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      FOREWORD

      
        Never allow your reality to be undermined.
      

      HOWARD G. CHARING

      I honestly can’t remember when I first met Howard. He comes and goes a lot, as many shamans do. I remember he once stayed in my house for a week or so as he was traveling around the United States. My house is set on a busy urban street just a few blocks from a popular beach and zoo. We would sit on my front stoop while he smoked his morning cigar, and together we would watch the summer parade of people on the street. I remember how delighted he was to find an old-fashioned barbershop just up the block.

      We talked together for hours, about everything. I discovered a man who was deeply knowledgeable about shamanism around the world, particularly the shamanism of the Upper Amazon, a culture in which he had immersed himself for many years. He had long experience working with shamans in the region; he had published dozens of interviews with them. We found that we knew many of the same people; we shared our knowledge of jungle lore, traded stories of shamans both impeccable and perfidious, and spoke especially of his love and admiration for the shaman and visionary artist Pablo Amaringo.

      I became aware of something that you will find to be true throughout this book: Howard is an enthralling storyteller. If you love stories—that is, if you are a human being—you are in for a treat.

      It is easy to believe that Howard has been just about everywhere. He has performed psychic surgery in the Philippines, worked with some of the most respected shamans in the Amazon, produced intricate and colorful ayahuasca-inspired paintings, and was initiated into the lineage of the maestros of the Rio Napo in the Upper Amazon. He is now in Romania, living in Transylvania (not far from Castle Dracula), studying Romanian shamanism. I am not surprised.

      It is important, I think, to underscore Howard’s unstinting devotion to what he calls the “Great Domain.” His first book was on Amazonian plant spirit medicine, for which Pablo Amaringo wrote the foreword. This was the start of an epic and productive collaboration. When Amaringo died in 2009, he left behind a mass of uncataloged paintings and hastily jotted notes. Howard, along with Peter Cloudsley, had been working with Amaringo for months to get his collection in order, annotate his more recent work, create a digital archive of his art, and protect his paintings from deterioration in their humid tropical environment. The meticulously cataloged and annotated collection became the basis for the remarkable and beautiful posthumous book The Ayahuasca Visions of Pablo Amaringo.

      The book you now hold in your hands is another treasure. It is a storehouse of Howard’s knowledge, experience, and teaching. But it is more.

      Psychologist James Hillman distinguishes between two basic orientations to the world, which he calls spirit and soul. Spirit, he says, is detached, objective, intense, absolute, abstract, pure, metaphysical, clear, unitary, eternal, and heavenly. Soul, on the other hand, is mortal, earthly, low, troubled, sorrowful, vulnerable, melancholy, weak, dependent, and profound. Spirit means fire and height, the center of things; soul means water and depth, peripheries, borderlands. Spirit seeks to transcend earth and body, dirt and disease, entanglements and complications, perplexity and despair, “seeks to escape or transcend the pleasures and demands of ordinary earthly life.”1 But soul, as Thomas Moore puts it in his anthology of Hillman’s writings, “is always in the thick of things: in the repressed, in the shadow, in the messes of life, in illness, and in the pain and confusion of love.”2

      It is soul, not spirit, that is the true landscape of shamanism—the landscape of suffering, passion, and mess. Shamans deal with sickness, envy, malice, conflict, bad luck, hatred, despair, and death. Indeed, the purpose of the shaman is to dwell in the valley of the soul—to heal what has been broken in the body and the community. Shamans live with betrayal, loss, confusion, need, and failure—including their own.

      In this book we have a remarkably forthright and detailed chronicle of such a shaman at work. Howard is first and foremost a healer and visionary, clearly situated in the valley of the soul, and he shares with us his visions, his practices, and his remarkable experiences. At the same time, we can watch him thinking through his healing practices and experiences, placing them within a wider—indeed, a global—context. He is a man at the intersection of many forms of shamanism, drawn together by his personal healing mission.

