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Preface
My father was born on August 08, 1917, in a small town in eastern North Carolina, and my mother was
born on February 12, 1923. They both grew up in the same part of the state and eventually met in the
1930s. The two were married on September 11, 1939. Having only completed the six and seventh grades,
my parents lived in a time and place when education wasn't important and a man took a job wherever he
could find one. After having several children, my parents moved from eastern North Carolina, to a small
industrial town located in the central part of the state, known as Burlington. Burlington was known for its
cotton mills and textile plants and was home to Burlington Industries.
My father worked for Western Electric, which was known around the country and the world. Their
contracts ensured Burlington's placement on the “hit list” during the Cold War due to the manufacturing
and testing of emerging defense technologies.

My parents already had three boys and one girl when I came along. I was born on July 22, 1961. By this
time my mother was 38 years old, my father was 44, my oldest brother was 20 and my youngest brother
was 7. My sister, who raised me until I was 4 years old, took care of me while my mother and father
worked. She was 14 years old when I was born and 18 when she married and left home.

Every summer, when I was a child, my parents planted a huge garden in our back yard. I could remember
crawling out of bed in my footed pajamas, sneaking out the back door and heading straight for the
strawberry patch. Wiping the sleep from my eyes, I would sit in the strawberry patch and eat fresh
strawberries right out of the garden.
As I grew older I spent most my summers playing in the creek that ran through my neighborhood. I was
constantly collecting frogs, salamanders, tadpoles, chipmunks, flying squirrels, crayfish, field mice,
moles, snakes and anything else that I could find. I loved spending time in the woods and being around
nature. Nature always seemed to communicate with me in special ways.
All throughout elementary school and middle school, I landed every lead part in all of the school plays. I
could act, I could sing and I could dance. But all of this changed as I approached high school. My voice
changed, and I became very introverted and very shy. I was hiding something from the world, so I stayed
far, far away from the spot light.
Although I was raised Methodist, I attended a nearby Presbyterian Church, where I was saved at a very
young age. None of my siblings went to church, nor did my parents. I guess they had their fill of church
and had gotten that out their system by the time I was born.
At night I would thumb through my parents dictionary and world atlas and imagine traveling to places all
around the country. I wrote down a list of places that I wanted to see when I grew up.
When I was a teenager, I would lock myself in my room, put on an Earth, Wind and Fire record, turn my
record player up as loud as I could and dance around my room. I loved music and I loved to dance.
My father retired from Western Electric in the early 1970's, and I graduated from high school in 1979.
Since my parents didn't graduate from high school, nor did any of my siblings, my high school
graduation was a big deal to my family. While most of my classmates went to college after graduation, I
was given the choice to either attend a community college or go to work in a factory. I attended a

community college for a couple of years and then took a job in a factory, which my father helped me get
through a connection he had with one of his ex-coworkers. I worked as a grinder, grinding down parts for
an auto manufacturer.
After several months of “grinding” I decided I needed something more out of life.
And yes, I'm an unapologetic fan of some of Madonna's music, especially her early stuff. I don't know
Madonna personally. I've never met her. It's about the music.

Everybody
Was the eighth track from the album titled Madonna. It was released in 1982 and would be the
beginning of a relationship between me and Madonna's music, which would span decades. - “Let the
music take control find a groove and let yourself go.”

Hi! My name is Chris and I love to dance. The first time I danced in public was during the
middle of the day, in the Cum-Park Plaza parking lot. Cum-Park Plaza was a small shopping
center in my small hometown, Burlington, North Carolina. I was on my way to Rose's
Department store when I noticed a group of people gathered in the parking lot, dancing to
loud disco music. There were about twenty people inside the roped area, getting down to tunes
like Funky Town, Knock on Wood, That's The Way (I Like It), The Beat Goes On by the
Whispers, and my favorite, Let It Whip, by the Daz Band. I stood around watching everyone
dance and then looked around to see if I recognized anyone. When I was sure I didn't know
anyone, I walked into the center of the roped off area and joined the party. I remember doing
the bump with a girl I had never met. I was sixteen years old. It was 1977.
A few years later I started going out every weekend with two girls from my hometown. The
three of us went to a club named Daddy-O's, which was in Greensboro, North Carolina. We

would arrive in our early eighties outfits, step onto the dance floor, and instantly take over the
club. We had a blast in those days.
A year later we had grown tired of Daddy-O's, and decided to crash the gay bar on the other
side of town. I was a little nervous about walking into a gay bar, but I was open to trying
something different. (Secretly, if the truth be told, I had always wanted to go but was too
scared to go on my own.) The minute we walked into the place I noticed three muscular guys
dancing next to each other. All three of them had their shirts off and they were lined up like a
train, grinding each other from behind. I just stood there with my jaw dragging the floor. I
couldn't believe what I was seeing.
This club had a completely different energy than Daddy-O's, and I'm not talking about the
obvious difference. The thing I liked about this bar was the fact that I could dance by myself
and no one looked at me as if I was from another planet. I could do whatever I liked on the
dance floor and it didn't phase anyone. This made me feel very comfortable and free.
The next week the two girls returned to Daddy-O's, while I went back to the gay bar. I had
found my spot. I never spoke to anyone when I went to the gay bar; I would walk into the club,
check my coat and hit the dance floor. If people paid attention to me, I never noticed. I didn't
go there to meet people, I went there to dance. After a certain amount of time I had developed
the nickname, “The Ice Princess”. To be fair, it was a really accurate name for me. I was scared
to death to get close to another person, especially a gay man. I spent every Friday and Saturday
night in this club, dancing by myself for hours on end. When I danced I could feel my soul
leave my body. The music always had the power to take me far, far away. Dancing was most
definitely my drug of choice.

Lucky Star
was first track from the album titled Madonna. The lyrics described perfectly my relationship with God
and my unshakable faith. "And when I'm lost you'll be my guide I just turn around and you're by my
side. You must be my lucky star 'cause you shine on me wherever you are."

It's said that there is a sliding scale when it comes to a person's sexuality. On one end of the
scale, any given person is homosexual, and on the other end of the scale any given person is
completely heterosexual. The points in between vary according to one's interests, desires and
curiosity. I knew my place on that sliding scale when I was probably four years old. I was
completely gay.
I spent most of my childhood and adolescent years hiding the fact that I was attracted to the
same sex. I was raised in a very small, southern town where most gay people were called
queers and faggots, and made fun of and harassed on a regular basis. Most of my family
shared the same feelings towards gay people, so it was no wonder that I kept that part of
myself hidden away.
As I became older I realized that I couldn't change who I was. My sexuality had become
something very personal and overwhelming. I was also a very religious person. My faith had
lead me to believe that being gay would send my soul straight to hell for all of eternity. That

was a very scary reality for me. It was a very difficult hurdle to get over.
After my introduction to the gay bar and other gay people, I slowly began admitting to myself
that I was in deed a homosexual. But, I never acted on it. One day, in my early twenty's, as I sat
in the
woods not far from my house, I had a serious conversation with my God. I told him or her that
I was a homosexual and I knew that very soon I was going to act on it. I extended an invitation
to God and asked God to do me a favor. I wanted him or her to take my life before I did
anything that would jeopardize my chances of going to heaven. If by accepting my
homosexuality and acting upon it, I would be sent to hell, I wanted God to take my life
immediately. Just like everyone else who lives a religious life, my main goal was to get to
heaven and I didn't want anything to get in the way of that; certainly not my sexuality. It was
at this point that I felt the energy of my life begin to change.
Shortly after my conversation with God, things really started to move in a different direction.
My sister stopped me in my tracks one morning and asked me if I was gay. She had found out
that I was gay through one of my nephew's friends. (That's another story all together.) She
promised me that nothing would happen to me if I told the truth, and I knew at that very
moment that my life had come to a crossroads. If I told her I wasn't gay, then I would have to
live a life of lies and deception. If I told her I was gay, I would have to go through the
humiliation of my family knowing. I already knew how they felt about gay people. Right then
and there I admitted that I was gay, and have never denied it since. From that point in my life
my sexuality foreshadowed every other part of my personality. I told myself that I wasn't
going to be ashamed. I didn't want to be ashamed of something I had no control over. I knew

that if anyone ever detected shame, they would use it against me. I trusted the fact that from
that moment on, God (my lucky star) would be with me, and guide me in the right direction.

Physical Attraction
was the seventh track from the album titled Madonna. - “Maybe we were meant to be together even
though we never met before.”

In the spring of 1984 (April 25) we welcomed a new member to our family. My brother
Adam and his wife Naomi, had a little girl named Abigail Norah. The fact that I was able to
give Abigail her middle name was very special for me. It was the first time in my life that I got
to name a family member. I knew that no one in the family would ever name their child after
me, since I was gay, so this was the closest I would get to passing on a name. My family was
very important to me, so this was a great honor for me.
Six months after Abigail was born, my life took a big turn. I was sitting in a restaurant in
Greensboro, North Carolina, and three tables down was the most beautiful man I had ever seen
in my life. (At the time I felt really funny about saying that about another man.) This guy had
jet-black, curly hair, olive skin, and was wearing a black, short-sleeve, crew neck t-shirt. I could
tell instantly that he wasn't from North Carolina. I suspected he was visiting from out of town.

I sat and stared at this man for what must have been an hour, and not once did he look up from
his newspaper to notice me. I left disappointed, mainly because I didn't have the nerve to
introduce myself, or even get him to look at me. (The Ice Princess was very shy in those days.)
But seeing him sparked a fire in me that I had never felt before. It felt much deeper than just a
physical attraction.
That evening I drove back to my hometown and told my best friend, Mary, about seeing this
beautiful stranger.

Burning Up
was the seventh track from the album titled Madonna. - “Maybe we were meant to be together even
though we never met before.”

Several weeks later I went out to my favorite gay bar for a night of dancing. After I arrived
I headed back to coat check and walked past the same guy that I had seen at the restaurant a
few weeks earlier. He was just as handsome as the first time I saw him. As I walked by him he
looked at me, smiled and nodded, as if to say hello. I immediately smiled back at him, very
happy with the fact that he had finally noticed me.
After checking my coat I headed to the bar for a soda and that's when this stranger came up to

me and asked me to dance. Without any hesitation, I accepted his invitation. We spent the next
couple of hours dancing and having a great time together.
Once we finished dancing, the two of us walked out onto the patio and began getting to know
one another. It was at this point that he told me that his name was, Thaddeus. During our
conversation I discovered that he had just recently moved to Greensboro, from Los Angeles, on
a one-year assignment with a religious organization called, “The Way”. He admitted up front
that his main goal in being a member of The Way was to eventually convert himself from a
homosexual, to a heterosexual.
After we talked for about an hour he began looking at his watch and then told me that he had
to go. Apparently, he had a curfew and had to be home by a certain time. I asked him if he
wanted me to walk him to his car. He accepted. As he was about to get into his car he gave me
a hug and it was that very moment that my life completely changed. I knew right then and
there that I had found the one that I had been waiting on.
As fate would have it we would spend the next several months getting to know one another.
While Thaddeus was doing his very best to convince me and himself that being gay was
wrong, I was doing my very best to convince him otherwise. Even though I had never been
with anyone my entire life, I was sure that Thaddeus and I were meant to be together.
Although my attraction for him was very physical, I also felt something very deeply on a soul
level. I knew I was meant to learn something very important from this person.
At various times, while hanging out with Thaddeus, things got very confusing. On one hand I
knew that I had waited a very long time to feel this way about another person, so I was very
confident in the fact that he was supposed to be my first, but on the other hand, I wished things

weren't so conflicting. I figured everything was just as it was supposed to be; this was my
lesson, and his.

Like A Virgin
was the first single from the Like A Virgin album. It had just come out a couple of weeks prior to me
having sex with Thaddeus for the very first time. - “Oh your love thawed out yeah, your love thawed out
what was scared and cold like a virgin touched for the very first time.”

On December 4th, 1984, several months after meeting Thaddeus, I was touched for the very
first time. It was the night that changed EVERYTHING and would teach me so many lessons
about life, love and my faith in God. The very next day I called my best friends about the news.
I was the “Ice Princess” no more.

Crazy For You
was released in 1985, and recorded for the soundtrack to the movie Vision Quest. - “I'm crazy for you,
Touch me once and you'll know it's true, I never wanted anyone like this, It's all brand new, you'll feel
it in my kiss, I'm crazy for you.”

Thaddeus could do no wrong in my eyes. I had waited my entire life for this guy and I
wasn't going to let him go. We spent a lot of time together in the evenings and on weekends,
when he could get away from his responsibilities. He wasn't allowed to leave the city limits of
Greensboro, but we would sneak away and go hiking in the mountains, or take a drive to the
coast where we would lie in the sun. We both really enjoyed spending time in nature.
Everything was so new, exciting and fun.
I remember one day Thaddeus and I drove to this really nice park right outside the city limits.
It was a cold day in early spring. Somehow Thaddeus had discovered this park and decided
that the two of us should go there for a hike. Upon our arrival he retrieved his backpack from
the trunk of the car, which was packed with food and drinks, along with a blanket. I had no
idea what he had planned. As we got out of the car we noticed people everywhere. We walked
through the crowd of people and back into the woods. There was no path in the woods, so we
made our own path as we went along. We walked so far back in the woods that we could no

longer hear the people playing in the park. Thaddeus threw down his blanket and laid out the
food and beverages, and before I knew it we were completely naked and under the blanket. I
remember looking up into sky and thinking this was the best moment of my life. I had fallen
completely in love. I felt extremely lucky to experience such a wonderful moment with another
human being. It almost felt like a dream.

Live to Tell
was the fourth track from the True Blue album. This song caught my attention and it was at this point
that I realized the connection between Madonna's music and me. This song moved me on several
different levels. It was during the days that I wondered if I had AIDS. I wondered how long I had to live.
I wondered if my family would ever understand what I was going through. Every time the song got to
the part “How would they hear the beating of my heart”, I thought of my family. Everything was so
uncertain during the spring of 1986. I didn't think I would live to see my 30th birthday. I thought back
to my conversation with God and wondered if this is really what God had in store for me. Where was all
of this taking me? - "The light that you could never see it shines inside, you can't take that from me."

Thaddeus and I spent many incredible times together. He was a great teacher and I learned
so much from him. We always loved making out in the wildest places, which always made it
exciting. It used to make me angry to see straight people making out in the parks, and we

couldn't even kiss each other without getting arrested or making a scene. It all just felt so
unfair, but sometimes the sneaking around made it that much hotter.
In the summer of 1985 things took a drastic change. More and more we kept hearing about
AIDS in the news, and more and more I questioned if Thaddeus was infected. At that point
they didn't have HIV tests, so no one knew if they were infected. He certainly did not show any
symptoms, but I remember having this horrible dream about Thaddeus one night, which made
me think that I should be careful. A few days later, as Thaddeus was approaching my
apartment, and as I watched him cross the street, my intuition told me that I had to stop seeing
him right then and there.
I listened to my intuition and broke it off with him soon afterwards. The next several months
were really difficult for me. After all, I had told the man that I had waited for all my life, to go
away. For the first time in my life I knew what loneliness felt like and I didn't like it.
Afterwards, Thaddeus and I ran into each other every once in a while and every time I saw him
I became very upset. Everyone kept telling me it was because he was my first, but I knew
differently. I knew my love for him would last a lifetime.
Thaddeus left NC in the fall of 1985. We got together one last time before his departure. We
had lunch and talked. It was very difficult knowing that he was leaving town for good, but I
could tell he was ready to get the hell out of North Carolina. A part of me didn't blame him for
that.
After lunch he dropped me off at my apartment and then headed out of town. To this day I can
still see his car driving down Spring Street, and disappearing over the hill, which was several
blocks from my apartment. I ran inside my apartment and cried for several hours.

I had this very strong feeling that I had been exposed to HIV. I just knew it was a matter of
time before I would start getting sick. I wanted to run away, but I knew I couldn't go far
because I couldn't leave my family.

La Isla Bonita
was the seventh track on the True Blue album. I listened to this song the entire time Thaddeus and I
were in Cancun, Mexico. - “Beautiful faces, no cares in this world Where a girl loves a boy, and a boy
loves a boy.”

Thaddeus and I continued to stay in touch after he left North Carolina. During the fall of
1986 we decided to meet in Cancun, Mexico. When I first laid eyes on Thaddeus in Mexico I
knew I was still in love with him. I could tell that he had changed physically; he wasn't as
muscular as I had remembered, but it was so good to see him that it really didn't matter.
We checked into our hotel room together. Things were a little awkward at first, but soon we
were feeling comfortable with one another and we talked about everything that was going on
in our lives.
Thaddeus had left the organization, “The Way” admitting that it was one of the worst
experiences of his life. He had gotten a new job with Northwest Airlines, as a flight attendant,

and was flying all over the world. He loved to travel and he really loved his job. He told me
that had just recently broken up with his latest boyfriend, and as he shared the details, I
suddenly got a sinking feeling in my stomach. At the time I didn't like hearing him speak about
his love for someone else.
The next day Thaddeus and I rented a Volkswagen Bug and drove down the coast of Mexico.
We explored some Mayan ruins, did some snorkeling, laid in the sun and drank Coronas by
the shore. I remember it being a bright, sunny day, and the hot, humid air swirling around the
inside of the car as we drove down the highway. The car had no air conditioning, so everything
was very humid and sticky. I could remember feeling that the world was okay again, even
though Thaddeus and I weren't together any more. I loved being with him. I loved being near
him.
The next day we took a ferry over to Isla Mujeres and spent the day touring that beautiful
island. It was a very special time together.
Once our vacation was over Thaddeus returned to his new home in Minneapolis, and I
returned to North Carolina. (I would see Thaddeus three more times after this trip.)
At this point in my life I was going out with someone else, a modern dance student from the
North Carolina School of the Arts. The two of us had a lot of fun together, he taught me a lot
about Modern Dance and introduced me to several really great dancers at his school. Dance
continued to be a very big part of my life. The dance floor was my home away from home.

Where's The Party
was the fifth track from the True Blue album. "Couldn't wait to get older, Thought I'd have so much
fun, Guess I'm one of the grown-ups, Now I have to get the job done. People give me the business, I'm
not living in fear, I'm just living in chaos, Gotta get away from here."

Shortly after returning from Cancun, my mother called to tell me that my father had a
stroke, which left him paralyzed on the right side of his body and blind in his right eye.
Needless to say, I moved back home to help take care of him and my mother. My mother had
had Parkinson's disease for several years and was showing signs of serious decline.
I was working a full-time job, commuting an hour to and from work each day, and helping
take care of my parents at night. My sister took care of them during the day, while at the same
time trying to maintain her own family life. It was completely exhausting for the two of us and
one of the most difficult times of our lives.
On the weekends I would make sure to find some time for myself. Whenever I could break
away I would head out to the club and hit the dance floor. It was during those moments on the
dance floor that all of my cares went away, and I was free. It was during those moments that I
prayed to my guardian angels to watch over me and protect my family.

Madonna's music continued to play a very big part of my life. I always looked to her music for
inspiration, courage and strength.

True Blue
was the sixth track from the True Blue album. Titus and I were still listening to True Blue, even after
the release of Like A Prayer. Titus loved Madonna and we listened to the True Blue tape all of the time.
Titus even knew a few “Open Your Heart” dance steps, which always made me laugh. - "I've had other
guys I've looked into their eyes But I never knew love before 'Til you walked through my door."

A few months after moving back in with my parents, I received a letter from Thaddeus
telling me that both he and his current lover tested positive for HIV. I was devastated. I sat at
the kitchen table with my head in my hands and cried like a baby. The next day I sat down
with my mother and told her that I was going to get an HIV test, and explained to her what it
meant if it came back positive. I thought to myself, all we need is another sick person in the
family. At the time we were told that the incubation period for HIV was up to 4 years, so even
if the test came back negative, I just knew it was just a matter of time before I would test
positive.
The week it took for the results to come back was the longest week of my life. It was at this
point that thoughts of suicide started entering my mind, as it did a lot of gay people back then.

Everyone was walking around scared out of their minds. We were much more ignorant about
HIV in those days, and didn't really know how it spread. I remember watching the news one
night and hearing the story about two guys who had discovered they had AIDS in New York
City. Instead of dying from AIDS, they held hands and jumped from their 10th floor apartment
window. It was a horrible time and fear ran rampant. Luckily, my first HIV test came back
negative.
A few months later Thaddeus decided to visit North Carolina. It was the first week of January
1987. He specifically made the trip to see his friend, Betty, whom he had met shortly after
meeting me for the first time. I didn't see Thaddeus much during this visit. The only time I saw
him was when I picked him up at Betty's house, to take him to the airport. It had snowed that
day and the drive which would have normally taken only 30-minutes, turned into a two-hour
adventure. This gave us time to talk. We didn't discuss his HIV status or any illnesses that he
was experiencing. We completely avoided that conversation. Looking back, I can't even
remember what we talked about to be completely honest. All I remember was listening to
George Winston's CD, “December” on the car stereo while driving through the snow.
Everything felt like it was moving in slow motion that day. I had this sense that everything had
been cleansed, or purified in someway.
Once we arrived at the airport I walked Thaddeus to his terminal and watched him board his
plane. I waited as the plane pulled away from the gate and headed down the runway. The
plane gathered speed, lifted off the runway and disappeared behind the snow clouds. I thought
this would be the last time I would see Thaddeus.
The very next week I met someone new. His name was, Titus.

Titus would be my first long term relationship, and the first man that I ever dated that was not
white. Initially, one of the things that attracted me to Thaddeus was his olive skin, so finding
myself attracted to a man with dark skin wasn't that surprising. However, gay interracial
couples were not very common in the 80's, especially in North Carolina.
Now you may think that being gay was taboo with my family, well, dating a person outside of
my race was a million times worse. I was taught to be racist, as all of my siblings were. My
parents grew up during a time when black people didn't come in the house unless they were
“the help” and they most certainly didn't come through the front door. I remember visiting my
grandparents house when the black neighbors across the street would come to the back door to
ask for something. They were never allowed inside. I'm sure this is where my parents inherited
their racism. But I never subscribed to that way of thinking. I could always see that below the
surface of skin was another soul just like mine.
There was something very attractive about Titus. So much so that when I first met him I didn't
notice his skin color. He had this charm about him that made it very easy to overlook any
physical characteristics. Even to this day I don't think I've ever dated anyone as charming as
Titus. He had a brilliant mind and knew something about everything. He read constantly. I
didn't allow the race issue to get in the way of my wanting to get to know him, in fact, that
made me want to explore our connection even further. The white guys in the gay community
turned up their noses, which really surprised me. I couldn't understand how any gay person
could be prejudice. As far as I was concerned, life was meant to be explored without prejudice.
Titus and I played the True Blue cassette all the time. We would look at each other and sing the
songs as we were driving down the highway.

Keep it Together
was the ninth track on the Like A Prayer album. I played this album over and over and over. I never got
sick of it. Everyone else in the world was listening to the Like A Prayer single and talking about the
video. I connected with “Keep It Together.” This song described my home life perfectly. - "Brothers and
sisters they hold the key to your heart and your soul, Don't forget that your family is gold."

My Private Life
A couple of years passed by and needless to say, Titus and I caused a commotion everywhere
we went. People were always talking about us for some reason. As far as gay interracial
couples go, we did make a very attractive, interesting couple. I was white, 6'5" tall and thin,
Titus was black, 5'4" tall and very stocky and muscular. I learned a lot about myself while
dating Titus.
My Family Life
On October 10, 1988, my oldest nephew, Thomas, died from a drug overdose. He was 26 years
old. His untimely death devastated my family and sent everyone into a state of shock and
depression.
In 1989 my mother and father both were very sick. My father was suffering from his second
stroke, while my mother's Parkinson's Disease made her shake uncontrollably. I was still living

at home and trying my very best to deal with the situation, but it was adding a lot of stress to
almost everyone in the family. At times we seemed to be at each other throats over every little
thing. The great news that year was that my parents celebrated their 50th wedding
anniversary. Along with my brothers and my sister, we threw them an anniversary party and
invited all of the extended family to gather in celebration.
I thought about the fact that my mother and father had spent fifty years together. They went
through some pretty difficult times, which effected me and all of my siblings very differently.
But no matter how bad things got at times, they did a great job providing for their children and
sticking through the tough times. I'm sure it wasn't easy being married for that long, but they
found a way to stay together and I always admired them for that.
I, on the other hand, had all sorts of relationship challenges. Not long after breaking things off
with Titus, I made an attempt to bring someone home to meet my family; a native American.
My family had a horrible reaction that left me completely embarrassed, and him left feeling
very uncomfortable. I didn't like seeing my family react this way and so I didn't bring any
more men around for a while after that experience. Even though I was completely out, I still
had to lead two separate lives. I did this for the sake of keeping peace in the family. I
understood it, but I didn't really like it.
I continued to love my family a great deal, but in the back of mind I couldn't wait to get out to
experience the world and see how other people lived their lives. Sometimes, it was very
difficult keeping it together, but I made a sacrifice because I loved my family so much. They
made their fair share of sacrifice's, too.

Like a Prayer
was the first from Madonna's 4th studio album, Like a Prayer. It was released on February 28, 1989. “I
hear your voice, it’s like an angel sighing, I have no choice, I hear your voice, Feels like flying, I close my
eyes, oh God I think I’m falling, Out of the sky, I close my eyes, Heaven help me.”

After my parents 50th wedding anniversary I received another letter from Thaddeus. This
time he extended an invitation for me to visit him in Seattle. He had just bought a new home
and he needed help painting a couple of bedrooms. I had never been to Seattle and I really
wanted to see Thaddeus, and so we planned a trip for that November. I was very nervous
about seeing him, but at the same time I was ready to get out of North Carolina. I needed a
break.
As my plane landed I became very nervous. I didn't know what to expect. As I got my luggage
out of the overhead bin and walked towards the front of the plane, my stomach gathered in
knots. When I walked around the corner and out of the gate, there stood Thaddeus. I almost
didn't recognize him. I pretended that his appearance didn't affect me, but inside I was totally
devastated. I gave him a tight hug and started talking about my flight and how much flying
scared me, especially the cross-country flights.
That weekend Thaddeus and I spent our time together touring Seattle. We painted one of his

bedrooms and watched movies on his new VHS tape player. Several times throughout the day
Thaddeus had to lie down. It was mostly due to the new drug he was taking, AZT. At one
point during my visit we went to his clinic to get his prescription filled, and I was horrified
when I walked in and saw all of the AIDS patients. To me, each one of these people looked like
warriors and soldiers, brought in to fight a new war for all of mankind.
During my trip I told Thaddeus about Titus and the fact that I had dated a man outside my
race. Thaddeus made a couple of smart comments and even said at one point, “Well, maybe if I
was black, you'd still have feelings for me!” I didn't say anything because I knew what he was
truly trying to say. Thaddeus was very lonely and scared. It broke my heart to see him this
way. I wasn't sure how to comfort him, or even if I could. I just sat and held space and sent
healing energy his way.
Thaddeus' family was Catholic and he told me that they never accepted his homosexuality,
much less his sickness, so he had a very hard time of it. Thaddeus was very strong spiritually,
so I knew he would be okay on that level. I wanted to stay with him a few more days, but I had
to return to my parents in North Carolina. I felt as though this would be the last time I would
see Thaddeus, however, I would see him one more time.

