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FOR DANIEL DWAYNE (3D) DEARDORFF 

FEBRUARY 12, 1952 – SEPTEMBER 19, 2019
All I have is desire and a stubborn insistence on truth. That can carry you a long way.
—Daniel Deardorff
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I dedicate this book to my dear friend and spiritual brother Daniel Deardorff. I had the good fortune to know and love Danny for sixteen years, and our friendship blessed and transformed me in ways that have profoundly shaped my life and work.
Danny was a great soul who lived in a crippled body. He was one of the last few people in America to contract the polio virus, in the mid-1950s, just before the polio vaccine was approved. The disease and multiple surgical interventions that followed left him severely physically deformed and confined to a wheelchair for almost all of his life. His family loved and supported him, but the doctors’ prognosis assumed that his life would be brief, and Danny was told he could not expect to be married, father children, or have a career.
Yet great souls have a tendency to prevail, and Danny did so, creating a life that was rich and full. Though he could never walk, he could sing, and sing he did. As a child and young man, he devoted his passion to art and music. At twenty-two, he arrived in Los Angeles and became a full-time recording and concert artist. In the 1980s he toured as the opening act for Seals and Crofts, performing in every state of the United States as well as in Canada and South and Central America. He wrote his own songs and he taught himself to play multiple instruments, including guitar, mandolin, ukulele, harmonica, and drums. Along the way, Danny disproved the doctors’ prognosis in other ways, marrying four times and fathering four daughters.
Change came in 1995 when he was forced by post-polio syndrome to retire from full-time work. “I needed a quieter life to preserve my health,” he wrote. So began Daniel’s scholarship in myth, writing essays and interviews which eventually led to the publication of his book The 
Other Within: The Genius of Deformity in Myth, Culture and Psyche. In 2003 
his mentor, the poet Robert Bly, invited him to teach at the Great Mother 
Conference. That conference was the occasion of our meeting.
One of the important things that fueled Danny’s achievements was living what our teacher Robert Bly called “a life of desire.” Bly’s way of explaining the difference between mere “wanting” and a “life of desire” went like this: “You may want a certain woman to walk over and touch your cowboy hat, and that might happen. Or you may desire to be a greater writer than William Shakespeare. That’s not going to happen . . . but desire is sweet, and it will carry you forward.”
Danny’s way of expressing this sentiment, which he lived, through all the years I knew him, was: “If it’s not impossible, it’s not worth attempting.” Danny attempted many impossible things, and the desire that inspired his efforts was the horse he rode through his amazing life. It carried him forward.
This orientation to life is at the very heart of spiritual alchemy, and it is clear to me that Danny was a natural alchemist. The idea—the desire—to which all alchemy aspired was the transformation of something imperfect—chaotic, reviled, and rejected—into something divine. This was and is the essence of the alchemical endeavor, whether one is working with physical matter, one’s own psyche, the Soul of the World, or all of these together. To do such a thing is obviously impossible—or is it? We don’t know, and should not even try to know, because what is important is that our aspiration—our desire—be allowed to carry us forward.
It is hard to know how much to say about my friend in this little essay. I could write a book about him, and perhaps I will one day. He certainly deserves it, and to know about his work and life would enrich anyone. As a musician, mythologist, storyteller, and maker of rituals, Danny enacted the alchemy of taking the chaos of human consciousness—in himself, his audiences, and his students—and refining it into golden moments of awareness that revealed the Divine in the very ashes of our failures and our sorrows.
Danny’s music and teachings worked their magic in the hearts of those who heard them, vibrating and resonating within us in ways that brought us to tears and to joy, often at the same time. This was purposeful on his part, and he often said that one must always embrace both sides of all polarities. There was to be no shunning of darkness in favor of the attempt to embrace the light. Danny insisted that one-sidedness brings about half-heartedness, and that this error saps our energies, sabotaging any chance of transformation. In this he agreed with the ancient alchemists, and with the genius of psychology, Carl Jung, all of whom maintained that transcendence is fueled through holding the tension of the opposites within oneself.
Daniel Deardorff is one of the unseen authors of this book. Knowing him and loving him carried me forward and helped me understand enough about myself and the world to make this attempt to show that our spiritual work with stones is alchemy. Like me, Danny loved the Beings of the Mineral Kingdom, and he felt their energies. I gave him many stones as gifts, and he kept them around himself in his home and workspace. When he performed or taught, he usually wore a special necklace that I made for him, and he was certain that it brought him energy and protection.
Danny helped me write this book in other ways as well. Our conversations about triality (the “threeness” of things) were important to my understanding of the processes and transformations of spiritual alchemy. During my last long visit with him before he died, Danny listened while I read aloud to him the entire manuscript of this book. His comments helped me enormously in refining my thoughts and words into the form that is present in these pages.
Before ending this tale, I must share with you that I have thus far neglected to mention one of the largest golden ingots in the treasury of our relationship. It was our laughter. We understood each other so well that we could travel together on great long loops of weird words and wild ideas, caring for nothing more than to create our own special brand of craziness. And this was alchemy too. Because we leaped together, creating what the poet Rilke called “the astounding bridges” between seemingly unconnected things. We often did this for the fun of it, but this same kind of leaping is what informs the best insights I have to offer. And it is this laughter and leaping that filled many of the hours I spent with my dear friend.
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My last long visit with Danny was only a few weeks before his death. During that time, we reached what was perhaps the peak of our rapport and intimacy. The nearness of death was surely part of it, because Danny had been very ill just a few months earlier, and his recovery was quite recent. And we had worked intensely together on my manuscript, finishing with just one day to spare. On our last evening, neither of us wanted to say good-bye. But my wife, Kathy, and I finally left, quite late, and we felt that Danny was in good health and good spirits.
Just two weeks later, Danny’s final illness suddenly came, and we flew back to his home as fast as we could. I will say nothing about the last day we spent with Danny, his wife, Kate, and three of his daughters, except this: at the end of life, love is all that matters. It may well be that this is just as true every other day.
My wife and I live in New Zealand, and Danny’s passing occurred while we were flying home, somewhere over the Pacific Ocean. At one point in the middle of that long night, the Elton John song “Daniel” started playing in my head, and I knew then that my friend was on his journey.
Another strange thing about that night—when we flew to New Zealand from the United States, we crossed the international date line. Going west, it meant that we “lost” a day. On the calendar, we jumped from Wednesday to Friday, and “Thursday” never happened for us. Curiously, that missing Thursday was the day that Danny died. So for me, in a sense, that day never happened, and Danny never died. I can tell you for sure that he will always live within my heart.

