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  One of the exercises given to me by one of my medium mentors was to “let myself die.” This was obviously not meant literally but metaphorically. I was hesitant to come out of the closet, so to speak, as an intuitive/medium because of the controversy that surrounds the topic. She said, “You need to let yourself ‘die.’ Let your old life cease to exist so that the new life and new person you’ll become can flourish and thrive.” I was trying to go as long as I possibly could, keeping this whole thing a secret, but that was proving more and more difficult. Eventually I was going to have to take her advice and let myself “die” in order to be reborn.


  One day, in the summer of 2020, I received an email from a blog I follow about creative writing. I am rather new to writing, so I try to learn as much as I can from more experienced authors. I have subscribed to the blogs of many such authors, and each time there is a new article posted to their respective blogs it is automatically emailed to me.


  I received one such article about how to motivate yourself when you feel down, feel like quitting, or feel like never writing again. It suggested that you reflect on the set of circumstances surrounding your situation, and then write a letter to remind yourself of why you should be writing your book, blog, paper, or article. I decided to give this a try. Before I began, I had no preconceived notion of what I was going to write. Below is the letter I wrote myself on July 29, 2020, about five months prior to the publication of my first book in this series.


   


  
    Dear Ray,


     


    It is nearing the end of summer 2020, and it is time for some personal reflection. Time to look back at the past, observe the present, and move into your future. It is obvious that significant changes are headed your way, and I need you to be focused wholeheartedly on this transformational process. It won’t be easy. It is not supposed to be easy.


    Change is scary as hell, but after all, it is what you are used to. Adversity, then some adaptation, moving toward understanding, is what you do. It’s what you’ve done, and it’s what you will do again. I know you are apprehensive about the idea of exposure, but few can do what you can, to help others. Doesn’t that deserve to be explored? Is it possible to live with yourself knowing what you could have done, but consciously decided not to because of fear? That is your egoic mind pushing fear to the forefront. It is not real. How much more validation is it going to take for you to believe in yourself? 


    Let us not forget where you came from, where you started out: in a big pile of shit! One you made even worse through many poor choices and terrible self-destructive behaviors. You are lucky to be alive. Now fucking act like it! 


    It is redemption time. Time to help the universe instead of punishing it for old news and baggage. Your past is just that: the past. It is over. You are better than that now. You have been for many years. You have paid forth good, kind, karmic actions and that has served you well. You’ve been given success for the good you have done. It is not time to become complacent. It is time to take it to the next level. It is not time to be satisfied with what you did yesterday. 


    Let’s go. Get ready and get your shit together! Every conscious being you help will cause a ripple effect in the universe, a ripple effect that will touch many others. Stay on course and focus. And along the way, bring yourself one step closer to your own goal of enlightenment. Nothing can ever cause you more pain than that which you have already endured. There is nothing to fear but the fear itself. Now is the time to let yourself die and be transformed, reborn into your higher self. Do not limit yourself. You can become Limitless! 


    (BTW, don’t forget to do laundry before the weekend so you have clean underwear next week.)


     


     


    Best regards,


    RC

  


  Introduction—Terminology
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  I would like to share with you how I have defined the following terminology so that you may better understand how it specifically relates to my writings. The following explanations are meant to clarify the meaning of these ambiguous terms in the context of this book. It is quite important to grasp what any author’s definitions are, and more importantly, what they are not.


  The Mind—Human consciousness made up of energy generated by the brain, but which exists and lives throughout every cell in our bodies. This energy radiates from within each of us; it extends outward from us and can travel through space and time.


  The mind is composed of several different aspects, or parts:


  The Unconscious Mind—Stores our core beliefs, feelings, default emotions, and bodily functions. This is considered the second largest part of the mind. Rarely, if ever, can it be altered.


  The Subconscious Mind—Stores all past experiences since birth (and possibly before), as well as all stimuli input through any of the five physical senses. The subconscious never forgets. This is the likely the largest part of the mind.


  The Conscious Mind—Our current thoughts are processed here. This is where we can create, invent, learn, dissect, and make choices—and most importantly, it is where our conscious decisions are made.


  The Egoic Mind—The controlling narrator or our inner voice. It is a bridge of sorts that connects the subconscious/unconscious minds to the conscious mind. In most cases, the egoic mind brings together experiences with the emotions associated with them, and then advises the conscious mind based on those past experiences of what choices to make in the present. The egoic mind can only live in, and advise from, the past, because that is all it knows.


