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Instructions for Koko’s
Oracles

 


There are fifty-two oracles within the
pages of this book that offer solutions to questionable weekly
situations.

Concentrate on your
problem and
know that you will receive a message that is right for you. There
will be a two-part answer. Randomly turn to any page and look for
the closest oracle following that page. That message will apply to
your present situation. Repeat the process to receive a
communication that applies to the future. Believe in the power of
the Koko’s Oracles. The wisdom they contain have benefited many in
times of indecisiveness.
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Prologue




Every man’s life is no more than a fairy
tale written by God’s fingers…

There was a very large crowd at the funeral
in Coconut Grove, Florida. After all, Dr. Sebastian Stain Camote
was a highly controversial man. He was a respected and eminent
psychiatrist and regarded as a genius by many of his associates. He
was well known for his charitable donations and his work for human
rights and justice. Yet at the time of his death he was being held
in prison as a convicted murderer. To many he was a brilliant hero
following his destiny. To others he was a fool living in his own
illusions of reality. He believed in reincarnation and postulated
that in a past life he was Don Quixote and lived in Spain in 1605.
He conjectured that angels and spirits from other dimensions
brought messages to us through dreams. He was many things to many
people… his peers, patients, and friends. The group gathered in the
chapel for the service were eclectic, brought together and united
for this one moment in time because Dr. Camote had touched them all
in some way. How was it possible for each of them to look at the
same man and yet see him so differently? Just as each person
develops his own concept of the world, so it is that we each have
our own inner vision of people we come in contact with. Was he an
angel or a sinner?

We are our thoughts, and our
thoughts become our judgment. To make the impossible dreams become
possible and to believe in the miracles of life… this is the legacy
he leaves behind. If a person is remembered after a lifetime by his
principles and deeds, surely Dr. Camote’s quest for love, hope, and
goodness will remain as long as people shall live. Ashes to ashes
and dust to dust… Dr. Camote is dead, but his soul lives
on…

 


Life is eternal: and love is
immortal: and death is only a horizon: and a horizon is
nothing save the
limit of our sight.

—Rossiter Worthington Raymond, The
Spirit Guide
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The Spirit Guide




For I am persuaded, that
neither death, nor life, nor angels, nor principalities, nor powers, nor
things present, nor things to come, nor height, nor depth, nor any
other creature, shall be able to separate us from the love of
God.

—Romans 8:38-39

 


And then, just as Sebastian took his last
breath, he saw a vision of the Great Cosmic Master, surrounded by a
bright white light. She was beckoning to him. The time had come for
his soul to leave his body. His soul slowly rose and went through a
long, dark tunnel. There was a white light waiting on the other
side. Slowly, very slowly, he moved toward it and gazed down at his
body, lying discarded like old worn- out apparel. He saw the prison
guard looking at his body, determining that he was dead. He saw his
Uncle Joseph making the funeral arrangements. He saw the headlines
in the Miami Herald and the Sun Sentinel. He watched as the news of
his death was announced on the television screens. He observed it
all. He saw the funeral service, and the people that came. He saw
Dr. Goldstein and Camotin and Iris and Perry Newman and Tilly
Bernstein and Manolo and Antonio and Bill Freeman and Robert Taylor
and his lawyer and Luigi Escalanti and his bodyguards and the
Kabbalah rabbi and even O.J. Perales was there. He saw Samuel
Shapiro and Theodora and Peter McGee. He saw his former classmates
who came and his many patients who came, and people he thought
never cared about him, they also came. He also saw Eloise and
Leonard, both of them still in prison and reading about his funeral
in the Miami Herald. There was a great deal of chaos after the
service with everyone arguing about his guilt or
innocence.

Then the spirit
guide that
was with his soul told him that soon it would be time for him to
evaluate his life on earth and to review the lessons that he had
learned. The spirit guide told him that each person he had
encountered on his journey had been sent by the light to help him
overcome his ego and physicality and to elevate him to a higher
spiritual plane. His task in this past lifetime had been to learn
to dream and to learn to love. This was the mission his soul had
selected. Would he be able to love as unconditionally as God? Who
had he helped, and whom had he hurt? How many mistakes had he made
because he was forgetful of the true meaning of love when his soul
resided hopefully in his physical body? One by one the many
different people who had made up the kaleidoscope of his life would
soon appear. The time for judgment was very close, and he was
ready. The spirit guide led him to a small room with three chairs
and asked him to be seated. Then he told Sebastian that two spirits
that would question him would visit him. Their names were Kika and
Koko.

The master plan of his life had already
been established before his birth and although there were different
paths he could follow, the end result may be the same.
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The Reckoning




Incline your ear, and come unto
Me: hear, and your soul shall live.

—Isaiah 55:3

 


There are no clocks in the spirit world, so
I cannot say how long I sat and waited. Then suddenly, the two
spirits entered. They introduced themselves.

“Hello, Sebastian. I am Koko,
and I am here to help you make your transition to another level of the
spirit world. I will ask you questions about your decisions while
you were on earth, and I will be your defender. You will be given
the opportunity to see your whole life replayed the same as when
you watch a movie or a video. The difference is now you will be
able to see the whole scope of your life come before you and not
judge by small segments, as you did on earth. You will have the
opportunity to view the big picture. You will see the people who
were sent to you for help and the manner in which you responded to
them. As you observe things from a different perspective, you will
see there are two ways of thinking. What you thought was right was
not always correct. But remember, Sebastian, you were sent to earth
to learn, and even an incorrect act, done with the right
consciousness, can be commended. Everything hinges on intent. As
human beings we are constantly changing, depending on our moods.
One day we feel good because things are going well, and the next
day we may feel the opposite. Since we are our thoughts, where did
the good feelings go? We are unpredictable, not knowing what we
will think or feel next. The mind is empty, as transitory as a
dream. Examine a thought as it comes, it stays, and it disappears.
The past is past, the future not yet, and even the present drought
quickly becomes the past. Impermanence is the only thing mortals
can hold onto. It is like the sun or the moon. No matter how things
around us can change or collapse, the sun and the moon endure, just
like our souls. This is what human beings fail to understand. A
lifetime on earth passes swiftly, and kind acts should not be
postponed, for there may never be another chance to change our
karma. As you tell the story of your life, it will reveal the
meaning of your existence on earth. It will assist me in developing
oracles based on the accumulation of the numerous experiences your
soul has encountered in this lifetime. When your book is written,
it will contain useful messages that will serve as encouragement,
illumination, and inspiration to others who will be going through
their own life lessons,” Koko explained.