Cherish
was the sixth track from the Like A Prayer album, and was one of Zuriel's favorite song. Every time I
hear this song I think of Zuriel. - "Cherish the thought of always having you here by my side."

The following month (December 1989) just a few weeks before Christmas, I ventured out to
the “Power Company”, which was a popular gay bar located in Durham, North Carolina. It
was on this night that I crossed paths with yet another soul. I noticed him as he entered the
club with his friends.
I watched him the entire night and at one point had written down my phone number on a
matchbook just in case I had the pleasure of meeting him. As the night was about to end I
walked out into the middle of the dance floor and handed the matchbook to him, and then
exited the club immediately. I had never, ever done anything like that before, but I felt a very
strong attraction to this person. Titus and I was going through one of our many breakups, so I
was totally justified in giving out my phone number.
He called me two weeks later and introduced himself as, Zuriel. This good looking Italian was
from upstate New York, and was attending North Carolina State University, in Raleigh.

Zuriel and I dated a few times. We went camping and hiking on a few occasions and I even
spent the night in his fraternity house, which was another first for me. We never tried to
develop a serious relationship due to the fact that he had plans to move back to New York state
after his graduation. We just enjoyed each others company. We always had an amazing time
together. Zuriel absolutely loved the song, Cherish, by Madonna, and I still think of him every
time I hear this song.
At one point I brought Zuriel to my hometown to meet some of my family, and accepted him
instantly. He didn't have the opportunity to meet my parents or my older siblings, but I was
happy with the fact that he was accepted by the family members that he did meet. It was most
definitely a step in the right direction.
Zuriel and I had some amazing times together. He always made me laugh.

Justify My Love
was track number sixteen from the Immaculate Collection CD - “Poor is the man, whose pleasures
depend, on the permission of another, love me, that's right, love me.”

Zuriel graduated the following spring and moved back to New York. In the meantime, I had
become a pseudo celebrity at the Power Company. I had people telling me that they drove

from miles around just to watch me dance. I used to burn the dance floor completely up back in
those days. Everyone had the impression that I was high on drugs, but I never did drugs. I was
just very uninhibited when I danced. Dancing was good therapy for me. At that point in my
life it was the ONLY thing that made me happy, besides sex. I had this one spot on the dance
floor that was “my spot”. And, all the locals knew it. They knew they could always find me
dancing in that one spot on the dance floor every Thursday, Friday and Saturday night.
Titus and I had finally put an end to our relationship. I was still having a hard time justifying
why I had to separate my gay life from my family life, but knew I could NEVER bring home a
black partner.
Titus and I fought continuously. Looking back, I suppose the two of us were working out some
really personal issues with one another. No one could effect me like Titus. I loved him, but he
really made me angry at times, too.
I always thought it was the lack of support that caused a lot of problems in our relationship,
but if I had to be honest, there was a lot of fear, anger and resentment at the root of it all. Since
my family never honored my lifestyle, and society and religion completely shunned it, I too
found ways to dishonor it. I was proud of myself for having the guts to date outside my race,
but I was never proud of how Titus and I treated one another.
Titus left North Carolina the first chance he got. He met a Diplomat during one of his many
trips to Washington, DC, and moved to Germany soon afterwards. I suppose this was a perfect
thing for him to do. He had just completed his masters degree from the University of North
Carolina in Chapel Hill, in International Studies. I guess a large part of me was jealous that he
could pick up and leave like that, but another part of me truly loved Titus in a very special,

dysfunctional way. In the end, I knew that the separation was good for both of us.

Rescue Me
was the last track on the Immaculate Collection CD. This song gave me the strength to get through the
really bad days. When I would sing this song, I would imagine singing these lyrics directly to God. “Only that you try to understand me And have the courage to love me for me.”

During the early part of December 1990, my family was once again turned upside down.
My sister-in-law's depression had gotten the best of her. She couldn't get over my nephew's
death after his drug overdose, and continued to struggle with severe depression. She ended her
life on December 16, 1990, by running towards an oncoming train, which decapitated her and
left her other son completely motherless.
My sister-in-law's suicide did a number on my mother and she got to the point where she
needed care around the clock. There was nothing any of us could do for her any longer. We
had to put my mother in a nursing home in January of 1991. Shortly afterwards, as soon as a
room became available, my father joined her in the same nursing home. Needless to say, stress
was at an all time high in our family. I still seemed to be the main target when it came to
disgrace, shame and guilt, but I was strong enough within my being to handle it. By this time I

had heard that my oldest brothers wanted to take my last name away from me and wanted to
have me committed to a mental institution. Thank God they never found out that I had dated
someone outside of my race. I probably would have been lynched. Needless to say, I found
myself in a constant state of depression and thought about suicide almost every single day. I
was just exhausted and wanted it all to end. If it wasn't for the dance floor and Madonna's
music, I'm not sure I would have made it. I always lived to see what Madonna would do next. I
knew there would be a hidden message in her next single, video or live performance that
would inspire me to keep going.
After my parents were put in a nursing home, their house was sold to my niece, my sister's
daughter. My parents always wanted to leave their house and beach cottage to me, but some of
my siblings made sure that didn't happen. I always felt like there was some type of trickery
that took place behind my back when it came to my inheritance, but I couldn't prove it. I knew
it wasn't worth it, anyway. My older siblings had all of the power. For the first time in my life I
felt completely homeless, but at the same time a since of freedom washed over me. I had taken
a risk and put all of my faith into a group of people that I loved so much, but no matter what I
did, or what I said, they were unable to love me back the way I needed to be loved. I felt
completely lost at this point in my life. I'm sure I was guilty of something as well, but I just
couldn't put my finger on it. I was too wrapped up in my own sorrow. Six months later, on
June 17, 1991, my father passed away.
The very next month I celebrated my 30th birthday, which to me was a complete blessing. I
remembered thinking in 1986, I would never live to see 30. I thought back to my conversation
with God and never imagined in a million years that I would experience everything that I was

going through. I couldn't help but wonder if I was being punished in some way, for coming out
and being gay. I couldn't' figure out why all of this was happening to me and my family.
Whenever I listened to the song, “Rescue Me” I always imagined singing this song directly to
God. I knew that love would eventually see me and my family through our differences. I kept
hoping for a brighter future. I continued to fight.

This Used to be my Playground
was released in 1992. - “This used to be my playground this used to be my childhood dream this used to
be the place I run to whenever I was in need.”

It wasn't long afterwards that Madonna released "This Used to be my Playground". It
expressed how I felt every time I attempted to visit the home that I grew up in. I cried before
and after each visit. Sometimes I wanted to drive my car off the nearest bridge after leaving
1467 Morningside Drive.
That summer I was living in Chapel Hill and was dating a Clemson football player who was
doing an internship in Raleigh. His name was Jason. It was just a summer love affair for the
both of us, but it helped us pass the time.
That was the same summer that I received a card from Thaddeus. In the card he had written a

very long poem about a songbird learning to fly. The envelope was addressed to me, but the
card inside didn't have my name on it. He and I had a falling out over a letter I wrote to him
when I tried to express to how I felt about him possibly giving me HIV. He didn't like what I
had to say and he stopped communicating with me. When I received this card I thought it was
a little strange, and didn't think too much more about it. I liked the poem a lot and was grateful
that he made the effort to reach out.
In addition to dating Jason, I was also hanging out with my new friend, Samuel. Samuel was
from Lumberton, North Carolina. He was a Lumbee Indian. Samuel was gay and had a very
difficult time accepting his homosexuality. Sometimes, late at night Samuel would knock on
my door and we would sit out on the front porch and talk for hours. A lot of our conversations
were about our families. He was estranged from his father. He said that if his father ever found
out he was gay, his father would kill him. Samuel meant that to be taken literally, his father
would actually murder him.
One weekend during the fall of 1992 Samuel and I played phone tag with one another. We had
a difficult time getting in touch the entire weekend. We were finally able to reach each other
that Sunday night. He was calling me from his parents house, in his old bedroom in
Lumberton. I didn't really understand why he had gone home on a Sunday night considering
that he had to work in Chapel Hill on Monday morning. I didn't question him. We talked about
everything, but nothing in particular. Samuel seemed perfectly fine that night on the phone.
We laughed and joked for several hours. We said our good nights and hung up the phone
around 1:00 AM.
That following Wednesday I went out for a beer and as soon as I walked into a local bar, the

owner grabbed me and took me in the back room. He said “Did you hear about Samuel? He
killed himself Sunday night. He took an overdose. He was at his parents house!” I told him
about our conversation and we both came to the conclusion that I must have been the last
person Samuel talked to before he took his life. I didn't know how to feel about that.
I understood why he took his life, but at the same time I became angry that he gave up and
stopped fighting for his search for love. After all, he deserved it just as much as anyone else on
the planet. Thoughts of suicide were still a big part of my daily routine, but hope and faith
always helped me get to the next moment, the next day.
It was at that point that I decided I was going to fight for my life. I sat down and started
writing a story about Thaddeus and me, and falling in love with him. The story was also about
my coming out, and the challenges of growing up homosexual in a predominately heterosexual
world. As I wrote the story I could feel Thaddeus' presence. I wanted to call him, but I didn't. I
decided right then and there that the story would be my Christmas present to my family, and
my closest friends. It was my way of fighting back.

In This Life
was the twelfth track on the Erotica CD. Madonna was in the middle of her sex scandal. I, on the other
hand was in the middle of my sex crisis. When I played the Erotica CD there was this one song that
instantly grabbed my attention. The lyrics hit home. It seemed as though I had called Madonna and said
“Madonna, I just lost my first lover to AIDS. Will you write me a song about that, please?” - "Gone
before he had his time It came without a warning Didn't want his friends to see him cry He knew the day
was dawning And I didn't have a chance to say good-bye."

Writing the story about me and Thaddeus kept me alive. There was something very
healing about remembering those early days with him. At the beginning of December 1992, I
mailed out the usual 30 or so Christmas cards, and the week before Christmas I headed down
to Wilmington, North Carolina, to visit my oldest niece for a few days. When I returned on
Christmas Eve, I went through my mail and discovered there were a lot of Christmas cards, but
nothing from Thaddeus.
I jumped in the shower so I could get ready to head over to see my mother in the nursing
home, and as I was getting out of the shower, I heard the mailman put something through the
mail slot. I went to the door and lying on the floor was an envelope. I RECEIVED JUST ONE
CARD THAT CHRISTMAS EVE. The card was from Monroe, Michigan. It was from Thaddeus'
mother. Her note inside told me that the Christmas card that I sent Thaddeus several weeks
back had been forwarded to her. She went on to say that Thaddeus had passed away back in
August. Suddenly, the poem that he had sent several months back, in July, made perfect sense
to me. I guess he was only a few days away from dying when he sent that card to me. As I read
her card everything around me suddenly stopped. Once again I didn't know what to say or
what to do. I just stood there, with a blank look on my face.
Stacked in a neat pile on my dresser were several boxes (Christmas presents) containing the
story that I had written about the two of us, and here I was standing in the living room holding
a card informing me of his death. It all felt so surreal. I was in total shock. After crying my eyes
out, I packed up my car and left for my hometown. As I spent time with my family that
Christmas Eve I chose not to share Thaddeus' death with anyone. I didn't want to bring it up in
fear of causing an argument, or feeling misunderstood.

At this point it had been eight years since I met Thaddeus, and six years since my last HIV test.
I couldn't bring myself to get tested again, because I had no one to support me if the test was to
come back positive. I guess it was selfish for me to keep everything from my family, but at the
time it felt like the right thing to do. I had always had a difficult time voicing my opinion or
speaking up, but I kept telling myself that I had to continue to fight in order to eventually
recapture the love that once existed between myself and my siblings.

Why's It So Hard
was the eleventh track from the Erotica CD. I wanted to make a copy of this song and send it to each one
of my brothers and my sister. With the exception of my youngest brother, he was always cool about me
being gay.“I'm telling you brothers, sisters why can't we learn to challenge the system without living in
pain.”

I kept thinking back to the moment I started writing my story about Thaddeus, and the fact
that I could feel his presence. After I received the card from his mother informing me of his
death, I was finally convinced that Thaddeus was with me and looking over my shoulder as I
wrote our story. I didn't question this at all.
Writing the story about me and Thaddeus was very liberating. It felt good to put my feelings

down on paper and share them with people that I loved, even though they had a very difficult
time understanding what I was going through. It was the beginning of the fight for my life. I
would write many more chapters over the next several years and when it was all said and
done, I wrote over 400 pages. I wanted my family to accept me for the person I was, not for the
person they wanted me to be. Through these stories they got to know the real me, like me or
not.
It was at this point in my life that I sat down with my God, again, and asked a very important
question. “Why was I born into my family?” I knew other gay people that had completely
different experiences coming out. Why couldn't I have that? Why couldn't I have the love and
support that those people had? The answer would come much later in life.
In January of 1992 someone new came into my life that would be responsible for helping me
rebuild my soul in a very special way. I had already experienced several reincarnations at the
age of 30, but this particular rebirth was very auspicious.

Rain
was the tenth track from the Erotica CD. - “Your love's coming down like rain, wash away my sorrow
take away my pain.”

You know, life can be funny. Just when you think you've gone about as low as you can go
and you feel like you can't dig yourself out of the hole you've allowed yourself to get in,
something or someone comes along just in time to offer a hand. That happened to me in
January of 1992, the night I met Joel.
As I said before, I had this one spot on the dance floor at the Power Company that everyone
expected to find me in on any given Friday or Saturday night. If an out-of-towner came to the
club and happened to dance in my spot, I would challenge them by dancing next to them, and
slowly move them out of my spot. One night, after arriving at the club, I discovered this young
guy dancing right in the middle of my spot on the dance floor. I stood beside the dance floor
with my arms crossed and watched him dance for a few minutes. I was instantly impressed. I
walked onto the dance floor, moving closer to my spot with every new song. He didn't budge.
He continued to dance, and quite well I might add. Within minutes we were dancing together
and putting on a show like you wouldn't believe. Everyone was standing around watching,
and that just made us dance even harder. My soul was absolutely soaring. I hadn't had that
much fun in a very long time.
At the end of our “performance” we made our way down to the club's basement and
introduced ourselves. We exchanged numbers and he called me the very next week.
This is when I discovered that love in an abundant energy within the Universe. If you can't get
it from one source, you most definitely can get it from another. I had focused all of my energy
on getting acceptance from my family, hoping they would be able to give me the love that I
needed. I should have just given them time and space and looked for love someplace else. I
found this abundant supply of love in Joel and through that love, was able to turn myself

around. Being with Joel helped me heal myself and this was important in my reincarnation. I
still had a long way to go, and a lot of work to do on my own, but meeting Joel was the jump
start that I needed.
During this time I put together a two hour video presentation titled “It's My Life” which I had
planned on giving to my family. Yes, I had gone from writing, to making my own videos. I set
up my camcorder and taped myself talking about subjects such as God, AIDS, and being gay. It
was just another attempt to reach out to my family and let them know what I was still around. I
started the two-hour video out with a song titled “It's My Life” by Talk Talk. Talk Talk was my
favorite group from the eighties. The lyrics to the song expressed everything I was feeling and
to this day is my most favorite non-Madonna song of all time.
Slowly, I could feel myself regaining my strength and courage. I could also feel God's love
washing over me. I was extremely grateful that Joel had come into my life when he did, and I
hoped that I had a positive influence on him, as well.
One night, as I was putting the final touches on my two-hour documentary, Joel and I were
partying and dancing around the apartment. I put on one of my favorite Madonna tracks and
left the camcorder running, recording everything that took place that evening. The video below
of me dancing in my underwear was shot while Joel was taking a shower. This sort of thing is
exactly what gay people did when they lived in small towns, and were bored completely out of
their minds. YouTube came thirteen years later.

Secret
was the second track from the Bedtime Stories CD. - “Things haven't been the same sine you came into
my life you found a way to touch my soul and I'm never, ever, ever gonna let it go.”

Joel and I had some really good times together. I helped him get a summer job at the
American Dance Festival ticket office, at Duke University, which allowed us to attend most of
the dance festival performances that summer. Pilobolus was always my favorite dance troupe.
Dance continued to be a big part of my life, and the queen of the dance floor continued to write
the soundtrack to everything positive, and negative, in my life. My relationship with her music
was undeniable. It not only gave me strength, but inspired me on so many levels. Her music
fed my soul.
Rewind: Let's go back up to 1990 for a moment. I was trying to find an apartment in Durham
after landing my job at Duke University, and had heard about a local guy who owned a lot of
rental properties in the Durham area. I called his office and made an appointment with his
sales manager, whose name was Lucas.
I knew Lucas and I would be friends the moment we met. To make a long story short, Lucas
and I became very close friends during my six years in the Durham/Chapel Hill area. We spent

a lot of evenings and weekends together. I would either go to his apartment, or he would come
to mine. We spent a lot of time playing Nintendo, listening to 80's music, or watching really
bad movies. He became my gay brother. You wouldn't have known that Lucas was gay when
you met him, but he was a big flirt. And, he had this laugh that reminded me of David
Letterman; annoying, but completely infectious!
After knowing Lucas for a while I got to meet his mother. She was from Lafayette, Louisiana.
She had divorced Lucas' father around the time we met. She was the nicest person you've ever
want to meet. A little “out there” but very nice. The longer Lucas and I hung out, the more we
became brothers. Lucas had a slight addiction to alcohol, brought on by his emotional
relationship with his father, but overall he was a great guy. Lucas and I didn't hang out on the
nights that Lucas got drunk. I gave him his space on those nights.
Lucas had a little secret, and not until 1993 did I discover that he was HIV positive, when he
started showing various symptoms. Lucas was very private about the whole situation. We
didn't talk a lot about it. Time went by and he started getting to the point where he knew he
wouldn't be able to take care of himself, so he moved back to Louisiana to be with his mother.
His move back to Louisiana prevented me from seeing the worst part of his illness.
Joel and I lived in a one bedroom garage apartment that summer, and by this time Lucas had
already moved back home. I kept tabs on him through his mother. One day, out of the blue, she
called me at work and told me that I needed to fly to Lafayette immediately. She told me that
Lucas didn't have much time left.
Since I couldn't afford a full-price airline ticket in those days, I contacted a friend of mine who
worked for US Airways. She was able to get me a “space available” ticket and I immediately

went to the airport to try and board the next flight to New Orleans. The ticket agent told me
that there were plenty of seats from Raleigh to Charlotte, but all of the flights from Charlotte to
New Orleans were completely overbooked. She told me to come back the following morning.
Joel and I went back to our apartment and I became very anxious and decided to pass the time
by playing the Nintendo game that Lucas and I had played so many times in the past. I kept
praying that Lucas would hold on long enough for me to see him before he passed away. Joel
could tell that I was completely distracted and somewhat out of it, so he decided to give me
some space, and left me in the apartment while I played Nintendo.
I sat and played Nintendo for several hours, thinking that as long as I could keep the game
going, I could keep Lucas alive. I realized that this was a bit strange, but it was my way of
staying connected to Lucas on a spiritual level. After several hours of winning, I began making
several big mistakes and suddenly the game came to an abrupt end. “Game Over” flashed
across the TV screen. I immediately called Lucas' hospital room and a nurse answered on the
second ring. I asked to speak to Lucas' mother and the nurse informed me that she had just left
to go home, she said that Lucas had just passed away. I waited about ten minutes and then
called his mother at her house. She told me about his passing and we cried over the phone
together. She told me that it was probably best that I wasn't able to make the flight, I would not
have made it in time.
While I was talking on the phone with Lucas' mother, Joel walked in with a bouquet of flowers.
I knew immediately where he had purchased the flowers because they were the exact same
flowers that Lucas purchased every Friday for his fireplace mantel, when he lived in town. I
asked Joel what made him buy the flowers, after all, he had never done anything like that

before. He said that he didn't know what compelled him, but as he was walking by, something
told him to get them for me. I knew at that very moment the flowers were from Lucas. I
thanked Joel for buying the flowers and for delivering such an incredible message. This was
the my second experience with feeling someone's presence after their death. It was at this time I
started believing in life after death.

Take A Bow
was the last track on the Bedtime Stories CD. - “You took my love for granted, why oh why the show is
over, say good-bye.”

After Lucas' death, I began to realize that life really is but a fleeting moment. I began to
understand people when they said, “All you're guaranteed in life is this very moment.” Since I
had dedicated most of my life to my family and my mother, I decided that it was time that I
started living my life for me, for once. I had a lot of things that I wanted to do and a lot of
places that I wanted to see, and I knew I wouldn't accomplish those things sitting around
waiting for people to change. I had to make things happen for myself. Take A Bow expressed
everything that I was feeling at the time.
By the time Christmas rolled around, I had decided to go back to Seattle, this time to spend the

holiday with my niece, Matri. During my time in Seattle I began playing around with the idea
of moving to Seattle for good. I thought it was time to finally move away from North Carolina.
There were just too many bad memories in North Carolina, and I really needed to get away
from it all. I needed a fresh start.
At this point things were no better with my family, and my mother was completely bedridden.
There was nothing more that I could do for her. I was in my early 30's and suddenly I had this
urgency to live my life to the fullest.
The following month (January 1995) I gave Duke University my two month notice. I figured
that was enough time for them to find my replacement, and enough time for me to plan my
departure. By the time March rolled around I was ready to roll.
I went to visit my mother one last time and tried to get her to understand what I was doing,
and why. Joel knew exactly why I had to leave. I invited a few close friends over, threw myself
a going away party and then headed out for a night of dancing at the Power Company. We had
a really amazing time that night. I danced my ass off!
The next week I loaded up my car and headed west. This would be my life's first great
adventure. I was excited, and scared to death.
Interesting Side Note: Shortly after I left North Carolina, the owner of the Power Company pissed off the
gay community, turned into a straight bar and eventually closed the bar down for good.

Bedtime Story
was the tenth track from the album with the same name. “Traveling, leaving logic and reason Traveling,
to the arms of unconsciousness.”

At this point I was still writing stories about my life, and mailing them to my family and
friends. With each story I became more honest and more liberated. As I set out on my crosscountry journey I decided to be a bit rebellious and as free spirited as possible. I had always
wanted to drive across the country, but always figured it would be something I would
experience much later in life. This is a brief description of the places that I visited and some of
the things I experienced:
Burlington, NC to Memphis, TN: A 12 hour drive. I stayed with Rachel, a friend of mine from
1987, that I knew from the North Carolina School of the Arts. Rachel was a Ballerina for The
American Ballet Company in Memphis. I stayed a couple of days in Memphis. I visited Beale
street and went to a couple of Blues bars. I hung out at one of the gay bars in town, and Rachel
and I messed around town. We drove by Graceland, but decided not to go in because it was too
crowded.
Memphis, TN to St. Louis, MO: This was about a 5 hour drive. When I arrived in town I went

straight to the Arch (The Gateway to the West) and took the elevator straight to the top.
Afterwards, I found my way to a gay bar where I made several new friends. I ended up
spending the night with a gay couple. This was when I learned how to depend on the kindness
of strangers! I stayed with them one night. It was at this point that it occurred to me that I
could do this all the way across the country. I figured I would save a lot of money this way.
St. Louis, MO to Kansas City, KS: This was a 4 hour drive. Again, I drove straight to a gay bar
(The Dixie-Belle), made a new friend and found a place to stay. His name was Noah. Noah was
so nice. I stayed with him for two nights. He was very well educated and had a great job, and a
great person to talk to. We spent a couple of really good days together.
Kansas City, KS to Boulder, CO: This was about a 10 hour drive. The landscape was very flat
and very different from what I used to. I ran into a hail storm in the western part of Kansas,
right outside of Colorado, which did about $2,000.00 worth of damage to my car. Later that
night I arrived in Boulder, CO, where I stayed with my ex-roommate from Chapel Hill. Her
name was Ava. I was able to spend a few days in Boulder and Denver before continuing my
journey west.
Boulder, CO to Las Vegas, NV: This was a long drive, about 13 hours. However, it was the
most beautiful drive of my trip. I drove through snow covered Vale and passed over the Rocky
Mountains. Then I drove through the canyons of Utah and the desert of Nevada. I stopped to
call my mother and left her a message on an answering machine that I had bought her before I
left. In my message I described the scenery of the day, and told her that I wished she could
have been with me. That night I arrived in Las Vegas, where I stayed with another friend of
mine. He was originally from New York, but moved to Las Vegas to perform in Starlight

Express. While in Las Vegas I took in a couple of shows and got to know the city pretty well. I
didn't really care for Las Vegas.
Las Vegas, NV to Sacramento, CA: This was a 10 hour drive. I drove straight to a gay bar,
made a new friend and ended up spending the night with him. He snored the entire night, so I
didn't get much sleep. Due to my lack of sleep, I decided that I would get a hotel room at my
next destination.
Sacramento, CA to Eugene, OR: Another beautiful drive, somewhere between 7 to 8 hours.
Eugene was a cute little town, and there wasn't a lot going on really. I went to the very small
gay club, danced for about 10 minutes and walked across the street and got a hotel room.
Fortunately, this was the only time I had to spend money on a room during my entire trip
across the country.
Eugene, OR to Seattle, WA: This drive was a piece of cake compared to the others, and the
drive through Oregon and Washington reminded me of North Carolina. As I passed through
Portland I had this urge to stop for the night, but didn't. I continued on towards Seattle.
I lived in Seattle that spring and made some great memories there. I ended up moving back to
the east coast because I missed my mom. After talking things over with one of my cousins, I
ended up moving to Washington, DC, which was only 5 hours away from my hometown. I
arrived in DC on July 4th, 1995.
I had been away for four months and that was the longest time I had ever been away from my
mom. The trip gave me a whole new since of freedom, something I desperately needed at that
point in my life, but it also reminded me that I had a responsibility to my mother.
A few weeks later I celebrated my 34th birthday in my new home, the fourth largest

metropolitan area in the United States.

You'll See
was released in 1995. I thought about my family every time I listened to this song, and I used to sing it
everyday during my walk to and from work. - “You think that you've destroyed my faith in love. You
think after all you've done, I'll never find my way back home. You'll see, somehow, someday.”

I rested the first couple of days after arriving in DC. Then, I rented a car and drove to North
Carolina to see my mother. I was so happy to see her. I sat and told her about everything that I
had experienced during my cross-country journey. Well, almost everything. She was very
happy to see me and I was extremely happy to see her.
That Sunday I drove back to DC and started looking for a job. Within a month I found a job at a
four-star hotel, and then got my own apartment, which was located at 15th and Rhode Island,
in the Northwest section of town. Finally I was living in a large city, something I had always
wanted to experience.
Joel and I reunited and he took off a semester and moved in with me that fall. We shared my
apartment for a few months, but I asked him to move out the following December after
receiving questionable phone calls. By Christmas we had split up for good. Joel soon enrolled

in a dance program at VCU in Richmond, Virginia, and we remained friends.
At this point I wasn't speaking to my some of my siblings. We didn't speak for over two years.
As much as I loved her, I really needed to be on my own for a while. I guess we both needed
some space away from one another. My new life in DC gave me that space and kept me very
entertained.
I don't think my family ever thought I would last very long in DC and the longer I stayed, the
more distant we all became. I still loved my family, but our differences were just too intense at
times.
I continued to rent a car once a month, to drive to North Carolina to spend time with my
mother. That was a top priority for me, even though I could barely afford it. The only month
that I missed visiting her was during the blizzard of 96'. Other than that, she saw me every
month. During the work week I was always calling her and leaving messages on her answering
machine. I wanted her to know that I was always thinking about her. I even got a tattoo with
"MOM" on it, and told her that she and I would always be together.
I was finally breaking away from my family, but it was a slow, painful process. The longer I
stayed in DC, the happier I became. Friends that knew me for a very long time could see a
positive change in me. I appeared lighter and happier. I sang this song every morning during
my walk to work. It gave me strength and courage. Madonna's music continued to play the
soundtrack to my life and I hoped that my siblings and I would be able to someday reconcile
our differences, but until that day took place, I had to focus on my own happiness. I continued
to search for new friends, and explore new relationships.

