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 Foreword

The Stargate
Chronicles [first edition title] is a brilliantly written
documentation of a very provocative subject. Its author
demonstrates a superb in-depth psychic undertaking of paranormal
activities of the mind. His humble beginning in life, coupled with
many obstacles and sacrifices made during his military career in
addition to death-threatening health conditions, may have given him
this incredible, phenomenal gift, the ability to tell this story of
bringing the unknown into reality.

It is a must for all to read and then to
pause and reflect upon the mystery within.

Those who do not
possess an adventurous mind open to the challenging or the unusual,
and those who are not willing to explore it, may classify The
Stargate Chronicles as an exercise in futility. The unsophisticated
or uninformed leave the mysteries of life as simply that–mysteries. But for those who have
inquisitive minds, the paranormal experiences described by the
author lead to the exploration of baffling questions. Joseph
McMoneagle should be recognized as being as much a pioneer in this
field as were our astronauts traversing the unthinkable far reaches
of outer space.

Brigadier General L. Robert Castorr

United States Army Infantry

Retired OWE, VM, GCSTS, GCPR, CMWS, MV,
BSML, OSJ

Ambassador-at-large, The Order of St.
Stanislas

 



 What Is Remote Viewing?

Remote viewing is a
human ability to produce information about a targeted object,
person, place, or event, while being completely isolated from the
target by space, time, and other forms of shielding. This isolation
is guaranteed by following a very specific scientific protocol.
This protocol was developed at Stanford Research Institute in the
early 1970s and has become more rigorous and specific since
then.

Remote viewing can be considered to have
taken place only when the remote viewer and anyone else in the room
with the remote viewer are completely blind to the specifically
targeted object, person, place, or event of interest. They must
remain blind to the target of interest prior to and during the
production of information. In scientific terms, this is called a
double-blind condition. That is, the viewer and all the people
associated with the viewer are unaware of the target material.
There are no exceptions to this protocol.

A specific technique or system used to
produce the information is called a "method." Specific methods have
been designed for use within a remote viewing protocol. However,
regardless of the method used, a method is never considered an
acceptable substitute for the protocol.

In common parlance, some of the methods
developed for use within a remote viewing protocol are sometimes
referred to as "remote viewing." This is not accurate or
appropriate. Utilization of such methods outside a valid protocol
not only violates the definition of what makes psychic work "remote
viewing," but it also violates both the design and intent of the
methods themselves.

If any exception to a protocol is made during
training in any technique or method, then it is considered a
"training method" and not a valid remote viewing protocol.

Psychic functioning, clairvoyance,
extrasensory perception, and other methods or techniques are
considered to be remote viewing when the person using these methods
and everyone in the room with that person during information
production has been guaranteed blind to the targeted object,
person, place, or event. If everyone is blind to the target, they
are fulfilling the requirements for a remote viewing protocol.

 



 Preface to the 2006 Paperback Edition

It has been some
time since the original release of this book in early 2002 and much
has happened. What I find of particular interest is the growing
number of writers both on and off the Internet who claim to have
been members of the Star Gate Program who never had anything to do
with it, or those who had a passing connection who now claim far
greater abilities than any human could possess after a lifetime of
involvement with psychic functioning. Some have even claimed to
have developed sufficient research expertise in six or seven months
to magically solve problems that have confounded knowledgeable
researchers and investigators for nearly 30 years. A few—gifted
with inside access by reason of position or, perhaps, chance—have
given in to the weighty burden of ego and now manipulate the
unaware public selling magic potions, or lie by omission—leaving
out important facts that should have been stated—further raising
their dais in the public eye.

Yes, a lot has happened; most of it
unreal.

For whatever reason, the remote viewing
subject seems to have developed a split personality: one good, one
bad. On the good side, remote viewing empowers us and teaches us
something about our mental abilities and our sensitivity to the
environment in which we live. If we pay careful attention, we can
learn more about how we process information and how it is
intricately woven into the framework of time within which we exist
and operate; how past, present, and future intercorrelate with one
another. But, unfortunately, there is a bad side, one filled with
sidetracks that lead nowhere. Regrettably, there are a lot of
sidetracks and a lot of people using them to make money.

Rather than try to make a living selling
remote viewing training, I chose to put it to use in support of
people, businesses, police, and those who need it. I created a
company called Intuitive Intelligence

Applications in the early 1980s and began
providing remote viewing as a service. One guarantee I chose to
provide was to never disclose the name of a client or speak about
the work that I have done for any of those clients. Obviously this
created an immediate problem. Since I didn't teach remote viewing
and didn't talk about what I did for my clients, there wasn't much
information available about me or what I did. To rectify this
problem, I decided to do what others did not—I demonstrated it, and
I did so in public.

Beginning with an ABC special in November
1995, I have demonstrated more than 95 remote viewings live and on
camera on national television in six countries. This has included
looking for 28 missing persons whose names were placed inside
sealed envelopes and targeted from my home in Virginia. Many of
these individuals have been missing for 10 to 63 years. All were
missing in the country of Japan. So far, I have successfully
located 11 of these individuals and they have been reunited with
their families. My overall success rate for 90 targets currently
exceeds 60 percent, all filmed under scientific protocol in front
of a live audience.

How do you reach a point in which you can
remote view in front of a live television audience? I could say:
practice, practice, practice; but I would be lying. There's a lot
more to it.

When I first joined the Army and was
recruited into Army Intelligence, I had no idea that at some point
in my career I would be asked to participate as a psychic in the
defense of my nation. I spent 12-plus years overseas doing things
most people would never volunteer to do at a time when most
wouldn't have volunteered to do them. J was also usually living in
conditions that weren't pleasant.