This Alchemical Great Work changes everything that has ever been written about the magic of stones. The mystery is revealed! The greatest spiritual path is everywhere around us. We are standing on it every moment—Earth, and Her presence as the harmonious, inaudible songs of stones. We normally cannot see the Earth as Spiritual Earth because more than seeing is required—it takes the unfolding, the doing, the alchemical living that Robert Simmons presents here, establishing working with stones as the single spiritual path most worth engaging.
—Robert Sardello, author of Silence: The Mystery of Wholeness and Heartfulness
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The Stones and the Earth are alive, and Robert Simmons has noticed it! The Alchemy of Stones takes readers deep into the World Interiority, where we meet and become friends with the Stone People. This breaks the terrible spell of materialism and dissolves the fantasy of objectivity. In this book, we discover that the ancient art of alchemy is very much alive within the serious and playful work of soul-making that the Stone People are ready to do with us. Robert’s special genius is his ability to sense and interpret the energies and messages of stones. His articulation of a new worldview—a vision within which the stories and music of the Stone Beings, the Earth, and the Cosmos are re-enlivened—is truly magical.
—Daniel Deardorff, author of The Other Within: The Genius of Deformity in Myth, Culture, and Psyche
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The Alchemy of Stones is a valuable book of healing and transformation that is both approachable to those who are new to working with stones, yet deep enough to keep the advanced practitioner interested. Robert’s attention to detail and love of the Stone Beings makes for enjoyable reading that is educational and inviting to the magical mind (imagination). Filled with detailed techniques, meditations, and crystal recommendations for use on self or with others, this is sure to be a book utilized by Healers for years to come. I personally was moved by the focus on creating a reciprocal relationship with the Stone Beings and the Wisdom of the Earth itself. I believe this connection is paramount for navigating the changing times we live in.
—Salicrow, psychic medium and author of Jump Girl
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The Alchemy of Stones by Robert Simmons is by far the best and most inspired book I have ever read on the alchemical healing power of stones. It is no coincidence that in the timeless art of alchemy the experience of connecting with the Higher Self is symbolically expressed as the lapis or The Philosopher’s Stone. There is real magic and something sacred—beyond the merely physical—to be found in stones and our relationship to them. I was totally amazed, and utterly delighted, when I began reading this book. Much to my surprise, I couldn’t put it down, as there was similar magic being transmitted through its very words! I noticed that I began telling everyone I knew who had even the slightest interest in the healing power in rocks, stones, gems, and crystals that they should read this book. I can’t recommend The Alchemy of Stones highly enough.
—Paul Levy, author of Dispelling Wetiko and The Quantum Revelation
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INTRODUCTION
BY ROBERT SIMMONS & DANIEL DEARDORFF
If you have read the dedication I wrote for this book, you know that my close friend Daniel Deardorff passed away suddenly, not long before I finished the final draft. We had just spent ten days together, during which I had read the manuscript aloud to him. Danny wanted me to read the book to him because it enhanced the intimacy of our collaboration in regard to the material, and because, as friends, we really enjoyed discussing our ideas and hashing out the best ways to express them.
Danny had already agreed to write an introduction to the book, and during our visit, I told him that I planned to dedicate it to him as well. I’m very glad I did so, because I did not see him again, except for one day a couple of weeks later, when he was in the hospital’s intensive care unit.
Then Danny died, and I embarked on my journey into grieving—a descent into the sacred underworld where sorrow and love are joined.
During the weeks that followed, my wife, Kathy, and I arranged to have a session with Sali Crow, a gifted medium. Sali had facilitated spirit communication sessions for us in the past, bringing through departed family members and friends. Starting with a cautious sense of skepticism, I had become completely convinced that Sali was actually able to connect us with our beloved dead. In 2016, I invited Sali to do a “gallery reading” for the participants at the first Alchemy of Stones Intensive. There too she performed her work with astonishing specificity and accuracy.
It was with these memories in mind that I approached Sali in the days after Danny’s death. On the morning before the session, I was nervous and hesitant. What if she couldn’t connect with him? What if the “Danny” that came through didn’t feel authentic? How would I cope with that? But, ultimately, my desire to reach an “impossible” goal—to know that my friend had transcended death—carried me forward.
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I won’t go into details of what was said, but I remember that during the evening before the session with Sali, I felt a very strong (and highly unusual, for me) sense of Danny’s presence in the room with Kathy and me. And yes, Sali did connect with Danny, in a way that utterly convinced us. And, surprisingly, Danny’s spirit was dynamic and full of energy. Having shed the severe limitations of his bedridden body, my friend appeared to be eager to get on with his work from his new position in the Other World. He seemed happy and exhilarated, though he did mention his regret that his abrupt departure left some “loose ends,” such as the promised introduction to my book.
But part of his new work, he told me through Sali, was to continue communicating and collaborating with me. Directly. If I agreed to it.
And he suggested that one way it might come easily would be through my writing.
Of course I agreed. But I was not at all confident of my ability to do such a thing. I had never practiced any sort of mediumship, except that I was very well acquainted with tuning in to the messages and spiritual qualities of the Stone Beings.
For two weeks, I felt nothing, other than the waxing and waning of my grief. Kathy and I took a healing vacation to a tropical island, during which I tried unsuccessfully to attune to Danny. I began to think that there would be no inner conversations. I noticed that my emotional body was stressed and agitated, and I was glad to have my Rosophia stone to help me sleep.
Kathy has had a wide spectrum of spiritual experiences in these areas, so I asked her what to do. She suggested that I quiet my thoughts, visualize Danny, and ask him questions. I told her I would try.
The next morning, I took a long walk along the tropical island beach. At some point my thoughts turned to Danny, and I attempted to envision and call to him, as Kathy had suggested. At first, it was a struggle. I wasn’t able to hold my thoughts where I wanted them, and I became rather discouraged.
Then I suddenly saw an inner image of Danny, different from the one I had been trying to conjure in my mind. And I could feel him with me.
I can’t precisely recall the first thing I asked him; I was too excited retain a clear memory. I have the sense that my question had to do with the book introduction, and whether we could still somehow write it together. And I felt that his reply was, “I’m ready to try”.