Buenos Aires
Madonna starred in Evita which was released during the fall of 1996. - "And if ever I go too far It's
because of the things you are beautiful town, I love you."

The next year and a half I got to know Washington, DC pretty well. Since I couldn't afford a
car, I became accustomed to a life of walking and biking everywhere. I used public
transportation a lot.
Living in the city was intense. DC was a hard place to live sometimes, and the gay scene was
overwhelming. Even though on the surface, DC appeared to be a very conservative town, there
were all kinds of things going on in the background, behind the scenes. No matter if you were
straight or gay, DC had a lot of options when it came to finding a bar, or a club to match your
particular taste. Sex was everywhere. I couldn't tell you how many supposedly "straight"
married men I met in the gay bars. It made me look at the world in a completely new way.
It was around this time that Madonna starred in the film, Evita. Due to my obsession with
Madonna's music, I made a point to see this movie at least five times on the big screen. I
absolutely loved it. At this point in my life I had never seen Madonna live and in concert, and
so I set the goal of seeing her before I turned 40 years old.

Lament
was the final track on the Evita soundtrack. This song expressed the life I left behind in North Carolina. "Remember I was very young then and a year was forever and a day So what use could fifty, sixty,
seventy be? I saw the lights, and I was on my way."

After living in DC for a year and a half something happened to me that brought about a
huge transformation. I could literally feel my life move from one stage, to the next. It most
definitely was one of the biggest reincarnations that I experienced in my life thus far.
In March of 1997, while walking home from a local pub, four guys strung out on crack,
attempted to mug me. Luckily, I was able to fight them off. I went "country redneck" on their
asses and started cursing and swinging every limb on my body like a mad man. I threw one
guy down on the pavement and started kicking him with my steel-toed boots. They took off
running down the street with their hoods over their heads, while I ran inside my apartment to
call the police. I was very lucky that the mugging took place right in front of my apartment
building. If it had happened on a dark street and they had a knife or a gun, I probably wouldn't
be sitting here writing this story. That experience slowed me down quite a bit and it was after
that experience that I became much more street-wise and careful. That experience really

changed me in a deep way, and it that experience that made me want to repair things with my
siblings.
A few weeks later I met Cyrus. Cyrus was originally from North Carolina, and had moved to
DC six years earlier. We met on a Saturday and really hit it off instantly. I'm not sure if it was
the mugging or what, but Cyrus and I decided to move in together the very next week. Neither
one of us had ever moved in with someone so quickly, but it felt right and so we went for it. It
was at this point in time that I moved into the Southwest section of town. This section of town
still had it's drug dealers, but for the most part was very quiet, and not as busy as some of the
other parts of town.
But the transformation that was brought on after meeting Cyrus wasn't so much a change of
location, but a change of heart. Meeting Joel had renewed my faith and gave me back my self
worth. Meeting Cyrus would allow me to make a complete transition from my emotional, dark,
"sad" past, into a future filled with light, hope and spirituality.

Swim
was the second track from the Ray of Light CD. - "I can't carry these sins on my back don't wanna carry
any more I'm gonna carry this train off the track I'm gonna swim to the ocean floor."

My relationship with Cyrus took off instantly. It seems that we were destined to experience
some amazing events over the next several years together, that would change both of our lives
in very positive ways.
Cyrus and I did our first AIDS Bicycle Ride from Raleigh, North Carolina, to Washington, DC.
Collectively, we brought in over $4,000.00 for the non-profit organization Food and Friends,
and the Whitman Walker Clinic. We would do the very same thing the following year, raising
even more money for our community.
We did these things in the memory of our past lovers and for those people that were still living
with HIV, straight and gay. Around the same time we sewed AIDS Quilt panels for both of our
deceased lovers (Thaddeus and his deceased lover, Alan). Sewing the AIDS Panel for the
Names Project in San Francisco and completing the AIDS Rides were very healing experiences.
We were changed in so many different ways, on very deep levels.
In addition to all of this, we also made the decision to dive head first into metaphysics and
explore the mystery of spirituality and life after death. In addition to Thaddeus and Lucas, I
had experienced other strange occurrences with friends of mine that had passed away, so I
wanted to have a clearer understanding of what was going on. It was around this time that we
were introduced to a medium whose name was Chuza. While working with her we would
learn new and fascinating things about everything around us.
Over the course of the next few years Cyrus and I took some incredible vacations. We visited
places like Las Vegas, The Grand Canyon, Monument Valley, Sequoia National Park, San
Francisco, and Yosemite National Park. One of our vacations involved a drive up the California
coastline, from San Diego to Seattle. During this two-week vacation we visited Laguna Beach,

Los Angeles, Santa Barbara, Monterrey, San Francisco and Eureka, California. We continued
that trip up through Oregon and Washington State, ending in Seattle. This trip ended on
August 31, 1997, the very same day that Princess Diana was killed. I was fascinated to learn
that Princess Diana was born three weeks, or just twenty-one days before me.
I didn't know it at the time, but another reincarnation was about to take place.

Frozen
was the ninth track from the Ray of Light CD. - "You only see what your eyes want to see How can life
be what you want it to be."

Initially, we decided to do our first reading with Chuza as pure entertainment, but her
accuracy made us realize that we were tapping into something very special and unique. Within
just a few days of my first reading, a very mysterious thing happened. I had a very intense
dream about Thaddeus. In all of the years that I had known Thaddeus, I had never had a
dream about him. However, during the fall of 1998 Thaddeus visited me in what felt more like
an outer body experience, than a dream. It felt very real. In this dream we made love and when
I woke up, I could smell the scent that he always carried around with him when he was alive. It
felt as though he was right there beside me that morning and it was this dream that I

considered to be the last time that I saw Thaddeus.
After my dream of Thaddeus, my deceased father started coming to me in dreams as well. He
would always be accompanied by the dogs from my childhood, Nike and Trigger, which were
also deceased. It seemed that I had opened myself up to a new and different world, and that's
when I started seeing everything around me completely different.
Because of this new phase in my life and all of the work that I was doing with Chuza, I decided
it was time to begin the healing process with certain members of my family, I decided that all
of the pain and self-pity that I was carrying around wasn't hurting anyone but myself. And so
to get things started, I crashed my sisters 50th birthday party that summer as a sign that I was
ready to make amends. That was the beginning of a healing process that would take several
years to complete.
I learned that a lot of the complex issues that I needed to deal with during those times were my
own, and no one else's. My family and loved ones reflected things that I did not like about
myself, and instead of working on those issues internally, I projected them back onto them in a
negative way. I had completely ignored the issues that I needed to work on. I searched for
ways to move away from the energy of self-sabotage, and continued to work with Chuza on
my spirituality. It was very challenging, but I gave it my best shot. Chuza was also responsible
for helping me find a way to be creative professionally. It was during this time that I received
an incredible gift from the Universe; enough money to completely fund my tuition at George
Washington University, to receive my certification in Web Design. Things were changing and I
really liked what was happening.

The Power of Goodbye
was the tenth track from the Ray of Light CD. - "There's nothing left to try There's no place left to hide
There's no greater power Than the power of good-bye."

My dreams continued to be very intense during this time in my life, and I continued to keep
an open mind to what it all meant.
My mother was still living in the nursing home and I continued to make my monthly trip to
North Carolina to visit her. During our visits we had several interesting conversations. I read
books to her about life on the other side and the possibility of life after death. I shared this
information with her to give her hope and to offer comfort. Then I came up with an experiment
for the two of us. I made her promise that when she passed away, she would make a point to
let me know the moment it happened. Initially, when I mentioned this to her, she looked at me
like I had lost my mind, so she just nodded as if to say, "Okay, whatever!" However, I knew
that if anyone could keep in touch with me from the other side, it would be her.
December of 1999 rolled around and I had written the last chapter of my diaries. Because of all
of the healing that had taken place in my writings, I no longer felt the need to express myself

that way. On December 31, 1999 I put my story in a time capsule and attempted to bury it near
the Arlington Cemetery. My plans fell through and I ended up sinking it in the Potomac River.
Afterwards, I laughed at myself for doing this. I could just imagine someone discovering the
time capsule sometime later and thinking, what the hell is this?
In working with Chuza I was able to put a lot things from my past, behind me. She even
helped me get in touch with Thaddeus and told me that I was taking the first steps in finding
real closure with him. She focused more on my own life and informed me that I had so much
more to accomplish and experience. She then informed me about some important transitions
on the horizon.
In one of our readings she explained to me that we all have a main area in which we learn our
lessons. Some of us learn our lessons through career, others learn lessons through money,
others through fame, poverty or whatever, but my area of focus in this lifetime was
"relationship". It was my relationships with people that would be my greatest teacher in this
lifetime. This made perfect sense to me. In working with her, I began to understand why I was
gay, why I had been born into my family, and why my mother had suffered so much.
Chuza told me that my mother had a very difficult time letting go of her life and they were
doing everything they could (on the other side) to convince her to cross over. My mother was a
very strong-willed, tenacious and determined southern woman. I knew she wouldn't go until
she knew I could handle it, and meeting Chuza helped me prepare for her departure.
Chuza shared with me ways that I could help her make the transition, and I followed her
instructions over the course of my next three visits, which would be the last. She told me that I
had a special healing quality with my touch and all I had to do was hold my mother's hand a

certain way and this would help her let go. I remembered doing the same thing for my father
during the last days of his life. He was in a coma. I went into his hospital room, held his hand,
and told to him to let go if he didn't have the strength to fight any longer. At first he resisted,
and it was after I reassured him that we would take good care of our mother that he finally let
go and crossed over.
I visited my mother in October, November and the beginning of December in 1999. I held her
hand as instructed by Chuza and as soon as I did, I could see an instant change. I watched as
my mother fell into a deep sleep; appearing to be completely unconscious. As I held her hand I
prayed silently for her to let go and move over to the other side.
My mother's brother died during the early part of December and I decided to attend his funeral
in North Carolina. During my visit, I stopped in to see my mother and let her know that I paid
respects to her brother. The would be the last time I would see my mother alive. I had decided
to stay in DC that Christmas to spend the holiday with Cyrus, and since I couldn't take him
home with me, we opted to spend Christmas together in our apartment. Christmas and New
Years came and went and on Sunday night, January 9th, 2000, something amazing took place.
I found myself in a state of depression that entire weekend. I wasn't sure where my sadness
was coming from, but I was depressed and knew I had to be alone. I asked Cyrus to sleep on
the sofa. I told him that I just needed some space. I ended up crying myself to sleep the night of
January 9th, and remember thinking "What the hell is wrong with me? Why am I crying?" I
thought I was losing my mind. I finally drifted off to sleep only to wake up at 1:23 on Monday
morning, January 10. When I woke up I sat straight up in bed and looked directly at the clock. I
had never done that before. I then sprang out of bed and ran to the bathroom with an upset

stomach. I quickly went back to bed, and fell back to sleep almost immediately.
Cyrus and I always took the phone off the receiver before we went to sleep due to a lot of
misdialed calls in the middle of the night. The next morning, after waking, I put the phone on
the receiver and proceeded to prepare myself a bowl of cereal. As soon as I hung up the phone
and walked away, the phone rang. Cyrus was standing beside the phone and answered it
immediately. It was my sister-in-law, Lisa. She called to tell us that my mother had passed
away in the middle of the night. She said that she had passed sometime between midnight and
2:00 AM. Apparently, the nurses had checked in on her at midnight to find her sleeping
peacefully, but when they came back at 2:00 AM, she had passed away and they found her
clinging to her bed rail. I remember waking up at 1:23 with an upset stomach. I realized at that
point that my mother did in deed get in touch with me when she passed.
My mother had been in that nursing home for nine years and most of that time she was
completely bedridden. It was a complete blessing that she finally let go of her life and moved
on to the next. She was now reunited with my father. Her death would teach me something
really important about my own spirituality over the next several years. I considered my mother
to be one of my soul mates. I missed her instantly, but I understood the importance of her
moving on.
My brothers and my sister were more connected to our father. I, on the other hand, was more
attached to our mother. Regardless, learning to say goodbye to each of my parents was one of
my life's toughest lessons.

Mer Girl
was the final track on the Ray of Light CD. The amazing thing ab out this song, is that out of all of the
albums that Madonna had released previous to this, she had never wrote a song about her mother's
death. This song came to me just in time. "Up into the hills, I ran to the cemetery And held my breath,
and thought about your death."

My mother died on Monday, January 10. Her funeral was just two days later. Everything
happened so quickly, I barely had time to write her eulogy. As I was writing my mother's
eulogy, I thought a lot about the life that she had experienced on Earth. And then I started
thinking about where she was now and how different that must be for her soul.
My mother was always very private about her faith. She didn't wear her religion on her sleeve
like everyone else in her family. She had told me that she had read the Bible two times during
her childhood, and went to church every single week, but after marrying my father she
stopped going completely. For whatever reason, after getting married, she didn't feel the need
to go to church any longer. I could have cared less about whether or not my mother went to
church. I no longer believed in the concept of "being saved". I believe that we're all saved to a
certain degree. All I knew was that her time was done here and her energy had returned to the
source from where it came.

My mother was your typical southern woman. She was one tough lady. Just like every human
being on Earth, my mother had her flaws. But her special qualities were greater than her flaws,
at least in my eyes. My mother was a fighter and a survivor. Since I was the youngest in the
family, my experiences with her were much different than my siblings. My mother had lived
half of her life when I was born, so it made perfect sense that my relationship with her would
be different than let's say my oldest brother, who was 20 years older. I understood that all of
that was necessary so each one of us could learn the lessons we were meant to learn. We all
learned a great deal from our parents, good and bad. They're all very necessary no matter how
dysfunctional they may appear on the surface.
But the realization that occurred to me next was truly life changing. My mother, in this new
state, was no longer a woman, nor was she white. She had no longer had a reason to be sexist,
racist or homophobic, because these human conditions were no longer a part of her soul. She
no longer had to defend the things that she had defended her entire life, mainly because they
were not a part of her new existence. She was free and now able to detach herself from those
human conditions.
With that said, I started wondering why any of us defend or judge one another by our skin
color, gender, religion, or even our sexual preference. It's all so very temporary, anyway. I'm
sure that at the very moment that my mother passed over to the other side, she no longer gave
a damn about these things. If there was anything that did matter, it was the love that she took
with her. It was that love that woke me up at 1:23 in the morning on January 10, 2000. It was at
this point that I started looking at people differently. All I could see where people in their
"temporary" conditions, walking around defending their physical selves, longing to be needed,

understood, and to be loved, but not always knowing how to go about it.
After my mother's death I had several intense dreams that told me that she was okay and was
occasionally checking in on me and my family. I even heard of a great reunion on the other
side, through a reading with Chuza. My mother was at peace and therefore I was at peace with
her passing.
The very next time I found myself on a dance floor, I closed my eyes, stretched out my arms
and thought about my mom. I thought to myself that she'll finally get to see me dance, and so I
danced for her that night, and Madonna's music was right by my side, as well.

Don't Tell Me
was the seventh track from the Music CD, and released in 2000. - "Tell me love isn't true It's just
something that we do Tell me everything I'm not But please don't tell me to stop."

Several months before my mother's death, my relationship with Cyrus experienced its own
finality. It was a mutual decision. Starting with Thaddeus then moving to Titus, Joel and finally
Cyrus, each one of my relationships grew stronger than the previous one. I knew that what I
had with Cyrus would be difficult to match. Cyrus felt the same way. Even so, we still decided
to end our relationship.

Coupled with my breakup with Cyrus, and the death of my mother, I knew my life was
experiencing yet another reincarnation. There would be new lessons to learn and new
experiences to be had.
After Cyrus and I broke up and established a friendship, I took him to North Carolina to meet
most of my family. They instantly loved Cyrus. Some members of my family were shocked that
I brought home a black man. I realized that the universe (God) works in very intentional ways!
There was nothing mysterious about it whatsoever.
Right before I moved out from living with Cyrus, I completed my "Interactive Multimedia and
Web Design" certification from, George Washington University. This would be my fifth career
change and I was excited to have finally found a creative outlet professionally.
I graduated in the first week of August and celebrated by going to New York City with one of
my best friends. Josaphat was on a business trip and was staying at the Marriott World Trade
Center. He invited me to join him so I could take advantage of the free lodging.
While I was there I spent most of the days walking around Greenwich Village. One night I
found myself in the famous gay club, Monster, which has been in Greenwich Village since
1980. I was standing on the edge of the dance floor, watching the dancers when all of the
sudden someone from my past walked into the room.
It was Zuriel. (See Cherish) Zuriel and I had seen each other a few times since his departure
from North Carolina in 1990, but had lost complete touch with one another several years prior
to this night. We instantly gave each other a hug and he introduced me to his boyfriend. Zuriel
had lived in Manhattan for several years and had never been in the Monster before, but some
reason he and his lover decided to pay the club a visit that night. From everything that I was

learning about metaphysics, I knew running into him was no mistake.
The next day Zuriel picked me up at my hotel and we headed to Jones Beach, on Long Island.
We spent the morning catching up with one another. For the first time Zuriel and I discussed
how we felt about each other back in 1989/90 and we came to find out that we both had very
strong feelings towards one another back then.
We spent the early part of the day on the nude beach and for the first time in my life I got to see
a naked woman with her legs spread open. I couldn't stop staring and said, "Well, that's what
they look like!" We laughed. I had seen pictures, but never one live and in-person. We left the
beach a few hours later and drove back to the Brooklyn Courthouse for Zuriel to attend jury
duty. Zuriel parked his car in the garage and I escorted him to the front doors of the
courthouse. We said our goodbyes, and I walked across the Brooklyn Bridge into Manhattan.
We would not see each again for a couple of years.
It occurred to me that if it was possible to reconnect with loved ones here on Earth, what's to
stop us from reconnecting with loved ones who have passed on. I mean, we're all part of the
same universe and contained within the same boundaries. The reunion with Zuriel showed me
that we all come in and out of each others lives for very special reasons. There are no mistakes
when that sort of thing happens. It's all just meant to be.

Music
was the first track from the CD titled Music. - "It's like riding on the wind and it never goes away
touches everything I'm in got to have it everyday."

The very next month I went to North Carolina to attend a family reunion. That Saturday

night I went out to the club that I used to dance in when I was the "Ice Princess". The name of
the club had changed from Encore, to Warehouse 29. I instantly started reminiscing about the
good old days and how that dance floor and Madonna's music had saved my life.
In January of 2001 I went to Chicago to visit an old friend. I ended up staying there for ten
days. A couple of months later I came down with Hepatitis A and was completely bedridden
for two whole months. It was the sickest I had ever been in my entire life. My doctor suspected
that I ate some bad food during my trip to Chicago. Whatever the case, the recovery process
was slow and miserable. At times I felt like I was dying a slow death. But I soon recovered. I
had lost about twenty pounds by the time it was all said and done. It was most definitely one
of my most difficult rebirths I had ever experienced.
Shortly after my recovery, Madonna announced that she would be going on tour the following
summer. I became very excited and realized this would be my chance to see her before I turned
40.
After keeping up with the news about her tour, I was able to score two tickets for the
Philadelphia show. Section 1, row 6. The amazing thing was the fact that the show was on July
21, the day before my 40th birthday. I kept my fingers crossed that entire spring, hoping that
she didn't get sick or have to cancel her show. I prayed that everything would go smoothly and
I would finally be able to see her perform live before I turned 40.
On July 21, 2001, Cyrus and I saw Madonna's Drowned World Tour in Philadelphia. Until that
point, Madonna had been just an image on the television. For all I knew, she could have been
made up, or a figure of someone's imagination. Seeing her come out on stage that night made
her very real. It was completely amazing to see her in person and know that the person that

had written the soundtrack to my life was alive and beautiful. A few hours after leaving the US
Airways Center, I turned 40 years old. Little did I know at the time, but Madonna and I would
reunite with one another once again, several years later.
Cyrus and I continued on to New York City for a few days and once again stayed at the
Marriott World Trade Center. I visited the observation deck at the World Trade Center during
the day and again that night, and approximately seven weeks later the World Trade Center
was destroyed.

Beautiful Stranger
was the eight track from the CD titled GHV2, which was released in November of 2001. - "I looked into
your eyes And my world came tumbling down."

Madonna's tour came to DC a few weeks later. I went to the MCI Center the night of her
show to see if I could scalp a ticket. Eventually, I found a ticket for the nosebleed section. As I
was walking to my seat, I ran into the couple that Cyrus and I stood beside and talked to the
night we saw the show in Philly. We exchanged excited "Hellos" and they told me they had
two extra floor seats if I was interested. Since there was no time to sell them, they gave them to
me at no charge. (Worth $500.00) I thought to myself, Madonna fans are the best! I immediately
called a friend of mine that was in the arena attending the same show, but sitting somewhere

way up in the nosebleed section with some other friends. Zacheus answered his cell phone and
when I told him that I was in the arena and was just given two floor seats, he came running
down and we ended up having a great night together.
It was such a great experience that Zacheus decided to have his Madonna poster and ticket
framed just as I had done this with my Philly tickets. Shortly after taking his poster and tickets
to the frame shop, Zacheus moved to Detroit, Michigan. He left DC without retrieving his
Madonna poster from the frame shop. That Christmas I told Zacheus that if I could get in touch
with Thaddeus' family to find out the location of the cemetery where he was buried, I would
drive the poster to Detroit. The poster was too large to carry on a plane. I sent a letter to
Thaddeus' mother requesting directions to his grave in Monroe, Michigan, and his sister wrote
back with clear instructions on how to locate his grave. It was at this point that I planned my
trip north. It had been approximately 10 years since Thaddeus' death and my visit to his grave
was way over due.
Before I departed DC I started coming down with the flu, but I decided that I wasn't going to
let anything stop me from making this trip. I packed my bags, rented a car and headed for my
first stop, which was Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. I had never been to Pittsburgh, but decided to
stop here to visit another friend's grave, whose name was JT. JT was the lover of one of my
coworkers and he had just recently passed away from AIDS. He had been buried in Pittsburgh.
After visiting his grave I checked into my hotel and went straight to bed. I didn't feel very good
but I knew this trip was very necessary. I left Pittsburgh the following morning, feeling
completely miserable. I continued my journey towards Monroe and Detroit, Michigan.
Once I arrived in Monroe I drove around the small town searching for the cemetery where

Thaddeus was buried. Once I found the cemetery, I parked, got out of my car and searched for
his grave. After searching for approximately ten minutes, I finally found his grave and for the
very first time knew that his death was very real. It was about twenty degrees outside and a
light snow was falling as I stood over his head stone. I just stared, feeling completely numb in
so many ways.
I then decided to get back in my car for a short trip downtown. It was only a few blocks away. I
found a really nice card shop and purchased a card that had a watercolor painting of a beach in
Southern California. As soon as I saw the card I knew Thaddeus would like it. I wrote a private
message in it and took it back to the cemetery. I placed it gently on his grave and at that
moment the snow stopped falling, and the sun broke through the clouds. I went back to my
car, which was about fifteen yards away, rolled down the windows and played "Kamikaze" by
the Thompson Twins. Thaddeus and I used to listen to this album by the Thompson Twins all
the time when we were together.
I pressed Play and turned up the car stereo as loud as I could, to make sure that Thaddeus
could hear the song. Everyone passing by must have thought I was trying to wake the dead. As
the song played, I stood over Thaddeus' grave and tears rolled down my face. I was happy to
know that I still had tears for him. As I looked down at his grave I tried to imagine the last
minutes of his life, and how painful that must have been for him. And then I tried to imagine
how free he must have felt the moment his soul left his body. I imagined that his soul was now
some place else in the universe, exploring other realities, living a new life, learning new lessons
about love. I played the song over and over. I found it very difficult to leave that day. I played
the song one last time, and took time to remember that beautiful stranger that changed my life

back in the fall of 1984. I was extremely grateful for having the opportunity to know and love
him.

X-Static Process
was the eighth track from the American Life CD. - "I always wished that I could find someone as
beautiful as you But in the process I forgot that I was special too"

It's difficult to say what the true meaning of life is. I suppose it's different for everyone. One
thing is for sure, life is a challenge from the moment we are born into this world, until the day
we leave this world. Some challenges are fun, while other challenges are not so much fun. And
true happiness, well if you're lucky, every once in a while you'll get a really quick glimpse into
the world of true happiness, and in between those times it's just a matter of keeping your head
above water. Life truly is a game. All we need to do is figure out how to play it.
By the time I returned to DC, after visiting Thaddeus' grave in Michigan, the Flu had taken me
down completely. I spent the next several days recovering in bed. I realized it was my bodies
way of cleansing all of those memories of Thaddeus, that I had held onto for so long. I decided
to just sit it out and wait for it to pass.
It was January of 2002, and I had lived in DC for six and a half years, five of those years under

the Clinton administration, two years under the Bush administration. I was truly ready to get
the hell out of DC. It as at this point that I decided that my mother was one smart lady. She
checked out of here just in time (January 10, 2000), before George W. Bush was inaugurated on
January 20th. By 2002 I was so over DC that I started spending a lot of my weekends in
Philadelphia. I loved Philly and always had a good time there.
When July rolled around I found myself taking a full-time job with the company that I had
been freelancing with for about sixteen months. Even though I did not have a college degree, I
found myself working side-by-side with another web designer, who had graduated summa
cum laude from a local university. I found it an honor to work beside her. I decided to take the
full-time position because I knew it would be easier to find another job, if I was working fulltime. My plan was to start looking for employment in Philadelphia. But, all of that changed
when I met Levi.
I met Levi in November of 2002 and the moment I laid eyes on him I knew he had something to
teach me. Levi had a very strong presence and was one of the nicest guys I had seen in a very
long time. I remembered seeing him a few years back at one of the pit stops during the 1998
AIDS Bicycle Ride and thought he was incredibly beautiful. Strangely, I never saw him around
town or out in the clubs, so when I ran into him this night I made a point to introduce myself.
The night I met Levi he was interested in another person, but after being dismissed, he turned
his attention towards me. After a night of talking, drinking and flirting, I gave Levi my number
and we soon started dating.
After our first couple of dates, we started spending a lot of time together. The more time I spent
with Levi, the more I liked him. We seemed to have a lot in common and there was a lot of

chemistry between the two of us, which is always the case in the beginning of any new
relationship. It was strange, but I was experiencing all of the same emotions that I experienced
when I first met Thaddeus. I wasn't sure if that was a good thing, or not. To make a long story
short, I completely lost myself in my attraction towards him and it wasn't long before I fell in
love.
Within just a few weeks I found myself doing things that I didn't normally do, going places
that I didn't normally go and being around people that I didn't normally hang out with. It was
as though I had become a totally different person. I was not myself. I felt like I was trying to be
someone different. I was so caught up in my feelings towards Levi that I kept finding myself in
situations that just didn't fit, but I was trying to be adaptable, and agreeable. Things were just a
little blurry, to say the least, but it was worth it because I got to be with Levi.

