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Pralague

If you bring forth that which Is within you, what you bring forth will save you. If you do not bring
forth that which Iswithin you. what you do not bring forth will destroy you.
—The Gnostic Gospels

have long been Intrigued by the interplay of spiritual and physical realities. Many

years ago, | was captivated by these words and | remain so to this day. The American

psychologist William James once reflected that “Most of us can remember the strange-
ly moving power of passages in certain poems read when we were young, irrational
doorways as they were through which the mystery of fact, the wildness and the pang of
life, stole into our hearts and thrilled them” (1902, p. 375). The sensations aroused in me
by this passage were like long-forgotten memories, reminiscent of vivid dreams | had had
as a much younger child. My mother’s sadness and rage had permeated my childhood
home, as did my parents ongoing war with each other. | often lay in bed at night, too
terrified by their fights to get to sleep, praying desperately for help. In one memorable
dream, an angel showed me how to sit very still, flip a mental switch, and pass through to
a higher reality where | could experience peace. Was this Just a child’s attempt to tune
out trauma by dissociating from physical reality? Perhaps. Yet | felt certain that | was
being shown the underlying presence of the spiritual realm. Years later | would use a
similar technique in meditation to explore the experiences and enigmas raised by my
study of metaphysics, and to guide me when | was searching for new life directions.

It may be that my acute sensitivity to the pain that poisoned our family life made
me more open to spirituality than | would otherwise have been. Genetics may also have
played a role. Relatives spoke of ancestors who had, and used, the gift of Sght, and
telepathy was common among my siblings. Whatever the reasons for my fascination with
the unknown, the result was a strong, abiding interest in the ways in which physical and
gpiritua realities inform one another.

My high school years were happily spent at a progressive, Catholic, women’'s
high school in the Northeast where spirituality was an important part of life. Appreciation
for the diversity of religions and philosophies was strongly encouraged by the Sisters of
St. Joseph, who founded the school, and holy days of other faiths were occasionally
observed in order to foster tolerance and awareness. When my belief in Roman
Catholicism collapsed at age 14, two extraordinary nuns taught me to cast a wider net for
gpiritual wisdom. My studies, which began under their tutelage with Christianity,
Judaism, Buddhism, and existential philosophy, broadened over the years to include
psychology, physics, anthropology, and metaphysics. | explored several eastern religions



and meditation disciplines, and learned how dreams and inner senses could be used to
navigate life’ s rougher waters.

This quest was not an academic exercise, but a matter of absolute survival. At the
age of 19, my determination to be psychologically well led to an abrupt and permanent
estrangement from my parents, and | was thrust into an adulthood for which | was
completely unprepared. | had to survive without their emotional or practical support, and
to cope with the rigors and responsibilities of independence long before | was ready. Had
| not learned to turn within for guidance, | would not have survived. But the guardian
angels of my childhood remained vigilant and steadfast. Following their advice in a series
of dreams, | hitchhiked across the country and eventually settled in the Pacific Northwest
(Noble, 1994). Surrounded by the water and wilderness of this new world, | embarked on
my first serious relationship, worked my way through college, and began to pursue a
legal career. Then, on a cold, blustery October day in 1975, a profound spiritual
experience altered the course of my life forever.

In the months preceding this pivotal event, | had fallen into a serious depression.
My life was in turmoil, and | had no idea how to fix it. My partner was emotionally
abusive, and | knew | should leave him, but because he provided my only sense of family
and security, | could not wrench myself free. Although I had been training for a legal
career, an internship in a defense attorney’s office had presented me with an excruciating
ethical dilemma, and | doubted | could cope with this omnipresent redlity in the life of a
lawyer. Not only were my personal and professional lives in upheaval, but | had spent
many months wrestling with three spiritual questions, the answers to which | had been
unable to discern. Was there ever a time when consciousness was annihilated, a time
when one' s identity was extinguished forever? How did the universe work? Was life on
planet Earth a meaningless jumble of haphazard events, or was there some greater design
at play? And what was the point of it all? The combined weight of these stressors strained
my psyche to the point of collapse. Until | could find some relief, | was stalled.

Mid-morning on that fateful October day, my heart started to race. My curiosity
turned to alarm when, instead of lapsing into its normal pace, it showed no signs of
slowing down. | had no idea what was happening to me and, anxious and afraid, | turned
to my partner and told him | thought | was having a heart attack. He laughed at me and
said, “it was all in my mind.” Suddenly | realized that he was right, although not in the
way that he meant. Everything was “all in the mind,” as the mystics claimed, and | was
about to find out how. Seconds later | started to die, although a part of me shrieked,
“That’simpossible! I'm only 25, I’'m too young to die!” | wasterrified by the suddenness
of death, until a voice pierced my fear and reminded me of something | had read long
ago; that death was our constant companion, always on the left shoulder. That reminder
triggered an abrupt emotional shift, the terror of impending death replaced by a deep,
calm acquiescence. | let go and allowed myself to die.