Next, I wondered what else I should ask. What did I want to know right then? A moment later, it came to me, and I asked: “What is it like where you are now? Could you give me an image or a symbol to help me understand?” An instant later, I got his answer. I saw his fingers holding down strings on the neck of a guitar or ukulele, and I inwardly heard the phrase, “Where the callus meets the string.”
You may ask, What in the world does that mean? But I knew what he was talking about. This phrase and image are one of Danny’s classic teaching metaphors—a key one in his book, The Other Within. As a musician, he played multiple instruments, guitar and ukulele among them, and he knew that inspiration, discipline, and practice are all necessary if one wants to participate in creating music.
It requires discipline and practice to bring about the calluses on the fingertips. This involves a painful process, because you can’t grow the calluses without pressing down the strings thousands of times. Until the calluses have formed, it hurts! And it is the inspiration—the musician’s intuitive union with a Divine partner, the Muse—that gives him or her the desire—the inner fire—to fuel the effort.
So we’ve looked at the calluses. Now, how about the strings? The strings suggest the instrument itself. It is a material object that one can touch in certain ways, in order to bring something divine—the music—into the world. By itself, a musical instrument is mute—there is no music. By themselves, the musician’s hands can conjure no beautiful sounds. The music is neither in the calluses nor the strings, but in the magical, liminal threshold where they meet.
At this point, as I contemplated Danny’s message, it began to open and expand inside me. He was not only reminding me that the conjuring of music, when it reaches real magic and beauty, is a co-creative venture with a divine partner. Nor was he even simply telling me that art emerges within an alchemical vessel of creation that holds both physical matter and divine energies. He was telling me that the place where he was residing after death was the very place he had always treasured—where the callus meets the string—where the human and the Divine are joined.
That is just where Danny would want to be, and where I hope to see him again.
It is in this place, which in this book I call the Imaginal Realm, that the images and patterns expressing the World Interiority are born. World Interiority was Danny’s phrase referring to the inner consciousness of ourselves and everything else, including the world itself. There we encounter the gods and goddesses of myth, the helping spirits of the shamans, the characters of the Great Stories, the primal archetypes of the psyche, the Stone Beings, and Sophia—Soul of the World.
It is my message in this book—a message Danny demonstrated in his life—that we don’t have to wait until we die to go there. In fact, our participation in spiritual alchemy—whether it is the Alchemy of Stones, the alchemy of music and poetry, or the alchemy of living life with True Imagination—takes us into the World Interiority and unites Heaven and Earth.
The Gnostics said that Sophia—Divine Wisdom—was God’s partner in creating the Earth and the cosmos. They also said that, because of her love and compassion for this world, she descended from the heavenly Pleroma and allowed herself to become lost in matter. I equate the being “lost” with being “asleep.” Sophia’s nature is everywhere in the material world, but in matter, she is not yet awakened to full self-awareness. Nonetheless, this means that the feminine Wisdom of God exists in every single speck of the physical world. Heaven and Earth are inherently one, each permeating the other in a co-creating dance out of which everything, including us, comes into manifestation. This dance is also “where the callus meets the string.” We ourselves, the stones, and the Earth are the music.
And not only are we the music—our freedom as sentient beings allows us to become musicians, joining in the everlasting co-creative improvisational symphony of being.
Certainly our lives are a kind of music, and if we practice loving kindness and other virtues, we make a helpful contribution. But we can, if we choose, do much more. Like the ancient alchemists, we can try to observe the ways of Sophia—of the Wisdom of the world—and then attempt to help Sophia achieve her desire, her full awakening in the realm of matter. I believe that our work with stones can be a part of this awakening, which will ultimately be experienced as the conscious realization of Heaven and Earth—spirit and matter—as one.
In this book, I will be speaking from the perspective of what I call the alchemical worldview. Spiritual alchemy tells us that there are three worlds—the physical world, the spiritual world, and the imaginal world. Of these, the imaginal world is the overlap between the other two—the place “where the callus meets the string”—a realm that encompasses and includes both spirit and matter.
Danny and I both view the Stone Beings as conscious entities whom we meet in the imaginal world. This does not mean that they are imaginary. It does mean that they operate and interact with us in the realm where the spiritual and the physical are joined. Stone energies cannot be measured by machines, even though many people can most definitely feel them. At the same time, there is nothing in the world more solid and material than a stone.
And like a musical instrument, which is silent and inert until it is properly caressed by skilled and callused hands, the phenomenon of stone energies does not manifest until the stone is held, perceived, and “felt” by a person with a consciousness that is properly aligned to participate in co-creating those energies.
The ability to perceive and attune to the spiritual qualities of stones seems to exist as a latent capacity in many people. Hundreds of times, I have enjoyed being present at the moment when people suddenly discover this ability within themselves—the first time they feel the currents of a stone. Similarly, in the realm of music, a number of people have a latent capacity that we call “talent.” In both situations, discipline and practice can enhance the quality of what emerges.
Just as music is not really inside the musical instrument, stone energies are not physically within the stones themselves. Experiencing stone energies is an event that can occur where and when a human being and a Stone Being come together. The body of the person and the body of the stone act as “strings,” vibrating in resonance with one another. The energy we then experience is the “music.”
The joining together of the Stone Being and the human being out of mutual love and their love for Sophia is the Alchemy of Stones. The magical vessel within which the union occurs exists in that liminal place, that threshold, the co-creative realm of the World Interiority—the place where the callus meets the strings.
All of this will be discussed, described, and revealed in the pages to come. I will provide you ways to practice with the stones, in order to grow your calluses. And I will invite you to allow yourself to truly meet the Stone Beings and Sophia. When that occurs, the alchemical fire of inspiration and desire will have been lit within your heart.
I think most readers have understood by now why I have listed myself and Daniel Deardorff as co-writers of this introduction. I hope I grasped his communication clearly enough to represent him well. I feel him beside me now as I write these words.
Imagine that.

AUTHOR’S FOREWORD
I always feel very suspicious when somebody assures me that he is very normal. Too many normal people are just compensated madmen.
—Carl Jung
The hermit said: “Because the world is mad,

The only way through the world is to learn

The arts and  double the madness. Are you listening?”
—Robert Bly, “Listening”
Miracles never happen to sensible people.
—Albert Kreinheder, Alchemy and the Subtle Body
I have been involved in the crystal energy subculture for over thirty-three years. Believe me, I didn’t plan it that way! I got started because the woman I had fallen in love with, and a stone called Moldavite, nudged me in that direction. And I followed that thread until my own experiences initiated me irrevocably into an unconventional and rather mystical world. Here my soul found a home among people who shared my longing for a lived spirituality. But I had been schooled in science and psychology, and that side of me never went away.