  Awareness—The highest level of human consciousness. This is the part of our mind that is cognizant we are having a thought. Humans are one of the few living entities that are aware of the fact that they think. If one is aware of one’s thoughts, then one can choose to consciously change the way one thinks. This is the highest level of the mind. It has the power to choose to change.


  The Universal Collective Consciousness—An entity where all human minds are thought to become one by merging energies as they pass through a Quantum Field. Not necessarily a direct part of the human consciousness, but one’s awareness has access to this structure and can send or receive information through this energetic field.


  The Brain—The brain is a complex organ located in the human skull that controls the flow of information throughout the entire body, including but not limited to motor skills, vision, breathing, temperature, hunger, and every process that regulates the human body.


  The brain is responsible for manifesting the mind, but the mind ultimately controls the brain.


  Aura—Human conscious energy that radiates outside the human form.


  Parapsychology—The study of mental phenomena excluded from or inexplicable by orthodox scientific psychology. Parapsychology is the scientific study of three primary kinds of events: extrasensory perception, mind-matter interaction, and reality associated with the human experience.


  What Is Not Parapsychology—Parapsychology is not the study of anything paranormal or bizarre. Nor is it concerned with astrology, UFOs, the search for Bigfoot or the Loch Ness Monster, paganism, Satanism, vampires, or witchcraft.


  Metaphysical—Referring to an idea, doctrine, or posited reality outside of human sense perception. Metaphysics refers to the studies of what cannot be reached through objective research on material reality. Metaphysical studies generally seek to explain inherent or universal elements of reality that are not easily discovered or experienced in our everyday lives. As such, it is concerned with explaining the features of reality that exist beyond the physical world and our immediate senses.


  Intuitive/Psychic—A person capable of perceiving information not accessible through the five physical senses, and who may perform acts considered unexplainable by what are usually defined as natural and immutable laws. You must be an intuitive or a psychic to be a medium, but you need not be a medium to be psychic or intuitive. They possess different abilities.


  Remote Viewing—The practice of seeking impressions about a distant or unseen subject, purportedly sensed with the mind. Typically, a remote viewer is expected to provide information about an object, event, person, or location hidden from physical view and separated at some distance.


  Clairvoyance—This term comes from the French words clair (meaning “clear”) and voyant (meaning “seeing”), and specifically refers to the act of retrieving information about a person, place, event, or object through extrasensory perception. There are several other clairs which you can read about in my first book.


  Energy Being—Refers to a consciousness living outside a physical body. Some may refer to such a being as a spirit or a soul; however, I choose to avoid these terms whenever possible, as there are too many preconceived notions about them.


  Mediumship—This practice refers specifically to the act of communicating between conscious energy beings who are not in a physical form (the dead) and a person (a medium) with this particular ability living in our realm.


  Mindfulness—The practice of bringing one’s awareness to the present moment specifically through paying attention to bodily sensations, feelings, thoughts, and one’s environment, without judgment.


  First Law of Thermodynamics—Also known as the Law of Conservation of Energy, it states that energy can neither be created nor destroyed, only transferred or changed from one form to another.


  Dark Energy—An energetic force opposing gravity, its presence is used to explain the accelerating expansion of the universe.


  Dark Matter—Matter that cannot be seen directly with the human eye because it is made of particles that do not absorb, reflect, or emit light. Its existence is inferred from its gravitational influence on clusters of galaxies and stars.


  Miracle—A highly improbable or extraordinary event, development, or accomplishment that brings very welcomed consequences.


  Chapter 1


  The Journey Continues
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  Welcome to the second book in the Awakening Series. In the first book, The Atheist and The Afterlife: An Autobiography, I took you through the beginning of my journey, describing my spiritual awakening and how it came to be. It was never something I sought out. It just sort of happened to me, which may be what makes this story intriguing. Did someone or something want me to be this way, and if so, why? Also, what additional obligations have I been given? I have an overwhelming feeling that I must “spread the word.” That is why these books were born. I never expected I would have such an important message to share with people.


  I’ve made a few transformations in my life, some more challenging than others. As a steadfast student of life and consciousness, I expect more of them will come. My latest transformation once again, was a spiritual one; not driven by greed or a need to get to another level of my career or finances. In fact, I left my lucrative career behind, walking away to give my all, to share this information with anyone who really wants it.


  What you are about to read is based on my reality—one which is constantly changing and expanding into the metaphysical world. As a metaphysical theorist, I write as I learn, and learn as I write. Each experience, or each lesson, is like a piece of a puzzle that fits within a much larger picture. Over time, I continue to find pieces that connect and fill voids. The search for new and important pieces won’t end in my lifetime, but I will explore until my last breath, and perhaps beyond. As I receive them, I look forward to sharing them with you.


