolutlonary ”cyclone"—
like mass with the vortex revolving with indescribable speed
and force. Terry could now see that any dimensi@n that he
occupied was surrounded or encircled in one of these cyclones
or swirls. | !

At one point his consciousness rose above all of the mass
and matter and enerpgy and he could see all of the cyclone-like
swirls below him each moving in 1ts own way, at its own speed.

The Yoice now spoke to him and by its olmple questlons
taurht the essence of all that Terry had seen.

"hat is reality?...Which reality do you qut°,°uWhlch plane
do you really want to be on?" ‘
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Inherent in the questions were the answers...buried...and
giving birth thence to more;qﬁestions.the endless line of
which could be followed into enother feality after e!\nother“?°
continuously...endlessly...into infinity and then back again.
Or on again, but in truth, it seemed, whatever tﬁat Was NoWo ..
never to have been other than where he now was, and never in
fact to have existed until called into ‘existence.by the
question itself which seemed to build its own ex1stence as it
was asked and which p”osented its own answer in response to its
own wish of existence to be completed and realized.

211 of the various dimensions and planes which Terry had
visited and which he had in fact become a part end:ﬂone—with"
were just as real to him as the dimen%ions'of fleshiand Blo&d
which he had left some "time" ago, but which he knew now that
he still occupied. He could see where the ”bad-trlps” of acid
lay and where the halucinogens directed one's consciousness,
but even thelr role in the reality that he now ssw was one of
a mere catalyst...the ”rightness" and 'wrongness" were wiped
away and all priority became totally irrelevant as it became
apparent that 1t owed all existence to mere relevance.

I'rom his momentary perch above all the planes, Terry now
could view the conical unlverses and galaxies 1n relatlon to
each other. Instantly he could perceive that they presented

themselves as called upon by his will and that each was in

t the essence of whauever aspect of reallty or creatlon
that he might in that moment call upon: one was the

United States revolving and evolving at a certaln rate...
another was a body of a being or person of whom he might have
an 1nstant thought...another was the universe in which was
located the planet of matt@r on which he had 1lved in a
physical body...another was that universe itself...and each
of the larpger encompassing entities bnnng the outer end of
the cone of the one existing within it.

Terry then found himself completely without bOdJ or corpo—
real existence of any kind, and he became one with the entire
evolutionary change and being as it was happening. Now there
Was no entering into dimensions or planes, for his conscious~
red all dimensions, planes, xistencecoc% MULTANEOUSLY

...and there was but one plane of existence...existence itself
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...but the experience then faded and existence 1tsell no
longer was...and Terry moved into where ex1stence hed come
from...into the beginning...

for an instant Terry occupiled this 1ndescr1bable bllsseoo
but that instant became endless...bounded on each side and
each end only by i%s own belng...being without being°°°

2efore what could now be called his con301ousness there
appeared a lowooaet f?rst a glow,,oand then it grew strongero

Stronger and stronger...a lloht ‘forming out of a glow...
stronger and ncav1ero°°assun1ng a shaneles ex1stence in
front of his con501ous inner v151on,,ocloser and .closer and
larger and lﬂrgera He began to be engulfed by a brllllant |
white light which grew 1ndescr1bably orlgh and all encom- ﬂ
passing...and: Terry began to grow very frlghtened as he moved
into the midst of 1t° It seemed to contaln all that he had
seen, experienced, or felt...or beeneoalt was all consuming...

PPAKE MD BAquoul'VE HAD ENOUGH...TAKE ME BACK '”5 iﬂ

He was snreamlng.néwooland every part of i him yelled and
screamed 1o gO oack to the body that 'he had left.

Por an instant he lost consc1oueness and thén when it was

regained, Terry was out of the llght and mov1ng through the
inner space of endleos dimensions ‘which. oW to hlm had become

5

"amiliar from his travelso i - L ? | P

fuds

1

Hie knew now that the only leference between the levels of
consclousness and ex1sfence 1nLo and out of whlch he was now
coing was the ph351cel bodygoothat was the only difference.
The body, he reallzed was the only ulfference that one could
~rasp that had any d]flereﬁce from one reallty to the next,'

Yor the other plenco of oxlstence wcre JUut as real as all of

se on which he had oodleeaoofor he could see the other
bodlies that he occupied alooooothe finer oodles tbat he passed
into before seeing the entrance 1nto the phySloal body.

As he seemed to approach what had been to him reality in his
nhysical body, Terry grew afraid, but now he knew that fear
wng an emotion attendant, onlJ to the lower levels of existence,
and that even the fear that he had encountered when moving;
into the light wa SEOne which emana?ed from his phy51cal body,
or emotional body, at the *hought of oeln oeparated from 1ts
oun existence and the resultlﬂg attachment to its own separate
being, which, from where merry had been, eeemed to be a fiction
but doubtless real enough to the body experiencing it.
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low, as he felt it wes imminent that he ;hould return to
his physical body,‘a fear began Lo grlp him that he might not
he able to find it. :

He tried desperately to remember his name, or where he lived,
or who he was but all of sucn thoughts held no meanlng or

sirmificance now, for he had in fact no 1dent1ty except exist-
ence 1tself...but concurrently he felt the separate identity
that he had come to know as his own being while in relation to
other heings on a physical plane°

Time began to carry some meaning as he grew closer in )
consciousness to the plane on which time had manifested itself
but eny divisions of time then meant nothing. He could recall
that time was divided into seetors; and then he knew that he
occupied a place iﬁ;the twentieth century. Then as his eon—
sclousness flew momentarily into space, he could remember that
he occupied a body on the planet Farth, but now the time slot
alloted to that body eluded his grasp. | F

Then the concept of the year presented itself, but the proper
century was indefinable. All planes were the Same to him now,
save the one which the ths1oal body occupled
As conscilousness then beean to dawn on or in his body, Terry
realized that his phy51cal bOdJ had been walking around the
house while he had been ”away? and now he could see Duane and
Beth bvefore the eyes of that body, but they meant notnlng to
him. He could not remember thelr names. He tried to remember
items of -aml]larlty on the phyulcal leveloqofdmllyooow1feooo
places...all to noiavail...but the consc1ousness was returning.

#lternately Terry would zoom out to another dlmen51on momen-
tarily, and he would feel completeofreedom, floatln , seemingly
ino*“Cﬂwmznatolyoooireeaaofreeoooonlj now to be comlng back to
the confines of a corporeal body.
He tried to grasp anything fthat might bring him down...he
gripped nis left arm with his right hand...and said "I've got
to come down...l've got to come AOWN. ..

The phyvsical body was now very vcry HOu although the day was

merely wvarm. Terxy walked the. body over to a large floor fan

and stood before 1too,oweatlng pvofuoeljgouhe tore off his
clothes and stood before it...the heat became intense and he

went Iinto the n?bhroom and oegan to run a cold!bath.
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jie sot into the cold water, saying repeﬁtedlygi”I’ve got J
to come down...oring me down...l've gbﬁ to come down...L don't
wani; any more of this for a ?ong e 11 DL
ie he looked around and would concentrate his gaze on an
object in the bathroom he would instaﬁtly, still, become one
with that object. 'As the body cooled down, Terry then got out
of the bathtub and began to walk out of the room without dry-
ing his body. He did not dress for he knew that he was not
there, and could see no reason to dress...for he supposed that
no one could see: h~M=
He then saw that,the bodjnonln relation to other bodleﬁpeq ’
was a real thing and ‘he ‘put g towel around hlmselfoogor what
he had now, once again, becoMe to believe to be hlmself°
iie walked over to Beth and Duane, and could see them but
ould feel nothing for them. L !
Duane looked up now and into Terry's'éyesu
"Oh nmyv God," he exclaimed, E”I didn't | knowo
"I've got to come down° -~ Terry said. "Help me come down. "
Duane took Terry s hand and Beth took the other. ,
"You are with peOple who love you.naaust relaxonnlf is all
ripght. You will remember us shortly. You :are, w1th uso,,yod
=re with people who love yOuU, - ‘
v now Duane recognized what was happenlng to Terry and began
to talk further to him in a very slow gentle voice.
"Phis is too much...l can't' take any more..."
"Tt's all right...Terry 1isten.u,I'véibeen there...it's all
gor s el ; "
Miane remembered his own similar expefience and now knew
what Terry had been through, for it often happens, he knew,
that when one goes, through uucb an experience, ﬂnd the incidence
of such happenlnbu is anrea51n in the Western world nov,
that he will usually be with another who has already been :
throuch 1t. | | o
Terry now beran to relate to the time and space allotted To

hip for the evolutionary period of what he knew now to be hi

6]

o inseparable but yet unique existential experience. He sat
dovn, and hesan to cry, and put his head on his hands.

"ihat madness this is...what are we doing...what are we
doing to each other.”

Thiene knew the. madn =55, but' he had learned to live in 1t.
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"Now you know," Duane said softly to Terry.

"Yes, now I know," Terry replied.
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CHAPTER 21

o

"Hello."

"Zona?!
"Yes. | |

"It's Terry here.

I've just been 'there'."
shaking. ; | |

He was
"Uh-ohhh. Are you:all right?"

"I don't knou“? I’m‘back' that's

all I know, "
"Are your feet: on uhe gpound¢u P :

"I think so, but I keep zlnplng off agalnaQQCdn't seem to ,
gontrol 1Evs 00 anjthlnbo If I look at one thlng too long.s.
any conoentratlon,,,l Jus® : Fo away again." ‘

“That 'S all rlght.oellsueno,allsteu oareLullyl If you ‘.
will light some 1ncepee,,ou smell so?e perfume lu w1lllhelp
to even things: out and brlng you down.

for & while,

take a

Lt mmy stay like thlSj
If 1t gets out of hand' aud you can t handle it,
couple of sips of wine,"

"I'm Lerrlbly djuapp01nted in myqelf

nwhvrpn : i E: i J: ’ - :-i : | ‘ : 5 \

"I couldn't go 1nto the llght. 4 backed offu,,got frloht-
ened and asked to brought back down."

"That's 2ll rlght,,,don't worry about that.

heavy the first Tlme. When it first happened to me, I know

that I didn't want any more of 11,,,and you know what I'veu

been put through. I stlll avoid it

It's pretty

That Jjust dldn t quite sit right with Terry, but he did not.
oy why. ;

1
"Wjhat do I do now?"

"Just relax.," L

When they had hung up, Terry sank back into a. chalr,
as sitting nearby, waucning ‘and 1lstenlngp J=

"Ton 't

Duane

be upset with yourself, my friend. If you had gone

apletely into the light you might have stayed there...you

wight not have wanted to come back. It's alliright. The same
thing happened to me." -

tuene was very gentle with Terry.

He told Tefry what had
heppened to him since his

own experience two years agO...

ition of know]cdge of what he saw affected his
the difficulties he had

now the impos:
BRI :\
life and encountered =

b
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"How fortunate 1 was to be here wlth you when this
happened. : ; ' : '
"When this happens we're never alone."
"Was I ready for this?"

"Could one ever be ready for this?"
=0=

In a matter of a few short hours, Terry was a mlle high
in the sky agaln, ' but thls ulme in a Jet headed for the
West Coast, Beth seated by,hls side. &ometlmes he would
hold her band, just to be sure. He had decided that it
would be a bit much to try to hitchhike DuCk across the
country in his. orosent ”condltlon

"Gecod news," uharon sald when she saw them at the bus
station, "you hdve about twenty-four students Just waitlng
for the classes to derto They have contacted !Marjie in
response to your posterjand your ad for the Hatha Yoga."

"That Jlgureu,c.lt' all beginning to flt

It not only th, but it began to grow es well and 1t|
became clear to Terry: thqt the lazy days at the beach were ?
not to he just a hollan.

The classes lasted only the few weeks they were llVln& in
Morro Bay waiting for thelr salllng date 1n August From

the classes, noro were, many young people‘who would come to

§
1

see Terry and ask hlm ouestlons about medltatlono

“"Look, I've just only sbarted this myself,oohow can I tell
vou anything?"

I'ney were hungry. They wanted o knowaooto know anytnlng
that he might tell bhemooathat he could rell theme

-

Tor sometime after tne laso, on occ081on, Torry would:

speak, cingerly and auardedlv at f‘v.rst to»the ones who tdy—
ed behind to talk, of the things that Zona and he had talked
avout in their sessions on Thursday afternoons...those '
precious sessions ‘that @efryenow :ealizedfweré preparation
for what had in fact tréhspifed, He would not, howe%er,
speak of what had happened at Duane's...that was a well kept
secret, but it provided hin with eomething of a credential to
himself, and from what he had seen on‘uhat day, he could now
make some sense out of wnat he and Zona had dlscugsed and

pondered, and scme of what ne h 2d - seen on occa31on 1n medlta—
tion. T A P
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There did appear to be some sense in the whole thing now,
for Terry no longer had to Ielj on wnat he h ad been told, or
on what he had read,'but now he Eggﬂ_for certain...for he
had been there, and he had seen for himself. Terry now knew
that this Force which had activated what had happened to him
had been active before that day. He could see that it had
been behind what' he had seen the first day he saw the waterfall
in “an Diego, and when he had taken the acid at Fred's. E

It became evident to him now that he had been blessed with
some Irind of grace that thls experience at Duane's had, in
fact, not occurred while he had been on some type or other
of halucinogen. It was as ' Zone had said: "If it ralses when
you are stonedj; you could be in trouble." B !

This could explain, Terry\now realiied, a great deal of the
problem of '"bad trips" wheﬂ.people Who had taken ISD could
not handle what they had seen, but it would also seem obvious
that only one who had had such an experlence as Terry had been
through would be. abletfo understand. thau that ‘was 1p fact what'

ad happened. T &U : :‘ o

i

T
7ona had been there-éand so nad Duane, and he knew that
although the number of people whc had been "there" was small,

that it was nonetheless growing. He also knew that it was.
othing to play with. - . ; : o

It was possible, he could see within himself, now having
experienced both, that the. drugs, n]thouﬂh relatively harmless
in themselves, could so distort the experlence that it would
become 1ncomprehen81blo for one who was not ”ready" essumlng:
one was ever ready for it. He knew that without' the tralnlng
that he had had,without thc clean51ng diet that he had
followed, and without the welnht loss, and the physical shaping,
that the intense heat and "re-entry" experience in itself
toward the end would have been enough to shatter a phyglcal
hody which had been less px epared |

"Yeg, That is true. That could account for some of Zona's
protlens, and it could account for why she may want to avoid
further contact with it for a while in the future.
It was Farjle wbo spoke now to Terry, and he, "lnew” that
she had something to say to him. He had approached her in

some doubt, but he had no one else to talk with now.
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"But there is no need to fear this force. It is like any
other: out of control it can be a terror and a menace, but
with control, it can be one's friend...much like the fire

whlch symbolizes L% on tmls level of existence." L i

"How to control lt and work with 1L°°°that seems‘to be the
problem..." Terry sald | v

"It is not really a problem, it is more of ‘a science. We
tend to fear that which we do not understand and that which
we do not understand qulte often needs :and yearns to be
understood, and when understood, the fear will go."'

And so, here was another who seemed to know and who could
help. The fear of not understanding was overshadowed in
Terry only by the 2ar that there would be no one to help him
understand, but to hlS contlnued amazement the v01d would
never exist for 7onge. When he needed somethlng or | someone,
there would appear before hlm9 from some very unusual cir- -
cumstances, someone to tell him what he : needed tc hear. He
had met Marjie by "chance” or so 1t seemed. Now she was
saying things to him t hut caused that ”cllck” of &nowledge,
that "flash" of unders tandlnp to occur : somewhere deep inside
him. He remembered the words of the V01ce on the mountaln.
"T will give you everythlng you need.

"That 1is the way it works, Terry. When one begins to
experience these fhings, what he needs must come to him'
because he CﬁnNOb‘ﬂOSSlDIJ soek it out, for he does not know
and cannot know at this p01nt what 1t is that he Ml?ht need,

s no chance lnvolvedgcothere can’t be It would be too

r those who become ready to have 1t happen to them,
and 1t won't happen untll one is Teally ready9 unless one
prematurely precipi ates 1t° This can happen with the use of
the strong mlnd-alterlng and opening drugs."

Terry knew now why Zona had been so concerned. ©She had
"felt" within her what was coming to him and she saw a danger
in store if there were drugs involved at the time,,

"It just makes you see things that are there," Fred had

Perry could understand that one might not want to see what

s there, and 1f that were the case, drugs were to be avoided.
| :
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In the following we qu tneLe seemed to be vibratory and
experiential PGPQTCUQSIOHQ Lrom the "trip" he had taken. In
his consciousness, Terry could see-the loose ends belng tied

p and together, as seemingly unrelatea items of knowledge
now heran to make sense. together.

™is was, however, a different kind of knowledge, for indeed
it was not even "knowledge" as he had come to know the meaning
of that term. Knowledge before had been something that was
possessed as a regult of some other 1tem of knOWLed@e that ,
had been known prev1ouslvo This was dlfferenu. 1t was more
in the nature of Lhe ”?lash"nthet he*had experlenced some
months apo and which had now! become part of hlS everyday
experience, except that bhe;knowledqe that he was receiving
now was in an ewpanded form of a /"flash". j It! would begin in
an instant and then expand and take form 1nto an 1tem which
he could relate to and whlch could be related.

In meditation, there had been not a great deal OT . change
since returning from Duane'ﬁ except for the occ351onal waves
of physical ecstacy and mental peace which seemed to descend
on him more and mgre each dav, The palnfaL the bottom of the
spine had persisted and there ocnmod'to be, nothing he could do
about it, but the intensity nad docreascd to a level which
seened, at least, bearable. ,

The pulling sens atlon at tne centre of the eyebrows was

e e |
ST1LLl

nresent unbll one day in modlthtlon as he was watching

the concentric waves and circles of motion and force within

the consciousness, the Voice had said to him: "Why don't you

Just turn it off?"| ' 3 '
"How's that?" '}

"A11l you nmust do!to turn it off, is to.turn it off...just

!

T o o
sSay: (S 3 ocas ;

H

o, It worked.
B, Phet worked too. He liked it better on, but 1t was

(]

nice Lo know that it could be stopped if he wanted to stop 1t.

)

n the meditations were rerely pleasant sﬁates of peace

and aviet bliss, and Terry's body would become véry:still.,,
te, and he could feel himself begin to move

v, althoush less distinctly, into those dlmen51onq thet



he hrd visited.

movenent now was wmore one of watching

from =2 distence. There were no voices, no concepts, or

instructions but merely a pleasont euphoric state. Tt was

as il & part of it were assimilating what he had zeen before.
Juring this time, Terry's dream experiences increased and

he would often relive that experience that he had had at

Nuane's or, more correctly, he would re-visit those dimensions

it seemed in his dreams to more closely and acutely...and

obiectively...examnine what he had seen that day.

2O=E ’

L driday the thirteenth of July 1973, there was a knock
cn the door of their happy little vacation holiday house near
tive beach in the sunshine.

"t'ello. I'm from the Bank. I've come to get the car."”
LITY AGATHN.

Terry knew the payments were behind, and they could not

the car payments and pay for their passage on the ship
to Hew 7eeland.

e tried to feke it.

"UUh...where's your Court Order. You can't take the car
without a Court OFderQ” ;;

"Yes, I can take it. It's in your contract. Read it."

Terry knew tnot too. ”L'll contact the Bank and try to
make the Jwents today, | 1 Z

"T can glve you til this afternoon.” |
‘"hey could not hake the‘payments until the?sale was comple-
ted on the remainder Qf’the propgrty. That anight the car
disappeared. The man had come with his night-raiders.

'erry felt sheepish. How many times in law practice had he
seen this happen.’ ,

"ieppy Friday the thirteenth," Sharon said. She was ob-
viously upset. %’Now what are we goinpg to do."
I think it's great, It's just something else we don't
g0. Besides we didn't have the
fare to take it with us. ILet's laugh.”

asve ©o worry about bvefore we

Sharon tried to smile and began to cry. |
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YT A DM,
CHAPTES 22.

Prom his readings and his discussions with Zona, Terry
knew intellectually of the workings of this force which seem-
ed to now be taking more and more contrel of his life and
his body. He had learned that it's existence had been known
in the Bast for centuries and that 1t was becoming more and
nore widely known in the West. What he had trouble zccepting
was that 1t had awakened in him, but there seemed Lo be no
logical explanation of why it had been so awakened: it was
something that he.had to accept, and of that fact tThere was
no doubt or choice. o

From time to time, this fact became evident, painfully so
on occasion, for when something was done which seenmed to
conilict with the needs of the force at any given time, the
resvlts were quickly known and violently rectified. This
force was, Terry knew, the power and energy which had allowed
and furnished the energy for his sojourn into the other
dimensions. It was responsible {or his ability to "see"
the provlems of other people. It was adamant in the changes
which were presenting themselves for acceptance in his diet
...00th physical and mental...and in the sexual relations.

A1l of these changes were for the most part subtle and
~entvle, but very strong, moving slowly, but with absolute
deterinination. The force would often manifest in his con-

iousness as a vision, or thought, or dream, as a serpent.

Tt would work with bim in the night and he would often awaken
with scme concept that seemed to have been presented to him
while he slept.

This force demanded absolute obedience, it seemed, for if

one engaged in activities which seemed to be inimical to the

£
1

i—d

cv of the force, it would react violently. This had been
pert of the difficulty that Zona had experienced, Terry was
cercain now. Not that she had done anything that was contrary
to what the force demanded, but when the time ‘came for the
force to awaken, it was absclutely necessary that the body be
&5 cleen as possible. She had told him on many occasions

that she had been on a crash course to get ready for something

she did not know exactly what 1t was.

It was also obvious that there was a great saving grace

5.

ettondant to the awakening, of the force: that one in whom it

war Lo become active would be guided to enother in whom it
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wes peblve already. 'erry had seen this in his encounters

3

ond meetings with Fred, Zona, Duane and now Marjie...and

2]

there were many o come.

~

iarile advised Terry to forego his fear of the force and
2 N &

instead to work with it, gently but firmly, and in a friendly

¢

manner. She gave him some very valuable advice.

"“Jhen you finish meditation, put the serpent power back
where you went it...near the heart or someplace above the
bottom. Don't leave it at .the bottom, for it will exert its
force and pressure in those parts of the consciousness and
activity which 9ré located in the lower body and which are of
the lower nature. If it is left at the bottom, one may feel
sexual frustration.” é :

This had been verified for Tervy of his own;experience°
‘One one night, he had a dream in which he was driving a car
while laying on his stomach. As he drove through a gate,
there was a lady guard who got into the car and lay down on
lerrv's back. She pulled herself quite rigid and still. He
recorded the rest of the dream in his journal:

“...T pulled my knees forward a bit and-she gradually

moved her hand to my groin area and took hold of me.

It was pleasant at first, but then I bhegan to get

ex~ited and told her to let go. She wou}dn:toaaand I

then had the first nocturnal emission I had had in

several years.,"

Terry was able to verify this experience in his readings of
the experiences of others'whothad encountered this force. It
was common, he found, for the power to manifest its workings
in this manner especially if left to the lower parts of the
hody.

in late July, just after he had been teaching the yoga
classen for a few weeks éndvbarely & month after he had
returned from Duane‘s, Terry ﬁeturned to Téca?e and Indra
Devi's Ashram to complete his teacher traihin{fo

liec looked forward to this trip with great anticipation...
il ‘

o see fiatajl again and to learn from her more about this
force and its workings.

mnediately upon his arrival, he learned thatv the force
could become excited merely by the surroundings in which one

found one's sell, for as he was seated in the yoga class with
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the other twenty-seven students who had been there for some
days, Mataji looked lLoward the back of the room and exclaimed:

"Terry...when did you get here. \When do you leave for
Tew Yealand?"

Terry thought for =2 moment...and remembered the date.

"Cne month from today."

"You must lead the class,”

Terry rose and beganzto lead the class in an exercise or
sequence of postures. ;It was an exciting experience, one in
wihlch he felt the exhileration that had appeared when Forissa
hed led the clasé some months before and the light had g
appeared 1in the fop oflTerry's head and taken him into
inconsciousness. When he finished, he sat down, and nolticed
that the bottom of his spine was guivering violently. He
immnediately left the room and with great difficulty and effort

—

a5 able to move the force back down to the bottom of the
spine and then raise it gently, extend it over the back, and
relieve the excitement and stimulation which the force had
felt in the activity of the class. Ilie remembered that Marjie
hed told him of a friend, a church organist, who had aroused
the Torce merely by hitting a stimulating chord on an organ
while practicing a passage from that greatly inspired work,

2.2,

the Hzllelugah Chorus, by Handel.

Tn his talks with Indra Devi during his stay at Tecate,
she eonfirmed the experiences which he bhad had and Terry was
able to leave with confidence and a bright outlook toward

the future which lay ahead of him and his family.

=(j=

tipon his return to Morro Bay., Terry and the family began
to make serious plens and preparations for the trip to
ios Angeles and their embarcation which was to come in only

i~

2 few weeks time. They:began to unload items which they
would not need and shipped the remeinder of their belongings
to the harbour to be loaded on the ship.

With the news that the final arrangements were completed
with the sale of the property, the arrival of the bhoat

1

tickets, and the completion of the yoga classes, they were
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ready to go. It was a very exciting time for them all.

s they waelked back from the beach one evening after
watching the sunset, Candice made a strange remark to Terrya

"Dad, you smell of roses...do you have cologne on?'

"Wo," The was surprised.

"You know," Lharon interjected from nearby, "once while
you were pone, I reisemnber awakening from a dream and smelling
somaething...1t was not roses, but 1t was something like
mocee. It was so pleasant, throughout the whole house.”
leaned *“wﬂrd‘Terry.

she exclaimed. "It is coining from your beard.”

“haron came over and put her face close to his.

T 1

It 1s," she szid, "isn't that stranpge."

Tracy had a turn. "It's true Dad...I can smell it too."

he femily was happy now. They had adjusted to the idea of
leaving and were excited about the three week trip on the
ccific Ocean. There were many plans made as to what they

would do when they arrived, but Terry now knew better than

to maze Too many plans, for the plans seemed to be unfolding

themselves. Already, however, Terry was planning and think-

ing of further travels beyond the initial trip which they

were avbout to take., He longed secratly to go on to India as

coon as possible to meet Sai Baba, if possible, and to find

1f it were Baba who was ispeaking to him in his meditations.

fle began to thinl oP the possibility that he might have a

"curu' or teacher, and he wondereg if this were to be Sai Baba.
The ruidance was still very clear a2s it unfolded in his

conscliousness and it seemed to take the form best needed for

own manifestation.
't was the firm, clear nature of the pguidance that was the
primary cause now of a growing confidence in Terry. ¥With the
bulic of the worries of disposing of property behind him and
only now the uncertain, but unfolding, future ahead of him
nncd the family, Terry was able to listen with more faith to
whet emanated from within.

Iin the weeks at lorro Bay before the sailing date, the

Cnidance arew sbronger, grew into on instructional nattern.
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" the Voice began one evening

"Perry, listen closely.
while the family was all seéted watching television. This
wos one of the first times that.Terry could remember that
the Volce had spokén to him?so clearly outside of meditation
since ne had flrSulheard it in the truck, on the way back

rom the fishing trlp some nine months pvev1ously°-

"The circumstances in which each person lives are different
from every other persons, contrary to what we have concluded
from npearances; hence the! inaunctlon’ "Judge not, lest ye
be Jjudged., " Thls means that each person has a unique JOb
to do...each is at a dlfferent level or dimension even on
the physical dimension. You know from within yourself and
vour experiences that there is an 1nf1n1ty of dimensions or
levels. Xach person on his' own level can see only what 1sE
on his own level, except for one who can move into the other
levels at will. Xach must be judged on what he does in his
own level...or his own set of circumstances."

"You have told me I may ask questions. I will now ask one."
Terry almost surprised himself with his new confidence and
bold approaeh toward the Voice. "What about drugs...

: "

rijuana and mushrooms?! !

"Drurs, as you call them,!are in re371ty only natural sub-
stances which are. uued for spe01f1c purposes. They can be
used to accelerate or delav 'the - evoluflonary process, temp-
orarily and w1thln llmlts, of an 1nd1v1dual They are uoed
for the effect that they have on the lDleldUdl con501ousness
and the physical’ svstem, much the same as other uubstances,
neppermnint, thyme or bananusa Itawould be better to think

Fal

of the substances in the state they are used. If in the

natural state, such as marlguana or mushrooms, they are no

more harmful than the other' oubstances used in the*r natural
[

i
'

state. ‘ 11
"ut one must be very carefuL w1th tnem, for AJY substance
improperly used...even ba nanes9 +byme or penpermlnt, for
exmmples...can be harmful 1f 1mproperly usede Likewise,
for the use of naiuval ubstancee which alter the conscious-
ness. Jome can handle Lhe a'tered state, ‘and some cannot.
There ore reasons why the use of theee substances are so

nievelant in tho Westeﬂn wor¢d at thls tlme°
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"hat of the different levels of evolution...the ones I
saw at Duane's?"  Terry asked.

"T'here are many different levels of evolu*ion° You just
happen to be at th*u one now. Only few are aware that there

are obher levels than his own, but the number is growing.
"The problem arises when one is at a particular level and
crows attached to what 1is héppeninw at that level. ‘What-
ever you do, don't get ”1nto 1t"z and it w1ll not hold you
when it is time for you to move on. Each person knows with
certainty what he, needs or should do in “the set OL evolublon-
ary circumstances wherelp he,flndo himself, but we are prone

¢

to ignore that knowleoge 1n favour of what we want°

"When one ioregoe% what he would lﬂke to have 'in favour of
what he knows 1is beob for hlS own evolutlon, then he 1s
likewise favoured by the law of Grace, and the trauma which
he would otherwise suffer in transition from the movement
of level to level 1is llghtened

"PMhere are vibrations which penetrate throughout thls
irfinity of levels and there are thought wavesiwhlch ‘emanate
from each of us and can and‘do move through ali'these levels
and affect everything on those levels in some waJ° This
truth 1s me ollest to the ﬂlse man who knows that PRAYER IS
ACTTION, but the prayer of whlch we speak here 1s merely' the
actbion itself of mOVln? Lhose v1brat10ns by the mov1ng of
the thought waveo‘or will: 1n a concentrated and controlled
manner rather thaniin a naphazard manner when we are subjected
to the whim and fancy of a caprlclous mlnd which deals only
with those thoughtu whloh appea] to e 1y

“The Voilce that I hea rougwho ane yOU...where do you come
Tfrom?" Terry was growing boldero.@g ; ;}

"The Voice you hear 1is through @race.‘Let it be said now
only that it is a V01ce1aent1x>help you and guide you. As
ou have guilded oiﬁovs, SO now this V01oe!gu1dee,Jouo Man
helps those creetunes whlch follow him‘on;the eVOlu+ionary
scrle and so a man;who has learned eomethlnr of evolution
can help those others who follow hlm in such learning. Some-
times the help lb given by one who is occupylng a body just
a5 the one he helpo, and oomeflmeo that help is given by one
whio 1s not ocouDV1ng a Lodyq As all mystics know, there is
no death, only an 1nfln1tj of levels...all occupied by

neople, some in bodies auicome levels and some not.
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"Phere is likewise an infinity of souls as there is an
infinity of levels, all helping...or hindering...the process
of evolution. The key is when the soul or man becomes aware
thet only good thought, or what is often called prayer, is
what moves evolution forward. Upon becoming aware of this,
the enlightened man cannot but act accordingly. Only the
one who is not aware of such truth can continue or condone
such detrimental action. A?ter learning of such truth,
however, there is the possibility that one can déliberately
continue to engage in the préctices which hinder evolution,
but then this is part of the nature of free will. |

"As lower man refuoes to accept the truth, so will the
truth be kept from h1m and when he asks, and when he;can
handle it, then the obscurities are cleared away‘and man can
then behold the light.

