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Foreword

 By
Carole Lieberman, M.D.

 


If the Law of Attraction is true, then James
Arthur Ray must have been thinking some mighty powerful
self-sabotaging thoughts to have ‘attracted’ the debacle he’s in
now.

In his book, Harmonic Wealth: The Secret
of Attracting the Life You Want, published a year before the
sweat lodge incident in Sedona, James unwittingly revealed the
clues that explain why and how he unconsciously attracted this
tragedy. As with all unconscious manifestations, the seeds began in
his childhood.

“I was the kid with the big Coke bottle
glasses and buckteeth who everyone made fun of…. To make matters
worse, I failed at every sport. I just curled up inside myself to
avoid the pain. Since I knew I’d never get the girls being a nerd…
I became a workoutaholic…. Becoming a competitive bodybuilder
seemed like the answer to all of my problems. But getting attention
from girls for the first time in my life didn’t squelch my feelings
of being a loser, an imposter. If anything, it made me more
nervous…. My body had become big and strong, and yet in my mind, I
was still that weakling who sat alone in the cafeteria, terrified
of his own shadow. So I got a new motorcycle, believing that having
monster horsepower at my command and all the physical freedom that
comes with that would finally do the trick and morph me into a bona
fide stud. The last thing I remember about my first ride was a set
of headlights coming straight on. Then I woke up in the emergency
room. That sense of power was gone, replaced by searing pain…. I
felt cursed, doomed to remain small and insignificant.” And what
better antidote to such a curse than becoming a world famous guru?
Since the motorcycle didn’t do it for James, he undoubtedly hoped
that having lots of devotees and lavish toys would.

“The hardest part of my childhood was
reconciling how Dad poured his heart into his work, how he helped
so many people, and yet couldn’t even afford to pay for haircuts
for me and my brother. Mom would sit on the front porch to give us
buzz cuts while the neighbor kids would stand nearby and laugh….
How could a loving God keep me from the Cub Scouts on account of
not being able to afford a uniform?”

From the time he was a little boy, sitting
in the front pew of his father’s Midwest church, listening to
sermons about how hard it would be for a rich man to be close to
God, James began searching for ways to rationalize how he could
possess money, status symbols, fame, eternal youth, sex appeal, and
meaningless relationships, while still being spiritual. It did not
seem to dawn on him that the concept of being a ‘billionaire
spiritual guru’ was an oxymoron.

Becoming a guru was simply a cover-up for
James to feel less insecure and inadequate, a false self that he
hung on his shoulders like a shroud. It was a psychological defense
that precariously hid his ‘inner nerd’. And as his flock and his
bank account grew, he fell into the trap of believing his own
PR.

James’ debut in the film, The Secret,
thrust him into the spotlight—with the appearances on Oprah
and Larry King Live that he’d been trying to attract for
years. He thought his newfound paradise would never end. But, as
the buzz wore off, and his popularity and income began to wane, his
arrogance, desperation and obsession with death soared. The
psychological defenses he had constructed – his hopes of being the
first ‘billionaire spiritual guru’, so that he would have the last
laugh on his childhood tormenters—were failing fast. No longer
protected from the demons that haunted him, his repressed painful
memories washed over him, and drove him to the edge of the cliff he
had boasted of in the past. It is no wonder that he attracted the
self-sabotaging ‘death’ that occurred at the Spiritual Warrior
retreat in Sedona.

Call it a messiah complex, imposter
syndrome, wounded narcissism, sociopathy, too many experimental
drugs, sadism or a death wish for himself—no one should be
recklessly damaged or die in the pursuit of spiritual
awakening.

In regard to an earlier time when his life
had imploded, James wrote, “My first big lesson was that everything
appearing in my world was of my own creation…. I had no choice but
to go deep and look at my life and ask, ‘How have I created all
this pain for myself? How have I gotten so hideously off track?’….
I wasn’t living as a spiritual person. I had only thought I was….
Maybe the lesson is that when you begin to think you’re ‘the bomb,’
the universe loves you enough to drop the bomb. Thump.”

If his earlier bomb dropped with a “thump,”
the 2009 Sedona sweat lodge tragedy dropped a bomb that went
nuclear, decimating his credibility and the James Ray Empire.
Unfortunately, the bomb also landed on some of his most devoted
followers and, literally, decimated them in the process.

James needs to go back and read his own
writings. Some of his spiritual lessons are quite insightful. But,
somewhere between shopping for a Porsche and a house in Beverly
Hills, taking countless supplements and steroids to try to look
like a perpetually young stud, and clinging desperately to the fame
and fortune that his appearance in “The Secret” brought him… he
lost his way.

Ironically, James wrote, “One day, I saw a
mother duck and her ducklings crossing the highway. The path was
dangerous, but the mother waddled with great purpose. Her babies
followed without hesitation, marching in perfect step…. It provided
me with a valuable insight. Being a teacher and an author is a big
responsibility. It’s a precarious dance I do: provoking,
encouraging, stimulating my students without disempowering them….
I’m always wary of those spiritual leaders who encourage their
students to follow them in blind faith like ducklings, without
questioning the path ahead or checking in with their own inner
guidance system – spiritual leaders who are unaware that they may
be leading their students right into oncoming traffic. I don’t want
you to follow. I want you to explore.”

Really? The sweat lodge participants tell
quite a different story. Indeed, James’ use of neuro-linguistic
programming, hypnosis, crying on cue and other persuasive sales
techniques was more insidious than a mother duck’s intentions. His
‘playing God’ and commanding his followers to die, in a game
purportedly designed to teach some esoteric lesson, desensitized
them to the real danger of his acting like God in the sweat lodge,
where he commanded them to be “bigger” than what their inner voice
was telling them, and to stay inside. So when he reassured them,
“You may feel like you’re gonna die, but you’re not,” they believed
him. Before they marched into the sweat lodge, James had
painstakingly promoted a growing trust in him by showing his
followers that they could accomplish bigger feats than they had
ever imagined: breaking blocks of wood and concrete with their bare
hands, bending rebar and arrows held to their throat, joining him
in his death-defying dance… until it was too late.