Consequently, even as I have bought and sold stones to people who want them for metaphysical purposes, even as I had more and more experiences of feeling stone energies, even as I wrote several books about the spiritual qualities of stones, I was always searching for a larger framework of understanding. I couldn’t be content to just have a collection of experiences. I hoped to understand from a wider perspective what was happening.
My friend Robert Sardello articulated this as the need for a cosmology or worldview within which we could understand and develop the potentials of what is going on (and what else can go on) between people and stones. It was Robert who introduced me to the idea of relating to the stones as Beings with whom one is in relationship, rather than as objects (like vitamin pills or mechanical tools) to be used only to make life better for oneself. This by itself changed my paradigm, showing me that the stones—and the world—have soul, and that the most important goals for working with stones may be in regard to being with the stones and the world in a soulful way.
Where could I find a worldview in which my “scientific” side and my mystical side would both be comfortable? During the very first year of my life among the stones, 1985–1986, there was a photocopied document called “The Emerald Tablet” circulating among our customers and other crystal shop owners, and I got a copy. Its tone was strangely compelling, but I could not make heads or tails of its meaning, except that a being named Hermes-Thoth was speaking about spiritual enlightenment and something called alchemy.
I passed the pages on to someone and forgot about them until about ten years later when I ran across a book called The Emerald Tablet by a writer named Dennis Hauck. This book described the practice of spiritual alchemy, presenting it as a path still available and useful to modern people. I learned that alchemy was more than the primitive precursor to chemistry I had thought it was. And Hauck’s book was more comprehensible to me than the channeled pamphlet I had read so long before. Again, I filed away the information and kept moving on my own path. But the alchemical goals of achieving spiritual awakening and transformation for oneself and the world were very much the same as the personal aspirations I had developed. Alchemy simmered on the back burner of my mind for another decade.
Around 2005, in a course at Robert Sardello’s School of Spiritual Psychology, alchemy came up once again. Robert taught that alchemy was part of a spiritual stream that reached back many centuries—through the Cathars, the Troubadours, the Manicheans, and other Gnostic groups nearly two thousand years ago. (This stream goes back even farther, though its traces are not as clear.) I learned too that Carl Jung, founder of analytical psychology, had viewed ancient alchemy as the precursor to psychology. Jung believed that the images from old alchemical engravings symbolically depicted the stages of soul-making that he called individuation (a process of achieving wholeness—the “indivisibility” of the self ). In discovering Jung’s writings on alchemy, I found a worldview that could incorporate both my scientific side and my mystical side. And in his assertion that following the alchemical path could lead to healing, development, and fulfillment of the soul or Self, I found something that corresponded to my own soul’s desires.
Eventually, I began reading about alchemy more deeply. In doing so, I recognized a worldview that not only spoke to my soul’s longings, but also could accommodate my experiences of stones, and my ideas about them. The alchemists believed, as I did, that consciousness is within everything—that the world is aware and alive, and that the stones are alive in the same way. They even called the great goal of their work the Philosophers’ Stone! I kept on with my reading, my writing, and my meditations with stones. And the longer I did so, the more I understood that alchemy was a cosmology within which the phenomena and potential of our spiritual engagement with stones made perfect sense. And alchemy could also provide a picture of where our involvement with stones and their energies can go.
This seems important to me because the metaphysical interest in stones is now worldwide, involving millions of people. It has been over thirty years since the crystal fad began; and it has not behaved like a fad. It is more like a spiritual movement—a current within a worldwide tide of transformation.
When I decided to write a book about The Alchemy of Stones, my wife, Kathy, who is a gifted intuitive and healer, said, “This project is bigger than you realize, Robert. You are not just going to write about alchemy—you are going to experience it, and it is going to change you.” She was right.
As I researched this book, I learned much more about alchemy. But I also experienced some unexpected events. My whole life, from my thinking and feeling to my bodily health, began to transform. This led me to recognize more deeply that alchemy has always been a practice aimed at transformation. The alchemist’s desire is to improve or perfect something—whether it be a physical substance, one’s body or one’s own soul, or all together. In the alchemical paradigm, substance and soul are not separated.
So during the first months of my delving into alchemy and relating it to my work with stones, many things shifted. The first and most surprising was a healing crisis. I became physically ill, with a number of odd and uncomfortable symptoms. This lasted for several months and was accompanied by emotional swings and even some disconcerting events in the outer world of work and relationships. But all of these things eventually lifted; it turned out that my illness ultimately resulted in several long-standing physical problems being cured or dramatically improved. The “illness” was actually a healing. This all happened without medical intervention. Only my wife’s shamanic healing sessions, my stone meditations, and my personal inner work were involved.
Throughout this period, Kathy reminded me that I had embarked on an alchemical process and that I would not be able to merely stand outside alchemy and study it. I would also have to live it. As I continued my research, I realized that my several months of difficulty corresponded to the first stage of alchemy, known as the nigredo (the blackness). It is described as a state of chaos in which the prima materia (the “substance” the alchemist hopes to improve or perfect) is subjected to purgings and purifications. This was exactly what had happened to me.
From this experience, I derived an axiom that I now use to remind myself and to share with others: When you begin to pay attention to alchemy, alchemy starts paying attention to you. By this, I mean that there is a field of consciousness that is alchemy. And when we turn toward it, a kind of spiritual interaction begins. It is something akin to the phenomenon that when we give our full attention to a stone and its energies, its metaphysical qualities begin to affect us. This occurs in other areas of life as well, and is one of the truths that our materialistic culture has made us forget.
So I want to say to you as you read these words: this moment can be an initiation. If you commit your attention, intention, and imagination to what is presented in this book, you may find yourself experiencing transformation in your life, both within and beyond your interest in stones. However, if you hold yourself apart from what is presented, you may wonder what all the excitement is about.
In saying this, I am not claiming that this book is magic. I am saying that it is like a road sign pointing in the direction of a realm that is indeed magical, in comparison to the world one is accustomed to. But it is quite real. And it is our true home.