‘Hello, Sebastian. I am Kika,
and I, too, will ask you questions. I will be your prosecutor. Through your
answers to me you will have a clearer picture of your actions
during your past lifetime. Many times we do things intuitively and
we are correct. That is when we hear our soul and listen. To human
beings a soul is abstract, because it is known in only thoughts,
without words. Yet at some point in time we recognize it, we beckon
it, we entice it, we become familiar with it, and we can express it
in our gallant acts. However, there are times when our ego gets in
the way and we are too consumed by our own importance to understand
others. You will learn there is 110 ego in the spirit world, for
ego exists only in physicality,” Kika told me.

“Let us watch your life story,”
they said. And so the journey into my past life began…
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Dr. Camote




When we are ham, we cry that we
have come to this great stage of fools.

—Shakespeare

My name was Sebastian Stain Camote. I chose
my parents and my life before I came to earth. I knew I would be
interacting with many fellow travelers, and I wanted to give
universal love and kindness to all. After birth I had no
recollection of my spiritual decision. However, even at a young age
I knew that I wanted to make a difference in the world and help
people. I dedicated my energies to following that mission and
became a psychiatrist. It is said what you give comes back to you,
and in return for my compassionate manner I received a great deal
of affection and admiration from my patients. I knew I was blessed
in many ways.

I was born in Brooklyn, New York, on May
22, 1943. My mother, Ruth Stain, had a dramatic influence on my
life. She was Jewish and born in Germany. A gifted artist, she
taught painting to children. In 1940 she fled to America trying to
escape the tragedy of Adolf Hitler’s Holocaust. It was a matter of
life or death. She left quickly, leaving behind many of her
possessions, including paintings she had treasured. She had one
brother, Joseph Stain, and they were very close confidants. They
were separated when Joseph, a doctor, moved to Toledo, Spain, to be
near one of his former professors. My mother moved to Brownsville,
in Brooklyn, New York, to be with her childhood friend Miriam.
Miriam was married and pleaded with Ruth to come and share the
apartment. My mother was grateful to Miriam but felt her life was
disrupted and tremulous. Although my mother was a young woman with
great emotional strength, she found the change difficult. She
questioned why her world had gone topsy-turvy. She was suddenly in
a foreign country, and although she knew she had no choice when she
left Germany, she longed for the familiarity of her former
homeland. She searched for and found a Kabbalistic rabbi in the
neighborhood, who taught her Kabbalah. My mother was searching for
answers that she believed ancient teachings might give
her.

My father, Giovanni Camote, was
born in Palermo, Italy. He was a talented musician
and played
classical music on the vio-lin. He also taught music to children.
There were very few op-portunities to perform in public. In order
to support himself he worked as a fisherman, the same as his
father, his grandfather, and generations before him had done. He,
too, had to flee the country of his birth. He left in 1935, during
the time of Mussoli-ni’s reign. He settled in Brighton Beach,
Brooklyn, New York. He lived near the ocean. Ruth and Giovanni met
in February 1941, just as fate had arranged, on the crowded
boardwalk in Coney Island. They were instantly attracted to each
other and had the common bond of being immigrants. They empathized
and fell in love. There was a language problem in the beginning,
but they managed to understand each other’s needs. They mar-ried on
June 14, 1942, and my mother moved in with my father. I was born
into the world eleven months later.

I had a happy and secure childhood. I
was raised in an atmosphere of love, music, and art. An only child,
I was treasured by my parents. One day when I was six years old, my
father went into a bookstore searching for a book to bring home for
me. His eyes rested on a copy of Cervantes’s Don Quixote in
Spanish. My father could not read Spanish, but he did buy the book
and brought it home. When my mother questioned his choice of books,
my father had no explanation. He told her it was as if the book had
jumped off the shelf and into his hands. Later in life it would
have a profound impact on me.

I was like my mother, always
looking for answers to life. Instead of playing ball with my friends, many
afternoons I would seek out the rabbi my mother had studied with
and spend endless hours listening to the ancient teachings. I loved
my Uncle Joseph and was fortunate in being able to visit with him
in Spain during some of my summer vacations. My uncle encouraged me
when he learned I wanted to become a physician. We had long talks
together, and it was Joseph and the reading of Don Quixote that
taught me to speak Spanish. I was already fluent in Italian and
German.

I applied myself in school
and knew my
dream of becoming a doctor was available to me. I studied hard and
received excellent grades. My parents were very proud when I was
accepted at Harvard Medical School. I graduated with honors. I
served in the army in 1968. In 1971 I volunteered to work at a
trauma hospital and help the wounded soldiers back from Vietnam. In
1973 I was offered a position as a psychiatrist in Miami, Florida,
and I accepted.

I enjoyed the casual lifestyle
and the proximity to the ocean. I had always been drawn to the sea. My
income provided me with material comfort and the ability to indulge
in becoming a patron of the arts. I generously supported the
ballet, symphony, and opera, various museums and theaters in Miami
and Fort Lauderdale. I enjoyed foreign movies and had a boundless
desire to read a variety of literature. I attended sports events
and cheered for Miami teams. My passion, however, concerned the
welfare of children. Although I had no child of my own, I realized
the importance of young people to the future of the world. I
established a children’s foundation to which I made generous
contributions. I also made myself readily available to help in
various children’s causes. I was a founding member of Amnesty World
and Freedom. I supported the causes of human rights and worldwide
freedom for all people. I led a comfortable life. I had many
acquaintances to accompany me to social and sports events. I had
friends to dine with. I had colleagues to discuss things with. I
admired the international diversity of people parading along the
streets in Coconut Grove and Coral Gables, Lincoln Road and Ocean
Drive. I favored outdoor cafes that were reminiscent of European
cities and liked watching the people pass by.

I was not a
religious
man, but I had studied the principles and the beliefs of many
cultures and believed the powerful force of love unites all living
creatures. I corresponded with my Uncle Joseph frequently. When I
was able to get away I would take a short trip and fly to Spain, to
visit my uncle in Toledo. There we would spend endless hours
discussing books, especially the writings of Cervantes. I always
felt I was returning home when I strolled the cobblestone streets
filled with history.