Tragedy in Sedona is a behind the
scenes look at the rise and fall of the James Ray Empire, through
the eyes of an ultimately disenchanted follower. Connie Joy takes
you on her personal and authentic journey—from being a devoted
member of James’ inner circle and Dream Team to realizing that the
Emperor has no clothes and trying to warn others. Connie’s
instincts for self-preservation stopped her in her tracks before it
was too late. Others, who followed James into his ill-conceived
sweat lodge, were not as fortunate. Three were cooked alive, and
the rest were traumatized physically and emotionally, leaving
visible and invisible scars that will remain with them forever.

James’ megalomaniacal behavior has left a
trail strewn with victims—not only those in the Sedona sweat lodge,
but those whom he previously disappointed, deluded, and drove into
bankruptcy or misery. Yet it would be far more unfortunate if the
self-serving actions of this one troubled man, haunted by his
childhood demons and driven to increasingly desperate attempts to
rid himself of his ‘inner nerd’, were to discourage others from
pursuing their quest to find answers to life’s mysteries and
fulfill their most cherished dreams. One shouldn’t throw the baby
out with the fancy bottled bath water… or the aromatherapy candles.
One should follow one’s own path, study the wisdom that’s been
handed down through the ages, and even some carefully chosen New
Age or modern gurus. But when one’s inner voice is shouting a
warning to get out of the heat… or away from the guru’s persuasive
psychopathological manipulation… it’s time to run!

In Harmonic Wealth, James wrote, “The
Darth Vader move, as I call it—the transition from a man of light
to a monster of darkness—can happen at any level. Regardless of how
high you grow and evolve, you can still fall…. You need to guard
against this as if your very life depends on it…. The allure of
increasing wealth and fame is always a seductive reality,
slithering around your ankles, ready to strike in the blink of an
eye. It’s even seductive for me, and I know what to watch out for,
my anti-venom always at the ready because it gets really
comfortable receiving adulation and gifts, the accoutrements of
success.” His own words lead us to the inescapable and ultimate
question: where was his “anti-venom” when he needed it most—in
Sedona?

 


Carole Lieberman, M.D.,
M.P.H. is a Beverly Hills forensic psychiatrist, who examined two
of James Ray’s followers who were in the sweat lodge that fateful
day of tragedy in Sedona. Her background encompasses additional
experiences that give her deep insights into self-styled gurus like
James Arthur Ray. These include having: spent weeks in the Peruvian
Amazon convening with shamans and experiencing their ayahuasca
ceremonies, hiked to the vortexes of Sedona with guides of the
spiritual and llama variety, been in the ‘inner’ orbit of other
gurus, written Bad Boys: Why We Love Them,
How To Live with Them and When to Leave Them, and—like James—been on Oprah and Larry King Live.

 


 


Introduction


When I first started
writing this book, its title was going to be, My Spiritual Journey to Egypt and Peru as a Member of James Arthur Ray’s Inner
Circle. I even hoped the charismatic and
highly intelligent James Ray would write the introduction. A lot
has changed in the last year.

To be more precise, it changed in an
instant.

On October 8, 2009, while vacationing in
Maui, my husband, Richard, and I started receiving phone calls and
texts from friends who were in Sedona and participating in the now
infamous sweat lodge run by James Arthur Ray. Other mutual friends
relayed messages from those who were too ill to call us directly.
We heard an acceleration of tragic news: many of our friends were
injured, some severe enough to be treated at a hospital; one dear
friend was on a ventilator; one was in critical condition (and
eventually died); and two were dead. After experiencing a James Ray
sweat lodge two years earlier, I knew his version of this ancient
ritual was an accident waiting to happen. At most, I was expecting
someone to suffer some degree of brain damage. Even I did not
foresee James going so far as to literally bake his clients to
death!

Our minds immediately filled with should
haves, would haves and could haves. Should we have been there? We
had planned to serve as volunteers at the seminar, but we backed
out for several reasons. I felt the sweat lodge run “James Ray
style” was dangerous and, sooner or later, something really bad was
going to happen. We were growing more and more disillusioned by his
rapidly growing aggressive behavior. Had we been at Spiritual
Warrior 2009 in Sedona, we would have been among the people most
likely to stand up to James, as we had in the past.

Earlier in 2009 in Peru, James called us
“the trouble makers in the World Wealth Society.” It's a
designation we are not ashamed to hold, especially considering what
happened just two months later at Spiritual Warrior 2009. The World
Wealth Society (WWS) consisted of the people to whom James referred
to as his “inner circle.” We were among the original-founding
members. Could we have been even more vocal about our concerns? How
could we have communicated more clearly to those whom we had
previously warned? At what point do you have to let people follow
their own path?

After the tragic events took place in
Sedona, I stopped writing my book. Who would be interested in what
I had seen and learned, especially when it concerned what I had
been taught by James?

During Christmas 2009, we visited my parents
in Prescott, a town close to Sedona. We also decided to visit our
friend, Vera, the tour organizer of our trip to Peru with James.
She convinced me the message of my journey still needed to be told,
maybe now more than ever, so people could better understand the
events that led up to that tragic day, how it could have happened,
and why the people who suffered and died in that lodge were there
in the first place.

• • •

From January of 2007 until the end of 2009,
Richard and I attended twenty-seven seminars and events presented
by James Arthur Ray. The media dubbed him “The Rock Star of
Personal Transformation,” a term he liked to use, even at the end
of his emails. He promised to instruct us in a mix of spirituality
and quantum physics that would transform our lives. We would have
to agree there has been a transformation in our lives; we now have
a regular meditation, supplementation, diet, and exercise program.
We have traveled to Egypt and Peru with him, and explored the
ancient spiritual teachings from those areas. Through James, we met
our current financial advisor, our anti-aging doctor, and many of
our dearest friends. This all came at a very high cost, somewhere
around $200,000.

We did not set out to spend this much money
on our spiritual growth. Before we met James and started to follow
his teaching to “live (and spend) from the outcome” (translation:
don't let your current situations dictate how you live now), we
would have been considered financially conservative. To James, our
current state is a result of how we thought in the past. He spoke
of basing current decisions on how we want to be in the future. For
many things, this approach works well. Financially, this worked
very well for James, though not necessarily for his students. Was
that a flaw in his teaching, or by his design? I will let you, the
reader, decide.

All of this would have continued if not for
a very sad, disastrous day on October 8, 2009. We felt certain
after the problems with the 2007, and especially the 2008, sweat
lodges James would tone down the heat and number of rounds he
administered to a more reasonable level. After the injuries at his
previous events, why didn’t he get the message he was literally
playing with fire?