      This is really three books in one. The first is Howard’s fascinating story, from the shattering accident that opened up his healing visions, to his meetings with teachers and shamans, to his own healing experiences and practices. The second is his exploration of what these experiences mean, his exploration of how these experiences and healings fit into a variety of current understandings of shamanism worldwide. And, third, the book is in itself a shamanic tutor, incorporating a number of exploratory exercises deriving from Howard’s many years of leading workshops around the world.

      The book is the story of a modern Westerner discovering a healing gift, learning to use it, and striving to understand it. It is valuable for us all.

      STEPHAN V. BEYER, PH.D.

      Stephan V. Beyer—researcher in ethnomedicine, shamanism, peacemaking, and the spirituality of nonviolence—studied wilderness survival among the indigenous peoples of North and South America, and sacred plant medicine with traditional herbalists in North America and curanderos (healers) in the Upper Amazon. With a law degree and doctorates in both Buddhist studies and psychology, Steve has been a university professor, a trial lawyer, a wilderness guide, and a peacemaker and community builder. He lived for a year and a half in a Tibetan monastery in the Himalayas and has undertaken and helped to lead numerous four-day and four-night solo vision fasts in the desert wildernesses of New Mexico. The Institute for the Preservation of Medical Traditions at the Smithsonian Institution has written, “Stephan Beyer . . . has an unparalleled knowledge of sacred plants.” He is the author of several books, including Singing to the Plants: A Guide to Mestizo Shamanism in the Upper Amazon and, most recently, Talking Stick: Peacemaking as a Spiritual Path.

    

  
    
      
        [image: image]
      

      INTRODUCTION

      
        To boldly go where no one has gone before . . .
      

      
        STAR TREK
      

      Among the first questions a prospective reader of a nonfiction book asks, whether implicitly or explicitly, are: Will this book be interesting and useful to me? Will I learn something? Can it inspire me in some way? Of course, these are difficult questions to answer, as they are matters of individual subjectivity. However, one thing I have learned over the years is that people can be reached by, can identify with, and can even have their soul touched by a personal story or narrative. This is what this book offers: a woven tapestry, a blending of my personal journeys and adventures that began more than thirty years ago with a near-death experience and years of physical disability caused by an elevator crash. The main purpose of this nonfiction narrative is to provide background texture and context for insights, perspectives, and practices to inspire, to stimulate, and ultimately to encourage readers in their unique life adventures. From this viewpoint, my own experiences are, I hope, empowering gifts to the readers. This book is also somewhat of a hybrid; it weaves together a personal travelogue and my various observations and post hoc insights concerning these experiences, and includes exercises and practices so that readers can explore shamanism themselves.

      As it happens, this was far from my original intention when I started to write this book. I have gathered a lot of material over the years, and my idea was to go in the direction of a third-party, somewhat dispassionate standpoint. The original working title for this book was “The Shaman’s This and That.” In many respects that was the approach I had taken with my previous books, Plant Spirit Shamanism and The Ayahuasca Visions of Pablo Amaringo.

      So I began writing from that neutral perspective, and then a few months down the road, I was taking a shower, when suddenly the “voice” (which you will read more about in the book) spoke out loud and said, “Change the book title to The Accidental Shaman.” I was quite stunned. It was a great title with a double meaning (after all, I just love word play and puns). After the shower I started to seriously consider this new title and its implications. Titles are important because they set both the tone and the purpose of a book. I realized that the entire emphasis of the book would need to change, with a considerable amount of rewriting required to bring the material into accord with the title. It was unnerving without a doubt because I came to realize that my mistakes, my screw ups, and a host of messy situations that I had become involved in along my journey would have to be included. I know that a biographical narrative has to be presented without any gloss or cosmetic ornamentation if you are expressing a true story (warts and all, so to speak) to engage honestly with the readers. So I gritted my teeth and got on with it, with some nail biting along the way. Here are the results of that endeavor.