I gave and received love in
a general
way, but it was not the love I craved. I had been involved in love
affairs during the years, but they were mainly unsatisfactory. I
longed for a fairy tale romance, yet I understood there could never
be a woman who could match my fantasies and illusions. I was
seeking a princess of purity and chastity who would give me
unconditional love, yet I knew this was an unrealistic dream. I
would become attracted to a beautiful female, but her beauty alone
was not sufficient to capture my heart. I longed for a relationship
that could never exist outside of my mind, and so at times I felt
great loneliness. Early one Saturday evening as the sun was
setting, I sat at a table, alone in South Beach, drinking a glass
of wine, and emptiness gnawed at my heart. I watched lovers
strolling hand in hand and holding each other, and I questioned why
I could not find this intimacy. Something was lacking in my life,
perhaps one of the most vital things of all. I still had not found
my soul mate. I was very intense and I carefully scrutinized each
person’s face when I spoke to him or her. I might not remember the
color of their clothes, but I did look closely at their eyes for a
glimpse into the window of their souls.

My mother, Ruth, died when I
was thirty years old. We had been very close. She was a woman on a perpetual
spiritual jour-ney, and she believed in mysticism and messages from
the be-yond. She always encouraged me by telling me I could
accom-plish anything I set my mind to. My father, Giovanni,
remarried three years after my mother’s death. He longed to return
to his birthplace in Italy, and he moved there with his new wife.
My father died in Palermo when he was sixty-four.

When I was thirty-two years
old, I was very troubled with sleeping problems. I had
disturbing dreams and would wake up feeling there was a message I was
not receiving. I thought it might be my mother’s attempt to tell me
something of importance. I had studied Sigmund Freud’s dream
analysis research. According to Freud, dreams are disguised
thoughts from the unconscious mind. Carl Jung, who had been Freud’s
student, felt dreams were the personal and collective layers of the
unconscious. Those theories did not satisfy my curiosity. I wanted
more knowledge, and that was what motivated me to start seeing Dr.
Goldstein as her patient. I began analysis. I trusted and respected
Dr. Goldstein, and I hoped in time she would be able to help me
find the answers that I was seeking. I also contacted a rabbi who
taught Kabbalah. The rabbi offered to teach me meditations and
prayers that would help me remember my dreams in detail. The rabbi
told me when I woke up and could recall my dreams to write them
down, with as much detail as I could remember. Then the rabbi would
interpret it because dreams often contain hidden messages. If my
mother were trying to communicate with me from another dimension,
somehow I felt we would make contact, and eventually we
did.

I had my dreams of justice for
all, my missions to give hope, my loves, my truths, and even my
delusions and lies. They all had a part in my life. I lived in reality
and I lived in illusion. Many events happened in the fifty-seven
years I lived. I have traveled many different paths and met
numerous souls along the way. The time has gone by swiftly and
stealthily, and finally my life on earth is over. And now my soul
has gone to a different dimension to observe the movie of all the
events of my life, as they unfolded. I questioned whether I could
have altered anything or was it destiny that decreed my fate and
the fates of the others with me. What had transpired in this life
would influence the next reincarnation; of that I was
certain.
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Dr. Sara Goldstein




For God hath not given us
the spirit of fear; but of power, and of love, and of a sound
mind.

—1 Timothy 1:7

 


Dr. Sebastian Stain Camote was my patient
and my friend. He’s dead and I long to have him here with me again,
but I realize that is impossible. I know he died on December 22,
2000, but I can’t recall what day of the week he was buried. It
really doesn’t matter if I remember or not. The fact remains that
he’s gone. Today is January 10, 2001. Even though he is physically
departed, I sense his presence near me at times. I feel his aura.
He always said we were connected and shared past lives. I started
out as a skeptic and asked him if he could provide proof of
reincarnation. Through the years he convinced me and I became a
believer. I am fortunate that I have retained tapes of my sessions
with Dr. Camote. As I listen to them over and over, he speaks to me
once more.

I am a professor of psychiatry
at the
University of Miami. My first encounter with Dr. Camote was on
September 24, 1975. Dr. Camote was also a psychiatrist with an
office in Coconut Grove. He had come to me for help in clarifying
his thoughts and problems. And is there anyone who lives on this
earth who does not need help to survive in this world filled with
chaos and confusion? He was thirty-two years old then, and I was
forty. Even then he spoke about souls and missions. We have been
through a lot together since then, including many sessions where I
utilized hypnosis to reveal his past lives and help him to project
into possible future events. He was a man who was tom between
physicality and spirituality. He believed each soul came to earth
in a human form to learn lessons that would help it reach a higher
level of understanding and love. He theorized he had been Don
Quixote in one of his past lives and he was here to continue his
quest to right the wrongs of the world. He want-ed to make the
universe a better place for all creatures. He was intent on making
impossible dreams possible. He also conjec-tured that his employee,
Camotin, was his reincarnated squire Sancho Panza, and had lived
with him in 1605. This probably accounted for Dr. Camote’s
obsessive fear of jail cells and pris-ons. I always listened
carefully to his unconventional desires and dreams and witnessed
the mixture of his realities and illu-sions.

Even though we maintained a
doctor-and-patient relationship, we had remained friends.
We would go
out socially and shared many similar cultural interests. Dr. Camote
was without a doubt the most complex yet honorable man I had ever
encountered. He displayed great empathy for his patients and took
their problems to heart, which is something physicians are not
supposed to do. In order to be beneficial, doctors must stay
removed and see the big picture of life, but Dr. Camote did not
always function on a professional level when it came to being
affected by the rights and wrongs of people and the injustices
performed throughout our planet. It is said a man sees in the world
what he carries in his heart, and Dr. Camote had a generous
heart.