  The picture that this puzzle will one day assemble has begun to take form and is more vivid than ever. What once appeared to be an overwhelming task, of seeking and learning truths, is no longer that. In fact, each piece of the puzzle brings more inner peace, more stillness and calmness in a world that seems to be needlessly struggling upstream against the river flow. Too many people spend their valuable time trying to swim upstream, as I once did. I am learning that fighting the current, or anything else for that matter, simply isn’t necessary.


  When you stop chasing the wrong things, you give the right things a chance to catch you.


  Learning and mastering the universal laws that have existed and will exist forever is the key to unlocking your full potential, succeeding without conflict, accomplishing without struggle, and achieving while in flow.


  I’m beginning to understand why some folks, more enlightened than I, speak and write in poetic metaphors. Forgive me, as I just emerged from one of my daily meditation rituals. I promise to float back and forth between that state of consciousness and my usual profane storytelling, combined with what I hope will be, some enlightening surprises along the way.


  Every book, of course, is written for a purpose. The purpose of the books in this series is that each of them will bring to you those newer pieces of the puzzle that I most recently discovered and explain them in their simplicity for anyone to use and enjoy. Believe me, if I can do this, anyone can. I will be reminding you of that throughout this read.


  In this book, I will reveal more about my journey toward spiritual enlightenment (which I have yet to attain), to show that anyone who wants it badly enough can reach higher levels of consciousness and have all that life has to offer. This book, like the last, will take you through some of my encounters. I will discuss what I think the evolution of consciousness has been for me and what I must do to reach my next level. We are energy beings forever, temporarily limited by a physical body while continuing to evolve in this realm. We are not a body with consciousness, but consciousness within a body.


  I invite you to come along with me, experience my learning process, and join me on my path. This book is focused on the concepts I have outlined and how they affect reality. There are plenty of stories within these chapters that may put most of the concepts in a useful, practical context. I hope you will enjoy the story of my journey; but more than that, I hope you will take away with you the concepts that speak most to you and use them to achieve everything you want, and more. My life’s dream has always been to write a book, and now here I am, working on my second. I never would have thought the subject matter would be this amazing, but that is part of what makes the experience so rich for me, and hopefully for you, the reader, as well.


  About two years or so has gone by since the publishing of the first book, and I am still not what I would consider an expert on all things metaphysical. I am a man going through his existence on earth with curiosity and a desire to learn about the secrets of the mind—not the brain, but the mind (it is very important that we differentiate the two early on). I enjoy learning as much as I can about universal laws, and putting them to the test whenever possible. That being said, I try never to write about anything I have not experienced. This book is a compilation of things I have learned from my mentors and have experienced myself. Blind faith is not something I am willing to put my trust in, and I don’t expect you to either.


  Take what is useful and meaningful to you from this book and leave the rest behind.


  Since the publishing of my first book, I have become a teacher and private coach of metaphysics. My qualifications come from my experiences, my research, and a newly printed diploma in metaphysical parapsychology which I’ve hanged proudly on my wall. I am working toward my doctorate in the same. Being a spiritual life coach is something I find very rewarding. Watching my clients achieve their own individual breakthroughs and awakenings has been my passion since the release of my first book.


  I chose to return to studying and learning in a big way. Besides working toward my doctorate, I have also gone to school to receive a master certification in life coaching, a master certification in Usui Reiki, and one in meditation. These formal trainings, in addition to all I have learned from my mentors, has put me on a path to share and to show how this information can be used in the practical world. (If you don’t know why those two phrases are in bold type, then you didn’t begin this series by reading my first book. If I hadn’t experienced all that I described in Book One, there could never have been a Book Two.)


  In addition to the above-mentioned certifications, I have kept up a personal study of quantum physics, reading a myriad of books and publications on the topic. I know there is always a way to bridge the gap between science and spirituality and I continue to seek them and find them, to the best of my ability. Physics at the quantum level is nothing like the basic Newtonian laws you and I may have studied in school. Everything behaves much differently at the subatomic level, almost magically. The more one understands the so-called “magic” at that minuscule level, the easier it becomes to understand the real magic we have access to in our world.


  In this book I often refer to my mediumship, which is still developing. I am by no means a professional medium, intuitive, clairvoyant, or the recipient of any other label you may choose to characterize any of my various so-called abilities by. It is common for me to have those experiences and I write about them, because they are often fascinating and sometimes humorous. It is my hope that you will find these books entertaining and informative.