A lot of questions to be
sure. Many I hope to answer in this book. I will show you the James
we knew before his appearance on Oprah and Larry King Live, the “old” James,
and what happened after those appearances that led up to this
disaster. Since the Spiritual Warrior seminar in September 2007, I
voiced my concerns about the safety of the participants in James’
extreme sweat lodge experience. I sent out an email on October 10,
2007, rating that activity 0 out of 10 because of its danger. This
email appears later in the book. Our vocal opposition to his
practice of pushing people too hard, and our attempts to find less
dangerous options for all of us, is partially why we locked horns
with James in the lobby of a Peruvian hotel, where a heated
argument took place just weeks before the Sedona
tragedy.

At the same time, we are
very appreciative for all we have learned from James. Therein lies
the dilemma we and his other students face: separating James the
man from the often-deep quality and wisdom of his teachings.
We need to be able to separate the message from
the messenger.

It is my primary intention
to show those who attended his seminars were not mindless cult
followers. We are
like-minded people, many very successful in our careers and
businesses, who knew the way we treat each other and our
environment can and must improve. We are people who constantly
endeavor to hold ourselves to a higher level of integrity in our
daily actions. Because of our association with James, we learned
and made tremendous strides in our lives.

When you finish reading this account of my
experience, I hope you are better able to understand how
intelligent and caring people could follow James Ray into a grossly
overheated tent and stay there while he slowly cooked them to
death. Why is it important for you to know this? So something
similar doesn’t happen to you or someone you love. Our instructor
was a human being with his own agenda and issues. At what point did
his prime directive switch from helping his students improve
themselves—and the world around them—to focusing squarely on
himself, his ego, and his personal financial wealth?

Our extended family of James Ray seminar
participants and WWS members are struggling to find closure, which
will not come for most until long after the forthcoming trials are
completed, and the legal system metes out its determination. We are
working together to find and validate the value of the lessons we
learned and the changes we made in our lives, while identifying and
finding a way to accept our teacher's shortcomings. What do they
say about converting and manifesting skills and talents? Those who
can, do; those who can't, teach.

As with any issue, especially one as
emotionally charged as this, two main camps have formed. First,
there is the group who want to see James thrown in jail for a very
long time. The other side of the spectrum consists of chronically
co-dependent people. It doesn’t matter what James does; they will
continue to hold him on a pedestal. As Buddha taught, the true way
is the middle path. To find peace in your soul the answer will lie
somewhere in the middle of these two extremes. That's where many of
us fall now.

Most of all, I do not want James' actions to
cast a permanent shadow on the desire of many people to learn and
grow. There are many great teachers out there, but at some point,
we have to become our own gurus, take what we have learned, and
apply it to how we live. The unfortunate reality is that with
spiritual teaching, like any other product being sold, we have to
be careful consumers—even if our teachers are of a religious or
spiritual nature. I am not a big fan of regulation, but unless some
steps are taken to provide full disclosure of event contents and
the presenter’s qualifications, this type of tragedy can happen
again.

Connie Joy

July, 2010

 


 


Chapter 1: The
Sphinx


Giza Plateau, Egypt • October 4,
2008

 


“I
have always sent you all the help you ever needed,

before you even knew what
to ask for.”—The Sphinx

 


The alarm jolts us awake. Exhausted, our
heads fall back into our pillows. It's 3:30 a.m. in Cairo, Egypt,
another early start of a day. This was common fare for a trip with
James Ray.

We’re staying in a beautiful modern hotel
overlooking the Nile. It's partly a waste, considering how little
time we have spent in our room since returning to Cairo. A few
minutes later, the phone rings with our secondary wakeup call. This
is not our earliest morning call. That would have been the first
day, when we awoke at 2:00 a.m., packed our bags and placed them
outside our door by 2:15 a.m., then arrived in the lobby by 2:30
a.m. That day, we were headed off to the airport for the first of
three separate flights around Egypt in a single day.

Today, there were no flights scheduled, just
a pre-dawn bus ride to the Giza Plateau. This was the last day of a
busy weeklong trip with the World Wealth Society (WWS). If I had
any idea what was waiting for me in the dark stillness of that
timeless place, I would’ve been more excited.

It was time to meet the Sphinx and the Great
Pyramid.

James often said you
could know about something by learning about it, but to truly
know it, you must
experience it. Today, we are going to get to know the Sphinx and the Great
Pyramid. It is James' M. O. to make the end of an event or trip the
“grand finale.” This past week in Egypt has truly been a trip of a
lifetime for my husband, Richard, and me, so I'm equally
apprehensive and excited to see what our day on the Giza plateau
will yield. My mild apprehension stems from the fact that each day
thus far, a growth opportunity sprung up that forced me to take a
hard look at my core beliefs, particularly untrue belief patterns
that do not serve me. While ultimately rewarding, this is often a
painful experience. What would I learn today—and what would be the
“cost” of that lesson?

As our bus moves along the mostly deserted
Cairo streets, my trepidation quickly yields to awe as the top of
one pyramid becomes visible over the surrounding apartment
buildings in the predawn light. There they are! They're real! There
would be no disappointment here today. Our bus is the first to pull
up to the guarded gate at the base of the plateau. After much
“discussion” in Arabic, the guards, brandishing automatic rifles,
pull open the gates and step aside to let the two buses pass. A
jeep with heavily armed military men falls into line behind us as
we drive by the Great Pyramid.

The magnificence of the pyramid exceeds
anything I have ever imagined. The entire Giza plateau sits silent
and empty, as if frozen in time—the time of millennia past, yet
also seemingly devoid of time. It seems completely out of sync with
our understanding of time. Our large buses appear as mere toys next
to the huge solid unmovable expanse of history beside us. From the
moment we passed through the gates, everyone in the bus fell
silent. Any spoken words would only violate the private experience
each of us was having. Especially words spoken in English, a
language three millennia removed from this sacred giant.

It was just a few minutes before dawn. In
just a few hours, the entire area would swarm with tourists, buses,
camels, horses and locals hawking anything they can sell. But for
now, the entire plateau is ours and ours alone.

We drive slowly on the road past the Great
Pyramid, and then proceed further along until we pull to a stop
alongside the Sphinx. Its appearance doesn't disappoint. The Sphinx
wears a deep rose color in the predawn light, a perfect color for
the first activity on our final day in Egypt: a meditation between
the paws of the Sphinx at sunrise!