"As knowledge increases in man, he becomes further aware
tirat the duality which he is must be eliminated until he
cen eventually become ONE., This is the differentiation
between the experiencer and. Lhc experience...the same, yet

separate; the Great Duality that must be overcome before
veallity and the Light may beiseen. This 1s true Surrender.

"sven after learning ofAthé existence of the levels of
evolution, still one must thén léarn the mechaniés of the
operation of moving into and out of those levels. One must
ve pure and able to handle ﬁhe force which operates in each

¥ ,

of us. : | : N

i

SR R
11y 1y,

Yhen the iorce became actlve 1n you at Duane's,. 1t was

loose, out of contrOL, 001ng up and down, sending you in and
out. Control of that force: 1s where True Knowleage is. One
learns to confrol this force as you have bpen learnlngoeoand
the first step io\to learn to ~F‘low with tne tream of evolu—
tion, for each daygeoeach mlnuteocolu v1rcually another level
from which we mus t!di engago before mov1nb on to the ‘next

level. If one will ]oox, he will see that it is all right in

Tront of him.

"But 1t 1s so hard to adwustogohard to learn how +o move
with that stream." The entlre dlalowue was proceedlnv inside
Terry's 'head" and the faml]y-was pomp*etely oblivious to
anvihing unusual happening, e cent:that Terry was furiously
taling notes from what was oeing said to him. Périodically
he would burst infto a broad;smlle,as a moment, of truth fell

| ; ! Pt '

! |
i : i



1o

1

upon him from what the V01ce was[tnlline himd
"The way to tune in and use the force and knowledge is to
WATCH, , .then ASK...and then RVOU Thus one gains his
guldance and knowledgeu Healing is done in this same manner
too. Healing can be done merely by thought...or prayer...
the touch is done mainly so that the ill person may focus on
something he can ‘relate to and hence be receptive;to the
force imparted to him by the psychic healer. He must be
able to relate on his own level as people. must be able to
relate to beuchers on their, level. i
"Still, the power can be mlsusedoouthere 1s an element of
free will Jnvolved Iven for heallng, the mlsuse may even :
be inedvertant,: Neealess to says .such 1ntontlonal mlsuse‘
removes the law of Grace° If the healing done is done only
by ASKING, then the healer 1s safe, but if he heals w1thout
asking he takes the chance of deallng with an affliction
which the 111 person ca rrled as a result of some | 1nev1tab1e
consequence that proceeds from actlon on his own part and
the healer must not over extend hls authorlty by|hea11ng
improperly thus depr1v1ng the afflicted person of the
opportunity to shed ‘this burden or 'karma’ byzhls.own
suffering." | T '% : o
"Tvolution must flow alongl;,all togetherooaand any
negative action or thought holds it backo,,or more Droperly
slows 1t down. The 1mpedence of bhe flow places in force
ertain otlons whlch must necessarlly brlne back Fo the
sender that whlch hes proceeded forth° .Vlrtually enjth;ng

that is unnatural acts in ‘this mahner, For example, much of

is on television is noticonduc1ve to the evolutlonary
process, for the stlmuLus prov1ded by the programmes and

o]
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ion cause s,an unnatural stvmulatlon to; the endocrine
flanos and hence an unnutural oonstion is set up 1n the
vody, created not by fhosc forces whlch were deslpned by
nature to evoke such rearflons, but by artificial stlmulﬂ
unnaturally creating this "r;eactl;onf-condltlon”° When the
condition of a natural reection with the endocrine glands 1is
sett up by a stlmuletlng sltuatlon found in nature, the flow
from the endocrine glands 1is proper and even; in the art1f1~
al situation, the flow 1is out of balanc,eo Thls is why
netural work...hard worneaowmll not harm a oerson for the

iy .;' : . : H ii
bidoe g o : i H
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conditions encountﬂred are natural Yogic practices are a
>Wcs~pr which czeates an cffcct which can balance the
endocrine system’ and correct at Least some 1f not all of the
unbalanced flow created or caused by the artificial stimuli.
The same 1s true of foodseclfoods in thelr natural state
lead to a balanced condltlon° Foods reflned in .an unnatural
state lead to _Lm"),alancea»| fﬂ ] ; : :
"When I was at buane’ ;” Terry nhanged the subgect ”I
cried to be brought back when I waq in the face oL the White
Iight. Was this wroﬂg’ T wa very ashamed. f ©
"No, it was the reactlon that you hould have nad Any o
other reaction would have been unna atural for you at that §
time, and 1in effect would have thrown negative stlmull 1nto
the universal cvolutlonary procecso 'As Clara told you,; :
'negative th1nklng slows: vo%v xarma'," : | | |
Terry could recall Clara,pa szchlc he had met at Indra
Devi's, tellingshim:v ”Too ﬁuch reyatlve uhlnklngo.oln you
...Slows your karﬁa”: ;n ' he rébrohen English ‘[i, fﬂ<iﬁ 5
"I am your guldviand Iwam here to help You. I ‘haveiled ydu

to the edge of the’ wauer of knowladge and let you tastei of

its quenching power,' Be sure to {use thls knowledpe well and

| ; i

"You will begin to notice!’ aroun d you an 1ncrease of people

wisely.

: i
who are coning aware. This 1s natura] and necessary by, the
evolutionary prodessooqbuilﬁ in to save humanity from itself.

You are by no means unloue,; Help when you canoegand you
will be given help‘when Jouinced 1t,

g i

The lesson waszoyer ; T roy was exhaustedc' He had taken
P! C : . . :
:ana nov 'was ready to transcribe

T
page after page ofinotes!
them into his journal. H qat ard looked at the telev151on,

hut he was watching 1nswae°g There was no more NOW..o.nls

friend was gone.:

2
i i

The following afuernoon, Terrj lay down for a nap on the
one of Lne back bcﬁroom% of the houseu' for a while

0
e slept and dreamed° Enean as hv lay there quletly, almost

censclous, he looked at fhe plctuwe on the wall of the room

where he was lying. He lay in a state of reverie, quiet ly9



half asleep, looking at the picture. Nothing unusual, until
he realized that;his eyes Were closeds He put his hand up
to his eyes and could 1ook§and see right through the hand.

He did this several leeo,lénd then with a stert became very
frightened and confused and snepped to consciousness.

"You just left your body'? Hargle said calmly. "It is not
30 unusual, but most Lcnerallj we are not aware of these
things, and they generally happen only at night. We often
call them dreamsi“ | '

"Seems like fhere might be some kind of warning.

"Come now,ocnaven 1 you been warned...many times?"

"I suppose so," Terry saldoonfeellnr a bit oheeplqho

= O ; !
== |

|

|

The day before the ship was due to sail, Terry was walking
on the heach, gquietly by hlmscWE, and in a flash he could
see the operation of the law of Grace and how 1t had affected
iim and others. ‘

"It doesn't change what happens to oneaoeonlyione's
attitude toward what happens," he thought. ”Thére are many
nroblems now in this countrﬁ..,meat shortage, gas shortage...
but I am not affected by those now. I don't use them. It
would seem that Qne who flo@s with the stream 1s guided to
use only those items which gre plentiful. This could explain
the growing spread of vegetérianism,,,the coming shortage of
animal protein. " Those who iisfen will have an easy time.
"hose who resist will have proolomgo

"But why some and not others??; Terry still had not re-
solved that question. ”WHQt governs the;questlon as to who
learns first and who l@arno J ter?! ' ,

Instantly he became awareiof the Voice, but it did not
spenit yet...much as one would feel the presence of someone

close behind. He stopped and looked out to sea...as 1if
s

Y1
L5

wailtlis for an answer. :

slowlw the Voice spoke, ouJeu1v.ab first...almost inaudibly.

Nefee. .. TUENM, o Tenn. oo | :

Perry listened tlosen. | ’

"Iphesians, ....twent y~one-uwcrLycoo
i
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It was more a concept than a series of words, but Terry
heard it. He hadnot read the bible, but he recognized the
quotation, he thousht, to be a biblical reference. He
vaguely remembered that there was a book called "ifphesians"
but he could not remember if it were in the 0ld or Hew
Testament. He hurried back to the house,

Fortunately there was a bible in the living room. He
opened to the index and fohnd Ilphesians in the New Testament.
Reading quickly through the pages he found the book, but
there was no chapter twenty—on . Nor was there a chapter
twenty. | l :' | ’

'unmm,,ctwenty—one twentJ,o.twenty—one twenty...two one
twentve . « TWO. » . ONE —~ TWE’\TTY.ooyeua”hummm°°°

"There 1s a chapter two. " v

There was a chapter two and there 1t was in front of him...
on the printed page.

"1 used to be just like you," Terry was mentally para-
bhresing Paul's words in his letter to the Ephesians, 'deep
in the muck and the mud. And I was lifted out of it, but
don't «et any funny 1aeas-}vit had nothing to do with what

1

vou have done. What has nappened to you has happened merely
because of Grace and not du? to your efforts.” i’

"o IT IS BY HIS GRACE YOU ARE SAVED, THROUGH TRUSTING
BIl: IT IS NOT YbUR OWN DOiNGn‘ If IS GOD'S CIFT, MOT A
REWARD T'OR VO K DOWL, THLRT 1S NOTHLNG TOR ANYQNE TO BOAST
OF..." R R i 3 I
t was the fir%f time that Tecry had heard of or seen the
passase. ﬂlmost as 1mportanu to him as what the words said
was the fact thaf the 01tatlon opce again authentlcated fox
him what was happening, and chipped away Jjust a little more

of the skepticism that rcmﬁlned
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CHAPTER 22. P
SATLING DAY : It had reali& arrived, and Terry and his
family boarded the ship for'fhe three wekk trip across

the Pacific Ocean to a new nome°

Prom Los Angeles to San Tranc1sco and then ‘Vencouver
and Honolulu, Fiji, and New Zealand: a complete holiday
for the family, but for Terry a time of adjustment.

He could not enter the festivities, for he found that
the one thing that the forcé§'or "shakti" as he was coming
to know "her" nowy would not‘tolerafe was immoderation. It
demanded a barely suff1c1ent dlet, more than sufficient
sleép, and very llttle conversatlono Terry found that if
he partook even Jjust SIightly more than seemed reasonably
sufficient at a meal, he felt the effects of the discomfort
for hours.

"When it speaks, there is nothing you can do about it.
~There is no question that it is in control.” He could
remnember 7ona's ‘words well,

"Learn to work with her," Mérjie had sald. "Speak
sweetly to her..be f“iends,"%

Terry became very eager to move on to whatever was next.
He wanted the development to be complete so that he could
work with the shakti; he wantéd so to be able to obey the
every command, but he had difficulty in the interpretation.

“he worl of the 'shakti was not suspended with the time
of the sailing. It continﬁe@ and in some ways it was
increased. Many days, Terry%wbuld sit for hours ét a time
on the deck watching the wavéé roll endlessly, forcing
hin to relax and adjust. :HelwouTi arise early and go to
the Lookout Deck for asanas nd meditation.

On one particular dav, tne medxtatlon seemed significant
in comparison to most days when it seemed that the sitting
was merely a duty that: Terry‘mubt perform to allow the
force to have time to work. ;én this day he found that
h- was able to start at fhe ﬁojnt of consciousness that
appeared Jjust as he closed: hl eyes and then to move in the

spectrum of inner time andfspace much as he had when he had
noved back toward birth and thon forward in time and

) DACE .
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This time, the sound which ‘hed appeared in his ear on
the night he lay across the bed in Morro Bay seemed to
grow and as he listened to it he could feel that the source
of the sound was at a point which he could not reach. He
followed the sound into matter and then back through the
matter, finding that the vibration was all that holds the
natter together. '

“ie're all just vibrations..nothing but vibrations ¥
He accepted the thought as iﬁ passed before his inner eye,
"hen the last particle’ of métter,disappears, only the
sound is left. That is wﬁy Wyou know that you've just
never been.' " i
"When I realized thatLI could think myself
right out of existence, I thought 'I don't
know i1f I really want to do that'®, and then I
realized who had said that thought: and he knows
he is dying...the same one who did not want to
go into the Light...who begged to come back."

il
O
4

There were an increasing nﬁmber of signs and signals
that were appearing in Terry:énd around him to make him
take notice of the; events that were happeninp to;him°

On the day that they had salled uhere once agaln
appeared vibhutti: on the taso}e of Tr acy s*]apamalaoeu
just after she had set*led 1nto her cabln, she had come
to him. , : .

"Look Dad...it's done it agaln, She held up the mala
for Terry and Sharon to see.,I Evcn Sharon could not 1gnore
the minor "miracles" that We#e‘hoppenlngo She had to
recognize them, 'ﬁi . :

ZSech time that the VLbhnttlxwould appear on the tassle
now, it was customary for them to have a colebratlon of

some sort, for they now Look 1t ao a sign that they had
done something "right" or had accepto somcthlvg that
had been arragged uccordlng to some unseen plan that they
were following. i@ |

flmost every day now Terry'@ould smell the sweet aroma
which emanated from his beard or around him. More then
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roses, it had a hint of jasmihe, but even that possibility
was remote in the middle of fhe Pacific Ocean, and so he
accepted 1t for Jjust what 1% wac a pleasant fragrance.’
Terry noticed also that as: the days went by, he felt
increasingly acceptlng and happy in solitude and needed
the company of other people less and less. The sound of
volces which once was normal and bearable to him now became
very loud and abrasive. At first, it disturbed Terry for
he could not seem to adjust to it, then he found that it
was not only the voices but the noise and sound: he
was becoming more and more sensitive to the noises around
him. . 3 |
In a flash he could see théf the sound sensitivity was a
natural consequence of the 1ﬁcreased sen31t1v1ty that he
was feeling and oxperlen01ng w1th1n himself. | :
"I just don't nee d Dcople any more," Zona had said to him
one day. "It's not that I don't like them; I just don't

need them," ‘ H? .

Tt was not Terry's intentién to become. anti-social or
asocial, but he was beglnnlng to feel an' increasing kinship
with Zona and Duane. Thelr words would come back to him
often and he could feel their presence° : v

Not =11 the experiences he!was having were pleasant. .0On
one particular occasion théréioccurred the threat of a

roblem which Terry had not seen before. |

It was on an evenlng when Terry and Patrick had gone to
the deck to be alone tovether‘ Th@rhad watched the sun go

down over the water and Patrick had fallen as leep in Terry's

,\)

arns. Terry felt a great love for Patrick and sat there in
the peace of the outpouring of that love for sometime. He

and the girls had smoked a JOlnb earlier Jjust after dinner,

oR

and the euphoria of the llft was carrjlng him along nicely.
s he closed his eyes and nodded Terry could hear a

voice speak to him and he llstened closely, as he always

did. As 1t began to peaA, Terry con801ousness llfbed

and a wave of bliss whisked tnroagn his bodyoaoat flrst,

2 rush...then a conctart 1lﬁu50f bl1 Sew.an extreme well

being, 5 ?‘3 : |
WPHIS IS COBMIC CONSCIOUS NTQSQ' the voice announced.



"YOU ARE NOW TO BE GIVEN som GRPAT POWERS !" |
Terry listened quletly, but there was sonethlng abou the
voice which did not sit “lght w1fn Terrya He knew that
there was something dlfferenp° It was not soft and gentle
a2s it had been. éf 0 s
In an unprecedented moment. of darlng, Terry challenged

the voice. ii; I' _ .I ﬂ |
"I don't believe you." He' was now very susplclous of!

the tone and the feel of the v01ce, and he! Brew: confused

and frightened, but then remembered the ! protectlve'mautra

z

that Zona had Ulven ~him and he began to! rec1fe 1t' .
"You nust llstcn to me, for if you do not9 Freat ha}m
will come to you." the v01ce went on, jT
Now terry knew thaf this was not the voice tnat he head
followed before, and as he contlnued the r901tatlon of
the protective mantra, the vomce .ad begun to fade away
and “he waves of peaceful bllSo rcturned, The sarcesm of
the voice, its 1nolstence, and demanding quallty were. not
characteristic of what Terry had been used' to hearlng w:Lth:Ln°
Then he remember%d Mataals warnlng to the group at the
seminar about the’ uplrlts Lrom the darker 51de who always
watch for an open;ng £6 %ake advantage of and in which they
can manifest their mischief. :EEhe had confirmed the mantra
for protection and enjoined fhem to use it if anj question
arose. C ‘ ! |
Mataji had mentioned that she too had encountered these
apirits and that they could éppeaf‘at the leastaexpected
times, and that the time when:theﬁ had appeared the strong-
est was at the place where it would be least expected.u,at
a very high. holy temple in Indlao She said it was her firm
conviction that they would cJ:tack when least expected but
that 11 challenged by one who suspocted them for what, they
vere, they could not stand the light and would GLSSlpaLEo
dat was even more alsturblng to Terry was a realization
that the tone of the undesirable voices was probably in
fact a reflection and return of the tone of a quality
within himcelf that he found to be‘undesiréble out which
would surreptitiously creep to the fore and strike a blow
for its own existence and power when he was most unaware of
it. He was to learn much lmter tha this is a function of

the mind against which much p;eoautlon must be taken and,
5 ! ¥ ! p i



that protection here is most essential. How this protection
wes to be built took a lonp'time to learn.
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Terry would learn that the’ ‘undesirable aspects or influences

are most attracted by a receptlve mind...one which has dev-

eloped or is developing an unreulluflc and inflated idea

of its own importance and.lni?luenceu ‘This Terry had -

encountered within himself 6n many occasions, almost inev-

it”bly feeling that there were something "special" about
inself because of what was banpenlpg to him.

How, as he sat there with Patrick on his lap, he could
watch the fear subside, and could see that the fear was in
essence a fear of se]f—destructlon, for with increased real-
ization of the true Self, +here is an element of the self-
being with which we:identlfy whlch fears its own destruction
end annihilation by the very procecs of increased knowledge
which it seeks. i : ] & B

This flash was to unfold w1tn tlmeg but this occasibn
was the first that Terry had secured a so0lid look at it,
and he did not like it; but‘%here was nothing he could
do about 1it. | i

7Zona had spoken of this phanomenon, and she had not been
=entle with Terry when the subaect needed to be brought up .

"You're getting too big for your britches. Who do you
think you are anywa?” Do ydu?think you are the only one who
knows anything?" Aona would blast eway at any feeling of
self~-1mportance that had crept forward in Terry's bhoughto

He would recoil and feel llke snarling back at her that
she should mind her own bu51n§su, but then he would see

21

12T

C“'

it was the part of him which wanted snarl that was the

C'i'

art to which she spoke, and'when it was exposed by her

"J

cﬁallenge, he could watch it ‘then w1ther away, and he would
cprow ashamed that he allowedthls fee11n¢ of self-importance
i i
to rrow at all. :

Dusne had important words as well. "Beware of the 'messiah-

syndrone', he cautidned Terry the day after Terry had taken
his cosmic "trip". g"There is%a great fendency to take

this in the wrong liéht and té feel that one has beenl
"chosen' for some extra—ordinéry duty to: save mankind.
Such is not the case. What yéu are given is merely the

ahility to do a job...just like anyone else. Be careful "
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D Eoy ;
It was just such a staﬁe{qf mind of self-importance that
had crept into Terry's cdnédiouspess and he could now, in
retrospect, ewamlne it, He knew that its very existence was
what had aturacted the influences whlcn had mdﬂlfested them-
selves as the v01ce which he had heard that peaceful nlght
but he did not in fact learn of their true nature untll nuch
later. : !: f Pl | B
The danger which they presented amounted to the possibility
that, if one will Dbut allow such/an influence of one's own
mind to gain but a slight loothold<on one's consclousness,
that the devastatlon tnau Jt can‘thus wreak may do con51der—'
able damage to the splrltuar stature of the individual.
Constant vigilance, he could see, was essential. _
It was 1in conc%rn for Jusq such problems that Terry longed
for a teacher who could guide him competently and in whom-
Terry could place his trust and unfllnchinﬂly stand beside
in complete protection. Th% dangers 01 indiscriminate '
attempts to gulde oneselfl 1n such matter became ev1denL.
The prospect cauged Terry: much angulsh, almost to Lne p01nt
of paranoia as Those prospegts would ramlfy and dluplay
themselves before hlS 1nn°r consc10usness° The fear of
Tollowinpg such a devious path caused him to assume, at times,
= stoete of inaction and thls, he knew, 'was almost as danger-
ous, for such a state was it's own spawning ﬁround for further
lansers 1nclud1ng the susnlclon that could Trow of all
culdance, DOSolbly push¢ng one into an 1nvoluntarJ sta be of
catatonia ‘ ' L-

itow there was no teacher near save the one who spoke from
within. Terry apbreciatedfhow close to the line the thoughts
would ride if he did not keeb a check on them. He listened
closely for any advice that was given, and applied his
~reatest discrimination to it, and then could do nothing but
rct accordingly. ‘ i

l'e was now learning the true importance of the meaning of
the verse, the citation to which had been quoted to him on
the beach. ' He tnew that 1t was the Grace alone on which he
nad to rely, for there was no one else about to ruide him,

and he dare not stop, look back, or analyse what was happen-



Terry was very disturbed by wnat had happenéd and the
tone of the voices that he n ad oh&llenged° He felt confused
by the tone of the conversatlon and the sarcastic, caustic,
mocking nature of the voices. As he had been told that he
micht have the answer to a questlon,‘Tcrry asked in hlS
meditation what had happnnpd° b

"...It was confirmed to me that the tone of the

volces I heard was in facﬁ a reflection and return of

the tone of my own inner attitude. This is perhaps

one of the most shocking developments I ve experienced,

but it 1s perfectly loglcal and: manlfest It must

be this way if every*hlnv else is Lruly as it has been

shown to me: we reap as, we sow. In hort I saw myself

and I am not very pleased wwbh what T saw°

There were other problemS‘that were be@lnnlng to bother
Terry as well as seeing his own faults and defects. As he
watched the family enjoyinggthelr crulse aboard snlp, he
longed to join their fun orasome kind of fun. Candy and
Beth were enJoylng the ooys‘of the crew and some of the
Acapulco Gold they had smuggled aboard into their quarters'
n tko crew deck. Sharon was trying to exhnust her endless
interest and passion for brldge and she had found a partner
who shared her obsession. TheJ would 51t for hours at a
time playing and drinking.

'erry could neither play ﬂor drink. Tracy and Patrick had
found their friends and were ‘gone around the ship most of
che time. 1In a word, Terry%felt:lonelyﬂ The experiences of
the family were precious to?Terr& and he longed to join in,

that was not to be. He{searched the eyes of the others

%

on board for a svmpathctlc heartoooone who maybe had shared
eriences, bUb found bh?t there tasino oneito whgm he

could relate. o L b 1
e tried to find solace Ln[medltatlon, put ended up oply

confronted by his own faults and}manlfestatiOn'of his ego.
",...0ne could alsoc bhe warned, it would seem,. of the
SUPERIORITY SYNDRCME...'I Know' it sayss..'I Know I\!ore
Than Others'...at Ieast‘I}%ee its presehce9 but seelng
1t 1s very painful. This:hornﬁng I felt pangs of

. | . )
jealousy, envy, desire. I wanted t do it for them.
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"There was a deéire to disp]ay HOW MUCH I YNOW?aﬁd

HOW GREAT I AM...and there was a desire of how they
should stand in awe of a]l I KNOW. ..

what rubbish.

I am lonely. I long for a findfed soul of like interest

: N
and experience. The ewoldles hard 1t does not want to

give up. But I will win (HA there it’ is again.)
-e«1t 1s becoming 1ncreas;ngly manifest from whence comes
insanity." ‘ K E 'f ‘ |

5o many activities were Jlmlted for TQTPJ now. Not only .
did he not feel welcome in the activities of the family and
could find no one else on bpard to share thoughts with, he
found that he could not evé@ drown his sorrow. One evening
while Sharon was playing bridge qnd the children were goneu
Terry decided to have some ! beero“ He drank two and one half
~lasses and felt as if he had over done it. He felt so very
strange. ' ' .

"In the past I've often dfunF that much before lunch...

sometimes before BR.AK?ﬁST |

fut the reasons for his reutrnc Sive llfestyle were soon
to become evident, and he was very relieved that he had not
indulped in more detrlmentﬂl activity.

/hen they had been at sea'for almost two weeks, one morning
Terry awoke at about 5:15A, M Wrb?ﬂed the sunrise and then'’
went into meditation for almost one and a half hours. At

irst he had some dllllculty concenbratznr and cbnt*eiﬁg but
ne then found peace and bebun to rise hlghcr and go deeper.
fn he begsan Lo concentrate all the available energy in his
spine, there began .a pressure ahdve fhe roof of his mouth
Just to the rear of the Jump-01 the hard palate. he‘could
feel the forces begin to drqw Logether up from the bottom
o’ the spine...upwards, and now down from the top as well

hen & new phenomenon occurxed. Terry's throat began to
tirhten up and close. At first it weas only slight, but then

1t continued as if in waves of energy that would close the
shreat and allow it to open. o]L&ntly in a huWQQtlng undulat-

inﬁ rhyitnm, and as the COD%LFJCulOD ocecurred and the forces

from above and below met, hn would enter an orgasm of bliss

in his comuv¢ouoﬁesq that could last only briefly because of



The intensity. The bliss he felt was indescribable.
"A person could not handle it for too long...and
after a few second%, perhaos seven Lo ten secondS...
it subsided, and my Jjoy and bllss broke forth in
tears...and I came out.” |
He was stunned. He got up and walked out of the cabin
and down the stairs to a lower deck. As he rounded a turn:
in the stairs, he could feel the throat beginning to tighten
amain, and he stopped at thé bottom of the stairs and Jjust
stood there. _‘ i _
lie braced hlmself, and said "I am ready." He did not know'
iust for what, but he readied himself as best he could. Then
'erry's throat fl]lea w1bh,energj and force and began to
close. He thought fnat perhaps it was the dynamic centre of
the throat opening...he and Zona had discussed it many times,
as she had experienced it. ﬂ
l{e sat down for a moment, trylng to relax the rl“ldlty of
expectation and antlclpatlon, He felt he should get some
fresh air and rose to go outs:Lde° He sat down in a deck
chair and his throat got thlcker and heav1er w1Lh the same
pressure that seemed to be ‘related to the pressure he often
felt now above the top of the nose...in the area'of the cen-
tre of the eyebrows. | i
|

At this time, Terrﬁ's tongue involuntarily, it seemed, or
voluntarily with a2 mind and intention of its own, began to
curl back along the roof of hls mouth, mov1n with the
Lightening of the throgt.,,mov1n", resting...moving, restlng
-..with the waves of the mo?;on qnd.energy. As the tongue
stretched to reach the throat it began to break: the thin

embrzne of skin that held 1L to the bottom of the mouth
cavity. The tongue was, il seemed, on a mission of its own

o

sipn, searching the throat now for something, moving as a

a
©

serpent might wave ltb headoaoto and fro,,,poklng and
searching the throat. Tcrry could do nothing but sit and
ovserve from within, his eyes closed and all concentration
on this strange event.

In a flash Terry connected what was happening with some-
thing thet he had read. He!remembered now that this occurred
Irequently with yogis of the Eest, but he had not paid enough
attentlion to the matter when he reed it for he felt that the

nossibllity of its occurrence with him was so remote that he
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could not see the  importance of studying it. Now to have
it happening to him, here, in the midst of peopie moving
on 21l sides of him, seemedieven more incredible.

What disturbed him most aé the tongue climbed higher and
higher in the throat was tﬁat his breathing had 211 but
stopped. This in itself did not cause concern, for it often
approached this point in meditation, but now, he knew that
1f he had to breath, he WOULQ nave dliflculty as the tongue
was causing the 6pening in the throat to become smaller and
smaller. é ‘ ‘ ‘

lie remembered }éading that at this point panic could cause’
suffocation, for the tonguéjwas on a mission that would not
be aborted or shortened until it had completed its search
and found what 1t was 1ookiég for. He relaxed: he had no
choice...he had to relax. Tension now could lead to death.
i'orr some time there was no breath...Terry did not know for
how long, but he did know that it was much longer than he
could normally hold his breath at will.

Then the tongue began to lessen its activity. It had
brolken the membrane now and the tip had reached the upper
nasal chamber as it had climbed higher and higher in the
throat. The tongue came back into the mouth and began to
relax and rest as il it too alone were exhausted from 1ts

venvure.,

took a deep breath,‘and relaxed. He was perspiring

his eyes still c]o sed, and now his breathing was
heavy. His hands gripped the edge of the chair. He opened
nig eves. A lady, an olderhlady; with a cane and a big

not was walking by. Ohe no&dedﬁyo the man seated on Terry's
left and then looked at Terry.

"2 beautiful day today," she squeaked. "You certainly
have a good seat there,‘ and she hobbled on down the deck.

Terry smiled, and his nd.racod back and forth between
the two worlds...the one of saumlng chaos within and the one
o ohlivious insanity without.