Once | accepted my death | felt a tremendous sense of excitement and relief, and
then my heart just stopped. | watched my body fall to the ground and felt a twinge of
sadness that | had not said good-bye to my partner, but the pull to leave was far stronger
than the desire to remain. It seemed as if a door that had been there all along had
suddenly been thrown wide open, and | turned and raced through it.

| found myself sprinting through the darkened tunnel many near-death survivors
have described, bursting into a level of reality in which everything seemed to be dancing



and changing in constant but orderly motion. | entered into this dance, observing and
experiencing my “self” combining and recombining in a seemingly infinite number and
variety of forms. Some were organic, some inorganic; some were familiar while others
were profoundly unfamiliar, at least in human terms. Sometimes | found myself
occupying infinitesimally small particulate substances and then rapidly expanding to
form agreat gestalt. At the height of this experience | realized with a shock that | had no
form at all. Yet al the while | continued to exist and to know myself, regardless of the
form, or lack thereof, in which | found myself. Amid the zany exhilaration of this roller-
coaster ride through the possibilities of consciousness, | perceived that this experience
was designed to answer the first of my three conundrums. There was, it seemed, no point
at which | did not know who “1” was. identity was absolute, infinite, and unbounded,
much to my considerable relief.

With this realization | was whisked back into my body, which my partner, skilled
in emergency medical procedures, had carried to our bed and was laboring to revive.
Rather than feeling grateful for his ministrations, however, | was angry, upset, and in
considerable pain. | did not want to be “back,” and | was determined not to stay.
Mentally, | turned around and left again, once more rushing through the passageway |
had discovered on my first excursion into the realms of death.

This time | was drawn toward a new and very different level of reality and into
what seemed like a large classroom, where a professorial-looking being awaited my
arrival. As | placed myself beside her (him?) she looked a me with extraordinary
empathy and laughter in her eyes and asked me what it was that | wished to know. “I
want to know everything,” | said, feeling as though I had been waiting a lifetime to say
this precise thought to someone who might actualy know. “I want to know how it all
works.” “Isthat all?’ she laughed. “Then watch.”

The ceiling disappeared, becoming instead an enormous blackboard on which
were written long and complex equations, which inexplicably made perfect sense. Each
symbol contained vast yet precise amounts of information that | was invited to study,
touch, and explore at my leisure. Every time | asked my guide for clarification of some
concept or point, the symbols would swirl and rearrange themselves, not ceasing until |
reached a measure of comprehension. Although most of the particulars are beyond my
ability to translate, the essence of this experience remains as clear today as it was over 20
years ago. The vision of the universe | perceived was neither random nor predetermined
but rather a vast and intricately organized community in which everything belonged and
into which everything fit with the precision of a Swiss clock. Any change that occurred
anywhere in the whole rippled simultaneously throughout its many parts and was
immediately absorbed into a seamless harmony encompassed by a vast and loving
intelligence. It seemed as if | stayed in this classroom for a very long time, asking as
many questions as | wished, the answers limited only by my ability to formulate
questions. At length | could think of no more and sat back, awestruck by the
magnificence of the infrastructure | had beheld. My guide smiled, asked if | was satisfied,
and when | sighed my assent returned me forthwith to my familiar body in the material
world.

Despite what seemed like hours in an out-of-body state, only minutes had elapsed
in the physical world. Although my partner strove to keep me alive, | was no more ready
to be reinstated in this reality than | had been before. As | opened my eyes and watched



him care for me, | was overwhelmed with feelings of love and appreciation for our
relationship and a deep puzzlement as to why we had come together, given our
irreconcilable and rancorous differences. Looking into his eyes | found myself peering
down a long corridor of shared lifetimes, and | laughed when | realized that we were
indeed very old and committed friends who had come together to “polish” each others
rough edges as only equally strong substances could do. With this discovery | felt that my
life had completed its course. Having no further desire to stay and a longing to return to
the peace and expanded awareness | had just encountered, | touched his face and asked
him, please, to stop and let me go, a wish with which he complied. Thisfinal leave-taking
was soft and exquisitely gentle, no longer impelled by impatience but rather more like the
strains of a slow farewell. My consciousness floated leisurely upward, past the roof of our
home, through the trees, hovering for amoment to marvel over the jewel-like park that is
the planet Earth. Then with a last and loving look | turned, took wing, and headed home.