The Sphinx faces east, greeting the rising
sun. It is a symbol of eternal rebirth for both the new day and,
possibly, the birth of our new selves. With each “spiritual”
experience perceived as either “good” or “bad,” we change. Each
time, an aspect of our old selves “dies” so a new self can come
forward. Like the experience of a paradigm shift where we see or
feel something we never perceived before, we alter our conscious
perception to the point that we can never see the old way again.
Whether or not you believe Leonardo da Vinci purposely left a
V-shaped space to the right of Jesus in his painting of the “Last
Supper” to illustrate the sacred feminine, you cannot avoid seeing
it every time you view the image once pointed out. This also goes
for the feminine appearance of the first person to his right, which
some believe to be Mary Magdalene. Nothing changed in the painting,
but your perception of it changes forever. There is no turning back
to the way you viewed the painting before.

The acknowledgment of rebirth represents
just one facet of the Sphinx. In nature, rebirth happens
effortlessly at the triumphant rising of the sun every morning. The
Sphinx is also thought to be an earth-based keeper of the Akashic
Records, the detailed record of everything that has happened in the
past and will ever happen in the future.

Such encounters with the deepest aspects of
the spiritual life have been daily occurrences all week. Earlier,
we followed the ancient path of the initiate. It began with a visit
to the feminine (emotional) energies of Philae Island and the
Temple of Isis, followed by an acknowledgment of the masculine
(logical) energies at Abu Simbel on the Egypt/Sudan border. In
these visits, we were reminded of the need for emotion and
intellect to work harmoniously within each of us. Our history is
dotted with leaders who ranged too far to one side or the other. No
one wants to be led by someone who is very smart but without
compassion, nor do we want to follow a person who makes decisions
purely on emotional grounds without logical thought being applied.
This is the same whether we are male or female. We need both to be
complete and effective.

During the week, we traveled up the Nile,
which in Egyptian cosmology represents a spinal column. We stopped
at the temples built on locations thought to represent the energies
of the seven chakras in the human body. James gave us an
assignment: to review and fine-tune our goals and intentions for
our lives. We formed and wrote down short, intermediate, and
long-term goals, evaluated them for the “negative” consequences
that accompany any goal, adjusted where necessary, and recommitted
to them. Now we were ready to compare the activities or
achievements to which we were going to commit our energies, and
strive to attune the plan for our lives to the Akashic records
already held by the Sphinx. That was just one possible experience
we could have during our meditation between its paws.

As the sun rose in the east, we became aware
we are always capable of a rebirth, a fresh start, and the dropping
away of some more of our limiting beliefs that have kept us from
attaining our goals. That was then (our old selves), and this is
now (who we are at this very moment). The sunrise heralds a new
day, a new beginning, as it does every day. It signifies the “Now,”
each moment of the new day in which everything and anything is
possible if you’re willing to commit to doing what it takes to
bring your goals into form. In our plane of existence, this
movement progresses from thoughts to feelings, then accelerates
into the action that produces results.

But we're not there yet. We wait for the
guards to unlock the gate that blocks the path to the Sphinx. A
large fence surrounds it and prevents visitors from getting near
the monument. We're allowed in as members of a trip full of special
features and privileges.

After facing east to offer a brief
salutation to the rising sun, we move between the Sphinx’s paws to
find our places to sit for meditation. James offers a quick
discussion that touches upon the reasons why this ground is so
hallowed. The granite altar between the Sphinx's paws was likely
used by Moses, and if you believe Jesus spent time in Egypt, he
surely sat in silent contemplation where we were now sitting. Next,
James pointed out the large granite slab standing against the chest
of the Sphinx, drawing our attention to the rectangular squares
many believe represent the Akashic Records. Whether they are stored
physically in the Sphinx or in a room below, or delivered via
infusion of thought directly from the Sphinx to you, is a matter of
speculation and debate. Anyway you look at it, we are sitting on a
very special place on our planet and my butt is firmly planted on
the ground with my back resting on the inside of the Sphinx's left
paw. As the sun ascends higher over the horizon, directly between
the Sphinx's paws, I feel its heat bathe the left side of my face.
As I look up to my right, the rose-colored face of the Sphinx
lightens.

James instructs us to close our eyes and
then resumes his talk. I truly don’t remember much of what he says;
his voice is melting away behind the chant of gratitude I have
begun. My legs start to vibrate, and small energy tremors move
through my body and exit from the tips of my fingers. I just let it
flow; for how long, I have no idea. I'm at peace. I feel gently
stroked and rocked in the arms of this mighty statue. Everything
was perfect, as it should be.

In an instant, I'm jerked to attention: time
to go over the life plan I had developed for myself over the last
week. I did not know how much time would be available for me to
finish. With nervous excitement, I started to review some of my
“easier” goals. Within my mind, I ask if a desired goal will happen
in the next six months. If I perceive a “No” answer, then I ask if
it will manifest within the next year. If still not, then I would
ask about the next two years. Throughout this deeply inner
exercise, I “feel” or get the impression of a yes or no answer.

After moving quickly through the goals in
which I was less personally vested, I tentatively move to my two
“big goals.” For most of my adult life, I've struggled with a
weight that has hovered somewhere in the 350 lbs. range. I say
“somewhere,” because I stopped weighing myself a long time before.
Why subject myself to the heartbreak every morning of having a
scale confirm what I already knew? I was a failure. How can I be
successful at anything if I am constantly failing at such a basic
discipline as keeping my weight in line? Anything that would appear
as success in my life did not seem real to me; how could it be
real? I lived in fear “they,” the people around me, would figure
out I was an incompetent individual.

Did that make sense, given the many
successes I had already created in my life? No, but this
fat-equals-failure dynamic constantly accompanied me like an
unwelcome shadow. I would lose weight and then put it all back
on—and then some. In my life, I have lost more than 100 lbs. three
different times, only to gain it all back. I just didn’t want to
think about the possibility of going through the physical, mental
and emotional rollercoaster for a fourth time. The only thing worse
than being severely overweight is to make the Herculean effort to
lose so much, then have the effort be for naught when the weight
returned.