As soon as Terry had recovered his composure and strength,
the throat began to tighten apgain and the tongue started to
move toward the bacl of the throat. This time Terrv vas
ore prepared. He knew now;;thﬂt 1f the entire session was

11

he had only to sit guietly and calmly and

To he repeated,



stay relaxed, for the entire motion was for the largest part
automatic. He took a deep breath while he still was able
and then relaxed calmly baclk into the chair. Control of the
hody he found was important at this point and all that he '
had learned with Zona's patient teaching was paying off for
he could relax at will, completely, and watch.

flow long it toolk for the repeat of the sequence, Terry did
not: kmow, but 1t was over soon and the tongue was replaced in

the mouth. Terry detected the unmistakeable presence of the

"Be ready for this at any ‘time," it said to him. Terry
nodded to his unseen companion. :

Terry arose and started back to the cabin, and the entire
matter again repeated itself as he stood on the stairs, hold-
ingz onto the railing. By now he was becoming used to 1it,

and could control the relaxation. When it was over, he went
on to the cabin, and collapsed inte his bunk for a few
minutes and then got up and fixed his morning cup of pepper-
mint tea.

"Guess there's no need to get excited about such things,”
“lerry thought to himself...smiling at the irony. "Seems they
are zoing to happen with or without my permission.”

Through the day and into the night there was periodic
2ctlvity of the tongue and the tightening of the throat,
hut Terry took less ﬂnd 1ess notice of it for the action was
not so intense as it had oeen the first time.

The next morning, ne qwoxe at four-fifteen and lay: quletly
on his bunk. He nlaced bbe concent -ation for meditation and

immedintely the mind bevan a'

trariscendence using the mtnd
as a lifting nechanleﬂnuorlght before his inner eye.

here appeared to be a ouostantla] amount of enorgy behlnd
the 1ifting of the mind andicono,lousness rose as it had on
other occasions to the area 1¢f stars and: cloudless black sky
bevond surface conuclousneog; P
"I became obvious then that slipping in and out was
relatively easy w1th praviiceﬁ and the negative emotions
that might be plaﬁulng one could be turned on and off at
will. The ego dlesindrdooalt grabs every handle and
twists. I the oyeé can slav open with the mind in

this consclousness, and bang this consciousness' to



the level of everyday living, then it would seem that
the ezo could he ntrolled...the conscious mind can be
used as a po&itive tool."

Then the higher state of consclousness was taken from him

almost as quickly as 1t had appeared and Terry came to see
that such matters were beginning to follow a pattern.

Often now, especially since the first time in Morro Bay
when he had lain on the bed and watched his consciousness
soar into that heaven withip, Terry had observed different
states of altered consciousness within which had appeared
voluntarily or, at least, wﬁthout any visible reason or
effort on his part except that he had made the effort to
"be there" in meditation when the time came each day...
always early morning, and at least once or twice more durlnv
the day, usually noon and sundown. These states would come
and go, and he found that try as he might, he could not
return to them by any amount of effort or inner trickery

on his part. Indeed, he could not even find where they
were inside let alone get back to them, but when one of
them would be shown to him agailn, there would be no doubt
to him that he had been thefe before, and often, he would
find that the previous state would now become a "jumping-
oft" place to move on to anﬁther state beyond what he had

1
i

evperienced before. ©So far, however, there had been little
explanation from the Voice or inner guidance of any kind as
to what these.exfraordinary’experiences meant or how he was
to return to them, if in fact he was, or for what they vere
to be used. ! | ?i |

Terry knewy now he Gas notﬁin control of what was happening
ille days were fllled with Lonely “oredom on one hand only
to have 1t unexpectedly 1nte rupted by an intense experience
of some kind or other, and thus his days were filled for
the voyage. ! ;

i between times, Terry would sneak a glass of beer or he
would slip out to a hidden part of the deck and quickly and
surreptitiously steal a few hits on a joint énd:then wallk
the decks in & euphoric Staté that would help him while
away the hours, hopiﬂg that %he time gspent thus would not

. | 5.
collide with some super-traumatic eyperience such as when



the tonpue had bespun its movemenit. Fortunately Terry was
spared such an occurrence, and he knew that Zona would be
worried 1f she knew.

A3 the ship approached the Auckland Harbour and the
~reenery. of New Zerland, Terry felt it best not to push his
luck, if luck it wes, any further with either the immutable
force which now worked within him or with the harbour
customs authorities. It was a2 hard decision to make, but

0

Q]

walked to the rail on that morning, looked fondly at the
creen dried vegetation rolled up in the plastic bag and the
1ittle can of seeds which he had planned to plant, and in a
cesture of extreme self~control and sacrifice consigned the
last of his grass to the sea.

Terry knew that the time had come to quit using it, and
ne Telt relieved when it was gathered by the wind and laid
~mently on the water below. Another phase behind him, he
turned away knowing that he would not use it or any other
drus srain., What he was experiencing far transcended any
cinerience that could possibly be produced with them. He
wallked toward the front of the ship, looked out over the
water to a new lend and a new life.

That morning they docked in New Zealand.
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CHAPTER 2%, |

For two weeks Terry and the family drove through
¥

Iew Zealand and from Norfh‘to South, from Auckland to south

=+

of Christchurch searching for the place they were to settle.
It was a time of mixed Leﬂiznco, emotions, and actions; for
Terry it was a happy time to have his family together in a
vlace where he had longed to bring them for so long. TFor
the children it was & time of discovery, adventure and
rluch amagement, butb for Sharon it was a difficult time.

She had fallen and 1nJured ner spine on the ship and she was,
in pain most of the time, %
Before arriving in New Zealand, Terry had secured positions
in two different locations as a Tarm wbrker, a vocation which
was now close to his heart with all the work he had done on

the ranch in California.

When they finally reached the farm in the South Island where
Terry had been offered employment, it appeared to be the
verfect location for them. There was a brick home, ccmplete
with the fireplace and a garden already planted, free fire-
wood, meat, milk and an acceptable wvage. The peace of the
Station was tangible; it seemed to roll off of the foothills
of the Southern Alps whlcn one could see in the distance,
pushing their unow-capped tops high into view. For three
davs thev pondered their decision. It was so tempting to
stop, and stay there out in the country, but it was not to
ne So. ,

“"You don't belonr here," Mrs G. said after they had been
there for three days. "You have too much to offer. You
rmist ge on.” She and her husband owned the Station, and
she was speaking to the entlre family.. 'You all have too
nuch energy...there will be cnose who need it.

¥ith her help, they loaaeajeveryunlng back onto the rented
van and headed north aga 1n,Jbut this time the excitement had
waned, and it avpeared that they were golng backwards...the
adventure had come to an end. Before they had left however,
rrs G. had suggested sone suburbaﬁ or outlying towns near
Christchurch and it was in one of these that they finally
found a house, but not before they had spent a week crowded

into a motel; a week in which reality began to dawn anew.
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It became abruptly painfully apparent that reality was
reality no matvter how relative and no matter where on earth
one might be and the family entered a time of adjustuent
which would occupy many months.

Tor a stert there was schocl for the children to face...
real school, an experience tnal they had been spared for an
entire year, having attended, or more correctly, participated
in, the alternative or free school in California. TReality
for them took a strong jump from the alternative school to
+he strict and conventional school system of New Zealand;
1011l they seemed to adjust well and accepted the best of
noth: what they hod seen and experienced and what they were
now enteringe., For Hharon it was a different matter.

"T don't know if I can handle it." she was distant. "It's
iust not 'home' to me, I am beginning to wonder if life with
vou will ever be anything close to normal.'

Terry, too, was confused. Whatever 'normal' was he felt
+hat he had not seen it for some time. He had, of course,
not been able to tell Sharon what had transpired in his head
on the boat and in the past weeks; there had been very little
close communication between them. Now that gap seemed to be
widening, for, with the adjustment to a new life in a new
countrr, Sharon had little time or energy to listen to
“errvy tell about his s%range experiences.

This he understood, and hé could see that all they could
do for the present time waQ%to strike what he hoped would be
n "happy" middle path of mutual concern and conside ration,

but Terry too was growing more sensitive. This was the first

time that he had been forcea to live in such close quarters
with anyone. In the ranch hou“o there had been plenty of
roon...cven in Morro Bay, he was gone so.much that he did

not have to take note of the close proximity of otner people.
Yow, however, they were all Ln a relatively amall’ space and.
the cigarettes that Sharon chSUantly smoked were growing
very heavy to Terry. When he tried to mention them, Sharon
houcht he was criticizing her and she would become caustic,
and Terry would, in turn, lose his self-control as well.

The effort needed for pbyulcul adjustment left little time
for Terry to spend 1nalde and the sensitivity he had gained

in his meditative practices waﬁ being overshadowed by the
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crosser vibrations of the physical world. Thé demands made
upon him caused his physical energy to be drained most of
the time, and when he did:find time and could try to enter
meditation, he usually found himself fast ssleep. He began
to lose interest in all that was happening around him as the
time in meditation became less and less: without that inner
strength, there was no need or use for the outer strength.
Mow that they had arrivéd, what was going to-happen? Terry
nondered the question. He was not well organized° They
had a house, but it was oniy for a short time. The country

’

wa2s where he should be, he knew that, but it was not as
~lamorous &s it had appeareé when he had first visited it
some elghteen months previoﬁsly° There was a housing short-
age, and they were without transportation. Terry.had no
support except what the family had saved from the
sale of the property and some small monthly income. He
tried to keep everyone happy and it cost him his own
equilibrium in the process.

letters grew very heavy very fast, and Terry knew that
some actlon was necessary. For sometime, he and Sharon had
occupied separate bedrooms, and now Terry knew 1t was time
for them to occupy separate spaces inside their heads so that
e could remaln his balance for without that strength and
balance he knew that all would be lostocoinside and out.
He beran sleeping long hours to recover his ﬁhysical strength
arising early in the morning to restructure a méditative
level for‘inner'étrength, then returning to his sléeping
bag which he had piaced inlé corner of the upper‘level of
the house away from everyone and, the activity of the family.

slowly, the adjustment beéan to take shape, Terry began to
“ecel hils independence growing. There was little communica-
“ion between Sharon and Terry now, and it seemed that this
Feliped her to find strength within herself,

In the neantime, a newspaper reporter haed gotten word of
Ter»y's arrival in the country and was interested in doing
& story on the shift of lifestyle and country that the
femily had made. '

In response to the article, Terry;began to receive calls

-
]
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some letters from prospective students. He organized a
p y .

%)

Prtho Yora class programme and began to teach small classes

-
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on a weekly basis. He and Candy decided to prenare some
crafts to take to theflocal Craft Market; she had become
very efficient in Maciame and Terry, before leaving the
States, had acquired ﬁle toois to make leather condals.

As they all became busier they all became happiler 1ife

started to have some meaning once agalin as the confusion
abated. Terry began ﬁd spend more time inside. 1t had been
some weeks since he héd received any instructions and now

he found he would try to patiently wait for the time when he
would find once again that he would ve told whai to do. i
did not have to wait long. .

One morning; as :he sat quietly in his little room albter
doing his asanas, his attention directed inwned, the Voice
spoke to him, much to his delight:

"Direct your pgaze between your éyebrowsequand concentrate.
Mow meditate on vour throat, andibegin to withdraw the energy
from the left leg...now the righf leg...and the arms...and
the body...directing the energzy into the spine...concentrate
. esothe spine..."

"As I followed the directions that were ziven %o

me I perceived the converging circles of enerny

that I had seen before in months past, and they

seemed to be going faster and to be more concen-

trated than before...faster and faster until I

seemed to break through into a field of pure. white

light...not bright, but soft...floating...floating.

No more waves of colours or circles, but merely soft

white light...nothing but clear light."

"You can hear me more clearly now." the Voice was right
beside Terry now...very clear and close. '"How, Urile a deeg
breath."

N~ " o ! A=, +- 14 v + & l [al 3 Ve, £
As Terry toock tne »ath as directed, he felt o surmpe of

energy, and as the waves of colour and enersy had re-

appeared and begun to obscure the white lignt, so they
then begen o dissipate again with the deen breath bringing
energy to the spine.

Terry was seated so that the sun was shining on his up-~

turned face as it broke through the clouds and iLis warmbh

AR

added to the ener;y that was now coming from the breauvh.
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"'he energy ifor this movement that you have experienced
comes from the sun, the breath, and the retained sexual
oneTriY...all providing the encrey for the force to climb
and work.™
"o the Voilce spoke I seemed to float in and cut of
the uation which was so very peaceful. As I would

loat in to the white light with a surge of energy

{coming from the concentration as instructed)

f@ellng of total well being engulfed my body."

“he Volce continued: "You must bhe able to come here at
will., This is the level from which we will work now. You
must sit for meditation at least twice a day and learn to
come here at will. 8Sit quietly and say to yourself: 'I
can come here anytime I wish. I need only to sit quietly,
relax, direct my gasze between my eyebrows, pull all energy
inte my splne, and meditate on the throat.! At this level
you can ask any question you want and receive the answer...
only one thing: be absolutely certain you want to know and

ced the answer before you ask the question."

is Terry moved with the energy, he could float into the
wvaves of energy and it would invariably bring him into a
state of bliss.

his phenomenon continued for three days at each meditat-
ion, and Terry could feel himself growing stronger each day
25 the confidence gathered, but with each pa551ng day it

hecame more and more dlfflcu for Terry to enter that
state. He would'follow thegpr0cedure that he had been

taurnt, but the effects seemed to be coming weaker and weaker
ther than stronger.

it was no longer able to enter the state at will, and he
bepan to suspect that the first occesions of entering the
bliss had in fact been a gift to instruct what was ahead of
hinm and the nature of the work that he had to do within him-
sl |

Cecasionally he would feel the rush of energy up the spine
snd Tloat through into that peaceiul white light, but now it

requiring more ond more wor each day.

There secemed to be a delloaj, valance that needed to be
meintained for Terry to reach the state of bliss that would

3

cone wnen he had floated through into the white light, and
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»lance required energy which now was appearing to ebb.
e could see that his next step was to find the bhalance and
to tap the source of that enersy, for now that he had seen

this beautiful "space" he would not be happy or satisfied

until he was in fact able to go there "at will%. He knew
now that the first few times had been a gift,; and now that

he must move to find how that will was to be exercised.

le considered fasting to clean the body and refine its
vibrations, but the food intake had increased to' such a
level that there was a great resistence to such an idea.
“hen he began to cut down on the food intake, the physical
energy would become even lower and it was even harder for
him o move into heditation.at all let alone into that space
of Dbliss.

Perry further found a drain of enerpgy when he would engage

in nhysical love-making with Sharon. This presented a
nroblem, for, even though such activity was seldom now, still
tliere wns that obligation and duty on his part.
"You are a householder and will remain so for a while. With
+het are certain duties and obligations", Zona had said.
There must be some balance...some compromise...Terry knew
...and he knew that it was his immediate concern to find
that balance, for he could not believe that he would be given
such instructions to move iﬁto that beautiful space if it
were impossible to do so now...in his present circumstances.

e heceme determined to find out how it was to be done.
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The memory of the anguish and the apgony which Terry had

suifered in the early days of the opening of his sezrch had
left him. Lven now in lhe relative safety of the new

home that he had worked so hard to find, the reverberations
in his consclousness were mighty, for those early exper-—
iences had undermined a solid self-confidence which had.
crown strong in theearly years of his life, and by the
constant struggle against the pain and pressure of impend-
ing insanity, Terry's equilibrium had been slowly eroded
until he had found the help from Zona and Indra Devi.

During the days that he had spent at Indra Devi's, Terry
had seen other people struggling as he had struggled, and
vhen the opportunity had arluon that he might help in some
small way, he was eager to do so even casting aside all
caution to the point of self-sacrifice, for he knew that
the only thing worse than the pain of such a sacrifice was
the pain of the loneliness and the depression which could
set in when one did not even know for what it was that he
mic “ht be looking.

It was such an attitude that caused Terry to presume that
one who was in such a condition as he had found himself
come years earlier would certainly desire and accept help
if 1t were offered. He had forgotten his own skepticism
of the early days, and althdugh it still remaLned in some
wavs, it now concerned more the "how" of what was hanpenﬁn
to his consciousness and hié'own ability rather than the
“whot and why". At least he knew that sometﬁing was happen-—
ing and that he was not alone. :

Fe nlso assumed that anybﬁe would be eager%xyhelp another
vho had found hiﬁse]f in thé agonies that Terry had suffered,
and the thought hcd not occqrrod to him that one...anyone
... might want to hinder the help that one mig sht be able to
offer in such a sitvation; ﬁut that thought was soon to
cross his mind, in a very forceful way; for one day only
month or two after he had arrived in New Zealand, he received

toelephone call from a man who identified himself as the
Yice-Fresident of the local yoga teachers association
"Depry, this is H... » It has come to my attention that you

tave just arrived in Christchurch and are teaching some yoga



"Yes, that's right."

ell, I would like to welcome you to New Zealand and to
Christchurch, and tell you that I hope things go well for
Fou., "

"Thank you very much; that's very kind of you."

"Vou studied with Indra Devi, I believe."

ll'y"esal!

"T've heard many good things about her and her teaching."
"Yes, I have been very pleased.” '

"Terry, there is something that you perhaps should know.
There 1is a 1ady§who lives not too distant from where you are
now, her name iéoa,uho,,ﬁrs T.... she teaches yoga also and
she holds classes in your area. It might be a good idea if
wou were to get in touch with her aund let her know what you
are. doing."

"iihy 7"

"Wlell, you see, our Association has the city divided up into
...sort of...sectors...so to speak...and each of us has an
arer where we teach., Do youw plan to teach classes anywhere
besides Governors Bay?" '

"I don't know; I hadn't thoupght about it." Terry was
becoming a bit irritated now at the suggestion that he
should clear his "area” before commencing classes.

"Tt would be bLetter for you and your relations with our
other teachers if you would perhaps...uh...consult...with
us before you move into aﬁ..@uhao,area,“

The implications of what was being sald to Terry caused him
to telke a protvective step backwards. He said nothing.

"Tnere is another matter as well."

"Yeg?" -

“You should be aware that we teach Ilatha Yoga here."

Yes? And...?" . |

ell we teach latha Yoga only. Did you intend to teach

ermcsamiamab e

nything, further...anything past that?"
"Just what do you mean?!
“lell, did you intend tQ‘teach any meditation or such
thiners in addition to the Hetha Yoga?"
"T don't knowe..l hadn"tithought about it."
"/e find that the people here are very unreceptive to such

tecchings. We find that they resist anything that goes
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vevond the liztha Yoga and the physical exercises. 1t seems

+0 he the best idean to avoid such teachings.'

dust who 1t was thebt resisted such teach-—

o)

torry wondered

"init a minute...let me see if I understand what you are
cayving. Just who decided that these people don't want to
lenrr maditation?”

"ia...that is the members of our...uh...association have

SV 4 1
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"Tust 2 minute., If it is found that someone wants or

..

needs help or guidance and if there is anything that I might

have to offer that seems that it might be ofbenefit to then
...and they should ask for it, I would not hesitate to help

them."

"iell that might not be such a wise idea since they will
be very resistant to such teachings.”

Terry felt it better not to speak further.

"Phere is one other thing...l am {eaching a class that I

i
§

have had for several years and I am considering giving it
up. 1 thought you might be interested in taking it over.
Ilo you plan to support yourself teaching yoga?"

Terry could now see the messapge...''play the game and
will take care of you and spread the spoils éround.” "I've
had enough of that, thank you,‘ he thought.

Giry, I {hank you very muqh for ringing me, but I don't
think T will be interested in your offer.”

Terry terminated the convérsatione but not hefore the
speaker had a chance to remind him poignantly of what had
begr galde - . "

You might think about what I've said. It would be %o
vour advantage."  7

Terry was astounded, but.perhaps. more at his own nalivete'

then anything that the mam'had said. He had assumed that one
3

who wanted to know would find the help that he sought and

receive willing puidance from one who might have learned
onething that he could share. Now he was being told that
e should not offer such thoughts nnd_ruldence even if it

were requested.

It was only a few days later that someone came and asked

I3
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to discuss such a matter and within two weeks there were

two more, and Terry found that they were not aware of the
existence of anj association, and some in fact had noi done
any yoga or any related activity. Their questions came from
the heart, and they did not really know what they wanted %o
gt firsgt.

Cne of the characteristic items cf discussion when they

e

asb

d
»

wvould begin to speak was that they had experienced some
IZind of unusual sensation or other which caused them to
wvonder if anyone, else had had similar experiences. Terry
found that the déscriptions of the experiences were greatly
the same among those who came to talk with him and quite
often They wouldgthen join in the classes of Hatha Yoga.

is the weeks went by there were more and more of such
people who sought information without even being aware of
their search. Terry saw that their questions mirrored his
own Teelings and thoughts of some time ago and he offered

he could from what he had learned in his own medita-

It was only the beginning of what was to come.
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ffter the initial shocks of tThe nmove and the settlings in

"‘l..}
Perry and his family began to case into a routine of life
vas easy and acceptable to each of them if not particu-

1

to all of them, for each had his own little world now

inn winich he or she lived and moved and their time together
was limited; Terry was spending more and more time in
practices and study., the children became busy with school,
and Hn2ron occupied herself with sewing.

‘erry's true interest was with his classes and with the
veople who came To Halk with him about the strange things
that might be heppening with them. As his contact with them
increased, the force would become more actives prov1d1na, 1t
scenied, The answers for him and material that they needed to
hear with the information materializing at the outer end of
his mind as it rolled off the end of his tongue, so that he
too would listen to its formation and learn from the con-
cepts that he was supposedly teaching for some of the
things and matters of which he swoke were as new to him as
they were to those who listened.

lie learned much by practical experience of what Zona had
anoken:  that the force, once active, must and will :move in
its own direction and time and one must be prepared to he-
coune a vehicle...an inst%umentau,for its workings and be
prepared also to allow it to make the necessary changes in
one's life. It became ev1aenL that the adapt sation to these
chnn@es was what‘allpwed Lhe Torce to continue its work, for
tne one thing that it seemed to abhor was stagnation, or
1t

inertia and the characteristic of the changes it wrough
vas that it would demand a change of perspective and an
mderstanding of matters which only moments vefore had been
totally unacceptable.
The force would also manifust its workings physically

dictating the diet that it found most propitious which now

included almost exclusively fresh fruits, nuts and steamed

Ve ks %ona had suggested the transition aw ray from
e o of meat had taken some months and still was not

comnpleted. Periodichlly, Terry would find it necessary to
cat some animal protein, usually fish, to keep his physical

in tune and harmony with the happenings within.
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The qguestion of whether to eat meat had arisen at the
time that Terry was attending the later seminar at Indra
Devi's before leaving for New %ealand. One of the students
had reised the matter when one of the others had maintained
that 1t was absolutely necessary to forgo meat eating.
Matadl had sat for a minute gazing into some inner space,
and then answered: "It is vetter to eat meat than to think
about 1it." Terry found that this advice was applicable to
him, for when he would satisfy his craving for the meat by
only a few h1teo of fish the demand for the meat would
dissipate and dw1nd1e away, and the periods between such
demands seemed to be growing longer..

The force would also manifest its workings within his
body at the timeg of the practice of Hatha Yoga asanas and
breathing. In one instance, Terry had been invited to take
nart in a city wide teaching exercise at which many teachers
~ould demonstrate and discuss their teaching methods. When
his turn came, Terry mounted the stage and explained the
posture that he would demonstrate and teach to the students
present...some onc hundred and fifty or so people. He lay
on his stomach and as he raised his head to push his
shoulders up with his hands and arch backwards, he felt the
Torce zoom up the spine with lightning speed and a flashing
nlaze of energy up and through his head lifting his con-—-
sciousness into the lightiin nis head much the way it had
done when he-had'gone into the light the day Morissa had
Taucht the cla ss'and Terry had been knocked unconscious by
the intensity of:th@ force and 1ts movement.

This time he reeled off into infinity and his head was

spinning, but somehow he manapeﬁ tomaintain tho body in 1its
position. As the force bhb deq back down the spine, and
the consclousness returneds Terry looked up to those present

I
: i

and with his Conﬁciousness sbiil 1ifte

—~

QADETLENCE said: "All right, let's try that."

fs Terry could watch the force at work over a period of
Time now, 1t was bocoming moﬂc clear to him thet it was the
force which provided the enerpy for these phenomena which
ne wns experiencing and the energy whereby he was able to
recelve the guidénce which was piven to him.

’
i
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tt first he thousht that it misrht be the force itself
speaking to him in some manner which to him would seem quite
mvaterious, but tren 1t seemed That there was a peculiar

nedure of consciousness that was present whether it was a

-~
o
,

ich spoike to him, or an experience of higher con-
sciousness in meditation, or leaving the body as he had

vhen demonstrating the posture. HNow, of course, Terry was

on his own, alone and without a. teacher excenpt for the
“eccher whlch spoke from withirn and the force would maintain

the energy by which he could hear this teacher speak, and

these instances were growing more frequent as the upheavals

of the move begzn {o subside and the meditations became more
sevtled,

Tut when he was alone, he was very alone. Sometimes Terry
would long for the times that he had left behind, -the
happiness and joy of the gatherings with his friends from

San Diego, the euphoria of the never-never land that he would
enter when they all got stoned ~nd listened to the music.

1

me nisht as he lay in the front of the living room watching

EW |

the fire after everyone else had gone to bed, this thought
of smoking some grass crossed his mind and he wondered if he
should have thrown it all overboard.

Instantly, as if 1n immediate response to the thought, there

an explosion shove his head and glass shattered into the

roon, He jumped back and ldoked‘up to see the candle which.
had been in the glass holder fall from the mantle. The
nolder itself was now in hundreds of pieces in front of the
nearth. . .1t was the one that Hatajl had given him at Tecate.
The import of the message was clear...too clear to be coinci-
dence,

"ho broke the glass?" Terry asked in meditation the next
Borning when he felt the preéence of the Voice.

"You did! With your negative thought...the thought of
smoking marijuana It is myiwish that you refrain from
amoliing marljuan&° You will find that you will recelive
cvarytibing you need from me. T have told you that T will
~ive vou everything you need. I have also Told you that you

muet he very careful what you ask for hecause it will com

to vou, This not only applies to you but to everyone, for

the thouchts we think have great force behind them, and what
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one wishes, he will evenfually recelve in one form or ano-
ther."

"The energy of the desire expressed in your thought was
directed to the glass candle holder on the mantle. You
broke it with vour wish."

"You must lmow that the guidance which you are being given
and the knowledsge which is being shared with you demands
sreat humility and acceptance. If you become demanding,
wishing for things that you really do not need, the power
ol the force is lost. lost people spend their lives wishing
for useless th1pgs when 211 they need to do is to ask and ‘
the joy and knowledge of the universe will be given to them.
vt so very few went it."

'm not so sure thet I evér said that I wanted it," Terry
aspoke to the Volice as he had not thought of doing before.

"Oh, you asked ell right. Perhaps you do not remember, or
perhaps you were not completely aware of whalt you were asking
for at the time, but your higher self was aware of what 1t
was doilng and the request came from your higher consciousness.
Bid wvou not request relief from the predicament in which you
Tound yourself? And did you not cry for help? t should
he remembered that when something; is requested, that one
must accept what 1t 1s that goes with the item requested.”

"Then tell me, how does one maintain humilitj;fo Often I

cannot control my thoughts.. When I c¢an hear you speaking

o ne, I am safe enouph, but when T speak fo someone else,
T too often become proud of what is happening; I cen feel

draell becominmg B

rococly and condes scending.,
"resenber the actor! lie enters his stage and nlays his
part well, maintaining complete faith in the producer ©o

have 211 the provs present for himself and the other actors

o

when he needs them. The best actor, or the one who is jud-
~ed the best by his peers and those watching the drema is

tne actor who plays the part complete lv and for all
annearances of those around, is couwpletely immersed in the

drama thinking, thal he has forgotien that he is only playing

L

bite port..<but he knows different...he remembers that he is
an actor.  The most successful actor is he who maintains his
objectivity within, but those around nim having believed

that he has lost 1t. In so believing, they believe him to




be one of then, o wmatter how well he plays his role,
iithin he slwoys rememboers That he is merely pant
of the drama, maintaining complete hwnility because he also
imows that he is the only one around who knows that."

“whe actor cannol bLe proud and be the actor that I have
described to you. I he believes that he is of a humble

:ture and remembers this. then 1

@ 18 able to be hunbhle.

]

Put how can he e humble if he is proud of his hwmility?

~ne should thus be the actor, apnearing humble to those
nround, and inside...know inside that you are truly one of
shiose around you...all humble...all actors, for once the
>tor forgets that he 1s Just like those around,; regardless
of how good higs performance is, then he slips into his own
tran...slips too far into his own role...into that trap of
vride, bveing proud of his hﬁmility, and 1s, of course, no
longmer humble.,

‘e entire matter 1s a drama...with each person playing
nis part and saying his lines. The only way to live success-
fully in the drama is to depend completely on the producer,
believing that all the props will he made available at the
nroper time. If the actor completely pgets "into" the role,
snd 17 he forgets that he is really an actor, his perform-
ance may he so good that he;is completely accepted by those
cround him and then he;forgéts his true self and there is no

he can be humble. If he remembers his true self, even

“hourh he appears.to be completely into the role, and if he

1

ne

1

wno he is,!there is no way he can be proud, for

inows that the entire drama is the result of the efforts of
the producer rather than of;himgﬁlf“

"I7 you believe, Terry, that what is coming through you is
coming Ifrom you, then humility will escepe you and vou will
ve proud, but if ‘vou remembér that it comes through you and
not from you, then there is no way you can be proud. You
will a@lways be humble for you lmow it iz not you but the

-1

Highear Y(Oll...the eollegtive YWl .. the T,..the

T

Sheeethe Allie..that produces what you...and we...are

| R ol = o 2
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> no deep dark scecret where your guidance

=i

comes [rom. The description of the source of your guidance

e
is 1n books of the occnlt, available to all, if this is



cpenly acknowledged..i1f there is no mystery created about
t, then those around you will know, and they will know
that you know...that the guidance does not come from you

but through you,

"Do any of the really great men...the great mystics...
telke credit for what they said and did? Did Jesus? Did
Yogananda? Does BSai Baba? They acknowledge that what comes
comes from a source far higher than they. If it comes
throuszh and one remembers that it comes through, then there
is no way one can take credit for it, and if you do not

«

tole credit for it, then there is no way you can be proud

"Pride and humility are the opposite sides of one cecin,
“'he coin camnmot stand on edge. ¥ must stand on one side oxr
the other, If you flip the coin into the air, and watch it
come down, depending on what side of the drama 1f falls,
one can control the descent...one can control the side on
which 1t falls 1f he remembers WO flipped the coin.