      Obviously, I am aware of the exquisite irony of reading books about spiritual transformation, enlightenment, personal development, and discovering one’s purpose in life. This is part of Western culture, a way to seek out wisdom, knowledge, and an understanding that there is indeed far more to reality than we have been taught or shown. I see this as our inner (or soul’s) desire to fully engage and immerse our being in the duality of our physical, material world and the ineffable, incorporeal realms of higher order, or universal, consciousness. Therein lies the rub (to misquote Shakespeare): the quest for true wisdom and personal enlightenment can never come from words in a book or from other people’s descriptions of their experiences. I can unequivocally state that true wisdom can only be consummated through navigating our personal journeys, gathering our individual experiences, and learning (in my case, by trial and error) how to live a life of purpose, fulfillment, and empowerment, walking in beauty and grace in this precious world.

      My great teacher and maestro, the Amazonian shaman and visionary artist Pablo Amaringo, expressed this in his distinctive way when he discussed with me the difference between knowledge and wisdom. He said, “Love is not gnosis (knowledge), but epignosis (above knowledge). You can read all the literature about ayahuasca, understand its chemical composition and so on—this is gnosis; but only when you drink it [ayahuasca] is there the possibility of realization of this knowledge, or epignosis.”1

      From a broader philosophical perspective, the transformative change is already happening. Humanity is at a threshold; a future beckons of human-created catastrophic ecological changes, vehement religious fundamentalism, and unparalleled technological advancement. These present massive social, economic, and spiritual challenges that either we or our children will have to face. In this turbulent vortex of entropy, we can be sure that much that we hold dear will collapse; yet out of this turmoil a new world can emerge, much like the archetypal myth of regeneration, the phoenix rising from the ashes.

      Humanity is eminently adaptable and resourceful, and I look to the future with a heart-filled sense of optimism. A clear and tangible generational shift is taking place; people in their teens and twenties hold a new vibrant frequency. This is the frequency of interconnectivity, transparency, and global awareness, incorporating humanity with the natural world. This creative evolution is accelerating, and more people than ever are growing the seed of evolving consciousness within. Everything is in place, the cast is assembled, and the stage is set for what will be a breathtaking, magnificent, and electrifying journey to a new paradigm. I may not be here to witness the outcome, and so I offer my blessings to you in this time of growth and transformation.

      A book is like a living thing; it has a conception, gestation, birth, and development. Then it is ready to go out into the world, to inform, to inspire, to challenge, or simply to offer a different perspective. If this book achieves any of these objectives then that will be truly gratifying.
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      THE ACCIDENT

      
        I don’t believe in accidents. There are only encounters in history. There are no accidents.
      

      PABLO PICASSO

      It was a beautiful spring day in 1983. I was on vacation with Shelley, my wife, in Verona at the Piazza Brà, drinking an espresso and admiring the ancient Roman amphitheater. This was where we met Aaron. I was drinking my coffee when I suddenly heard a loud commotion. Looking behind me I could see people crowding around a man who was clearly having a seizure. It was as if an invisible pile driver was pounding his body into the ground; his body was moving downward with massive staccato jolts. His convulsing body was surrounded by a mass of people, who were making a lot of noise in their distress. Police officers joined the bystanders but seemed unable to offer any assistance.

      As I sat watching this drama, I heard a man at an adjacent table express his disapproval of the scene. I turned around and gestured with my arms up and hands open to indicate a kind of helplessness with the situation. He looked at me with a probing but not unfriendly intensity, and then he very politely asked in perfect English if he could join us at our table. We said, “Yes, please do.” We shook hands and introduced ourselves as he sat with us. He had a dignified appearance, this man in his mid- to late forties with grayish white hair and suntanned olive skin. This was Aaron, a man who would change my life.

      I asked him why he was angry. He turned and pointed to the scene. The collapsed man by now had a swarm of people around him; the police were finally starting to get a grip on the situation and were pushing people back to enable the man to have some breathing and recovery space. Aaron said, “I am angry because there is a doctor at one of the tables, but he does not want to get involved.” I asked, “How do you know this?” He then drew his chair closer and studied me, and I felt as if I was being scrutinized. He started to speak, and for the next hour I sat transfixed, as if I was in the grip of a magical enchantment. He told me about my life, my dreams, my hopes, and my dark and painful experiences. It was if I had become an open book, and my inner secrets were being revealed page by page.