However magical their effects may seem, the stones do not do it for us. That is why I emphasize that one must commit oneself if one hopes to succeed in alchemy’s Great Work of transformation. The alchemists were never “objective” observers. They did not pretend to merely be watching nature to see how things worked. They were participants who threw themselves fully into their efforts. And they viewed themselves as co-creators, working in cooperative rapport with the Soul of the World. When we think of the stones as Beings and view our experience of their energies as an activity of co-creative transformation, we open up to possibilities that far surpass our preconceived notions. However, we have to do our part or we are not really in partnership with them. Expecting the stones to act as objects we can simply own—and their energies as something we can consume—is another way of holding ourselves apart. And there is no magic in that.
All of these ideas are heresies, from the standard materialistic point of view, and materialists will often attack or dismiss them. In their day, the alchemists had to protect themselves from persecutions by the Church. They did so by communicating in symbols, metaphors, and convoluted language. They pretended merely to be experimenting with metals, minerals, and plants, hiding the deeper spiritual purposes of their work.
Today, the chief social hazard of working metaphysically with stones is ridicule, and that is a sanction many of us have learned to accept. It can even be a kind of shield. Since we are not taken seriously, no one bothers with a serious attack. Also, the world is changing. Even as the consequences of the dominant materialistic outlook are threatening to destroy the world—from war to ecocide—more and more people are looking for their own spiritual fulfillment. Metaphysical ideas are deeply infiltrating the culture. This may actually be because we can all see the destructiveness of the materialistic worldview that leaves no room for soul in matter.
This is why I used the quotations from Jung and Bly at the beginning. What has been regarded as the normal view of the world for the past few centuries is actually crazy. While much of religion has lost its value to people through failing to bring them into authentic personal experiences of the Divine, the doctrines of scientific materialism have evicted the Divine from the universe. The alchemists, however, addressed themselves directly and ardently to partnership with the Soul of the World.
Most of you who are reading these words would probably not define yourselves as “normal.” You may even take a jaunty pride in being regarded as a little weird. Nonetheless, we are all infected with some degree of the materialistic dogma. I still catch myself falling back into it. And materialism is not dangerous because it is completely wrong. If it were completely wrong, it would never have taken hold. It is dangerous because it is one-sided.
One of the great qualities of the alchemists was their intentional embrace of opposing polarities. The images in their symbolic engravings frequently depicted all sorts of opposites—sun and moon, male and female, black and white, life and death, and so forth. And their willingness to hold on to two apparently opposite views simultaneously is what incubated the emergence of the “third thing”—a transcendent perspective that takes one to a greater awareness. One-sidedness is blindness. Transcendent awareness is vision, and such vision is the cornerstone of sanity, wholeness, compassion, and loving participation in the world.
We will go into all of these ideas throughout the book. And we will see how our soulful, spiritual engagement with stones can bring us into experiences of transcendence in which spirit and matter are conjoined. Working with the stones can take us to these places. When you truly open yourself to a stone, you can see it and feel it—the union of matter and spirit—right in the palm of your hand.
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If this book were a tree, the early chapters describing the alchemical worldview and its history would constitute the roots. The next several chapters are the trunk of the tree, in which we move into the implementation of the alchemical worldview through practicing the Alchemy of Stones. In these, we discover panpsychism, a worldview that envisions consciousness, rather than physical substance, as the fundamental bedrock of reality. We meet Sophia, the Soul of the World, our beloved divine partner in co-creation. We are introduced along the way to a number of the Stone Beings, who act as Sophia’s agents, or angels. We enter into True Imagination and the Psychoid-Imaginal realm. Here we discover that imaginal refers to a very real domain that manifests to us as image, but which is by no means merely imaginary.
As we move up the tree trunk, we encounter Sophia through the intelligence of the heart. Farther on, the alchemists disclose their discovery of Sophia’s mechanism of continual creation—the oroboros feedback loop. Next we explore transcendence, and we get a glimpse of the stages via which we ourselves may transcend and transform. Throughout this exploration, there are practices outlined through which one can work with stones to experience all that is being discussed.
I envision these chapters—the roots and the trunk of our metaphorical tree—as the core (the heart) of the Alchemy of Stones. They are intended to offer both the idea-image of this alchemy and the experiences to make it real. They are meant to show this path from inception to fruition as directly as possible. One’s own journey is certain to be more meandering and convoluted than the pattern I am presenting. What this book provides is a map. And as anyone who has visited another country knows, a map is essential. But the journey is far richer than any map could ever be.
Chapters 20 through 28 are what we might call the branches of our alchemical tree. In them, I describe a variety of ways one can work with stones, applying the principles introduced in the earlier chapters. We go into such areas as working with multiple stones in templates and grids, combining different stones in energy tools and Orgonite devices, making stone elixirs, and more. One large branch goes into making and working with stone mandalas, grids, and body layouts. In this context, we also explore the related topic of Photonic Stone Layouts and their wide-ranging possibilities.
Chapters 29-32 are about the Four Cornerstones of the Alchemy of Stones—Moldavite, Phenacite, Azeztulite and Rosophia. We might think of these as the seeds of our alchemical tree, because new things grow within us as we work with them.
The last chapter, Chapter 33, offers my glimpses of some of the seemingly miraculous places our work in the Alchemy of Stones may take us. I think of this chapter as the magical fruit of our alchemical tree. And I wonder, right alongside you, dear reader, when and how this fruit will ripen.
Finally, the “Dictionary of Stones and Their Spiritual Qualities” completes the book. I view these entries, which focus on over 375 different minerals, crystals, and stones, as the leaves of our tree.
Although I like the roots and the trunk of this tree very much, and have presented them first, to build a framework of understanding, you are encouraged to enter this book wherever you like. Some of you may want to begin with the “branch” chapters, especially if you are eager to get your hands on some stones and start doing things. Or you may jump to the “seeds” and the “leaves” to learn more about the stones that attract you. That’s fine. I trust that your experiences will either lead you back into the first chapters, or that the stones themselves will teach you what you need to learn.
I love this work, and the stones, and the Earth. I am happy to share what I have learned with you. And I take joy in knowing that there are others who love the stones and the Earth as I do.
—Robert Simmons

There is something men and women living in houses Don’t understand. The old alchemists standing Near their stoves hinted at it a thousand times.
—Robert Bly
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STONE
Go inside a stone
That would be my way.
Let somebody else become a dove
Or gnash with a tiger’s tooth.
I am happy to be a stone.
From the outside the stone is a riddle:
No one knows how to answer it.