That being said, as I sit at the base of the
Sphinx, my current weight is severely impacting my health and
limiting my abilities to undertake the activities I desire. I am
blessed with a husband who loves me independent of my weight, but
he became rightfully alarmed at the results of recent blood tests
and physicals. Richard is Mr. Fit, a two-time marathon runner and
disciplined exerciser. Even though he loves me unconditionally, he
could not understand why I failed to keep the weight off. My excess
weight made it difficult for us to share the activities we loved to
do together, like hiking and snorkeling. He told me often he feared
losing me, his best friend, to a heart attack or stroke.

So once again I went to battle and worked
hard to understand why I used the excess weight for protection. I
lost a lot of weight, which I could tell by the bagginess of my
clothing, and was starting to feel hopeful this lifetime enemy
could be beaten back one more time. When I stepped on the scale,
the number 308 stared up at me. What should have felt like a proud,
successful moment instead sank my heart and brought tears to my
eyes. Even if I lost another hundred pounds, I would still be
obese. I had such a long way to go. Even with all the personal
work, the spiritual journey over the last few years, and gaining a
strong understanding of how I used food for protection from a
dangerous world, did I have the audacity to think I could finally
succeed?

I tried to quiet my racing mind of these
negative thoughts. I ask, “Will I lose enough weight in this coming
year so that my health will improve?”

The answer races to me, a clear “Yes!”
Stunned, I ask again. Did I misunderstand the answer? Or had I not
asked the question clearly? I asked the question from different
angles three more times; on each occasion, the answer is the
same—“Yes.” I didn’t know whether to be terrified or exhilarated!
Deep, profound relief poured from my heart. Tears rolled down my
cheeks. All I could think of was, “Please let this be true,
please!”

I received a clear thought from somewhere in
the universe, not from within me: “Trust the process and good
results will come about over the next year.”

That left one main goal to
confirm. I worked to quiet my mind again. Since our honeymoon trip
almost 27 years ago, Richard and I felt the peaceful spiritual
energy of the Hawaiian Islands. We instinctively
know we belong there. In
1994, we made the bold move of buying a one-bedroom condo
overlooking the channel between Maui and the island of Molokai. It
became our sanctuary. To be able to afford it, we’ve rented it as a
vacation home except for a two or three week period each year when
we spend truly heavenly time there. Knowing we have “our place” on
the island makes it more tolerable to leave and return to the
mainland. It has always been our dream and intention to retire
there. We know it will happen, but the big question remains, when?
I wanted to find out from the Sphinx.

After several deep, calming and focusing
breaths, I ask, “Will we move permanently to Maui before the end of
this year?” Quickly, the answer comes back, “No.” No big deal; I
did not expect to be able to move so quickly anyway. Next I ask,
“Will we move permanently to Maui next year?” Again, the answer is
“No.” It seems the answer forms way too quickly, more like a “no
way, not even close” response.

A feeling of fear and dread develops in my
solar plexus. OK, now this is getting serious. I started to ask the
question again; this time prepared to ask about the following year.
I cannot even release the question before I am interrupted with the
thought that there is more I must do first on the mainland. When I
inquire as to the nature of what I'm supposed to do, many images
flash quickly through my mind. I see people who I need to help
through our real estate business. I envision us taking an ownership
and operating role in our real estate office. I perceive I am
responsible for sharing a message; and, most shockingly, I learn I
am supposed to write a book!

A book?
No way! I really mean NO
WAY! Richard is in his 70's; it's time for us to slow down, not
assume more responsibilities. As for the idea of me writing a book?
Ridiculous! I am NOT a writer. My favorite subjects in school were
always science, math and history. My early work and degree came as
a Medical Laboratory Technician. I ran electron microscopes, worked
for Union Carbide as a Microbiologist, and served IBM as a Chemical
Engineer. I also earned a BS degree in Computer Science in the
school of Mathematics. I have been blessed with a quick and
intelligent mind, but not when it comes to English and writing.
Truth be told, I found both subjects to be painful. I always
thought of myself as a “creative” speller, the person for whom
spell check was invented. I'm just not a liberal arts kind of a
person. I know that 95% of people say they want to write a book,
but count me among the 5% who happily lived her life with
absolutely no interest. This was not my plan for how I wanted my life
to go in the next few years at all, not even a little bit. No, no,
no!

Help me out here, Sphinx!

James' voice returns to my consciousness.
He's wrapping up the meditation by talking about gratitude for the
messages and experiences we have received. He reminds us to remain
in silence for a while after the meditation to allow the messages
to sink in, to be absorbed and assimilated by our physical,
emotional, mental and spiritual bodies, in our hearts and souls.
People start to hug each other, bliss-filled tears running down
their faces.

However, I am majorly pissed off. The
ageless lion boy and I are not done. Not by a long shot!

James has begun hugging people; many still
sit, kneel or stand in the area between the paws. Richard looks
over at me. I nod, but I don't remember much more than that.
Instinctively, without any thought or plan of what I am going to
do, I work my way around the mass of people and approach the plate
of granite against the chest of the Sphinx. The armed guards who
followed us in their jeep and opened the gate to let us approach
the Sphinx continue to keep a watchful eye on us. What I do not
know is what I can get away with as far as approaching the granite
slab, nor if I can actually touch it once I arrive.

I stepped on the platform in front of the
Sphinx, my forehead just a few inches away and my hands held up at
shoulder level, also inches from the slab. I become aware of
someone stepping up to join me; when I turn my head slightly to the
left, I see Whitney, a member of our group. Turning back to the
stone, I listen for a moment to hear if any of the guards are
ordering me down. I hear nothing but the shuffling of the group
members behind me.

Whitney, myself, and several other people in
the group are “sensitive” to energy. We can sometimes sense its
flow in places and objects and can direct that flow inward if we
choose. It's easier for me to actually touch the object but it is
not necessary, depending on the strength of the flow. Everyone can
sense energy to some extent. You know the feeling you get when you
step into a room where there has just been an argument? Or when two
people are having a fight and you don't know about it but you can
feel something is wrong? You're feeling the negative energy
generated. To feel the “good vibe,” positive energy, you just need
to walk outdoors in nature, or stand near a group of supportive,
loving people. The energy that surrounds us constantly affects
us.

I was upset from what I'd just “learned” in
my meditation. I hoped by picking up on the energy coming from the
Sphinx, I can settle down quickly to get back into communication
with whatever is passing these messages to me.

Standing very close to the granite slab, I
closed my eyes and said my usual request when I do not know what to
ask for—and leave it to the higher power to tell me what I must
know. I really need the guidance now, because I am having trouble
settling down.

