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“A powerful and deeply moving exploration of the farthest frontiers of human consciousness. With fearless honesty and poetic clarity, Atwater weaves together personal experience, scholarly depth, and spiritual insight to reveal a universe far more interconnected and mysterious than we imagine. More than a groundbreaking contribution to near-death studies and ufology, this book is a compelling invitation to expand our very understanding of reality. This book is profound, accessible, and an unforgettable essential read.”

JEFFREY LONG, MD, AUTHOR OF EVIDENCE OF THE AFTERLIFE

“Atwater ventures into one of the most overlooked and yet vital frontiers of human experience. With her characteristic courage and clarity, she brings together two phenomena long treated as separate and reveals their deep structural relationship. This book expands the conversation far beyond survival after death or extraterrestrial contact. Atwater has given us a work of lasting importance—courageous, integrative, and profoundly illuminating.”

JIM BRUTON, AUTHOR OF THE IN BETWEEN

“Aliens and the Near-Death Experience by P. M. H. Atwater is genius. While there are scores of books about NDEs and alien abductions, there has never been a book about people who have experienced both these phenomena until now.”

MARK ANTHONY, JD, AUTHOR OF THE AFTERLIFE FREQUENCY

“Atwater takes an unblinking, bold look at how the nature of the NDE opens us up to communication with aliens and the aftereffects of that contact. Her never-before-released conversations with Arrakkus give us a rare insight into into her, as well as our own, alien history, biology, and technology.”

SCOTT TAYLOR, EDD, AMERICA’S FOREMOST FACILITATOR OF
NEAR-DEATH AND SHARED DEATH MEDITATIONS AND RETREATS

“This book provides profound insights into the relationship between NDE and ET/UFO experiences. At this juncture on Earth, humanity deserves to know deeper truths regarding who we are and how we fit in the cosmos. While information in this book may be jarring and shocking, its wisdom of authentic personal experience is essential now for humanity’s global awakening. It’s brilliant!”

CYNTHIA SUE LARSON, AUTHOR OF QUANTUM JUMPS

“Destined to become a classic—a groundbreaking work at the crossroads of the mystical and the mysterious. P. M. H. Atwater continues to blaze trails where few dare to look, shedding compassionate light on the most unconventional, yet profoundly transformative, intersections of human experience.”

A. J. PARR, SPIRITUAL JOURNALIST, PODCAST HOST, AND
COAUTHOR OF AN URGENT MESSAGE FOR HUMANITY

“Atwater’s book is a must-read for anyone interested in the topics of the relationship between NDEs and UFOs as well as the relationship between consciousness and the contact modalities. Highly recommended.”

REINERIO (REY) HERNANDEZ, DIRECTOR OF CONSCIOUSNESS
AND CONTACT RESEARCH INSTITUTE (CCRI)

“Atwater masterfully weaves together anecdotal insight with scholarly research, validating the well-documented correlation between alien encounters and near-death experiences. This is a paradigm-shifting volume for the ages!”

ALEXIS BROOKS, JOURNALIST AND AUTHOR OF CONSCIOUS MUSINGS
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by Stanley Krippner, PhD

P. M. H. Atwater, LHD, is a renowned researcher and author who has dedicated much of her life to understanding the phenomenon of near-death experiences (NDEs). Over four decades, she has interviewed numerous individuals who have reported NDEs, meticulously documenting their accounts, and analyzing the common threads and patterns that emerge from these extraordinary experiences. While Atwater’s work primarily focuses on NDEs, she has also explored the intriguing connection between NDEs and the “aliens” who supposedly inhabit unidentified anomalous phenomena (UAP), previously known as unidentified flying objects (UFOs). This remarkable book delves into this aspect of Atwater’s research, examines the nature of NDEs, explores the potential links between NDEs and encounters with aliens, and discusses the implications of these findings for a deeper understanding of humans and their potential. As such, it celebrates the confluence of the extraordinary.

As she recounts in this book, P. M. H. Atwater’s own NDEs in 1977 served as a catalyst for her assiduous exploration of this enigmatic phenomenon. Having experienced the profound transformative effects of NDEs firsthand, she embarked on a mission to collect and analyze the accounts of others who had undergone similar experiences. Through her extensive research, Atwater has identified common elements often reported in NDEs, such as out-of-body experiences, encounters with deceased loved ones, life reviews, and a sense of overwhelming love and peace. Her work shed light on the psychological, spiritual, and even physiological aspects of NDEs, challenging many of the conventional notions of consciousness, such as the assumption that mental phenomena start and end in the brain.