Dr. Camote was a renowned
author and had written several books on past lives and two books on
near-death experiences. His latest book dealt with after-death
communication. He was an avid reader and was exceptionally
perceptive, but perhaps his most admirable quality was his ability
to keep an open mind and know that other dimensions existed even if
we couldn’t see them. I sometimes think that the inability to
accept new ideas might be the root of a great many psychological
problems and emotional illnesses. Most people don’t believe in
miracles, but millions of marvels occur every day. It’s all in the
perception of how we see life, as either heaven or hell, surrounded
by angels or demons. I wonder where Dr. Camote’s soul is right
now?
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Lucy Neal




In love we remember their kind
words and unselfish deeds. We thank thee for their lives, for our
companionship with them, for the sweet memories they leave behind. May we, in
tribute to our departed, live wisely, courageously, and usefully.
Thus will our departed be bound up in life and live with
us.

 


I am in the waiting place, and my
spirit guides are asking me to review different episodes of my
life. One that comes to my mind is my first meeting with my patient
Lucy Neal. She had arrived at my office on time for her
appointment. She was devastated with grief. Large tears filled her
eyes and streamed down her face. Her fragile body shook as she
spoke, and her voice was like a whisper. Through her tears Lucy
Neal kept asking me why this terrible accident had happened. Of
course I knew the truth. This was no accident. Michael had
accomplished whatever he had come here to do. There was no further
reason for him to remain on earth. I realized this was not the
appropriate time to tell this to Lucy. She would not be ready to
hear it yet. I tried to calm her down, but she was not receptive to
me. She kept repeating that her son was dead and she wanted him
back. She grieved that she would never be able to hold her son in
her arms or kiss him again. Lucy pleaded for some answers from
me.

“My son, Michael, was
murdered. It
was not an accident. He was so sweet and smart and beautiful. He
was my only child. I am struggling every day in the horror of
accepting that my son is dead. He is gone forever. I want him back.
I need him back,” Lucy said.

“Can you tell me what
happened?” I
asked.

“Michael was riding his bicycle,
just in front of the house. One minute he was alive and happy, and then in an
instant he was taken from me. He was hit in the head by a stray
bullet,” Lucy told me.

“I am so sorry. Please, can you
continue?” I
questioned. “My heart is broken, Doctor. I couldn’t even say
good-bye to my son. I don’t want to live anymore without him.
Michael was everything to me. He was a special, gifted boy. I keep
crying and crying. The tears won’t stop and my pain won’t go away.
I want to understand and believe what you wrote in your books. I
want to believe you when you say my Michael is alive,” Lucy
said.

“Yes, Mrs. Neal, Michael is
alive and his soul is with us,” I answered.

“I want to kill that animal that
murdered my son and put an end to his young, innocent life,” Lucy cried
out.

“Did the police
find the killer?
Did they charge anyone?” I queried.

“Yes, they charged three men.
They said drug dealers had been fighting for months. Nobody was
able to stop them, and now my baby is gone. Michael was only eight
years old. How could God allow this? Where was God when this
happened?” Lucy asked.

“Mrs. Neal, death is only a temporary
separation,” I said.

“Music, Michael loved
music. His favorite
song was The Aranjuez Concert.’ I loved to sing to him. Now I sing
in my loneliness and sorrow. I cry. I keep on crying but the tears
never stop. I go to the cemetery every day. I am always alone now.
I bring flowers and talk to a piece of stone that marks his grave.
I hate coming home now. I am so lonely, Dr. Camote. My husband left
me,” Lucy said.

“I am sorry to
hear that,”
I said.

“When Michael
died our
marriage died. Our son’s death drove us apart. I looked for answers
in the Bible and then in your books. But my husband had no place to
look, so he started drinking. His answer was to find comfort in the
bottle. And then he left me. Every day I wait for Michael. I wait
alone, imagining he will be coming home from school, like all the
other children. But he’s not coming. He is not coming back to me
anymore,” Lucy said tearfully.

“Michael will always be with
you. He exists in a beautiful place,” I told her.

“Is that really true? Does my son,
Michael, exist? Does he know how much I miss him? Can he see me,
and will I ever see him again?” Lucy pleaded to know.

“Mrs. Neal, your son came here
for a short experience. Some people come into our lives like Michael and stay
for only a little while. They leave deep footprints on our hearts
that last forever,” I explained.

“Why Michael? Why my son,
Michael? Why
was my son murdered?” Lucy asked.

“I don’t know, Mrs. Neal,” I
admitted.

“Please help me. I know you can
do this.
Please hypnotize me and take me into the life where I can find my
Michael again. Please, I beg you,” Lucy implored.

“Life-progression
hypnotherapy is not
the answer for you right now,” I insisted.

“I read in your
books that we can
see ourselves again with those we love and have lost, in our future
lives. Please help me. Do this for me,” Lucy beseeched
me.

“Mrs. Neal, Michael will
communicate
with you. He will send you messages. Sometimes if you are not open
you will not receive them. In time you will understand about these
things. Michael is with God now. Listen to God and you will be
listening to Michael,” I reasoned.

“How can I hear
God? I can’t
forgive God. My life now has become silence,” Lucy told
me.

“Silence is the voice of God,” I told
her.

“I won’t forgive. I cannot
forget. I want to kill the man that murdered my son. I want him to
the and suffer and be punished in hell for what he did,” Lucy
decreed.

“There is no punishment in hell.
Punishment is here. The person who killed your child will choose his own
punishment. Didn’t you say the police arrested three men?” I
asked.

“Yes, they charged three men. But I know
and everyone else knows who the real murderer is,” Lucy
said.

“Who do you believe this man
is?” I wanted to know.

“It is the same man
that is behind all
the murders and drugs deals in Miami,” Lucy told me.

‘Who is he?” I
asked.

“He is Luigi Escalanti,”
Lucy replied.

“Esealanti? He is a
millionaire and a philanthropist,” I informed

her.

“Miami is
filled with
philanthropists like Escalanti. That’s not his real name. He
changed his name when he came here from Sicily. He will kill anyone
who gets in his way,” Lucy continued.

“What was his name?” I
asked.

‘When he lived in Palermo he was
called Leo Lorenzo,” Lucy said.

“Leo Lorenzo?” I
questioned.

“Yes. that was his name. What difference
does it make? My son is dead. Doctor. Where is the justice? There
is no justice for him. There is no justice for anybody. Other
children will the because of Leo Lorenzo. You may believe that he
will choose his punishment, but something needs to be done now. The
city is infected with his drug dealers. He can buy anything and
anybody he wants. Somebody must do something about him before more
innocent children like my son, Michael, end up dead. Nobody is
doing anything, and more mothers will end up crying for their dead
children. Who in the name of God is going to stop Leo Lorenzo?
Who?” she cried.