      The background noise faded away, and unexpressed emotions began welling up from within me. Tears rolled down my face. He paused for a moment and signaled to a waiter for more coffee while I attempted to regroup and assimilate what had happened. We sat for a few moments in silence and drank our coffee as I tried to recover my former confident and relaxed composure.

      He then said, “Our meeting was not simply chance. I am one of the most well-known psychic healers in Italy.” He expanded his arms. “People come from all over Europe to consult me for healing.” He pointed at me and said, “You!” It looked as if he was searching for a word, and then he continued, “are a very good person and you will be doing the same work that I am doing.”

      The coffee had enabled me to get my composure back, and I quickly dismissed this. He looked at me with a stern expression and responded, “This is a serious matter, and I do not make jokes about this!” As I was absorbing this, he said, “I will now give you a blessing.” He placed his hand on the top of my head and spoke softly in Italian. As he was making his blessing, my body felt like a cauldron, with liquid fire burning within and moving upward. Waves of energy pulsated through me, and intense heat flowed from my spine, up through my head and down to my shoulders, along my arms, and into my hands, which now felt as if they were red hot.

      Shelley was watching this exchange with total incredulity and said, “This is nonsense!” Aaron looked at her and gently replied, “You will be presenting Howard with a baby.” Shelley burst into tears and didn’t say a further word. She was no longer skeptical because we had been trying for a while to start a family.

      Later he invited us to dinner with his family and gave us a wonderful tour of Verona, complete with a visit to the balcony of the Casa di Giulietta that recreates the romance of Romeo and Juliet. Before we took our leave of each other, he presented us with gifts, including bottles of wine. His final words were “Our work with you is done,” and we fondly said our farewells.

      A week later I was back in London at my place of business. I entered the elevator and pushed the button to go up. Suddenly my stomach flew into my mouth, and an enormous force began crushing me. The lift was out of control and plummeting at great speed. I knew without a shred of doubt that then and there I was going to die. As soon as I realized this, I was gone, out and away, soaring from my body, which became infinitesimal as it receded in the distance. Then I was somewhere, disembodied in an indescribable “other” place. This place pulsed with colored waves of light, and I knew that I had to make a decision, to either live or die, and I decided not to die. As soon as I made the decision to live, I was back in my physical body.

      Time stopped for me, and the world stood still. I found myself calmly looking down at my body, and it felt as if I had all the time in the world. I thought I must be able to do something! I tried jumping up (something that I had seen in the Road Runner cartoons), but I couldn’t move upward; the law of gravity did not permit that. And then suddenly I knew with total certainty precisely what to do. I got into a crouch position, took out my handkerchief, and shoved it into my mouth. The elevator crashed, and I experienced the shock of impact, although I felt no pain because I was momentarily knocked unconscious.

      I came to lying face down, unable to move. The lift appeared to be rising slowly, and the door automatically opened. People were gathered outside (I later found out that the crash had been heard all over the building), and I was carried out to an ambulance and taken to a hospital.

      
        
          My life from that moment on was never the same.
        
      

      Recovery was a slow, painful, and uncomfortable process. Whereas before I had been active in sports, working out at the gym, running, keeping fit, and so on, I was now unable to stand up. My knees had been compressed and couldn’t support my body weight; I had to wear a large, uncomfortable orthopedic collar around my neck because my neck had been fractured and could no longer support the weight of my head. My lower back was crushed. My jaw was still sore from the impact, but if I hadn’t stuffed the handkerchief in my mouth, I would most certainly have chopped my tongue off with my teeth as, at the moment of impact, the lower jaw smashed into the upper jaw. I realized that if I hadn’t gone into a crouch to absorb the shock through the body, I would have been killed by the fracture of my spine. How I knew exactly what actions to take was an intriguing mystery. It wasn’t as if I had an emergency contingency plan for elevator crashes.

      Over the following months, I was in a lot of pain and experienced great feelings of despondency, resentment, and bitterness. I became vacant, absent from life, and I occupied myself by sitting down and looking out the window. I remember spending entire days gazing out during the autumn, watching leaves fall from the trees, studying the patterns they made, observing how they were rustled and blown about by the wind to form new patterns.