“Talk to me,” I say. “Tell me what I need to
know most right now.”

The next thing I know, I'm
pulled toward the slab with my forehead, bridge of my nose, and
hands firmly pressed against it. It feels cool in the already high
heat of the desert morning. For a split second, I wonder if the
guards are going to let me get away with actually touching it and
then...I'm gone, focused completely on my “conversation.” Nothing else
matters. The group could have boarded the buses and left me there;
I wouldn't know. It's just the lion boy and me, and I'm not giving
up on him seeing it from my perspective without a fight.

You may be asking yourself to whom is this
woman speaking? I am not picky when it comes to the originating
sources of important messages. Call it my guardian angel, my spirit
guide, a member of the council of elders, a friend or relative who
has passed or a higher power. It all comes from God, and I have
grown to learn it really does not matter who the messenger is.

This time though the “voice” is unique. It
is compassionate and patient, but firm. It feels like I'm not
getting away with anything, no matter how hard I whine and
complain. The images return; one by one, I try to argue them away
with debates of reason. Why in the world would we invest a hefty
amount of money into a real estate office when we are heading into
a very tough time in the real estate business? Large companies and
offices were folding, yet I was shown we were going to not just
invest, but also be the managing partner. That made no sense at
all. As for the book? That was just plain lame; I didn't have the
time. Why can't we move to Maui and work from there? Why do we have
to do these things first before we leave California?

The guiding presence meets each of my
arguments with either the sense of utter silence, compassionately
waiting for me to wear myself out, or by giving a reasonable
answer. All were equally annoying responses. At one point, I
realize I am whining to God, and chuckle at the absurdity of
threatening not to cooperate in my attempt to negotiate with the
Almighty. But like a small child being told they can't have
something, I'm pitching a fit that ranges from arguing facts to
sobbing this was not fair.

Eventually, I see the bottom line, the root
of these images and directives: I had agreed to do all of these
things in this lifetime before I got here, before I was born, and
they were just helping me stick to my plan. They also knew me very
well, and I have to begrudgingly admit they are right. God being
“right”—now there's a wild thought! If I went to Maui now, I would
confine myself to my home and garden and never work on any of these
other projects. They were doing me a favor by holding me to my
plan.

Crap! I am plainly not going to win this
argument. “OK,” I reluctantly say. Not the way you say “OK” when
everything is perfectly agreeable, but the resigned OK of realizing
all further resistance is futile. Through one last sob, with pangs
of perceived unfairness still echoing in my head, I demand, “If you
expect me to get all of these things done, then you better at least
send me some help!”

What comes back is the message meant for
anyone who is facing a challenge in their lives: “I have always
sent you all the help you ever needed before you even knew what to
ask for.”

With that, I knew I was out of arguments.
Whatever I felt about the whole task now becomes a moot point. It
is really going to be more than OK. It is going to be perfect.

The next message I received was the
sensation of being told to go, turn around, and get on with my
life. As suddenly as I had been pulled into the slab, I am now
gently propelled away. I noticed for the first time others on both
sides of me, taking turns standing with their heads and hands
against the slab.

Turning around and stepping down, I search
the group of 60+ people for Richard. We are supposed to be in
silence for a while after the meditation, so I quietly scan the
group for his face. I find him and walk next to him. Not being able
to tell him what I just experienced is torture, but I followed the
rules. I did not want him to miss out on the chance to stand at the
slab as I did and see if he experiences something similar. I kept
gesturing at him to walk up to the slab.

He wasn't moving. I made a final, desperate
attempt. I whispered to him to place his head against the slab. “I
already have,” he whispered back. Not thinking I've heard him
correctly, I asked him to repeat what he just said. How is that
possible? I wonder. I surely would have known if he had been up
there with me, unless he was there for just a second.

I asked him again if he had stayed there for
a while. “Yes.”

Later that morning, I'm still confused. How
could he have been up on the platform with the Sphinx? I asked him
how long he thought I was up there, thinking it had to be four,
maybe five minutes. He replied, “You were up there with your head
against the slab for a good 25-30 minutes!” How did I manage to
stand still for so long?

Losing track of time is a sign of being in
an altered state, a state of consciousness different from your
“normal”. When you sleep every night, you are in an altered state
of consciousness. Engrossed in a book without noticing hours have
slipped by; when you are doing something fun “time flies.” When you
are working on something that impassions and inspires
you—in-spirit—time seems to move at a more rapid pace.

When Richard told me my
“couple of minutes” of seeking answers from the Sphinx was really
close to half an hour, I took that as confirmation
of a spiritual experience.

It was still very early in
the morning. The day had already been incredible. It was
mind-boggling to know our grand finale experience was yet to come
that afternoon: three hours alone inside the Great Pyramid! We were
free to explore all three levels inside the pyramid, two of which
were usually off-limits to the general public. Each of us would
receive our own personal meditation time while lying inside the red
granite sarcophagus in the King's Chamber. I was already pretty
wiped out from the events of the morning, certain I would be
processing my experience for days and weeks to come. What
more could possibly be waiting for me in
the Great Pyramid, the grand finale of this amazing
trip?
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“Intellectual growth
should commence at birth and cease only at death.”

—Albert
Einstein

 


How did I come to meet James Arthur Ray? What drew
me to his teachings? What had set me on this path of learning?
Nothing is by accident or coincidence; I was exactly where I was
supposed to be.

I was raised Roman Catholic by a family that
considered themselves very religious. We never missed Sunday Mass,
even in the worst blizzards. My father is a member of the Knights
of Columbus, and both parents trained and served as Eucharistic
ministers for the distribution of Communion. I attended Catholic
schools through the university level. I always had an intense
desire to learn about and know God, but the more I was forced to
follow the rigid Catholic way, and the limitations on thought, I
was increasingly repelled.

I saw an ad for hypnosis sessions when I was
19 promising to teach self-hypnosis. By practicing regularly, they
said, I would be able to thrive with much less sleep. I was working
full time and attending university with a heavy course load, so
sleep was in short supply. Self-hypnosis looked very appealing.
During one of the sessions, I experienced my first major paradigm
shift. When the hypnotist took me back in time through my
childhood, I slipped back into a previous life as a man. I learned
I was eternal and what I was experiencing now was just one of my
many lives. If the Catholic Church was wrong about something as
fundamental as reincarnation, then they could be wrong about
everything else I was taught to believe as well. This paradigm
shift set me on my path as a lifelong spiritual aspirant and
learner. To find the truth, I would have to search for it
myself.