  I do not consider myself special. Up until recently I would say that I have done nothing to be particularly deserving of these or any spiritual gifts. I was a regular guy who fought to get ahead and make a life for myself. As I mentioned previously, there was no going with the flow for me back then. It was all about the struggle. I fought for everything I had and everything I wanted to become. After many ups and downs, I eventually became what I thought successful meant. But just as I thought I’d made it, I had the first of several awakenings drop on my head like a load of bricks. My lifetime of experience has brought me full circle from atheism to being in a committed spiritual partnership with the collective consciousness and several beings on a higher plane of existence. In the first book I wrote how I got here; this second book will tell you what I’ve learned to do thereafter.


  I describe many of my life experiences in this book, and in that respect, it bears some similarity to the previous book. What makes this one different is how much more energy it contains. By energy I mean information: information regarding things I learned post-spiritual awakening, along with actual recipes for positively transforming oneself in this realm of existence. You will read about aspects of my personal transformation and how you may wish to adopt them yourself. This world we live in is becoming less complicated than I’d previously thought. What I once viewed as an enormous, overpowering entity, with the power to dictate, has now become something with which I feel in harmony.


  One of the greatest things I’ve learned recently is I can actually change my reality and guess what? You can too. Please, memorize this next statement. Write it down, email it, text it to yourself, say it aloud fifty times, get bumper stickers made with it. Wait a minute. Do they still make those? Anyway, do what you must to remember this. It is that important, and I didn’t make you wait until the end of the book to give it to you.


  One’s perception is one’s truth. Change your perception and you can change your truth. Change your truth and you have changed your reality.


  (Did I just channel a bit of Confucius?)


  I am certainly not by any means the first person to discover these truths. I’ll give you an example:


  I once watched an interview with basketball legend Michael Jordan. He was asked how it was that he could make those seemingly impossible three-point shots that most other NBA players couldn’t duplicate. At first, he said he wasn’t sure but then, he thought about it for a moment. And he said something that will stay with me forever. I will paraphrase his answer:


  “You see, sometimes I go out there on the court and the basket is just a basket. But there are other times when I am out there, and when I look at the basket, I don’t see a basket at all. I see a big, huge, oversized old bucket, and at those times I can’t miss a shot.”


  Michael Jordan’s perception of the basketball hoop was unlike that of almost everyone else. Such was a part of the secret of his success. He changed his perception of truth, and that altered his reality. Sounds rather simple, doesn’t it? Well, it is, and it isn’t. You see, for one to “see” the basketball hoop as that expanded size, one must truly believe it is that large. Regulation basketball hoops are 56.5 inches in circumference, but if one were in that “Jordan zone” or frame of mind, and, if someone were to ask how big the circumference of the basketball hoop is, one might answer 113 inches or even 226 inches. Who knows? And so, in simplicity, this is part of what made Michael Jordan so great: his ability to change or alter his perception of reality to what he wanted it to be, regardless of what it may be to the rest of us.


  When you finish reading this book, I hope you will have learned how to create your own 226-inch basketball hoop and, hopefully, never “miss a shot” again.


  Chapter 2


  First, You Must Suffer
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  Siddhartha Gautama Buddha was a king’s son who abandoned a life of pampering in order to seek enlightenment. Buddhists believe that no knowledge is won without sacrifice. In order to gain anything, you must first lose everything. The Buddha walked away from his father’s kingdom and wealth so he could experience the suffering of the common man. It was his belief that this is what had to be done for him to learn how to end suffering, and he eventually achieved a state of mind we refer to as “enlightenment.”


  Without suffering, one cannot experience enlightenment. This does not sit well with many because . . . who wants to suffer? Also, how much suffering must one do exactly? I tried to find an author who experienced his or her own spiritual awakening without suffering being a major factor in their transformation, but I was unsuccessful. The one commonality I found among them all was trauma and suffering.


  At first, I couldn’t understand why anyone would have to go through trauma or suffering to be spiritually awakened but after surrendering to this as fact, it became clear that the greater the suffering, the greater the awakening. Perhaps this is due in part to the duality of this scenario—certainly, going from one extreme to the other will add to the intensity of an event. My personal belief is that one must experience a sufficient amount of each and every human emotion before reaching higher levels of consciousness. Some of those emotions can only come about when tragedy occurs.


  You may be familiar with David Goggins, author of Can’t Hurt Me. In his book he tells the story of his suffering as a young man and how, later in life, he consciously chose to bring himself additional, self-induced pain. The first time I read his story I couldn’t see why someone would go down that path, but now I have a better understanding.