      Of course, other things were going on as well. I was being seen by top-notch doctors and receiving all the other benefits that my company medical insurance provided. But the prognosis was always the same: “Sorry, nothing we can do. It will take time.”

      During these difficult months, a friend suggested that I see an alternative healer. I thought, “Why not? I have nothing else to do!” The sessions I had with this therapist were pleasant, and I found them to be relaxing and helpful. The therapist used a mixture of bodywork, massage, and energy healing. This went on for a few months, until one day, as I was lying on his massage couch, an unusual glaze came into his eyes, and he began speaking in a noticeably different voice. He had suffered from a stroke, and his speech since that event had been slurred, but this time it was eloquent and sonorous. He asked, “Howard, do you want to become well again?”

      I was stunned by this question and somehow couldn’t get an answer. I had to struggle with it: Do I really want to get well? Finally, after what seemed like a long time, I replied, “Yes, I do want to.” I realized that I had become used to being feeble and embittered, and had not even considered that I would really recover. Then, still in this unusual, calm voice, he said, “Howard, forgive all the people that you blame for the accident.” “OK,” I thought, “I can do this,” so I closed my eyes, gathered myself, concentrated with all the force I could muster, and said, “I forgive all those people that I blame for the accident.” At that exact moment, it felt as if a great heavy mountain started to lift from me. I felt light, even weightless. I only became aware of this massive weight on me as it dissipated. It was an incredible experience.

      When I looked back at him, the glaze from his eyes had gone, and he looked confused. “What happened?” he asked. “Something came over me, and I don’t understand it.” I told him what had taken place; I was baffled and concerned that he didn’t remember. This was definitely a bit weird! Nevertheless, I felt so much different, uplifted and clearer.

      Over the next week in this excited and elated state, I of course overexerted myself and subsequently strained my body, and it was back to lying down in bed to recover. As I lay resting, I placed my hands on my chest for comfort, and within seconds, waves of sensation pulsed and washed through me, and the pain went away. The next day, I was again in pain, lying down, and the same thing happened. This went on for about a week, and then it dawned on me that when I placed my hands on my body, the pain disappeared like it was being flushed away.

      Immediately following this realization, I felt a kind of “fuzziness” around me, extending about six inches from my body. It was not unlike a low electric current. I could also see iridescent, translucent streamers emanating from my fingers when I touched this field of fuzziness. I started to experiment and found that this invisible fuzziness was around everything. It could be touched and was malleable. I used to make up balls of this electric fuzziness and play ping pong, bouncing it off the ceiling and walls, catching it and throwing it again. Apart from these small and entertaining diversions, the most important matter was that I was making real progress; I could feel that I was getting well. The pain was considerably easier, and my back was becoming increasingly more flexible. The hardness in my back progressively changed from feeling like a heavy slab of concrete to that of a softer and more yielding material. Bit by bit, I could increasingly move my back and bend down, and I didn’t need to wear the collar anymore. Even my knees could bend, and I was overjoyed at achieving the ability to walk up a slope. I felt so damn good!

      During this period of healing, I experienced some unusual encounters. I remember one night lying in bed asleep, and I kept on hearing a voice whispering repeatedly, “Howard, wake up, wake up,” directly into my ear. I woke up and there in front of me was something like an illuminated cinema screen floating in the air. As my eyes focused on the “screen,” I could see a group of Tibetan monks dressed in red and saffron robes smiling and enthusiastically waving at me. I was amazed by this wonderful vision, and I really enjoyed it. Then the voice spoke again: “Watch carefully. This is what you have to do, and we will show you exercises that will help your back to get well.” Then the scene changed, and the Tibetan monks all lay on their backs and showed me a set of exercises to get my injured back healed. When this was done, they gathered again and with beautiful and warming smiles gently waved goodbye. The floating screen faded away and disappeared. Needless to say, I followed their instructions, and they really helped.