Atwater’s research has been widely recognized and cited in both academic and lay circles. An earlier publication, The Big Book of Near-Death Experiences, is considered a seminal work in the field, providing a comprehensive overview of NDEs and their implications. Atwater’s findings have been featured in numerous documentaries, articles, and interviews, contributing significantly to public awareness and understanding of this fascinating topic. I have had the good fortune of meeting Atwater at professional conferences, where her discussions of these phenomena were marked by clarity, edification, and wit.

One of the most intriguing aspects of Atwater’s research is her exploration of the potential connection between NDEs and encounters with aliens. In this book, Atwater presents case studies of thirty-eight individuals who have reported NDEs that involved encounters with aliens and UFOs. These accounts often describe interactions with “beings of light,” telepathic communication, and journeys to otherworldly realms. Atwater’s interviews, as published here, use virtually all of the exact words provided by her participants. Each of these vignettes stands as first-person testimony in regard to singular human experiences that are the vanguard of consciousness studies.

These interviews allow Atwater’s readers to observe common themes, such as the commonality of childhood trauma, disturbances of electrical household appliances, initiatory aspects of the experience, and the similarities of the aliens’ bodily features. The psychological term “fantasy-prone” may well apply to many of these UFO experiencers, making them “encounter-prone.” These terms may apply to Atwater herself, as she describes her three seminal NDEs that occurred in 1977.

When reading any of these accounts, one needs to be both open-minded and critical-minded. But to keep asking oneself, “Did that really happen?” is to miss the lived-in quality of those intriguing accounts. Once readers complete each interview, they might ask whether this could have been a daydream, a waking fantasy, a dream that was so vivid it seemed like waking reality, a report triggered by the “demand characteristics” of hypnotically suggested memory retrieval, or—indeed—a fairly accurate recounting of an extraordinary experience, albeit one that could well occur in tandem with one or more of the other cited factors.

These caveats need to be kept in mind should some readers, on reflection, recall similar experiences. But it is of paramount importance that readers pay attention to the sequelae described by many of the UFO experiencers—increased empathy, compassion, and a sense of universal connection. Individuals who have had NDEs or alien encounters often report a heightened awareness of their surroundings, an increased sensitivity to energy and vibrations, and a greater appreciation of the interconnectedness of all things. These similarities strike me as evidence that the UFO experiencers have become a so-called archetype, a phenomenon deeply rooted in the human psyche, along with other archetypes as the “Great Earth Mother,” the “Wise Old Man,” and the “Hero’s Journey.”

The confluence of NDEs and alien encounters presents a fertile ground for further research and exploration. As our understanding of these phenomena evolves, it is crucial to approach these reports with both curiosity and rigor. While some may dismiss NDEs and alien encounters as mere hallucinations or delusions, the profound transformative effects they have on individuals cannot be ignored.

As researchers continue to investigate the NDE-alien connection, it is essential to consider the potential implications of these findings for various fields, including psychology, neuroscience, philosophy, psychotherapy, and even theology. These studies may offer valuable insights into the nature of consciousness, the relationship between mind, matter, and the potential for non-local communication and interdimensional travel. By embracing a multidisciplinary approach and fostering collaboration between UFO experiencers and researchers from diverse backgrounds, we can unlock the full potential of these extraordinary experiences. Atwater’s remarkable patience, her excellent listening skills, and her adroit inquiring mode give her a paramount place among researchers who are expanding our understanding of humanity’s place within the cosmic tapestry.

STANLEY KRIPPNER, PHD, was the 2002 Recipient of the American Psychological Association’s Award for Distinguished Contributions to the International Advancement of Psychology. He has received Lifetime Achievement Awards from the Parapsychological Association, the International Association for the Study of Dreams, and the Society for Humanistic Psychology as well as the Society for Psychological Hypnosis Award for Distinguished Contributions to Professional Hypnosis. He is the coauthor of the award-winning book Personal Mythology and co-editor of the award-winning book Varieties of Anomalous Experience.
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It was a Saturday morning. Early. A bunch of us drove the rough roads north and somewhat east of Mountain Home, Idaho, looking for that ledge folks talked about where a UFO landed, stayed a while, then instantly gone. To the west of us was the Air Force Base itself, a large government installation. Lots of planes, fuel, armaments.

We wondered about that. A UFO here, of all places. Seemed odd, but maybe it wasn’t. Maybe that UFO was looking over the terrain for a reason.