(Not that I would complain. I came from a
neighborhood where my living conditions were sometimes worse.) Most
of my duties were unpleasant and difficult at best, and contributed
to the destruction of two marriages, but I usually did jobs that
gave me great personal satisfaction and had tremendous immediate
feedback. So when I was asked to volunteer for duty with the Star
Gate Program, I knew from the beginning it would be not only
demanding but, well . . . thorny. As it turned out, I was only
partially correct—it was a whole lot worse.

The ridicule and derision encountered during
contact with outside personnel on a week-to-week basis is difficult
to relate. At least within the project there were rules—a single
and simple protocol, scientific in origin, which was originally
developed at SRI-International. This protocol is still followed
today. That is what differentiates remote viewing from psychic
functioning. It's simply stated: "The psychic is kept totally blind
to the target, and anyone else who might be in the room with the
psychic is also kept blind to the target." Anything else is a
methodology and doesn't really matter—I simply don't care what the
argument is.

Of course, there's a lot of other material in
this book. Most of it is a story about a young man who joined the
Army at a time when it wasn't fashionable to do so; who voluntarily
served in Southeast Asia at a time when no one else wanted to; who
spent more time overseas than he did in his own homeland, fighting
an active mission in a Cold War. Then, when he returned home, he
volunteered for duty in a classified project filled with great
controversy, performing under tremendous stress in support of every
major Intelligence Agency in America, including the CIA, NSA, NSC,
DIA, DEA, FBI, DoD, Secret Service, and White House. Going to work
each day was like a knife fight in a phone booth.

This is not a book about world-class talent
that's right 95 percent of the time. It is about a real talent that
sometime fails as much as it succeeds. It's not about what you can
buy from someone or teach but what everyone carries inside them,
what everyone is born with that is as natural as breathing or
walking. This book is as much about exploring the limits of self as
it is about pushing back and challenging one's own limits. It's not
about dissecting the secrets of how remote viewing works. To date,
100 years of research has failed to crack the code, so I feel that
probably isn't going to happen very soon. It goes without saying
that this book is about standing up for something simply because
it's the right thing to do, even though others automatically
ridicule it. But why—why is it the right thing to do?

It doesn't take long to look around and see
that we as a nation are in serious trouble. Since September 11,
2001, we have been under a terrible and growing threat of
terrorism. Having spent 28 years of my life fighting terrorism, I
have a serious concern for what is currently being done to combat
this growing threat. If one takes a moment to focus through the
clouds of defensive and political posturing, the personalized
embarrassment, and the politically motivated reputation
enhancements taking place on either side of the ongoing arguments,
one of the first things that one will notice is that the face of
war and the world has changed dramatically and our way of dealing
with it hasn't.

We are moving into a period when new methods
of warfare are being developed and these will be and are already
being used against us, and I'm not talking here about some shiny
new technology; I'm talking about a "transcendent form of warfare,"
a warfare of the mind. It's already being fought in new ways that
are hardly recognizable. In this style of warfare, the battles are
fought with information and mental constructs, exposing seams of
weakness never before recognized, first and foremost how we
conceptualize threat itself. These are commodities our own people,
media, and self-proclaimed skeptics (better termed "debunkers"), in
particular, are far too willing to sell, trade, or profit from at
the expense of rational action. This is deleterious not only to
paranormal subject matter, but to all new forms of
counter-intelligence and counter-terrorist activities.

I'm really tired, very tired, of
demonstrating what's right about remote viewing and why people
should be paying attention to it. Enough is enough. Either mount
the horse or get out of the way. If we don't find a way to use what
we already know about the proper application of remote viewing to
our own advantage someone else will—and that's a very easy
prediction to make. All it takes is courage and a will to follow
the rules.

So, having said the above, why should I do
it? Why would I trash a perfectly good career as an Army
Intelligence officer, put up with so much ridicule and
irrationality, and take on such a challenge as this? Was it just to
become known as a psychic spy? Was it so that I could call myself
Remote Viewer #001? Hardly. (This was a classified project buried
in the bowels of the Army.) I did it for the same reasons the
others did. It was absolutely necessary and needed to be done.

The reason for this entire book is to talk
about how and why I made that decision, in the face of overwhelming
odds, paralyzing fears, crushing difficulties, stupefying
roadblocks, and against the advice of just about everyone closest
to me. The short answer is that based on what I read in a
classified document one morning back in late 1977, I felt the
reality of remote viewing was too important to ignore.

It was then and still is my opinion that
remote viewing is the greatest threat to my nation, and at the same
time, possibly the single greatest discovery in our species'
history. Remote viewing, when used correctly, has a capacity to
make extensively destructive and creative contributions in our
development.

Back then, I had a responsibility to my
commander, to the United States Army, and, ultimately, the
population which I was sworn to defend. I chose to carry out that
responsibility in spite of the issues I knew loomed on the horizon.
Maybe reading this book will give some insight as to why I made
that decision and why I feel even now that it was a good one.
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 Introduction

By Edwin C. May, Ph.D.

During my career as
a research scientist, which now spans three decades, I have
encountered many psychics. They range from self-professed yogis in
India or New Age hopefuls to self-denied individuals who would
never admit to being psychic yet can "knock your socks off" in
double-blind laboratory tests or field operations. A precious few
survive the rigors of scientific validation and among those that
do, Joseph W. McMoneagle is the best, by far.

I first met Joe in 1979 when he was part of a
team of six people who were sent by the U. S. Army as part of a
"technology transfer" program at SRI International. What that
actually meant, when stripped of its military jargon, was that we
were to test all six people for their possible remote viewing
ability using a double-blind (that is neither the viewer nor anyone
in contact with the viewer knows the target), scientifically valid
protocol. When it was Joe's turn, my colleague Hal Puthoff served
as a "beacon" person and for each of six days stood at a different
randomly chosen location for about 15 minutes. Joe was supposed to
describe the surroundings where Hal was standing using only his
mental impressions.