Just before I married Richard, I met a man
while attending a health retreat for women who became a long time
friend. Robert, a psychic, was a friend of the resort owner, and as
a favor, he would come in after dinner and demonstrate his psychic
abilities to the guests. Each person in the room would place
something they carried with them often on a tray. Robert was not in
the room. Being a skeptic of psychics, I thought I would trick him.
Most people were offering keys, pens, or pieces of jewelry. I
placed a very small pinkie ring on the tray. There were several
small girls playing in the room, and I thought he would mistakenly
assume the ring belonged to one of them.

One by one, Robert picked up the articles
from the tray and did a mini-reading on what he felt about the
person, a practice known as psychometry. He said one woman was
there to recover from the recent suicide of her son. Not only was
it true, but she had told no one there about it! He relayed a
message from her son that his suicide was due to a chemical
imbalance in his brain and that she was not to feel responsible. He
was happy and safe now. What an amazing gift of peace! None of us
had any idea of the loss she'd suffered.

There were happy readings, too. One woman
learned she was pregnant and was going to have a boy, which later
proved correct on both counts. Finally Robert picked up my tiny
ring. He said at first look one might think it was a child’s ring
because it was so small. “I don’t know how this can fit on a
woman’s finger but it belongs to a woman who is about to get
married.” I was busted! He described Richard to a “T” and he told
me we were going to have a long and happy marriage. I now knew
there was validity to psychic phenomenon.

In 1988 I had a near-death experience during
an ectopic pregnancy rupture. I learned we have multiple exit
points built into our lives and it is our choice if we want to take
an earlier one. It was during this experience I “met” my future
daughter, Erica, and at which time I first consciously remembered
the state of total and complete unconditional love.

Later I talked to Robert on the phone,
before he knew about my hospitalization. I was getting ready to
tell him when he stopped in mid-sentence and asked me, “How was it
to meet your future daughter?” Even though Robert was a psychic, I
was surprised he already knew what happened!

I picked up one side
effect of the near-death experience: the ability to feel what other
people were feeling. Being an empath was a mixed
“blessing,” to be sure. I could share in someone’s joy, I could tell when
they were really in pain and trying to hide it, but at times it was
a real curse because I did not yet have the ability to turn it off.
I had no idea most people were in so much pain! I couldn’t even
watch the news, because I picked up the grieving family’s pain at
the loss of a loved one—even on TV. When I say I could feel their
emotions, I mean I could feel the physical sensations attached to
their emotions.

Over time, I learned how to minimize this
connection. I improved at cutting the link totally when it became
overwhelming, such as during severe grief, but sometimes the
emotions and feelings were so strong they could not be blocked. In
2003, the Cedar Fire incinerated much of our neighborhood,
including many houses on our road. Numerous people lost not just
their homes, but all of their possessions as well, including
memorabilia such as photos and videos. No one was killed in my
area, but many lost their beloved pets. As one of the surviving
homes in the middle of this sea of destruction, we were surrounded
by a growing vortex of grief as people sifted through their homes
to find nothing salvageable. Many felt like we lost our tight knit
community as well; so many families were displaced and would rent
homes in other areas for years to come as they struggled through
the rebuilding process.

At the same time, one of Richard’s sons had
a daughter born with a serious heart defect and was struggling to
stay alive in a hospital in Oregon, and our daughter Erica’s
beloved horse became seriously ill and landed in an equine
hospital. Grief was all around, all hitting me at one time. I
folded myself into the fetal position and asked for it to all stop;
it was too much. I couldn’t function anymore. I couldn’t
breathe.

Suddenly the physical feelings stopped. I
still knew about the pain, and could feel my own emotions and
physical sensations. However the huge wave of other people’s
physical sensations stopped. After that I intuitively picked up on
other people’s emotions if I chose, but not their physical
sensations.

The gift from this
experience was I became a kinder, gentler Connie. I wasn’t as tough
on others, now that I understood everyone was just working through
their pain the best they could. People can’t get away with telling
me they are “fine,” because intuitively, I know when they are not. My decision is
whether I call them on it, or not.

Robert had been
encouraging me to meet Sylvia Browne for as long as I had known
him. I told him I did not need to go seek out another psychic when
I already knew him. He insisted her information for me would
be “different.” Robert also started to tell Richard and me both of us would
meet and spend a lot of time with a famous man who appeared on TV
and would have a profound effect on our lives. He always had a
concerned look on his face when he talked about this man. I asked
him if the effect on our lives would be good for us, to which he
always replied, “Yes,” but he sensed trouble. He was concerned
about the man's intentions.

I had known Robert long enough not to argue
with him when he told me something. Like the time he told us we
would be moving. I said, “Yep, our new house is almost ready!” We
were a few weeks away from moving into our newly built home in San
Jose.

“I'm sorry that you will not be able to
continue working on your Master's degree. How do you feel about
that?”

“Why?” I asked.

“Because you're moving away from the area.
You're moving to San Diego.”

“You're correct about the move but very
wrong about San Diego,” I protested.

We never moved into the San Jose house.
Shortly after the conversation with Robert, Richard accepted a job
offer in San Diego.

I learned whenever Robert showed concern
while telling you something about your future, don’t take it
lightly. At the time, I had no idea who the famous man on TV was
and why we should be leery.

A couple of years later, I
saw Gary Zukav discussing his book The
Seat of The Soul on Oprah! I was immediately drawn to
the material. I had been thinking about many of the same things but
had no idea where to turn for more information. I bought his book
and related with much of what he said. Especially in the chapter
that discussed reincarnation, I found validation for what I had
experienced. It was real and now I was determined to learn more
about it.

A little while later, I
“accidentally” switched the TV channel and watched the last few
minutes of a Montel Williams
show in which Sylvia Browne made her weekly guest
appearance. I was busy making dinner, but when I heard her name, I
remembered that this was the woman Robert wanted me to meet. She
was discussing her book, Past Lives Future
Healing, which was all about reincarnation
and the effect of our past lives on our current one. I stopped at a
bookstore the next day. Again much of my experience was validated,
including my near-death experience, and I wanted to know more. I
returned to the store the next day and bought every book Sylvia had
written.