Nothing Fails
was the sixth track from the American Life CD. - "You could take all this, take it away, I'd still have it
all, Cause I've climbed the tree of life, And that is why, no longer scared if I fall."

When Levi and I started seriously dating, our relationship took off like a race car. Within a
month he had met each others family. Within two months we both had joined the church that

he had attended for the last eight years of his life. We spent most of time hanging out with his
friends, at his apartment, doing things that interested him. The thing that interested me the
most was the metaphysical church that he had attended. Since I was deeply interested in
metaphysics, I was instantly attracted to this church and was hopeful that Levi and I would be
able to create a spiritual foundation for our relationship, based on this church. I felt like this
was the one major thing that we shared an interest in.
In February 2003, I spent ten days with Levi and his parents in North Carolina. We decided to
visit his mother on her birthday, and got snowed in with them during her birthday and
Valentines. Coincidentally, Levi's mother and my mother shared the exact same birthday,
which was February 12. We all had a really good time together. His father cooked breakfast for
us every morning, which was something I had never experienced in my life. I had never had a
boyfriends parent cook breakfast for me, and I had never dated someone and actually spent
time with their family. It felt very normal, and at the same time very strange. Since we were in
North Carolina we took time to stop by and visit with my family. Since Levi was black I
figured that my family would have a difficult time accepting him, but even that went smoothly.
All of that was short lived. Everything fell apart as soon as we got back to DC. Just as quickly
as it had began, it ended. It was a very difficult break up for me because I really felt that the
two of us had a chance at something long term. Knowing what I know now, we really never
stood a chance because my soul was about to take a journey that would take me far away from
Washington, DC. I was beginning to realize that it just wasn't meant for me to stay in one place,
or one relationship, for a very long time.
After a few months of putting myself through hell over our breakup, I woke up one day and

everything suddenly felt different. I picked myself up, shook myself off, and kept moving. I
knew I would survive because I had survived worse things in my life. In the end, I was
thankful for everything that Levi had taught me about myself. Once again he reflected the
negative images that I needed to see within myself. I recognized these images that needed
work and decided to honor that, and move forward.

Die Another Day
was the tenth track from the American Life, CD. "I think I'll find another way There's so much more to
know I guess I'll die another day It's not my time to go."

A few months later my very dear friend Lois and her boyfriend Luke, decided to move
back to Lois' home in Sweden. Lois and I had developed a very close relationship over the last
two years; one of our connections was our love for Madonna's music. Once a year the DC club
"Nations" dedicated an entire night to Madonna's music. It was called "Madonnarama". Lois
and I always made a point to attend this event. We went several times over the course of our
friendship, and had a blast every single time.
Lois left the United States in June of 2003, and before she left I promised her that I would visit

Sweden within a few months. It was around this time that I met Matthew. I really liked
Matthew from the moment we met. He was down to earth, very friendly and really nice. When
I met Matthew I told him that I had planned a trip to Europe. Since he had been to Europe
several times, I asked him if he would be interested in going with me. Matthew had just lost his
lover to AIDS and we both figured it would be good for him to get away for a while. He
thought about my invitation for a couple of days, and then decided to go with me. I was very
excited to have found a companion for my trip.
We spent the next month getting to know one another. Matthew turned out to be a very
positive influence in my life. Right off the bat he helped me with my intense fear of flying,
which was the main reason that I had never made it to Europe. Since he was a doctor he asked
about my HIV status. When I told him that I didn't know my status, he made sure I understood
the importance of getting tested. Since he was a doctor I felt safe discussing all of these things
with him. I'm not sure how he convinced me, but after just a few weeks, I decided to get tested.
I went to get tested and just like everyone else, was scared to death. I thought about all of the
guys that I had dated that were HIV positive. I thought about Thaddeus and the fact that he
had died from AIDS and I looked back at all of the sex that I had during the last seventeen
years of my life. I figured that the outcome didn't look so good for me. Surprisingly, however,
my test came back negative.
It was at this very point that I began to realize that certain aspects of life can be a really very
mysterious and strange experience for each one of us. At times it didn't make much sense why
some people caught the virus, and others did not. Regardless, I was grateful to still be HIV
negative.

Matthew and I had a blast in Europe. The trip turned out to be the best trip that I had ever
taken. The fact that I had paid for everything in advance made it that much more special. My
airfare was paid for with the frequent flier miles that I accumulated every time I rented a car to
visit my mom, when she was alive. I also had a couple of friends in Europe that allowed us to
stay with them, so that cut back on a lot of hotel expenses.
Our three-week trip included Brussels, Paris, Brugge, Koln, gay pride in Copenhagen,
Stockholm and Amsterdam. They were all amazing cities.

Nobody Knows Me
was the fifth track from the American Life CD. "No ones telling you how to live your life, But it's a
setup until you're fed up, It's no good when you're misunderstood, But why should I care? What the
world thinks of me won't let a stranger Give me a social disease."

By the time June 2004 rolled around I was ready for something new. I was sick of my living
situation. I was tired of my job and all of the office politics, and I was tired of living in a city
where I felt like I could run into Levi at any given moment. I needed a really big change.
Coincidentally, it was time once again for Madonnarama and this year's event just happened to

be scheduled the week before Madonna brought the "Re-Invention Tour" to DC. Once again I
burned the dance floor completely up at the club. Two guys came up to me and asked if I used
to dance at the Power Company, in Durham, NC. I said yes, smiled and kept dancing. I truly
loved dancing, and dancing to Madonna's music was like taking a trip back in time for me.
That night I left the club at 5:30 in the morning. Even at the wise age of forty-two I still loved to
dance, and my connection with Madonna's music was still very rich.
After Madonnarama I prepared for the "Re-Invention Tour". If you remember at the beginning
of this story (see Lucky Star) I wrote about having the opportunity to name my niece, Abigail.
Well she was now 20 years old. She and my other niece Lydda, drove up from North Carolina
to attend Madonna's show with me. The three of us saw the "Re-Invention Tour" on June 13
and 14. We had a great time together. It was truly a family affair.
From June 13 to July 15, 2004 I saw this show five times. I saw it twice in Washington, DC,
(with Abigail and Lydda), once in New York City (with Zuriel), once again in Philadelphia
(Section 1, Row 2, Seat 13), and one last time in Chicago.

I didn't plan on seeing the show five times. I basically had purchased a couple of tickets as
backups, in case Madonna canceled one of her shows. Hands down, my favorite song and
performance in this particular show was "Nobody Knows Me".
When I finished touring with Madonna that summer a friend of mine asked me why I was such

a big Madonna fan. I told Ruth that instead of telling her, I would show her. That's when I sat
down and began writing the first draft of this story. It was difficult going back and reliving
some of the sad, confusing, difficult times of my life, but it was fun to see how Madonna's
music had been there with me through the years. As I began to put everything together, I was
truly amazed at the connection.
After I published my first draft, I forwarded it to my niece, Abigail. I thought this would give
her the opportunity to know her uncle a little better. She would finally get to see why I was
such a big fan of Madonna's music. After she read it, she told me that she really liked my story.
We got a big laugh out of the fact that her friends used to call her the "Ice Princess", as well.
I finally left Washington, DC, Labor Day weekend of 2004. I had lived in the city for nine years,
three of which were too long. Even though I had some really incredible experiences in DC, by
the time I finally left, I couldn't help but feel as though I had over-extended my stay. I was
definitely ready to move on to something different, but I had one more thing to take care of
and that's when I decided to return to North Carolina to spend some time with my family.
Once I was back in North Carolina I found myself in the exact same place where it all began
twenty years ago. My life had come full circle. Looking back, I was amazed at all that life had
revealed to me, and all that I had experienced and survived. It felt strange to be back in North
Carolina, and it just wasn't the same without my mother. I missed her horribly and without
her, North Carolina felt very foreign to me.
Because I had lost so many friends to AIDS and experienced the deaths of both of my parents,
life at this point took on a more spiritual meaning. I began to see everything very differently. I
compared my religious beliefs as a child, to my spiritual beliefs as an adult, and concluded that

they had nothing in common. I continued to believe in Jesus Christ, but I no longer worshiped
him the way I did when I was a child. I could no longer relate to Christ on a religious level, but
understood his message much better on a spiritual level. Even though I was not a religious
person, I understood the importance of unconditional love. That is what convinced me that it
was time to return to North Carolina. I needed to experience that with my family.
I spent a lot of time with my family in September and October of 2004, and in doing so, was
able to heal a lot of the pain that we had experienced earlier in our lives. The change was
almost immediate. I learned to enjoy my family and for those six weeks, I grew to love them
again. No one in my family apologized for the way they treated me in the past, but that no
longer mattered to me. I didn't need their apology, or their acceptance. I had nothing but love
for them and no expectations beyond that. I began to see the power behind the concept of
unconditional love.
I thought back to the pact that I made with God at the beginning of this story. My pact was that
I would not live my life based on other people's beliefs. Since I had spent most of my younger
years in bible school and attending church on a regular basis, I got an ear full of how other
people interpreted Christ and the meaning of his life. I wanted to experience my life and
develop my own beliefs, based on the experiences that God placed before me. It had been a
difficult journey, but I had learned a great deal.
There were a lot of things about Christianity that encompassed a great deal of love, but there
also seemed to be a lot of prejudice, judgment and hatred. If that wasn't the case, why did so
many Christians use their religion to judge and control others, especially gay people? I guess
my biggest leap in faith was that I no longer allowed anyone to validate, or invalidate my own

faith or my own life's experiences. I learned to ignore anyone who tried to impose their
religious or political views on me. I had a mind of my own and could reach my own
conclusions about life. I knew I could still experience a meaningful life without all of the
religious dogma that most people allowed themselves to get bogged down in. And I could
experience the deeper meaning of life, unlike those people that didn't practice any faith at all. I
continued to honor my agreement with God going forward. It was around this time that I was
introduced to real astrology, not the daily horoscope crap that you read in the newspaper.
Using my time, place and date of birth, this is what my short report had to say about my
individual blueprint:
Sun in Cancer, Moon in Scorpio | You were born with the Sun in Cancer and the Moon in
Scorpio. Your inner nature is more natural, sensitive, easy-going, and frank than your
personality would indicate. You were born with the potential to live life simply, solely
concerned with satisfying your pleasure-seeking impulses. Others may view you as a very
firm, self-reliant, determined, and strong personality. You are clear and abrupt, energetic,
positive, and capable of carrying out projects that involve hard work and dedication. On the
same level, you are also fond of the good things of the world. Your personality is irritable and
you may be subject to fits of anger. Internally you are a very cautious person; but externally the
position of the Moon in Scorpio indicates sensuality. You are inclined to strong pleasures and
sexual adventures. You have a way of saying things that makes you appear skeptical and
cynical. The secret for a better integration of your personality is to subdue your passions and
open yourself to regular influences, so that you may enjoy life in a more realistic and socially
acceptable manner.

Ascendant in Leo, Sun in the Twelfth House | At the time of your birth the zodiacal sign of
Leo was ascending in the horizon. Its ruler the Sun is located in the twelfth house. People with
Leo in the Ascendant seem to possess a flair for the life of nobility and regality. Your life will be
in many ways influenced by decisions you make that have been motivated by your pride,
desire for power, for authority, and your need to convince others of your courage. In life you
will act with a rather frank, generous, and amiable disposition. The course of events in your life
will unfold themselves swiftly, and a life full of chance and circumstances will be the outcome
of your desire to rule, to organize, to hold the keys of authority. You should be aware that as a
result of overly strong impulses there is the danger of failures and upsets in life. You will be
generally regarded as an amiable, sincere and generous person who, however, has much pride
and sensitivity. Egocentricity is one of the prices of being born with the Ascendant sign of Leo.
Another aspect of this zodiacal sign is that your personality becomes excessively charged with
passion and sexual desire. On the other hand, these zodiacal signs grant in life a large dose of
vitality as well as a fine physical shape and a strong, healthy constitution. Willpower is a
characteristic of your personality. You seek opportunities and when you find them you go to it,
using both your mind and your emotions to strive for success with zeal and determination.
You are very self-assured and you implement ideas with a self-assurance that lets nothing get
in your way of success. It would be beneficial to you, however, if you were not so candid and
frank and if you did not expect others to act and feel as you do. Leo will grant you very sincere
and affectionate relationships in which you desire to bring happiness and an overall feeling of
charitable spirit and warmth to your loved one. In your sexual relationships you appear as
happy, strong, playful and even a little innocent. You will always act better as a leader than a
subordinate. This position gives you a tendency to act inconspicuously most of the time. You

are interested in bringing clarity to all matters; investigating, doing research. The position also
denotes a power for interpretation and much of your time is spent with the purpose of selfanalysis. There are intense inclinations for psychic matters; you have the capacity to accept
misfortune with understanding and then to react with sentiment. Some mediumship is noted
with keen interest for these studies. Don't let the flame extinguish.
Moon in the Fourth House | The Moon was found in the fourth house at the time of your
birth. Moon here will definitely influence events concerning your mother, places of residence
and family matters. Both your childhood and even your older age will be characterized by a
love of romance, various journeys, and interesting adventures. The liability of this astrological
combination is that it gives you an uncertain position in life and a perpetual striving for
material security that seems to be hard to come by. This may be relieved temporarily by your
receiving a small inheritance and will be almost overcome by the final years of your life by
excellent family care and assistance.
Saturn in the Sixth House | Saturn was found in your sixth house at the time of birth. This is a
very faithful position. It indicates that your destiny will be fulfilled by overcoming obstacles in
achieving success in your work. In general, your work orientation and general health may be
difficult at times, but you have enough willpower and stamina to make the best of them. Even
if you find problems in working and you may also be distressed by your relationships with
subordinates or fellow employees, you can prove your reliability by doing your duty and
taking responsibility for the general work process. Most of the more unfortunate circumstances
should be regarded as tests of your character and viewed in this manner, you may obtain much
enrichment in your psychic life from this knowledge and experience of pain.

Venus in the Eleventh House | Venus was found in the eleventh house at the time of your
birth. Your aspirations in life are very aesthetically oriented. You strive for peace and harmony
and if it were left up to you the whole world would be more humane, kind, and considerate. In
your more personal relationships, Venus gives you the capability of obtaining substantial gain
and assistance through your friends, who will desire to assist you with the best of intentions.
Sun in the Twelfth House | The Sun was in your twelfth house at the time of birth. This may
indicate a life full of limitations, obstacles, and human opposition, but at the same time a lot of
inner strength and energy. You are urged to pause and reflect upon your own accumulated
history. Take some time for introspection. It may result in a purification process accompanied
by some remorse of conscience. Internally, you are quite different from the way you present
yourself externally. You possess a vast reservoir of energy that may be partially hidden even
from your own awareness. Your internal disposition is strong, commanding, open, and of a
rare generosity. More and more you should try to bring these characteristics into the open so
that they can overcome some of the less desirable aspects of your personality. - Copyright
Astro.com
I had to admit that I was completely blown away by its accuracy. It really resonated with me
on several different levels. While I realized this type of thing may not resonate with everyone, I
really connected on a spiritual level. I began using this oracle, in addition to other oracles, as a
tool to help direct my life going forward.

Sanctuary
"What shall it profit a man if he gains the whole world but loses his soul." |
"Do unto others as you would have them do unto you." | “For we walk by
faith, not by sight.' II Corinthians 5:7” | "Yes I am with you always, until the
very end of time” | “Let him who is without sin cast the first stone.” | "The
good man brings good things out of the good stored up in his heart, and the
evil man brings evil things out of the evil stored up in his heart. For out of
the overflow of his heart his mouth speaks.” - Jesus Christ

"You yourself, as much as anybody in the entire universe, deserve your love
and affection. | He is able who thinks he is able. | Believe nothing, no
matter where you read it, or who said it, no matter if I have said it, unless it
agrees with your own reason and your own common sense. | All that we are
is the result of what we have thought. | A man should first direct himself in
the way he should go. Only then should he instruct others. | Your work is to
discover your work and then with all your heart to give yourself to it.
Thousands of candles can be lighted from a single candle, and the life of the
candle will not be shortened. | Happiness never decreases by being shared."
- Buddha
"What is life? It is the flash of a firefly in the night. It is the breath of a buffalo
in the wintertime. It is the little shadow which runs across the grass and
loses itself in the sunset." | "The Great Spirit is in all things, he is in the air
we breathe. The Great Spirit is our Father, but the Earth is our Mother. She
nourishes us, that which we put into the ground she returns to us." | "How
smooth must be the language of the whites, when they can make right look
like wrong, and wrong like right." - Famous Native American

Imagine
Madonna performed John Lennon's "Imagine" for NBC's Tsunami Aid "A Concert of Hope" in January
2005. - "Imagine there's no countries, It isn't hard to do, Nothing to kill or die for, No religion too,
Imagine all the people living life in peace." - John Lennon

After my six weeks in North Carolina, I was ready to continue my journey. On October 14, I
loaded up my truck and headed down to West Palm Beach, Florida, for the winter. I decided
that I would make Florida my first choice in finding a new place to live.
Sweeping Changes (Astrology Forecast): Now is the time to make sweeping changes, not only
in your consciousness, but also in the circumstances in which you live. Conditions that have
been developing slowly will force major changes upon you now. If you are flexible, you will be
able to start a whole new phase of life, even though you may have thought that the time for
new starts in your life is past. You will have a new birth of awareness, and you will be able to
deal with your life unhampered by old patterns of thought that have limited you. But if you
cannot adapt and be flexible, this will be a period of great turmoil and stress as you try
desperately to hold on to circumstances, possessions and relationships that no longer have any
real function in your life. What you are trying to save is not something real, it is only an
illusion. The impetus for change may come through persons who present you with many

upsetting surprises, all of which show that your life is no longer what is was. The key point to
recognize is that this process is not bad for you, it is just upsetting at first until you get into the
flow of events. It can be quite exciting and will certainly inject an element of youth into your
life again, with the advantage that now you will have the wisdom to handle it properly. Copyright Astro.com
Initially, it was exciting being in a new place. Florida was the complete opposite from
Washington, DC. It was the breath of fresh air that I needed. The climate was different, the
people were different, and the lifestyle was certainly different.
I met some really interesting people during the first two months of my stay in Florida. I met
Jether who was a 24 year old anchor for a public radio station in Miami. I met Herman, who
was the manager of Roosters, a gay bar in West Palm Beach. I met Addon, who was an actor
from New York City. And, I met Peter while playing Bingo at Roosters one Monday night.
Peter was a Broadway actor from New York City, and was performing in "Anna in the
Tropics." Southern Florida seemed to have its fair share of culture, even if it was somewhat
seasonal.
Aside from those guys, I met several Latin men as well. I met Rick from Honduras, Richard
from Costa Rico and Roberto from Brazil, just to name a few. They were all very attractive men
and I just loved the dark hair, olive skin, and dark eyes. They were all just the right height, too.
December 4, 2004 rolled around (the 20 year anniversary of me losing my virginity - see Like A
Virgin) and I took time to remember Thaddeus. Actually, I was at a club on our anniversary
when the DJ played "It's My Life" by TalkTalk, and "Together in Electric Dreams" by Oakey
Phillip And Moroder Giorgio, back to back, and it was those two songs that made me think of

him and remember our anniversary. I was having a great time in Florida.
One day I decided to stop in at Bally's Fitness for a workout. That was when I ran into a guy
that I knew some twenty years ago, from my days in Greensboro, North Carolina. His name
was Mark. We stood in the middle of the gym floor and caught up on each others lives. When
he told me that he was Elton John's personal flight attendant, I had to laugh. Mainly due to the
fact that Madonna and Elton John were exchanging "punches" with one another at the time. I
thought that was a strange coincidence. Regardless, it was great running into Mark and
reconnecting with someone from the past. Mark looked great, as always.
Some time later my roommate's ex-boss came to visit. She talked my roommate into taking his
old job back in Mississippi, which forced me to search for a new place to live by the end of the
month. I thought about moving back to North Carolina, but decided that I would give Florida
just one more chance. That week I was at the gym and ran into Roberto. He was one of the guys
that I had met from Brazil. We started talking and suddenly it occurred to me where I had seen
him before. We had run into one another before my move to Florida.
Rewind: Nine Months Earlier-April 2004-I was still living in Washington, DC and decided to
take a trip to southern Florida to visit my friend, Joanna, and her family. During the West Palm
Beach portion of my trip, I briefly met Roberto one night in a dance club. He was out with
some of his friends. I thought he was very attractive but I was too drunk to talk to him, so
instead of introducing myself, I handed him my phone number. I returned to DC a few days
later and was disappointed that he never took the time to call.
I moved to Florida six months later. After being there for just a couple of weeks I ran into him
again. He looked familiar, but I could not remember where I had seen him before. We

exchanged email addresses and emailed each other once or twice, but never took the time to
get together. As I was talking to him in the gym that day, it dawned on me that he was the guy
that I wandered upon during my vacation six months earlier. Roberto and I chatted for a few
minutes in the gym and he asked me out to dinner, and to a movie. I accepted. That evening we
hung out together and had a very nice time. I didn't know it at the time but I would spend the
rest of my time in Florida with him.
In getting to know Roberto I discovered that he had a fascinating life of survival himself. He
was born in Brazil, but raised by his neighbor because his mother was very negligent, and his
father abused him when he was a child. By the age of 13 both of his parents were deceased. A
monastery adopted him and several years later he became a monk. At the age of 19 he moved
to Miami, Florida with the monastery, where he continued to live as a monk until he was 25
years old. At that point he left the monastery, admitting to himself that he was gay. He could
barely speak a word of English, he didn't have any work experience and so he lived on the
streets of Miami where he survived by moving from place-to-place, person-to-person. Then he
met his current boss who took him in, gave him a job and made him manager of his business.
Roberto was the first Buddhist that I ever met or even hung out with. I had the opportunity to
learn about his faith, and that was a tremendous experience for me. I loved learning about new
cultures and new religions. I had friends that were Jews, I knew a couple of people that were
atheist, I knew a few agnostics, and several pagans. Everyone's faith and belief system truly
fascinated me. It was at this point that I really started questioning whether or not there is a
truly a God out there that expects every human being on Earth to come to one conclusion
regarding faith. To me, it felt like an unrealistic expectation. Roberto was the perfect example.

Why should he give up his faith for another faith, when all he's ever known is his current faith.
How could God, or Christ ask this of him? This really did not make sense to me. And what I
really couldn't understand is why any God, or son of God, would want to create such a rule in
the first place. Why was it so important to Christ that everyone believe in him, and only him?
And, if he is such a loving soul, why would he expect that? And why would he condemn those
that couldn't meet his expectations, to hell? None of it made sense to me. I questioned whether
this was the true intention of Christ, or if someone else's expectation. I continued to believe in
Christ, but I respected Roberto's belief in Buddhism, too.

Ray of Light
The weekend after I returned from my first gay pride in San Francisco, Madonna performed Ray of Light
at LIVE8 in London. - "Faster than the speeding light she’s flying Trying to remember where it all
began She’s got herself a little piece of heaven Waiting for the time when earth shall be as one."

On March 5th, 2005, I left Florida. Aside from Roberto, my friend Joanna and her family,
there was nothing keeping me there. Roberto was a very special person to me and leaving him
was a very difficult thing, but I really had no choice. The job season was over for the year and I
still did not have a full-time job. I missed his friendship the moment I pulled out of his
driveway. I left wishing I had known him longer than a month.

I returned to North Carolina and stayed with my family during March of 2005, and attended
my aunt and uncle's 50th wedding anniversary. I went with my brother, his wife and my sister.
The four of us spent that day driving around the eastern part of North Carolina where my
mother and father grew up. We visited aunts and uncles and cousins, and talked about old
times and our family history. It will be a day that I will always remember. It felt good to have a
good relationship with my family again.
I spent the next week packing up my stuff and getting ready for my move back to Washington,
DC. I had been away for five months. My trip home and my time in Florida had turned out to
be this extended vacation that I so desperately needed. Even though I didn't care for Florida, I
did appreciate my time there. I came to understand that it was a time of rejuvenation. I never
imagined that I would spend a winter in Southern Florida. I had always thought that only rich
people could afford to do that sort of thing. I returned to Washington, DC on March 31st, 2005,
where I spent the month of April filling in for an ex-coworker who went on a three week
vacation to New Zealand.
I stayed in DC for the entire month of April, and thought about my next move. I thought about
staying in DC. I thought about moving to Philadelphia. I even thought about moving to New
York City, but then something else occurred to me. Perhaps I would do exactly what I set out to
do back in 1995, but failed. Perhaps I would move to the Pacific Northwest. This time, instead
of Seattle, I would give Portland, Oregon a try. I had heard good things about Portland, but
had never been there.
After consulting with Chuza, and a few of my colleagues at the Arlington Metaphysical
Chapel, I gathered up my courage, loaded up my Blazer and headed west. This time, instead of

driving through the middle portion of the country, like I did in 1995, I took a more northern
route. This would take me through places like The Badlands, Devil's Tower, Yellowstone
National Park and The Grand Teton. I think my family was hoping that I would return to
North Carolina, but without warning I headed in a completely different direction. I didn't even
return to North Carolina to say good-bye, I just hit the road. My trip across the country turned
out to be the beginning of a very spiritual time in my life. The next few years would change me
on many different levels.
I left Washington, DC on May 3, 2005. I couldn't help but wonder what new adventures were
in store for me. During my last day in DC I visited the National Museum of the American
Indian, where I purchased a hand-made necklace and a CD of Native American music titled,
"Sacred Spirit". I decided that I would start out each day of my journey playing this new CD.
My three week journey took me through West Virginia, Ohio, Indiana, Iowa, Nebraska, South
Dakota, Wyoming, Idaho and finally Oregon. There were many highlights of my journey
across the country, but the things I remember most were seeing the Northern Lights in South
Dakota, a very rare sighting of a mountain lion (not pictured) in Yellowstone National Park,
and meeting a guy from Switzerland while camping at the Grand Tetons in Wyoming.

After my three-week trip across the country, I finally arrived in Portland. It was May 24, 2005. I

didn't know a soul. I didn't have a job, I was a long ways from my family, and I had just
enough money saved to last me a month, or two.
The day I drove into town I found a local newspaper, answered three "looking for roommate"
ads, and by the end of that day I had moved into a room in the west hills of Portland. I spent
the next month exploring downtown, searching for a job, meeting people, and working out at
the gym. Initially, Portland had a really good feel to it.
A month later, June 24th, I flew to San Francisco to meet my sister, her husband and their best
friends. My sister and her husband were celebrating their 40th wedding anniversary in San
Francisco, and decided to fly me down for the weekend. It just happened to be Gay Pride that
weekend, and for the first time in our lives, my sister and I attended a Gay Pride event
together. It was only right that it would take place in San Francisco, the mother of all gay pride
events. We really had a great time and had a lot of laughs. My relationship with my sister had
come a long way over the years.
On Monday, June 27, I flew back to Portland and decided that since I was now living in the
Pacific Northwest, it was time to change my look completely. I shaved my head (my hair was
thinning anyway) and grew facial hair for the first time in my life. And faster than a speeding
light, I had begun yet another reincarnation.

Hung Up
was the first track from Confessions on a Dance Floor in 2005. - "I can't keep on waiting for you I know
that you're still hesitating. Don't cry for me 'cause I'll find my way you'll wake up one day, but it'll be
too late."