After a journey of dizzying speed | found myself in what seemed like the very
center of the universe, a multidimensional vortex comprising an infinite number of intact
realities all spinning and pulsating simultaneously. It was the only time during this
spiritual event when | felt afraid and disoriented, surrounded by an infinity | could not
grasp and in which | felt utterly lost, bereft of any sense of belonging to any one place. |
was out of my depth, and | knew it. But just when my terror seemed at its height, | was
suffused with feelings of safety and love and found myself cradled in the hands of a vast
presence. Looking up, | gazed into an eye of incomprehensible awareness out of which
flowed atear of deep compassion for me, conveying not only acceptance but a complete
understanding of why | had arrived so precipitously on its doorstep. | had never felt such
love in all my life, and | knew, somehow, that | was looking into the heart of the
universe, and, inexplicably, into the heart of my self.

With this realization, | was slowly carried up and into the eye, materializing in the
midst of a group of several immense beings. They laughed as | flopped into place, one of
them saying gently and with a total lack of judgment in. its voice, “We tried to tell you
before you left that you were taking on too much, but you never listen to anyone. You're
such an impatient soul.” With a delicate shake of a gossamer finger another continued,
“Fortunately you did what you set out to do, but it was certainly touch and go at times.”
Ruefully, | had to admit they were right and that perhaps | had finally learned to pace
myself. But what, | asked, was going on in our corner of the universe? | couldn’t
remember, and the state of the planet seemed far worse than anyone could have
anticipated. “Watch,” they said, and what unfolded before me was an extraordinary
lesson in the history of our species.

It seemed as though we, as a collective consciousness, had been engaged in a
crucial experiment for a very long time, attempting to synthesize and harmonize two vast
and seemingly dichotomous concepts, one akin to what we call power, the other to what
we call ethics or morality. Somehow we had selected the metaphor of duality as a core
component of our physical experience, a kind of “secret code’ that enabled us to work
continuously on the problem even when we were unaware of doing so. Although the
result of this experiment was not foreordained, 1 had a strong sense that we would
accomplish our goal, not only because we were capable of doing so, but because the
completion was necessary to a much larger design unfolding in the universal scheme of



things. It was an awesome challenge in which everyone had a vital part to play whether
she or he was consciously aware of it or not.

All journeys come to an end. As | sat back gazing in wonder a my ancient
companions, they asked whether | wanted to remain where | was or return to my physical
life. There was no compulsion, no pressure to decide one way or the other, though they
were quick to say that | had completed the personal goals that had brought me to that life
and | was free to choose a different adventure in consciousness. As | pondered what | had
learned on my journey | realized that my life had indeed been born of adesire for growth,
a growth | had determined could be most efficiently accomplished under conditions of
adversity and pain. The higher purpose served by this choice was joy, the joy of being in
physical reality, the joy of breaking free of old patterns, the joy of discovering inner
resources | might never otherwise have cultivated, and the joy of acquiring a quality of
self-knowledge | could achieve nowhere else. And | was reminded that we are never truly
alone. Not only does there exist an immense network of intelligent and loving allies who
sustain and support us as we struggle to grow, but also some portion of our larger self
always comprehends what we are doing and where we are heading. No matter where we
might find ourselves in the vast complexity of the whole, there is aways a level of
awareness that is old enough and smart enough to understand. And | was shown that each
of us, no matter how small or insignificant we might sometimes feel, is vital to the whole,
to adepth and degree we are wont to forget.

Did | want to stay or go back, they asked again. The choice was mine and mine
alone, but | had to decide quickly, as one could be out of the body for only a brief amount
of time before it would be too late to return. No words can capture the excruciating
difficulty of this decision. | was quite happy wherever | was, deeply at rest and at home,
yet | felt a tremendous curiosity and desire to be involved in the momentous changes |
perceived were occurring in our sector of the cosmos. | knew that my life would never be
the same and that in some ways it might even be more difficult than it had been before.
But curiosity overcame my desire for a vacation. Three times | was asked, and three
times | affirmed my decision to return, and after the third | was swiftly restored to my
body, the doorsto that ineffable realm locking irreversibly behind me. | opened my eyes,
burst into tears, and promptly fell asleep.

It has been more than 20 years since | returned to my physical body, and in that
time | have had my full share of the joys, surprises, tragedies, and disappointments that
this life has to offer. Yet that experience crystallized my desire to understand the
relationship among spiritual experiences, spiritual intelligence, and psychological growth.
This book isthe result of that journey.