When Lucy mentioned the name of
Leo Lorenzo I saw the scene flash before me. It
was
Halloween night in the year 2000. I saw the Hare Krishnas dressed
in white and saffron robes, with no hair and ponytails. I saw
people dressed in costumes near Planet Hollywood. I saw myself
dressed as Don Quixote de La Mancha, a cosmic knight I saw Camotin,
my squire,… and Leo Lorenzo, the evil enemy whom I must destroy, in
the name of my true love, Dulcinea.

Lucy kept
talking,
murmuring words and phrases and sentences that were disjointed and
devoid of faith or hope. I felt her pain and my heart filled with
compassion. I longed to reach out to her. I wanted to hold her and
comfort her, but I had to play my role of doctor and psychiatrist I
knew the Lord giveth and the Lord taketh away, but Lucy would be
too distraught and unwilling to hear that. She was not ready or
open enough to listen to what I could tell her to ease her journey
toward understanding. I prescribed a mild sedative and made another
appointment with her for the following week. I vowed I would help
Lucy if the police failed and somehow I would seek out Michael’s
killer myself. The raging war on drugs must be stopped.

I made a commitment long ago to
devote my life to helping people suffering from all types of emotional
problems. My patients came to me with different ailments, some real
and some imagined. They suffered from poverty, and they suffered
from wealth. They suffered from not receiving love and their
inability to give love. They suffered from severe loneliness and
boredom and sometimes reverted to making up stories just to get my
attention. Often times their lives were controlled by ego, greed,
desire, anger, or pain. The worst symptom was fear, because that
immobilized the spirit and hindered progress. If only they could
understand that love overcomes fear. And so I tried to deal with
the kindred souls that reside in temporary physical bodies. I knew
many secrets about the unknown. I perceived messages coming from
people who were dead. I knew about reincarnation and past life
regression and future-life progression. But most of all I knew my
mission in this past lifetime, and that was to give love, goodness,
and hope to all who crossed my path. I truly believed there were no
coincidences in life and everything happened for a
reason.

As I spoke to Lucy, I sensed
that she had lost part of her soul. I had spent some time studying with a
shaman and learned about lost souls and soul retrieval. Sometimes
when a person goes through a trauma, either physically or
emotionally, she may give away part of her soul so that she will be
able to bear the pain she must endure. In Lucy’s case the death of
her son was such a powerful blow that in order to protect herself
she relinquished a portion of her soul. Long ago when soul
retrieval was prevalent, shamans would go into the spiritual realm
within three days to find the lost soul parts. In today’s society
there are therapists trained to do this work, but sometimes it is
done years later. Often a person will complain of depression, lack
of energy, or extreme pain and there is no physical reason. When he
or she has traced this back to what event triggered it, an
experienced shaman or therapist will know what to do to make the
person whole again. Shamans are assisted by their spiritual and
animal guides and through meditation and drumbeats will enter the
realm of no ordinary reality. They will ask for the missing part of
the soul to return, and then when they have it, they will blow it
back into the person to make him or her whole again. I also did
extensive research about soul stealing. That occurs when one person
desires the qualities he sees in someone else that he does not
possess and because of envy, he takes part of another person’s
soul. It is of no benefit to the person who steals it, because he
will not be able to use that energy. Sometimes people willingly
give part of their soul to someone, but again it will never help
the person who receives it. There is a ritual for returning souls
that are not ours to their rightful owners. Shamans believe that at
birth people are surrounded by animal souls to protect them.
Sometimes an animal leaves and the person is no longer protected.
That is when diseases may occur. Again, the animal spirits can be
found in the realm of nonreality, in the lower, middle, or upper
regions. Lost souls can go from any region to the other, because it
is cyclic. I made arrangements with a therapist I knew to have
Lucy’s lost soul part returned.

“What have you learned from meeting Lucy
Neal?” Kika asked.

“In thinking back I see how
fragile life is and how each moment with people we
love is a
gift to be treasured, never take anything for granted, because the
only thing certain in life is uncertainty. You cannot do a kindness
too soon, because you never know when too soon will be too late,” I
said.

Koko’s Oracle: Spiritual
Growth

Present: Just as hurricanes and
thunderstorms may appear unexpectedly, so, too, you may be tested
at this time by despair, anxiety, and worry. You cannot escape some
negative forces; however, they are blessings in disguise and
present you with challenges for you to overcome. You may need to
take another look at a situation that has troubled you in the past.
Change your perspective and you will gain valuable awareness and
spiritual insight.

Future: Your developing
compassion will lead you to serve others who require
your support. Your
nurturing and healing qualities will surface, and your creative
abilities in solving difficult problems will reward you with a
sense of purpose. People will esteem your wisdom and be drawn to
you for solutions.
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Camotin

 


 Dost
thou love
life? Then do not squander time; for that’s the stuff life is made
of.

—Benjamin
Franklin

 


I remembered my times with Camotin, and
I felt a great surge of affection. I had always thought of myself
as Camotin’s instructor in the classroom of life. As I reviewed our
times together, I questioned whether I had been too much of a
teacher and because of that had Camotin turned me off? Camotin was
a young man I had befriended. I employed him in various capacities.
He was an alcoholic and a drug addict and not to be trusted. He was
ordered to go to the South Florida substance abuse facility. When
Camotin showed interest in becoming a certified substance abuse
counselor he was referred to me. I recognized we were brought
together for a purpose. There was something about Camotin that
seemed familiar, but I couldn’t identify the feeling of affinity I
experienced from the first moment we met. I tried to regress
Camotin in the hope of finding some clues to his negative behavior
pattern. During one early session I had Camotin lie down on the
couch.

“Seven. Eight. Nine. Ten,” I counted. Then
I asked. “Where are you now?”

“I am here.”

“Good,” I said soothingly. “Are you nervous
about this?”

“No, not at all,” answered
Camotin.

“What do you
see?”

“I see you and I see
myself,” Camotin replied.

“Where are you?”
I
questioned.

“I’m still here.”

“What is your name?” I continued
the questioning in a relaxed voice.

“My name is Tommy, but you
call me Camotin. Little Camote.” Camotin smiled.