"Se be the actor...be objective, watching life go by,
ond remembering that to each person to whom you appear each
day, you are part of their drama, part of the experiential
vattern, play your nart well, so that they may learn, witness
and act in their own drama. One who acts thus...remembers
that he 1s the actor...is thus saved from the pangs, the
terror, the sadness...but this is only by GRACE...you did
not do this by yourself., It hap?ens through GRACE...let this
flow through you."

“he following day in hiS‘morning meditation, Terry agailn
felt the presence?of the’Boice,“and the discourse continued.
us take another look at the drama," the Voice said.
fet us look at it from another position on the 'stage' so
Todny we are going to talk about and become the DIRECTOR.

“he director is one who sits back and watches all the actors.

Thils time, let us suppose we are the director, receiving all
whe props, lines and what not from the producer, giving the
esctors their lines, listening for them, remembering that
every situetion into which we walk, for instance a shop down=—
is a stage for a drama in itself. Fach drama that is

TOWN,
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treznspiring is happening in a theatre.
“ow, suppoese you were to walk into each of these situations

«..22¢ch of these dramas...as the director, bult let us’

further suppese that you are a director who is acting in the

play as well. Buch a situation is not uncommon in the
theatre. So you are the director, btut the body you are

occupying 1s also an actor, and hence each drama you enter
you will find yoursell as an actor as well as the director.
vatch your body as the actor...and watch the other actors
&3 your hody, the actor, enters the drama with:the other
sclhors. ‘ o

“"Then watch objectively each of the other actors as they
react to whatever is happgning in that particular theatre.
You see, the director can look down and watch it MOVEes o=
watclh the drama, seeing even his own body as an actor...he
can watch while being a part of it, yet remaining objective.

"You see, there is no way that man and his mind can resolve
nis plight intellectually. Assuming the role of the actor
o1 the actor-director allows man to have a perspective of
what e 1is tryins to see. Reality is exactly what man
cannot in any way create: .a true dichotomy...az situation
wnere two things exist, seémingly mutually exclusive; there
is no way to reéolve them with the intellectual mind.

".verything isione,ouone'can see that all is pne, he can
S0 That all iséone, but he will still see that all is
senarate, and there is no way to resolve it.

Hihe mind‘knows that one cannot be one and separate at the
szme time, and there is no”way to coge with the knowledge...
2 different kind of knowledgeum?that this 1is so. Only when
one views it from above it...so that the separateness, or

3

il

D

apparent separateness...can be viewed from above...from
2 vosition in the oneness, that 1t will be seen that the
neparateness 1s not separate at all but one with the oneness.
W thls can only be seen from a position of objectivity...
it can not be resolved by the mind, for the mind is part of
the separateness which can see only that part of the spec-
from bhat ib occupies.” ;
Terry listened..he 1istenéd carefully and as!soon as the
Tolea had completed the discourse Terry came out of meditat-
ion cnd took notes which he later Yranscribed into his

R
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He "knew" what the Voice was sayving, for he had
ric had seen it when he had taken the cosmic trip at Duane's,
and one day in the back parden in the house at Governors Bay
ne had seen it in a drop of dew on a flower...in a flash, he
had seen the one...ne had felt the oneness., He had seen it '
many times 1n his meditations.

"he mind however was by no means dead and it still tried
to comprehend what Terry was seeing in these moments. The

mind, 1t would seem, would sense a new stimulus that it had

not experienced before...a sense of oneness...and it would

search...grope...in vain for some similar experience that i
had had before to which to compare the present occurrence.

When it was found that this was not possible, there would
be ¢ reat frustration resulting for the mind would literally
deny the truth or the possibility that what Terry had seen
existed; but for Terry there was no doubt of the existence
o whet he had seen whether his mind could rationalize it
O not.

Of course at this time, Terry could not resolve it into
these terms for his consciousness was still inextricably
wound into the mind, and the mind into the emotions and then
into the physical bvody. |

There was, 1t seemed, i1rreconcilable conflict between what
Terry had seen and what he knew, intellectually...that is

what he had always been taught, about the way things are.

T

“hot the Voice had provided him in the discourse now was a
nractical evgry*day method of, 1f not resolving the conflict
a2t least being sble to live with it and allow a new possibi-
lity to be presented to the mind, hopefully to allow some
kind of assimilation. ‘

But the conflict presented was deeper than that, and it
bepen to manifest itself in dailﬁ occurrences giving Terry

litsle time for rest, for it would plapue him in sleep, in

nis dreams, and in hAisdaily life while he went ab

ut his

C

~

vork. Sometimes he would be aware of what was happening

and this made nim 2 true actor and participant and yet an
obiective observer. le found it idifficult to handle st

Tirst for the emotions would deny the objectivity when some
aituation arose about which he could not remailn neutral and

g lan,
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in the early morning hours, lerrcy wes inundated with
dreamns of all descriptions, mostly in which he would find

1

himself in a situation where he had to make a choice of

some Xind which would leave him the loser either way he
went. The tests presented were irreconciliable and "double-
bindin="; for Terry desperately wished to io]lov the in—.
dunction of the Voice when it had told him to love ell
around him and be kind to everyone, and inevitably Terry

would awake from a dream defeated and torn by the conflict-

inr- situation into which he had been put and from the

meccentable choices which had been presented and which he -
hind to resolve. |

"his was, it séemed, an effective way of resolving deen-
seated problems in TLhe persbnality that would stend in the
way of the growth which Terry was undergoing. There was, of
aourse, no way that he could explain it to anyone around
hiw, e felt that he was helding onto his sanity by a
ihroad of the Grace which was protecting him and the blessing
o +he suidance of the Voice which appeared fairly regularly
now to cive him detailed practical puidance about his
crowth, his study, meditation and daily life.

o receive the! puidance now was not difficult...ferry could
hear the Voice well enough, and he now could accept the
Tlrshes of knowledge which were presented to.him, even to
the point of a2llowing their ramifications to Dénetrate his
intellect and if then the conflict could not be resolved, he
found it easier and easier to replace the beacnlan which he
nod teen miven all through his life with the ones that he
was now being given, for to md1ntﬂln 2 hold on 1he concepts
o reﬂlity‘as he had come to know them from his earlier life

and tie teachings which he had received in school would cause

~ atpife within him that would not bhe resolved until one of
i
Wil was relensed and ~°rry knew that what he was now re-

recedence over what he had learned hefore.

-
o
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There was no denying what he was seeing now. It was
nresented 1nside with such.force that it became a part of
hin whether he could comprehend it, intellectualize it,
roitionalize it, or not. It was there, and he XKNEW it. The

only resolution would be to accept it.

%]
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tehind him and the agssurance from Rill, Zona, [
hers that this wos not The case, leofl him in

a
to foce the conflict or leave it. The others had seewingly
heen able To live with 1t or were at least in th

he final
threces of learning how to do so. Whether Terry would be
able to live in the world with what was now happening to

him, he was beginning to quesiion very heavily.

There were a few little thines that made life worthwhile
hovever, and one was the freedcm of the worry of the
material concern which had been presented daily and more
oTten during the'days when they were trying to extricate
themselves fron the life at the ranch. Another wasg the
c1rost constant presence of the delightful aroma that seemed
to appear from nowhere at the most propitious times...just
when it was needed. There was no question now that it was
renl, but usuvally it was only Terry that smelled 1it. There
was also the little sign once in a while that came from the

Yibhuttl on Tracy's tassle...on her Jjapamala.

ck

It had appeared on several occasions now, when they lef
the rench, the day they boarded the ship for their ocean
salling, the dey they landed in New Zealand, and the day they
“ound their house where they were presently living in
Governors Pay.

Put even the zgsurance of these little reinforcements did
noth aten the woignancy of the tests which presented tham-
selves often with paradoxical circunstances.

On one occasion, for instance, tThere were some friends who

to cell, They were people who were interested in what
! I

“erry was doing and he had discussed it with them on scveral

_l.

occasions. This time, though, when they called, there was a

|
dalTerent feellngiin the air: their questions were pointed
1

and thrown like darts at Terry with on atbempt, it avpeared,
Lo nierce what he would hold up for their exemination from

whel b had expericenced within and this was, he found, The

ciiery danger in‘sbnring with others what he had eyperienced

13

imself...that they would doubt it as their intellect

conld not accent what he was saying., then they would try to

Adiscount it or even worse Lo ridicule 1t and thence to hold

Poryy himgelf vn to scorn before those present. It was no

N

vonder then that ''erry fell into silence and refused to
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dizcuss such matters,

{n this one occasion however, he did try to discuss it.
Fach time he would describe something that had happened to
him, he would be amazed, at listening to the words that came
from his mouth, to find that they were rOslnadeqn"*‘e to
describe the grandeur of the exverience. It seemed that to
put such experiences into words cheapened them, made them
sross where they had been fine and held them up for sale to
the public who could examine them as so many items of
material to be dlscarded by whim or fanc_fo But they would
continue to aok and Terry would continue to try to tell them
what had happened to him...often to his chagrin and sadness.

On the evening in question, the man began tc ridicule what

rry was saying. In the midst of the conversation, he
became almost caustic.

"Iiow do you know it's all not in your mind?" G...asked
Terry. "It could all be figments of your imagination."
ntt I did not make it up. It is there. I kanow what I

212 shown and what I know. T know what Isee.

P

“he family was present...everyone was listening to what
ierry said, for this was the first time that they had all
discussed some of Terry's experiences as a group.

Tatricl came to Terry's side with a pen and paper. He was
five years old and had just started going tec school.

"bad, how do you spell 'this is a cat'?" He could not
trite, but was eager to.learn.

il

"Mot now, pavdner...Dad's talking.

¢
"It wou nonr'this Voice that you claim to hear and it tells
wvou how things afe supposed to be, then why do you still
have Groubles wiﬁh your daily 111@ like the rest of us?"
fioea WAS becoming very straightforward,
"I'hat i1s just the point,'qu, when we know how to live,
the vroblem becomes one of implementing it intod our daily
Tives, and we find that Thl is more difficult than just
“nowing how to do 1%’
"Dad, how do you spell 'this is s cat'?"
"Hot now pardnern”

"Dad, please." Terry took the paper and wrote on it.
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"I cannot accept that. One who knows should be able To
do whet he is told with a minimum of {uss and bhother...
especially one who claims to have been told from within,

7 should think that if we all had such guidence, then there
would e no problems in the world.”

"Dadeaa

"Patrick, Dad is bus

atrick was persistent.

"Dad, how do you spell 'THIS IH A TEeT'?"

It took about two seconds for the impact to strike Terry
Tlat in the fece and he could not hide the effects of the
statement, for the realization of what had happened lifted
Terry instantly into a state of blissful oblivion and he
vecame totelly unconscious of what G... vas saying or what
Fatrick wanted.

instantly the whole picture had changed and Terry now sat

in the seat of complete confidence, reassured that not only

=3
did he not have to bow to the pressures of the cross—examin-

afion of one who simply wanted to accost him, but also that
there was no way that such a one could disrupt the presence
of the puidance that would be offered at the right time.
fut Terry further sew that what the Voice had told him
wra true when 1t had seid:  '"i'ry to spend more time on our
eide of the line."™ If he h%d stayed open, Terry would have
rown ond heard the suidance from within, but he had closed

ouT an

~

i tried to answer the charges from the intellect...

vihat h

<D

had learned and stoyeda,,and.the Grace of the
~uidonce had come through another.
Up vuntil this time, however, Terry bad not found the
confidence within himselfl to sté§ open to the guidsnce in
the face of preséure of crisis, and would fall back to rely
on the experiences which had come before and he: would find
comi'nrt and security not in ‘the ouidance of the moment but
in the memory of the security of fthe past,.

to he would watbh around ﬁim he could see that this gui-
dence was not unique with hfm although the Voice might be
more clear to him right now than it was for some others, he
'mew by its very nature that it was present for! everyone
wno would avail themselves to its nresence and éccept what

it had to say to them.

i
i
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f~nruaged A blessing

and 2 curse," he thought to him-
self. "Pvervthine that happens to us we must put into
lansuacse and deseribe. thh the experiences were put into
language they were prought down.”

On one occasion the Voide-had spoken of this problem.

"You should also refrain from placing labels on what
happens to you. You have said "I have realized the self'.
You have SEEN the self, but.you have not realized it.
Complete realizaﬁion of the self is to abandon completely
avery thought that what yoﬁiare living 1s anything other
than a drama. Cémnlete realiVﬂtjon of the self is complete
zhsence of pride and complete immersion in humility. Have
vou done this?" ‘g

ferry could not answer. ji

"Do not label what you see or what happens to you. You
heve seen the self...the nature of the self has been revealed
to roi. Just live your life...as it has been revealed to
7ou. Bubt to place a label on it binds you to that label

nd your pride will prevent you from seeing what is to
come next...when and if it does come."

In his daily life, Terry'found g vefy hard to place what
he had been told into practice. He would vacillate from
side to side...from one side of the "line" to the other...
from acting the drama to falling into it completely and
toually, and finding that he was hopelessly lost, mired in
the mud of the mind which hdd confused and confounded itself
with » fiction of s Olf"suff301pr0y The well being would be
sone 2t hhese Tlmes. and Werry wonld feel the uneasiness of
insecurity which came when d;reqylon was lost. He would try

o meditate...to pra 1Y e tO aﬁkuguto demand...but all to no

I
. '

avail:  the curtain was closed and the truth veiled from

hls view.

"7 cuppose that this is the age-old concept that so
mory peoets have tried to put into words. I feel so
inadequate. I have aluays been able to put my thoughts

dovn and now the words fail me., Perhaps this is why 1

mst write it down in this iournala ‘T had it all straight
in head and new I cannot explain it. Why not? It was

not that much different, or was it?
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"...T know what it is not! It ic not yelling at people.
Tt 1s not shouting when the surpe of emotion takes the
trin up inteo the head. It 1s complete self-control, for
the factors that are needed to be controlled are gone...
they then comezback, but I am not sure which comes

e o
LATSCN

the thought that control 1s needed or the fectors

hat need controlling."



“erry loved his family, but he felt the pull now to go
avay ond live by himself for ¢ while until this period of
instruction was completed. 'T'his, however, was impossible
at the present time, for they would not understand. They
did not have anyfhing to relate to themselves what was
happening to Terry and they would take it as a rejection
of themselves. Their living topether provided situstions
and circumstances in which the lessons which Terry was given
were illustrated and reinforced.

Jith increased sensitivity, though, the petty bickering
that children will do seemea to be smplified and the
gvervday inter-relationshipé of the family members seemed
marnified and the lessons of even the smallest of events
would blare out to Terry's senses and his awareness. He
would take it personally when Sharon had a bad day or when
Candice would storm around the house unable to find some-

that she was looking for. Terry would scurry to try

to bridge the gap of emotions that would, for most families,
seem to be just normal daily fare.

Paradoxically, Terry knew that 1f he were able to leave

)
Yy A

hat many of the lessons that he had been given inside
wonld be left empty without a forum in which to illustrate

-—_ -t e

themselves., Those who came for yvoge lessons often then also

would broach subjects beyond what was included in the day's
3y

lesson, testing and probing. to seec how Terry would znswe
vneir guestions which often were of a mundane nature...

avbout dlet, fasting and wha?-to read.

"It is true," the Voice séid’to 'erry one day some weeks
later, when the classes had been coing for some tiume, "Shat
sone of the students may be:testing you with thelr quest-
ronz,  'Mey may be seening to trick you or trap you. ‘There

I

L5 only on thing you can do...rvenain open for the answers

o come Throush you...and be kind end gentle with thea.

Findness and pentleness are the keys to helding the emotions
and senses in checlc.,  When the fires of emotion rage out of

L2
control, the clouds of smoke they produce cover the channel

between us and you cennot hear the answers that are given



o add to the conflicts presented in the deily life with

the fTeomily and the world =-- oxr wo

“S

lds -- inside Terry's head
nctivity was becoming increasingly real and intense in the
worid of dreams in the night. Terry slept alone in the
room thal he had garnered for himself in the upper floor of
the house away from all the active life of the ! family and
he would alternatively sleep and drift toward the dream state.
the state just below the surface of conscious activity, and
enter into constantly changing scenarios which were now
talting on all aspects of the reality of what happened in the
wakins state. : : :
During these time° he would be placed in a 51uuatlon in
which he would react to what was said or donb in % manner |
often extreme and generallJ in contrast to what he had been
told would be the most proper demeanour for him to assume.
it was at these times, in the "dreams" that Tefry could see
that he was reacting to what was presented with all his

,..;

~uards down...he could see himself as what he really was and
with all the faults glaring. It was so plain to him what
needed to be changed and he would often awaken with a sense
oi" ~uilv and sorrow, for having put forth such effort to
reforn his life at the wakln level, he WOHLQ find, in the
“dream'" that he had s0 many faults remaining. ;

(ne of the fires that raged within Terry was the one that
ne nod read would plague so:munj, that of lustgand seX.
Both in meditation and dreahs, Terry was confronted constant-
Ly with sexual thoughts and fantasy to the extent that it
would occuny his mind for hours or days. Sometimes he would
~eoeble to rise above it and it would not pull at him.

her times 1t would present itself with such force that

P

mo could not control it.

in one dream state, Terrj found himself in Sharon's arms
nnicin~ love with such passion and violence that iﬁ gnceadad
~nwihing that he would have now ensaged in at the waking
nhrgical level.  When he awoke he felt as 1f he had failed

tert of some sort. As he drifted toward the waking state,
vite Yolce spoke:

“Josire which proceeds from pure lust differs from that
which happens in the normal course of conduct between a
fushond and a wife. Lust, even for one's own spouse, is

imnroner and to be avoided.”
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tnother dream experience whlcn was even more real was
when Terry and David, a friend who had spent sometime with

the

o

o
{

femily, had travelled to a small town on the West Coast
oi the Bouth Island of New Zealand for a few days to look
for nroperty. One night when they had no place else to
stay, they stopped in an old church in the country. That

that night, while David slept in his sleeping bag near the
alter and Terry lay in the éisle, a violent wind threw open
the doors of the church with such a violent bang that Terry
Jumed up with a start. He could not at first remember
wvnere he was. After closing the doors, he lay back down and
drifted bvack toward sleep. |

Ile then remembered that just before the doors had slammed
he had been in the midst of 'a crowd of:people, right there
in that church. He had bee$ speaking to them, As he drifted
back down, he could once agéin hear their voices and the
vuzz of whispers and the ohuifllnc of the crowd.

Then, while both Terry and David were still asleep, they
arose from their bodies and engaged in a conversatlono

"dhat do you think?" ”erry spoke first.

"I think it went well. It appeared that they were recep-
tive to what we had to sayeﬁ |

"Yes, I was pleased with JL,' Terry said.

Lo they bbdrued to walk to the rear of the church, they
cav some men cleaning up thg room, putting candles into a
hog, and rollin5 up a tableicloth.

"Well this has certainly: been a différent sort of a night.
Don't remember anytthb 11ke this bniore,' Terry spoke to
Dnvid. He then turned to the man cleaning up the table.
"hev is your position here?” he asked, interested in Jjust
whot had been happeriing. Tﬁe man looked at him: and as he
heran to speak, Terry drifted toward the waking state.

r, David awoke also, and as Terry was lighting the
nuerper from his pack for a *orning cup of herb tea, David
came toward him with a puz: 1@& look on his face.

|
{

"Horning," Terry said. |
"Good morning.  You hnow I;had the strangest dream. Just
hefore I woke up I dredm+ that we were in the midst of a

~roun of people in bﬂlSzchurph and that we' had been talking
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to them, telling them something about yoga. What a strange
eymerience.

""hey were merely souls who had gathered there for
instruction and who wondered what you were doing there,"
the Voice explained to Terry later in medita®tion. It is
really not so unusual, but to you, at' this stage, it would
apnear as a 'dream" but that is a label that we often put on
any experience which happens when the phys 1cal bOQJ is

sleep. This is why David. woula perhaps not understand 1to

The pressures of everyda y life also increased by the fact
that Terry, spendlng more and more time in thevpresent in
his meditations, found thaj;hlﬁxwemory was alwnplngo He was
having increasingly more dlff1culty rememberlnr event° that
had happened even one half hour in the past.

He tried so very hard to qtay in Lhc 1mmed1ate present to
be prepared to hear the gu?dance and 1ns»ruct10n whenever it
might come. The past, would thus drift away and Terry would
carry no thought of it or; the future. He found 1t|hard to
relate to time. He began uo 11ve in hls own llttle world

e found that if he were  centered here and now there could
be no frustration or emotional attachment to anything, for
it 1s the centering which was important. In the here and
now there was no Fhought of what had gone behind and none
of what might be boming° :ﬁe was: the "director" so to speak
and there he was in chargeiof himself and his actions...the
rVer. ' 'i i |

T an ins u?nf at such tlnes, all fhe 1nterrupt10ns from

obse:
o
outside, the pain, pleasure, 1nsu1ts, thoughts aﬂd fears

all became part of the expevlenno to be watched and observed
...and lived. He found that there was no;paln i1f it were
Just observed. No gain...no 1ossaa°ohly flowa It was
uch 2 time that Terry felt himself letting go...
T..o.letting go.

Mow, he could nb longer ﬁnderstand it and sometimes he
could not observe it., He Qould Just let go and move into
i%, past directing...past acting...and it was under the
pressure that heéwould find the surrender putting him past
himself as he began to become the drama itself...one with

all that was happening in, through and around him.
. ) 9 1 g :
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Tt was in just such a condition that Terry began to live
now almost from day to day...mindless of what was going on

round him, becoming increasingly irresponsible, asocial,
and reclusive...all to the discomfort of the familvo In
his meditations, Terry would sit quietly aboorbed‘ln the
peace within, letting his thought flow, watching the motion
of the mind. After several days of letting go...of simply
walting and watchlnb, the Voice spoke to Terry with what was
to he some of the final instructions that Terry was to
receive from w1th1no The Voice was very firm and commanding:

"Iisten to me. v?lvet your attention on the spot between
the evebrows and hold it there. Where is your concentration?
there is your will? This 5entle little idea of watching the
thoughts and letting them run Lhe way they w1sh 1s not for
you. To conguer the mind dpdtﬁmiego the attention must be

3

nzstered, and it is now necessary for you tonail it down
and put a cover over it. You must remember that the mind is
not gentle and you cannot be gentle with it...at least until
~on have mastered control of it. It is a wild horse and
unless you hold aftinhtlrein on 1t it'will run right over
vou. It will control you, running you around and you will

e long before it tires of running you around., Discipline

®

the ey now."

1

&

This instruction set uhe tono for the work that was. to
follow for Terry for the ncxt many months, for he had now
received what he needed for the" deolgn of a method and
Drocedure. His experiences in the other realms of con-
sciousness had informed him of where he had to be able to
wove at will and now he faced i*Wong and ardueus journey of
beinsing the boay, enotions and mind under some semblance
of control that tnev might w1lWanlv then suomit the entire
self to the will and contrql of the higher self.

Terry began to'correspond with Zona again and she would
send hin instructions in the movement of the force as she

nd found it to be developing and guidelines in the pract-

ices that she had found helpful.! o
Terry's unwavering adherence to the schedule ‘and plan of
the practices of breath control and meditation paid off as

the force began to meve 1n nlg snlne and to mold his life as

well., He oould observo tne changes in ‘the every day action
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1fe began "co“change° He found that he would get on

)
|__J

rell so long as he woﬁld accept what was coman, but any
deviation from his schedulc or any change of his attltude
of ncccoubnce of what was presented to him whern it was
presented couvld cause a disharmany which would manifest
in not only his body but also in that which occurred
around him, : - ;o
£t this time, TPTPJ dde a drastic mlsuake-‘ﬁho incorpo;

rated a practice into his: daWIy routine that he had learned
from a book. The breath control that Zona had told him to

do was designed to hold the vital energy beuween the bottom'
of the stomach and the ‘throat. Terry 1bcorporated a @?i
practice of locking the lowebt vital centre and 1n d01n@ S0
held the force in the area of the sexual gldnds;c There‘
ensued for several days a perzod of enLarged sexual fantasies
and an obsession for sexual activity waCh merry had not

experienced for mci)nths° When he discovered the, problem and

the practice was discont 1nued, the cond1+1on abuted

%s the practices began to have theilr effect, the force
nepan to settle into a course of development w1th1n, and
1ts workings ould be seen.’ On one occa51on Ln ithe carly
morning, he woke to a quiet level of consc1ousneqs~3usb in
time to see a form developing within his inner 51ght Wlth
nis eyes closed, the form appeared just as clearly as: 1f he
were looking at 1t with his physical eyes against a bright

2ciround. It was a pL nwheel shaped arrgngement Just
vetween the evebrﬂwa and 1t Just sat there. ‘
A Tew days later, thcre was the same whce], and as Terry
watched, laying very ot11l ‘it hegan to light up as if
liguid fire were flowing through and around the lines and
filling in the design. It was not clear to Terry how many.
lines were in the wheel, buﬁ he knew there either were ,i
twelve or Sixteeil. . o

This would indicate that the force was preseﬁf and opera-
ting in the re gion of the vital centre of theiheart or the
vhroat. Terry could deduce from the vritings of his journgl
that this could beithe case, for there had been indications
in his daily life %h t the presence of the force inside could

. : L
te causing certaln changes in his conduct.
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He had, for instance, at the insistence of the members of
one of the yoga classes, begun to meet with them for the
purpose of discussing meditation and related matters. He
had been reluctant to do this, for he felt that he was not
strong enough yet to undertake such a meeting, but his
guidance and instruction had been clear and he had remember-
ed what Zona had said at Tecate about passing on what had
been learned.

There had also appeared in his right ear from time to
time a piercing even tone or sound which he had not heard
before. I would come and go, and sometimes would chanze
in pitch, but most oft en would maintain the even level of
tone and volume, except that 1t would become louder when he
was elone, in meditation,or just before sleep.

One night as he was going to sleep, Terry began to feel
the presence of people that he had known in the past. They
would come to him and speak to him. At first he ignored it,
thinking that the first one or two had been his imagination
as they crossed his thoughts. But then as he tried to go to
sleep, they persisted to file by one after another and esach
had the same thing To say in so meny words: "Hello Terry;
«oshold on tight;" or "hello, Terry...get ready." It was
not until Terry had heard from several of these people that
he suddenly realized that they all shared one thing in comnon
they were all "dead"...they had 211 passed on some time 2go.

"It's nice to see you aoaln," he thought; "but I wonder
what this is all about.’

Later in the middle of the night, Terry was awakened by
the piercing tone which now had become very loud in volume.
~There was a great orange colour inside his head and he lay
in the dark very still, wondering what was to come. At
that time, there began to develop a very great pressure on
his chest as if there had been placed there a large balloon
filled with water. -

- It seemed to conform to the shape of his body and as the
weight began to become heavier and heavier, Terry began to
have the feeling that he might be crushed beneath its
weight. He began to'perspire_and was approaching the edge
of fear...a place he knew had no room in this business...
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and there uhen occurred a resoupq1nw explosion inside his

hea

2d as the pressure dLSSLpRqu and there then appeared

)

q

his head a vast and elaborate array of light that

<t

within

¢
foda

filled his consciousness for a few seconds and then it :was

~one, Terry was completely exhausted, and rolled'over,
pantinz heavily and went back to, sleep.

A few short hours later he awoke to find thgt the tone
or the sound had firmly planted 1tse1f inside hlS head and
was resounding continuously inside him on tnat>one even

note. 1t otayed with him throughout the day and. soon he
realized 1t was there to otayo,uthab 1t would never leave'
him. He knew by he sound'of it’ thut it had aIWPys been
there, dbut that 1t had been he who, byltho welwht of thoughtg
and activities 1n the out81de world, had held 1L ooscured
inside and beneath the coverlngs and. 1ayers of tn@ delu51on
of the outer world. ' The work ng of the force or the Grace
of someone or something had now removed those lajers Pnd the
cound was there, audible and clear, for him to hear all the
time. It was not to be for many months thet Terry would find
from whence this‘sound camé and why it was thereo;

Yithin a few days, however, the, plnwheel arrangément
apneared acein within, and now Terry recognlzed it for what
it was for it stayed v151b]e for him to examine. It had
nov filled wlth ]1vht and saL still glowing in the brightness
oi the consclousne 58 1pslde his head, and then,‘s¢owlyoco;

|
very CWOwljooobe zan to turn° It‘otarted to produce an ar*ay

of colour as lt began to spln, nd bright hues became
visible flying off from thg edges to the perlphery, lighting
ud the inner sky behind it. As,the spinning speed increased
it ook on the appearance of a Whirlpool the vortex of which
reached awasy into. infinity and wou]d carry the con501ou>néss
avay as one would watch it turninﬁm

4 few days later, the entire operation repeated itself
without the inner explosiod, for the sound seemed‘to be
Tirnly planted and now the activity seemed toibe‘¢oncerned
onlv with the activation of the other pinwheel-~like centres
of enercsy which Terry knewy now, from his own personal ex-

perience did exist and which were now becoming very active.

i
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Thereafter, with these two centres opening, there were
other chanpes which began to manifest in Terry's daily
1ife. He found that he grew more and more reclusive by
necessity. The mere sound of another human voice would.
often sound to him as the roar of thunder or the piercing
threat of a jet engine. Bright lights would blind him,
lizghts which would be con31dereu to be of ordinary 1nten51ty
otherwise. He found that 1* engaged 1in conversation with
anvone, sometimes even the‘famlly, that discussion of any
matters other than those related to what was happening to
hirm would quickly drailn him of energy. This he knew appearéd
to be very self-centred on his part, :for it precluded his
showing interest in what was happening to others. But he
simply could not speak very much in simple daily conversa-
tions, rude or not., There was Jjust no energy to do so.

