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To the Master of all — mine as well.
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A call from Brazil


It's the third time he's come to this country. Jayem. The first in which his retreat takes place near a great metropolis, here. The largest in South America, São Paulo, with its estimated 21.6 million inhabitants this August, across its metropolitan area. The event is being held close enough for the convenience a big city affords those who are interested, yet far enough from the inevitable nuisances that great urban centers carry along with them. Fifty kilometers out, in São Roque. Because the six nights and seven days call, preferably, for an atmosphere of more silence and less din, more Nature and less pollution, more presence and less of the mental and emotional agitation of those endless ultramodern appeals that seem to connect us to the world while pulling us away from ourselves. 
The unspoken search that moves the people gathered here — folks who come from the city of São Paulo, from the state of São Paulo, from other parts of Brazil, and even from the United States, among them expatriate Brazilians, but also a South Korean woman living there — is the search for the truth of the self. The draw is him. Jayem, of course. At first sight.
But it's worth your while to approach this setting and this human story with an openness of soul, mind, and heart, so as to experience — outside the black box of life's conventional understanding, the one society tries to impose on us — the richness of this experience. The symbolism it carries may speak very loudly to your own search, even if you aren't consciously aware of it.
Here, in this narrative, the Earth is not flat, and not everything is plain bread and butter. The setting you enter with me, joining these people, is not merely this small-yet-grand, lovely center specializing in retreats, workshops, courses, and lodging, with its 55 rooms and capacity for 130 people. The Espaço Natureza Arco-Íris (Rainbow Nature Space), with its two small lakes, imposing trees, meeting halls bearing suggestive names, statues of Buddha and Kwan Yin, and a Japanese garden — that's what you see, but not all there is. Nor does it have only to do with Asian deities, even though the owner is a gracious lady of Eastern descent. Olga Kan, who in 1998 co-founded the place with the chief purpose of housing activities devoted to people's self-knowledge and non-sectarian spiritual growth. The Space is also a field of energy — a concentration of favorable conditions and forces in motion within the invisible world of reality, conditions that widen our perception in the visible world. So that our consciousness may take an evolutionary leap and we may find the whole, manifold, unique, complete being that each of us is. One of the fields that open us to mystery — for you'll find others, embedded here — it is an organic part of his world.
The world of our visible protagonist. Jayem. The American citizen Jon Marc Hammer.
His worldly ID card?
Norwegian and German ancestry. A former soldier in the Vietnam War. A former almost-entrepreneur and bankrupt businessman. A former yoga teacher, a student of philosophy and psychology, a former skeptic of life's subtler things, a former husband. Father of Dawn, his grown daughter, who is here now as his assistant, but also independent in her own practice as a teacher of conscious human development. An intelligent, elegant good humor, an agreeable countenance, a steady air of being a good soul, arriving at 74 years of age at peace with life.
The document's other side? The side of mystery?
An exceptional non-sectarian spiritual teacher, anything but conventional. Co-author of books — three of them already published in Brazil, The Christ Mind Trilogy: The Way of the Heart, The Way of Transformation, The Way of Knowing —, founder of a path of personal transformation, self-knowledge, and spiritual elevation: the Way of Mastery. An intriguing human being of a new breed of the species. New people — ourselves, transformed, perhaps. The new strain forming on the planet, and to which many here are called by life to discover whether they truly wish to belong. The civilization's historical moment is dramatic. Whoever has their eyes open to see may suspect that the old prophecy of the necessary separation of the wheat from the chaff seems to detonate like a hydrogen bomb in this challenging era of artificial intelligence of ours. The dice of fate seem cast. The fate we choose. To become truly conscious beings, or to sink into the unconsciousness manipulated by those blind with political/economic/cultural power and by the ignorance of our own resistance to the light.
Jayem chose. Reluctantly, at first. Disbelieving, questioning. Afraid he might be losing his mind. But he was transformed. That's why he is a living example of these new children of the race who are emerging here and there, signaling the direction of our future. Not so that we may be exactly like him — for individuality, too, is sacred. But so that we may attune to that creative power of the universe in which our personal vibration of living pulses at the frequency of beings in an elevated state of consciousness.