“Why are you here? Why did you
come to see me?” I inquired.

“They forced me
to.”

“Who forced
you?” I
continued.

“The authorities,” Camotin
answered. “They said I should see a psychiatrist.”

I continued with the regression.
“Let’s go back a few years… How old are you now?”

“Fourteen.”

“Are you a
teenager of
set habits?” I asked him.

“Oh… yes. I’ve settled down to a
constant round of drinking, smoking pot, and partying. I hang out
with a gang… I dropped out of school, and I’m having a great
time.”

I persisted. “Let’s go back to
the tunnel. Go back in time again. Go back to a life you lived before this
one.”

“Yes, I’m there.”

“Who are you?” I asked him
then.

“Sometimes I’m
a wizard, and
sometimes I’m a genie. I live in a dream.”

“Like Merlin, in the days
of old?” I asked curiously.

“No, more like the
genie in
Aladdin,” answered Camotin. “A genie who can grant three
wishes.”

“And what three wishes do you
grant?” I wanted to know.

“To make you into triplicates of
Bugs Bunny. What’s up, Doc? You know, you really are nuts. Aren’t
you too old to believe in genies and wizards and make-believe? Doctor, how can
you cure sick people if you’re crazy yourself?” Camotin
asked.

“Camotin, did you know that every night
when you go to sleep your soul goes before God? The negative angels
in the upper worlds also appear before God, and they will report
any negative deeds or thoughts you may have. They want to know why
God should grant you another day on earth. Then the positive angels
wall appear and implore God to allow you more time because you have
learned from the day before. They attest that you will be a better,
more loving, more compassionate person. This happens every night
and you have no knowledge of it. You must constantly work at
changing yourself into a caring and kinder person. You must show
more seriousness toward spirituality. You should feel compelled to
do redeeming acts each day so that you will show God you deserve
his mercy. You must take nothing for granted because even your next
breath is not certain. Letting go of bad influences requires inner
resolve and strength of character. Weak people often attach
themselves to a stronger force. The only way to free yourself from
the force of drugs is from within and with the help of your soul.
Tolerating unhealthy practices will only bring misfortune. Do not
be a restless person with an obstinate attitude, because that will
only lead to failure. I hope you have learned what I have just told
you,” I pleaded.

“I can’t understand all these
things you are talking about. Do you really believe what you are
saying is true or are you dreaming?” Camotin asked.

“Are not all
of our
experiences in this life like dreams and make- believe? The true
ones to be taken false and the false ones to be true? There is such
little difference between one and the other that we can’t be sure
which is which. Never fear, Camotin; I will help you get well… That
is a promise,” I answered eagerly.

‘What did you learn
from that
encounter?” Kika asked me.

“I promised to help him, but did
I? Or happiness is beneficial for the body, but it is grief
that
develops the powers of the mind,” I answered.

Koko’s Oracle:
Self-Acceptance

Present: At this time you may
find it difficult to be amicable and kindhearted toward others. Some
people react negatively toward your uncontrollable displays of
anger and uncertainty. They think you are a problem, but you think
it is them. Slow down your activities and try to maintain a less
stressful pace. In striving for a more balanced life, replace your
anger with mercy. Appreciate differences in others and their
viewpoints. Try to understand that acceptance is the soil in which
peacefulness grows.

Future: This will be a time of
change. You will let go of past frustrations and greet life with a
positive attitude. You will overlook minor disappointments and
embark on new projects that will bring about growth and
fulfillment. You will feel a sense of self-confidence, exuberance,
and optimism.
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O.J. Perales




But I, being poor, have
only my dreams I have spread my dreams under your feet Tread softly
because you tread on dreams

—William Butler
Yeats

 


I continued to see the people who had
been brought into my life, even for a brief period of time. After
my meeting with Lucy Neal I wanted to know more about Luigi
Escalanti and the others working for him. I went to a car
dealership he owned, Escalanti Imported Cars. What did I experience
with O.J. Perales, the car salesman? I realize I should not have
been so harsh. In retrospect, everyone in the world is a
salesperson at some time in his or her life, and the one tiling
they all try to sell is themselves first. Just as there are endless
grains of sand that comprise a beach, so, too, there are that many
salespeople trying to sell some kind of product or service. O.J.
certainly did have his unique approach, and he was to be commended
for what he did. O.J. was following his quest for money, and I
tried to give him some spiritual help to guide him through life.
Acquiring spirituality is of more value than obtaining a fortune.
Money can be lost, but integrity remains.

Once a salesman,
always a
salesman, and O.J. Perales was constantly turned on to make that
sale. His mission in life was to sell, and he used every method
known to man. He could make you want his product even if you didn’t
recognize it, need it, or crave it. Long ago he found out if you
could sell yourself, then you could sell anything. He prided
himself on reading his customers and finding out what motivated
them. Then he could go into his bag of tricks and give them what
they wanted to hear. He came a long way from the days of selling
wigs to women and convincing someone who wanted a blond wig to buy
the only black one he had available. He could use charm, jokes, or
pathos to make a sale, and he was adept at all of these.

And so it was when O.J. saw
Camotin and me walk through the doors of the showroom he was prepared to do
whatever it took to sell that shiny new red Jaguar convertible. His
boss had promised him a big bonus if he could move that car, and
although the sale was a prize unto itself, O.J. also loved money.
He needed it to support his drug habits.

Macarena music played in the background
as O.J. danced over to introduce himself. He recognized me from an
article in the Miami Herald about some book I had written on
reincarnation. O.J. didn’t believe in any of that mumbo jumbo. He
was a hotshot salesman in the here and now trying to make a fast
buck wherever and however he could. He put on Iris biggest,
brightest car-salesman smile and bowed to me, completely ignoring
Camotin. O.J. had quickly surmised that Camotin was a loser when it
came to the world of owning fast and expensive cars. O.J. made a
sweeping gesture with his right hand and pointed to tire Jaguar. He
turned to me, with a big smile.

“Look at this beauty,” he said.
“Here she is waiting for you. She’s been pining away in this showroom day
after day looking at every person that came through the door and
wondering what was taking you so long to come and claim her. I’m
O.J. Perales, the perfect matchmaker drat will put you together
with this incredible vehicle.”

“I’m underwhelmed,” Camotin
interjected.