50, Terry began to spend more time . ‘to himself. It did not
disturb him too much excent that he could see that it dls~
turbed the family f“om lee to time. He was now, however,
too far into what was happenlng to turn back, as if he had
2 choice, and the developmént continued at its own pace.
It did bring him, as seemiﬁg compensation, an?increaséd ;
repport with the nature around him. He felt communiCation
with the birds and the flowers. He would sit and watch the
rain for hours; as the clouds would shift overhead, he
would watch the changes in the light patterns in the sky,
sonetimes with thc effect that he would find that there
vere Tears runnﬂng down hlslface and he would sob and cr y;
for what he thought was no }eaoono ;

Yic was not unhapny. He was definitely not sad, excep®
occasionally he would feel the remorse of the loss of the
inship with the family, but even with them he had his
moments of joy. - ‘ ‘

One or two of the children would usuvally accompany him to
the Saturday Craft Market where he would make sandals and
tale orders from members of the public who wished to have
their sandals aellve“ed the fo}low1ng weeko; This was tne’
one activity that | fept merﬁy hands busy and left him WJt
& connection with. +he outs 1de world now and he welcomed 1t,
For there was a pnr# of hlm that could not o inside and
wouls bhe content to sit quleulw for only sSo Jonm likega



child, and then demanded some attention and something
to do to break the boredom. 1
Bitting on the &rqund uf‘tbo Craft! Mmtket gave Terry a |
antere point on the world as he would watch people go by.
They would look at him sometimes, and once in a while he
would catch a glimpse or a glance erm someone wnow he
thousht might be a kindred bpirit, feeling nd experlenolng
something like what he feltéwithiﬁ himself. A few times an
enquiry about the sandals would leéad to a further discussion
about yoga, meditation or other matters related to what ’
Terry found he could discuss, but he guarded his comments,

trying not to force upon others what had haopaned to him

| i
l H . ;oo

vithine. | ; i

£11 in all it was a lonclv 1ife, butione which now, at
least, was not ta Llnv him lnuO something he did not underm
stand as it had in The esrly days when he thougbt he wa
proaching 1noan1ty1at the ‘office and the rancnOK;Now ‘at
least, he knew that there were oihers who were exper1enc1né
what he had seen and was 301ng tnrourhoo,not obscure yogls
=2nd sacdhus in far distant lands,but people right here in the
ern world opening up to what they found to be an '
ternative to what they had seen to be the rea] world. i
Many of them now.found thelr way’ to Terry's Joga classes:
and a few would come on NondaJ nlmht for a discussion on
meditation and other mat tersooolngludlng strange experiences
whnich they might, have had and for which they could‘fjnd no
e¥planation., Often they were reluctant to discuss such @
nmatters for they would think it was 1muw1natwonq ’ i
"I ¥now this will sound %¢L]J“§f"one might begin...
But Terry would encourage them to tell him what had
hanppened if only to relieve their own curiosity about their
own sanity. ”heyyéﬁﬂht, it would turn out, have tried to %
discuss their ﬂypeﬂlenceu Nlth family or a doctor and had
been mel with blan stares much as Terry had been in the
hesinning,

Tt was in such a capacity as a listener that Terry now
Tound his greatest Jjoy, for he felt that if he could be of
any service to others in this regard that he would gladly

cdive his life to prevent another from having to go through
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arony and uncertainty of what he bad experienced. Zona

&
i
o

I

had ruided him; Bill had saved nim; and now all he could do
was 1o offer a willing ear to othe that he might be able
to do the same for. . ;

Terry also felt Wncreﬂ81nﬁly grateful for the onnortunlty
when it did present itself to be of help to others. He also
bepen to feel a growing kinship with the hoiy men of whom he
was now beginning to read more and more; Ramakrishna, the
~real same who lived in Indla in the middle of the nineteenth
century; and Sail Baua, who 'lived in India at the present ;
time. : : : -

His interest in Baba had waned when the family had made
the nove, but now it was oﬁ the increase apgain, for as time
had mode itself available between trips to the market:andi
making the sandals, Terry found that ‘he could read beooks
about Baba, and much to hlS pleasure one day, reuljzed that
these were the first books;that he had read outside of legal
woriks, since he had Suarted law school some ten years. prior.
ow the storlies apout Baoaiseemed to him so real and close.
The times with Mata Ji and Mqri sa now were hav1nrr the leisure
they noeoed to expand and bear fruit. : |

“he nonths before lquLnb the States had been so hectic
that Terry had no time to Savour what was happening to him.
iTow that was grouing 1n51de him and he could take the. tlme
each dey while the chlldren were at school and Sharon was :
busy aft her sew;ng table preparing items foy the marlket or
or Lthe children. He would work on sandels for a time and
then vead and then digest. The quiet clear air of the
Couth ¥sland of New Zealand was*jﬁst%what he needed at this
hime, and Terry began to settle iﬁtolthe work to bhe done l

“within and the prepavation for the work that was to follow.



Tt soon came time to move out of the house which the
familsy had occupied from the time they had arrived in
“hristehurch and bhe only one available seemed to be further
out in the country. Thiséﬁuited Terry well and they made |
+he move and settled in fof the winteragnJune,'July and

nEVSt e ' E |

It was in thls house, located close to the woods, and
only a few hundred yards down the road from a hall where he
could hold the Hatha Yoga clpgaeu, that merf'y entered Lnto.’
whnat would become a serious sadhanna, or sulrltual dlsclpllne.
“ow he would spend many hours both in the morning and
evening in the woods, meditating and doing tneibreathlngl
éxercises whichfwere affording him some control over the

" by . : o

Torce within now. g L

Terry found that lu was so essential to maintain some
regularity of diet ﬂnd actlv1ty now. . .the force seemed tof
like routine. He could eaq very little aside from stshmed
varetables and ?runt and Ehe location of he house 1n whth
trer now lived, QEVPTﬁ] miles from the city, rave “him tbei

cnlitude and quiet that he craved. HMost of .the time. § 1

ts word of the classes begean to pread, so thé number of
neople who were willing to Wake the trek from the city out
over the hills to the country increased and Terry soon
found that there wa much' mor time being teken up and cpent
tesching then he had 1ntended to.be the case, but he seemed
to have no concrol over it. He did not in fact consider most
of it to be teaching, for it was more just entering discus-—
sion and quiet conversation with those who wopla,want to come
and sometimes sit quietly, looking into the fire that Terfy
fept burning most hours of the 6%y and night. What they |
did talk about to a large extent was the pllTht of those who
"elt on the outside of society...who felt that there vas
sonething happening within themselves that they could not

relate to the socict7 °round them and,

7

they had found, that
soclety had not been nble to relate to thew...and thaet this
wrd hecome painfully ev1denf when the subject had been
ronched with someone who did not understand the natar@ of
"he matter of which the person spoke,
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Terry felt adequs to listen but that was often all he

could de. He longed for Zona te tell him what to say or for
Fietaili to be there to listen and smile, knowingly, that all

would be well with 2ll those who came with their problems,
but “ona and Matajl were thousands of miles away and Terry
had thought that was where?he would be...thousends of miles
auay...when he got to New Zealand. |

~omehow, souls of such a nature have 2 way of finding cach
other, and even if the conversation never zot beyond the
state of the weather, still there was a kindred nature of
thelr relationships that begen to grow..

"I have learned in the past two to three months that I do
not know anythlngﬂu,anythlng at all," Terry wrote to Zona,
"1 feel so simple...almost stupid...and humble...and growing
simpler and smaller each dﬁyo I still have trouble coming
out far enough even to write this letter to you." ; ‘

"This can go on fdr:ygars and years, Terry," Zona wrote |
hback. '"Patience is absolutely essential nowol_This is also
the time that you really féalize that you don't know any-

things and this, Terry, 1is the beginning of wisdom: make

haste slowlyld But you must be careful of one thing...catch
number four: the Dersonalrsalvatjon syndrome, where one
becomnes so identified w1fh h1° own inner work that the last
state 1s worse than the flrst. We must live in the world...
neing too intense on the path can cause problems. If we are
20 Oﬁenpointéd as far as stﬁdy mediltation, and self-examina-
tion that we forget to relate to jour environment and 6thefs
us, we can become introveﬁted and create a'fantasyE
worl® with a population cf one...ourself."”

was what Terry needed to hear and he thus made more
tame ovallable for those who wanted to come and talk, but

re continued to spend his several hours a day in the woods
nesr tne house, locked inside his bwn consciousness holding
{¥e concentration as solid as he could, wondering where 1t
would lesd too, and how he would ever manage to find out
vhat be was supposed to do next. %
,

fa spring approached, he did not have to wait long to find
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™rough the Mew Zealand. winter months of June, Ju;j ndl
ust, Terry's classes hgd growﬁ and expanded with many ‘
people who shared his cauéo in a common search for the
inrner awareness and consclousness which was awakening in
ecclh of them, but exactly_wbat they'sought, they oftenvdiq
not xnow. o P 4 :f |

i . '

Some of them were Tough...on the outside. They did not |
cone with a search as theif purpose but rather in the ‘midst
of confus 1on, wonder and offen depre sion. To this, TerrJ
could relate and while he could not perhaps offer Just what
was needed in pOoltlve 1notpuctlon,'evcept for the phy31cal
well-being which came from the n;acilce of Haths Yoga,‘he}
could listen as they would deucrjbe to him that!they felt
thet something was "wrong" 1n their llfe..othat they did
not know why they felt depressed and had no reason for thelr
attivude of rejection of soc1ety and llfe as bhey had come
%o know it and had seen it,l but that they didknow that uhey
wanted no oart of things as they were.

With Lerry and with the othcr who came to his door; they
seened to find comfort in the companionship of each othcr°
“o“*; often could speak only of what had nappened to nlm,|and

hey in turn could relate to that. The classes were held in
the evening or on Saturday pr Sunday morning when all could
come free fram jobs and obligations and then they would sit,
after class, for hours into the night, or for hours into a

: ast that. hﬁron would, prepare For a number that seemed

L |
“o increase, each weekend. ; Terry would tell those who 'want ed

w0 hear how he had felt when he*first began to know that

scmething was "wrong'" and how he too could not at first
determine what it might be °; | i
Heny of those who came wore voung oooplo,uoroun “oIients”
.. .5cenmingly transplanted from the law practice and office
where Terry had first encountersd them across his mammoth
nanosany desk and who now shared his breakfast table. They
wvere old for their apge, hav1ng seen days of drugs and‘roobs
which led them nowhere., OSome who came were not so young, put
older in years but young in the innocence of a search that
beron with one step toward the inner self which they were

reluectant to take alone.
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There were three who were so enthusiastic in fact that
they managed to find the wherewithal to make the thousands~
of-miles journey to the United States and into Mexico to
visit and spend time with indmu Devi to learn for themsel%es
directly from her this new method of teaching Hatha Yoga
and. to hear her tell of her times with Sai Baba.

It was Bai Baba who begaﬁ to have an ever increasing
influence on: Terry and whose presence was congtantlv felt, in
the matherings that continued to grow. Terry f elt that 1L
was time to expand the activities beyond the Hatha Yoga
classes and he made arrangements to rent a small cottage in’
the wooded hillside some three miles down the road from
where the family now lﬁved‘ It was determined by some of.
the more interested that thls cottage would become a centre
for their act1v1clo° where thev could gather and sing the
cthants or bhajans that Terry had learned at Mataji's and
where he could hold the qldsses that were being continually
requested. Several of those who came around agreed to.help
pay the rent on the cottage and ﬁhen eve%ything was Tina l1y
organized, one evening all gﬁthered for the blg event.,,the
first chanting session. :

nere were perhaps by now some forty or fifty persons who
were cenuinely interested in what was going on in Governors
Bay, but only about a dozég or so who were actiﬁely involved.
“hen they gathered that fifst evening at the cottage, they
knew what they were coming for, but it was the‘first "formal"
cathering. ' : %

Tarry conld hot sing. Heicould speak, but he had no voice

<0 nroject music. When it c ame fo the point of beVWnnlnr' he

sat there. He had hgard tne bhajans many times but he
had never led them. They could be heard constantly, in fact,
ever repeating themselves over and over inside his head.
He felt terribly inadequate: sitting there with everyone .
looking at him. Several held the oaalli:ymbul- that he had
arousiht froé the Htates, ohé held a bongé drum, and all sat
snd waited expectantly for ?errr o begin.

"Into the fire..." he thbﬁght, and, just as he expected,
his voice cracked as the first note of the lTQL bhajan .
creaked from his inskde, but +hen 1.5 °lowed out and. everyone

repeated the chorus...and in no time th6J were ”awaj lauvhlnr”
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e sounds of the evening would probably not have enthrail-

1.

led T2l Paba nor the members of the group that attended the
functions that Terry had séen at the centre in Tos Angeles
and in the midst of all of it, Terry could not help but
shink that this was one anaxingly long way froﬁ‘ﬁheré‘he

had mounted his motorcycle one cold winters day in December

1o mide over the hills into a new life with his friends from

'"hese friends now seated here with him...singing...chanting
...and look 1ng inside...were those neop]e irom:San Diego,’
end Terry knew that they would be the same 8Ll‘OV8T the
vorld, So many looking for a life which would repilace the
obsolescent routine which was grewing increasingly stale
dey by dey. They were all: loo1anb,°,wonder1n whqt was
coming next...where they were to go, and what they were to
30, for they knew that they co u]d not enter thlo rout_ne that
others followed and lived in and called life,

here was born in that cottage that first evening of bhajans
= an2ll group which would losthe to be called a "group" but
which would be held together by the adhesive of individua?
Jity.,,the:deliberate intention to remain autonomous...the
refus to be identified with anything or anyvone save that
one common thought. fome had already been through a
“doining" trip, moving in circles of those who had claimed
to hove found the "answer" to the search and claimed that it
iay in the spirit of the group that they had joined. But'
those nresent now, those who sang with Terry that night,
mav. . .and almost feared...the identification with a group
for so often 1t meant the loss of the right to remain an
individual and they also knew that the answer,éif any
snswer there might bhe, lay in somethinglbesides the strict
and confining submission to rules and norms impressed upon
those in a group who were by tradition and necessity calied
"merhers". :

There was a spark deep within each person who sat there!
thet night that wanted to grow into a light that would lead
awey fromw such a concept, for where there were members there
vere 2lso "non-members" and where therse were non-memberS...
those who were not included...there was unhappiness and

e
S0l
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The Teeling thus described and shared by all who had
herun to gather there with ’I‘erw of'ten caused an apprehel~
sion, for, while they could each listen to Terry and what he
had to say and could relate to his description of how'he
had felt during the early days when he had experienced what
they were now going *hroﬁgh still the mere fact that'théy
shared this in common threatened to mold them into a gEroup .

And so the "non-group" met occasionally to sing bhajans
while the individuals which composed that non-group would
meet with Terry on their own or with one or two of their

¥ !
friends, or would attend the uatha Yoga classes. @ Still

from what was born that first ovenlnw emerged a collecblon
of individuals which was destined to work and travel toget-
her for some time although they were not aware of what was
in the future for them at that time,

i
O
]

Terry found that Zona's words carried wisdomobothe'mqre
effort he put into belplng others the more help‘he r%ceivgd,
and although he often longed to leave them...family and
nll...and find just what it was on down‘deep inside him...
far nzast where he could now go...far into that spaceless
apace thet he had entered at Duane’'s...he seemed strapped
into what was happening here at'fhe little cottage in the
woods which had now been named "shanti...a variation on
the enpslish word for small house into the sanskrit word
menning "peace'.

“hen he was not preparlnf or.-teaching the Hatha Yoga

N

classes, Terry spent as much time as he could inside conduct-

inc his own search for peace within hi msclf He would .
spend long hours at "shanti" by nimself after meeting éome—
ong there for a chat, or he would arise very early and‘go
nacic into the woods near the family house to meditate and
work on the concentration.

Terry's wor* inside had now turnod to the effort of
Oh“”hlzsblnﬂ complete control over his oodv and his mind.
“he instructions from the Voice had almost disappeared and
he heard little from inside now. Fe felt at this time that

There was wcale very 1Jt*‘, need for such guidance as he
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inew what he had to do: he had tc stop the mind. It was
211l plain and sirmple and he knew that it would take work.
le avoided the issue a great deal by resorting to books
that described wvarious techniques for dealing%with the
mind in meditation...where to place the concentration,

to eat to facllitate the cooperastion of the physical

7y, how to sit, and so on...but when all was said and
oie, Terey Xnew that the mind had merely fed upon what he
had read end what he had thought. HHe remembered the words
oi the Voice when it had told him that to sit now and watch
she thoughts go by was a waste of ftime and that what was ’
needed was determination and will and iron-clad control of
the mental process.

Perry found that he could sit best with both heels up
under his buttocks. He arranged an old woodep platforn
neneath a larpe tree in the woods near the hopse, and upon
thot he placed a flattened cardboard box. He did not have
a erslin (which was recommended by the classic books on
the subject and which, when one sat thereon, was supposed
to help in the settling of the mind) but he did have. an
old blanket that had belonged to his grandmotbergwho;‘he
hed been told, was a.gentle soul and he wrapped it around
him when he would sit in the cold crisp South Island morning,
stroilghtening his back, placing his fingers tb the edge of
nlg nose to engage in the prolonred oreathing, or pranayama,
exvercise that Zona had told him would help to slow the mind.

3

Classical yoga tqaches‘ﬁhat the breath and its control

are the key to theﬁcontr?f of the mind and alsc the forces
of nature. and the force wﬁich.residés in each of mankind

"¢ which was now active in Terry. This teaching is also
present in most:of the teachings of the world which instruct

&2

in mystical matters. Yogic texts, including the vedas and

shostras of the hindus, meintain that the breath carries a
vitnl cosmic energy called prana which permeates the
vniverse and virtually sustains all that live in and inhabit

the universe. The control of the breath, the ability to
hold it in, and to let it out, and then inhale once apain in
o planned and deliberate sequence of which there are suppos-
adlw sorie one hundred and thirty or so, many of which are

now Lost to antiquity, can confer upon the practitioner the
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control of the mind, primarily, and then control of other
matters including those mentvioned.

Such teaching J carrled forth in the Buddhlst Texts and
teachings in Quch OT”CLLCBS as the "mindfulness ol breath"
and the concenﬁrﬁ\;Oﬂ in meditation which is the forerunner
of othexr practices.

These concepts when first encountered by a Westerner tend
to carry some mystique which does not sit well, but it does
not occur to the Westerner thal his own Bible carries in its
nages meny references to the "breath" and its control, which
references, according to some, have come from@the classic ’
texts of the East. ?

Terry was a Uesternef, at least he occupied?a Western body,
and the 1nt@llect of that Western body had had to test and
then take much of what Zona and his other teachers had
miven him on faith. That faith was often born of the fact
that the only other choilce was the living death and limbo
vhich he had been living 1n or existing in and rather than
fnce gsuch a continued state he chose o accept the "theories"
that the classic texts propounded, even though he could not
sce or Teel this "prana'.

vven so, the experiences that Terry had had were enougi...
esvecially the one at Duane's...to convince him that there
might be something of another vea‘*ty The b“e th contro]
Was dQC‘“ned to Coniroj tnlb Drana and hence Lhe mind.

such ratter take time and'the more time that Terry spent
in the practice of pra nayama and concentration of the mind,
the more inpressed helbecamerwith what was happening. He
felt that meny of theiexperiénqes that he had ‘had were
cdiven to him as "gifts". He%could not explain them, nor

4

could he, it seemed, return to then by any will of his own.
Yet, he was finding that the prolonged practice oi these
wethods which Zona taught him and which he had learned from
some of his fellow students at Mataji's, were beginning to
neve something of the effec“ which they prommsedu He was
not well versed in many of them,..only one or two which were
suneosed to help in mind control), and these he practiced with
sreni effort and concent rat10ﬂ and regularity. ‘
or one six month period, there were perhaps only two days

1 *

vhien Terry did not practice the technigues which were now as



much a pert of his life as eating and sleeping. There were

changes which did occur. Terry began to find?that there was
an evenness of his life that beg rg

1

an- to emerveooaand a qulet
within, in spite of the tumult that appeared to exist 1n;

)
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e ﬁ”Olejtvaooﬂ]mOSt side by sidé...with that quiet. It
was as though there were strifc between the activity which
felt that 1t had a duty to keep going and relate to the
world and the 'peace which was beginning to penetrateéthat
activity. | : o T 5'}v
Terry's conscioushess would deillate'between the tw¢;

gencly entering the pe ace in the morning and eveni while

:._)9
carrying in between: a day filled with 1nter—reiat10n with
amily, yogma students and making sandals to sell at the
Saturday Craft Market. Hevknewfand could see :that the:
practice was having: its effect on his consciouénessq j
“hvsiologically, he found that the body simply did not need
=5 nany breaths during the course of a day. There were, in
froct, times in meditation Qhen the breathing would stop
completely for aiperiod of time...perhaps only a fewgseconds
in the beginning...to several minutes later on toward the
end of the winter and the‘ac%ivities of the mind wou“d‘like-
wise subside, leaving his éearching cénsciopsﬁess free to
enter tvhat coveted space of beautiful living "nothingness"
which the Voice had told him that he mnst be able to enter
T gyl M 1“*.n : ; . : ; oo i

in the midst of this, the conéentration1x>néil the mind
down ond make it stop proceeded slowly and painfully for
“he slightest breach of attention would, it seemed, destroy
the work of days or even weeks .znd Terry would then find it
necessary to spend tearful hours picking up the pleces and
putting the mind back into that small space in which he was
trying to confine it. The bickering that children are often
enpased in, intellectual arguments which the yoga studentc
would bring forth when they could not accept someth 1ng Terry
had explained from his own experience and which they guest-

ionerd...all would serve to shalke Terry off course, and he
wonld then return to the safety of the woods to try to regain
his inner composure.

T™ie tree heneath which Terry sat became, to a large degree,

ris tencher for a time, sharing the solid stance that it had

¢
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hullt up in the many years: it had stood in that one place.
It exuded patienée at a time when impatience still plagued
Terry, and 1t would wait when he would hurry, then he would
feel the virtual timelessness of i1ts solitude. It would
even speak to him...not in words, but when Terry would look
at it Jjust before or after going "inside" he could "Hear"
the even song in which the tree dwelt; and it was always
the same...1t was always there,.never ﬂhdnglng 'no matter
in what mood or frame of mind Terry would be when he came
to the woods. | '

Terry would first sit down on the platform folding his
less into the "adept's posiure” which he had 1earned from
“ona. ‘This would come fairly casy to him now .after the
nonths and thousands of hours he had spent moving the limbs
of his once stodgy and conétipated body into the postures
of Hatha Yoga and out again. The poisons which remained
in the joints; however, often made the sitting painful,
and there would be no concenu ration possible until Lha‘
numbness settled into the boay and. the pain was sinply
ochliterated as all feeliﬁg disappeared. Thenzwhen the time
for sitting was finished, the pain would return and some-
times it would take Terry a lengthy time to regain the
abvility to even walk back to the house. |

"Tn the breathing which first would follow the 1n1t¢a1
sittine there would then come a relaxation that said that
the body recogniéed where 1t was once again and was happy,
althoush painful, and the entire system seemed to know that
whot was happening was for the best. After a few deep
breaths, Terry would call out .for help, although he knew
not to whom. To Baba? to Zona? to Mataji? | Now there were
no visions, no Voices, few flashes...just long, arduous,
tedious and soumetimes bofihg and sometimes tearful sitfing

Tor hours each day, locked on a course and direction which

)

seoned to be dictated by a‘higher elf and the purpose of
which seemed often too rembte to define. In the CT1L104]
moments of eaéhlmeditation, it often became ob scure to

“lerry the reason why he was doing 21l this, but if a thought
crossed his mind to relinquish the practice, he was qulckly

S
rebuked and determination was found anew.
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Yy retrospective calculation, it took just seven weeks to

etop the mind...to mail it down to inactivity, to a state

i

in which seemed to halt activity under the intense

serutiny and gaze of Terry's: inner vision and control,ibut
it took everything that Terry could muster to do it, in-
cluding 2ll the help that he could cry for and a determina-
tion that continued all day and nighi; and which seemed at
times almost vicious in its unrelenting pursuit of the'
el . ' ‘ ) |
kven when 1t was finished, Terry was not sure what he had,
except a mind which cowered in its corner, afraid to move,
and he gopld do‘naught.with it except offer it'Pup" and even
that took constant control and vigilance, for a momentary
bresch would allow it to yandergbf; on a tangent of whimsi-
cal thought tripping a trigger which dlmost'automatically
oroucht it back under the irvon-clad control of a ruthless

siz-mastering consciousness.

There was no question that the control of the breath facil-
itated the contrel of the%mind: wvhen the mind was stopped
completely,: Terry could séé that the breath would stop
coimletely also toward thellatter weeks of the endeavour...
and it would stop for some long periods of time, but still,
Terry did not know then what to do with it. The stillness
was plemsant, but "surely" he thought, "there must be
sonething next...this cannot be the end...just a few minutes
erlosllent nothingness inside."

e “ound his. answer toward the end of September when there
wns a definite and tangible occurrence which did and could

3 ati}

not escape his notice; there was a definite shift of

consciousness at the conscious level...the every-day,
inliking around, meking sandals, level that he lived in
Febweon meditations. Harlylone morning as he lay in his
sleeving bag on the floor of the living room of the small
honse trying to find the courage to rise apainst the cold
“rosby Douth Island morning, he drifted into a level just
nelow "today" and there he viewed in all its splendour
cooiher wheel, between his eyebrows, its spokes Forming

rerore his "eye" as he lay helf conscious watching, half



afraid to move, concerned that the view might vanish and
that he could not return to 1t voluntarily.

Mow the control of the mind had some significance as Terry
could step 1t and hold it in check 50 that he could watch
Tor long enough to see the chakra take form, the spokes
filling in with bhe liquid fire of a white light that
Tlowed through ea cb line out to the periphery, and then
seemed to aotivate subtle glows of colours that would come
and 70 as the form itself grew stronger and more definite.
ile could feel a tingliingin the ﬁop of the forehead - a flow
of energy — that seemed to activate a new area of beihg.
tlhen the formatiocn was completed, the wheel began to turn
very slowly...oh so slowly, with the apparent welght under
which the wheél of a freight train might struggle as it
croved its way along a trabk calling a1l its strength to
nlace under it some momentum that would allow its job to
be done with some ease. Within seconds the outline of
detail was 1oét and the wheel assumed the blur of motion
as 1t spun fas*er and ”astéw and Terry watched it in-complete
awe and amazement, completely conscious, completely awake
now, Only then did he realize bhat he was completely
conscilous. He opened his‘eyes and looked at the ceiling
throursh the tears, and a2s he arose, the view with which he
any the outside world had shifted...there was a new flow
through his eyes. | '

jlis studies had told blh enough to know what it was that
he had seen agd he had in fact seen thenm befere; but this
orne was s0 clear...so "there"...so definite...and so
beautiful...not only beautifulﬁin its form and colour but
in the very fact that it was there: tThere had been some-
thing going on all those long cold weeks and months that
he had so carefully watched and controlled the breath and
nmind...every ovite of food, every Worde ..

In the days that followed, the presence of the spinning
chalra which had formed before his inner vision was clear
ag he would awaken ;P‘theimoJ 1ing, Oor once in a while as
he would slip, dlmost in-dver?qntiy; more from fatfque than
cxerted effor%EinTO a\levc? of relaxed semi-consciousness
in neditetion. le would see it now rather as a spinning

VOTUEXao o8 funneloJoa cyclone as seen from above. Its

1/
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motion imparted a2 whir inaudible %o the physical ear but
nalpable to a sense that resided within him.

SESIGIRE
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18, as well, the shift of consclousne:
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evaery day wdklnc life. It could be described only as a
clow, a 11nb11nW an openness to all life and a growing.
feeling of a oneness. In the physical body there was a

Frowing vibration which now seemed to be present all'
time...almost a Lrembl¢nb that one might feel in a small
earthguake, and LQP“G were times wqen Terry actually felt
thet there had peen ‘an edrthquake and so remarked to some=
on¢ near him. He would Then be met with a questlonjng

stare, but he was becoming accustomed to that.

The trees, the flowers and the birds all iooked the
SANC. o » JUST mo?e, More of them; more to them; more in
them., Terry often énd_tovhis ouhdrrrsqment found that
tears flowed so éasily now.p,Twéy would not be ontplned
snd they would come at the most distre essing times. He had

e

tolen %o going to the symphony as often as possible, one of
the few diversions that he allowed himself and the music
wounld invariably;set‘him sobbing. in meditation, he would
emerge from a deep sta%egéf concentration with tears runnjnb
dovn his face. - |

"hese were nob tearszof sorrow, distress or even tears
n™ doy. 'They émanoted5from a place other than these

conventional sources and they would not be stemmed regard-

o the effort put forth. They were not tears of an
emction but tneJ came rather from a state of hipd or
conaciousness which now seemed to be washing awsay all that
obscured its brightness so that it could shine to the
vorlds...both inner end outer...with a waking radiance that
Terry felt at times was perheps a bit too obvious. Still
1t would not be contained in spite of his concern and in

e ond 1t would flow forth and he would be forced to leave

1

whe roon and seek solitude if there were others present.
Sueh events just simply did net také nlace in polite Vestern
soclety...they were unconventioneal, and while Terry did not
Teel any discomfort himself within himself, he was sorelv

A

nfraid of causing discomfort to any who might be in close

nroximity to him for it became obvious even soon after this

heran to happen that a rational mind would not...could not

.. understand what was na ypening; what was happening was



was not rational. It had no reason. It Just was; and
for erry, it was utterly blissful.

“erry did not at first place any connection with this
new and altered state of consciousness and the control of
the mind which he had striven so hard to achieve. They
were simply concurrent in their appearance and co-existant
for a time. When these events began in late September and
early October, the meditative practices in which he had
been enraged began to fall away...he could no longer enter

3

into then. The breathing was an empty gesture; the
neditation would float away as soon as he had sat down,
snd he would float into the bliss that seemed to accompany
hinm all the time. ‘

There was one connection that he did meke...that was with
Szl Baba Perry: felt that surely there was a connection

o

with DBaba

. He had by now read of the mlraclas that Baba
had supposedly performed on the consciousness of ma ny
peovle in the world...the Western world as well as the East.
Perry felt an uncontrollable urge and desire to thank some-
thiny or someone for what was happening to hl* and he found
the vibrations of Sal Baba receptive to his inner thoughts,
then'zs, and pleadings. He was not sure how this was felt,
it 1t was there. ‘ ‘ i

“he idea of having a guru, a teacher who could influence
15 developments from thousands of miles away, seemned
slnost too good to be true to Terry and he felt humbled
o the thoupht that this might, be the case. As he made the
sendnls, he would offer them to Babaj; as he ate his dinner
ne would offer each bite to Baba; even as he walked.
trlted...sang bhajans...sat on the toillet...everythin
went Lo Paba. :

n his devotion and growing sense of offering, Terry wes
aften ~uided by the words of Spi Ramekrishnz. This Saint
ha¢ lived in India from 18%6 to- 1886 and was considered a
naveoon of devotion in hig commitment to the "divine ,
pother®., It was his attitude and Hhe way he went about his
surrender that carried over to Terry and sided Terry in hi

it Terry could not last too long on his ovm, and he

zould not find the help he needed from books. He had



reached what he considered to be the end of his development
vithout a teacher, and he longed for someone who would :
instruct him in what he was to do next.