Yet within, it must be cool and quiet
Even though a cow steps on it full weight,
Even though a child throws it in a river;
The stone sinks, slow, unperturbed
To the river bottom
Where the fishes come to knock on it
And listen.
I have seen sparks fly out
When two stones are rubbed,
So perhaps it is not dark inside after all;
Perhaps there is a moon shining
From somewhere, as though behind a hill—
Just enough light to make out
The strange writings, the star-charts
On the inner walls.
—Charles Simic
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Read with the heart until at some time the true divine path will come . . .
—Paracelsus

1
The Golden Threads
All know that the drop merges into the ocean, but few know that the ocean merges into the drop.
—Kabir
The Alchemy of Stones—what is that? It’s a question I have been asked before, and perhaps it is worthwhile to start the discussion about it here as I begin a book that is as much an invitation to the exploration of the unknown as it is a transmission of information.
The magnetic field that has always pulled me along in this life has been my sense of wonder—which fed my wondering and wandering. As a child, it took me into reading hundreds of books, about everything from dinosaurs and Abraham Lincoln (not in the same book!), to jet planes, volcanoes and earthquakes. It led me into my back yard with a hammer, where I spent hours breaking rocks open, looking for fossils and tiny crystals. It drew me into studying astronomy, physics, chemistry, psychology and even poetry and mythology. What was I looking for?
I don’t know if I could ever have fully answered that question. In a certain way, I was a question, and I still am. Many of you reading these words know just what I mean. And you most likely know, as I do, that there are times when it seems as if we are not entirely steering the course that our lives follow. Something else, something mysterious, beguiling and wonderful leads us with little hints, surprising coincidences and astonishing gifts. If we are blinded by our adherence to the expectations of the “civilized” world around us, we can easily miss the glints of the tiny diamonds scattered along our meandering path. But if we keep our eyes open, our attention on the possibility that meaning is everywhere, we’ll catch—or be caught by—some of them. And therein lies all the difference.
The poet William Blake called these meaningful subtleties golden strings, and he said this about them:
I give you the end of a golden string
Only wind it into a ball,
It will lead you in at Heaven’s gate,
Built in Jerusalem’s wall . . .
He is telling us here to bend down and pick up those glinting gems on our road, to follow the golden strings of synchronicity and let ourselves be led by the invisible Wisdom that puts them in our path. He promises that it is the Divine holding the other end of the string, inviting us in at “Heaven,” which to me means being with the Divine, consciously and by one’s own free choice. It’s a beautiful idea—that we are led into Heaven. This “Heaven”’ is something I view more as a state of consciousness—a condition of relationship—than as a place. And if we simply follow the threads offered to us, we will get there. I think that when our sense of wonder is awakened, we are near one of the golden strings.
Before we begin our exploration of the Alchemy of Stones, I want to tell you a story about a particular golden thread that was tossed to me—one that was almost too much for me to bear.
A heavy, wet snow had just blanketed New Haven, Connecticut, one Sunday night in early April of 1970, during my freshman year at Yale. It was after midnight, and I had been talking for hours with my roommate Dave in one of those soul-searching conversations that can arise when you are young and lonely, and it is your first year away from home. Telling him about my family and my childhood experiences, I had gone into the depths of difficult memories. Then, in answer to one of Dave’s questions, I recounted my most recurrent childhood dream.
The dream always began in a fearful state, in which I found myself compelled by invisible forces to descend a dark staircase into a foreboding black basement, festooned with cobwebs. In the dream, which occurred dozens of times between the ages of six and fourteen, I inwardly recoiled in terror of the descent into the dark cellar.
Then, each time I had the dream, at the threshold of that awful darkness, a white horse would suddenly appear under me and carry me up into the sky. This blended my intense anxiety with a strange elation, and I ascended. As it flew, the white horse inexplicably grew larger and larger—to the size of a car, a house, a city block. It seemed to stretch to a mile-long expanse—extending ultimately like a huge, smooth white cloud, lifting me higher and higher. I remained my normal size, and eventually I always lost my hold on the horse’s back, sliding off and falling, down and down. And as I fell, I would suddenly wake up, disoriented and frightened.
In the dream’s aftermath, my senses were always abnormally acute. Sounds were disturbingly amplified, and light seemed to burn my eyes. It often took my parents quite some time to calm me down.
After telling the dream to my roommate, I felt nervous and agitated. I stood up and walked into the living room of our dormitory suite, pacing back and forth in front of the window, gazing at the carpet of snow and the full moon that hung in the sky above a huge cloud. Suddenly I stopped pacing and jerked my head back to the window. I recognized the huge cloud! It was the exact image of the horse from my childhood dream!
As I stood gaping, my thoughts raced. How could the horse from my dream be there in the sky, at that precise moment? It was impossible, yet there it hung before my eyes. What was real? What was a dream? I was only eighteen years old, and my mind had nowhere to go. My thoughts stopped. I was terrified. My idea of the real world was gone. I felt myself shatter into a thousand pieces. In fact, it seemed that I could actually see my body shattering like a sheet of glass. I called out, “Oh God, help me!”
In the next moment, there was a sharp pop at the back of my head, and suddenly, smoothly, a wave of pure White Light washed through my skull. With it came a flood of ecstatic joy, peace, comfort and certainty. My terror had vanished, and I basked in rapture, feeling the radiance fill my body. I was sure that I had been touched by God.
For the next few hours, I was in a state of samadh—an experience of gnosis—full of light, knowledge and joy. I spoke to my astonished roommate in an overflowing fountain of words, describing what I saw and understood. Anything I wanted to know I had only to think about for the answer to be there. I now recall only one of the visions—the cycle of water. When I went to the window to view the horse-shaped cloud again, I suddenly saw an exquisite inner image of the whole story of water. I understood it to be the life-blood of the Earth and all creatures, and I grasped its endless flow again and again through the oceans, rivers, ground and sky, and through all of life. I described all this to Dave.
We kept talking as we went into the dormitory bathroom. When I turned on the faucet to wash my hands, the water that came out was alive—sparkling and multicolored. I felt as though the world had turned into holy magic.
My roommate had watched me go from nervousness to terror to ecstasy, and he now witnessed my experience of inner radiance. Gradually, I calmed down, the intensity ebbed, and the state faded by morning, though I fell asleep in the pre-dawn hours feeling as though I lay on the luminous beach of an ocean of Light.
That experience, triggered by the synchronicity of my dream, changed my life. For the first few weeks, I tried rather desperately to make it happen again, but the only Light I could find was in my memory of what had happened.