  To the best of my knowledge, Goggins does not refer to himself as awakened or enlightened, but I will. He is the only human on earth to voluntarily put himself three times through the US Military’s SEALS training known as “hell week” and live to talk about it. He speaks publicly about his extremely difficult childhood and how he had to go deep down inside himself to find answers. He may not describe it in these words, but that is a form of meditation. Turning off the outside world and going inside your own mind with the intent of rising above your own consciousness is the very same direction one takes to undergo a spiritual awakening. One takes these steps when one reaches the understanding that the outside world can only give you external, temporary gratification, but your inner self, which can rise above consciousness, is where your connection to the universe lies, and where long-lasting happiness, in the form of contentment, resides.


  Some folks don’t appreciate Goggins because he swears a lot. If you object to swearing, you may as well stop reading this book right now, tear it up, and use it to fire up the grill. Sometimes there is no better way to explain how something is without a swear word to emphasize it. This, I promise you, is not your old-fashioned spiritual book, and I am most certainly not your typical spiritual person. I will not sugarcoat life’s shit for you, nor will I tell you that once awakened all things come together in their perfect form. This book will take you through the depths of despair so as to provide you with the means of getting yourself out of there, and so far above that place that you will be free of the fear of ever descending to that level again. Furthermore, if you have had an easy, enjoyable life so far, where so many things were given to you, then I am going to ask you to put yourself through a version of “hell week,” to sacrifice as the Buddha once did, so you can experience an awakening of your own.


  Some Native American tribes, still to this day, have a ritual that induces self-induced suffering to cathartically bring you the answers you seek, including your purpose in this life, and/or awaken the warrior within. It is called the Hanbleceya, which I believe translates to “Vision Quest.” I know that there are various versions of this ritual from tribe to tribe, but I am presenting here the one I recently learned.


  Please note that this practice can be extremely dangerous, and is not something I would recommend although it does provide a concrete example of how self-induced pain can lead one to an awakening of consciousness.


  The person who is about to undergo this ritual is brought into the wilderness to an isolated place which has been prepared by elders of the tribe and made to be sacred. Four posts are secured in the ground, creating a square about ten feet by ten feet, and a vine connects the four posts. It is usually prepared under a large tree. The person must not leave the sacred place, and no one is allowed to enter the space other than the participant. Since the space is isolated and remote, it is unlikely anyone in the physical world would attempt to enter; however, participants must do their best to not allow in anyone from other realms either. They are stripped of everything. They remain there in prayer or meditation for up to four days without food, water, or clothing. The elders leave and return on the fourth day to retrieve the participant. At that time, during the recovery process, the elders debrief the participant and help them translate the spiritual information they received during their Vision Quest.


  When you think about it, this sounds remarkably similar to what the Buddha put himself through when he sat for an indefinite period under the Bodhi Tree to seek his answers.


  Most of the awakened folks I know personally do not reveal the struggles that got them to where they are, and I respect their reticence. It is not easy to put yourself out there in that manner. I chose to do it again in this book for a couple of reasons. One is that most people who I interacted with after reading the first book, could identify with my traumas. They also appreciated reading how I got past them.


  Sometimes, the conscious mind tries to help you survive trauma by blocking the memory out. Even if your conscious mind may not recall, your subconscious will. A scent, a word, or a sound may take you right back to that point in time and act as a psychological trigger bringing you back to relive your trauma in your present moment. Even the unfortunate events that for many years you think you have successfully repressed can return in an instant. In severe cases, someone can become completely delusional and actually believe they are reliving that moment of trauma all over again with the same people who were present during the event, only to come out of it later and realize that they were actually surrounded by friends and family. PTSD lives in your nervous system for a long time, but I am here to tell you it can be overcome.


  In my first book I described my near-death experience (NDE). After publishing, I recently spoke to my mom about the incident in detail. Which was quite a shock for me because at one point she was in denial. She and I hadn’t spoken about it until after the release of the first book, some thirty years after the incident took place. She told me how she had not been allowed to ride inside the ambulance with me—instead, the police gave her an escort as they drove behind the ambulance. Every so often the ambulance pulled over to the side of the road to “work” on me. In those days, I was told, they would stop an ambulance en route to the hospital to resuscitate you by means of defibrillator paddles that deliver an electric shock to the heart. The ambulance stopped in a number of locations; my mother could not recall whether it happened two times or three. I do not understand why these brushes with death are referred to as “near deaths”; they are very real deaths, I assure you. That was when I first saw and experienced the Light. I also saw myself from above, looking down at my lifeless body in my dad’s arms.