Fe no longer could engage 1n the Hatha Yoga practiceS...
thev meant nothing to him. IHe could not bear to listen to
any conversation that had anything to do with the outside
world and he lived only for the times when hé would gathér
with the prowing number of those who would come to ”sh?nti”
$0 eing bhajens. On those precious nights; Térry would do
211 he could to hold his composure until the singing began
ond then when all had their eyes closed, répt in their own '
sincing and inner conscilousness, Terry could:allow the flow
£ bepin from deep within himself.

The chanting of the bhajans would raise his consciousness
o = point that he then could no longer mouth the words or
force out the sound needed to sustain the singing and he%
would be borne aloft on the chants of the others present
and the vibrations of the room which would enhance the,
watlions 1n his own body. They would sing to Sai Baba,
to 2enmakrishna, to Jesus; to God, to each other, to bliss
itaelf, to all the Saints that had ever lived, on into the

4

ndohit, warmed from within by the oneness that they all felt,

tad Tron without by the faithful fTire in Shanti's fireplace.
“hese are precious days," Terry would say. to them when

tne chanting was finidshed and they would share a cup of

Perpernint Tea before departing back over the hill to

Christchurch.  Some had come several mniles JUst for the

“oy hours of joining in the chanting. "Precious daysS...

#
shey won't last long,...and we.wlll never see them again."

e plory and the beauty of the moment were all that were
necaessary. To look to the future was to detract from the
conent, and the view to the past was disinteprating int
onhlivion.,

~on the conversation in which Terry entered with those
who come Lo see him had taken another turn. There was no
rational explanation now from him as to why to do this
nostnre or that breathing exercise...he did not care about
thiem, and could relate only to the person who would sit with
hiv 2t the moment, feeling the oneness and talking about

Shl RBeba or Ramakirishna. Sometinmes he could feel the
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irritation from enother who would ask for specific
instructions, but Terry could find nothing important now
but the love he felt growing within himself.

wven Terry's family by now seemed to have written him
off...they did not understand his strange ways, and there
was no way he could explain himself. He did now know one
thing though: 1t could be dangerous to meditate. It was
danpgerous for one who wanted to have anything to do w1fh
the outside world, and who wanted to live in it in any
semblance of a manner in which he had heen trained, for
if and when such a conseiousness came forth, it destroyed
all defenses and conventions leaving one open to all attack
from without protected only by the defense of the oneness
from within. The sneers, the'Snickers, the Jjeers of the
marretvlace were all faif;ammunition to throw at such a
one wno could not mount any kind of a counter offensive,
and Terry could do nothing but sit and watch it all happen
to hin...around himoi,andeithin him, L

Unce agailn, Terry found himself in the same position that
had levelled him years earlier: he had no one to turn to...
no one he could talk to. He could enjoy the company of
those who came;to see him, but more often than not, they
czme to try to find holes in his story and to reationalize
what he said out the back door of their minds...Jjust as he
had done when he first began to ask questions. Ie felt a
tenrful kinship with them in their search, for he had been
there, tut he dared not open up to them too fast for they
did not understand his overwhelming emotion for them, and
lest it were contained, they would be frightened away

The Matha Yoga classes' continued, for it was through this
nedivm that the ones who were coming were called and when
thev came, 1t would often start with a simple inquirj about
diet, a stiffness of a muscle, or a strange feeling in the
head that something was "wrong'. Wheh Terrv heard these
words, he could feel an almost uncontrollable desire to
throw his arms arcund the one standing before him, for he
now knew whatlt they really were asking. But he dare not.
#e must contain himself, 1

The inner conflict grey too fast. He could not resolve

it without help, and he had to have that help soon...to
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Imow how To handle what was happening. He knew what to
do...but he also knew it was next to impossible.
e knew he must now go to India o see Sai Baba. IHe

g .
ey,



When the decision was made and there was no further
questions in Terry's mind that he was in fact bOLnu, there
occurred an abrupt change 1n the course of his life He

1,

had no money. The famlly . hau two or tvhree: hundred dollars
in the hank and they had enough income from the States to
support what they needed, buvt there was no income or
capital for Terry to mike a trip anywhere let alone to
India. He hed madé'thedgq1sion out of necessity and based
solely on faith, and he wéuld leave it in Baba's hands
Tt was said that one cou1d no*;wet to Baba until Baba
decided that the L?me was rlghf So now, Terry knew that
he would Jjust WOLu. O |

Within only days from the time that the decision was
ande the orders for sandals began to pick up noticeabl}y=
it first Terry thought that it was a "coincidence"...that
old ecatch-all for nnythin@ that one might not want to
scknowledme could have a cause other than that. which can
be explalned by the rational mind. The increase in orders
was too steep to be coincidence however, and he knew 1it,
it he did not 'sa V‘anythihgn It was a curious occupation
...2 good one...doing qonethlng for peoples' feet...it was
# long wvay from the hlgnﬂfaahion, nlﬂh—struttlng Courtroom
peacock stature of yeéteryear, and it had a built-in
"humilifying" factor which was good for periodically
deflating Térry's oversized and overworked ego.

"You must do something with your hands", he would tell
those who came to h*m orllessonu..oHatha Yoga, meditation

or just to sit and talk. ' "There is an energy flow that is
natural, but 1ncreasea wbew vou get active in this business
and it must be carrleq t0 the physical to go full-circlé

« s veDEdting a vaceuun for more to flow in...to keep one
soing.”  he could aneak wlfh uthority now, for he had
seen...actually seeno,o this enersy flow within himself,
and he knew that the days that he mede sandals things

NP I O
Wenv aewv

ter. i

"Vyrrervday, do sone worky Tt: doesn't matter what it is...
Just do some work...real %ork " Those words were from
Duane that dey when Teﬁrw haa picked him up on the road
and brousght him to the rar ch some two years before. When

he had said them, Duane proceeded to clean up a corner of



the yard behind the house

Llthough meditation was all but gone for the time being
now, Terry knew thmt the weeks and months that he had

spent inside cornerlnc the mind had been well placed,]fof
there waqla onn—p01ntedne S Now...a control thaet held the
attention on what he was dOAﬂ” and. 1t seemed that  the
neditation had in reality: ‘been transferred from the inside
to the outside, so to speak, for what had been-inside had
now bheen carried to his outer consciousness, and there was
now a singleness of purpose...in fact there was purpose
where there had before beén none. There was a reason for
working now and thet reason was to offer what he did
Baba who stood ready to qccept it, apperently, for when
that was done, there was more given. But he could not !
sit for the concenuv tea medJL tion that he had done for
so long, for as soon as ho entered inside, there was only
the ineffable joy and happilness that had descended upon

o

him when the chakra of the eyebrows had opened...the ajna

shifv 1n cons 01ougne%q stayed with him. He was inter-
i t1lv happy and joyful all the time, but would become
saddened when he would hear anv dissension between other

neonle, especially the children. Sometimes they would
screp OVer a minor matter{ and one would become bitter
tovcerd the other and thisiwould cause Terry no end of pailn,
“e would somebtimes meet tHis with & harsh snep al one or

~

A1l of

'hem,oqunconbrolleu,on>pontaneous°,.in his intense
Zesire to calm the feud. %o his chaprin, he would feel
the nangs of inner pain and remember the words of the-Voice
vhen it had told him: "Use no violence, for violence cannot
be uned ageinst violence." Now he knew why: it would
ultimetely destroy him from within 1f he allowed 1t to be
used, :
sometimes the Jjoy was so deep and growing that he could

not nound the nails in Lhe sandals for the tears flowing

ngely, he could hold his composure; 1t

"1

notion, but rather the emoticon of the

stote he was in. lie was to learn Lhat these tears were &
Fal

the process he was going through, and they



were indicative of a mood
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h one couvld go, some-—

times a2t will and sometimes involuntarily He had read
Spi Ramakrishna had entered this mood at the moment
of the mention of the name of God or the singing of 2
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haven't been here a year|yet."

Teryy could‘say nothing. He knew that this was just
another step in the process that they were geing through,
vut Oharon would not and could not see 1t that way. The
children were inischool sand happy. Terry had counted on
them being able to stay there snd be there when he pot
back from India. How it was 211 changed again.

There wes a housing shortage anyway, and they had been
very fortunate to find what they had; now 1t seemed |
impossible. Téfry thought that the trip was off. It had )
to he! "How could thingé’move so fast...fast enough for

i

e Lo go," he wondered.

lie had not counted on the power‘of the surrender and
"coincidence" thalk seemed to be guiding him now and he
decided to take it to the yope class. |

no

T ¥now 2 place that might just be availeble," Denise
:2ic¢ when they had finished. "It is owned by some friends
of mine. Her mother just died and they might rent it to
Tou. ! ; |
Within ten déys, Denise had arranged the house.forighapon
and the younger ChildrenQ‘Terry had. found a summer cottage
that some people would rent to them for the rest of the
winter and spring and they had packed all they did not
need off to the auction, loaded up what was left, moved
“heron into her new house Just a few miles down the road
and derry got his second. round of shots. | _
There was np\meditating now...i1t was all business. This
wrg 211 new to Tervry. He had not flown overseas before
excent to lNew Zealand and the.wmvstery of the Fast totaslly
occupled his thoughts now. The possibility of meeting
rnd seelng Hal Bada even for a moment mesmerized him, for
iu vas szid that Baba could solve, cure and cause merely
with 2 glance or a touch.  What skepticism and doubt had
remcined had been washed away by the flood of coincidences
cnd tears that seemed tofflow concurrently at just the

proper Lime,

"Tie 1is the great Dhobi...the great washerman...” lMetaji
had se03d.  "The Dhobi, to wash the clothes in India, takes

Hhen to the river and swings them up over his head to the

1

~reatest height and then wit

1

h great force, slaps them
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acsinst the rocks to clean them completely from all dirt,
stain...leavine them clean and white and pure.” |
When everything was finally settled and Sharon wes happy
in her new home, Terry breathed a sigh of relief: he had
dust three days before he was due to leave New Zealand to
Tly to Singapore and Calcutta, then to Bangalore where he
would travel overland to see Raba. | ;
iow there was no time to think, let alone meditate, for
the sendal orders literally had Terry working day and
night, and in the end, with the increased number of students

3

the sandal orders brought in Jjust

S ) Tl A TN e
in the Tlatha Yogae classes

enouizh to cover the air fare and his expense

: Yy

"ou're soing at; the right time,"

5 o
Max the travel agent
hnad told him, ”Anpther month and it would have cost you

another hundred and fifty dollars.”

. seemed to be the story of Terry's life at this time..
e2lunys at the right place at the right time...with just a
dollzr left over. But it was 211 there and he was ready to

my

e last bhejan session wes something of a vense affair...
for 21l knew thst Terry wes poing for all of them as well.
There was an extra-sized crowd at Shanti just two nights

was to leave and there were' extra-size vibrations

The weather was warmer now and they left the doors

onen and some sat out on the porch beczuse the inner room

was full, Manjiof them did not know each other, but that
(i not bother any one, for they did not come to form a |
con-rass of any kind...but merely to find their own inner
sanctum...that quiet little plaée within that would ring
with the joy of the chanting and wouvld reverherate with the
Joy that they'qbpld all share in spite of the fact that
they did not knoh each other.

Afterwards they all sat very quietly, knowing that it
would be different when they all met with Terry agein, for
e would be cerrying with him the news of something that
vheir all wantedito know: "Was it true?"

e had told of the stories that he had heard at Mataji's
and they had listened, enraptured, even when the tales
were secondhand.  He could relate his own first hand

axneriences at the voga seminar when he had received the



nessace for Jefry,:end when he had received the inner
suidance, but he did not, feel free to tell all of these
things. Just at the right time Tracy burst into the room.
"You can hear you guys;all over the bay;authe chanting
soes everywhere...and TOOK. .. THERE IS VIBHUTTI OH THE
and there was. ©he held it up &gnd there, on
the tassle of the Jjapamela was the white powdery substance
that Terry had seen at Tecate. ‘
They had all seen Vibhutti...Terry had brought some with
him from the States that Mataji had brought from India, but
they had not seen it befofe on the Jjapamala., But it was ’
there, crystallized on the threads of the tassle and with
the sweet pungent aroma that only this wibhutti cerried.

Jr 5

he epirit that pervaded the little shack in the woods

irht would defy description for it was beyond any-
thing thet most of them had experienced before. Once again
everything had clicked into place at the lsst minute,
fimost everyone who was there at least knew Terry and his

~

family even 1if they did not know everyone else and the

whutti was Jjust another, unhelievable incident in a series

that had happened in the life of this strange sandal-making
exinswyer from the Ststes. DBut the truth of the matter was

thnat the sandal-maker was the most pewildered of all and

~17

211l he could do was to watch what was happening around him

L.

and wonder once again where it would all lead too.

i
O
i

o days later it led to the stark and noisy reality of
the “hristchurch International Airport. Terry checked in
and

took his pack to the haggare counter. It was over-

veloht with peanuts, tollet paper and brewers yeast to

ve off the deficiencies that Terry had heard about in
indie, but there was no problem. When he turned from the

3

hering and 1T

commter, he found that there was a crowd gat
appeared from the familiar faces that there was to be

amother bhaian éessionv Denise, Rae, Alan, Frazer, Rachel
...ornd on and on...and there were people there who came ﬁp

o o him to wish him well that he had not seen before. There
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were so many, and they kept coming. Little Patrick stood
! i
nearby Dad end held his'hand and watched the line of well-

i
it was time to go, Terry walked around the line and

yat his arms around everyone of them and held them close
...ecven the ones that he had not met before for he too
tmew now that this trip was not Just for himgelf, He

't it was farall of them, and many of them had new
on their feet. | |

v, there was Sharon, weiting behind him when he
wad husgeed and kissed the children.
love you, you silly old man., "
Tihis time the tedrq were real She too xnew that things
wouvld be dif ferent when ”ewry returned.

"I love you too." Terry held her tight, then turned
and walked, 1 =

e had a windoﬁ seat a?d he held his scarl up to the
window ao they could see;it from the observation deck...
teniry-nine people and his family. The ScarL;waS the one

P s

Candy ha

)
ey

knitted for him when she was twelve years old...

bricht orange.

Terry waved, of course, as the p]& e taxied out to the

TUNWAY

%

and bhenlpn the roaring Lakeqff, but he knew that
ther couldn't séé nwm now. And he could barely see them.
fie sank back. 1nto hig chair and closed his eyes. All
he could see was 2 long, yellow brick road, reaching far
into the distance of the inner space, and a song began to

aine itself from deep inside as he started down that to

. "
A17(Le a0 eaoe

g 're B o the wiz- , 3
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"It could be‘éald,” Terry wrote to them from India, "that
trere are probably better times to land in Calcutta than
Seturday midnight, There was a celebration in force all
over the city to praise Hother ¥ali, the Divine tother,
and even at onégo'clock in the morning the taxi had
ston every soioﬂten for a:procession in!the rozd.

"here are huﬁdrédﬁ.,,p@rhaps thousands...of people
sleaping in the streets...sidewslls and the doorways of

1
.

he half-torn down buildings. Tt is hard to maintein ’
detochient when one knows that some of them will surely
starvation by morning.

‘T fell some kind of security when the taxi driver showed
"e his picture of Ramakrishna and told me that he wes a
devoiee. Th@n‘t‘e people at the hotel informed me that the
devoled taxi drlve” nad charged me double the fare that he
should heave char

"Oh well, it's all Just a delusion anyhow..."

serry spent three days in Calcutta adjusting to India in

@
o
I

I

b

{n

0

o

=

f

zeneral, welkine the streets, locking at the b
nletely absorbed by the spectacle of it all.
The reason he was there was to visit the|temple at
dakshinaswar where Ramakrishna had lived and to see the:
roon where he had met and telked with and taught Farendra-
'2vh, The young chap whose arrcgance Remakrishne destroyed
itl his simplicity and who wos destined to become one of

the o reat relipiouvs and spiritual Leachers of the age: Swami

i =

£ TN (T e
Vivelnnends.

Terry found the temnle in ruins. He had expected that it

vouwld be well kept and cared for. Tear the corner of the

courtyard at the end of the line of the twelve Bhiva

temnles, there was a little row of tables and stalls,

them sat tThe gelden siinned Indiens tending their

res and trinkets of Ramskrishna and Sarada Devi, his
w1.7¢, which tThey sold to those who visited the temple to

2w hrdlibmte to Ramskrishna.
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Terry wes absolutely enthralled. He had read the one
thousand and éight pages of the 'Gospel of Sri Ramakrishna'
from cover to cover and had marvelled at the words of
wisdom that Doured from the lips of this simple holy man;
how he had opened the consciousness of more than one
descinle with the touch of his hand; and he knew that
aba guoted Ramakrishna often with approbation.

Une of the vendoré, a tsll slender men took an interest
in Terry, who was the only Westerner in siglt that day. His
“n-xlish was broken and hard to understand btut communication
was accomplished and he offered to take Terry around the
compound and show the various sights and he was as it
turmed out a very competent guide.

There was VLTV 1itt JevekplanatiOn that was needed for
Terry was familiar w1hh‘the 1ife of the holy man and knew
the namnes and lpcations of the important places in the
compound.. mho%zwalked toithe statue of the Divine Hother
which Ramakrishna bad wor;hipped 2nd in whom he found‘thé
source of his gu1dance.ang the very source of hisvbeing°
The vard to the fore of the area where the statue sat was

filled with v151t1n0 devo?eew who had come that Sunday to
worship the Mother° Tne Brahmin Priests took their offer-

:;»3

~om thelr‘place behlnd the nrotoctlnﬁ rail and offe;~

“S

ed 1t to the Iobher and bben gave the devotee some hOlJ
water from tne p ndes which the devotee then drank from his
nali; and then noured the r@stcnwthe top of his head. '

Terry blmzd]v'offercd irupee note to the Brahmin Priest
mnd partook of the rltualﬁ Ramakrishna had been a Brahmin
#nd had served as%the Te@ple Priest when he had first
~rrrived at the Temple of Dakshinaswar...until he could no
loner do so because of the intensity of the divine
farvour which bopan to grip him. Ilis devotion eventually
crew to such an vivid pitch that, 2t the mere mention,of;
the nane of the DLv1ne Mother, he would immediately go into
n state of bllqu‘ul ecstaéy3 totally oblivious of his body
and the outside world. ;

e tall Indiswm guide then walked with Terry toward the
“rachavetl, an area of five trees in the rear courtyard

tonind the arvea of the btuilding where Ramakrishna's room

o deentad, Here Ramakrishne had walked and talked with
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hie devotees and, preyed and experienced many v151onn of

»

divine nature ﬂncluding one of the Lord Jesus.

It was here ﬁhat he spo@e with and listened to the !
various teachefs who arrived at different times and who
teusht Ramakrishna about the ways of the Vedas and other
scripiures. 5 C | o

(rne of these teachers, known s the Brahmani, nad pro-
clained Ramakrishna to he a divine incarnationn Enother,
Totopuri, hed taught him of the ways of the Tantra, and

1

]
clained that Vﬂmnlr1%nn9 n . mastered in three days what

' I4

it toolk “otapur forty years to learn.
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very simple soul at heart and
1is

totally unawvare of the ways of the world., He
. i |
for the experience of pod-intoxication and the realization

ved only

of *tno divine, which, 1t is U(Jd he found through a personal

irmersion in each of the tnrec mz jor religions of the
world, Hinduism, Islam and Christ ianity One>day when the
davotees talked of the ebb and flow of the_tides
Pamnlrrishna interjected a comment indicative of his worldly
irmorance. '

"Uow can you know of things so far away," he asked
inrocently. Yet his words carried to these same devotees
inowledee so profound that it left them all speechless.

Wrom his-study, Terry knew many of Ramakrishna's speeches,
stories, parables and conversations with the devotees word
nerfect to the letter for he had tried to omulbtc the
teachings and actions of the Great lMaster. Wow'he was able
to walk where this Master had walked and to sit where he
©ipht have sat beneath the trees in the coizz‘tyard° Yith
the guide, Terrj walked to the edge of the Ganges River
which flowed past the bathing ghat just below the temple.
e waded into the Gange.,‘u“o holy river, reverred by all
Hindus and considered by them to be a veritable incarnation

oz

of the Divine MHother. Remakrishna believed that all
creation was an emanation of the Divine. More than
telieving it he saw 1t,
"other has shown me that She has bocomc everything,"
e wonld say as he emerged from a state of divine bliss.
The

crowning. moments for Terry were the final minutes

spent at the Temple when he entered Ramakrishna's room and
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permitted by the carof ker to spend a few qﬁiet
minutes in meditation seated on the stone floor facing
the beds that the master had occupied.

ilow there were no bllnalnL flashes of light or dynanic
divine revelablona, Just a quiet peasceful time in which
Terry could absoxrb. the Vibratlons'whic, permeated the
roon and everything and e?eryone in it. It was for these
few minutes that he had come to Calcutta before going on
to Bangalore and he found%that they were well snent,'for
erry felt that he rather: received someuhlnm ol‘un approv-
ing pat on the head as helsat there and when the caretaker
pade him to depart as theiroom was to be closed for the
nidday break, Terry was ready to carry on w1th the Jjourney
on which he had started. ;

"I don't havé;anyjidea @hat T am'going into," Terry
wrote to the fémilv from %he flight on the way to Bangalore.
"Go far from home (u“vrover that is). I believe in this,
hut T don't really know wbat it 1s at this level. Tam
all elone heregoono expec%a:ionsoe,and.l don't know what
I could expect: 'if T had anyo It is frulv a real:z thn
of 2 drean, but almost unneco sary nou. 5 f

3tdill, Perry knew that hnefe was one quesulon that he
was golng to Bang alore to auk, and he expected to have the
answer to thut!queSulon when he doparted for Wew Zealand

N

once again. : : |

"lerteinly tﬁlo trip seems at this point more for
others than for me, but then again how am I to know.
T wonder what it is about."”
1 i
| L
| z
i #20= v i
1 i
"ou want the Shilton Hotel?" the taxi driver had picked
Terry out of the crowd and named his hotel for him. His
name was Naraygn and Terry later came to know him well,

for as it turnéd]out, Narsa iyan had served other visitors

dew. Zealand. NmraJun tool Terry to the hotel, and

desk clerk said he could zccomnmodate Terry Tor one

only. This would nmean departure for Pubttapearti the

35 Ay

Tor ﬁhis WAaS, aécordlng to Narayan, where

now., The birthday PQLO:Tuu_On of November
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2%rd was approaching and there was & grand movement of

nany people to the village one hundred and ten niles to

N

tre North of Bangalore.

o 4

to Puttaparthi was

O

Getting to the bus which was to g
test and a hassle. Terry knew his pack was too big and
oo heavy: he had brought too much...more than he needed,

y

and 1t varely £it into the three-wheeled scooter taxi.

Tervy learned that day that one is to allow more time to do

thinzs than one allows in the West, for matters - and
tevis — move nuch slower edpecially in the middle of the
dey. The driver did not understand Terry's directions

the taxi ended up on the far side of town early on a

L~

hot afternoon and Terry, now without lodging, Hotel,
or friend in the town became frustrated for he could not
seen to make the driver understand where he wanted to £0.
Cuddenly, as 1f he received & flash ¢f knowledge, the

driver wheeled the taxi around and out of the parking

aren of the railroad depot to which he had mistakenly
driven, and sped across town to the private bus depot from
which the proper bus would depart. They arrived with only

4

minutes to sware and Terry got the last seat on the last
1

bus leaving for Pubtaparthi that day.

“in ne sat baci Into the seat, crowded on both sides by
sleeny Indlans, Terry remembered some of the tales that
sl and Bob and the others had told during the Seminar at

3

Satedi's and how there are many tests in getting to Baba's

3
faeham w T i
LoDl Culil o i

Tt was a long ride - eight hours to go a little over one
bundred miles - and they arrived after dark. Bven in the
winter the evening was hot and the mosguitoes seemed to
mow no seeson. But the trin throuvegh the country-side had
heen an education in 1teelf...through the villages and the
brel ronds to a place which had been described in a bock

i-onold Schulman as "about ten minubtes past the stone
e, Indeed it seemed to be, for the farmling was done with
on~corts and crude plows and barefoot fenders, a far distant
ihovoht fronm the sophisticated farming methods which Terry
had Imown in Celifornia.
“ren the bus Tinally arrived at the Ashram Terry was,

lite everyone else, hot and dirvy and tired. There were



meny other devotees on the bus, and they had been singing
bheians. Just before the bus arrvived at Bukkapatnam where
Babn had lived as a boy, an old man shifted into the now
vacant seet beside Terry. i

"You are going to see Swami?" he asked, with the
characteristic upturn of the end of the sentence.

Terry managed a smile and nodded.

7T was his téacher in High School.™

Terry sat un;ouj,IWK, forgetting his discomfort and the
heat, eager to hear what the man had;to,sayQ

"He was the best actor in‘the‘school,w the man sgid;
and the bus stopped. The man smiled, put his hand on
Terrv's arm for Jjust a moment, and then rose to leave.
That was all he said, but his kind gesture|said what was
needed. Ch §§ | !
U RTHEM BER TI:{E AC'T‘GRi L
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It appeared that all v101tors were' peréd to chock 1n
a1t the Ashram Nouslng Offic ce and TPTTJ made his way past -
the Genesha Statue around the main hall whore Baba's
residence was loceated andztoward the communluy office., It
was dark and i‘ was hard to see ve gy 4 much but there were
many veople st111 wdlklng the streets of tﬂe village and

the Ashran whlch took'up a great space in the middle and
i

'

the edge of tﬁe'towno

erry did noé know what to expect, but whatever it was it
wasn't what he%founda Hejhad,read every book that he could
find that mentioned anything about DBaba, and through Mataji
he Telt that he had a pOJuonal acquaintance with Baba on
cven more than the level Which he had experienced within.
lic did not know if it was Baba's voice which spoke to him,
or where the ¥olce had come from if it were not 3aba. But
now, to try to put it all topether,. as his mind was trying
to do, tired, hot, confused and wondering why he had tried
o nake such ajourney in the first place, was all a bit
mach for Terry;

iie found no éomfort in the men who ran the Ashram. When

he wallked into the office and cinperly asked 1f there were



any room for him he was shaken by the snap of the response.

"The rooms are all fulll, Who told you to come? You may

Find room.in the village, bub you cannot stay in the
Lghram, "
Terry was dumbfounded. " He held his tongue, but his tired
mind snarled to retort. r
"here is the love? Where is the understandihg that Baba
preaches?" | |

Terry was ready to leave,

fut he stayed. He stayed the night. A young Indian man
whom he had met jon the bus was standing there in the street

when Terry came out of the Ashram office. He understood

the problem and took Terry to a place at the edge of the

H™

3.C
tshran where some new bulldings were bheing constructed and

therr found a q?iet secluded spot where they could sléep{

™e nirht was too hot for the sleeping bag that Terry had
brousht, hut the mosguitoes made it‘impossible to sleep
without it. FHot, tired anda dirty, Terry fell asleep, still
wondering why he had come.

The light of the morning brought with i1t a comfort and at
lecst the resolution to stay long enough to try to see Babha
for in spite of the misery, it was Still a long way back to

Iife in the Ashram begarn very early, Just

o'cloclk, and the sounds which greet the dawning
of 2 new day are not the énes that one might expect when
loolking at Tndia from a distance. : % 7
Terry found that the Indian people, while very gentle and
;onerally”venysimple, afe;also very ﬁoiéy and. the affinity
“or neace and quiet which:Terry had developed did not at

~11 mesh with The early Indian morning. The Indiens have

nractice, which most seen to engage 1in, of cleaning out

ir lunes and bronchial tubes of the accumulated conges-
tion from the dey ond the‘night before and eliminating it

in © canner which is something more than subtle. They have
discovered transisvor radios to be a source of anparent
SOPDEnIT in ﬁhe‘quiet hours and their conversation is carried
on in a manner designed #o be certain that every sentence

e nlearly auvdible.

“men Terry awoke Lo the morning, the light of day was

=ti1ll some hours away toward the winter dawn, and he lay

i
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quietly listening to the sounds of the Ashram. | When light

b}

finelly came, he found thalt he was sleeping in a:half-

bullt building of which there were several around him
already finished and occupied. They had at least thrée
Tloors of rooms for visitors and 1t gppvurod that all the
ms were in fact OCCuDlOd ;

Yot only were all the rooms occupLea, but much of the
pround space around the buildings end the sheds around
the groundu. and many had constructed tents and shelters
of various material in many incenious ways. Lt was PLill
three days before the blrthday ceJeoratlon to b° he]d on -
Saturday and already tkere were thousands upon thouuands
of people present and well lodged in for uhe festivities.

Yhere Terry and his fﬁiend had topped for the night had
been away at ﬁhe edge'of'tho mailnstream of Asnram activity
and. the conduct of the poopJe there had been less control-
led. TIn the main area where the nr]nclple builldings were
located, there were signs admonishing the people to silence
and somewhat surprisingly, silence was observed and *he
conduct oi everyone Térrj sew as he walked around tne
srounds was quiet, benigﬁ and T“esp(—zcti'"ul‘, Theggounds
themselves were immaculately képt, clean, swept with the
prush brooms that some of the women perpe%ually carried
rith them., In the lluhﬁ of day now one could see that
there were many of the high buildings of éuest rooms made
into a circle enclosing on three sides the main worship
hall

j8b]
~
~

1 temple where Baba s quarters were located.