Determining whether Joe had any remote
viewing ability required a fair and independent judge who was
required to pick the target from a set of six locations, only one
of which was correct. Naturally, the judge must not know the answer
until after his or her assessment. I was that judge for Joe. The
results were far different than chance would allow, and the series
of six remote viewings were the best of that set of Army people.
That began what is now a 24year-long partnership in trying to
understand how psychic abilities work and how they may be
improved.

In the very beginning of Stargate
Chroniclesi, Joe
expresses frustration over the lack of good scientific protocols,
which is unfortunately all too common with some of the material
that purports to pass as valid remote viewing that can be found on
the World Wide Web. Joe is especially qualified to speak on these
matters because in addition to his contribution as a test subject,
he has also evolved to be a fully qualified, contributing
researcher. To my knowledge, Joe is the only "subject" to qualify
as a full member of the Parapsychological Association, or PA for
short, an affiliate of the American Association for the Advancement
of Science. The PA is a professional organization with rigorous and
strict entrance requirements.

I found reading Stargate Chronicles a special
treat. Joe gives us a remarkable and candid glimpse into not only
his multifaceted career but equally as important, he shares an
intimate view of the many trials, tribulations, and successes of
his personal life. It is clear from Joe's writing that there are
many more interesting, important and sometimes quite funny stories
to be told, but we will have to wait for further books.

From my perspective as Joe's close friend and
co-researcher, two things emerge from the Stargate Chronicles.
First and perhaps foremost is the very complexity of psychic
functioning that range from technical details for a good experiment
to critical psychological factors. We have seen all too often that
some people become consumed by the process and in some way "go off
the deep end." In this regard, Joe is as comfortable with his
failures as he is with his successes and takes the psychic process
in stride. We joke together about being on "ego" watch, and Joe has
given me permission for the two-by-four cure: That is, a whack on
the head if I ever see him losing it.

Second, while not directly stated, Stargate
Chronicles displays for us the immense personal and physical
sacrifice and hard work that is required to become the top in your
field. Of course, we would expect that this is true for nearly all
exceptional-human performance. Consider a football star or a
virtuoso violinist.

What separates Joe as a psychic from the pack
is the detailed and independent evaluation, both in the laboratory
and in the field. To be scientifically valid, it is insufficient to
hang out a shingle as a self-declared practicing psychic. Rather,
the psychic material must be submitted for critical analysis and
the results published in peer-reviewed journals.

In the real world of intelligence
applications, scientific evaluation is much more difficult. Joe
gives two examples where a military client tested an intelligence
operation where 100 percent of "ground truth" was known. Joe scored
exceptionally well on an electron accelerator target and support
activity and on a high-energy microwave device. The best testimony
for his excellence in real operations using remote viewing is Joe's
Legion of Merit Award. At his retirement from the army, he was
given this honor for providing a vast amount of accurate and useful
material to the intelligence community.

In short, Joseph W.
McMoneagle is the most tested and certified psychic in history. In
Stargate Chronicles, Joe tells the sometimes-tortured,
sometimes-joyous, but always fascinating story of how he got
there.

—Edwin C. May, Ph. D., president,

The Laboratories for Fundamental
Research,

Palo Alto, California

 



 Chapter One

Childhood: Troubles
and Experience

I'm selecting 1962
as a starting point, but only for describing the things as far back
as I can remember, which occurred much earlier. If I tried a point
of recall further back than that, the complexities of detail would
become mired in the fog of developmental childhood emotions. I do
remember things from earlier, but my relatives disbelieved this,
convinced that I had to have been too young.

One of my favorite people was my twin
sister's namesake, my Aunt Margaret. One afternoon in the summer of
1962, just past my sixteenth birthday, we were talking about
memory, and how much one could or could not remember, a more than
interesting topic to me no because much later in life, she suffered
from Alzheimer's disease.

I said that I could remember when she held me
as a small baby, something she said she could not believe. I told
her my memory included being held in her arms while lying on my
back, which would have made me less than a year old. I distinctly
remember looking up at her face and her gentle smile. I remember
having a feeling that this was someone who was protection, someone
who loved me a great deal. To underscore the event, I remarked that
I also remembered seeing her dressed at the time in a totally white
outfit with a very large wide-brimmed hat made of white straw. This
was unusual, because otherwise I had no recall of ever seeing her
wearing a hat of any kind at any other time. I said the hat was
distinctive, because the sparkles of sunlight were coming through
the small woven holes, reflecting light as through the facets of
hundreds of diamonds.

She laughed and accused me of inventing the
memory. I insisted that the event took place out of doors, because
I remembered the bright sunlight as being directly in my face at
times. She humored me, while impressing on me the fact that she had
never even owned an all-white straw hat.

Some weeks later, I received a phone call
from her. She said if I would stop by for a few minutes, she had
something she wanted to share with me. She wouldn't tell me over
the phone what it was, which of course made it all sound quite
mysterious—especially as I didn't even recall our previous
discussion.

I arrived at her house after school the
following day and she made a big deal out of pulling a small
suitcase down from the upper shelf of a closet. Then she retrieved
a photograph from the large pile contained within. She told me she
had come across the picture quite by accident while looking for
something else. She passed it to me with shaking hands.

I was stunned by what I saw. She was standing
in the center of the photograph, holding my twin sister and me in
her right and left arms. The photograph was in color, which was
unusual for the period, and my aunt was dressed completely in
white, wearing a wide-brimmed, finely woven, straw hat, which was
also entirely white. A penciled note on the back said it was the
day my sister and I were christened. We were a little less than
three months old. She said it had been noon when the picture was
taken and someone had loaned her the hat in order to keep our faces
in the shade.