Dusty. No maintenance crew had worked these roads for what seemed like a very long time. Then one guy yelled: “I bet that’s it. Up there. Fills the bill for what we were told to look for.” So up we went. Not really a road, but we drove it anyway.

There it was. The place. You could tell. Four burned-out pod marks, big ones. Burned deeply into the soil. The smell of it left no doubt. Several brought along a Geiger counter. The thing went nuts. We all spread out, examining the ground. Trundled plants everywhere. Marks showed that something had landed, stayed a while, then . . . off it went.

We’d found a secret. Not the good kind. Something had happened here, and we had no way to report it that would make any sense. Who’d believe us? Could we even believe it?



[image: Part I; Personal Questions with No Answers]


[image: 1; The Days of Flash Gordon and Newspaper Stories]

My claim to fame was being born in Southern Idaho in 1937, ten years before Kenneth Arnold, a fellow Idahoan, saw nine bright saucer-like ships flying at ten thousand feet over mountainous terrain. Since most of Idaho fits that description, we all had a feeling those little saucers were busy flying around just about everywhere.

As a youngster, Flash Gordon was a popular serialized story carried in weeklies. Orson Welles’s masterpiece War of Worlds had convinced anyone, actually I mean just about everyone within hearing distance of a radio, that our planet was being invaded by UFOs with strange beings hell-bent on destroying humans, all of us, them, people, a takeover of the world. People were so frightened that Welles was punished, and so were the radio executives who okayed the story and its presentation. Too late as an apology but not so late so as to secure Welles’s standing as the bravest, strongest, most outlandish storyteller in existence.

Echoes of this tragedy-turned-sensation continued to make news for countless years, always background noise for the next revelation or flying saucer report. I grew up at the tail end of this aftermath. Then, in 1947, the Twin Falls Times-News carried a headline: “Heads Up Folks! The Discs Are Flying Again.” John Brosnan was the reporter.

Times-News engraver Vic Goertzen drew this rendition of a flying saucer L. W. Hawkins and his sons said they saw flying in August 1947 in the Snake River Canyon near Auger Falls.
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Fig. 1.1. Flying Saucer Reported Flashing Down Canyon At 100 Miles Per Hour—Two Others Are Seen



Just as Magic Valley and the nation were starting to let go of lampposts after reeling under a welter of flying saucer reports, two more Twin Falls County men revived speculation on the mystery with vivid descriptions of discs they saw.

From A. C. Urie, who operates the Auger Falls Trout Farm, six miles west of Blue Lakes Ranch to Snake River Canyon, came perhaps the most detailed account of any of the fast-flying objects the nation has yet produced.

The flying saucer Urie saw was skimming along through Snake River Canyon at a height of about 75 feet at 1:00 p.m. Wednesday. At 9:30 a.m. the same day, L. W. Hawkins, Twin Falls county commissioner and former county sheriff, also saw two circular objects soaring along at great speeds near Salmon dam, 40 miles southwest of Twin Falls.

Here is Urie’s eye-witness description of the flying discs, seen by him and his sons Keith, 8, and Billy, 10:

“I obtained a close-up view of the flying saucer as it passed the trout farm at 1:00 p.m. August 13th going down Snake River Canyon at a height of about 75 feet from the canyon floor. I would estimate the speed about a 1,000 miles per hour.”

Urie explained that the incident occurred while the two boys were coming across the river from the north side in a boat. He had become concerned about what was delaying them, and walked toward the river to see if they were all right. “I had a side view of a distance of about 300 feet and almost was level with the thing,” he continued. “Two of my boys, Keith and Billy, were below me, and they also saw it at about a right angle. They both saw a lower and a side view, and we were staring at it from the north side of the facing toward the north. The boys saw it coming from about a half mile up the canyon, and we all lost sight of it in less than a mile.”

While the impression was still vivid in their minds, the three all got together and made rough sketches of what they had seen. These in turn were the basis of the artist’s conception of the strange affair by Vic Goertzen of Twin Falls for the Times-News.

“The canyon floor underneath at that particular point was that it rode up and down over the hills and hollows at a speed indicating some type of control faster than the reflexes of man. It is my opinion it is guided by some type of instruments and must be powered by atomic energy, as it made very little noise—just a s-w-i-s-h when it passed by.”

Urie described the size as about 20 feet long by 10 feet wide, giving it an oblong shape. It might be described as looking at an inverted pie-plate, or broad-brimmed straw hat that had been compressed from two sides.