O.J. ignored
him and continued
talking to me, looking at me and making eye contact. “Our Jaguar’s
luxurious interior has more leather, burl walnut, and lambskin rugs
than in the oval office. And two hundred ninety-two horsepower.
Have you ever seen anything like that?”

“I used to have a horse, and since you
said in your ads that your new car is a reincarnation, I thought
maybe my old horse would be one of the two hundred ninety-two
horses you have,” I told him.

O.J. didn’t know if I was telling the truth
or joking. “You had a real horse? Well, baby, you have come a long
way. Now you can have two hundred ninety-two horses. But seriously
now, this is the new Jaguar sports car of our generation. Our
Jaguars are like a promise fulfilled and an old love affair
rekindled. Doctor, this Jaguar will seduce your body and ignite
your right foot. It will make you forget any other car you’ve ever
had. This is without a doubt the sweetest, smoothest engine Jaguar
ever made. It is the blending of art and machine… beautiful inside
and out. It is like the return to the exuberance of your youth,
reminiscent of your first kiss. Oh yes, Doctor, be sure that I,
O.J. Perales, know the answer to your heart’s desires. Pm here to
help you acquire our new masterpiece. Yes, and don’t even think
about the cost. How can you put a price on something that makes you
feel like a teenager again? Feel the blood racing through your body
in anticipation of getting inside this gorgeous machine and riding
through time and space.”

“That’s how I
used to feel
on my horse,” I said.

O.J. ignored my comment. He was
used to hearing only what he wanted to hear, and that was nothing else
but yes… I’ll buy it. O.J. continued. “Jaguar Credit Corporation
offers a variety of attractive retail financing and leasing
programs; not that a man of your substance would be concerned about
that. Realizing the dream of driving a Jaguar has never been easier
or more affordable.”

I addressed Mr. Perales: “A car
helps you see the world, but first you must decide which world you want to
see.”

“Doctor, just picture yourself
driving this jewel,” O.J. continued. “Your mind races, your pulse pounds, and
your breathing quickens. I invite you for a private driving test
that promises to lift your spirit and pamper your soul. Come on,
Doctor, we will demoralize every car on the road and become the
envy of every driver.”

O.J. Perales sensed that he was on to
something good. Once he got his fish on the line and lured with the
proper bait, the commission on the sale of the car was his. He knew
he had to get me behind the wheel. He opened the door on the
driver’s side and motioned me to get in. He closed the door, walked
around the passenger’s side, and seated himself joyously next to
me. He ignored Camotin deliberately. He didn’t want to waste one
drop of energy on someone who couldn’t help making the sale.
Camotin was used to being ignored, so he jumped into the backseat
of the car and smiled to himself. If only his drag friends could
see him now. Then they might believe he had connections and he was
able to move within the many diverse circles of Miami
life.

“Now we are ready to feel the passion, the
power, and the elegant refinement,” O.J. said enthusiastically.
“Remember, Doctor, there is no other luxury car in the whole world
that is designed to make you feel so excited and
pampered.”

I started the car and
accelerated quickly, and the engine roared, and the tires screeched at
every turn.

“I feel those horses galloping,”
Camotin put in his two cents’ worth of wisdom.

I put on the radio
and turned the
volume up to the pulsing Latin music. “Dale a tu cuerpo alegría,
Macarena, hey, Macarena.” I got carried away with the music and
stood up in the car, singing and dancing. Camotin joined me and
together we sang and swayed in unison. The car started to spin,
turn, and screech as the music played, as if dancing along. O.J.
started to panic and tried to grab the wheel from me. I would not
let him take control.

“You’re both wackos!” O.J.
hollered. “You’re going to wreck the car. We’re going to be
killed.”

“This is wonderful.” I was exuberant. “Feel
the breeze as we drive. Splendid… inspirational… magnificent. What
great fun. You were right, O.J, I feel like a new man. I think I am
in love with this car.”

“Stop the car! Stop the car!” O.J.
screamed in fright.

“Tell me, is there anything you always
wanted to do, O.J. A childhood fantasy or a juvenile ambition?” I
continued in a calm voice.

“Let me out,” O.J. pleaded. “You
can’t drive this car. I should have known you were senile when you started to
talk about your horse.”

“OK, let’s get down to business.
Where is Leo Lorenzo?” I asked him in a stem and authoritative
voice.

‘Who the hell is Leo
Lorenzo?”

“Are you one of them?” I
demanded to know.

“One of whom?” O.J.
asked
me.

“One of the drug dealers
who are
infiltrating Miami and causing pain and suffering,” I patiently
explained.

“I don’t know what you are talking about,”
O.J. kept insisting. “I’m just a salesman trying to make a living
and stay alive. You’ve got to stop this car.”

“I’m a defensive
driver. I
drive on the sidewalks to avoid accidents,” I informed
him.

O.J. started to honk
the horn and scream
as the car began speeding on the sidewalk headed straight toward
the glass windows of the showroom. I hollered, “Whoa!” as I slammed
on the brakes, and the Jaguar came to a complete stop. I opened the
door and jumped out.

“Here we are.
Right back where we
started. You were right, O.J. I felt the passion, and I really
enjoyed the ride. When you see Led Lorenzo make sure you tell him
that Dr. Camote, the one who undoes wrongs and provides food for
the thirsty and drink for the hungry, will be looking for
him.”

As I turned and walked away with
Camotin following closely behind, I offered some advice.

“By the way, Mr.
Perales,
life constantly provides obstacles for us to overcome. Temporary
obstacles are of value, because they can cause a person to look
inward and gain greater depth and character. Think of our meeting
as a challenge, and consider me an instructor to assist you in your
quest for personal growth and self-discovery. Even though I didn’t
buy the car today, remember to always dream your dream, and live in
hope for the next time.”

“What was the importance
of that meeting?” Kika asked me.

“That everyone is always
selling
something, a thought, a product, or themselves, it’s not what you
say but how you say it that counts, or what men usually ask of God
when they pray is that two and two make four,” I
replied.

Koko’s Oracle: Gratefulness

Present: Do not push
yourself too
hard. Your drive for personal power, control, and accomplishment is
very strong at this time. You may be excessively domineering,
willful, or compulsive and battle with others who take an opposing
view. Be grateful for friends, family, and associates. Do not
provoke them with your self-indulgent and egotistical
attitudes.