I think this shocked my aunt more than it did
me. But what it did to me was interesting. Seeing the picture was
like having a lightning bolt discharged through my head. It woke up
a part of my mind I had never experienced. Suddenly I was filled
with dozens if not hundreds of images, flashes of things
remembered, and flashes of things that made absolutely no sense to
me. Images that I had not had until that moment. Many of these
images were commonplace, but some were frightening in their
context. It was as if the doorway to my earliest memories was
suddenly opened. As if by magic, I had sudden recall of events
previously blocked from my perception.

I know that for some this would not be a
significant event. But for someone who had nearly a complete block
to memories prior to age five, this was a significant
development.

I suddenly found myself recalling with
near-perfect and vivid imagery my time as a three-year-old on my
grandfather's farm in Stone Mountain, Georgia. I could remember the
colors of the walls in the small wood-framed house, the floor
layout of the farmhouse, even the direction you needed to walk to
get to the truck garden, the barn, and cornfields. I vividly
remembered the smell inside the barn, the odor of my grandfather's
mules, the stink of the chicken coop—even the open and rank septic
field behind the farmhouse. I had instant recall of the sound of
the hand-cranked corncob stripper, the kindling popping in the wood
stove in the kitchen, picking bugs from the spinach plants in the
garden, collecting doodlebugs in the warm sandy soil under the
porch, and my grandmother's homemade pies—especially rhubarb. I
could even see, floating in front of me, the bent nail on which my
grandfather hung his hat by the kitchen door.

Memories of fishing off an old dock in a
mountain pond behind my aunt and uncle's cabin in Franklin, North
Carolina, jumped into sparkling clarity: the long, tall timbers
that supported the rear room 25 feet up the slope; me, sitting on
the dock, holding a small stick with a couple of yards of white
cotton string and a safety pin for a hook. I spent a lot of time
feeding small balls of bread dough to the tiny fish I now know as
bream, until I fell asleep. When I had woken up, they were cooking
fish in the kitchen, fish they told me I had caught. (I was four
when we visited there the first time, so I believed them.)

At one point I remember being given a small
plastic shovel, a hoe, and a rake. They told me to go out and dig
for gold along the circular drive in the front of the cabin.
(Unfortunately, I have no recall of finding any.)

There were other images and feelings, not
quite so comforting. I remember being less than four years of age
and being forcefully held down and tied by my ankles and wrists,
spread-eagle on my back, while faceless beings with large eyes
operated on me. The pain was incredible and indescribable. I
remember screaming until I blacked out, then awakening to find them
still working on me, and screaming again to unconsciousness. I woke
up in a box, very much like a cage. There were bars all around me
and heavy netting was stretched across the top. I could pull myself
up, but was unable to break out. My legs were wobbly and weak, I
hurt terribly, my small body awash with pain, and I screamed until
I was too hoarse to scream any longer. Beyond that the images
fade.

Of course, I didn't speak of these images to
my aunt. They were too disturbing, too terrifying to contemplate. I
tried to rebury them, but was unable to do so. Those images haunted
me for years. I would have repetitive nightmares in which I was
reliving those images and memories. Huge entities, wearing
one-piece suits, with no faces and large eyes, would come in the
night and take me screaming to a brightly lit room, where I would
be secured spread-eagle on my back. Large nails would be driven
into my arms, then I could feel the excruciating pain. My body
would be awash with it until I blacked out in my dream, or awoke
from the recurring nightmare soaked in sweat.

It wasn't until I returned from my first tour
to Southeast Asia that I finally brought it up with my parents. My
mother was shocked. She said the doctors had promised her that I
would never have recall of the experience because I was far too
young when it happened. She then related the events surrounding
major surgery I had had when I was less than four years of age. It
was corrective surgery, a result of being born more than two months
premature.

When I came into the world, I weighed in at
around a pound and twelve ounces, while my twin, Margaret, tipped
the scales at a pound and a half. Back in January of 1946 we were
not supposed to survive. If it were not for the heroic efforts of
our family doctor, Robert Mayer, we probably would not have. In any
event, I ended up needing surgery. Back then there apparently were
questions in the minds of some doctors regarding how much pain
medication should be given to such a tiny child. The consensus was,
far better too little than too much. The belief was that really
young children would never remember the experience anyway. Well,
guess what? They were wrong.

The immediate effect of these recalled
memories was terrifying, mystifying, as well as mind-expanding.
Before long, I was recalling whole periods and events. I found that
I was also linking the events I was remembering to their long-term
effects, events occurring at ages when I was too young to
understand, or too young to know.

Was this an effect of
reevaluating memories with an adolescent mind? Or was this psychic
knowing kicking in early? Back then I didn't know anything about
psychic functioning. I only knew that I was having large amounts of
recall, some good and some bad. So, I shared it with the only
person I could wholly trust, my twin.

My mother was a
complex person. Originally she wouldn't touch alcohol. I could see
from a very early age that she understood the effects that alcohol
had on a person, and she was determined to protect her children
from it. She was also extremely intelligent. A straight-A student
throughout high school, she should have gone to college and become
a teacher or pursued a career in the humanities. She had so much
natural talent with art and literature, and in the early years so
enjoyed music. All through high school she was a majorette, and was
very involved in music and the arts. I still have all of her state
merit and honor roll pins for writing and dissertation. I thank her
for whatever smarts or natural abilities I was born with.