Pressed for his opinion of just what it was, he said he was convinced there was something to this “flying saucer” situation. “I know a number of people who have seen them, and I know now that they’re not just imagining seeing these things or trying to get their names in the paper. I do know that it scared my boys, and made them feel uneasy,” he added.

Tracing down a rumor that County Commissioner Hawkins had seen an unusual object in the air on the same day as Urie’s experience, the Times-News called him at his Filer home. “Yes I did,” he replied without hesitation. “I’ll have to admit, I’ve been skeptical all along until I saw it with my own eyes. I can’t say what it was, but I can say there is something in the air.”

Hawkins related that while at Salmon Dam Wednesday morning, a sound resembling that of an echo of a motor caused him to look upward, and there he saw two circular objects that reflected light. They were traveling at a great speed, and higher than most airplanes, according to Hawkins.

Aside from this, he declined to add details, except to say, “There’s something in the air.”

His general description, however, corresponded closely to hundreds of persons who reported seeing “flying saucers,” after Kenneth Arnold, Boise businessman, touched a deluge by telling of coming upon nine disc-like objects while he was flying in his private plane in Washington.

Thereafter the nation became increasingly “flying saucer” conscious creating a state of mind for four teen age Twin Falls boys to cause a mild sensation when they built a model flying disc and tossed [it] in a local yard July 10th. This was subsequently revealed as a hoax, following the investigation by the Army and the FBI.

Thereafter, the saucer reports tapered off into a few scattered incidents until the question was revived by this week’s occurrences. Speculation has ranged from mention that the discs could be Army-Navy guided missile experiments, or they could be experiments by some foreign country, to something out of this world. Whatever they are, a lot of people have seen something.

I grew up thinking Snake River Canyon belonged to me, well, at least part of it did, since I was born about three-quarters of a mile from its lip in a clinic that no longer exists. World War II upended everyone’s life, followed by the nightmare of Pearl Harbor. Rationing, victory gardens, war bonds, air-raid drills. Wardens even knocked on your door at night to make certain no one inside smoked or had any kind of light on. Buying war bonds became the in thing; even kids like me emptied their penny jars to help in the war effort.

So much fear. So much death. The Allies won. That meant I could be a kid again, finally, and grow up like any kid does. Flying saucers? The world seemed to forget what happened in 1947—at least for a while.
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Could there be anything more important to a woman of eighteen than great lipstick, gorgeous hair, and clothes that revealed all you had to reveal?

Forget extraterrestrials and their ships. I wanted guys to whistle at me and think “beautiful chick.” My beauty parade ended flatly when I had an opportunity to take up skiing at the South Hills—I mean way south. I rented equipment and joined friends, determined to have a Saturday like no other. There was a rope tow up Magic Mountain. Nothing fancy for beginners like me. Just grab that rope and up you’d go. The fancy stuff was for those who knew what they were doing and skied like pros. I just barely managed to hold on to both slats of wood. When I jumped off the tow, challenge number one was to pretend that I knew what I was doing. Not hard to do, actually. Down. That’s where I wanted to go, down that really big, wide bank of snow spread out before me. How? Just do it. That’s what others did. They just cut loose, and off they went. Well, if they could do it, I could, too. So, I did. Just like that. Down I went.

You might know some crazy idiot would stop in my path to adjust his boots. I screamed. Too late. I can honestly say when my soon-to-be husband and I first met . . . we fell for each other. He spent the rest of the day teaching me how to curve around the slope without killing anyone.

If you love adventure, just get married. Ours was a big church wedding followed by police cars chasing us as we broke all laws, scooting out of town and zooming right onto the tarmac to a Cessna waiting for us to board. The pilot helped us as we managed to close doors, aim for the runway as a flank of police cars chased us right up to take off. We thought for sure there would be a crash. Nope. The police held back as we flew away, headed to a car waiting for us in Nevada. A good friend piloted the plane. We made it free and clear. Had we hesitated, even for a minute, my dad admitted he was going to jail us overnight—just as a joke. He never got the chance. We made it out of Idaho and into Nevada, where our car waited for “the honeymoon couple” to catch up. Our drive to Las Vegas was great, including time off to visit Nellis Air Force Base and collect rocks.