      It took two years before I could really resume my life, go back to work, and generally get out and about. In the meantime, I helped a friend with his chronic back pain. I found that I was able to work with this fuzzy field to release pain, very much like I had done with myself. Gradually, through word of mouth, people started to see me for healing. It was an unusual experience because as I focused on the person, I experienced a sense of uplifting and heightened awareness, and I found that as I held an image of the person in my thoughts and saw that individual becoming well, strong, and healthy again, the person experienced a positive reaction. If a person who had a bad back came to me, I would visualize the back becoming strong, firm, straight, and supple, and without a single word taking place between us, the person’s back would kind of “unroll” and become straight. I didn’t understand the mechanism at work or what was going on, but I did have a strong desire to find out more, so I decided to explore this strange “thing” that was going on within and around me. I used the term thing because at that stage I had no understanding of what was happening to me. All I knew was that it worked.

      During this transient developmental period, all kinds of unexpected phenomena took place. I became increasingly more conscious of the field of energy around me, and one day I became aware of what I can only describe as a thick steel band clamped around my forehead. The more I focused on it, the more it constricted. It felt alive. The pressure around my head became so tight that my forehead began to ache. I knew that I had to remove whatever was causing the constriction. It took about an hour of intense concentration, and I was sweating so hard that it felt like physical exertion, but gradually I was able to weaken the metal-like band, particle by particle, and get leverage, and then slowly, very slowly, I wrenched the clamp off my forehead.

      As soon as this was released, the room filled with dazzling, flashing sparks of color. Colors blazed everywhere; the whole room vibrated and shimmered with stunning hues. The experience was so intense that I had to go outside and walk to the local park to get some air. However, as I moved, this luminescent vision grew even more vivid. I could see pulsating, radiant flecks dancing around people, but this flow of color was not only around people; when I arrived at the park and looked at the trees, I saw an iridescent glow surrounding them. I was totally mesmerized by this astounding experience, and after spending some time wandering around the park, enjoying this exciting display, I made my way home. When I arrived at my house and sat down, I saw a beautiful, scintillating, glowing pink cloud. This pink cloud approached me, and I heard soft, gentle words inside my head that said, “Peace.” I felt a glow of warmth and happiness, and the pink cloud gently flowed into me. I had never felt such warmth, friendship, and love. Love cascaded and streamed through and around me, reaching out far beyond. The only way I can describe it is as if I had been touched by an angelic presence.

      After all this, my perception expanded in new directions. When I looked at a person, I saw shapes and forms around them. When a person came to me for healing, I saw animals around them. These animals could communicate with me. Sometimes they showed me images, and at other times I would hear their words whispering in my ear. They would tell me about the person, the cause of the illness, and the practice or medicine that would be helpful to that individual. At times I felt that I was becoming very unbalanced, even crazy, yet what kept me on the ground and held me together was the fact that it worked. I had absolutely no frame of reference to explain what was happening to me.

      I also started to encounter the darker negative forces that abound. One episode that has stayed in my mind concerns an old friend with whom I had been out of contact for many years. For the sake of anonymity, I’ll refer to him as “John.” He asked me to help him with his severe migraine headaches. The migraine attacks were so vicious that he was often laid low for days on end. It is relevant to note that he had become a heavy cocaine user and had gone into dealing as a way to finance his habit. One day we sat down together to work on his migraine. Just as I started to move into the receptive, meditative visionary space, I was suddenly punched hard on my forehead. The force knocked me off my stool, and I fell onto the floor. I didn’t see it coming, and I asked John, “Why did you do that?” He looked at me in total surprise and said, “I didn’t do anything.” I felt very unsettled and disturbed by what had happened. My forehead was sore, and in the mirror I could see bruising coming up at the location where I had been struck. I told John that I needed to rest and that we could follow up at another time. I asked him to leave. As soon as he went, I had to lie down. I felt extremely weak and unwell. This situation got worse day by day, and I felt that I was fading away; I had no energy and it was a struggle to get up. Doing basic everyday chores was exhausting. I was listless and depleted of energy.