Future: Just as summer and
winter are both needed for growth, be grateful for whatever you receive,
whether pleasure or pain. Sometimes you will have one and then the
other, but embrace them equally, for they are part of your journey.
Thank God for the breath of life and for all its moments, good and
bad. This is the path that leads to enlightenment and
understanding. Use your breakthrough to develop fresh new concepts
and ideas.
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Tilly Bernstein

 


 The
human heart has the extraordinary capacity to transform the sorrows of life
into a great stream of compassion.

—Buddha

 


I caught a glimpse of Tilly Bernstein
as my life went languidly by for review. Through her I had learned
there are events that occur that are divinely natural, but we see
them as incredible miracles because we are human. I remember I
looked at my calendar for the day and saw I had an eleven-thirty
appointment scheduled with Mrs. Tilly Bernstein. My secretary noted
that Mrs. Bernstein had said Nat Bernstein had referred her. I
tried to remember if that name meant anything to me, but it didn’t.
Ever since I had written my last book I had been getting an
enormous amount of publicity and recognition. I was constantly
receiving calls from strangers. I couldn’t possibly remember
everyone I spoke to. However, I knew in my heart that Mrs.
Bernstein was one more soul I was destined to meet and help in tins
journey of life.

For the first time in seven
years, ever since her husband, Nat, had died, Tilly Bernstein felt some
hope. She woke up at six o’clock in the morning and knew today was
going to be different. These past seven years had been a nightmare.
Tilly had sunken into a deep, dark void of inertia. She rarely left
the apartment and had very little communication with anyone. She
and Nat had been married for thirty-five years, and it was Nat who
had attracted people like a magnet. His charming manner awarded him
and Tilly a pleasant and active social life. He always had a ready
smile and a friendly word for everyone. He would constantly tell
Tilly, “What does it cost me to be nice?” Tilly tried, but she
couldn’t be like that. It didn’t bother her, though. She was
content enough to stay in the background. She maintained an orderly
and tranquil home and basked in the knowledge that Nat loved her
and thought she was worthwhile enough to be married to.

After Nat died, Tilly tried to be more
outgoing. In the beginning their friends would call and invite
Tilly out with them. But she couldn’t help herself and she would
monopolize every conversation with memories of what Nat had said or
done or the social functions they had attended. After a while
people got tired of listening to her stories. They wanted to talk
about their children and grandchildren and future plans. Tilly had
one daughter, Betsy, who had told Tilly long ago to stop living in
the past, stop acting like a bereaved widow, find a man, and get a
life. Betsy had her own problems and didn’t have the time or
patience to listen to old anecdotes she’d heard a hundred times
before from her mother. Eventually the phone stopped ringing and
Tilly had even more reason to withdraw into the past. She ate, she
showered, she paid her bills, and she went shopping at the
supermarket, but the dull ache within her never ceased. She was
alternately angry with Nat for leaving her and mourning because
their life together had ended.

Although she lived in a big
high-rise building in Miami Beach, surrounded by people, she was
alienated and lonely. She felt the love within her had shriveled up, and it
was becoming more and more difficult to try to be civil to anyone.
Neighbors noticed her, the well-dressed woman at the mailbox or in
the elevator, but no one could guess or care about her pain. About
a month ago Tilly had watched the eleven o’clock news on Channel 7.
She saw me being interviewed about my latest book and all of a
sudden she felt that Nat was sitting next to her and watching, too.
She heard Nat telling her to call for an appointment. She didn’t
hear Nat’s voice, but she heard the thought… and she said aloud,
“OK, Nat, if you say so, I’ll go to see him.”

The next morning Tilly called my office
and set up an ap-pointment. She didn’t tell her daughter about Nat
and the ap-pointment with me because Betsy would probably have said
she was losing her mind. Tilly questioned over and over again what
had caused her bizarre connection with Nat. After all, nothing like
this had happened before in seven years… but then again, maybe it
had and she didn’t pay attention until now. At any rate, Tilly had
done something to change the pattern of her life and she was
anxious to find out how meeting the doctor would alter things. It
had to be better, because nothing could be worse than what she had
endured until now.

Tillv had no further
interactions with Nat until the day of her visit to me. When she walked
to the elevator in her building, the door was open and waiting for
her. She silently thanked Nat, because she felt that was a signal
from him to tell her he would accompany her to the doctor’s office.
He knew how she hated to go for doctors’ examinations alone. Then
when she got to her car, she saw seven shiny new pennies right on
the ground, waiting for her to discover them next to the driver’s
side of the car. She felt that was another good omen from Nat. As
she drove to my office in Coconut Grove, she looked at the cars
rushing past her southbound on 1-95, and she could have sworn she
saw her deceased mother’s face in tire passenger side of a pickup
truck. What was happening? she wondered. Am I losing reality? But
it was too late to turn back now.

I was standing when Tilly
entered my
office. I sensed her anxiety. I walked over, shook her hand, and
told her to please be seated in a chair opposite me at my desk. I
sat down facing her, and tried to put her at ease.

“Mrs. Bernstein, I’m pleased to meet
you,” I smiled.

“Hello, Dr. Camote.
You look just like
you did on Channel Seven, only younger in person,” she answered
shyly.

“Thank you. That’s a nice thing
to hear you say. My secretary told me Nat Bernstein referred you. I
don’t recall that name. Who is Mr. Bernstein?” I asked.

“Oh, that is my husband, Nat… I mean my
late husband, Nat. I know this will sound very strange, but when I
watched you being interviewed on the news, I sensed that Nat—Mr.
Bernstein, that is, was sitting next to me. He told me to make an
appointment with you. It makes no sense to me at all. Dr. Camote, I
am a very practical woman and not into witchcraft or angels or
anything unexplainable like that. I am afraid to even mention any
of this to anyone, but something made me come to see you. It is
very unsettling for me to be delving into something I am so
unfamiliar with.”

Tilly, usually so quiet and
reserved, heard all the words pouring out of her.
She wondered
where they were coming from. To her surprise, she felt very
comfortable and at ease with me, as if she had met me
before.

“Dr. Camote, did I really hear
my husband? How can that be? I wonder what is happening to me. I
have an analytical mind, and none
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