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PREFACE
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We are going on an extra-dimensional adventure, using imagination as a tool. The imagination is typically seen as a human faculty, but it may also be a faculty that opens a real door or portal. That is, imagination can take you to places that exist. You may think you can only imagine things that are made up and cannot be believed. But you can imagine realities––that is, if you hyper-imagine, in which you become immersive, in which you are exposed to deeper truths and the understructure of reality. It is possible, if you spend  time beyond the portal. 

So I ask you to enter this doorway or portal with me. I am opening mine, but you can accompany me. It has been called in literary circles, the capacity to “suspend  disbelief.” Lack of faith tends to shut the imagination portal. A major task in life is to become free of empire thinking, its artificial boundaries, and not just listen to sources within its loop. 

For to imagine truly, you have to be free. The irony is that even someone bodily confined can soar and escape the walls of their cell. All done without a key. The only way to stop this is to depress or diminish the brain, through such means as others may contrive, such as heavy drugging or electrical current. But even then, the human spirit finds ways to triumph.  

Let us prime ourselves to begin the journey. We can enter a partial trance state and go to somewhere beyond, a place which has its own landscape and set of rules. Does this land exist? Yes, it does...beyond the portal.
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CHAPTER ONE
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I have asked a companion to be with me. It is a half skeletal figure, found on a stone from the Shenandoah. I know the figure well, having studied it for months, knowing every turn of incision, every dint impressed. Some can reasonably hold it was made by  a person hundreds of years ago, but some claim differential weathering, plow marks, or tumblings of a stream. It doesn’t matter how the stone was marked, whether its agency was nature, accident, human intentionality, or spiritual forces. For I will still ask these forms of unknown origins to accompany me as a spiritual companion,  who will show me mysteries by opening a  portal. 

We all need to be saved by something or someone beyond ourselves. Even if it is a humble stone with markings of unknown origins, I will accept this gift. Perhaps we would expect this saving force to be a beaming, multi-colored light, such as created in space from two colliding galaxies. No, for now it is a humble stone which is micanized, possessing thin mica flakes on its surface which flash light, amid the crystalline heartstone shapes. So let there be light; there is always light. We see because there is light. We don’t just see a thing; we see the thing in light, which possesses a certain temperature, intensity and hue. Light is the hidden third companion in our world.

My companion is waiting to join me, and it is present here, if only thinly at first. He or she does not yet have a name. An unusual thing about this companion is that it’s a twinned being, having both sexes overlapping. It can be, however, in some manifestations of itself, a male, and yet in other instances, a female. Perhaps, too, it can operate as a singularity, with both sexes conjoined. 

Finding its name is important, and I think I have the beginning of one: Heartstone. For although the being appears encased or haloed by mineral energy around it, the heartstone shapes made by dozens of dints reveal the shape of a spirit being. Its quartz crystalline nature reflects whitish-gray, yellow, and hints of green. It absorbs much darkness. 

Heartstone speaks of soul, which penetrates every being in the universe. For without soul, fielded energy connected to a deeper source, there would be no world, nor physical manifestations at all. 

“You have found and named me,” spoke the being. “But I am not confined to this stone. It offers clues about me, true. It is only a starting point for us to adventure beyond the Stone. It is a portal and invitation for you to enter.”

“To what land would you take me?” I ask. “Is it to your time of origin, or the future of more advanced consciousness, when this work will be but a plaything for the young?”

At this point the being became more manifest, emerging as a 3-D figure from the Stone, enfleshing or enstoning itself into what looked like an animate doll. It held a light which was intrinsic to its being, a self-contained light which did not overwhelm or overstate itself. It was physical and soul at the same time. 

“We go to where you are ready and where you need to go,” the silvery being replied. “It’s a place where your being is bathed in living light from the other dimension.”

“Yes, I would like to go there. Take me then.”

“You do not arrive there all at once. The passage has tests along the way. The full soul world does not appear so easily.”

“Let us begin then.”

“Look at me, observe and see what comes to pass.”

I unshielded the original stone and gazed upon it. Something new came into view.

“I see  a reptilian-like head curled with a chameleon  body spiraled in birthing. It lies below your form.”

“Yes, we birth when we enter a portal and various creatures appear. For the creature world is part of the realm beyond. They are elemental forces, pre-souls as it were. It is the mystery of beginnings.”

“Does this reptilian being join us?”

“You have guessed correctly. Hold this creature in your hand and let it birth.”

I did as asked and held the newly found. It was delicate and small enough to be held in my palm, but I sensed it could become much larger.
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CHAPTER TWO
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When I looked up from the creature, I noticed the skeletal being was now human sized and taller than me. It had a sleek, whitened look as if it were all bone, yet it was proportioned as if it wore flesh. Its face was unique, for it had an avian look, with a beak-like nose, large black pupiled eyes, and a head whose back displayed ecstatic projections, whether hair, feathers or partly both. 

“Who are you?” I dared to ask. Although I had named the being and felt it to be my companion, there was still something unnamed. It came to me that this being was still veiled by mystery, leaving much of its identity hidden. I did not know its deeper name. And  even if I were to know this other name, the being would not be fully known or understood.   

Meanwhile, the reptilian being had uncurled, having fallen from my hand and enlarging  in a short space of time to the size of a large dog. Birthing is foreshortened in this world, I thought. Things come to their intended shape quickly.

Despite this speed of events, it felt I had entered into a type of time that was timeless, while the reptilian being experienced the more organic passage of time. 

I saw, faintly at first, but then more clearly, gossamer wings unfolding from the back of the chameleon-like creature, and I realized  it too was from another domain. I thought of the hybrid creatures who were guardians of
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