It had been four months since Madonna performed at LIVE8, when she released Hung Up.
You would have thought by that time I would have been able to find a job, get my own place
and start my life in Portland. Well, that didn't happen. I was most definitely hung up, so to
speak.
I discovered that moving to Portland without knowing anyone was one of the most challenging
reincarnations I'd taken on, especially at my age. The reason it was so scary was because I was
middle-aged, I didn't have a lot of money, and the unemployment rate in Portland was the
highest in the country. I wasn't highly qualified in my field so that made job prospects even
more difficult. I knew from the beginning that I had put everything, including my pride, my
faith, and my well-being on the line with this move, but I still took the risk. Even with the
challenges that Oregon presented, it was better than staying in DC, or sweating my ass off in
Florida. I knew from the beginning that this journey would teach me new things. My

adventure did not come without challenges.
Several challenges came instantly. I arrived in Portland on May 24th and between that time and
the end of September I had moved four times. I left my first rented room because one of my
very young housemates became somewhat of a stalker. I left the second place because the
basement that I rented developed mold and mildew problems. After that I had no option but to
move a third time, and ended up across the river, in Vancouver, Washington, where I lived
with a guy I had befriended at a local nightclub. He worked in Alaska two weeks out of the
month and needed someone to watch his place while he was away. All of this moving around
was very unsettling at times. It really shook my faith. I questioned everything about faith, life
and who or what was in control. Looking back, however, having to question everything was
really important for me.
During those first few months I met some really nice people. Portland didn't have a great night
life, but the people were very friendly and down to earth. It was a different mind set from the
east coast.
Completely different! Just as I started feeling as though I didn't fit in, I met Benjamin. He was
originally from Florida and had moved to Portland in 1997. He lived in the downtown area.
We hit it off instantly. It was nice to meet a guy from the east coast. Benjamin introduced me to
the Oregon Coast, Silver Falls State Park and my favorite destination, Rooster Rock State Park.
Rooster Rock was located on the Columbia River, in the mouth of the Columbia River Gorge. It
was a park where both straight and gay people went to frolic naked in the sun. This place was
absolutely magical.
Benjamin, who was part Cherokee Indian and part French, and who had a very large tattoo of

the Pleiades constellation on his back, attended a sweat lodge in the Oregon countryside once a
month. He and his friends gathered to give thanks and to pray for healing. As he told me about
his experiences at the lodge, I shared with him my visit to the National Museum of the
American Indian in Washington, DC, and the experiences I had while driving across the
country. With that, Benjamin asked me to join him during one of his sweats. On August 20th,
2005, I attended my first sweat lodge.
After we arrived at the lodge, I met the medicine man that lead the ceremony. One by one, I
was introduced to each participant. One of the guys actually gave me a hawk feather. The
medicine man was sitting beside me at the time and told me that I should run the feather over
my ears and my eyes. By doing this I would be able to clearly hear and see the messages from
our Creator. He then made a blanket for my feather. He placed my feather in the blanket,
blessed it, and handed them both to me. They were mine to keep. I felt very honored, and I was
excited to experience yet another aspect of metaphysics. Native Americans have always been
tuned into the energy of the earth and cosmos, and carried a great respect for all living things.
Soon after the medicine man blessed my feather, all of the participants lined up to enter the
lodge. The ceremony was about to begin. While they disappeared into the lodge, I decided I
would spend the night around the fire. I wasn't ready to do the actual sweat. Being in an
enclosed, dark environment that was extremely hot and humid didn't appeal to me. It was one
of the main reasons that I left Florida. About an hour into the ceremony, the full moon came up
over the horizon. It was beautiful. It came up between two Douglas-Fir pines that were
silhouetted against the night sky. While taking in the full moon, I could hear prayers and
singing coming from the lodge. It was the medicine man singing in his native tongue. My mind

then drifted to thoughts of my visit to the American Indian Museum in Washington, DC, the
Native American CD's that I played during my drive across the country, and my experiences in
South Dakota, Yellowstone National Park, Wyoming and Idaho. I felt like this was a
continuation of those experiences; I knew they were all connected somehow. I honestly felt like
this was my welcoming ceremony to my new home in Oregon.
Benjamin and I spent the rest of that weekend together, and three days later he left for his 30day vacation in Paris, Tours, Bordeaux and Barcelona. Before he departed we had made
arrangements for me to sit his apartment while he was away. Since I was living all the way out
in Vancouver, I accepted his offer and put most of my things in storage. I moved my basic
necessities into his large, studio apartment. This would be my fourth move in just three
months, my ninth move in a year. At the time I wondered where all of this was taking me.
Benjamin returned from Europe on September 18, 2005 and I still was without a job. He invited
me to continue living with him, until I could get on my feet. So here we were, the two of us
living in his large, studio apartment together, waiting to see if an opportunity would actually
come my way. Benjamin was very generous and I was very grateful for his hospitality.
The following Friday night, September 30, I attended another sweat lodge with Benjamin and a
friend of Benjamin's named, Mariam. This time, after consulting with the medicine man, I
decided to participate in the second half of the ceremony. I was not ready to do the entire
ceremony. I knew that once I was inside the lodge, it would be a dishonor to come out if the
heat was too much for me. If I exited the lodge before the end of the ceremony, that would
break the circle and change the energy. I didn't want that to happen, so I felt comfortable
agreeing to participate in half of the ceremony. Then, something incredible happened. The

medicine man honored me by making me the stone handler. My task, after everyone had
entered the lodge, was to move twenty-one stones from the fire, with a pitchfork, and present
them individually to the medicine man inside the lodge. Each red-hot stone was about the size
of a cantaloupe. These glowing rocks were used to heat up the lodge. By pouring water on the
rocks, steam was created which filled the enclosure with intense heat. After I presented the
final rock, I was invited into the lodge. The flap was pulled down and we all were shut off from
the outside world. It was completely dark inside. The medicine man poured water on the rocks
and the second half of the ceremony began. During the ceremony the medicine man told me to
pray for my family, and my elders. Then everyone in the lodge was given a chance to give
thanks, tell a story, or say a prayer. I chose my words very carefully. I spoke only of my
spiritual connection to my mother. Near the end of the ceremony I could hear drums and a
rattle in the lodge, as the medicine man was singing. The interesting thing was there were no
drums or rattles anywhere near the lodge. It was as if they came from heaven, or the other side.
It was an amazing experience, one that I will never, ever forget. Paco, the medicine man, retired
a few months later and moved to southern Oregon. I would never have the opportunity to
experience another sweat lodge with him.
A week after my last sweat lodge, Benjamin and I were having lunch downtown when a guy
walked by that looked just like Levi. I could only see the back of him, as he was walking down
the street. It looked just like him. It made me think about him and I searched my feelings to see
if I was possibly still in love with him. I discovered that I did still love him, and wondered
where he was and how he was doing, but decided that I would not try to get in touch with
him. I just sent him loving energy through the universe and asked God to deliver my message
to him spiritually. There was something about autumn that ignited those feelings of being in

love for me. It was the time of year that I met Thaddeus, and it was the time of year that I met
Levi. Apparently, I was still hung up on Levi, but that wasn't necessarily a bad thing. It was
nice to still feel the love beat inside my heart.
A few weeks later I went back to the east coast to be with my family for Christmas, and
Benjamin and I met in DC for New Years. Benjamin and I brought New Years in at the club,
Nations, and the big hit of the night was "Time goes by...so slowly, time goes by...so slowly."
The DJ kept playing this intro as the clock approached midnight. We had a great night, that
night.
After New Years I headed back to Oregon. I had just finished my six-hour layover in Chicago
and was on a train crossing the plains of North Dakota, as I looked back on everything that
took place in 2005.
- I had spent the winter of 2005 in West Palm Beach, Florida, lived with a Buddhist and
visited the Everglades National Park.
- I left Florida and drove up the east coast and across the country where I visited Mt.
Rushmore, Yellowstone, and the Grand Tetons.
- I moved to a city that I had never been to in my life, attended my first Gay Pride in San
Francisco, spent my summer in the Columbia River Gorge, traveled to the Oregon coast,
visited Mt. Rainier, Seattle, Washington, and the Washington coast.
- I attended a couple of Native American sweat lodges, spent a week in Ashland and
then took a first-class, cross-country train trip from Portland to North Carolina. I spent
my holidays in North Carolina, Gatlinburg, Tennessee and Cherokee with my family
and friends, and finished off the year with Benjamin in Washington DC.

I decided I had a lot to be thankful for. I had stepped out on faith, and experienced a lot of new
things and visited a lot of new places. And, miraculously, I was able to do all of this and still
not accumulate a lot of debt. I guess the woman who did my numerology chart was pretty
accurate with her reading.
I returned to Portland on January 5th, 2006, and continued living with Benjamin. Shortly after
my return, Benjamin and I went snowshoeing on Mt. Hood, and hiking at Horsethief Butte in
the state of Washington.
I had accomplished everything that I had set out to do with the exception of finding a new job.
I had escaped the oppression of DC, Florida and North Carolina, and created a new life for
myself in Oregon. Now all I had to do was find a job to make my adventure complete.

Isaac
was the tenth track from the Confessions on a Dance Floor CD. - "Remember, remember Never forget
All of your life has all been a test You will find the gate that's open." "Staring up into the heavens, In
this hell that binds your hands, Will you sacrifice your comfort, Make your way in a foreign land,
Wrestle with your darkness, Angels call your name, Can you hear what they are saying, Will you ever
be the same?"

While I really focused my energy on finding a job, I started practicing a new concept of
creating a new reality, which I had learned about while watching the movie "What The Bleep
Do We Know". I knew it was time to put my adventure behind me. It was time to find a job and
get my own place.
Since my last office situation was very oppressive, I wanted to create a reality where I didn't
have to face the same type of environment in my next job. I interviewed with Microsoft, but
didn't get that job because of the tense energy that existed between me and the lesbian that
interviewed me. I was grateful for that outcome because I would have found myself in another
"corporate" environment, and miserable as hell. I kept telling the universe that I just couldn't
deal with that type of cut throat energy any longer. I needed a job where that didn't exist.
In mid-January of 2006 I enlisted with Portland's Displaced Workers Program, and enrolled
myself in a three-day workshop focusing on resumes and the job search process. Once I
completed the workshop I was inspired to redesign my portfolio. Shortly after publishing my
new portfolio on-line, I was contacted by a company needing help on a freelance project. To
make a long story short, the freelance project turned into a full-time opportunity. I was amazed
at how quickly the "creating your own reality" thing worked for me. I immediately took time to
give thanks to the creator, and to the universe. I did this because I knew that being grateful was
one of the most important aspects of manifesting new realities.
My official job title for this new job was Senior Web Designer. It was with a company based out
of Maryland, and not only would I be able to work from home in Portland, but I would be
given the freedom to live anywhere in the country. That opened up a whole new reality for me,
one that I had never expected. Even though I had freedom to move about, I decided to remain

in Portland. I took an apartment in Benjamin's building. Benjamin's apartment was on the
eighth floor. My new apartment was on the fifth floor. I could finally relax, settle into my own
space and take it easy for a while. I was looking forward to spending my summer in Portland,
because summers in Portland were simply amazing.

Sorry
was the third track from the Confessions on a Dance Floor CD. - "I don't wanna hear, I don't wanna
know please don't say you're sorry I've heard it all before and I can take care of myself."

To begin my celebration of my new job and my new apartment, I decided to go out for a
night on the town. It was April 28th, 2006, the night of the XX Dance, an event put on by the
Oregon Bears. The Oregon Bears was a gay men's club made up of large, hairy men. I was
surprised how well I fit in with this crowd, I guess it had something to do with the fact that I
had put on twenty extra pounds since I had moved to Oregon.
Regardless, it was nice to be around guys that were more my age and could still move to the
groove. The music was pretty good for a small town like Portland. The DJ played Sorry, by
Madonna, as soon as I walked in the door. I thought to myself, that grrrrl is everywhere I go. I
felt like I was being stalked.

It was very crowded and I couldn't get past anyone without rubbing up against a big, hairy
belly. I kind of liked it though, it was a nice change from the six-pack abs that the larger cities
seemed to be so obsessed with.
Late in the evening the crowd thinned down and the music changed over to retro, which
reminded me of the good old days at the Power Company in North Carolina. The DJ played
songs that I had not heard in over ten years. A smile broke out on my face and before long the
holy ghost took over. I was doing dance moves that I thought I was too old, or to big to do. But
I still had it. Several guys came up to me and told me that I was a great dancer, so that made
me feel pretty good. It felt like the Power Company days all over again. It was truly a night to
remember. Up until that night I had been in Portland for eleven months, but never experienced
a night out like this one. It felt great to finally find my groove in Portland, the city where "Body
of Evidence" was filmed. Dancing still made me very happy.
As I continued to celebrate my new job and my new apartment, I decided to treat myself to the
following ticket to Madonna's "Confessions" tour in Fresno, California:
Christopher | 06,06,06 | FRESNO, CALIFORNIA | SECTION 123 | ROW D | SEAT 16 |
$350.00
I had asked Benjamin to go with me, but he declined, so at this point I decided to go by myself.
I was extremely happy that I would get to see Madonna once again in concert, even if I did
have to drive fifteen hours to Fresno, California.
On Saturday, May 20, 2006, Benjamin and I walked down to one of the local pubs for a few
brews and I kept thinking about creating new realities and new relationships. At
approximately 1:00 am on May 21, 2006, just three days short of my one year anniversary of

living in Portland, I crossed paths with a guy named, Dolos. The attraction between Dolos and
I was instant and very obvious to everyone around us, even Benjamin. Benjamin turned
towards me, smiled and asked "Is this the one?" We both laughed. Dolos, Benjamin and I talked
for a little while and Dolos and I exchanged numbers. We got together the very next day.
We were together Sunday and every day after that for an entire week. In getting to know each
other we discovered a lot of parallels between his life and mine. It appeared as if the two of us
were on some sort of collision course, destined to meet, for whatever reason. The more I talked
to him, the more I could see glimpses of Thaddeus, Titus, Zuriel, Joel, Cyrus and Levi in him.
Even though I had moved clear across the country, I still had the knack of attracting the same
type of guys. There they all were, all wrapped into this one 5'4" Italian\Portuguese\Irishman. I
wasn't sure what it meant, nor did I try to figure it out, but he felt very familiar in a lot of ways.
I wasn't sure if that was a good thing, or a bad thing. The words, "I've done it all before" kept
racing through my mind.
After knowing Dolos for a couple of weeks, I mentioned to him that I would soon be driving
down to Fresno to see Madonna in concert. Dolos had stopped following Madonna several
years back and because of that, had never seen her live. After I told him how incredible she was
live, he expressed an interest in going and to make a long story short, we decided to take a
road trip together. We immediately started making plans. Our main objective was to sit
together during the show. Since I had already purchased a ticket for the show on the sixth of
June, we thought it would be easier to buy two new tickets for June 5. I had been searching for
a ticket for that show for weeks. My main objective was to sit near the stage, but the closest I
could find was row N, W, or Q. As soon as Dolos committed to going, I found two tickets for

the sixth row. It was a clear sign that we were supposed to go together. CHRISTOPHER AND
DOLOS 06,05,06 | FRESNO, CALIFORNIA | FLOOR-SECTION 2 | ROW F | SEATS 13 &
14 | $350.00
We were on our way. I was very happy that I met Dolos and extremely happy that I found
someone to go with me. We had just one more problem to solve. We had to find a ticket for
Dolos for the show on the 6th. I went to ticketmaster.com to search for one more ticket. We
wanted to sit close to each other, but realized the chance of that happening was next to
impossible. After all, it had been a couple of weeks since I purchased my single ticket for that
show. Well, I was wrong. I should have known better than to underestimate the power of the
universe. What took place next was simply mind boggling. The seat that ticketmaster.com
offered for Dolos was in the same section, on the same row, two seats away from where I was
sitting. I just knew that if we purchased this ticket, we would be able to convince that person
sitting between us to swap seats with one of us the night of the show. I grabbed this seat and
everything was now set in motion. We were scheduled to see Madonna in Fresno on June 5 and
6, 2006. I had no idea at the time what was about to happen, but Dolos and I were in store for
really big surprise.

Get Together
was the second track from the Confessions On A Dance Floor, CD. - "Down, down, down in your heart,
find, find, find the secret, turn, turn, turn your head around, baby we can do it, we can do it all right."

On June 2, 2006, Dolos and I left Portland, Oregon for Fresno, California. I decided to keep a
daily diary of our trip and our concert experience, and the following is what took place:

Friday Afternoon, June 2, 2006 - We departed Portland at 2:00 PM and completed a 6-hour
drive to Ashland, Oregon. I really liked Ashland a lot.
Saturday Afternoon, June 3, 2006 - Before leaving Ashland we came across a group of women
that I suddenly had a lot of respect for, the International Women in Black, Standing for Peace.
After leaving Ashland, we drove to Fresno, California, after passing Mt. Shasta. The drive from
Ashland to Fresno took nine, long hours, and we were completely exhausted by the time we
arrived in Fresno. We checked into our hotel and went straight to bed.
Sunday Morning, June 4, 2006 - We checked out of our hotel, had breakfast and decided to
drive to the Sequoia National Park for the day. On the way we passed a fruit stand, where we
purchased fresh Plums, Peaches, Apricots and Cherries. Halfway up the mountain our car
overheated. Luckily, it stalled on a turn-out, directly across the highway from a waterfall.
While we waited for the car to cool down, Dolos decided to take a dip in the cold water. After
the car cooled down we continued up the mountain and into the park. We rented a cabin for
the night and spent the rest of the day exploring the outdoors, during which we came across
two black bear, one brown bear, and several deer. The highlight of the day was climbing Moro
Rock. It truly was a beautiful place. Some of the trees in this park were older than Christ.
Monday Afternoon, June 5, 2006 - We left Sequoia at noon and drove back to Fresno where we
checked into our hotel, the University Inn (room 212). The hotel was directly across the street
from the Save Mart Center, where Madonna was scheduled to perform that night. We walked
over to the arena at 7:30, and had one of the most amazing Madonna experiences that I ever
had.
Our Get Together with Madonna: Dolos and I had tickets for the 6th row of section two, on

the floor. We were originally in seats 13 and 14, however, the people sitting in seats 15, 16, 17
and 18 didn't show.

Since those people didn't show, Dolos and I moved to the end of the row, which put us right
next to the cat walk. At times, Madonna and her dancers were probably no more than five feet
away from us.
It was amazing and totally unexpected, and a reality that I never, ever envisioned, or tried to
manifest. There were a couple of times throughout the night that Madonna looked right at us,
and that felt great because of this story and the connection that I'd had with her music through
the years. She’s looking directly at me in the following video when she’s singing, “If it’s bitter
at the start, it’s sweeter in the end!”

It was close to the end of the show and Madonna was performing Hung Up. She was all over
the stage, dancing up and down the cat walk. During the point where she was asking for

audience participation, she had everyone sing "Time. Goes. By. So. Slowly." It was fun giving
her back the energy that she had given us all night. It was routine for her to pick someone out
of the crowd during this part of the show, hold out her mic and have them sing the chorus.
Well, this night she chose me and Dolos. Right before she closed the show she came down to
where Dolos and I were standing, pointed her mic at the two of us and had us sing for her.
And standing next to Madonna was the cameraman, who was filming us the entire time. As all
of this was happening I kept sending her thoughts of gratitude, after all, her music did save my
life once or twice when I was younger. That incredible moment ended when she returned to
center stage, finished the song and disappeared with her dancers behind the final curtain.
As Dolos and I were leaving the arena two girls recognized us and said, "There they are, the
two guys that were singing on the big screen at the end of the show." It was at this point that
we realized the images of us singing to Madonna had been projected onto the big screens in the
arena. We got the biggest kick out of knowing this. Dolos said it was the most amazing concert
he had ever attended and it made the fifteen hour drive definitely worth it. I knew this
particular experience would be hard to top for me as far as connecting with Madonna
personally. It made everything that I've written about in this story that much more special. It
was nice to finally connect with Madonna on an intimate level, and I was glad that I brought
Dolos along as my witness. Even though my story is more about my connection with
Madonna's music, than Madonna herself, I was completely blown away by the experience.
That's Dolos and I at the :03 second mark. The video above was discovered 9 years later after
finding footage on YouTube. Credit: Mads Boots.

Tuesday, June 6, 2006 - It was nice to see the show a second time from a different angle. We
were able to see all of the video screens and performances that we missed from being so close
to the stage the night before.

The Beast Within
was the first track on the I'm Going To Tell You A Secret DVD, released June 20, 2006 - "Blessed is he
who reads aloud the words of the prophecy and blessed are those who hear and who keep what is written
therein, for the time is near. He is coming with the clouds. "

After we returned from our amazing trip to Fresno, I prepared for my next reading with
Chuza. I was looking forward to this reading because it had been quite some time since we had
scheduled time together. I could always trust our readings, because they always let me know if
I was moving in the right direction. I still relied a great deal on my own intuition and common
sense, but Chuza always had the ability to nudge me in the right direction if it appeared as
though I was veering off track. These readings also prevented me from listening completely to
my ego and helped me stay in touch with my spirituality. (Coincidentally, this would be my
last reading with Chuza.)
It was around this time that Madonna released her DVD, "I'm Going To Tell You A Secret". I
was once again amazed at the synchronicities between Madonna and me. She had put this

movie together during the same time that I wrote the first two chapters of this story. It
appeared that we had very similar views on several different things. The only difference being
that Madonna seemed to be focused on changing the world, where I seemed to be focused on
changing my own tiny universe.
Coincidentally, Ruth, the person who inspired me to write this story, was visiting from
Washington, DC, the very week "I'm Going To Tell You A Secret" was released. I popped the
DVD in the DVD player and Ruth and I started watching it. She was not a Madonna fan, but
admitted that she was completely memorized the entire time the DVD was playing. We got
about halfway through it when we decided it was time to head out for our planned trip to the
Columbia River Gorge.
It was the summer solstice (June 21). Dolos, Ruth and I had scheduled a drive through the
Columbia River Gorge. I wanted to show Ruth and Dolos Horsethief Butte, the place that
Benjamin and I had visited earlier in the year. It took a couple of hours to get there, but once
we did, we had a great time hiking, rock climbing and exploring nature. We left there and
visited The Bridge of the Gods and Multnomah Falls. During our time at Multnomah Falls,
Ruth lead Dolos and I on a mile-long hike to the top of the falls. The view from the top was
absolutely incredible. It was the perfect way to bring in the first day of summer. Ruth left
Portland two days later.
The End of the World: Mid-July rolled around and it felt like the entire world was coming to
an end. Every time I turned on the television it appeared as though humanity was falling
completely apart. Israel was fighting with Lebanon. North Korea was testing nuclear missiles,
and it was reported that the US. had killed over 14,000 Iraqis in the first six months of 2006.

Then I went to see the movie "An Inconvenient Truth" and became alarmed at the condition of
the Earth. Even though I left the movie feeling proud of the fact that I had not owned a car for
over ten years (except between October 2004 and October 2005, when I moved to Florida and
Oregon), and that I walked or rode my bike almost everywhere I went, I still felt as though I
could do a lot more when it came to helping out the environment. The most interesting thing
about all of this was that I worked for an organization named, "The National Center for
Bicycling and Walking".
The end of the world was on everyone's mind and it was all over the media. CNN (Edge of
Disaster), Discovery, the History Channel (Doomsday Prophecy 2012), the Weather Channel (It
Could Happen Tomorrow!) all seemed to be talking about the possibility that the world could
fall apart at any moment. It was obvious that the idea or concept was ingrained in the collective
consciousness of the media, and since everyone was tuning in, the concept appeared to be
growing in the collective consciousness of humanity. Not until this point in my life did I realize
just how powerful our minds are when we bring them all together to focus on something
collectively. The possibilities are endless. I realized that if everyone focused on the same idea or
concept, that idea would eventually manifest into reality, whether it was our destiny, or not. It
was my hope that everyone would turn this around, think positive, strive for love and peace,
and realize that the universe wants nothing but abundance for all of us. My hope was that "An
Inconvenient Truth" would have a sequel, which would focus on the positive things that
mankind could do to correct the current problems. The first movie left me feeling helpless.
I thought about the concept of "creating realities" and thought about those people responsible
for creating war and destruction. I came to the conclusion that those people had to be

completely Godless, regardless of their excuses, religion or personal intentions. I decided right
then and there to stop participating in all of the horrible, negative energy and decided to turn
away from those emotionally addictive shows. From now on I would try to focus on the
positive aspects of life. I focused on all that was good and I prayed and meditated for the wellbeing of everyone on the planet. While it's very important to stay informed, I learned that it's
even more important to create a sacred place away from the media, and "Breaking News!" and
focus on the good things in life.

Jump
was the eighth track on Confessions On A Dance Floor. - "I’m going down my own road and I can make
it alone I'll work and I'll fight, Till I find a place of my own."