I joined one of Sylvia
Browne's groups, became a small group coordinator for Southern
California, and led a study group in my home. During a phone
session, Sylvia told me I was supposed to be doing past life
regressions. She verified it when we met in person during a book
signing. During my phone reading, I thought she meant I needed to
have another hypnotic regression done on me. She told me three
times to learn how to do them, that I had a natural gift for it,
before I realized what she meant. I was to take someone else through the process. I
went up to San Jose to be trained and certified in performing past
life regressions.

I belonged to several
spiritual book groups. In 2006, at the end of one of these
meetings, I saw The
Secret. It engrossed me. I suspected our
positive and negative thoughts were far more powerful than we
acknowledged, and we were the creators of what surrounded us. I
wanted to know more. Immediately, I bought the DVD and shared it
with other people. One person heard one of movie's contributors was
conducting a short lecture in San Diego. A group of us, including
Richard and I, attended.

Soon after James Ray started his talk, he
asked us to introduce ourselves to each other. No one was
approaching him, so I did. When I shook his hand and introduced
myself, he commented on my name badge, The Joys of Real Estate, and
how that was a great company name. I was impressed he would notice,
considering all the people moving around the room. He seemed open
and friendly, charismatic and approachable. He talked about
practical applications of ancient wisdom and spiritual practices in
today’s world. He meshed quantum physics with spirituality. He said
quantum physicists were today's mystics, that our forward-thinking
scientists were proving the teachings of ancient mystics were true.
In college, I loved physics, but was always too busy getting the
formulas correct to spend time contemplating what it all meant;
time folding back on itself, parallel universes, alternate
realities, and now the proof that more than one atom can occupy the
same place at the same time.

Richard has a PhD in Engineering from
Stanford and I have a BS in Computer Science from Santa Clara
University's school of Mathematics. We were drawn to the blending
of science and spirituality. It appealed to us and we wanted to
know more. Richard told me to hurry to the back of the room and
sign us up for James’ next seminar. That was uncharacteristic of
him; usually, he needed time to think about it. I was usually
quicker to make snap decisions and act on my gut feelings.

Two red flags popped up that I brushed off.
I noticed the extremely hard-sell techniques James used to get
participants to sign up for one of his future events. Early in this
lecture, he asked, “If I can show you a way guaranteed to get you
everything you want in life, would you do it?” The crowd responded
loudly and affirmatively. He repeated the question again, this time
iasking us to raise our hand if we would do what he said. A little
while later, he challenged us to fill out the credit card
information at the bottom of the event enrollment form “just so you
will be ready in case you decide to take the next step.” It was
James' way of showing us what to do to get what we wanted in
life.

He introduced his next event, an entry-level
seminar, Harmonic Wealth Weekend (HWW). I thought the price was
very inflated. He went on to tell us all the things he would throw
in for “free,” one at a time, if we signed up right now. After that
he dramatically reduced the price—if we signed up right now! And
then the grand finale: if we sign up today, we receive two tickets
for the price of one!

In retrospect, this was very clever. James
motivated us to bring someone to the seminar. Once there, he
deployed these same high-pressure sales techniques to get both
parties to sign up for much pricier seminar packages.

The second red flag
launched us from our seats to the back of the room. He announced a
HWW seminar coming up in San Diego, but it had been sold out for
many months. Too bad, he said, because it would be a long time
before another was offered locally, and we'd have to pay for travel
and other expenses to attend in another city. BUT, he added, we
were in luck! Amazingly, his staff made room for 20 more people to
get into the San Diego seminar. To be fair, they'd release those
spots on a first-come, first-served basis at the back table now!
Everyone else would have to be waitlisted. Richard and I had
already decided we wanted to attend, so I scurried to the
registration table. When I arrived, Megan, James Ray
International’s (JRI) Chief of Operations, was handing out slips of
paper with the number 1 to 20 written on them. There were easily
more than 50 people crowded around the back table.
Miraculously, they
agreed to accommodate everyone, so no one would be left out. How
nice of them!

I was somewhat amused. I knew what James was
up to. It was the slickest and pushiest sales pitch/manipulation I
had ever seen. I was interested in the material, and I was one of
the “lucky” ones who got a piece of paper with a number on it, so I
didn’t care much at the time. I had seen similar sales pitches for
other seminars. I should have considered he wasn’t trying to sell
me some real estate sales training, or new gadget; he was supposed
to be a spiritual teacher. How did his approach fit into taking the
high road in business and life?

After the talk, we walked up front to get
our picture taken with James. He seemed pretty open and friendly,
and we already looked forward to his next seminar.

Harmonic Wealth Weekend started a month
later in February. From the first moment, we experienced quite a
spectacle. When the doors opened, we were met with a wave of very
loud upbeat music. People raced past us, aiming for the tables in
the front by the stage. The volunteers known as the Dream Team,
danced in unison on the stage. When we got to our seats, we were
encouraged to stand and dance as well.

The energy level in the room was very high,
and the speaker about to introduce James was trying to whip the
crowd into a loud cheer. There was plenty to see for the visual
people, and the music rocked for the auditory people. As soon as
the music stopped we were asked to hug three people. Even the
“touchy feely” people received something. He engaged each type of
person from the very start; smart. Nothing was left to chance.

At the beginning, we were
given our mantra: You must constantly
study, understand and immerse yourself in that which brings you
power (strengthens you) and avoid everything that weakens us, and
EVERYTHING counts. During the ensuing
seminar, James demonstrated a technique of Applied Kinesiology (AK)
discussed in length in David Hawkins book, Power vs. Force. It utilizes the
apparent increase or decrease of your body's muscle strength to
gauge if something in close proximity to your body is “good” or
“bad” for you. If it is good, or the answer to a question is true,
you will stay strong. If the opposite is the case, your body will
show weakness.

The process involves two
people who have removed their watches or any electromechanical
devices. The first person asks the questions and applies pressure
on the other person’s outstretched arm to gauge whether the arm
remains strong in
response to the question or goes weak. If the person can keep their
arm in the air, even when pressure is applied to their wrist, then
the answer to the question is true. If they cannot hold their arm
up under the same pressure, the answer to the question is false. If
they are holding an object close to them and remain strong, it is
good for them. If they go weak, then it is not. Before beginning
the test, questions are asked with obvious “yes” and “no” answers,
to give a feeling for what a strong yes/true
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