Anyone who knew her would tell you that her
only problem in life was falling deeply in love with my father. She
had just turned eighteen, and my father was 27 when they married.
He met her at Burdines Department Store in Miami, where he worked
in the furniture department. They met one Christmas season while
she was working part-time as a gift-wrapper. They fell passionately
in love and were married almost immediately. As a result, my sister
and I arrived within a year.

As a new mother, she was terrified. I think
she realized too late that she was never going to be able to change
my father. Because he lacked a formal education and was an
alcoholic, he was never going to do any better than he had already
done—stock clerk in a department store. There is nothing wrong with
that, except that it guaranteed a permanent minimal income, living
in "the projects" (what most call slums), and ugly battles over
booze. I believe it was in the middle of this realization that she
suddenly found herself a brand-new mother of twins.

For years I truly hated my mother. I hated
her for her relentless and dogged pursuit of discipline and
control, and for her overly protective attitude. She watched me and
my twin like a mother panther watches her young. As a result, she
was always tougher on us than she would have been with a stranger's
child.

Being young, with no understanding of what
was really going on, I couldn't see the fear in her eyes every time
my sister or I went out in the yard to play. Five-year-olds have
little appreciation for the dangers associated with growing up in a
slum. The metal framework in the duplex windows was designed to
prevent easy access to our bedrooms. Those invulnerable barred
windows and the heavy door bolts and crossbars at the points of
entry to our abode were meaningless to me. I thought everyone lived
that way.

Living in a hovel has its privileges. The
poor don't call the bug exterminators, so our home was always
filled with Florida roaches. I viewed these large palmetto
bugs—three to four inches long and capable of self-powered
flight—as simply an irritant. If they walked across your mouth
while you were sleeping, it might wake you, or it might not. The
trick was learning to sleep with your mouth closed.

We also had what we called swamp rats. They
weighed in at an average two pounds plus, and traveled in and out
of the street gutters facing the house. They looked a lot like
small, narrow-hipped groundhogs. As a kid who was usually hungry, I
always thought they'd probably make a great meal. While somewhat
ugly, these were simply troublesome pests, something you just dealt
with. We kept a broomstick in a corner by the front door. I didn't
know it at the time, but that was why most people living in the
projects didn't have cats for pets: The hunter could become the
hunted. If they had dogs, they were big and nasty, capable of
defending themselves. Of course my mother always viewed these
rodents as a direct threat to her young. I didn't know about rabies
at the time, or any of the other diseases they carried.

There were other problems. At five years of
age, I couldn't equate the cast on her arm to her unsuccessful
defense of a week's food money from a drug-addicted street bum. How
could I fathom that she lived in terror for herself, and must have
worried about us? This was far beyond my ken at such an early
age.

So, when I disappeared from the front porch
for twenty minutes, struck up a conversation with a stranger, or
chased my ball into the street, there was no way I could comprehend
the rage it would seemingly generate within her. There was no way I
could see that it was really love buried within fear that drove her
to punishment.

Sometimes her fears, further aggravated by my
lack of comprehension for why she might be demanding a certain
behavior from me, would only fuel the fires within her. Early on,
this resulted in severe spankings across the buttocks with either
her hand or a long-handled hairbrush. Later, when I was larger,
harder to handle, and seemingly more callused or unaffected by her
early choice of tools, she upgraded to a belt, and quickly from
there to an open-handed strike across the face. It must have hurt
her more than it did me, as she quickly switched to a backhand. I
remember as a teen being struck so hard and so many times that I
had ringing in my ears and my nose or my lips would bleed. It's odd
that I can't seem to remember the offense that resulted in such
abuse.

In any event, I learned that the best way to
deal with it was to stand there and stoically take it. I mistakenly
thought that by not crying or reacting in an overt way, I was
demonstrating my ability to "take it like a man." In fact, my lack
of reaction only generated a greater sense of fear, which increased
her internal conflict, resulting in more frequent and more violent
strikes. Our relationship quickly went from one of love to one of a
contest as to who could dominate the other through sheer force of
will. She may have had the muscle and the size, but I quickly
developed an ability to read her.

Herein is where I discovered the birth of my
natural ability as a psychic. I believe, as steel is forged in
fire, my ability to read humans was forged in pain as a
child.ii Over
the years, I began to display an almost uncanny ability to read my
mother's actions long before even she knew what she was going to
do. In hindsight, I'd have to say it was the natural evolution of a
survival skill.

Some may feel that I am
betraying my mother by writing this. But what I am reporting has
nothing to do with how much I loved or didn't love my mother. It
has everything to do with understanding what drove her, and hence
what might have driven me. It is terribly difficult to understand
where someone's psychic behavior might have bubbled from, so I
offer this history as a possible origin.

My sister Margaret
and I were twins in every sense of the word. She seemed to always
know what was on my mind as I did hers. She, of course, being
female, was always just a bit more mature than I was at just about
any age. But she wasn't having the degree of detail in recall I was
having. So, we talked about it. Sometimes, on what we considered
"bad nights," we would talk into the wee hours of the morning. It
was the way we kept our sanity.

Sanity was a premium around our house at
times, a direct result of parents that were at best emotionally—and
at worse, physically—abusive. They were alcoholics. I am saying
this without any rancor whatsoever. It is purely a reflective
statement based on fact. It was of course a whole lot more
complicated at the time we were experiencing it. My perceptions
were certainly quite different as a child. On a really bad night,
alcohol reigned, and reason didn't.

I recall many nights as an early teen, lying
in bed and praying for something to happen, for some stranger to
come along and adopt me and my sister, and take us away to live
somewhere else. Anywhere would have been nice, anywhere but there.
To my child's mind, even a stranger would have been preferable to
my parents.