  Life is a precious gift that should never be taken for granted and should be preserved at all costs. One should never risk death for a spiritual ritual, to seek answers, or for any reason whatsoever. However, that being said, when death becomes inevitable it should not be something we fear. My death changed my life, but I was lucky enough to come back, live on, and grow as a result of that change. I imagine most people are not so fortunate.


  Our connection with our higher consciousness—or our “God-mind,” as it was called in one of my philosophy classes—is the point at which you and I derive the power to be the co-creators of the universe we are meant to be. Using your ability to co-create using your “God-mind” is something we will explore in detail later in this book. That is one part of enlightenment. You will learn how to do this by reading this book. I am not yet an enlightened being by any means, but I have had significant, spiritual awakenings that I will share with you. But first—as I say and have experienced, and as I have learned to accept—first, you must suffer.


  1.) From Sea to Shining Sea


  I did not learn to swim until I was about six years old. For some reason I had difficulty wrapping my head around the idea that a person could float on water. I have always had an analytical mind that would not let go of the things I thought about. If something did not make sense to me, grasping its physical aspect was difficult. I remember it was the same for me when it came to learning to ride a bike. It seemed unnatural to glide on two wheels when all other means of transport seemed to require four. Seriously—how was I supposed to do that?


  I eventually got the hang of swimming, and I really took to it and enjoyed it when we frequented the pool. About two or three years later we took a family vacation at the beach. I was excited about trying out my new skill set in a different body of water, especially one that moved all by itself. Pretty cool, I thought. On the first day out there, I was amazed at the ocean and how its waves would wash up on shore, and I recall learning how to body surf by watching some of the other kids doing it. I wanted to stay in the water all day, but eventually it was time to head back to the hotel and I was hungry. I remember that swimming made me super hungry. We returned to the hotel, ate, and went to sleep.


  At the crack of dawn I awoke, excited for my parents to get up and take us back to the ocean. Once we returned to the beach and set things up, my father went to speak with the lifeguard. I had no idea why, or what they could have been talking about. I just wanted to swim. My father came back to our large beach towel and announced that the undertow was bad that day and we should all be careful.


  Before I share with you what happened next, I will need to furnish you with some insight into my dad. Both of my parents came from extremely poor families. I give them credit for escaping the slums before my brother and I were born. Right after high school my dad signed up for the US Navy. He chose the military because there was no way he could afford college on his own, and the Navy would pay for school in return for about six years of his life. He took the deal. He was a tough guy growing up. He had to be, to survive his neighborhood.


  As a direct result of Naval training, my father became an outstanding swimmer. He was always in top physical condition. As a kid he would cut classes regularly to go to the gym. The Navy eventually stationed him on a battleship just outside of Cuba.


  This was during the time of the Cuban missile crisis—a pivotal moment in United States history. The US and the Soviet Union had nuclear weapons pointed at one another in a stalemate situation. If either country launched their nukes toward the other’s homeland, the other country would have enough time to counterattack with their nukes. Everyone acknowledged that there was enough nuclear firepower to destroy everyone in both countries as well as doing so much damage to the earth that it would only be a matter of time before humanity became extinct. This standoff has been described as “Mutually Assured Destruction,” or MAD.


  But Russia had an idea. Since Russia and Cuba were common enemies of the United States, the two countries bonded together. I suppose they subscribed to the belief that “The enemy of my enemy is my friend.” The US had previously wanted to see the Cuban government dismantled and overthrown by its own people, so they secretly assisted the civilian rebels of Cuba who were trying to do just that. The Cuban government responded to this threat by having their own secret meetings with Russia, making a deal that would allow Russia to place nuclear bombs on Cuban soil, with as many soldiers as a Russian fleet could transport to remain nearby and watch over them. If this were done it could have been catastrophic for the United States. The island of Cuba is situated less than five hundred miles from the US. If Russia possessed nukes on Cuban soil, they could launch them so quickly that the US would not have time to respond—Russia could defeat the US in a rapid nuclear military strike and at least partially survive. Today our technology is much more advanced and capable of dealing with an attack of this nature, but back then it would have been a virtual checkmate for America.


  An entire fleet of US nuclear warships—my dad serving on one of them—was stationed just off the coast of Cuba to prevent the Russians from getting through with their missiles. The Russian ships and military were already en route to Cuba.