When my birthday rolled around, July 22, 2006 I turned 45 years old. It felt great to be 45,
living in Portland and finally living my life the way I had always envisioned. The summer of
2006 turned out to be one of the most amazing summers I had experienced in many, many
years. I had worked very hard to think positive and create new, exciting realities for myself, my
family and everything around me. I felt very prosperous.
My Sister and Me: My sister and brother-in-law came to visit me in Portland for eight days in

July. It was the first time in my life that my sister actually visited me in my house, or
apartment. She had never been to any of my apartments previously. We had an amazing week
together and my relationship with my sister continued to improve. I realized that our
relationship was one of the most significant relationships of my life. We had learned so much
from each other over the years. I think we both came to the conclusion that there was no issue
that we couldn't resolve over time. Our love for each other was just that strong. We had our
differences in the past, but had always managed to make it through one way or another.
10-Bridge Bike Pedal: On Sunday, August 13, I rode with 15,000 other bikers from Portland,
including my boss and his wife, in the Providence Bridge Pedal, benefiting the Portland's
Providence Women and Heart Disease Program & Bicycle Transportation Alliance. It felt great
to give something to the Portland community.
Lydda and Me: On Saturday, August 19, my oldest niece, Lydda came to visit me from
Wilmington, North Carolina. She stayed with me for a week. Dolos, Lydda and I drove to
Montana where we visited Glacier National Park for three glorious days. She told me that it
was the best trip she had ever been on. We really did have an incredible time together. We also
stopped by Mount St. Helens, Washington on our return, which was completely breathtaking.
We drove through Mount St. Helens National Monument, which looked like something from
another planet. Since there continued to be a lot of earthquakes in that area, the road was
scattered with rocks of all sizes.
Abigail and Me: At the end of the month I returned to North Carolina and visited the rest of
my family and friends. I stayed for five days. It felt great to be home with my family once
again. We had a great five days together. I gave my niece, Abigail my copy of Madonna's,

Confessions On A Dance Floor CD. After listening to it several times, she said "Jump" was her
favorite song on the CD.
September 11 and Me: After attending a conference in Madison, Wisconsin, for work, I spent a
couple of days in Chicago, and then returned to Portland on September 11. I really hated the
thought of flying on September 11. The flight was uneventful, however, and our approach into
Portland was completely breathtaking. It was a clear day and during our approach into the
Portland airport we could see The Three Sisters, Mt. Jefferson and Mt. Hood to our left, Mt.
Adams, Mt. Rainier and Mount St. Helens to our right. I thought to myself, this has to be the
best place to live in the United States. It was so amazingly beautiful!
My Mom and Me: Rewind to 2000/2001: About a year after my mother passed away I
suddenly started seeing the numbers 1-2-3 everywhere that I went. For example, when I would
rent a car, the odometer would have 132 miles on it. Or, I'd be driving down the street and I'd
see 231 on the side of trucks, or license plate. It happened so much that it made an impression
with me and I brought it up in one of my readings with Chuza. At that point she informed me
that someone from the other side was trying to get messages through to me, and that whenever
I saw the "123, 321, 132" or any combination of those numbers, I should pay close attention to
what I was thinking at the time. This soul on the other side was trying to offer me guidance.
When I asked who this soul was on the other side that was trying to communicate with me,
Chuza informed me that she didn't have permission to reveal that information. It was
important in my growth to figure this one out for myself.
About six months after that reading I was in North Carolina visiting my family. My sister and I
paid a visit to our parent's grave, and as I stood at the head of my mother's grave, I looked

down at the dates on her headstone. I know I must have turned white as a ghost when I looked
down and saw the following dates:
"Born: 2/12/1923 Died: 01/10/2000"

It was at this very moment that I realized it was my mother who was trying to communicate
with me from the other side. Then, a few weeks later, I remembered the night she died (see Mer
Girl), and the fact that I woke up at 1:23 in the morning. Suddenly, all of the pieces of the
puzzle started coming together. So from there on out I knew that whenever I saw any
combination of those numbers, my mother's spirit was around offering guidance.
A great example of this took place several years earlier, on July 4, 2004. I was living in
Washington, DC and woke up that morning remembering that Madonna was performing in
Philadelphia that night, and decided to log into Ticketmaster.com to see if I could find a ticket
for her show. I wanted something close to the stage. Well, I ended up with a ticket for Section 1,
Row 2, seat 13. (see Nobody Knows Me) I was so excited about being on the 2nd row that I
didn't recognize the 123 code until several months later. That's when I realized that the ticket
was a gift from my mother. I believe she had something to do with me getting that second row
ticket, and the 123 code confirmed that for me.
If you look at the tickets for the Confessions tour (see Get Together), you will see the numbers
123 in those tickets as well. This sort of thing didn't happen just with Madonna tickets, but it

did happen with things that were very important to me.
I'd made this fact known to several of my friends, and they started noticing it, too. It was really
amazing. It made my journey in metaphysics that much more interesting and special. It was
nice to know that my mom was still around, watching over me just like she did while she was
alive. If I'd learned anything through metaphysics, it was that there is energy swirling around
all of us, all the time. We just have to open ourselves up to understanding that energy, and we
have to teach ourselves to trust what we are receiving. There was a lot more to life than just
what we experienced on the surface.
September 11, 2006: My plane landed safely at the Portland Airport and I met Dolos at baggage
claim. It was really good to see him. We waited a few minutes for my luggage, and then we
messed around the airport while catching up on the last sixteen days that I was away. As we
walked towards Dolos's car, which was parked in the airport parking garage, I shared with
him the incredible view that I took in of the cascade mountains and all of the volcanoes. I told
him that today (September 11) was my mom and dad's wedding anniversary, so I thought
about them a lot during my flight.
No sooner that we got in his car I looked at the clock on the dashboard and it read 1:32. I
pointed at the clock, looked at Dolos and smiled. Dolos smiled and said, "Hi, Mom!" I knew it
was my mother's way of letting me know that she was with me during my trip home and
during my flight back to Portland. It was awesome to know that my mother had become one of
my guardian angels.

Paradise (Not For Me)
was the sixteenth track from Madonna, The Confessions Tour DVD, released in January 2007. - "My
life goes on, But not the same, Into your eyes, My face remains"

At 45 I guess I was still searching, but on the other hand, I was enjoying this new freedom
that I was experiencing. I guess being stuck in North Carolina all of those years made me
appreciate this freedom and the ability to move around and explore different parts of the
country. I knew one day I would settle down, but I still had more exploring to do.
Wrapping up 2006: On December 31, 2006, Dolos and I brought in our new year at a oneness
ceremony, which focused on transformation, personal empowerment, and affecting global
change. We wrote down the things we wanted to release from our past and 2006, and then
placed them in a burning bowl. We then went into meditation and prayed for whatever come
to mind.
Through group consciousness we put out various sounds and voice tones and then sent out our
intentions for personal and global change, into the Universe. I heard prayers for peace, the end
of homelessness, a healthier planet, the end of all wars, healthy trees, clarity for our
government in Washington, DC, enough food for everyone, an end to AIDS, and the beginning
of unconditional love everywhere. It was a perfect way to bring in 2007. A few days later Dolos

and I would take a trip to North Carolina, where he would meet most of my family.
On January 11, 2007, we boarded The Empire Builder, a two-day train which took us from
Portland, Oregon, to Chicago, Illinois. We traveled first class and had our very own sleeper
compartment. This would be the first time that Dolos would travel on a train with his very own
berth. We had a great time watching movies, playing board games, talking and looking out at
the scenery. And the night before we arrived in Chicago I was able to say that I made love on a
train, cross the country, for the very first time. (See lyrics to Justify My Love)
We spent the next three weeks visiting Chicago, my family in North Carolina, traveling to
Cherokee, North Carolina, Gatlinburg, Tennessee and Washington, DC. The highlights of our
trip was seeing Blue Man Group in Chicago, visiting the Cherokee Indian Reservation in North
Carolina and meeting a full-blooded Cherokee Indian named Tony, and attending an anti-war
march in Washington, DC. During the Anti-War March, which took place on Saturday, January
27, we listened to the voices of Sean Penn, Susan Sarandon, Tim Robbins, and Jane Fonda, as
we walked around the National Mall. There were hundreds of thousands of people marching
and were very proud to be a part of such a positive event. We saw some amazing signs, heard
some incredible speeches and listened to some really cool music. The entire event was an
unexpected surprise, and made this particular trip to Washington, DC very unique. I thought
about the oneness ceremony that we attended on new years eve, and realized that somehow,
we ended up manifesting this experience in DC without even trying. Out of all of the banners
and signs, this one was my favorite. It felt great to know that there were thousands of people
that wanted to make this world a better place. I wished that there were more.
We returned to North Carolina on Sunday, January 28. Madonna released her Confessions

Tour DVD on Tuesday, January 30, and Dolos and I spent that evening watching the entire
show on my sister's flat screen/surround sound home entertainment system. Hands down, this
was, for me, the best live performance DVD in Madonna's portfolio. The next day, January 31,
Dolos flew back to Portland. Our trip to the east coast had been a huge success. My family
really liked Dolos a lot and it meant a lot to me that my family accepted him with open arms
during his visit. At several points during our trip it felt like they liked him more than they did
me, and strangely enough, that made me smile. It was really nice to see them connect with
someone that I was dating.
While Dolos left on January 31st, I stayed until February 9. I wanted to spend some more time
with my family because I knew I wouldn't be back from quite a while. My return trip to
Portland included a flight to Chicago, where I experienced some of the coldest days of the year,
and a two-day train (the California Zephyr) from Chicago to Salt Lake City. This train trip took
us through Omaha, Denver and the Rocky Mountains. It was incredibly beautiful. Since Salt
Lake City was on my list of cities to visit while living on the west coast, I decided to spend a
couple of days in there before flying back to Portland on Valentines Day, February 14. Salt Lake
City had the most amazing surroundings that I've ever seen, but the city itself was a little too
conservative for my taste. Without being too judgmental, religion seemed to have sucked all of
the natural beauty out of the cities surroundings, and replaced it with a sterile, oppressive
energy. I couldn't wait to get back to Portland.
Just four days after returning from my trip, Dolos and I met up a friend of ours, Eris. I really
missed her while we were away. We spent the day at a local meeting space sharing stories of
our trip, and listening to things that she had experienced while we were away. Late that

evening the three of us decided to grab a bite to eat, and it was at that point that I told her
about what happened during Christmas, a couple of months earlier. I describe the event as my
"Buddhist Christmas" and up until this moment, had not shared it with anyone except Dolos.
It was early December and for the first time in probably fifteen years, I had the Christmas
spirit. I put up a live tree, sent out Christmas cards, put lights on my balcony, the whole nine
yards. While Dolos and I were shopping for decorations, we came across a display of Amaryllis
bulbs. The moment I saw this display I thought of my mother. Growing up, my mother had a
huge flower pot of Amaryllis that she brought out of the utility room every spring. Within a
few weeks the Amaryllis were in full bloom, and neighbors from all around came to see them.
These flowers always made me think of my mother and so I decided to purchase one for the
holidays. I brought it home, potted it and sat it by the kitchen window.
The bulb sprouted within a few days; it grew very rapidly. It grew so fast that it appeared as if
it was in a race with time. Within a few weeks the plant was about twenty-four inches tall and
the first bloom popped out about a week before Christmas. It was very beautiful and was nice
to have around during the Christmas holiday.
It was about a week before Christmas when I was sitting at my desk, that I noticed something
very small crawl across one of the papers next to my computer. After a closer look I noticed it
was a very small spider. She was the cutest little thing and was very friendly. I picked up the
piece of paper, walked over to the blooming Amaryllis, and gently allowed the spider to climb
from the paper, to the flower. It went without any hesitation.
Because I don't normally like spiders, I decided that I would keep an eye on this spider
everyday. I wanted to make sure it was still someplace on the flower, and nowhere near my

bed. One by one, the Amaryllis developed new blooms, and with each new bloom, the spider
crawled from the old bloom to the new one. It never left the flower. Every time Dolos came to
visit he would look for the spider and every time, without fail, the spider would be sitting on
one of the blooms.
The Amaryllis was still blooming on Christmas day, and the spider continued to sit on the
flower very contently, as if the flower was her home.
A couple of days after Christmas the last bloom was about to shrivel up and die, and I noticed
that the spider was still sitting there, pretty as you please. Dolos was with me when we tried to
remove the spider from the flower, and as we did, the spider fell to the floor. It had died along
with the flower. It was kind of sad really. After thinking about it for a few moments a thought
occurred to me. I turned to Dolos and said, "You know, Buddhist's believe that after we die we
can come back as animals or insects. I wonder if my mother came back as this spider so she
could spend Christmas with me." I was fascinated by the possibility and amazed that the
thought even crossed my mind.
As I told this story to Eris that night at the restaurant, I asked her if it was possible that my
mother had come back as the spider, so she could spend Christmas with me. Eris was an
intuitive, and I really respected her opinion on matters such as this. Before I had a chance to get
those words out of my mouth, she began crying. The story reminded her of her father. Her
response told me that I was spot on in my thinking.
Now, if the Buddhists, Native Americans and meta-physicians are correct, and we can come
back as an Eagle, a reptile or insect, then I truly believe in the spider concept. In fact, I'm
absolutely certain of it. I was watching the Confessions Tour DVD, "Paradise (Not For Me)" in

particular. At the beginning of the video it shows flower peddles falling, and this made me
think of the Amaryllis blooms, and then I listed closely to the words of the song. I thought
about the spider and the possibility of my mother's spirit on the other side trying to reach out
to me through this song. "My life goes on But not the same, Into your eyes, My face remains.
I've been so high, I've been so down, Up to the skies, Down to the ground, I was so blind, I
could not see, Your paradise Is Not for me" When it came to the part, (Exactly at 1:23 on the
Confessions DVD) "All around me, I could not see, Who are the angels, Surely not me, Once
more again, I am broken, Once more again, I don't believe it" I think of my own reasoning
trying to allow doubt in, cheating myself in believing that something like my this could really
happen. I noticed that when I opened myself up to believing, I felt enlightened and connected
to the Universal God, or oneness in everything.
If the spider was my mother's spirit, then perhaps the hummingbird that was visiting me
everyday on my balcony during the winter of 2007, was the spirit of my father. After my father
had his second stroke back in 1989, he used to sit on the back porch and just stare out at the
neighborhood all day long. I purchased a hummingbird feeder and placed it by the porch so he
would have something else to look at. Every time a hummingbird would come to drink out of
the feeder my father would say "Shhhhhh, be quiet! He's back. Look! Look!" He was like a little
child around hummingbirds. Hummingbirds made my father so happy in those days, and I
always thought of him whenever I saw one. This hummingbird, which sat less than three yards
from my desk, visited me daily for several months between November 2006, and the spring of
2007.
"My life goes on, but not the same.…"

Sorry (Remix)
was the eleventh track from Madonna, The Confessions Tour DVD, released in January 2007. - "My life
goes on, But not the same, Into your eyes, My face remains"

All of this made me think back to November of 1999, during one of my last visit's with my
mother, when she was still alive. As I sat with her and held her hand while she was asleep,
telepathically, I whispered into her mind telling her that it was okay for her to let go of her life
on earth, that she no longer had to stick around if her main objective was to stay just to watch
over me. I knew that was one of the reasons she was holding on for so long. I remember telling
her that if she wanted to continue to watch over me, it would be a lot easier to do it from the
other side, than from the bed she had been restricted to for the last nine years of her life. I guess
this was just my way of trying to get her to let go, so she and the rest of my family wouldn't
have to suffer anymore. Within a couple of months my mother passed on.
Ever since I was very young I believed in spirit guides, teachers and guardian angels. After
experiencing the deaths of Lucas, Thaddeus, JT and my parents, my belief in those types of
things grew even stronger. I believed without any doubt what-so-ever that life somehow
continues once our body dies. The 1-2-3 messages, coupled with the experiences of the spider
and the hummingbird, taught me that the love connection that I had with my parents before

their death, continued to manifest itself even after their death. The spider and the
hummingbird were not substitutes for love, but confirmations of love.
By this time in my life it had been more than sixteen years since my father passed away, and
almost seven years since my mother died. Even though I missed them both tremendously, I
wasn't the type of person to sit around and dream up ways to bring them back from the dead,
so my experience with the spider and hummingbird made a really big impression on me
spiritually. I felt truly enlightened.
Dolos and I spent the remaining part of the winter of 2007, and all of that spring, visiting
various places throughout Oregon. Dolos also enrolled in an eighteen-month "Shamanic
Practitioner" course, which helped him develop stronger healing practices. I decided not to
participate in this class because I knew I wouldn't be in Oregon for another year and a half.
One of our favorite trips that spring was aboard Amtrak's Coast Starlight, which took us from
Portland, over the Cascade mountains, into Klamath Falls, Oregon. That particular weekend
we explored the Lava Beds National Monument in Northern California, the Tule Lake National
Wildlife Refuge and Petroglyph Point, which was all part of the Lava Beds monument. We
spent the day exploring various lava tubes (caves) and meditating on high mountain cliffs. At
the end of that day a pair of bald eagles flew over head as we were leaving to head back to
Klamath Falls. That was an incredible site for both of us.
The next day we took an hour and a half drive north of Klamath Falls, to Crater Lake, Oregon,
where we attended a 90-minute snowshoe tour. Crater Lake was a place that I had always
wanted to visit, so making this trip was a great personal achievement. The ranger told us that it
was very rare to have a clear day in March at Crater Lake, so we were very grateful that it

turned out to be such a nice, sunny day.
Other trips that spring included Bend, Oregon and Smith Rock State Park. During the sunny
weekends in May we took hikes up into the Columbia River Gorge, where we found a really
nice spot under a waterfall and did some very intense drumming. While Dolos meditated and
sent out healing prayers for friends and family members, I played my new drum. The sound of
the waterfall, coupled with the drum, created some amazing sounds and incredible energy.
June 17, 2007 rolled around, which was the sixteenth anniversary of my father's death, and
coincidentally, Father's Day. My father was the first thing I thought about that morning.
In addition to being the anniversary of my father's death, it was also Gay Pride weekend in
Portland. This particular Sunday morning just happened to be the morning of the gay pride
parade. Even though the parade was only a few blocks from my apartment and very accessible,
I had already decided that instead of attending the parade this year, I would take a drive out to
the Columbia River Gorge for a day of sunning and meditation.
After Dolos left to visit his parents, I got myself together and headed down Broadway to pick
up my rental car. As I walked down the street I passed all of the people that had gathered to
watch the parade. Everyone seemed to be in a great mood. The weather was perfect for a gay
parade. The only thing missing was a rainbow in the sky.
As I walked past the stage announcer, I noticed two guys standing at the front of the stage, in
the middle of the street. With Bibles in one hand and anti-gay posters in the other, they stood
there shouting Bible verses as loud as their voices would allow. Wearing Jesus t-shirts and
reciting scripture, they appeared as if they had been given some incredible, special power,
directly from God himself, that allowed them to place judgment on everyone attending the

parade. I guess in their minds they were doing a great service to everyone and attempting to
save everyone's soul from hell. Just as scripture began rolling off their tongues, the stage
announcer cranked up the music as loud as it would go. The volume was so loud that it rattled
the windows in Nordstrom, which was directly across the street from the stage. The loud
speakers drowned out the voices of the two men, and all I could see where their lips moving
and the angry, frustrated looks on their faces. I thought to myself, Christ would never stand
out in the middle of the street and do something like that. It just confirmed my belief that some
Christians have become very anti-Christ.
As I continued walking down the street, leaving everyone to their "emotional addictions" I
approached the car rental agency, which just happened to be right on the corner of Broadway
and Pine street. As I checked in and waited for the agent to bring my car around, I noticed that
the front of the parade was coming down the north end of Broadway. And again, at the very
front of the parade were two men carrying very large, anti-gay posters containing the words
"God Hates Fags!" Seeing so many anti-gay protesters really made me angry, but I did a great
job of not allowing it to get to me. After all, it wasn't long before the Dykes on Bikes came
roaring by and the anti-gay protesters were forced to move over to the sidewalk. It was about
that time that the agent brought my car around. I got in my rental car and drove out of town,
leaving everyone to their religious confrontations, and gay festivities.
As I was driving I thought about the conflicts that took place between the anti-gay protesters
and the parade participants. I guess it wasn't the first time in my life that I had witnessed this
type of behavior in people. This time, however, I was able to look at the situation and
understand it from a different point of view. Thinking about that and the war in Iraq, and the

other religious conflicts that took place all around the world every single day, on a much larger
scale, and with much more dramatic results, I realized that the battle which was taking place
was between the participants, their perception of God and their God's desire for humanity. In
reality it was about each individual and their own personal desire to project their shit onto the
world. They used their God as a weapon to justify their own intentions to cause pain and
chaos. I guess most people have always felt that if they have God on their side, their actions
and motives are justified. Regardless, I was sick and tired of people trying to project their
version of God on me and I no longer stood for it.

Forbidden Love
was the seventh track on the Confessions DVD. - "Forbidden love, Are we supposed to be together,
Forbidden love"

I had reached the conclusion that the universe is designed in a way which allows us to
create whatever reality, faith, or path to enlightenment we choose. I believe that we are given
the free-will to experience our own version of God. Some people choose their path through
Christ. Some people choose their path through Buddha. Some people choose Allah, while some
people choose their path through Atheism, and so on and so forth. Some people experience
God and create loving, caring, nurturing realities, while others experience God and create

destructive, oppressive, angry, fear-based realities. It really comes down to each individual and
the intention within their soul, not so much their God, religion or faith. The same can be said
for politics.
We all are co-creators in this thing called life and because of that fact, we all have the potential
to create as many different versions of God, as there are people on the planet. Out of the
billions of people that live on this earth, there's the potential for creating billions of different
versions, or variations of God. All of the things that I've experienced and summed up in this
story would be just one conclusion as to what God is, or could be. The same goes for the two
guys standing in the middle of the street yelling Bible verses, and the same goes for the
lesbians riding their motorcycles. We're all experiencing God on very different levels, in many
different ways, all at the same time, collectively.
Looking back through history I could see how different spiritual leaders and world leaders
have created their own versions of God, and used that to either nurture or destroy other
human beings. Mother Teresa had her version of God. Hitler had his own version of God.
Gandhi had his own version, as well as did Martin Luther King. George Bush had his own
version of God. Osama Bin Laden had his own version. The Christians of today, as varied as
they are in their belief in Christ, have their many versions of God. The same goes for the Jews,
Buddhists, Native Americans, and on down the line. And it always seems to fall apart the very
moment when one version of God attempts to project itself onto a different version of God,
especially when certain Christians, Jews or Muslims gets involved. That's when the battle really
begins. If you really stop and think about it, God, or the concept of God, is too big to fit into
any one religion, but that doesn't seem to stop people from trying.

Once I finally arrived at my destination, I parked my car, walked down the path into the
woods, found a place to spread out my blanket and began listening to a new CD. As I lay there
on my blanket, with no one around, listening to my CD, I felt like I was in complete harmony
with everything around me. The clouds, the sun, the trees, the grass, my body, the breeze,
everything around me seemed to be as one. It felt very peaceful. After I had been there for a
few minutes, a dragonfly landed very softly on my right foot. It scared me at first, but once I
realized what it was, I knew it was there to deliver a message to me. When I got home that
evening I looked up the meaning for dragonfly. Dragonfly's wisdom includes: Mastery of life
on the wing - Understanding dreams - Breaking down illusions - Seeing the truth in situation.
I knew at that point that I was correct in my thinking. I hoped for unity, for everyone.

Hey You
was performed for Live Earth on July 7, 2007, in London, England. - "Keep it together, you'll make it
alright, Our celebration is going on tonight, Poets and prophets would envy what we do, This could be
good, hey you"

A week later, July 7, Madonna performed for Live Earth. I watched her live, online, from
my computer.
"Madonna set the world's feet tapping as the megastar rocked the London leg of the Live Earth

gigs which were beamed to 2 billion people. Wearing a below-the-knee puff-sleeved dress,
matching knee-length leggings and black patent Mary-Janes, the star of the show, Madonna,
took to the stage for her performance of Hey You where she was joined by a choir of
schoolchildren.
She then strummed an electric guitar to Ray of Light before bursting into La Isla Bonita
accompanied by cult New York Gypsy punk band Gogol Bordello. Madonna thanked Al Gore
and Luke Wall, the brainchild of the nine concerts across the globe, "for giving the world the
wake-up call it so badly needs and for starting an avalanche of awareness that we are running
out of time". She said: "Lets hope tonight's concert and the concerts going on around the world
are not just about entertainment but starting a revolution around the world. If you want to save
the planet let me see you jump."
The Material Girl singer closed the London event with a blistering rendition of her disco hit
Hung Up. The events had begun in Sydney, where the line-up included Crowded House, and
carried on to Tokyo, Johannesburg, Shanghai, London, Hamburg, New Jersey, Washington and
Rio de Janeiro. The concerts were carbon neutral, with all energy to Wembley Stadium and the
other venues supplied by renewable sources." ITV.com
When her performance was over I closed down my computer, gathered my things and headed
out to my favorite outdoor location. It was 2:31 PM west coast time. The weather was
absolutely perfect in Portland and I didn't want to miss one more second of it.
While I was out at Rooster Rock State Park, enjoying nature and the incredible weather, Dolos
was attending his monthly shaman training. I thought about shamanism and related that to
Live Earth. Shamans recognize that everything in our universe, including our planet, the

cosmos, and everything around us is a living organism and has a spirit. Live Earth seemed to
project that same feeling of well-being, good health and harmony for our planet. People all
around the globe were becoming more aware of just how important our sanctuary is to our
survival. While shamans use drums, chanting, flutes, and rattles during their healing
ceremonies, the musicians that participated in Live Earth on 07/07/07 were practicing the
same sort of thing, in a very different way. It was a great day.
On July 22, I celebrated my forty-sixth birthday.
"Happy birthday! Today the Sun returns to the position it was in when you were born. As
would seem appropriate with this transit, today is a day of new beginnings, and the influences
you feel today will affect the entire year to come. However, this does not mean that the whole
year will be disappointing if today doesn't work out exactly as planned. You are receiving a
new impulse from the energy center within you, as symbolized by the Sun. Therefore any new
venture that you start at this time will ride the crest of this new energy and will very likely
come to an acceptable conclusion. Whatever you do or begin today will bear the stamp of your
individuality more than anything else. This is the day to assert yourself anew."
Dolos and I celebrated by spending the night at the Wind Mountain Resort, which was located
in the Columbia River Gorge, on the Washington State side of the Columbia River. The next
morning, after having breakfast in the cafe downstairs, Dolos and I checked out of our room
and headed to the Trout Lake Arts Festival, which was about a twenty-minute drive to the
foothills of Mt. Adams. It was a beautifully clear day and at one point during our drive we
were able to see Mt. Hood clearly to the south, and Mt. Adams to our north. I spent most of
that day talking on my cell phone with friends and family, as they called to wish me a happy

birthday. At 1:00 PM my sister called and at 2:00 PM my friend, Lois, from Sweden called. She
remembered my birthday and was calling right before she headed off to bed. (It was 11:00 PM
Sweden time.) Coincidentally, but not intentionally, my friend Ruth called at 3:21 PM. It
seemed as though almost everyone remembered my birthday this particular year and that felt
really special to me. There were only a couple of friends that didn't remember, but I didn't hold
that against them.
After we left the arts festival Dolos and I drove to The Dalles, where we caught a matinee and
then had a really nice dinner. After dinner, Dolos and I headed across the Columbia River, back
into Washington State, to Horsethief Butte. I had decided the day before my birthday that I
wanted to spend the last several hours of my birthday drumming and meditating on top of
Horsethief Butte. We arrived at 7:30 PM, about an hour and fifteen minutes before sunset.
After we headed down the Horsethief trail it wasn't long before we began our ascent to the top
of the butte. Once we got about half-way to the top, Dolos decided that he had found his sacred
spot for drumming and stayed behind. I continued my hike to the top. About three quarters of
the way up I decided to stop and take a moment to burn some sage, so I could give thanks to
the creator, for such a beautiful day and another year of living. Once my sage burned
completely up I continued my hike to the top. Once I arrived at the top I could hear Dolos'
rattle and drum in the distance. I noticed that two crows flew directly over head. I thought of
them as our guardians.
I spent the next hour alone and had my own private ceremony for all of my friends, my family
and everyone that came into my thoughts. I then focused on those things that I wanted to
manifest for everyone and myself, for the year ahead, and put those intentions out into the

universe. As I did this, I continued to play my drum and in between sets could hear Dolos' still
drumming in the distance. Right as the sun was about to set on the horizon I took the photo at
the top of this page. That's Mt. Hood on the left. I took the photo because I wanted to
remember that moment so that a year later, I could look back at that moment to see how much
my life had changed.
After the sun set behind the horizon I gathered my things and began my descent. Within a few
minutes I found Dolos waiting patiently where I had left him just an hour earlier. Once we
reunited we did some more exploring and then we both headed back to the car, which was
parked out on the highway. During our fifteen minute walk back to the car we talked about the
things we experienced during our meditations. A few minutes later we began our drive back
towards Portland. During the next hour and a half we hardly said two words to each other. We
both were completely zoned out.
Dolos dropped me off at my apartment at 10:30 PM, before heading to his apartment for a good
nights sleep. I entered my apartment building and took the elevator to the fifth floor. As I
turned the key to the door of my apartment, I thought about my friend Lois in Sweden, and
figured she was just waking up. It was Monday morning for her. I unpacked my things, took a
quick shower and within a few minutes went to bed. Before I drifted off to sleep I gave thanks
for what I considered to be a perfect birthday.
The next day when I went to my mailbox I found a birthday card from my sister. The card read
"For My Brother: My Friend. There's a special bond between us that's not quite like any other,
that's because you're just as much my friend as you're my brother. I love you very much and I
hope u have a great b-day - Big Sis" It was such a beautiful card. I absolutely loved it.