That is why Jayem is the visible protagonist. But the power he carries within him, the field he represents and of which he is ambassador and living messenger, is the great chief protagonist that brought these people here — including me, and you, now plunging into the attractors of that field as they inhabit this reading. Jayem, by these inexplicable blessings of Divine Love, became the channel of an entity of mystery. Which is that field of the invisible acting here, through him. And through us, if we so wish. And if we earn it.
He channeled for many years, and he still feels in tune with that consciousness. Channeling is the modern term, popularized by the phenomenon that erupted in the United States on many fronts beginning in the 1970s. It is a version of a classic phenomenon in which Brazil holds a prominent place on the planet, by the sheer volume and the long history of its manifestation among us. Mediumship. The capacity for communication with beings of the invisible world and for the intelligible transmission of messages that pass from there to here.
In a critical and chaotic moment of his life, Jayem — on a distant day in 1987, in another unsuspected point of energy: his apartment in Tacoma on the shore of Commencement Bay, the northwest coast of North America, less than 300 kilometers from the Canadian border — received the visit of an etheric being.
Jeshua. "It's an energy that means Truth Giver," someone would explain to Jayem one day. The Aramaic name of Jesus Christ.
It is the sublime vibration of that name that has brought me here. And brought many of all those who are making their way to the Pleiades Hall, the largest at the Space, where the event's final activity takes place. For me there is a quiet, deep anxiousness to feel, somehow, the energy of my Master — even if indirectly, through someone who had the privilege, the courage, and the worthiness to surrender to it, in order to bring forth within himself his own Christ. There is the melancholy of recognizing that some part of me knows of the existence of that potential — the encounter with real and full attunement to the Master, and the possibility of activating the Christ Mind within me. A possibility perhaps unreachable for the moment, owing to my limitation and faintheartedness, whether real or generated by the ego, I don't know. But I am on the path, and I come, however it may be, carrying with me my deficiencies and whatever poverty of spirit I have.
To look upon a being I recognize as equal to me, a brother on the journey — and not a distant spiritual celebrity, a guru or supposed master on a pedestal, perhaps the hidden cultivator of a refined, spiritualized ego — is deeply comforting. To recognize before me a brother who made his journey and today operates in life in a Christed state of being is a balm to my soul. It's a dose of spiritual adrenaline when the possibly discouraging threats of the aging I'm beginning to feel at 74 wait for me around the corner of dryness of heart and mind. The logical, rational mind of a sensitive intellectual — but an intellectual nonetheless... the mind of a writer-thinker, with its virtues and its challenges...
But what is all this, really? Christ Mind? A Christed way of living? Is there a practical, palpable, attainable truth here?
You need to draw near with as open a mind as possible. It's worth adding a good measure of receptivity to emotions, feelings, and sensations. Because otherwise you don't live the experience. You don't grasp what the analytical, shallow mind cannot reach. You don't answer the soul's call to truly come to know the miracle of the mystery that bathed this brother of yours. Because it's only when you free the heart to feel, without judgment and analysis, that a more refined state of your mind can organize the understanding. And then your personal makeup can be worth something — so you can share, with your own deep intelligence and with others, the experience of understanding the process of mystery in your brother. The added bonus is that, this way, you warm your inner Innocent Being, who waits, in love, for you to welcome it so it may illuminate your days and the days of others.
If you are open — and everyone here is, in greater or lesser intensity — it's inevitable that you'll feel the quality of the energy field that bathes this room. The quality of love. The love that is not the disguised desire to possess another, the love of romantic relationships, nor the insidious camouflage of self-victimization or of pity for the other. It is the love of a gentle and sublime joy. For yourself, for others, for everything around you here, for Nature out there and in here. For life.