Beginnings are like that. Magic. Wedding gifts handily filled our new kitchen and bedroom, all kinds of dishes, even two toasters. They were identical. We gave one away. A promise from landowners in Illinois guaranteed us a farm in Sucker Flats, just outside Filer. They were called “Sucker Flats” because no one thought this scrub brush would ever be worth anything. Only those silly folk from Illinois. Bankers. As things turned out, scrub brush could be tilled, worked with. The uninformed made millions. If you could rent a farm there, show the owners what you could do, this was a chance of a lifetime. Prayer answered. We got one of those rentals, and we were ecstatic!

We moved into a wonderful house with a large basement, garage, lawns, place for a garden and flowers. In two years, two kids—“Pete and Repete” my husband called them. Funny. Then one winter it rained nonstop. The cattle we bought as feeders to fatten for the winter wound up mired in mud, every day, every week, every month. We lost our shirts in payoffs—selling cattle for less than we paid for them. Our landlords felt sorry for us, so they built a state-of-the-art barn, one made-to-order for milkers. We bought enough cows to guarantee calves with just a few bulls. Milkers indeed. With the milking system we now had, and if you tended the times right and were willing to work hard, you could have enough milk and cream to make a good living and establish yourself as someone to be trusted.

Our dream of good crops finally paid off. We hired help, had a house for a man and his family, tractors, everything we needed to enlarge our spread and impress owners for a land contract. My muscle drove tractors (which terrified me), mowed large lawns (which was beyond my ability to handle). Two babies, house cleaning, baking everything from scratch, dealing with a washing machine that only worked on occasion, a clothes dryer that defied description, pet dogs, pet cats, plus extra farm work. I folded. A really tough broad I wasn’t. Folks claimed I was too citified.

One day a range fire broke out. Maybe around 10 or 11 a.m. Out our large living room window, I could see flames eating up range land in the far west. A growing dark. I ran out the back door and managed to unpin a large wash hanging on long lines, grabbing kids and pets, stuffing everything I could inside, shutting doors, windows. Then it happened. Twelve noon and everything turned black. No sky. Black. Nothing there. No cars. No people. No trucks. No hope. Only a solid black nothingness. I’ve never seen the likes of this before or since. I’ve seen range fires before, forest fires, barns ablaze, but nothing like this. The terror stays with you.

When we lost our farm, I felt bad at first. I knew how much we tried, people we hired, worked from dawn till dusk. Everyday. Neighbors were for real back then. Everyone helped each other. One guy smothered to death when a haystack collapsed. He couldn’t get out. We lived close enough that we went to help. Too late. Such grief. Middle-aged. Had a wife, kids. Don’t know if he had insurance. The next morning, I brought enough cooked food to feed everyone: muffins, fried eggs, fried potatoes, greens. All of us did this, helped each other. So we lost our lease. Gave everything our all, but as things turned out, it was not enough. Good friends won our prize farm. Landlords didn’t understand the crux of our story, but our friends did. We had managed the soil, built it up year after year. Got it to the point when you could at last make a profit from the place. Not us, though. Friends got the place. Illinois bankers didn’t understand soil and what it takes to build up a rich loam.

So we tried custom farming. Used our equipment to help other farmers bring in their crops, bale hay, whatever needed doing. Seemed to work well, yet it didn’t take long before what we put out in energy and commitment never added back to even a living wage. In a huge farm sale, we sold off everything. Even with a top-notch auctioneer and a good crowd, hardly an extra cent bought a thing. The two of us, plus our kids, stood there, watching, as everything in our world disappeared.

We found acreage near the railroad tracks, halfway to the city of Twin Falls. We tilled it some, but finally my husband got a job driving a taxi, and I got a job with a bean-broker (yes, you read that right, beans replaced money in large purchases). Our main source in the company I worked for—brokers in Cuba before Fidel Castro’s takeover of the country. Our kids went to a one-room school, all grades in the same room, same teacher. Yes, it worked. That teacher really did a great job, and the kids really learned. A third child came, so small we kept her in a doll cradle. Had a huge garden. Practiced no-till gardening with flowers fencing off the good stuff from bugs who had other ideas. I always left a tenth of everything for the bugs so they could eat, too. I canned and froze so much food from our garden, plus leftovers gleaned from orchards, that we had plenty of food. Plus we almost always got an elk tag in the annual statewide drawing for a ticket to kill one. This meant our food bill for a family of five was never over fifteen dollars in any given month including December. Plus, we either raised or shot our own meat. If we were lucky, the whole family could be there when a kill was needed. Barnyard. All of us sitting near the animal to be shot and always giving that animal our thanks and our love. And every time we did this, the animal stood still, died quickly, its meat tender and sweet. If you honor your food, it will honor you.