Nonetheless, I hung onto that golden string, and have spent five decades winding it into a ball. The journey has taken me through a multitude of mystical experiences, great and small. They have occurred in meditation, in other dreams and sychronicities, and in moments of everyday life. And surprisingly, for the past thirty years or so, many of them have come to me through stones.
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Let me share another personal story. For this one, we fast-forward fifteen years, to my first months as the co-owner of a crystal shop. In those fifteen years, I had never given up my search, and winding the golden threads that life offered me had drawn me into a number of explorations. These included reading Carlos Castenada and other mystical authors, experimenting with psychedelic mushrooms, studying interspecies communication with dolphins, practicing Transcendental Meditation, and floating in sensory deprivation tanks. All of these explorations were aimed at rekindling the essence of my first mystical breakthrough, on that fateful winter’s night at Yale. In other words, I wanted that mysterious experience to somehow happen again.
The poet Robert Bly discusses this desire and how one must go about trying to fulfill it:
The first experience . . . is interior. When the poet realizes for the first time . . . when he touches for the first time something far inside him. 
. . . It’s connected with what the ancients called The Mysteries, and it’s wrong to talk of it very much. 
. . . Then there’s a second necessary stage which I don’t see described very much, but which I would call something like cunning. And cunning involves the person’s rearranging his life in such a way that he can feel the first experience again. This is worldly, and involves common sense. What the shaman experiences as rituals is what I would call cunning.
So, one might say that in my multiple spiritual pursuits, I was trying to rearrange my life with enough “cunning” to bring back the presence of Mystery.
But the Mystery usually does not respond directly to our efforts to “make something happen,” and I was not as sophisticated in these matters as Bly. In terms of triggering another such experience, my explorations were apparently unsuccessful. Yet, at the same time, the efforts themselves meant that I remained perennially mindful of the Mystery, and that was a reward in itself.
Though I had, during the fifteen years after my first mystical opening, experienced many wonderful insights and visions outside the bounds of the everyday, consensus world, the two most important events that occurred on my path did not come from Transcendental Meditation, or from mushrooms. They were meeting my wife and spiritual partner Kathy Helen Warner, and, a few months earlier, encountering a mysterious meteoric gemstone called Moldavite. I have written elsewhere about both of these events, so I will not recount them fully here. But I do want to mention them in passing, because they were turning points that have brought me to this day, and the book I am writing now.
One day in 1985, I was driving down the highway on Cape Cod, Massachusetts, daydreaming about jewelry designs. (I made my living as a jeweler in those days.) As I drove along in my creative reverie, a vision of a gold comet pendant with a meteorite in its head captivated me so thoroughly that I missed my turnoff and ended up at a friend’s doorstep forty miles down the road. When I excitedly told him my idea, he suggested that I should use Moldavite, a meteoric gemstone, instead of a metallic meteorite in my new pendant design. When he mentioned Moldavite, I got prickles down my neck, with a feeling that destiny was touching me again. When my friend showed me an article about Moldavite in a decades-old lapidary magazine, the prickles turned to downright shivers. I impulsively tried to telephone the author, hoping he was still alive. I called Directory Assistance, and was given a phone number. When, to my surprise, the 1958 author answered the phone, he was soon almost as excited as I was to learn of my newfound interest. Moldavite—and its powers—had been at the center of his own spiritual path, way back in the metaphysically sterile 1950s, and he was eager to share his story. Within days, he had sent me a few pieces of Moldavite. When they arrived, my life began to experience a sudden acceleration, and the golden strings started coming from all directions.
The most important synchronicity was meeting Kathy. Aside from falling in love and all the magic that went with it, meeting Kathy introduced me to the idea that stones had spiritual energies, and that they could aid in healing. (Kathy herself does healing work through laying on of hands and shamanic practices, and my first-hand experience of her healing ability was one of the many eye-opening events during this period of accelerated growth.) She encouraged me to meditate with Moldavite, which she believed to be a very important stone for bringing spiritual Light to the Earth.
A year after I met Kathy, we were married, and we opened our business—a crystal shop called Heaven and Earth—the very next day. Even though we were fully immersed in the distribution of crystals and minerals to the metaphysical community, I was not personally able to feel the stone energies that our customers and friends talked about. I was still meditating with Moldavite every morning, with no tangible results so far. (It’s interesting, looking back, to see how my desire to ‘make something happen’ got in my own way!) I tended to operate on the more-is-better hypothesis, so for some months I meditated with my hands stuck in two small buckets of Moldavite. But still I felt that nothing had happened. (I had not yet understood that the rapid acceleration of my inner development, which included the changes in my profession and my marriage to Kathy, were typical of Moldavite’s affects.) Eventually, I went back to sitting for a half hour each morning with a single Moldavite in my right hand. I let go of any expectations, and any overt efforts, instead of straining myself trying to “feel something.” And that, of course, is when it happened.
I sat down in the living room with my Moldavite, having turned on my meditation music. I’ll admit that I was rather bored with the routine, even though I always felt calm and refreshed afterwards. On this day, I thought, “I’m tired of waiting for an out-of-body experience or some other cool thing to happen, so I’m just going to imagine one.” I wrapped my fingers around my Moldavite and closed my eyes, letting myself listen to the music, while at the same time imagining that I was rising out of the top of my own head, looking down at my body.
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My first moldavite
As I continued to visualize, I could see a mental image of myself as if I were looking down from the ceiling. Then I decided to try to go higher, so I envisioned floating upwards through the ceiling and the roof, looking down on the house and surrounding neighborhood. I kept going in my imagined flight, rising higher and higher, seeing the town and the seacoast landscape, and my house as a tiny dot below me. I began to feel exhilarated as I rose higher and faster. The flight seemed to take on a life of its own. Soon I could see the curvature of the Earth, and then the whole globe, as I flew off into space.
I felt no fear, and no disconnection from my body. I remained, on some level, aware of the music and my own breathing. Yet I became completely captivated by the visionary experience that was unfolding. Soon I had left the Earth behind and was far out among the stars. It seemed that I could move in whatever direction I chose simply by willing it.