~

Tt was just after elpht o'clock and already there were
nany g ople ga“bened and. se ted in the yard in front of
tha temple building where RBaba would, perhaps, appear for

o few minutes just after nine o'clock to shed the blessing
his presence on the devotees present. Terry watched
fronoa distoance for a while, then began to move over to
the men's side of the yard, for the women and men were
strictly separated in the Ashram and all of its activities
evcept the married persons who were allowed tTo occupy
auarters together. He took = seat at the end of one of

rows and waited, wondering, watching, by this time

Fforeetting the rude treatment to which he had been subjected
e nicht before at the hands of one, he had since learned,
treated most everyone who! u_rlv\? in the same manner,

i
i
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T has often been said in the writings of the Fast that

it is possible for one man, if he has the ability and the
nroper Xnowledge, to chunrc the consciousness of another

serely by a look, or a toucn, or a thought, or, if the

firat 1s strong enough, merely by his presence. Such a
totement ismost often met with extreme doubt or skepticism

by those of the VWestern world, who, by their training,

»

ang eﬁucablo“, are imbued with the belief that

D
3
-
.
4
D
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ing is possible thet. is not entirely expllcable and

e. People of the Lgst are likewlse imbued with dve
of » finer and different colour: for them, such a phenom-
gnon is nblrely xnlicabie and totally visible, for it is
such o common occurrence 1n the East that most take it to
be nerely another fact ofgllfe, For them it 1is not
necessary to take 1t on féith; many of them have seen it
“anpen and their Heﬁltage|is such that its very existance

is part of their training ‘ environment and educutlon but

nore than hqt, it is pa rt of their own personal expprlenceo
‘“he teachings of the Eé_t are beginning to penetrate the
Ylest now in various Fovméilnfo various rCJlmlouo and :
spirituaW cults, groups -nd sects and these teachings are
ed often on, ths prlﬂcn ple of the change of conscious=
ness Ten broumnt ﬂbout oy the uontact with a person, mosc
often li v1no but in some‘nlro]es withione who has lived
amd nassed away, who it U]lL he said is in possession of
“he power or ability to a+fecc the consciousness of another
nerson in the manner abové described. Put contrary to
cne beliefs of the orlLlnq of uUCh an experiehce, the

neture of the reaching 1tole Wue“ it reaches the West, no
tter how many times 2 4 presented and no matter in how
nowavs, stbill e1r\<‘onm:<:'l the barrier erected in the
‘antern mind that sucha claim will be accepted only on the
rasentation of persoﬁal f)roof°

Tn the foreyard of the mein temple of the Ashram of Satye

on this day in question there were about thre:

Liovsand Indilan men and wOmon seated quLG“7J, the men on
ore side of a dividing w“L“ and the women on the other,
valting in, for the most part, perfect faith that the person

oot any wminute appear could in fact Tr nsform their
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consclousness and thelr life by his mere presence.

here were also present?that day a few Westerners, a
handful by comﬁarisdn, wh6 also sat quietly among tbczw
indiean Brethreﬁ, but they wero waiting for the most part
but with & few ex ceptlonu, to be shown —- to have it proved
o them -—- that a person could change their lives by his
mere presence or his lodk, or, in a rare instance of good
fortune, a touch, anhd the person said to be in possession
o7 such abilities was Satya Sai Baba.

(ne thing was quite obvious to all present, even to the
newvest arrival and that was thaol there was a very strong
discipline -- a doveloned;self-d1001p11ne —— among those
present: to th° final one they were well groomed, and in
this main part of the Ashrpm, well controlled, courteous,

spectful to each other and most noticeable totally silent.

The silence was hea Ay and strong and it coupled with the
warm morning sun to brlng to one =& floating half-dreaming
drowsiness that would often be interrupted by the trickle
of » bead of perspirationéon the forehead. But the air
was dead calm and the atmésphere was one of ready, but
relaves, anticipation. ; '

There was no fanfare, Even with the eyes closed or half-
closed, however, there waé no wlqtallng the electrlclty
in *the air. No one said a word: no one had to. When the
immense wave poured Lnrouwh Terry for the first time he
was almost asleep, als:eyes were closed to the morning sun
and he was wdﬁdering héwiit would be when Baba finally
came into view. What he:felt could be described only as a
feeling that he had not experienced before; it was subtle
but so fast that it was on him and through him before he
was comnletely aonscjous 6f it. In one instant it had

enculied him and almos st lmh“QLﬂi >ly he knew why...Baba was

he was to be surprised. As he straightened his back
~nd looked toward the corner of the building on the far
side of the yard where the women were seated and prevazred
to wailt for the sight he had come to see, he wondured how

he would feel when Baba actually came around the corner.

“hen out of the corner of his eye, he was caught by a

of orange in the crowd of devotees on the concrete



norch of the temple. Slowly he turned his head. BReba had

Pal

oen nresent among them for several minutes and he now was
sionding in his typical pose, with his hands clasped behind
Yie o bhecek, talking with one of those who had wailted.

Thore had been many questions in Terry's mind before he
av cmho ., He had wondered, of course, if it were true that
sarely seeing this man would change him. There was now no
i o ask or even think of the cuestions for thev were
~15 answered in a2 flash that showered Terry with a warm

“4ir of a thrilling

2

electric indefinable experience thatl

»
»
~D

could not have anticipated nor designed for it heoppened
toa Test and with oo much certainty.
Trvolhmwterily, tears welled un in Terry's eyes as he
= the oranse figure. Iverything that was Yestern in
arid that what he was feeling was 1mpossible, unreal,
and cerhainly, if it were real, then it was totelly explic-
~nle physiologilca lyi But his essence was not listening,
it was totally absorbed in the experience, but ironically,
~1z0 completely detached, observing and emotionless. He
~auld nob laugh or really cry, but then found that he was
divin; poth, but neither. |
moved about the people —-- he swept -~he did not
wolit. ile sesmed to float. Occasionally he would accept a
iece of peper from one of the devotees which he would

.‘

‘aie in orne-hend behind his hack or would pass on to e
wno was following him at 2 short distence, an Indian
~untea who had piven his 1ife to the service of Baba.

ioht then place his hand on the hand of the devotee

~on the head or would motion with his right hand, palm
"orened and fingers upright, as if to say "everything is

(&)

Towichi, . be calnm. .. don't worry,

: 5
rnice e ;

aha stopned at one of the men seated not far from

Terrir and conversed with the wman for 2 few moments. Then
Cw bhesen to wove his rieht hand in a2 circular manner,
S dnunwerd

i...perhaps a dozen or so motlons and then

oeetivee Targard end pinching his fingers together, depos-—

8}

man's outstretched palm some of the white ash

fammrer had firet seen at the fshiram in Mexico. "He

o

Choedid dt," Terry thought to himseli, in the best

een bradition; "I've seen it for myself."
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With the initial shock of the experiencé over, now
there was no auesfion that something had happened in
Terry's consciousness He definitely felt different but
could not exrl? . how, even to himself. "Perhaps,” he.
thought, "it is just knowing that 1t all is really true...
thet he does in fact exist, and that he can manifest
things out of thin air." '

‘be —-—-- maybe =-- mayhe --—-—

there were a million explanations moving a}ound inside his
head now as the ability to think came back...in force.
Then he caught sight of what was happening and stopped.
or nernaps the first tlme, Terry stopped, refused to try -
to explain'and simply experlenccd what was happening and
admitted to his mind that there was no explanation in
what he knew from the past that could adequately describe
whot was happening within him. This in itself was slightly
Trishtening and unnerving, for it presented him with a new
reality that simply had not existed before those moments.
Yow in revrospect he covld examine what had just happened
out he still could not explain it. It was something of a
blow to face this realization, for the lawyer that still
Jived in Terry bhad been able to argue anything, if not
explain it, and even in the face of the extraordinary

that he had been through in the past two years,

had been harboured in the bhack of the wind the
pocsibility that someday there might be presented a rational
ezplanation'offwnat had happened. Now, his feet weie on
the sround, and he was:right there with it_allo_ Eo‘briﬁht
lights inside the head; no spimning off into some other
dimension; no dope; no acid; no mushrooms, no physical
2xplana blon- vet, there it waéaaga new, topally conscious,
»eality happening to him and he could do néthing but accept

fe ne watched Baba, Terry felt & mixture of admiration,

ae nnd some kind of love forx the form from which emanated

Hhis new wave of consciousness., A1 first there was 2 bit
o Tear, dut that was soon totally disspelled by the

extreme simplicity of the person himself, for Baba ".us

s
I\

totally open, totally there, and one could}feel shat he a
nothing to hide. That he could not possibly want anything

Trom anyone present. There was a feeling of total complete-
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ess ghout 2 in observer could feel ha Baba lmew
Teaih oy 3o . Y 3 1 . . ~ - i e
himself...wvhat more could he possibly want. It was a

helpless feeling to know that the one:preSGHt would only

~ive and could not and would not take anything from

==

3
<
o
s
o
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> Terry could have prepared himself
transpire after that 1n1bial meeting with
h

he returned to his corncr of *the tenu

now filling with pilgrims from all over
indin and in fact many other countries of Tthe wecrld, there
vas a faint security in the contact with the materizl be-

~ings which Terry had brought with him and whicn now

about the small space which he occupied. Within him-

sel® however, Terry began to sense a feeling of uselessness

or “ntulity co-mingled with the feeclings of awe and love

e -

e el toward Baba in that initial encounter,

Terry did not know at that time that the mere contact

v this man with dynemic power could and indeed had
precipitated the initial étaQ“o of a furt ner transformation
which would take a long time to run its coursc, but it
would have made no QlfLe“CHCO if it had been cxplawned to
him and 17 he had 1n facL knoun what was to come, for ~nce
such a change is oegun;thera is virtually nothing one can
do about 1it.. { |
s g;na>ﬁ Terry neora that Mataji

mf and he made his way to her.

or fourteenth trip to the Ashram
an¢ she Lknew her way aroupd, She took Teer under her
wing once again. | | |

WIEATR “nej have you outside with all the peonle?"
she vas DVlOH 51y upset; ""hat will never do. You nust
0 into a room., I wili‘see to it."

Terry orotested, but Mataji would hear nothins more LI it.

e hwedl been perfecily naopv with the corner of

ished building. It was ?zspot where there was a kind cool
breere 1n the hot night, but he followed what he was told

to do end for the following fev he stayed in a roon




crowded with other Westerners...eight of them at one

voint in a small room about ten foot square. Put it turned
oul For the best, Terry decided, for the people continued
t0 come 1n hundreds and . tbon sands and at one estimate

thare were some Two hundred and Tifty thousand people
present for the birthday celebration.

The day of tﬁe birthday was like the other days except
thet Baba was much more visible ond in evidence as he pér—
took in the festivities which included some addresses Dy
the members of organizations around the world which had
undertaken to follow h5s teachings in a formel manner and’
Brba hinself gave an address to those preéent.

In their adoration for Baba, the Indian people allowed
thelir exhuberance To OV@T'LOW and their gentle restraint
cove way to unbridled enthU51ﬁsthvself—indulgenceg and
Terry found himself in the nmidst of a pushing shoving
crowd which geemed hunrrv enough to devour the obiect of
their devotion. NI 5 3

"I'o more birthdays. This ig too much for me.

M0 see him is surely & OlCunlpg, but the bles-—

aing could turn into a n4rh1m re., " i

o Terry recorded in hL journal. He could not help but
wvonder in his heart;if‘thls was really what Bsba wanted.
I7 laba were a manifestdtion'of a Divine Incarnation as he
cloimed to be, why would he permit this type of activity
rround him. why would he!not cause more self restraint to
e neld by t ne ‘crowds. Could he really want this type of
~action by - the crowds. B

The awe inspired by the first contact soon faded and

ey found solace only in f!c comforting words that
Gatail uttered. When

ey

1errv told her of the treatment he

had received when he hQQ;flrst arrived shel reassured him

that the person in charge often acted thus. This confused
‘i'‘erry even further, for he could not see why Baba would
not replace him with someone who would find kindness and

natience in bis heart for. someone who had come half wa~

around the worla to see tﬁL“ enigmatic God-man.
Jithin a few: d ays howev er, Terry bog,a"l to find hl
trencth ebbing and his bouol actJn@ uD and a rumbling in
LS "utcootne famous naladv which seems togafflict everyone
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trip to India. 2aji's insist-

U
to spend the remainder
r

suesthouse mile from Baba's

town near Bangalore, and they left

B the time their taxi reached Bangalore, Terry was

Mhe crowds had drained

changes initiated

sittings of RBaba were beginning to

now. Vhen Hataji left Terry at Seil

Terry bundled himself into a heap

floor and did not move from that spot

except to melieve his bowels which

total uproar and it seemed were

inside him including all vital

s, energy and sense of direction.

hovered over him like a mother

re Lo

nt lerry rx which Terry

the

brous rudt

then hid in the far corner of

e pn Far from alght as vosaible under o blanket. He
e o deoin and felt himself srowing weeker. The hours
23 on,.. ctaii had said obe would return the following
1L oo i net oome. B de depression bveran to set
n Berrss and he bemen to desnelvr Tor his sanitry let

wnd ihe heet in his
hol
to one
antics.
e second day of

nose Ny

~one and

radt looiring at the
sounds of The night.
Lty 0m nenrest
e e would dome

e r _I

t\(]

7100
el owere botallss

x
which

")1 1 (\r\

brai

winter ni nhc‘

who had

the fever, “ho @uc
1A throat, Tio
he was Tiot on his hack

R A
Neanea

N i
Tor @
hils

unacceptable to his

fever was

1 11 delusion 2nd the

Ao e B -t 4.
O regist v

no

K

for

E A Dawr  plieyme
celling by day and

Y1y e 1Ty 0
Duse vag

e

neirshbons and faer from the city.
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and confused, XNight now blended



into day as hope blended into neither leaving a

oinent of the other for Terry to dist n"u1°h one Irom
the eother. Fear gave way to complacence, and the phygical
reduction seemed complete.,

Out of the chaos of this destruction of reason and

there now began to emeryse o realization...an wnder-

“ning. .  from somewhere deep inside Terry's nind that

B

wiel, he had gone bhrough or was soing through was not a

~hrmical 1llness. e began to identifs lace that

worn gomeplace else, someplace hie had rnot been before and
ne new that it had not bheen 11l. There was in that spob
even & sense of well-being and sardonic irony whiich lauched

2% Lhat beins which lay helpless on the mattress on the

y]

floor now even too weak to writhe in its own pain ang

~

despneration;

N 1.
\

ut 1f Terry moved his body or his conscious-
ness o try to change anything on the physical level, he
wog anmediately brought hack te the reality of the physical
destruceion that was undervay.

Toep within himself he imew that he was not ill...that he
nad in fect never neen ill. FHe could now view what was
hapnening from a small gquiet place within which revealed

to him the secret of what happens when one. makes contact

another who igs able to affect one's COﬂoC'O‘Sﬁ sSs

with a look, touch, thought or action. 'VlthLﬁ himself he
'mew that this was what had happened. There appeared *o

have been a reversal of accunulation so to speal and the

intele had given woy to the elimination which had besun at

nhysical level. But for that action, Terry felt that

e would not have found that still quiet space within
timpelf from which he could view what was happening in the

de o

suter exbremities of his bheines. ‘There was a strange
monentary realization of t“s% whichn he had always known
voellectually...at lea St since his dinitial mystica
ermmerience:  he was not the physical body which he
oceunied, but this time h; was able to see such & truth
without leaving that bodyg The sense of knowledge seo .aed

o bhe palpable at the waking level of existence.

i

et was he o do with 1t?  The mere umOHWOAQV left
[
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little comfort in its wake and certainly no tools or
techniques with which.to rehabilitate himself. 8Still
laying on the mattres gTerrffcould do naught but observe
that which he was and that which he was not, and he felt
totnlly helpless to accoﬂplish any change or reinstitu-
tion of susténénce or strength. | v : :

(m the third day he arose ahq was able to eat some
“rult, but it was not easy;, ana it did not stay dowm for
long., The violence brought on by the 1“OT*czlg)n matter
entering this body which was ﬂdgugt““g 1tself to something
that only it seemed to know about rejected all thought of
introduction of food, but strength did seem to be return-
ing.  Terry pulled himself out to ithe morning sunshine and

dronis deenly of it drifting into a welcome slumber of

2ol eyga - “n
GCRET IS
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material that it seemed 1

ing. The body was now rebuilding itself from a
to fi Jd within lbuell ~apparen ntly
manufactured from a uubstan ‘which needed no material

E o,
Fgalalence.,
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the dawn of stren ”th seemed to break throu ugh the

(]
Ton~ night of despair, Terry realized that his thoughts
J

had undergone a transformation 2nd his thinking process

heen diverted to a new stresm. Fxcept for a Tew

novents of paranoid self-~deception, there had been little
conzern for the ly which he had left hack in

Hew ¥ealand. |In fact the word family now brought for+::
concepts of evb»n ion rather than a contracted concérn for
a phvsical faw. ”nere seemed Lo be no "family" asg he

hod left them and the sensation of "aloneness" was Turther
nei-htened when he recogniged that in fact he had no home
w0 witleh to return. Somehow he knew that he would never

M

czin dwell with those persons who had sher

life...this life...bthis 1ifetim

e O'

(n the fourth dey I&LaIL returned, right on time:”

J 9 U G

~ -
LEGE w

I FR 3 - 1
three days 1

iy pod.s.What has happened to you? Darling, you, . look

'i-"""“\'_i Wi ot
A LGS o

"Ita o better now...you should have seen me the last three
ders. Thought for a while I wesn't going to make it."
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Suddenly a look of recopniliion came into Mataji's eve.

"Oh ves...now I see. It is not unU>ual It is Paba.

e doeas this,"

“iell, he is not very gentle when he does it." Terry

5

saniled, for the first time that he could actively remember.

fr2 1 supposed to thank him for this?"
"Tn time you will thank your lucky stars that he did this
feor you. It is hard to understand at first, but you will

) 3]
GeCe.

She reached up from her just-under-five-foot seventy-

cone-odd year,old frame and pul her hand around Terry's

necls and pulléd his face toward her own and kissed him on

the cheeli, | |
"wou will be better now. T will take care of you. But

Ao ou ¥now the news?%  She did not stop for an answer.

"Habhe is back...he is at Whitefield...at the residence...

just down the road. , IZWill see him ‘tomorrow...and then I

will come to see you apgain,"

T her inimitable manner, HMataji Indra Devi fluttered on

»roush the house callingifor Kanan to come and help her
wvith fhe little tasks that she would spend a few minutes
doii~ in the moments thatishe would be theﬁeo Then she
v off amain as quickly as she had appeared.

L ter Matajli left, Terry collapsed onto the mattress
po2in, . .the strain of the‘activity had been too much for
his weakened frame and mind. Almost immediately he fel.
into the state of depres51on that had held him in its grips
for four long eternal éndless days aﬁd he could now see

te reason for hig trip, his efforts...in fact very

N

his very existance.

sile substantial reason for-
‘e rolled over and uooP‘uho noteboék which now served as
s Zonrnel, and%put his pen to paper:-— | |
o more ”wo&“euwit is all gone. Things are
4317 Terent. o more sz*ter and glamour., Can't
any I was exclited about this trip, but even as
"unt oag T owas (which wasn't much)...it is gone.

cow things seen to he Ju 5t 80 much "so what!"
o God has incarnated. $o whats It 1s not the

Jirst time nor the lastol But one thing...wien
e did 1t this time he d%d a very beautiful
dob of 1t. Dut I Just cannot get ekoited‘about

i
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16 now. I just cannot gel ewxcited about his form...

the body means little now. _

L don't mean to be disrespectful...l love hinm dearly,

but there is less awe now, maybe 1t will come bhacle

someday, but now Lthere is more kinship9°,or comrace-

shin. I feel that his bhody ond mine are both windows

and the convents of the room 1s the same no matter

which pane one looks through."

hm he contemplat@déthe events which had formed the
‘ous few days and the pvain that he bad gone through,

L

liTe secemed take on a new emptiness and move into an
aven more meaningless dimension for Terry. He considered
lecving India immediately and returning to New Zealand to
“he family and cowmfort that he had left behind, but then
he would remember that Sharon and the younger children
were living in a house committed to a lease for some time
and where there was no room for him. Candy and Beth were
in snother cottare just down the road and in fact it

appeared that there was no place for hlm to return to.

yemrs.oldo Wor some reason he missed her most todayo He
could not met her out of his thoughts,}oand eventually
the empty boredom and thought turned to worried attachment,
and he bvecane conv1nced that some alﬂmlLJ had vefallen
her and sen n toj| conv1ncc hvmﬂnlf then\fhat ne should
devarc for New‘uegland at once.

”}astera..ﬁagter,.,oh Master...what ém I to dows”
Lanan was cryjﬁ% as he eptarod the room and fairly thfﬂw
Those words ntg ev“v, who loohcd up oulte dumblounded to
rear and see an old Tnalan man comlnh 10 him for some kind
o7 help : | f_

"hat is it KCPMJQQ,whet:iS the trouble..."

W Master.. fho little mirl...the granddaughter,..she

o
. ' 3 T . 3 1h
Wl « « GG deacc,ooqilﬂstmrﬂegﬁne deads s .

v

“grrertn poor ifever~drained broin flew into .a cybernetic
fury trying to compute Whelt Trnan wag talking about...and
! j

ne faintly remembered a youn“ girl who had accompanied

Fenen To tbe house a few dnys hefore, "He flashed on, the

@ir},go.aﬁd 16T On ?racy,.,t e ch-]dren vere avoult the

sane aze,..and then back on ¥anen.



"You mean the young girl thot came here with you the
other dav...the one who brought the food." :

r

8 |

an nodded through his tears..."she died...she dead"
"Tow what happcneo°“

HT

ﬂn'xnow.,.thlnk she got a typho..."
"emhoid, | ’ '

“anan nodded and Terry broke into a cold sweat as he
rvemenbered thet it was the girl's mother who had prepared
the meal whnoh Terry had euten Just 2 few days bhefore...
veiore he had fallon 131, t

How Termy lnew from whance came his concern for Tracéx;
fie had looked at the young girl and thought of Tracy for
they were about the same wge and except for the dark hue
of her gkin the Hﬁrl'remwndod Terry of his own daughter.
He had obviously felt the pain that; the young glrl
suffered just before leev1ng her body and the SyﬂblOulc

empatiy had drawn him into a ulﬂd?ed usuoc1atlon with her.

Qe

then Mataji arrived she.and Terry walked the five
muncred yards or so down the road to the shack that Wes
ocounied by Xanan's son, hl wife and their five chlldren |
and there on-the hard fWOOv lay the young girl, stret_chedE
out, calm and cold. Hev mother knelt over the young body
weeping and moaning and waiving the end of her saree over
the dead girls face to shoo the flies away°

-
o
D
H
@)

omwdsglon, MataJl lookod LOP a moment at tha
mother and then walned ;nz glanced ap the girl, ‘and then
~g ihe mother stood up in respect, Métaji embraced her...
gonving forth a love which knew no colour...comforting a
i’ that only a mot her can knoy and which could be seen
ol by another mother,

Cvigdi stood for a momv_t and. loo&ed at the girl, and
Lhen turned to Terry. , a
“Men Reba calls, one does not say 'no'."

“osether They started back to the house, when Mataji
suddenly remembered qomothiﬁg, She‘1ooked up quickly.

. \ . L

h darling...l almost for 0t to tell,youooul am going

to cee Taba Somorrow and he says I can bring a group of
lesterners with ne. You must be at his residence at 9 in

Y g e Ty @ n |
e morning sharp. |



Terry did not respondn.éﬂe had been told that there
would be an interviewo,oafchance to meet with Beba...at
the Ashran in.Puttaparthifwhen be was %here$ put it did
not cventuate. HNow he wondered... | 1

fut he knew he would be there.
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Baba.

eve

o
’)

1.‘ (“D(‘(‘., s a8 L""‘&DS

or fifteen Indians who



; I
o0
N

2d now joined them and obviously been invited by Baba

nireelf, " The: wowen vent to the right and the men to the

~

left of

the che ir that wa% evidently where Baba wou]d Sit

the 1ﬂtprv1ew.

this' chorlsbed occa ion thst the devotees lbnged
o and liv for° One who had ziven himself to Baba
could recelve no areater blessing, it was said, than to
be receilved oyiuaba himself for an opportunity to ask
ruestions of Dﬂba or to have him give one personal
cuidence in oneg, spiritual sadhanna---or préctice——-or
to receive the Qowéted tohch of héalin@ from Paba's hand.
Rabs had been known to heal by his touch and had caused
the lawe to wallk, the bllnd 0 see, the terminally 111

Lo mi c*<u]ous1v recover dnd perhaps, most important; the

inmer illumination of a seeker after Light to find that

sonsht after of exne:lencvn..,é flash of truth within
1L, The ult ﬂete‘pr¢v1lege was Lo see Paba privat-
ely, n~lone, but‘fo even be able to hear him speak and to

siv with him 1nga egroup was considered a rare gift
The sroup sat {in waitizj silence for a full forty minutes
. H t

and the air gfeﬁ heavier each second. Terry was very husy
with his own ﬁhoughts,.owbnderihg what to say i1if Baba
cﬁwe...wondernn why he héd been able to come here...
wonde ﬂnnq.,,wonaerlng,.eand he floated off into = space of
wonder znd reverie just before the door at the fer end of
the room opéheq and 2 small...incredibly small...human
heine wrwpped"in an orange robe emerged, glowling 1n a
henelicent smile, moving gently as a soft breeze, first

~h the women who had been sitting neer the door and

new were standine. Terry and the men arose and waited with

)
-

2
—

D
=2,
o
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(o ¥
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the traditional sign of respect while Baba
come in oand sat down.

TErounn Baba could sne'V perfect Inglish, he used'an
internreter, aéDr Bhaga VBHC"“, who had formerly been the
scientific advisor to the Ministry of Defense of the
doverniment of Inctuo : -

“=he heaned to those pr@ ent d looked into the eve of
eacit person seated before him. Terry could not speak for
the others but‘wﬁen Baba iooked into his eyes even for the
second. or two th ﬂf it}hapﬁened, Terry felt his whole being

corimletely melb and stand naked and disarmed before this



tiny being with the huge halo of black bushy hair.
PFaba spoke inéﬁngliéh first: "Do you have any questlons
vou would like to ask?" '
Terry had been totally absorbed in the immediacy of the
moment...suspended in somb kind of inner time and space,
but at the HSking of Lhct ques Won,‘Baba released within
Terry of torrent of fur;ous activity and Terry's mind i
becean to spiln and clutch as the cire uLfb of 1nau1ry were
1rnitved, completed, and. prepared to burst forth in a
Tlurry of moT' and wonder that carried the essence of
@wnbrrhlnm ThaL¢hmd hanpenod to Terry since the first aav‘
he had sat down. end as kea his Wouvnal what was happening
4o him. = | L :

llow seated before him, Terry knew that there was someone
who could ang wer all those quectlono, He held them within
Hutt they mult 10119u fi 111nﬂ nim one moment w11n a reneved
awve and the next with | a need to %plll hLmself on the: Eloor
in Tront of hlﬂ ana let Baba puf lt 911 back bobether

MWTIAD TS HAPPENING777” ,Terry screamed within himself.
That is wﬁat T want to know°o.WHAT IS HAPPENING?" Terry's

bre~th had sboppedo,,n S eves zemalnea wide open and time

1

and space combres sed’ thbn selves into an explosive moment of
'herenowness " whgn his, questlonv were iorced to setulp them-
selves into a communlcéblp order. '

"Why do I fe @l oO detaohed“ th am I so stoic...so well
,..cynica:,,,why do tears cone to my oyeu when T look at
HOU. . .8N4 %nl]] I ieel,fho calm detachmenb within myself %
when I am away from Jou° How can I possibly be allowed to
Jeel This comradeship with yog7 ﬂhv do I feel no need to
Be here now ﬁhét:I am sitting where millions of Indians and

nds of Westerners would give: their lives to be sitting.

by ocan I onotiget wovan up about you...certainly if you

don 't enrender that Fcellnf in me then vou are not who you
| ! L. T
o0 vou are...there is something beyond that...why ar I so

Jotzched from you...why cannot I too fall at your feet?

o vou ne who you say you%are?aool believe you are...but

{
o

why Al T feel this wmvﬁabout you? ;
"ot even if you areiwho you say you ars...and I believe
wen nre.,.then looked at 1o_lc‘lly; what 1s happening to

toed haas to bhe next

v

AT SR, T mon
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Ingtortly Terry flashed on 'the parorams of nmentel

activity which had transpired while he lay on the mat on
the floor at Métaji's house waiti ing for this moment %o
eit before Babha. ' -é |
e would sleep, then look at the féfters, too weak to
en fast...then

.. .and wonder what am I doinpg here...ready to o /

(el

rine...then he would tfy to ect...and th
e
hore. .. "How T miss ﬁverVOne,o,rnt X Qhou]dﬁ t nmiss anyone"
...uren he would say his mantra for a wnlle,,.and then he
vould ask "O.K. Baba...what shall we do now" ,ooevenru ]ly
corine back to the same thing...: detachment... '
"Tea my job to cultivate & Baba cult or movement on
ry return to New Zealand?...l cannot believe that...Baba
seems to be a means to an end...if you will...surely he
crmot be an end in himself. Tiven he had said: Somedey
Iwill be only a little speck of orange in the distance.
"Tt seems that anyone who clings to any master or teacher
.o 1B includedg if I can teach znyone anything...will have
heer deluded and diVerted and evpntuslly must swalken,
seeningly to what I am going through these days here.
Whe* o contradiction! How can I Tench oomethlnﬂ that I

Aon't feel? T suess it resolves itself when I remember

T HAVE felt that mad intoxication and fanatic despera-
“ion toward something external and hence when one needs it
ore must share that. Butithet is not what I feel now,

"2ut 17 the big love affair is over with Baba, why am I
feelinp this waJ sitting here nowagowhv is the awe ebbing
1 5

ond flowlnwououp and oackqoanow can I be so attached and

T .4 !
detzched alt the same tlmeuaoand 11vI am sCc detached and

le

Tinished with Baba Lhen is it now time to loavc.o.? Or

is this just another beginni nuuua?

"?rba has heen such an easy way to explain away so many
thinsg:  Daba did this...Baba did that...now I am left
slena, Mo one to give credit to...no one to blame but

Fay 0 T a1 4 b B4 7T Q h 1
L e s omy "OELET. . JPHERE, T)VE SATD IT.M

it that, Terry felt that he was no longer one who wes
coins, but thet he wes TH&T which was being done. "I feel
e 2 verb..." he wrote in his journal:-
child's first steps.icsuddeﬂly T have gently
let co of other Raba's hand, and have been told

Zou ere on your own', Is this 'self-realization?!
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nerhaps...but just now I don't feel any need for
any labels. But I do believe that this is a
beginning...wha tever it is called.'