      After a few days of this fatigue, I again brought all my focus and attention into my body. In my mind, I saw every organ, every gland, and every system in my body become alive and pulse with energy. After doing this for hours, I needed a break and went downstairs to make a cup of tea. As I was sitting down, I felt a strange feeling, a kind of vibrating “murmuring” sensation at the base of my spine that grew and grew in intensity. Suddenly it was like a volcanic explosion, with red-hot lava shooting up along my spine and then all through my body. I couldn’t move; it was if I was paralyzed, glued to the chair. I could see and feel waves and bands of light swirl around me. This continued until late at night, when suddenly, with a mighty whooshing noise, all this hot lavalike energy shot out the soles of my feet and into the ground with such force that my legs were thrown up in the air. I had been purged of every trace of the junk that had been punched into me. The kundalini energy at the base of my spine had erupted. As soon as this purging was complete, the glowing pink cloud appeared again and flew back into me through my forehead. I felt fully restored and again had that deep experience of bliss and love. A force outside of my conscious self had intervened and saved my ass. I knew then that it was not John who had attacked me but something with him, or more precisely, something put on him.

      As I sat down to reflect on this, a strange apparition materialized in the room. It had the appearance of a snake with the head of a lion. The snake came closer and paused in front of me. I knew that this was an ally, a helper, a protector, and, most important of all, a friend. I didn’t know how I knew this; I just felt it. I reached out and stroked the furry lion mane, and it spoke to me, saying that it was a guardian and necessary for the work I was doing. I realized that I needed all the help I could get!

      Well, back to this “thing” with John. A couple of days later, he called me and asked again if I could help him with his migraine. We arranged a time, and he came around. He sat down on the chair, and I looked at him, but this time with considerably more wariness, and I saw what appeared to be a steaming pile of excrement on top of his head. As I continued to study this, I saw sparks and tendrils of light being drawn from him into this pile of excrement; this “thing” was feeding off him. Gingerly I extended my hands and lifted this putrid substance off his head. This substance felt very slimy and repugnant, and I put it on the floor and quickly stepped back. Instantly it grew into a shadowy amorphous mass towering above me. I was very alarmed by this and didn’t know what to do. I felt great apprehension, and then I remembered the lion-headed snake that had been recently introduced to me, so I called this guardian to help me.

      There was a blinding flash, and the dark, shapeless mass vanished. All that remained was the pungent odor of sulfur and burnt meat. John was looking at me very strangely; he said he saw a flash of light and asked where the smell was coming from. I told him what had happened and made it clear this obscene thing had been drawn to him by his use of cocaine. He looked so different. His face had become younger, with the lines smoothed out, and his expression glowed. He was delighted that the migraine headache had vanished. I suggested that he look at himself in the mirror, which he did, and he returned with a great big grin on his face.

      John, unfortunately, did not stop or reduce his cocaine usage, and a few months later the migraines returned with a vengeance. He contacted me and asked for help. I treated him again, albeit with a lot more awareness on my part, and this relieved him, but this cycle didn’t end, and I regretfully realized that unless he made the decision to stop, all the time and effort would be fruitless. I also didn’t appreciate having this nauseating, obnoxious mess brought into my house. I saw John again a couple of times over the next months, and he had changed. He looked as if he was being consumed. His face was drawn, and he had lost a lot of weight. He had a very negative and aggressive attitude, and there was no way I could reach him or offer any support. It was time to break contact, which I did, and over the next few days he left sinister messages on my answering machine. Whatever had got him had him.

      The experiences with John had taught me a lot. I clearly saw the effects of hard drug use and extreme negative thoughts in a different way. I became less naive and knew that there were tangible energies out there. Some were benign and helpful, some not so benign. I understood that our practices and attitudes act like magnetic forces, drawing those energies to us, and in turn they are able to influence us. It was an awareness of the “dreamer dreaming the dream and then the dream dreaming the dreamer.”

      On this theme, and around this time, I had another important teaching, one that I have endeavored to fulfill to this day. It was a direct teaching by these invisible beings. This teaching was not fluffy; it was made difficult due to my innate stubborn streak because I felt like I was being reprogrammed.

      I found that if I had a negative or unpleasant thought about a person, my head immediately felt as if it was being crushed
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