  The US president at this time was John F. Kennedy, and I do not think a single person in our country envied him having to make the decision that came next. The Russian battleships heading to Cuba with the nukes on board showed no signs of slowing down or turning around. They came full force toward our battleships—and my father. It certainly looked like we were headed for all-out war in the Atlantic Ocean. Our military alerted the Russians that we were “standing our ground,” and if they tried to come within a certain radius of any of our naval vessels, they would be attacked with full force. The leader of the Soviet Union, Nikita Khrushchev, showed no signs of caring what would ensue, and his ships continued at full speed toward the US battleships. The clock was ticking, and Kennedy would have to make a call that no president wants to make.


  With the Russian ships about twenty-four hours away from confrontational waters, my dad was standing night watch. At the same time, a huge hurricane-type storm with high winds was approaching the US fleet. The storm would arrive before the Russians, so the first objective was to weather the storm with our warships intact. When the storm hit, my dad was on deck. The severe winds knocked him off his post, with waves crashing violently on the side of the boat. Sailors were falling overboard, one after another, with basically no chance of survival.


  As the huge ship rocked back and forth and waves came up over the sides, my father managed to make his way to a metal guardrail. With no other option, among the high velocity winds and the sheer force of the water crashing onto the deck, my dad wrapped his arms and legs around a large metal pole and literally held on for his life. There was no way to make it below deck until the storm had passed.


  It took every ounce of strength to maintain his grip. The storm continued for hours. President Kennedy was updated regularly on the condition of our ships and the loss of crewmembers who had become casualties of the storm. My father continued to hold on for as long as he could, but fatigue was setting in quickly and he was fighting to stay awake. Every now and then the screams of another man falling overboard would remind him of the sheer hell in which he found himself. He began to grow more and more tired and struggled to stay awake. Finally, he was almost ready to give up and let himself be washed away and perish.


  Just as he was about to accept his fate, he was slapped across the face. It was a hard slap. His adrenaline surged as someone, or something continued to slap his face repeatedly. It would not stop. He could see nothing. In fact, he could not really open his eyes, due to the seawater crashing into his face along with the heavy rains. The hitting, punching, and slapping of his face went on for hours. It seemed to worsen each time he began to nod off as he clung to the pole, fighting for his life.


  Uncertain as to how much time had passed, my dad awoke with his arms still wrapped around the pole and the sun shining on his face. Completely exhausted and dehydrated, he heard someone calling his name. The other crewmembers had come to his rescue—he was one of the few who had survived being on deck that night. He told them he had barely held on all night, but each time he was about to fall asleep something violently slapped him across the face. Someone made a joke about divine intervention. As they helped him to his feet, a large fish fell out from under his vest onto the deck of the ship. The fish was dead, having gotten lodged upside down in his clothing with its tail directly under his chin. Fighting for its own life for many hours by thrusting itself back and forth trying to get back into the water, it had saved my dad’s life. Every so often the water must have been so high that the head of the fish remained under water, but his tail and my dad’s head were above it. It created a “perfect storm” during the perfect storm.


  As a couple of the crewmembers continued to carry my dad belowdecks to receive much-needed medical attention, one of the other sailors kicked the carcass of the dead fish overboard. If he only had known just how valuable that fish was. My father believed that the unintended interventions of that fish constituted a real-life miracle. He continued to cherish that belief right up until the day he died of natural causes some forty years later. And in case you were wondering how the Cuban missile crisis ended, when Khrushchev saw that the storm did not deter the US warships in the slightest, and President Kennedy gave the Navy the order to move towards the Russian ships in full attack mode, the Russians were immediately ordered by their leader to turn their ships around in full retreat back to the Soviet Union. One small win for a man and one huge win for mankind.


  Let us return to the beach on that beautiful sunny day with the warning of the very bad oceanic undertow. I wanted to get into that water so badly. My father explained what an undertow was, but I ignored his caution and went out swimming. My mom asked my dad to accompany and keep an eye on me. After swimming around for a while, I noticed that I was getting farther out to sea than the other swimmers. I heard a lifeguard blowing his whistle, though I didn’t know if it was meant for me; but I did notice I was all alone, a small boy far into the ocean. I began to swim toward shore but soon realized I was not getting any closer to the beach. Something was wrong. I began to swim again straight in toward shore but I was getting nowhere fast and started to get tired. At this point I had been treading water for a while.