"So, yes, Baﬁa, uhere are some quectlons.,,how am I
supposed to walk when my head is so spaced out that I
cannol see my feet nore&pow where they are walking. How
can J he s0 dependent dniyou and yet so detached. Why
is the awe gone,,awhyldo I vibrate"...especially when you
50 by...? and finally, how could I crave the bliss of -an
interview with you...to sit here at your feet and now
wonder what to do with ito.,is it merely another status
ST ol’..nanother cad¢llac of! an event for which one
strives and then reJer when it is ettained...what am I
doing here...what do you{want from me...what can I do
but lay it all at your feet...what do you want from me?...

i S‘.”aml ° oo

Tt was a man named Al who broke the silence:
can wvou please tell me how to open my heart?"
The first sound that uttered from Peba's lips begen to
place 211 of the confusion in order and for forty minutes
2abn spoke to the goup on that one question, expanding it

to suit the needs of each listener in the group. Terry
felt convinced within himself that Baba was speaking only
to him... that what faoa was saying could not possibly
have any meaning for anjone else present, for all the
questions that he had poséd in that split second were
onswered, and then even more wa S given...filling him...
angwers flowlng toe to heel behind a question that formed
itz2)f in his mind...and then overtaking the questions,
the answers begen to flow forth in Baba's words, bypassing
tho interpreter...flowing directl v within...manifesting
in concepts that created within Terry's consciousness
2 now reality even before it was. requested.

A

ilot 2 breath was taken Unul] Raba stoed up, apparently

airgmolling the end of the interview. All stood up and
"olded Their hands, and Babka then began to walk around the
e, LL.apeaking first to one of the women, and then another
sacl then heading toward:the end of the room where the men

Try e ~ e . —~
ostanding.

moh o gtood silently w"ltlﬂ , wondering i1f he would secure
oo Jdivine favour of a word from Baba, a hint of advice,
direcilon, guidance. Several times when PBaba stopped, the

Noow

t
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"TMere...a nicture Tor you" end he resched his hand
toward the roung non who now stood with his mouth open and
his hands involuntarily outstretched with the palms up and
together. Te accented the medal and then looked into
Baba's eyes for a moment and ~2ccepled a blessing that so
many seck and crave and would happily offer their remaining
days on the earth to receive.

Baba continued around the room in the particular manner

in which he moved: his hands clasped behind his back, the

lonm orang rohe covering ulis feet so that he seemed

to float on a2 small cloud perhaps hidden beneath the hottom
of his zown, Terry watched his every move, never breathing
more than a shallow quick intale of alr, eyes unblinking,
walting for whatever mighit he coning...that strange ambiv-
alent feeling of total surrender and awe coupled writh
comnlete detachment and comradeshin, but now, totally
devoid of any doubt or question. "erry knew he was home.

Now Baba avproached Terry divectly. As he drew near,
Terry found thnt "nba was even shorter end smaller than
he had thought...prohably just uvnder five feet tall.

Terry stood stone still. DIabea sonole.

"T will see vou belore you ro."

Terry could only smile not knowing what to say. He was
scheduled to leave the following Hunday...six days awaye.
Paba then turmed slipghtly ns 1f to move away and then
glanced back at Terry, right into his eyes, deep into his
being.  Instantly Terry new thot something was expected
of him, but for a spliv sccond he did not know what it
was,

"lell..." +the look seewmed to =ay.

Refore he could consciously determine the nature of his
actions, Terry's inmees buckled and he was on the floor
his hands wraspins the solt brown feel that now pently
noved from beneath the oranse cown,

Cnee acain time stonped ond space transformed itself int
experience ss Terry's lips fell sently against Beba's righ
Toot end remained there for e moment.

There 1s somethins that hanpens when one kisses the feet

man and 1t heppenced o Terrv. In thet moment,

1's hand on his head natting gently, and then
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was no quest-
not even speak
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"Cood morning.'

"lell, aven't you even goins to ask me where I am going
co.aren’'t you moing to tell me T am not supposed to po
through this mate?" Terry eilently asked the man.

There was no reply.
"oon't you want to know thal Taba told me to cone...
;

[

o)
o

me that he would see me before T left? Don't you

vant o lmnow that he allowed we to kiss his feeit the other

dey? Don't you want me to tell you that I am roins to see
kim Hoday?™

His questions were asked more with joy and the need for
sharing themw with someone than with the pride which re-
sounded from their forwation in his mind, but the pride
was there, and thevre wos an ugly part of Terry that felt
that pride and which inevitabhly felt that he must remember
that he was one of the privilesed few. Terry did not like
that pert ol him, bulk his consciousness moved in and out of

1t seeminnoly eccordinrg fo its own will leaving him even

N

c
more humbled ond ashamed by his own haughty attitude. He
to turn awoy Trom it, bhub i1t haunted him and followed
he glanced once again 2t the man.
e saw that there was none of such an attitude in this
sentle well dressed and groomed Indiazan man who was standing

there at the gate. Wothing emonated from him thalt even

@]
O,
pare
g
V)
oy
D
o)
2
o)

<

nything special because he was allowed

1
to stend there and serve Baba ench day in some small way.
In thet instent a deveastating blow was served to that

naushty and proud man who wallod throush the gate to see

q

2, and the one who reached the door of the residence

and the interview heall was o nmeeir 1ittle man who knew that
ne reelly did not deserve to be here.

‘"me hzll was emply as he entered ercept for a lone old
nundit, head shaved, ond soffron robes wrapped close
creound egainst the svill present c¢hill of the morning that

3 4-3

lincered in the stone buildine,

The old pundit wes chanting Trom the Vedas as he did

)

every morning, cleaning the eir with the ageless sound the

]
ct

hed heen sung by countless monks biefore him,
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silence waiting...waiting

25 ine : ¥ come znd went, but the only

5

pecple in sight were more who had come in response to
] w. Mine thirty. Ten o'clock.

1

stone floor wondering once

there, snd Jjust as the depression

1

hepan to appear agein, the magic door at

[®]
-
>

0

o

O
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the other end of +the hall opered and the smiling orange
rone flowed through it.

Yow Terry lknew why hc was there...ingtantly he knew that
there was nothing else that was important to him but to be
right here right now. Babn wolked to the centre of the
room through the peorle who were walting with folded
handgs...perhaps twenty to thirxiy altogether now. Baba
turned and smiled to Terry wollking past him toward the
outside door and on out into the courtyard of the building
where the collece bhoys hed ezssembled themselves for his
morninz Narshan...2 moment in the presence of this Divine
Reing.

These boys were Baba's pride end obvious ly his joy for
he beamed as he anrroached. ['her were his children, and
they belonged uniguely Lo him. ile spoke with one or two
of them in Telem:, Lhe lanisuage of the district and then
moved on, and once in a while one of themn would feall at
his feet. Paba moved on out nauht the boys to the waiting
throns which had sathered Tor his Thursday Darshan, and
Terry stood in the courtyord snd watched es Baba stopped
here and there, weassuring one, bhen woving his band o

e e oy LI A, A e e e Ty SR 9 B T
create sone ol the holy ash, sibhutbhi

b, , for ancther.

atrangse senaation Lo wnteh the spectncle from

Lhe other side, Yerry thonrht., Por g0 many times he had
heen on the wailting end...ond on Gne obher side of the

fence...om the other side of Tha nsnte. HNow on this side

of the rate matters anpeared no much different,

by

Pinally when Peve returned Tron his wall among the three

E N

chousand or so devotees who had come for a glimpse of him,

the interviews sterted ond Terrr wos called after two

Indion wonen emnerced from the amnll room past the middle

o the hall irn wiiaeh he wvas aobendinge,
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smiling buft firm old Indian man gulded Terry through
a gmall hellway into a room off o the left, and as he

ed, Terxyy could think only of one thing: £11 those
~eonle out there waiting to see once again this beautiful
soul with whom he now stood in » small room...totally
alone...tomether.

Terry's hody bepan to shake as he stood for a2 moment
looking at Raba who had heen Tacing the far wall, and who
now turned toward him.

"What do you wani...what do you want from me...?"

Baba had turned the tables on Terry...what could Terry
possibly ask for but the privilere of beinp there for
these very few precious seconds; BLANK. . NOTHING. ..

Jhat could he possibly ask for. The questions left him...
nothing.

"I only want €O Serve...yO0U...' Terry could not see Baba
now for the tears in his eyes and he could scarcely stand
for the weakness in his knees.

RBaba now stood imnediately in {ront of Terry and then he
reached up and placed his hands on Terry's folded hands in

recssurance. There was so much love flowing Lrom Baba

Terry could scercely stand the force of stending there

Bl 1

with him. It was nba who then spoke nexb.

sald precisely six words that totally obliterated all

barriers between them...sisx words that told Terry clear vo

the centre oi hig being thel therc was absolutely. nothing

.ooJObhlﬂf..uuﬂhJ Baba did not know about him. Instently
Terry knew thai there was nothing to bhide...nothing he
conld hide...or have hidden...and thali not only did Baba
Imow what and who ‘fYerry wos but certainly more...much
N01re. . sthan Terry lnew about hinmself, With those six
wvords there wos established o vrelationship in a moment that

4

had never existed between Tervy and anyone else. Terry
9,

nodded in response o the words, and the shakine of the

¥nees stopned...the tears dried instantly.

1
758 1

£ is 211 richi," RBaba said. "Trom today...there will
e no more doubis...from todav wou will lead the sviritual

T F i - covxrer ot ATy ws T sy ] T
Lte Loan sye with you...l nwm a2luwoys listening...l
111 always hear you. I am always wilth vou."



Terry took A deen breath.

“nbha nlaced his hands on Tevry's honds ogain as if to
werm them. Then he nlaced his hoand, palm forward, fingers
utnpward on Terry's chest and held 1t there for a moment and
when ne removed 1t, he reacned for the small pendant that
Terry wore around his neck and held it between his fingers
for a moment, then nlaced 1t back inside the open collared
shirt.

1 /|

Jome bhack to see me this evening. We will tallk for a

few minutes. I will make youn a japamala."”

Paba placed his hand on Terry's shoulder. "Don't worry.

don't think negative thouchts. T am always with you."

bt

Cnce again Terry fell at the small brown feet to which
he now lonced to surrender comnletely, and Baba bent

% Vaoy v
7's back.

Fforward to nlace his hand on Tor

"You are 2 mood hov.'

Terry kissed Pabn's Feet, relermsed his prip, closed his
he onened then »nd beran to rise, Raba was
walldne avar frop Wip toward the door, Baba opened the

door and mehioned Morry to o throush first. Terry

and then Fid ng ke wne hid.

e turmed for oo Dot looln,

"Thiz cevening, Tobha soid, apiling,

s

[ 1 9w e peds P A T o Lo o T R o T T DL
rerry wag stunned. As he wolked beck o Metaji's he

wogs locked in o new shace ond time.,.locked in the now o

L

)

was honpening inside bis herd snd looking back to

. o

>
M

Jutt o vreaspired and ahend o the nromise of Seeing

Haba once again in the evening.

There was now o confidence encroing in Terry's step.
mholdened hy the support of the events of the morning and
stepping corefully fo try Lo cveid coine over the line of
sol¥f-congratulation snd egocentric pride at heving been

e, S o Pl PR 7Y y , ” = 5 & gox bl p poaied i
menTec tne rere ond coveted interview, Terryv g
RITRY

rTove o

22cent within himae

i

@t hed heppened had indeed
nappenad, ard Bhe damort of il and the gionificonce of it
el A he recoomt eand Por whed s e - ot <
needed Lo he recormized for whab Ehes vere and whats chey

conlad do

°

ot
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4 wns clepr

Terry wor vow Taced with a problem

()

of halance which enn often plerme one who has received

<

the inner gift oi an openings of consciousness. There can
occur at such a2 Junciure sonebhine that might he Fedred
to as a2 "who-ne?" gxmdrome thai can soon ripen into a
"why-me?" problem, and momentarily at least Terry was

aasy »rey to the call of such » delusionary question.

The divisive nature of such a question is misleading in
that it cloaks itself in whnt may seem to be the safety of
humility, but which can soon flow forth
deceptively into the reasonins quest for a second question

to which an snewer iz not Lo bhe found, at least not where

one 1is capable of Jooking ~t that moment. The problem

"

itself once solved for the moment will not stay solved
but will recur as2in and again os further inner p1fts are
received and assimilated.

Soon, Terry wes tnangled in the circultous motion of

¥

these two questions as a part of him sought to continue

tenuous hold on o figment of doubt that would assure
its further material gecurity and a2 part of him yearned
to belicve ond accept without aouestion the gifts of the

1asr
GaYe

"Did you sae Babe?" asked Fonen when Terry walked up
on the porch of the little nonse.

He was very good to me. Took me into
roor and we talked for a short time."

BT,y ... ¥0U are very lucky.”

kelp what was haprening in Terry's head at

‘e has bheen in this house three times...you Ynow...

three times he has been here. Te sat right there in that

chair. IHe came here to bless this house when Mataji moved
. You are very lucky master.
Terry nodaed and siniled, not Inowing what to sey for it

would have been hazardous Ior the "who-ume" to try

reason throush The seeminpy rood fortune,

There was 2 balance which had eluded Terry each time
conething like this had happened...the trip out of the
body ot Duene's, the ingtruction that came from within, the

bliss of the uplifting of connciousness in the meditations



in Governors Day and Allandale
Tis cav then seened to he
Kind of hold on that balance
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d the

Trom somewhere else
the the
itself throush th
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hzd happened to one, he

the other hand, there was the

sugzestion and then the i

ted, how can 11 bhe reaso

Tt w not to he resolved e
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Just as he has known bhefore.
ats & iy e o il o ™
[t was thav day...those fow
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hrousht much what
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for now nhe woo foco moo 1y
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quest:

helieve

dead—o
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devoted to

try
quecs

securing some

for to to reconcile the

»hions seemed hopeless

be no soft mid-point in

have to come

day, this balance struggled

¢ cloud of subterfuge which

1LONG .
T he

at

on the one hand there.
because such things
special and on

WS

something
refusal

nd

ned

to accept such a

problem of, 1f it were
and understood,
in
fotili

9170
~ive

ven the anguish of the
t ..“r

bir

of the search began,

th to a

depression,

hni he should be thankfully
cstoatic devotion.

Horry

thouvsht. "He knowsS.o.

hours belween the interviews

Torry had soucht into fruition

- 1.
1Lhn

the renlity of the end of

the search. "erry hzd pinned hope after hope on this day
«entl¥in Bour aiter moment vhen he would come face to face
3oweuld bhe able o Uind o clear answer to this
svion wihdleh bhad followed ond shodowed svery-
done tor four years.
cen Doba...he hoed gstood and talked with him,

but stlll the gucstion was there and zo was the depression
shat proceeded i, Baba hod assured him that now

there would be no further pro

now, only minutes atftex

ceaned o Lo no oneyer,

(&0

Tarry owent haol over eacn
by
! y e e 2 T3 Vi o < - .y
ne il gwent in Wity preoey

s bhod!
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ce since sreiving in Indig...
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Beba's every move and



rlance...each vord ond movement of this morning when they

hrd ateod look: in eoch obhoer's eves., He reviewed each

%

)
&
o
_J

urrence, overt and covert, with the dexterity of a

n

i I o N R R T IE ' S A .0 Vi A mom 251 slimonen soaigmy
levrey recanitulating The L(\:‘L/...:.!Ofﬂ,‘y‘ of a2 key wibness,

[ - e
for indeed the trisl that Terry wos now undergoing was
ore for hig life...the 1life of » part of him which

to uvnderstond himgelf and which would certainly

trying in the process.

The dptellest fajled miserohl

in ite quest and in its

turn the enotion crept forith Terevine that the worst had

.t

CONe.. . Lhat Thare m:

=nt be no answer to this nebulous
questiorn° The depression srew deeper until Terry could
do nothing. He couvld not Think, reason...he could not
even worryv. e bnd no cholce hnt to have faith for Baba
had snoken end this was the end of the line,

hen something deep within Terry sald the magic words,

and sradually, mercifully, finnlly, the depression began

e oY =gl 9

it
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Vith o dremilove seli-confidence saecking to re-establish

itself, Terry boy~“ the mile-loni; wallk back to Baba in

the searing toak of the late efternoon. That part of him

£y

which had mounted this finnl serse of a search for the

.-«
i

anaver to the elusive question had surrendered »snd had

arreed, at lenst Tor the wmoment, o accept what was happen-
ino without cuestion. fMerry did not know how lonz it

would renain cuieh: it was the resurgence of doubt that
1t was the doubiless trust and faith
which was so hard to accent. ie fell that he was safe as

long as he did not look at it.

Terry zrrived ot the cate of the residence about a
TR R % e 1 o el X . b s P T P N - 3
aquarter of an hour bhefore cvening Dorshan was due and

rently walked throush the sate,noddine to the guard who
returned his ~rectins. There woere many people rcathered

in front of the hall awaiting Tuba's appearance. Terry
recosnined mony of them, for rviondnhips are mnde quickly
in guch o place...a common purpose guickly erodinsg indivi-

dual differences. By now, some of the Westerners who



served Baba on his stall were accustomed to Terry's

de 7

présence and !mew that Beba had invited him and for this
fipst time, Terry emnerged irom the confines of his own
strusgling existence Lo become aware of the others around
him who were also being put through Lheir own trials,
Such matters were confirmed by the understanding and
sympathetic smiles and sad looks in the eyes that flowed
from one to another. ‘'onichi there were many people
apnarently invited for intervicews...perhaps two or three
hundred waiting inside the gote besides the three
thousand or so who waited around the pavillibn for the
Darshen.

A sudden fear snarked across 'erry's conscilousness that
in fact he might not be able to speak to Baba as had been
promised. He knew that sometimes Baba had said he would
see someone and then the person would wait for hours. or

ays on end withont the coldern opportunity of the call for
he promised interviow. Tt wns just such a fear that Terry

Teared most, and it was all he could do to maintain a

trust that events would o as they best go.
The collese bhoys were lined np to receive the blessing

~ ‘

of Beba's word or lenece Lo them when he came oul of the

dooxr at the ifar cnd of the hall. It scemed to be the

M

thing to do to woit cutside this time, and 1f he had gone

inside as in “he worning, Yeryy would nolt have seen Baba

wnen he Tirsi came ont. Cihore wna no pomp or fanfare.

wvervone nad walved wilth silent exvechbation end any con-—

Cic ne
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isaacial
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i heen carpied on in the auietest of whispers.

many
thousands of neovnle. Cne mowenit he was not there and then

N 5 o L A T | H
Surely i .

it owas one ol the 'lll euen

o]

; erouplngs of so

the next minute he wag thore ~f the end of the line talking

to one of the bors., T secmaed he nlmost materinlized

hinself at the righit wmonent. "ho only announcerent of his

MoQGence was o«

cder or chill of excitement ihaetd seenmed

-

TO throurh all thooo nreasoni.

Chh by Dewioy snd oon oui the zabe slowly

and Aeliterately Toal'vine with one here and there ond then

a1 the poavillion sighi some

Herohan to then., Terry

%
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vavehed fron inside the goie cr Yhe walked mmong them,

with one occagionnll: . somet

PR

mens manifen

seme vibhutthi,

fhen returned some twenly wminubtes later, Terry

stepped Torxword, in a hold disnlay of confidence, right

into 3abe's path. Tervy knew that he risled annoying

€

1y out Baba seened Lo ha maldom annoyed et anything.

"owami T '

Haba walked Yervr and Jooked right into his

eyes, and 2tely deonoring all the obthers and
averrhi

e O e an

o

ould you allow a nicture...n phobograph...to he taken
«eegou and ue?H

1A S "
wily R

Do e e
Terry reachod for hisg conere.

™

"ot here...dowr there " Baba mestured to the far end

-
1

the building and walked »nnch Terry who followed behind

.ssClose bebind, head down, doring not to look risht or

As they rounded the end of ihe building, there were

cevarnl peonie sincding necr, bt bthe moltitude had been

in front of the hall. "Terry move his camera to Dr

“heoovantam, the interpreter, nnd Look his place next to

v in the poreh near the dooruny,

BT iEs D narcl @d the camers, Tinha spoke

one, fle will be disappointed when

one doesn't tumm out.!
There hod eer stories of evernits when Paba did not wish
t0o hgve hig picture Hallen »nd when the photorrapher had

anzvny the £1lm wenld come oub blaniz, Such a

a1 crocs Terry's mind, bult he knew he was

When the second pleture was sofely snapped, Baha turned
snd walied inside. Wo one said nnythine 4o Terry and he
Just turned, swallowed hard and walled throuch the doorway
leaving all the people behind Wim, A&s Baba went into the
interview moom an old Sndhy atarned forth and nuided

Terry into the woiting hall where they had first met Baba

]

that fonday morning so meny ebernities apo.

o Lt AL



299

Terry sat down on the cold Tloor and entered a special
kind of reverie, reflecting on all that had happened and
wvhen his nome wes called from the other room he did not
hear it. But he lifted his head for some reason and all
the people in the room were looiting at him as 1if they
21l now Xnew who he was., D Gokak, a former Vice-Chance-
llor of the University of Boncnlore and now one of Baba's
Chief fids, nodded to Teryy ~nd nointed to the interview
roon,. ..sicnalling Terry to move along quickly.

Terry Jumned up and wallked into the room with hands
Tolded =and once asain he and Baba were alone. This time
Terry stood Firm and iall as he could, confident, eyes
wide open. No fenr,..no emotion...

"Swami...are you my guru?'

There, he had asnid it...the guestion that he had come
seven thousand miles to aglk. Tt took all the courage that
‘erry could find, for if the onswer were '"no" it would
nean further scoreh, arnd i1 TBerba onowered in the affirma-
tive, then the senrch was ended. Terry was nolt prepared
Tor the answer thnt Teba rove. He wanted to be a2ble to
imow what was whot ond that he finnlly had a leader...
someone that he imew he could turn to with no mystery...
no question, for guch is thn\vn}nh.onship in the ancient
tradition of gseeler and wmecsier in the annals of the

spiritunl secorch for the knowledoe of Lhe true nature of

not your uru. I am nob zour teacher. T am

- ) YN i1
your Belf.

or a -moment Terrvy was tololly destroyed...for an instant

o

he did not exist. Tthen with recovery, he remembered the

that he hed so corefully rehearsed count-—

less thousands of times fron Colifornia, to Ne

Fiaid
Lo HWow Yealand,
o India, and now To This momoeni,
"Hueri..whet T hear ingido...ubat is it... 2"

e sound...ltho cound.., .t

5. .. 000h oo, bhut T omeen the VolcelV
AL . hho voleo,, . hhol Voien 1o Pabo's Orece...listen
is not your inaginetion. IL 1s

1t when 12

wibi speaks to you anda do what

Ao-adin Ehede vag nowmeatsry confusmien, but there wes no

i e S T Labie gl Y - b

- g - R S N o SR . 1 ~
Hine to sort Gh oul now, for Dobho carried forth, spesking



hlessings. [ oorowith you all the time,
whot you know ond T will bless your work,

No sour prachices "
I U pIa

e o »

that T hove heen told to bri:

1

to you next wear. Is thal coxrect?™

"Yeg!" Tabo nodded.

"ind to gend one of oux people for FMahashi

1
SN PR N . - n
1T 15 2lways YeS...Y€S...YeS.

A"~ e —roe v it h
LU e 0 e e 0 0V it

hands were now on Terry's folded hands.

he @oid, removing his right hand and starting

ovenment, palm down, fingers
Tt nmoved only inches fLrom Terry's left arm.

-

ed his cleeve up to hin olhow ond his arm moved

faster,
Terry watched the motion and could hear the cliclk,
click, click of activity in the ares under Baba's hand.

It toolr pern

s bwenty lon:: seconds, and when Tabe stopped

the motion he roised his hand slichtly, and out toward
the Tloor droppod o long string of beads connected by
vire...che Japnamala that Paba had promised to manifest

« P o R, S S g .
Lo vl.G_r.‘l"J’ WAS TOW DCLOe NLn VeSS

iMT e Teray virtually velled with delighted sur-

'a cee where is the ond of this thing?'...and

beran to sowi through the hesrds to find the suru
bead or starting noint.

"Here...s0y vour nmantre with this...each day."

raised his avma and nlaced bhe long strand asround Terry's

necls,

to <0, and for the

at; nrivilese of
! o

"Ho not be ofreold. T onm o olwoys with you. You have my
blessins, v

"Than!t you Swami..." it counded so weall to say ity and
Yerry wurned to leave, walline out vhrough the hallway,

oul throush

3
o

the mate and boc So Malbaji's.
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mized the accent oo the man in the sest in

him was speaking to tThe Alr India sari-clad

"Thank yol...J won't be having o meal. Having some

trouble withe.oheooeNYeoh. o dirsestionaes”

ct

bl

She smiled at him...seewine bo understand, then s

epped
down the aisle toward Terry's aont, and spoke to him.
"You are having a meal sir?!

"Yes, I ordered vepetarian."

"Thank xon."

T

Jhen,. she turned to go, Tersy looked back oul of the

3

window and wvatched The Indicn winter evening behind him,

o

snd he drifted boel over the avents of the past deys and

weeks, and then into the fuobture wondering of +their signif-

MO
icance for what wes o come.
The plane wvas nluost emnby...very few people on the leg

of the flight thot wos going Lo Perth. Terry and the man

<l

Pa

in the front of birm bhoth had o entire row to themselves.
It was severnl hours beflore lerry spoke to the man. He

lasned forward,

"Uxecuse ne...your bowels civine vou trouble?"

1"n-r
4

®
0

. as a natter of fact...szomething I picked up in
India no doubt."
"You wanl a suecestion?!

"Te
S o

i wou have one."

Terry fished aroinmnd in hie bno Jooiting for one of the
packet

2ts of Vibhuitbi thal Baba hed sdven him Jusi before
12d left the interview hall ~iter their final meeting.

Here...pvh 2 dittle of thia cowder in some water and

Wihat ig 142"

Vel . euh. ..l h s Vibhuihi, "
11 ':‘h_!“l; '? 1t

ibnubti.?
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I oy mmes o SRR ERP | b
Doroy Tloached bhno
.

 to the firat Lime that he bhad asked
chat cnestion of Horrissa just two yvears and a bit before.

-

1§ ERP N e e 1M 1503 3o -1 by gk D T 17y E =
elleosit's...” oo ("Where do T start?') ... "Let's just

that... or the moment o1 lerst...it is something that




oV

mizht help straichten out the nrohlem in your rut.",. .. (and
thon mavhe it will work on Lhe rest of you too)...lerry
smiled.

ihenlese s ok "1 Bry itess"

The man wenl Lo the reri- of Lhe plane for the water.
As he returned to his seat Terry could see a namenlate on
his shirt. It read: "Dr Dave W

e oo 0 oo

"ITh oh." Terry Lhousht o himself. "If be is a doctor

A= 17
il d 1

snake him up."
Tt was the nnn who spoke next to Terry.
"You are an American.

"Dorn there. How live in ifew Zealand.”

Ch, wou American too?" Terry was trylng now to find a
place Lo stifle the conversation. Ie was not eager at
this point o speak further to an American...especially
an American doctor...esnecislly an American doctor who
yould probably want to talk about meterial things and
good orice of Indian pugs in Delhi. The man appeared

asant ecnouri...yvoung...nrobably about thirlty-three or

2 s
1

age. Clean and slender.

ian. Have wvou been to Tndin?"

"WJhere did wou ro?"

e ] - 1"
"Uh...Bangalore.

"y AV o e IR AL
'Ts that all?

= 1
i8S .
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Merry knew people don't ask that auestion in such &

straightforwned manner unless there is some reason for it.

]

"ell...T went to see someconc.”"  ('there...that'll fix

et

"If you.don't mind my asiing...who did you go to see?"
a

"ire vou o doctor?!" Tempry naled...avoiding the
Il"}

Psycholonist.”

" ooh...bhat's even wornc. How whet'll we do.')

MTh hobk, . .well T went bo zsen Sai Daba, "

Wiy, o
R A

L B B e T T o A T — 1"
paxed 1 B A g p N e Gooa(.'onn["()f: b el
"In Panorlowe?™"

L



W 5 i e . .
Cire Lhers anound Nonbay...on a

tour...sponsored hy the Mill Tndustry of New Zeeland
PHTH? )

industry. 2ounds strenge T know...obut here

- oy o "
heppened. . .s0me wee 800

n exnlained his work as

gunietly while

2 at FHessey University in New Zealand and
how the had aponcored him to malke this tour

of some placos in India to +th a report vack to
uhen.
"Strance thing f00...when iH came time to o there was

1 £ )= [

only one se~t left on the +wonr...ond that was duce to a
concellation.  Chrole of 1nelz, T oruoog,”

Terry now Imew that there wros something strange in this
neetinrm., Te conld feel a sceling in the man who now knelt
on the scat in Tront of him »nd was resting his arms on
the top of the rent, fturnecd to Lalic with Terry.

"Guess ¥ oricled up this bup fron come of the food.l.

11 APy i B
Yes...nromably,

o o thig hol:
«

howGe . cyon michh have » look at this," said

FEE Y Nl 1.

il Baba, Man of

handed Tiave a con iiracles”

Fuarphels,
"ihonlis, " Nave snid, and turned o settle into his

1o

seat o read for 2 while. Terr: welcomed the t

e to

to bilo head for ¢ while,

‘he hoolt Tor o

il the plane reached
Perith and durine 2 Lhrece bhonr Ievover for repairs on the
plane, Texry nnd Nnve becone woll :_".(:r,]'!,l-‘lii_n1,(;(1. wilth enc

other oo well na bthe ingide of 1 aince

there vas 1ithle 2lge o do at Uhrec
mornine wiltlh o0 Ghe licohis tomned on

"heoro woa Vidhlo econveraation hoyevor after Perth to

ey where Dnve and Tervy voerted, Dave for Wellington

and Teryy Tor Christehurch. Nave soid he would return

the boolr by mneil, ond that wes perheps to be the end of



Vhen Terry's plane tayied to a2 ston at the Christchurch

L o - el et o
Airpont, Dave wuas

far from his Thoupghts...and so was
almost everyone and everyhbhing thal he had left behind...

exzent Gal Fnba 2and the promise of his help and presence,

and the Jjeapamnla which Yerry wore around his nech.

There were almost as many people there to greet him as
there had heen to see hin off when he left for India,
even though it was late at rnight. Vhen Terry saw them
pehind the glass of the Customs Window, an immense

~

fealine of

[

nl joy, bliss and pgratitude welled up
inside him 2nd he turned away to hide his emotion,
wallowed hard, and then walked throuph the "one-way"
or. It was Candice who wias closest first. There were
ars in her eyves. SHhe knew...bul she asked anywvay.

"How'd it go?"

"Ohe ool was nll richt...Terry ashiuspged. "diffe

SaD O pPARE T
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