I've long since grown out of that desire, and
in retrospect I can see how pressures suffered at the early age of
thirteen or fourteen can be dramatically different from those we
endure in later adulthood. We are better armed to deal with them at
a later age. But, back then it seemed more than just a reasonable
request. If parents truly understood the stress they bring into
their children's lives, they wouldn't be so "flip" in some of their
responses. If they knew how it could drive their kids to even
accepting a stranger in preference to them, well . . . best to not
go there.

On really bad nights, my sister Margaret
always took it much worse than I did. Being a male provided some
degree of protection that females don't automatically get in the
American culture. In America, it is assumed that males are tougher
by nature—males usually don't reflect the intense and internalized
damage that is done when struck violently across the face with the
back of an adult's hand. Nor do we react the same to a belt across
the backs of the legs as a small female would.

I am talking about my mother, not my father.
I'm not sure if it was the alcohol or the differences in their
relationship, but the child-to-parent connections within our
household differed significantly from what one might normally
expect.

My father was always a gentleman, given only
to very short fits of incoherent rage when numbingly drunk. His own
father had left him when he was in seventh grade—sometime around
1925. Since he was the oldest, he felt responsible for his mother,
brothers, and sister, and quit school to become the man of the
house, the primary wage earner. His situation was somewhat
complicated as a child, because he had polio and wore braces on his
legs. I was never convinced that he actually quit school because
the family required support. It might have been because he was
tired of being called a cripple or "The Crip." In any event, that's
what he told me once while he was warmly enveloped in a refined
cloud of bourbon vapor.

He did numerous jobs, but the one he truly
liked the best was being a caddy at the Palm Beach and Miami
country clubs. I think he liked carrying the golf bags for the
gangsters who frequented the

South during the winter months. He said,
"They were never threatened by a young kid with braces on his legs,
who could keep his mouth shut."

I never pointed out the "playing with fire"
aspects of his comfortable involvement with gangsters. He always
left me with the impression that he felt his lack of formal
education didn't allow equal opportunities when it came to
employment. This is somewhat stunted logic in my own mind.

My father once told me about being on the
fourteenth green at Palm Beach with Al Capone and a couple of his
men, probably his bodyguards, when they suddenly heard the sound of
a car coming up the lawn. As it approached, the engine began
backfiring. Everyone dove into the sand traps, pulling guns out of
their golf bags.

I laughed.

He didn't. He never smiled. Continuing his
story, he told me how a year later they machine-gunned someone to
death on the next green over. Whether it was true or not was never
material, at least not to me. My father discovered early on that he
could make a lot of money carrying gangsters' golf bags.

My dad also made a lot of money making bets
with hoods. He would bet that he could outdrive them off the tee.
Now, he never weighed more than 145 pounds soaking wet—the result
of having only half the normal muscle mass in his legs. And,
everyone who's a golfer knows that distance off the tee is almost
always attributed to weight shift in the hips and legs. But my dad
had enormous strength in his upper body from hauling his leg braces
around. Also, they didn't know that my dad spent almost all his
spare time on the driving range hitting free balls. As a result of
his betting, he was driving his own car by age sixteen, and
carrying a flask full of booze in his hip pocket. During the early
1930s, he was walking around with a wad of twenty-dollar bills
jammed in his pocket, which was very unusual—especially for someone
his age.

Somewhere in that period, he decided to throw
his leg braces away—a mistake he paid for dearly later in life. It
resulted in significant deformity to his left foot, which was
causing him almost unbearable pain by the time I was in my teens.
This was the primary cause for his alcoholic stupors. He was always
lost in his own vapor cloud before sundown, especially after work
on weekdays, and beginning with sunrise on most weekends.

Whenever I feel like I'm having a hard time,
I think about my dad, and his lifetime.

Over the years I've
come to understand that one of the greatest reasons for alcoholism
in the poor is the use of booze for self-medication. As a nation,
we cannot continue to ignore the need for free medical support to
the poor and expect them to not fall as victims to alcohol and
illegal drugs. It's a vicious cycle with a very simple remedy. I
watched my dad destroy himself and those around him with that
cycle, and I've seen other good people fall victim as well.

There were good
days, too. I remember when I was nine, when we lived in the Miami
projects. They were old government duplexes built after the war,
located just off of 79th Street and NW 2nd Avenue, an area they now
call Little Haiti. One night, my dad brought a stranger home with
him. Dad had been working a second job over on Miami Beach, where
he had met the man, and one evening he decided to invite him home
to share a meal with us.

The stranger was a short, heavyset man with
dark hair. When I first saw him, I immediately felt sorry for him.
I remember looking at his face and wondering where he had gotten
all the scars. His nose was only a suggestion of what it had
been—it was sort of just flattened in place. His ears were really
ugly, covered with hardened lumps of scar tissue. He would have
been a frightful fellow, except for his very kind and giving
nature. He was as gentle and loving as any human I've ever met.
When we first met, he got down on his knee and looked me directly
in the eyes, and spoke very softly to me. He treated me with a
great deal of respect, something I wasn't used to as a very young
child. He left me with an impression of incredible strength and
surety; he had an innate confidence and there was a genuine core of
kindness in him. The stranger was introduced to me as Rocco Francis
Marchegiano. Of course, back then he was known to many as "The
Brockton Blockbuster," and most of the world knew him as Rocky
Marciano—the undefeated world heavyweight champion
boxer.iii

What I didn't know at the time was my dad was
working part-time as his sparring partner over on the beach where
he was training. Over spaghetti and meat sauce in our kitchen, Mr.
Marchegiano told me that my Dad was a small man, but he was quick
and could take it as well as dish it out. I didn't understand what
he meant at the time. I didn't understand what boxing was.