It is the compassionate love of the Christ that you see and feel stamped on Jayem's countenance. Not, perhaps, the etheric Christ or the historical one, because Jayem is not channeling right now, nor is he incorporating a spirit. He is simply being, right there before you. Incarnate, yes, in the Christ energy that in this moment is his, there in front. And which is the All's, at the same time. Which belongs to all of us, even though we may not manage to vibrate at the level of the gentle intensity he radiates, as a natural state of his being.
How is this possible, God the Father, Lady Mother? How can a human being arrive at this? I know there was a long journey in Jayem's steps to reach this self-sustained platform of consciousness, but is it possible to see something of that self-intended, self-directed process happen, here, in this moment?
I enter the room, take my place in a chair, off to the right in this circular space, somewhere near the central area where Jayem already sits, beside the first of the volunteer translators — the three people who will provide that service. Many sit on the floor, on cushions. I avoid it, because of the limitations of my poor posture.
Most of the group is made up of middle-aged people. Thirty-five and up to sixty, I'd estimate. Women and men. A few much younger than that, others older. There are family groups, couples. Subgroups, pairs filing in and settling. Olga, discreet, comes in and sits in a chair at the back, near the exit. It's her responsibility to oversee that everything in the house is running in order, to check that her staff are carrying out the duties that fall to each of them. But she too is a spiritual walker, an anchor of this receptive energy field that now shelters the materialization of this experience of contact with a living message of mystery. That's why she is here, now, in that twofold condition.
Settling into one of the front rows, too, is the couple of physicians Arnaldo Celso do Carmo and Cynthia Locatelli, the people chiefly responsible for Jayem's visits to Brazil. The two — who are the protagonists of the first book in this narrative series, The Way of Awakening — led the formation of a group of friends, in the 1990s, who established the ISH, the Instituto Ser Humano (Human Being Institute), an NGO devoted to activities of self-knowledge, expansion of consciousness, and full human development. At a certain stage of the process, the two came to know A Course in Miracles, the pioneering work of channeling of the new teachings of this same entity we identify as Jesus Christ, carried out in the 1960s by the American university professor Helen Schucman.
For a good while, the couple ran the NGO's activities centered on the Course, until a member of the group, Bruna Helena, a resident of the United States, introduced them to the books of a new channeling phenomenon connected to the figure of Jesus Christ. The Jayem phenomenon. Arnaldo and Cynthia were enchanted; they created study groups, translated, together with other members, The Way of the Heart, The Way of Transformation, The Way of Knowing. They contacted Jayem, organized the first workshop in Brazil, and, given the good result, have repeated the initiative twice more.
Members of the ISH form the event's executive support group. One of them, Helder Marques Alvares, affectionately called Baixinho ("Shorty"), is in charge of the event's sound and recording system. Normally obliging and helpful, today he's running late — something quite unusual — which causes a small delay in the start of the activity.
Jayem sits facing the audience, barefoot, in gray trousers and a light-blue shirt with the sleeves rolled up, bracelets on both arms, an earring in his left ear standing out against his completely bald head, clear-lensed glasses before his eyes. He's a tall man, broad-shouldered, with a robust chest and an almost athletic build. Serene posture, as he waits for the room's hum to settle. He closes his eyes for a moment, takes the discreet breath that centers his being, bringing himself present, before beginning any activity.
When he opens his eyes and the silence of expectation sets in, he's informed of the delay. He jokes with the audience:
— We're waiting for God.
Beside him, a bottle of mineral water, a crystal stone, a small altar, a small arrangement of flowers from Olga's garden. On the altar, a reproduction of the famous painting Jesus Laughing, in a frame marked with the word Aloha, suggesting its Hawaiian origin. And, besides that, a statuette of Saint Mary Magdalene bearing the litany, in French, priez pour nous (pray for us); a black-and-white photo of "a mysterious woman" Jayem promises to reveal today.
When Baixinho arrives, apologizing, getting the equipment running, Jayem jokes:
— Now I can leave Brazil happy. Because I've learned the name of God...
The day of farewell begins
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