At one point, I saw a golden star far away, and I knew that I wanted to go to it, so I willed myself there. In a short time, the golden star had become an immense golden sun, and it emanated a light that felt holy. Then I noticed that there were thousands, or perhaps millions, of golden orbs circling the golden sun, each with a thin gold thread linking the orb to the Sun. The orbs seemed to be alive, like a procession of souls, circling in adoration around the golden Sun. I was deeply moved by this vision, and I wondered if the golden orbs were really souls. At that point, I also wondered what my own “body” might look like in this place. I turned my attention downward, toward where my chest would have been, and was surprised to see another golden orb about twelve inches in diameter, encompassing the space around my heart. And there was a golden thread that linked my own orb to the great golden Sun.
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Image of the Great Central Sun, as depicted in the 11th century text Kimiya-yi sa’ādat (The Alchemy of Happiness), a text on Islamic philosophy and alchemy by the Persian philosopher and mystic Al-Ghazālī]
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The Divine Comedy’s Empyrean, illustrated by Gustave Doré]
I was filled with awe and wonder, and my thoughts became silent. Then I suddenly heard a deep, resonant voice–perhaps like the voice of an angel—saying clearly, “The Light you seek without is identical to the Light within.”
In the next moment, several things happened. I suddenly realized that the golden orbs were souls, and that I was one of them, and this knowledge hit me with a rush of emotion. At the same time, back in the living room, the Moldavite in my right hand sizzled with an energy that moved quickly up my arm and went straight into my heart. There was an instant sensation of something opening, like a big flower inside my chest, and the flower was made out of Light. Then the energy moved upwards and downward along my spine, causing more flowerings of Light at each of my chakras.
In just a few seconds, all seven energy centers from the base of my spine to the top of my head were filled with Light and a curving, flowing energy. And my entire being was flooded with an ecstatic joy. I opened my eyes and saw the whole room was glowing, just like the Light that moved inside me.
Kathy had been upstairs getting ready to open our shop for the day when all of this occurred. Her intuition suddenly told her that something important was happening with me, so she hurried to the living room. When she opened the door, she looked at me and said, “Robert, you’re full of Light!”
I was nearly speechless, still bathed in ecstasy. All I could say was, “I know!”
Kathy sat with me for nearly an hour, as the experience of the inner Light moved through me. Eventually, the intensity began to soften, and I was able to tell her what had happened. After awhile, we decided to go and open our shop, but there was one more surprise ahead of me.
When I entered Heaven and Earth, I could, for the first time, sense the energy of the stones on the shelves and tables. It filled the room. And when I picked up a stone, I could at last feel the vibrational currents of “crystal energy” that our customers and friends had described to me. In fact, I could, on that morning, feel every single stone in the store, and could sense the similarities and differences among them. I spent almost the entire day in a state of calm, wonderful rapture, picking up stone after stone, feeling them all. And while that exquisite sensitivity has ebbed and flowed through the years, it has never left me, and I have learned how to focus and work with it.
So, why did I tell these personal stories? In a way, I felt that I had to. They are what brought me here, to this moment at the computer, typing out the beginning of a new book. This book is a way of winding my golden string, especially because the golden strings emanating from crystals and stones turn out to be ones that a lot of people have gotten hold of, and I feel that we are all working our way to “Heaven’s gate.” Maybe we will get there together, and maybe we each have golden strings tying us to thousands, or even millions of other people . . . and to everything else in and on the Earth, and to the Earth herself, and to the Soul of the World. The centerpiece of my first vision, way back in 1970, was the cycle of water, illustrating that we are all connected, and that the life of everything is mirrored in the image of water’s circulating flow. And there is another, deeper “water”—a spiritual one—the divine current that bears every particle of matter and every wave of energy on its journey in the universe. That current can flow into us and transform us, and it often manifests as Light, as it did in my young head back in 1970, and in our living room in 1986. I told my stories because that divine river of Light (wonder of wonders!) is what is now pouring into many of us through the stones. Not in an overwhelming torrent that could drown our individuality, but softly, gently, lovingly, persistently, patiently. Nothing is more patient than a stone.
Think about it. What in the world is happening? Over the past thirty years or so, there has been a worldwide awakening to the spiritual energies of crystals. In every country I visit, there are people who know about this, and who love stones. They meditate with them, carry them, tell stories about their stones calling to them, or opening their hearts, or healing them. For some of us, like myself before the day when everything changed, the stones seem not to have “done” anything, but we still love them—which means they have done something very great indeed. What is happening? What, or Who, is on the other end of these golden threads?
It’s amazing. You walk into a crystal shop and there you see a colorful array of tumbled stones, minerals and crystals—so lovely, so physical, so down to earth. But what is going on is a huge mystery. Some of us can feel currents coming from the stones, or inwardly hear them “speak,” or see visions when we hold them. Other people often think we’re crazy, or just foolish and naive. My advice is: Don’t worry about what anyone else says or thinks, and don’t doubt your own experiences. Part of what is happening is that new sensory capacities are opening up. If ninety-five percent of the people in the world were blind, they would think that those foolish people talking about “colors” were crazy too.
The ancient Greek philosopher Plato discussed that sort of thing in his myth of the Cave. In that tale, a group of people lived their whole lives in a cave, facing the back wall and chained to the floor so they could not turn around. Behind them, there was a fire that caused a dance of flickering shadows on the one visible wall. Those shadows were viewed by the cave’s chained inhabitants as constituting the entire world. And if someone were to break his chains, escape from the cave and visit the outside world, when he or she came back to tell the tale, it wouldn’t be believed. The explorer would be ridiculed, and the inhabitants of the cave would settle back in to their “normal lives,” watching the shadows.
If you are someone who has had the sensation of feeling crystal energies, or who has been “called” by a stone, you may feel a bit like one of the explorers who left and returned to the Cave, trying to explain to others what you’ve experienced. You may even accept the label of being “a little nutty,” since your own experience is not supposed to be real, according to just about all your schoolteachers, parents, and the other figures of authority in our culture. But of course, if you are reading this book, you probably already know that there are innumerable holes in the fabric of consensus reality, especially its foundation in materialism.
Most of us are already aware of the challenges to the materialistic worldview presented by unexplained healings, near death experiences, spiritualist mediums, tarot readings, and prophetic dreams, as well as everyday sorts of psychic experiences and telepathy. Sometimes the telephone rings and you know who it is before you answer. Our pets seem to be instantly aware when we are coming home, and there is documented evidence that plants can read our minds. Materialism is not an adequate explanation of reality. This book will suggest to you that even the stones are conscious!
Do you know the story of the three blind men who were given the chance to encounter an elephant? One ran up against the side of the beast, and he later said
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