We lost everything again. Just couldn’t make enough money from that acreage to pay our bills and have a life. So we sold the place and moved first to Nyssa, Oregon, then to Boise, the state capital. My husband worked for a gas distributor in Nyssa who charged more to those who had more, and less to those who had less. He manipulated all prices accordingly. That struck us as wrong. You can make deals, but the base price should be the same for everyone. Advertisements—same deal. We couldn’t handle his way of handling money. He bragged about being a good Catholic. Said he took care of everyone. Oh?

Living there gave us an opportunity to experience winds of around a hundred miles per hour or more. Usually more. Took off roofs. Sometimes it collapsed buildings. We were saved because of the unique structure of the house we rented. When the front door blew open, so did the back door. Winds blew straight through. And those winds were unique. You could walk outside, up to the road, and stand there untouched as winds right in front of you tore up everything, while not a hair on your head even wiggled. More than once did we encounter such wind—a wind with a mind of its own.

Boise amazed us. Great city built in the shape of a cup: the main part of the city, our state capital, were government buildings, all at the bottom of the cup. Everything else rose in bands around the city center, like benches, each higher than the one before. Two huge parks, a band shell, zoo, pond for paddle boats, historical museum. Great shopping at each bench, plenty of schools, a college, an old-time train depot spread out along the first bench like something out of a movie.

We took what we could get in the way of jobs. Found a rental we called home near the airport. School nearby. We were in Heaven as everything seemed right. Hubby found his perfect job. I bounced around until I found employment in a firm that supplied bookkeeping services for large companies. I worked what seemed ninety miles per hour every day until, by chance, a handwriting expert said I was in the wrong job. I should be a writer. Utter nonsense, I thought, then one day I simply asked a woman scurrying around downtown Boise if she knew anything about writers or maybe a writers’ club in the city. Surprise. She did. I attended a meeting, found out what it took to join, submitted the three articles they required—presto—I was suddenly a writer. My first piece, published in a Sunday edition of Idaho Statesman, caught the eye of a pro working for the state. The handwriting expert’s prediction came true, and I could call an office in the Idaho state capitol building the address of where I now worked . . . as a writer.
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Soon enough my husband flew again—as a crop duster. In those days bees were protected by law: spraying could commence once bees went to bed at night, usually around 9:00 p.m.; all spraying stopped by 6:00 a.m. when the bees woke up and were back flying. That meant most crop spraying was done at night. All those thin, tall poplar trees planted by pioneers when they wanted to stake out property lines complicated everything. For a modern-day pilot that meant pulling levers back as far as possible so you could fly straight up the trees. When you reached the top, you turned and aimed straight back down, with a ground crew there to stake out rows with large lights as you straightened out, swooped the length of each row, then back up, straight up, turn around, back down, do it all again. Over and over again. Not that many pilots could handle “pioneer fields.” In no time flat, my husband won recognition for being the best in the state.

He just knew how. Intuition, he said.

I read the book Edgar Cayce: The Sleeping Prophet by Jess Stearn. Took me a whole year to read the paperback. That’s because I had to actually do each deed myself before I could read anything more. When I finished, I had become the book. Ideas flew. It wasn’t long before the two of us became the many of us, first joining a study group on the Cayce material, then started Inner Forum, a group devoted to bringing in top-notch speakers on a range of topics, sponsoring classes, exploring hypnosis. Thanks to support from a professional, I became a teacher myself, even doing stage work with him exploring probable past lives. My husband stepped aside, doing more and more flying, even working for builders who contracted to put in the Hells Canyon Dam, along the Seven Devils Mountain range. His job demanded he live on-site. My work doubled as Inner Forum became quite popular and drew in top talent. We had psychic fairs, classes, and experiments of all types. Our kids seemed to love the activity until we, the parents, clocked up too many hours away from them, rather than with them.

There is no way in one simple book that I could recount all that happened: we dehaunted houses and opened doors in many people’s lives on how they could increase their own natural abilities to make their life healthier, easier, and more fun. To get to that point, though, required many classes and projects. Well over three thousand people participated in Inner Forum opportunities over a span of about seven years. During this time, I went to the State Attorney General’s office and incorporated Inner Forum as a metaphysical nonprofit, devoted to helping others increase their own psychic abilities and spiritual interests.

My husband gained an even greater reputation as one of the best crop dusters anywhere, which means he flew all kinds of jobs at all
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