Despite his size and weight, and obvious
problems with his legs, my dad was an excellent fighter. (This was
something I didn't find out about until much later.) Most who knew
my father always commented on how gentle and quiet he was. I
suppose that comes with being confident that you can take care of
yourself. Long after I joined the Army he finally admitted to
bare-knuckle fighting for money in some of the back parking lots of
the projects on Saturday nights. It was a secret he kept from a lot
of people. I'm not sure he won all his fights, but I seldom saw him
with a black eye or cut lip. But I can't say the same for the
condition of his hands. Later in my life, it began to make sense to
me.

I remember once when I was about ten years
old a couple of the local gang members beat the hell out of me. I
came home with a broken nose, my eyes blackened, swollen, and
filled with tears. My dad refused to let me into the kitchen,
blocking the screen door with his body. Looking down at me, in a
stern voice he said, "Come back when you have blood on your
knuckles, then I'll let you in." This was followed by him slamming
and locking the inner door.

It took me almost an hour to find one of the
kids who had jumped me. I came up on him from the rear, his blind
side, and just piled on. I pounded on him till I was out of breath.
I returned home with the blood on my knuckles. My father let me in.
While treating my wounds in the bathroom, he told me: "It's not
about winning or losing. It's only important that you stand up to
them. If they get hurt whenever they pick on you, they'll stop." As
distressed as I was that night, I found out that he was right. From
that point on, I never backed down from a fight. The number of
fights I got into seemed to mysteriously slow in numbers,
eventually stopping altogether.

The man who made almost as great an impact on
me as my father was my dad's brother, William Thomas McMoneagle.
Because of his hair color, to me he was Uncle Red. He served in the
Navy during the big war—WWII—piloting the landing craft that put
the Marines ashore. My dad told me on one run his small boat took a
direct hit from a shore battery and went down without reaching the
beach. Uncle Red crawled ashore with the survivors and spent quite
a bit of time in the jungles before being evacuated to some place
in Borneo. I once saw a black-and-white photo of him standing
between two very dark Borneo women, both more than four hundred
pounds, with bones through their noses, and wearing woven grass. It
was the kind of picture that went way beyond anything your
imagination could produce.

I always thought he was "different" in a
strange kind of way, but could never put my finger on why I felt
that was so. After serving in Southeast Asia, I understood those
differences.

He was hyper-vigilant, prone to sudden and
extravagant expenditures, and almost obsessive about having enough
food. On Sundays, he would barbeque three or four chickens with all
the trimmings and open up his house to family and neighbors. He had
a heart as big as the ocean and was kind to everyone he met,
although to a casual stranger he might have appeared loud and angry
most of the time, even belligerent. He always seemed to live as
though he might die at any moment.

Later, when I joined
the Army, he pulled me aside and told me to never trust in luck. He
told me to listen to my gut, pay attention to the little voice I
had buried down in there, and to never doubt its authenticity. He
also told me if I wasn't sure if I should shoot or not, shoot
first, shoot to kill, and sort it out later. I can still remember
the look in his eyes when he told me that. It was like looking
straight into the eyes of a tiger about to kill its lunch.

My second sister,
Mary, was born a few months before my eighth birthday, a few months
before I met Mr. Marchegiano. Today I could never express the love
I carry in my heart for my sisters, but back then I felt that her
birthday was the worst day of my life. At the time, the only thing
good about it was the fact that I got to spend more time with my
father while my mother was in the hospital, and I wasn't being
controlled. When she returned home, carrying Mary in her arms, I
climbed the tree in our backyard and told everyone that I would not
come down until they gave my sister Mary back to the doctors. I sat
huddled high in the tree for hours, until finally darkness closed
in around me. Eventually hunger and the dragonfly-sized Florida
mosquitoes changed my mind. I figured I could live with "it" being
in the house, as long as I didn't have to look at "it." If I had
known then how the next three years would eventually turn out, I
probably would have left home.

To put it succinctly, in her first few years,
my sweet little sister Mary was a major screamer. She screamed for
her bottle when she was hungry. She screamed to have her diaper
changed when she was wet. She screamed to be picked up whenever she
saw another human. But for some strange reason, whenever she saw
me, she'd suddenly stop. So it was a no-brainer as far as the rest
of the family was concerned: Mary and I got to spend a lot of time
together. Wherever I went, Mary went. She became a permanent
fixture riding on my hip. As a boy in a tough neighborhood, that
meant I had to be a whole lot tougher to get by with it. In
retrospect, I'm now sure that Mary never opened her eyes until she
got home from the hospital. When she did, like a newborn little
bird, the first thing she saw she imprinted on—and it happened to
be me.

Mary had an almost insatiable curiosity.
Whatever I was doing, she would bury her nose in it. Margaret was
my actual twin sister, my other half, my companion child,
whatever—but Mary was my shadow, always right there in my face.

In truth, Margaret acted much more the
shadow. Of all the people I've ever known, she was the most
intelligent. She never had her IQ formally measured, but had it
been, my bet is they would have found it to be somewhere in the
150s. Whatever I didn't know—and that was a lot—she did. By age
seven, she was reading books out of the teen area of the local
library, something my mother actually encouraged. Before she was
twelve, she was designing, cutting, and sewing her own clothing, a
relief to my mother, who made almost everything we wore.

Psychically she was far more gifted than I.
We used to discuss visions of a secret world within our own. But we
always kept these discussions to ourselves. She almost never spoke
in front of my parents, or any other adult. She'd always stand in
the shadows and observe.

From day one, she was my mother's favorite.
Always obedient, always one step ahead of everyone else, always
doing the right thing, and never a problem. I couldn't see it at
the time, but she was absolutely, perfectly tuned to her entire
environment, something one can only do paranormally. The down side,
of course, is that in being that way you quickly lose your
identity.

