
 

 

          3rd installment, for Sep. 2009. 
 

inopsis:  Joey, my 19-year-old tenant, had askd me how I got into the 
work of comunicating with the unseen world.  I told him how wen I was 

in college, with a solid cristian bakground, I began to rebel agenst the 
narroness of the tipical religius mentality - especialy their reluctance to 
admit that sumone mite receev a valid gift of proffecy.  I determind to aply 
for that gift - a gift that the apossle Paul encurraged cristians to seek.  And 
I began to make progress. [The acount belo is transcribed from the PLEA 
tape of my story as told to Joey.] 
 
Dreams and Gestures. The dreams wud indicate that I was to du 
sumthing, and I wud ask perhaps, “Do u want me tu du it this week, or 
maybe postpone it til later?” 

One morning I herd a voice, I was stil haf asleep but I 
herd this voice saying, “Rite away!”  It was as if I wer 
talking to myself, u kno, wen u talk tu yurself: “Wich 
shirt shal I wair this morning?  Guess I’l wair the blue,” 
or the like.  I herd this voice, in a sort of wisper without 
the vocal sound; and the voice continnued as I askd 
further questions.  

 
 He never sed much at a time.  He wud say one or 2 or 3 words, 

always in anser to my spoken or unspoken Qs.  Sumtimes he just simply 
red my ideas strate off, to anser them. Other times I wud actualy form 
sentences and ask him Qs.  And, that morning he told me to go outside. 

 
Now, I wud be getting up at dawn quite a few times.  I wud wake at 3 

or 4 in the morning and get up and go out into the living room leaving my 
husband sleeping, and I wud sit thare, usualy in the lotus posture with 
palms upward, and try to atune.  I wud pray in varius ways, and I wud feel 
to see if I CUD feel enithing.  Enny tingling for example. 

 
I had alredy made a cupple of trips out for part of a day.  I wud get up 

in the very erly morning, drive out in my car and sit sumware away from 
peple,and I had gon so far as to go to Ventura and stay overnite thare in a 
motel on a little retreat of my own.  At this time my family wer not too upset 
about this.  I had 2-3 experiences wich led me on very strongly. 

 
For example one time my hole boddy came alive with an electrical 

current, and I found that my arms wer tingling and the palms of my hands 
wer tingling, and my fingers.  I was impeld to moov my arm in certan ways.  
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I was seated in the lotus posture, and my arms of their oan acord roze up 
into the air & went thru a series of mocions.  I was vey deffinitly 
being gided by other wils than my oan. The pozes and mocions 
went on for about haf an hour; I supoze u can call it a form of 
dancing.  After that I realized how dancing in the orient, in 
places like Bali and Burma, is so offen thaut of as a religius 
experience, becaus this was cetanly a religius experience. 
The movements remynded me of Sujata and Osaka, well-knoan 
dancers from Siam whom I had seen years befor. 
 

So I knew now that a force cud go thru my boddy at times.  
I prayd that eny force that mite be going out from me thru theze 

gestures of mine shud be a good force.  I wud think of Jesus and wunder if 
he gestured.  I rememberd  woching our church pastor giv the aaronic 
blessing, ware he raizes his hands hy in the air.  And in the Bible Moses 
had to hold his hands up all the time the Hebrews wer passing thru the 
Red Sea.  He had to hold them up so long that finaly men wer put on boath 
sides of him to hold his arms up for him. Wen he put his arms doun, the 
waters clozed over the pursuing egyptians.  
 
 I was very excited to fynd this force going thru me, and was not afraid. 
But I also felt, ritely it turnd out, that thare mite be dark forces.  It was not  
going to be easy to stay safe and free, eeven with the best wil to do good, 
and eeven with constant prayer to God. 
 
Join me agen next month for the next chapter, In the Wilderness.  

 
 

 