Nothing Really Matters
was the sixth track from the "Ray of Light" CD - "Nothing really matters, Love is all we need,
Everything I give you, All comes back to me"

On the morning of July 31, 2007 I drove Dolos to Tillamook, Oregon to begin his five-day
"Spirit Quest" with the LightSong School of Shamanic Studies. The following Sunday, August
5, I returned to pick him up. I was supposed to pick him up at 3:00 PM, but I was so excited to
hear about his quest that I arrived in Tillamook three hours early.
After eating lunch at a downtown diner, I drove out to where I dropped him off the week
before, which was about fifteen miles outside of town. It was 1:30 PM when I drove through
the second gate and onto the grounds where the quest was taking place. The actual camp was
about a mile beyond the second gate, so I decided to stop at one of the small campgrounds to
walk around and spend time in nature. I brought my camera so I could take photos.
After I parked beside one of the picnic tables, I got out of the car and walked over to the bridge
which crossed a small stream. I took several photos from the bridge and the continued on to
explore my surroundings. I eventually found a path leading down to the Trask River, and
decided to follow the path for what must have been several hundred yards. Some of the trees

along this path had to have been several hundred years old. They were covered in thick moss
and just being in their presence felt a little spooky. I felt as thought I was walking through a
magical forest. As I continued down the path, a small garter snake crossed in front of me.
Snake offers the following wisdom:
• Elusiveness
• Manipulates lightning
• Transmutation
• Exploration of the mysteries of life
• Primitive or elemental energy
• Protection from religious persecution
• Goddess energy
• Psychic energy
• Creative power
• Immortality
• Connection to or forms the magic cord by which the shaman travels to the soul world

It was around that time that I took the photo of the tree below.

I continued down the path until I came to an overlook, which extended over a large pool of
water at the bottom of a short waterfall. From there the water ran down into the Trask River. I
climbed down the bank and walked out onto the banks of the river. I couldn't believe how clear
the water was. The river was very healthy.
I then decided to climb back up the river bank, but this time on the other side of the waterfall.
As I climbed to the top of the waterfall I read a sign that read "Salmon Spawn Survey". I
realized that the large pool of water was a place where salmon came to spawn every spring. As
I reached the top of the small waterfall I paused for a moment and took in all of the natural
beauty that was surrounding me. It was absolutely stunning. As I took my next step, I slipped
and fell in the water. My expensive camera came from around my neck as I hit the ground and
bounced across several rocks until it finally ended up in the water, right in the middle of the

waterfall. Startled, I immediately jumped up, chased my camera down the waterfall, grabbed it
out of the water and removed the battery and photo discs. I knew at that point that my digital
camera was completely ruined. I wondered if the photos that I had just taken would still be on
the disc.
I began my walk back up the path to Dolos' car, completely soaked and mystified as to why
that had happened. I sat in his car thinking about what had just taken place, and for some
reason wasn't that upset about my camera. That was unusual for me. I've always been very
protective of my camera. It was 2:00 PM and I still had another hour to pass before I was
supposed to pick up Dolos, so I decided to drive across the bridge to move in just a little closer
to camp. I passed the next hour working on my camera and airing it out with the car's air
conditioner. I thought if I dried it out, it just might work again.
At 3:00 PM I drove down to where all of the questers and their supporters were. When I
arrived, one of the questers was still sharing his experiences with everyone, so they smudge me
and had me take a seat. I sat and listened to Nicodemus tell how he spent his four days on the
river bank without food or water and all of the messages that he received during his quest.
After everyone told their stories and the closing ceremonies took place, Dolos took me on a
quick tour of the grounds. I had never seen him so excited about anything as he was about this
experience. I could tell that a huge transformation had taken place.
While we were touring the grounds, Nicodemus walked by and Dolos introduced us. Dolos
then told me that Nicodemus had one of the most beautiful spots during quest and wanted to
show me where that was located. Coincidentally, it was very spot where I took the photo of the
tree. I told Dolos about slipping and falling into the water, losing my camera and how it felt

like someone or something had grabbed my camera from around my neck and thrown it into
the water. I figured there was some sort of connection between me and Nicodemus because not
only was I walking around the area where he quested when I took the photo, but I entered the
camp while he was sharing his story. I realized at that point that my camera had become some
sort of sacrifice, because I was treading on sacred grounds.
After Dolos and I helped clean up, we spent the next several hours catching up on everything.
Our two-hour drive back to Portland went very quickly. As soon as I walked into my
apartment I immediately checked my disc to see if the last photos taken with my camera were
still in tact. All of the photos were there. There was this one photo that stuck out. It was the
photo taken right after seeing the snake and right before losing my camera. When I opened the
photo I noticed something very strange and exciting. As I took a closer look at the photo, I
noticed an image of a very stern face on the trunk of the tree. The face resembled the face of a
native american chief. As I studied the photo even closer, I noticed what appeared to be an
eagle headdress above the face. The two branches that stuck out on both sides looked like eagle
wings on a totem pole. I shared the photo with the instructor at the LightSong School of
Shamanic Studies and asked her to forward it to Nicodemus. I felt like the photo had a very
special meaning, not only for me, but for him. I came to the conclusion that losing my camera
during this adventure was a sure sign that I had out grown that particular camera, and perhaps
there was some sort of transformation right around the corner.
At this point in my life I was completely mystified by all of the things I had experienced in
Portland and throughout my entire life. The experience of loving Thaddeus and losing him to
AIDS, coupled with the experience of being rejected by my family, but still finding the strength

within myself to look beyond their rejection and love them unconditionally, all meant
something. Add those experiences to the many unexplained adventures that my relationship
with my mother brought about, such as the 1-2-3 messages, and the spider and the
hummingbird, I was beginning to feel as though I was living in some sort of dream, or fairy
tale. (No pun intended!) After I arrived in Portland, several people told me that most people
move to Portland on a whim, as if they receive some sort of calling. I guess that's what
happened to me. Living in Portland certainly changed my life in many different ways.
Graceful Changes (Astrology Forecast) This influence represents an excellent opportunity for
you to make changes in your emotional life and personal surroundings, such as your home.
And you can make these changes without causing great problems and upsets, as might be the
case at other times. Events may present you with opportunities to experience your emotions in
a new way. You may begin a new relationship that will bring feelings you have never had
before. A love relationship that begins under this influence will have a wonderful excitement
that may be missing at other times. Existing relationships may also change so that they, too,
allow you new emotional experiences. A situation may occur that brings up an event from the
past so that you can examine it in a new light and change your attitudes toward it. By
understanding the past differently, you will be able to change its effect upon you. For example,
this may be an encounter with a female relative that clarifies and allows you to change your
attitude toward something that happened in your childhood. You may have got into certain
routines with friends and other people whom you see every day, with the result that you have
not been experiencing them as they really are. Unconsciously adopted attitudes may have got
in the way of seeing them clearly. This influence gives you the chance to recognize these
attitudes and to change them. Consequently you may experience your friends as new

individuals. Take advantage of this opportunity to make graceful changes in your personal life.
Now it will be easy to get rid of unconscious attitudes, habits and routines that will be much
harder to get rid of later on. | Copyright www.astro.com
On August 7, 2007, the day before my father's birthday, I experienced something completely
amazing. I don't know if it's tied to the spider and the hummingbird, or the drumming at
HorseThief Butte, but my sister called to share some news with me about an experience she
had with my brother's new wife, Minni. Apparently, the two of them got wasted one night and
Minni decided to share the fact that her baby brother was gay and had died of AIDS a few
years back. I think Minni's story really affected my sister. About the same time our Uncle Seth
decided to make my sister beneficiary of half of his estate. My sister called to tell me that she
wanted to divide those proceeds in half, leaving half to her grandchildren and the other half to
me. I could only assume that her intention in doing this was to make up for the way I had been
treated me when my siblings discovered I was gay, back in the early 1980's. As she was
explaining all of this to me she then proceeded to apologize for being such a bitch to me back
then, and she also apologized for treating me so badly all of the years in between. I knew how
difficult it was for her to do this, so I was completely speechless by the end of the phone
conversation. I told her that it meant a lot to me to hear her say those words. I wondered if she
had been drinking.
I suppose there are people that live to be ninety years old and never get to hear the words "I'm
Sorry" from a loved one that has wronged them, so I felt completely blessed to experience this
with my sister. After I hung up the phone with her I sat and cried for an hour. I couldn't help it.
I had finally heard the words that I had waited so many years to hear. I guess all of the

unconditional love that I sent to her made it's way back around to me somehow. Perhaps a part
of me was crying because my sister had a change of heart and another part of me became
emotional because I was finally, once and for all, ready to move beyond all of that emotional
baggage from my past. I wrote my sister a letter the very next day, on our father's birthday,
telling her how much her words healed all of the hurt that I had carried around for so many
years.
Lying on my desk was the birthday card that my sister had sent me a few weeks earlier and
enclosed in that card was a photo of our mother, one we had never seen before. This photo was
given to my sister while she attended the funeral of our Aunt Hena, our Uncle Seth's wife. The
photo fascinated me. My mother looked so happy and fulfilled in this photo. (See photo at top
of page.) I guess it was no mistake that I received the photo the day after Dolos and I returned
from our incredible drumming experience on HorseThief Butte.
On Sunday morning, August 12, just five days after my sister's apology, I woke up from a
really intense dream. In my dream I was riding a bus and as I was looking out the window of
the bus, I saw the house where I grew up as a child. I suddenly exited the bus and found
myself standing in the front yard. I had no concept of how old I was in this dream, so age
wasn't an issue. I noticed that the front porch was covered in lots of gifts that were wrapped in
really shiny paper and big bows. Somehow, I knew all of these gifts were for me. I ran to the
front porch and started gathering all of the gifts, and as I was standing there with both arms
completely full, my mother opened the front door. She smiled at me and told me to bring
everything inside. I followed her into the kitchen and began placing all of the gifts on the
kitchen table. When I looked at her she appeared to me just as she appears in the photo at the

top of this page. As she was standing there beside the sink she said, "How are you doing? You
look really good!" I said, "Mom, I'm doing great. Look, I have new teeth." Then I gave her a
really big smile. She smiled back and it was at that point that I woke up. As I woke up I found
myself smiling. Coincidentally, I soon discovered that to dream that your teeth are gleaming
signifies happiness and fulfilled wishes.

Bittersweet
Persian poet Rumi, who is now one of the most widely read poets in the world. Worded by Andrew
Harvey (renowned scholar, author): "Rumi is the slave and hero of love, who can help us find in our
battered hearts passion and faith..."

Soul Retrieval: Soul Retrieval is the recovery of soul parts that a person has lost somewhere,
or that were stolen or borrowed by somebody else. The objective of a Soul Retrieval is to make
the person more whole and more present. The idea of Soul Retrieval originates in ancient
shamanic practices. American Indians would do it in drumming ceremonies where the shaman
would travel off into the past or into alternate realities and find the part of the person that was
missing and invite it to come back.
Confinements (Astrology Forecast) During this time you may have fewer resources available

for doing what you want, and you may have to focus the available resources on more restricted
and concentrated objectives. The effects of this influence are several. First, structure in your life
will change significantly, but not suddenly or without warning. The changes brought about
during this time are inherent in what is being changed, if you look carefully. It is rather like an
inevitable conclusion of a situation. During this period some things will come to an end or an
old order of life will cease. On a metaphysical level, this influence means that factors are now
being incorporated into the structure of your life that will later bring about evolution and
growth. This process involves getting rid of old structures. Build new structures to correct the
problems you face now, and concentrate all your energy on bringing about necessary evolution
in your life. Copyright www.astro.com
A month later, during the new moon and solar eclipse of September 11, 2007, and after several
months of careful planning and consideration, Dolos helped me pack up my things so they
could be shipped to New Mexico. I had completed my time in Oregon. I wasn't sure what New
Mexico had in store for me, but my only hope was that I would end up in a place that would be
as nice, if not nicer than my apartment in Portland. Out of all of the places that I had lived, my
apartment in Portland had been my favorite. The really nice thing about living in the Sovereign
was the fact that it was part of the Oregon Historical Society complex and was located in the
heart of the theater district. The apartment building had a lot of charm. Some of the residents
had lived in the Sovereign for over thirty years. Another interesting thing about the Sovereign
was the fact that the building started out as the Sovereign Hotel back in 1923, which just
happened to be the year that mother was born. The first time I noticed the magic numbers on
the historical register, I knew it would be a safe place to call home, if just for a little while. It
truly was my sanctuary during my time in Portland.

Once again I was about to move to a part of the country that I had never visited before, and I
would do this site unseen. Just like my move to Portland, I wouldn't know anyone, or anything
about this part of the world. Luckily, I didn't have to worry about finding a job, because I was
still telecommuting with my current job. I guess my biggest concern was the big change in
climate and my natural surroundings and what the move would do to my relationship with
Dolos. I decided that my next journey would start out in the Santa Fe, New Mexico area.
After consulting with several spiritual colleagues in Portland and discussing the move in great
detail with Dolos, it was clear that all of the signs (and my heart) were pointing to the New
Mexico area. Dolos and I both felt okay with the move and decided that we would take things
as they come. We agreed that for the first time in our lives we were both grounded enough
spiritually that no matter what the outcome, our spiritual bond would remain intact. We
surrendered everything to spirit.
A large part of me didn't want to leave Dolos and Portland. New Mexico would allow me to
visit a place that I had always wanted to visit, Santa Fe. After months of "watching for signs" I
accepted spirit's invitation to move. I offered my gratitude for everything that took place
during my time in Portland. I said good-bye to all of my friends in Portland and headed to
New Mexico.
I arrived in New Mexico on September 15, 2007. That evening I checked into my hotel room,
which Cyrus arranged for me. The room was extra, extra nice and just what I needed after a
rough day of flying. Before I got too comfortable, I decided to go out for some groceries and
stopped by the front desk to retrieve directions to the closest grocery store. I stopped by the
business center to check my email and discovered the following email in my Inbox.

Dear Chris,
Last night my partner and I joined our dear friends Nicolas (Thaddeus' brother) and Priscilla
for a fun evening of drinks and dinner in downtown Monroe. The four of us have been close
friends for a number of years and have enjoyed many special times together in Monroe, Mexico
(Cabos San Lucas), and south Florida. We have also supported each other through the
challenges of life---the loss of parents, friends and family. We share the special bonds of both
joy and tears. Last night Thaddeus came up in the conversation. By way of background, I didn't
know Thaddeus growing up in Monroe, but my partner Samson was a class behind him in
elementary school and high school and lived a few blocks away. Samson and Thaddeus were
on the Monroe Junior High and Monroe High School swim teams together. Samson remembers
Thaddeus as one of the best looking kids around and one of the nicest. (I went to Monroe's
Catholic schools, which, by and large, generated an entirely different social network at that
stage of life so I did not cross paths with Thaddeus.)
Samson went to the University of Miami after high school graduation in 1974 and spent the
next ten years primarily in Miami, returning to Monroe to support his parents when his father
was very ill with cancer in 1984. After Samson's father died, Samson eventually moved back to
Monroe and became involved with me in a number of community organizations, including the
United Way. In the context of planning some fundraising events, we became acquainted with
Nicolas and Priscilla, who are a few years older, and really hit it off. Nicolas and Priscilla are
vivacious, high-spirited and passionate about life, and we have shared a broad spectrum
of adventures and good times. From time to time, my partner and I have had conversations
about Thaddeus and about the fact that we really wished we had crossed paths as adults and

had an opportunity to know each other and share our life experiences. Priscilla had tried to
arrange a meeting whenever Thaddeus was in Monroe, but timing never seemed quite right
and it never worked out.
After last night's brief conversation about Thaddeus with Priscilla, I realized that Priscilla was
reaching out to us to try and understand some things about Thaddeus...things that we are
simply not in a position to answer. It made both of us feel this tremendous sense of loss and of
mystery. We had both gone to the funeral home when Thaddeus had died acutely aware that
Thaddeus' death was emblematic of an entire generation of young gay men, this one from our
own community, but sadly we didn't know him, and were paying our respects as an outgrowth
of our growing friendship with Nicolas and Priscilla..This morning we talked about Thaddeus
again. We both said again how sorry we were that we didn't know Thaddeus and didn't have
an opportunity to share our common connections and experiences. And then, on the off chance
that there was something about Thaddeus on the internet, something that could bridge the
time and space, I executed a simple, straightforward google search - "Thaddeus (last name
removed for protection) ". I have been intermittently conducting family genealogical research
on both Samson's family and mine and have been amazed by the resources and information
available on-line. So, with that in mind, I hit the search button which led me straight to you
and, in so many ways, to Thaddeus. In fact, your incredible web site was the one and only hit!
I read much of your story out loud to Samson and we have been so moved by your power,
honesty and eloquence, and by the knowledge that Thaddeus had such an incredibly loving
relationship with you. Your visit to Monroe to see Thaddeus' grave site had in us tears and
reminded us so vividly of the family and friends that we have lost. You have beautifully

captured some universal themes about our generation and will undoubtedly empower many
others with your personal search for meaning. Your last entry indicates (rather amazingly)
that you are moving to Santa Fe, New Mexico today, September 15th, 2007. I believe deeply in
synchronicity, so I don't think this is just a coincidence. I'm sending a message, and in many
ways it's just as much as message from Thaddeus as it is from us. May your latest life
adventure and journey begin with the knowledge that you have deeply touched us in Monroe,
Michigan, and that the love you shared with Thaddeus continues to reverberate in the
universe. - Will and Samson

Fighting Spirit
was the CD deluxe edition bonus track from Confessions on a Dance Floor in 2005. - "Don't let it get
you down Keep the fighting spirit and turn your head around, Don't let it take you in, Keep the fighting
spirit and you'll begin again "

Will and Samson's message had me in tears. I guess I had a lot to be emotional about my
first day in New Mexico. After all, I had just moved half-way across the country and left
several people behind that were very dear to me. Suddenly, I found myself in a strange place
and the only person I knew was Joseph; a Spanish Catholic guy who I met through a roommate

ad on CraigsList.
After a good nights sleep in my really plush hotel bed, I woke up the next morning completely
refreshed. After a warm shower and a healthy breakfast, I packed my bags, checked out of my
room and hit the ground running. I spent that morning checking out various neighborhoods in
Albuquerque. My first impression was that Albuquerque was not my type of town. It didn't
even feel like the United States. I kept thinking to myself, if Portland was my favorite city in the
United States, Albuquerque had to be my least favorite. While I was driving around, I called
Joseph and made arrangements to meet him at a hotel parking lot off the Interstate. We met a
few hours later, made our brief introductions and then followed each other to the airport, so I
could return my rental car. Once I dropped off my car, we spent the next fifteen minutes briefly
getting to know one another. Joseph drove us back to his house in Rio Rancho, a small
bedroom community between Albuquerque and Santa Fe. Joseph was not only a handsome
guy, but very nice and very personable. His house was really spacious and very well
decorated.
Within a few days I had settled very comfortably into one of Joseph's extra bedrooms. Joseph
did an excellent job at making me feel at home. While I waited for my furniture to be delivered,
I spent the first few days getting to know Joseph and learning my way around my new
neighborhood. Since I did not own a car, Joseph was nice enough to loan me his extra truck.
The very next week Joseph's mother was passing through town on one of her Mary Kay sales
trips and decided to stop in and spend the night with us. His mother was a devout Catholic
and full of energy. She was a lot of fun to talk to and I could tell she was one of those women
who constantly had a lot going on. During her brief visit, she told us about an upcoming event

at the Taos Pueblo, called San Geronimo Day. Since I was new to New Mexico, she thought San
Geronimo Day would be a good opportunity for me to soak in the local culture and witness
some of the local Native American traditions. Without going into any details about my Native
American experiences in Oregon, I told her I was very interested. A week later Joseph, his
friend Bernice and I met Joseph's mother, father and their German exchange student in Taos,
New Mexico, where we attended San Geronimo Day.
Since Joseph's mother did a lot of trading with the Taos ladies, she was able to sneak us into the
pueblo for free and we were able to sit down and have lunch with an actual Taos family. I kept
pinching myself, making sure that I wasn't dreaming. Just two weeks ago I was packing my
things up and leaving Portland and now I found myself eating a traditional Taos lunch, in a
traditional Taos home. I spent the entire time staring at all of the family portraits, handmade
Indian crafts and the beautiful Eagle feather hanging in the living room window. I was in
complete awe.
After lunch, we all walked down to the village, which was at least a thousand years old, if not
older. For me, it was like walking back in time. My first reaction was that I had experienced a
past life here. As I crossed the small, wooden bridge that stretched over the stream that ran
through the middle of the village, I felt like a part of my soul had returned home. I kept having
the feeling that I was watching a rerun from a movie I had seen before. It didn't feel like deja
vu, it felt much more familiar. I couldn't explain it, but it definitely felt like a glimpse into the
past.
Once we arrived in the center of the village, we all split up and went our separate ways. I
walked around and talked to tribe members from other tribes, who had driven in from parts of

New Mexico, Utah, Colorado and Arizona. They had come in for the day to sell their crafts. I
saw some amazing jewelry, pottery, drums and various handmade crafts, that were absolutely
incredible. I felt like a kid in a candy store. Although I wanted to buy everything, I settled for a
beaded Macaw feather from a Native American named, Damascus. I figured this feather would
make a great addition to my feather collection; which included the feather Pasco blessed for me
during my first sweat lodge in Oregon (See Hung Up), a hummingbird feather that I found on
my balcony in Portland, and an owl feather that I found during one of my many hikes in
Oregon. Although the Macaw feather only cost me twenty dollars, I knew it would become a
priceless addition to my collection. It would always remind me of my day in Taos.

Several days later, on October 2, 2007, I moved into my own apartment in Santa Fe. And two
days after that my new camera arrived. This new camera was much nicer than the one that I
had dropped in the water, back in August. Later that evening I picked Dolos up at the
Albuquerque airport. He flew in from Portland and we spent the next four days celebrating his
birthday. His birthday package included a day-trip to Taos, a trip to the top of Sandia Peak, via
the Sandia Tramway, a night of gaming at the Sandia Casino, and a beautiful drive to the
Rocky Mountains to see the Aspens. I wanted Dolos to have a memorable birthday. We had a

really nice four days together.
On October 7, I drove Dolos to the Albuquerque airport for his return trip to Portland. As he
removed his luggage from the trunk of my rental car, I began to cry. I could barely say goodbye to him. I wasn't sure when I would see him again, so I became very emotional about his
departure.
I spent the next couple of weeks getting to know Santa Fe on a more intimate level, and during
that time, connected with a local, gay artist who had lived in Santa Fe for over twenty years.
His name was Joel. Joel and I became instant friends. Spending time with Joel gave me the
opportunity to see Santa Fe on a very honest level, and through the eyes of a single, gay man.
Quickly, I discovered that Santa Fe was perfect for partnered gay men, but not such a great
place for single gay men. And Albuquerque, well, forget it. It was not my type of town.
The more time I spent in Santa Fe, the more I realized it had a lot to offer when it came to art
and Native American crafts, but I knew that would not be enough to sustain me over a long
period of time. I needed to be around openly, gay people. All of the gay people in Santa Fe
were either partnered (but secretly looking) or completely closeted, and neither of those
lifestyles interested me. I began to have second thoughts about staying in New Mexico, and I
began to wonder what type of goose chase my spirit guides were leading me on. Then it
occurred to me. Perhaps my trip to New Mexico was nothing more than a six-week extended
vacation. Maybe it was just the starting point for my latest reincarnation. Either way, I was
very grateful for the flexibility my job offered while I tried to figure everything out.
Since I had signed a month-to-month lease, I decided to run an ad on CraigsList to find
someone to take over my lease. Instead of trying to decide if Santa Fe was the right place for

me, I gave up my lease, placed all of my things in storage and headed to North Carolina for
November and December. I decided I would work from my sister's house during those two
months, while I tried to figure out where I wanted to live.
I departed for North Carolina on Saturday, October 27. My flights from New Mexico to North
Carolina were uneventful, but I became somewhat concerned when I saw the dried up lakes
and river banks, as we flew over parts of Mississippi, Alabama, Georgia, South Carolina and
North Carolina. It was devastating. The drought had a firm grip on the Bible Belt and it made
me wonder if there was something besides nature and global warming that was causing the
devastation. I wondered if mass consciousness had something to do with the drought, too.
I arrived safely in North Carolina and spent the next month visiting family and friends. I
returned to Washington, DC to pay visit to a few friends and took the time to go to services at
the Arlington Metaphysical Chapel. It was during this visit that I began thinking about my
upcoming Soul Retrieval, which I had scheduled with a shamanic practitioner by the name of
Dinah.

Like A Flower
was written for the Ray of Light CD, and leaked onto the Internet around 2003. "You'll always be a part
of me What you love can never let you go, You'll always be inside of me, Like a flower you grow."

The idea of having a soul retrieval came to me after Dolos had one performed the previous
September, back in Oregon. I thought about having mine performed in Oregon, but decided to
wait until I arrived in North Carolina during the holidays. I wanted my soul retrieval to take
place in North Carolina, because most of my life's most traumatic events had taken place there.
I figured most of my soul parts were still there. As I began my search for a shamanic
practitioner, I came across Dinah's Web site and was blown away when I discovered that she
was located only thirty minutes from where I grew up.
I contacted Dinah the first week I arrived in North Carolina and during our initial phone
conversation, discovered that she had moved to North Carolina in 2004, from California. She
informed me that she would have to consult her spirit guides and teachers as to whether or not
she would be able to work with me. A few days later I received an email from her stating that
everything looked good and that she was excited to have the opportunity to work together. She
asked me to start working on my intention.

This was Dinah's message to me:
I would like to pose some ideas for you to sit with....
In my belief system, while others may need your support, love and assistance, they do
not need your soul. You need your soul to do the good work you came here to do. In
fact, I believe that by having someone hang on to your soul parts, this prevents that
person from finishing their own business or doing the work they need to do in this
lifetime.
In a non-spiritual comparison...You are always using your time to make sure that
George's checkbook is balanced and keep filling his bank if he is low. This drains you
and keeps George from learning how to take care of his own money and to think wisely
about how he spends his resources. It might be better to teach him how to take care of
his money and also be a good example. This does not mean never loan or gift, it just
means there are other solutions.
Maybe consider to have it so that we get back your soul parts from those people who
have hurt you throughout this and other lifetimes, while at the same time offering
healing and help to those who have borrowed your soul parts. After they've received the
healing and you've retrieved your soul parts, you can search for a new way to be helpful
and supportive, without losing parts of your soul again.
On November 16, four days after returning from DC, Dinah and I set the intention for my soul
retrieval. Once we set the intention, we scheduled our first soul retrieval session for Saturday,
December 1, 2007, at 10:00 AM. To prepare, she asked me to do the following exercises:
1) Continue my heart breathing, inviting my spirit guides (known or unknown) to come

into my dreaming and help me prepare to receive the healing I was seeking.
2) Keep a diary of my dreams, and
3) Continue to clarify and sit with my intention. She added that I was to have no alcohol
24 hours prior to our first session.
A week before my soul retrieval, it finally occurred to me why North Carolina continued to
have such a strong pull. Aside from needing to visit my friends and family from time to time,
parts of my soul resided there. It was important for me during this visit to North Carolina, to
find those soul parts that had been missing for so long.
Originally, I had planned on Dolos holding space and attending my ceremony with me, but
those plans were canceled. I contacted my niece, Abigail (See Lucky Star) to see if she would
hold space for me. After thinking about it, it made more sense for her to attend the ceremony
with me, anyway. She responded with a definite "Yes!" Once that was firmed up, everything
was set in motion for my very first Soul Retrieval. I became full of anticipation as the first day
of December quickly approached.