From the very beginning there were two
Margarets: the one everyone experienced and the real one, the one I
alone knew about. We were connected spiritually, emotionally, and
in many cases mentally. When she hurt, I hurt. When she laughed, I
laughed. And we didn't have to be together to do the sharing.

We shared our deepest secrets with one
another. Some of these secrets I cautioned her to never reveal to
others, especially adults. I intuitively knew that some of these
secrets would frighten people into actions we would both regret.
People don't want their child walking around telling others they
can see people no one else can see, can converse and interact with
them, or can have those invisible friends tell when things are
going to happen before they actually do. Margaret told me about
these experiences. I on the other hand would only tell her about a
small rabbit that would come in the night to comfort me when I felt
alone or afraid. The point being, I understood that these were
serious secrets between siblings and not something adults should
hear.

Unfortunately, Margaret was unable to live
with those secrets cooped up inside her. Around our twelfth
birthday, she began her quiet revolt against parents, church, and
society at large . . . but more on that later.

My mother converted to the Catholic religion
when I was eight. I now believe this sudden change was predicated
by a number of major events in her life.

First, she was severely maltreated (at least
emotionally) by her own brothers and sisters. This was not really
clear to me. I didn't realize until much later that her entire side
of the family had an intense dislike for my father. I suppose it
was primarily because of his alcoholism and his inability to
improve the family situation financially. These were viewed as
weaknesses, and rightly so, but should not have been a cause for
cutting her off emotionally. The fact that all of my relatives were
Methodist and my father was Catholic probably only added gasoline
to the fire. I believe that this smoldering dislike for my father
always weighed heavily on my mother. As children we were blind to
the effects this was having on our mother, but it was certainly
felt energetically.

Second, our mother recognized that if she
were going to provide the best education she could for her
children, she was going to have to get us out of the state-run
neighborhood school that sat next to the projects, and into the
closest Catholic school, which was miles away from the
poverty-stricken area in which we lived.

Saint Mary's Catholic School sat adjacent to
the site for the newly planned Miami Cathedral, and was located
well outside the slum area in which we lived. St. Mary's parish
would also make deals for those who couldn't afford to pay tuition,
by having the kids work around the school or church after
hours.

For me the change of schools was really
aggravating. I was suddenly forced to walk more than a mile to
school each day, going and coming, and later had to act as escort
and protector for my little sisters. That may not sound like much,
but believe me, it was a major pain in the ass. For example, Mary
would sometimes walk the entire distance with her eyes squeezed
shut, simply so I'd be forced to hold her hand. Of course this was
a total embarrassment for me with all the guys in the neighborhood
we had to walk through. To this day, she still claims this was
because her eyes were sensitive to the sun, which was in our face
both going to school and coming home. She is sincerely definite
about this claim and it remains unarguable, but I still think it
was because she got to hold my hand. In any event, I no longer view
it as having been a pain in the ass. (I guess I've matured since
then.)

Like Margaret, I've always thought of our
sister Mary as being a lot smarter than I ever was, mostly because
whenever Mary decided to pull the wool over my eyes or shine me on
with something, it always seemed to work.

My third sister, Elizabeth, was "the good
child." In every family there is a child who can do no wrong. That
was Beth. She was always smiling and always glued to my father's
side. She learned one of those basic family truths while still
wobbling around the house in diapers—if you control the alpha male
in the family you control everything. Why she gravitated so quickly
to my father's side, I don't know. I do know that she and Dad had a
bond that was unique. For some reason, the glue in their
relationship just set up that way.

One of my fondest memories of Beth was
watching her enter a room as a tiny child. She always reminded me
of a small fawn gently tiptoeing into a clearing. In fact, for
years, when barefoot she'd only walk on her toes. She'd tiptoe into
the room with her large eyes scanning everything, and always seemed
to be in control of her decision to stay or not stay, participate
or not participate, depending on her mood.

Beth always sat within reach of Dad. He'd
move, and she'd move right along with him. I think for her, he was
always a sense of protection. She shared his field of energy. It's
true also that this was very good protection against Mother. By the
time Beth was born, our mother had given up fighting my father's
alcoholism and had joined him at the bottle. As a result, there
were bottles hidden throughout the house. They even hid them from
each other.

I always worried about Beth's vulnerability.
But in later years she showed me what true strength was all about.
She married very young, as my mother had, but missed all the
minefields my mother didn't. I remember first meeting her
husband-to-be—long hair in the latter sixties, a sure sign of
"instability." Yet Jimmy is still her husband today. A more solid
bond would be difficult to find. She has raised a fine family of
kids and has always been there for them. She may appear soft and is
certainly a gentle soul, but she is also a rock, much like one
you'd find only in a much older and wiser foundation.

My mother did eventually fall in the battle
against the bottle. In the beginning of such an environment, my
youngest sister, Kathleen, was born. Kathy was very small and very
independent. She was also very much the tomboy. She did extremely
well in track and field, and to just about everyone's dismay (and
usual panic) was always demonstrating her acrobatic skills in the
overly congested living room, doing maneuvers like reverse
somersaults over the glass coffee table on the faux marble floor.
She was also probably the toughest of my sisters. Not many knew
that from an early age Kathy always carried a straight razor. I had
no idea, until she showed it to me once after I returned from my
first overseas tour. Would she or could she use it? Yes, in all
probability, I believe she would have. Where did she learn to do
that? Well, unfortunately it was probably from me. I carried one
once as well. In my early teens I hung out with a couple of guys,
spending a great deal of time on the streets. The guy I hung out
the most with advised me to carry a straight razor for protection,
so I did. He said no one would ever stand up to a person with a
straight razor.

This young man had a severely abusive father
who would use his fists as punishment for the smallest infractions.
My friend was really quick
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