  I screamed but no one heard me. I swam but got nowhere. No other swimmers remained in the water but me. I recall my dad was wearing bright red trunks that day. I saw them on the shore. I waved for help. I figured either the lifeguard on duty or my dad would see me. I yelled and screamed with my hands in the air, but they could not hear me. Did anyone know I was out there? I was about to panic, and if I had done so, I would have died. My heart began to race because I knew that if I just stayed still and waved for help, I would continue to move farther out to sea.


  I looked at the lifeguard and waved my hands in the air again. It was pointless to scream: no one could hear me. I do not know why that lifeguard never turned his head my way. I was off to his far left and he kept blowing his whistle at someone on his right. What the fuck? I thought. Do your damn job, man! I looked back at my dad, and he was looking my way. I waved frantically for him to come get me. He was Goddamn-navy-superman for fuck’s sake. Get your ass out here! He did not come out, but he pointed to the left. He was telling me to swim on an angle to shore. I did not understand that at the time. I was completely fucking petrified. Was no one going to come for me? Not even my own dad? The adrenaline kicked in. My heart began to race; I knew I was about to die.


  At that moment something happened that I will never forget. A feeling of calmness took over my physical body. A visual of me swimming on an angle to shore came into my mind and my strength was restored. I had received a message from above. The full message I received was: Calm down, swim at an angle, take as much time as you need, there is no rush to get yourself on land. And that is exactly what I did. I knew I had to follow those instructions or die.


  I swam very slowly to my right (my dad’s left), at an angle, all the way to shore, and collapsed. Lying there catching my breath, I heard people ask if I was okay, but I remembered that I was never to speak to strangers, so I just got up quickly and began walking. I had no idea where I was or how far down the beach I had swum. It had taken me an exceptionally long time to get to shore—I had had to swim slowly and away from where my dad was standing. Not only did he not come get me, but he did not walk down the beach to follow me as I swam, not even just to make sure I didn’t drown. Now I was fucking lost. The panic kicked right back in.


  So I walked and walked and walked some more. Was it possible that I had swum that far from where my dad and my family were on land? The beach was crowded that day, and even more so since no one at that point was allowed in the ocean. I was getting tired again and panicking that I would not find my family. Remember, I was just a child. I kept walking and the clouds began to set in, the sky became overcast. People started to pack up their stuff and head indoors. There must have been a storm on the way—probably the reason for the undertow in the first place. I began to think that my family might have left without me. I realize today that this was a far-fetched notion, but again, I was just a kid.


  I continued down the beach and although I must have found my family eventually, I cannot recall that actually happening. The last thing I remember was walking down that beach alone. That’s it.


  The worst part of it all was the fact that no one came for me. No one came when I was about to drown; nor did they come when I was lost. It was just me, my will to survive, and my small footsteps in the sand. I learned early in life that I could only count on me. No one was going to come for me. I suppose in a strange way this turned out to be a good life lesson, one I would need to apply from that day forward.


  2.) Are you okay?


  The year was 2000. It was called the year the world would end, dubbed “Y2K” by the media. I found the notion comical that every single computer would break down because their internal calendars would only go up to the last day of 1999. I remember sitting around on New Year’s Eve waiting for everything to go berserk. I somehow knew that the great chaos predicted by some wasn’t going to happen, but I was prepared in case it did. PTSD can make one hypervigilant, after all. I moved out of New York City and relocated to New Jersey. I was still working for the man we will call “Vinny,” but I had managed to save up enough money to open a few small businesses of my own. They were successful, and I was thinking this would be the way I would transition to being my own boss, and not having to deal with the bullshit that went along with working for shady characters like some of Vinny’s so-called “associates” in the bar business.


  By the year 2000, my business partner and I had three brick-and-mortar businesses that were all thriving. In addition to that I was still making money working with Vinny, so financially things were good. They were, in fact, very good. At that point in my young life, I could practically purchase anything I wanted. However, a nagging thought from a familiar, friendly voice was urging me to sell the businesses. You might recall from the first book that this particular friend (a spiritual guide) always gave me lifesaving advice; even though he seemed to only reside in my head, and I rarely chose to believe he was real, he always came through with good counsel about the right things to do especially in the worst of times. Furthermore, according to him, this selling of my businesses needed to happen soon. I didn’t understand. I knew this voice; I knew it had helped me previously; but, why sell? And why now, of all times? We were on top of the world, or so I thought. Business was thriving.


  Time passed by and it was now the middle of 2001. My first child was born. I was elated. This little, tiny human was my new reason for living, my new reason to make positive changes in my life; a new reason to get as far away as possible from Vinny and that rock star, all-night-partying lifestyle. That and the fact that these people could literally hurt or kill me if they wished. Fortunately, I was always respectful and
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