During the early morning of November 29, 2007, just a few days before my soul retrieval, I was
visited by someone that I had not seen since November of 1969. It was my best friend from
childhood, and his name was Lynn. He came to me in a dream. In the dream I was running

through the woods, down by the creek where he and I used to play as children. As I was
running through the woods, in the dream, I looked behind me and discovered Lynn running
right along with me. His face looked just like he did when we were kids. This was amazing to
me, because I had forgotten what he looked like, until I saw him in the dream.
Lynn and I grew up in the same neighborhood and became best friends during the first grade.
We were in the same homeroom class. We spent the next school year becoming really good
friends. The following summer we spent most of our days playing in the woods, catching all
sorts of animals and filling our aquariums with crayfish, tadpoles, salamanders, or any other
creatures we could find. We did everything together. Lynn was my best friend in the whole,
wide world.
The next year we ended up in the same homeroom again, where we both developed a crush on
the same girl. Her name was Salma. Nothing came between me and Lynn after this. On our
way home from school we would drop our books by the edge of the creek, take off our shoes
and socks, roll up our pant legs and spend the next few hours turning over rocks and playing
in the water. We would get in trouble when we got home, but it didn't matter. We loved
playing in the creek. Wherever you saw Lynn, I was always close behind.
By the time we reached the third grade we were inseparable. And as destiny would have it, we
ended up in the same homeroom for the third year in a row. By this time we were a force to
deal with. We seemed to get in trouble almost every single day. We got in trouble for doing
things like, talking in class, passing notes or being disruptive when we became bored with the
day's lesson. I can guarantee that our homeroom teacher remembers us to this day.
On Friday, November 14, 1969, Lynn and I were asked to stay after school for talking. We were

instructed to sit and hand write pages from the dictionary, starting with "A". As we were
copying the text from the dictionary, Lynn leaned over and told me that his parent's had
bought him a go-cart, and asked me if I wanted to come over on Saturday to take a spin. I told
him that my mother would never let me ride something like that, so I knew better than to even
ask. We went back to copying the dictionary. After detention we both walked home together,
and I escorted him to his house and then continued to my house, which was just a short walk
down the street.
The next morning I got up early to watch cartoons and as I was sitting in the den watching
television, the phone rang. Lynn's mother called to say that Lynn had been in a go-cart accident
and was in the hospital, in very serious condition. Two days later Lynn died from a major head
concussion. My mother took me to the funeral home to see Lynn the night before his funeral,
and as I peaked over the edge of the casket, I thought we had walked into the wrong room. The
body lying there was not my best friend. There had been so much swelling from his injury, that
his face was completely unrecognizable. I looked at him and said, "That's not Lynn! It doesn't
even look like him." My life changed forever when Lynn died. A lot of innocence was lost. I
was 8 years old.
Months passed by and Lynn's parents sold their house and moved across town. Lynn's mother
couldn't bare the site of me, because every time she saw me, she expected to see Lynn
somewhere nearby.
Nine years passed and I graduated from high school. Shortly after graduation, I took a job with
Harris-Teeter, which was a grocery story located on the side of town where Lynn's parents
lived. I was hired as a bag boy/cashier. One day while I was the cashier on duty, Lynn's

parent's walked in. I recognized them the moment they walked through the door, but I had
changed so much they didn't recognize me at all. As it turned out, they came through my line
that day. As I rang out their groceries, I gave no clues as to who I was. I wanted to tell them so
perhaps I could get a photo of Lynn, but I wasn't sure how they would respond, so I didn't say
anything. I saw them a few more times before I moved on to my next job, and never once got
up the nerve to reveal my identity.
Many more years passed by and I was at the gay bar where I met Thaddeus, and ran into
Lynn's younger brother, Pete. I walked up to him and said, "I always knew you were gay!" and
at that point told him who I was. We both laughed. We talked that evening and I asked him if
there was any way possible for him to get a photo of Lynn for me. I told him that the only
image I had of Lynn was him lying in the casket, swollen and unrecognizable. I wanted to
remember what he looked like when we were friends. He said that all of the photos of Lynn
were put away in the attic and his name was never mentioned, or brought up in any family
conversations. It was as if he never existed. This made me incredibly sad and very angry.
I think about Lynn every now and then, especially when I visit my parent's grave, which is
only a few hundred feet from Lynn's grave. Every once in a while I'll stop by his grave to pay
my respects, and reflect on our short time together.
I was extremely grateful that he decided to visit me in a dream just days before my soul
retrieval.
As I prepared for my soul retrieval, I thought back on everything that had happened over the
last few months. First, there was my sister's apology, then the email from Thaddeus' family,
then my glimpse into a past life at the Taos Pueblo, and finally my dream reunion with Lynn. It

felt as though everything was falling into place, just in time for my soul retrieval.
My soul retrieval took place on December 1, 2007, at 10:00 AM, with Dinah, Abigail and our
spirit guides and teachers in attendance. We had an amazing two hours together. Collectively,
we set the following intention:
"To retrieve those soul parts that I have released (stolen or given) out to various lovers,
family members and friends. I ask that those soul parts be gathered and reassembled
within me. I am now able to manifest and perform those things I came here to do, and
create a stable and nurturing environment for my spiritual growth. At the same time I
would like to return those soul parts that I have borrowed from others and wish for
them their highest and best good."
On December 18, 2007, two weeks after my first soul retrieval, Dinah and I completed my
follow-up session, which was used to tie up any loose ends missed during the first session.
Since my soul retrieval was so special and sacred to me, I've decided to keep the rest of my soul
retrieval private.

Liquid Love
was intended for the Music CD, and leaked onto the internet on 15 August 2008.

Six days after my second soul retrieval session, and fifty-eight days after arriving in North
Carolina, Christmas Eve finally arrived. It was time for the family to gather around for some
holiday bliss. The big announcement this Christmas was my niece, Abigail's (See Physical
Attraction) engagement to her boyfriend, Eran. He had asked her to marry him earlier that
morning.
Abigail was completely beside herself and as for her engagement ring, it was absolutely
beautiful. Everyone in the family toasted their engagement and took a moment to welcome
Eran into the family. I was extremely happy for Abigail and Eran, and very grateful to be in
North Carolina while the magical event took place. I was a very proud uncle. I thought it was
interesting that Abigail was the same age (23) as I was, when I first met Thaddeus. I was very
happy that Abigail and Eran had found each other and I wished them all of the happiness in
the world. I just knew these two were meant to be together. I hoped it was for the rest of their
lives. Abigail turned to me at one point, and said, "Okay! Now it's your turn!" Jokingly, in
response, I said, "Well after all that I've been through, I better get a bigger ring!" We both
laughed.
The next day, Christmas morning arrived and it was time to hit the road. After spending the
last fifty-nine days with family, I couldn't wait to get back to my own life and back into my
own routine. I was ready to settle into my next apartment and get back into the gym. It had
been weeks since I had worked out and I was beginning to feel very lackadaisical about a lot of
things. I didn't like that feeling. I was very grateful for my time with my family, but it was time
to get back to my own reality.
After some consideration, I decided that my journey would not continue in Santa Fe. I knew

Santa Fe was too small, too expensive and too isolated at this stage in my life. I decided that I
would start out this next chapter six-hours north of Santa Fe, in Denver, Colorado. The main
reason I chose Denver was because it was very similar to Santa Fe as far as location, but it was
a larger city and had more to offer a single person. Denver also had easy access to the Rocky
Mountains and many national parks, and would also give my family a new place to visit if they
ever decided they wanted to venture out of North Carolina.
And so I loaded up my new Ford F-150, which I had purchased a couple of weeks before
Christmas, and headed west on Interstate-40.
My first day on the road took me from Burlington, North Carolina, to Jackson, Tennessee,
where I spent Christmas night in a cheap hotel (Old Hickory Inn) off of the Interstate. The next
morning I left Jackson and drove through Memphis, Little Rock and across the snow-covered
Ozark mountains, to Oklahoma City, Oklahoma. I spent the next two days held up in my hotel
room, waiting for the weather to change. On Friday morning, December 28, after the weather
broke I continued west on Interstate-40 and as soon as I hit the Texas border, met an icecovered Interstate. I spent the next several hours driving twenty miles per hour and fighting
bumper-to-bumper traffic through dangerous driving conditions. It was at that moment that I
was glad I purchased my truck, and I was very grateful that it had a four-wheel-drive vehicle.
After a couple of hours of on-and-off-road maneuvering I eventually ran out of the snow and
continued west through Amarillo, Texas, Albuquerque, New Mexico and then north to Santa
Fe. I spent a couple of days in Santa Fe, visiting my friend, Joel, and packing up my things,
which had been in storage since late October. On Sunday, December 30, with my U-Haul in
tow, I said good-bye and headed north towards Denver on Interstate-25. By the time I arrived

in Denver I was completely exhausted. From the moment I left North Carolina, until the time I
arrived in Colorado, I counted over twenty red-tail hawks sitting in trees, on the side of the
interstate. During my drive through Arkansas one of the hawks flew out to greet me, passed
directly over my truck and then circled back to his post. I felt like the great spirits had been
watching over me during this particular drive.
Once I arrived in Denver I put my things in storage and settled in with my new temporary
housemate, whom I had met through another ad on CraigsList. (Thank God for CraigsList!) His
name was Julius. I spent New Year's Eve with him and his friends and ended up having a
really nice evening. Everyone was extremely nice and a lot of fun. Even though it was my first
time meeting everyone, I couldn't help but think how comfortable I felt in a room full of
complete strangers. I never for a moment felt out of place.
Almost everyone left the party before midnight because they didn't want to be on the icy roads
with all of the drunk drivers, so I brought the New Year in with Julius, his friend Nason and an
older lesbian couple from next door. Their names were Bethany and Bethel. These two ladies
were completely amazing! They both were in their late 80's and had met in their 40's. They had
been together for 42 years. I sat and listened to them tell the story of how they met, their time
together and their travels around the world to places like Ireland, Scotland, Afghanistan, New
Zealand and Australia, just to name a few. I was completely blown away that at 87, they both
were still going strong and had plans to return to Scotland in the early part of 2008. It was a
complete honor to bring in the New Year with these two ladies.
I spent the next week getting to know Julius and another friend of his, Ben. Both guys were
completely fascinating and a lot of fun to hang out with.

As I continued to live with Julius on a temporary basis, I began my search for my own place.
During the initial search I decided to visit Full Moon Books, Coffees and Events bookstore. I
wanted to see if they had a community board with postings for housing. They did not, but
during my visit I discovered they were having a psychic fair. It was January 06, 2008.
As soon as I realized what was going on I decided to sit down with one of the tarot card
readers whose name was Eve. Instantly, I decided that my main focus in our reading would be
to figure out which Denver neighborhood would be best suited for me. After a quick
introduction, Eve asked me to pull a few cards and then she proceeded with the reading.
Without any help from me, she immediately began talking about the last two and a half years
of my life. Without going into any specific details, she said that I did the right thing by
removing myself from a certain environment. She said, in fact, it was one of the best things I
could have done for myself at that particular moment. She confirmed that my time in Portland
was a tremendous time of spiritual growth, but was no longer a nurturing environment for me,
and that's why spirit wanted me to pick up and leave. She said there had been a lot of love
there, but it would have turned into a great period of jealousy and deception if I had stayed.
The reading then moved to my relocation to Denver. She informed me that Denver was
founded in November of 1858, under the sign of Scorpio, and would be very compatible with
my sun sign, Cancer. Good things were going to happen for me in Denver, she said. As soon as
she said that, she turned over the "Luxury" card. She then said that I was going to experience a
period of luxury within the next year. We then focused on Denver neighborhoods and after we
figured out which ones best suited me, I turned the focus of the reading to my soul retrieval. I
wanted to see what effects my soul retrieval had on my life and my spiritual growth. We
pulled the "Happiness" card and the "High Priestess" card. She informed me that my soul

retrieval was a huge success and congratulated me on completing such a difficult, important
task. We then ended the reading, she served me a piece of cake and sent me on my way. It
totally reminded of a scene out of the movie, The Matrix, when the Oracle served, Neo,
chocolate chip cookies. I left feeling pleasantly surprised and completely rejuvenated.
Two days later, on January 8, during the first new moon of 2008, I signed a six-month lease on
my new place in Lakewood, Colorado. This house was built in the 1970's and was surrounded
by several horse ranches. A small creek, which flowed down from the Rocky Mountains, ran
beside the large deck on the north side of the house. My house was only a mile from my gym
and the Belmar community of Lakewood, Colorado. And, it was only a couple of miles from
the Full Moon bookstore. Although it was cold and snowy on the outside, I couldn't wait to
settle into my new, cozy house that came with a really nice fireplace.
Not long after I settled into my new place, did I notice an unusual bird sitting on a tree by the
creek that ran by my house. It was a type of bird that I had never seen before. After several
days I noticed that the bird kept returning to the same area, day after day. After taking a closer
look and after doing some research on-line, I discovered that the bird was a Merlin Falcon.
According to my research, the Merlin Falcon spent most of it's winter in parts of the US.,
including Colorado. I instantly looked up the shaman meaning for Falcon and was blown away
when I discovered that it carried the following wisdom:
• Assisting in soul healing
• Accompanying the soul back to the soul world
• Teaching swiftness
• Learning the aerobatics of life

• Controlling speed and movement
• Understanding magic.
At that point I realized that the magic that I had experienced in Oregon, had followed me to
Colorado. I was grateful for the wisdom the Falcon had to offer and decided to name him or
her, Merlin. This sighting let me know that I made the right decision in renting this particular
place in Lakewood. It was the perfect place for my soul continue its healing.
As I moved my things into my new home and began unpacking, I came across the box that
held all of my items for my alter. It wasn't long before I came across various stones and
mementos which Dolos had given me as gifts. As I touched each item, particularly my drum, I
thought back to all of the good times he and I shared. All of those things were still very special
to me. Once I set up my alter I meditated for the first time in several months. Through my
meditation I sent Dolos many blessings, lots of love and a kick in the ass...and then turned my
focus to the future and everything Colorado had in store.
Within the first few weeks, I started attending a drumming circle every Tuesday night, at the
Full Moon bookstore. Drumming was something that really interested me and instantly
became a Tuesday night ritual. My first night turned out to be an incredible jam session for me
and everyone in the group. There were some amazing drums and drummers in the circle and I
don't think I've ever beat a drum so hard and with so much passion, in my life. The rhythms
just poured from my body, my mind and my spirit. I found myself completely amazed at being
able to keep up with what appeared to be several professional drummers. It turned out to be a
very magical night.
The following Tuesday night, January 22, 2008, I drummed in memory of one of my favorite

actors, Heath Ledger.
On February, 11, a month after moving into my house by the creek, Paco (See Hung Up) and
his American Indian brothers and sisters set out on a 5-month journey, on foot, that would take
them from San Francisco, California, to Washington, DC. They were scheduled to arrive in the
nation's capital on July 11, 2008. The event was known as The Longest Walk 2. Since I
contributed in a fundraiser that Paco sponsored several months before I left Portland, I was
excited to see this event get underway. They walked with the message: "All Life is Sacred, Save
Mother Earth." They also walked for the Seventh Generation, their youth, for peace, for justice,
for the healing of Mother Earth, and for the healing of their people suffering from diabetes,
heart conditions, alcoholism, drug addiction, and other diseases.
Since I was unable to participate in the Longest Walk 2 with Paco and his people, I decided that
I would think of them every time I drummed. Through my drumming, I sent Paco and his
people bright light, good health, and offered up parts of my spirit for their long journey.
Knowing Paco, I knew he would receive my messages through spirit, even though we had lost
touch with one another after I left Oregon.
The day after the Longest Walk 2 began, February 12, my sister called to see if I remembered
what day it was, and of course I knew it was my mother's birthday. She would have been 85
years old on this day. It was nice to remember this day with my sister. Remembering my
mother's birthday made me think back to the second session of my soul retrieval, when Dinah
told me about a message she received from my mother during one of her meditations. She said
the vision that my mother presented to her in the meditation was that of the Madonna and
Child. As if to say that no matter what my siblings tried to project onto me in the past, I was

always her special one. (Silently, I wondered if perhaps it was my mother's way of
acknowledging this story, as well.) Dinah said that I should always remember this image when
I think of my mother and my relationship with my siblings. She reminded me that we're never
too old to heal those wounds from our past and this image would help in the retrieval, healing
and reintegration of that soul part; taken earlier in my life.
Over the next couple of weeks I fell in love with my new, temporary home in Denver. I
especially enjoyed spending time around the creek. The sound of the running water was very
soothing and comforting. It reminded me of the creek that Lynn and I used to play in as
children. As the days grew longer and warmer, different types of wildlife started showing up.
By late February, I had been visited by several pair of Mallards, Magpies, Gilded Flickers,
Hairy Woodpeckers, Raccoon's, Skunks, and a pair of Muskrats. Being a huge nature lover, it
felt great to be surrounded by so much wildlife.

As the end of February approached, I knew all of my soul parts had been returned to me. I
could finally feel that I had healed most of the issues which haunted me in my past. I felt more
present, more whole and complete and ready to take on new challenges and opportunities.
On February 29, (Leap Day) I decided to celebrate the completion of my soul retrieval. I had
experienced several intense reincarnations throughout my life, but none of them were as
spiritual, healing or reality-changing as my soul retrieval. With my soul retrieval behind me, it

was now time to dive head on into the next chapter of my life.

Deeper and Deeper
was the fourth track from the Erotica CD released on October 20, 1992. "Kisses sent from heaven above
They get sweeter and sweeter the more that I know. This feeling inside, I can't explain. But my love is
alive, And I'm never gonna hide it again"

Soul Group: A group of souls that we are spiritually connected to, just as we are connected
to the collective conscious. These are a group of souls we are meant to connect with in the spirit
world, as well as the physical world. Our angels, spirit guides and teachers are also part of our
soul group. People from our soul group come into our lives at seemingly random times to learn
or teach a lesson, or many lessons, depending on the amount of time we spend together. We
recognize another soul group member by their spiritual energy. Whether we have good or bad
experiences with each soul group member doesn't matter, there is great value in every
experience. Mother Earth and Father Sky also play a big part in the collective conscious and the
law of universality. Together, we're all very small seeds in an unimaginably large universe, but
collectively, we play a very significant role in all of creation and preservation.
Out of Your Mind (Astrology Forecast - April 2008 until January 2010) This influence
represents an enormous revolution in your consciousness, as you are exposed to aspects of life

that you never dreamed possible. These might include any of the following: metaphysics;
astrology; magic; altered states of consciousness, perhaps through meditation or groups whose
ideas are extremely idealistic and radical. What is actually happening is that tremendous new
understandings are asserting themselves in your life with such force that they seem to upset all
your past ways of thinking. However, this is only a problem of perspective. At this time you
are in the middle of these changes and cannot see the relationship between your new
consciousness and your old. But they are related, which you will come to understand as the
immediate impact of this influence begins to pass. This is a period of tremendous psychological
insights and change. Keep your situation fluid enough that you can make changes as necessary.
Do not try to build permanent structures at this time, because you will have to change them
again and again. It should be noted, however, that the primary effects of this influence occur at
the psychological level. Possibly you will respond to this influence with confusion, doubt and
uncertainty. Let it be, and wait for the situation to settle down. Try to minimize the elements of
your life that require you to make long-range commitments, because your changing
consciousness will make it difficult to continue such a commitment. If old goals lose their
meaning, that is what must be. Be patient, and new goals will enter your life that will better fit
your new state of mind. Others may think you have gone out of your mind because of what
you do and see at this time, but do not be concerned. This revolution in ideas and
consciousness is a fundamental part of your life, and it must be allowed to pursue its own
course. Copyright www.astro.com
I continued my descent deeper and deeper down the rabbit hole.
So far my soul group consisted of my mother and father; Lynn my best friend in the first,

second and third grades; Thaddeus, my first lover and a man of Italian descent; Massah and
Samuel, two men of Lumbee Indian descent; Titus, a man of African descent; Zuriel, another
man of Italian descent; Joel, another man of African descent; Cyrus, a man of African and
Cherokee Indian descent; Chuza, my friend and spiritual counselor; Lois, my Swedish sister;
Reba, my friend and a woman of Italian descent; Ruth, my Irish friend and inspiration behind
this story; Levi, another man of African descent; Roberto, a man of Brazilian descent; Benjamin,
a man of French and Cherokee Indian descent; Paco, a medicine man from the Klamath Indian
tribe; Dolos, a man of Italian\Portuguese\Irish descent; Joel, a man of Texas/Mexican descent;
Dinah, the shamanic practitioner who performed my soul retrieval; several close friends of
over thirty years and members of my family, which are of Scotch/Irish/Swedish descent.
March 4th, 2008 arrived and I decided it was time to march forth into the next chapter of my
life. With my Soul Retrieval behind me, I couldn't help but wonder what new adventures lie
ahead, and where my life was headed.
As I searched for ways to explore deeper realms of my spirituality, I thought it was a good time
to remind myself that life was nothing less than an education and planet Earth was nothing less
than an institution; a place where souls gathered in groups to learn about unconditional love.
As I kept this in mind I wondered when the next member of my soul group would arrive, what
he or she would look like, and what new lessons this person would teach me about life and
love.

4 Minutes
was track number two and the first single from the Hard Candy CD. " If you want it, You already got it,
If you've thought it, It better be what you want, If you feel it, It must be real just..., Say the word, and I
will give you what you want"

On March 15, 2008, my next soul group member, Angelo (a man of Mexican descent) and I
decided to ride over to the Denver Merchandise Mart, to attend the Denver Metaphysical Fair.
When we arrived at the fair, there were crowds of people everywhere. Angelo turned to me
and said, "I didn't realize this many people were interested in this sort of thing!" To be honest, I
was pretty shocked myself. There were hundreds of people gathered around various booths
buying spiritual tokens, signing up for readings and participating in various seminars.
Since they were only charging $20 for twenty minute readings, I decided to sit down with a
few readers to hear what things they had to share with me. I thought it would be a fun way to
pass my Saturday afternoon. I ended up having three readings. I didn't bring any specific
questions or concerns, I just asked the readers for general information.
My first reading was with a lady from a small town in southern Colorado. To make a twenty
minute reading brief, she told me that I was at a turning point in my spiritual life. She told me
that I was now ready to teach others what I had learned. She said I would be doing that in

various ways and those methods would reveal themselves to me over time. She told me that I
was a Monk in a previous life and brought with me a lot of knowledge and wisdom. When the
brief reading was over, I thanked her for her time and proceeded to my next reading.
A few minutes later I found myself on the other side of the merchandise mart, where I sat
down with a completely different woman for my second reading. Again, to make a twenty
minute reading very brief, she repeated almost exactly the same thing as the first reader. She
added that I should pay close attention to the phases of the moon and I should make a very
strong effort to stay completely grounded throughout this next spiritual adventure, and she
wished me luck. At the end of the reading I pulled out my notes from the first reading and
shared them with her. We both laughed at the similarities. I walked away feeling quite amused.
Quite sometime later, I sat down with my third and final reader. I asked for a general reading
and after meditating quietly for a minute or two, this reader proceeded with the following
information: "The image that keeps coming to mind, very vividly, is of a knight kneeling down,
about to receive his knighthood. And standing very bright and tall behind this knight is an
incredibly large, bright angel. This angel is there to offer support and guidance and all of the
"fire power" that will be needed to help this knight on his upcoming quest." He then proceeded
to tell me that I was the knight and this image was symbolic of things to come. He said this
quest that I was about to embark on would require courage, creativity and a tremendous
amount of enthusiasm. He warned me about getting to far ahead of myself and told me to take
my time and proceed very slowly. He also told me to follow through with incredible integrity.
He told me that it was going to be a very exciting time in my life. When the reading was over I
thanked him for his time and energy, and walked away wondering what in heaven's name was

going on. To be honest, I wasn't expecting any of this and suddenly felt overwhelmed.
I quickly reunited with Angelo and we decided to leave the fair. During our walk back to my
truck, we shared the details of our readings.
Two weeks later, on March 29, Angelo and I drove down to Pueblo, Colorado to meet up with
the Longest Walk 2 walkers. Yes, the participates in the northern route had finally made it to
southern Colorado. We spent that afternoon participating in a rally and listening to the prayers
of the walkers.
When the rally was over, Angelo and I followed the walkers for a short period of time, then
returned to my truck and headed back to Denver. As we drove off, we wished everyone
Godspeed. They were now leaving the Rocky Mountains and heading out onto the Great
Plains.

On April 3, Madonna released the video to her next single "4 minutes". When I watched the
video for the first time, I noticed at one split-second, the digital clock in the background
showed 1:32:20. (See image at top of page.) It was at this point that I knew I was still connected to
her music, and to her art.
On April 10, the Denver area woke up to several more inches of snow. In the three short
months of living in Denver, I had experienced more snow and some of the coldest

temperatures that I had ever witnessed in my life, and rumor had it that Denver was good for
snow until mid-May. I decided I needed a break from all of the winter weather. After
discussing things with my boss, I decided it was time to take a vacation. I had over three weeks
of vacation coming to me and figured this was the perfect opportunity to get out of town. As I
contemplated where to go, I decided that I would fulfill a lifelong dream and take a journey
through the desert southwest. Since I didn't have enough time to plan an itinerary, I decided
that I would let my intuition guide me on this journey. All I knew is that I wanted to go south.
On the morning of April 11, I headed out on...

My Journey Into The Desert
April 11, 2008: I left Denver on a cold, snowy day in April. I
headed south, down Interstate 25 towards Santa Fe, NM.
There were a couple of times during the drive, where the
road conditions were so bad, I actually thought about
turning around and driving back to Denver. Then, out of no
where, a red-tailed hawk would appear on the side of the road as if to say, “keep going!” so I
kept going. I saw a total of 3 hawks on this day. As dangerous as the roads were, there was
something very peaceful and beautiful about all of the white that surrounded me at certain
times. (Photo 2) It was very disorienting and erry, but also very magical. The last 2 hours of the
drive were the most intense. Visibility was extremely low and by that point I was really tired.
Luckily, I got behind an 18-wheeler, which cleared the road ahead of me and allowed me to
push on through to Santa Fe. As I pulled in Santa Fe, the skies were clear. I met my friend, Joe
at his art studio and we went to dinner at a restaurant called, Cowgirl. Later that night, as we

prepared for bed, it snowed several inches, which melted the next morning.
On Saturday, April 12, 2008, after breakfast, Joe suggested
we drive to Chimayo, New Mexico, to visit El Santuario de
Chimayo. Once we arrived, I entered a room at the front of
the sanctuary, which lead into a second room where the
walls were covered with religious artifacts, pictures, and
crucifixes. I noticed dozens of crutches, canes, and walkers covering the walls and piled up in
corners, left by people who experienced a miracle in the Santuario's third room; a tiny space
located at the front of the second room. There's almost nothing in this room except a hole in
the floor. This is the Posito, where believers reach down and grab a handful of dirt. It's widely
believed that the soil is blessed, and can bring miraculous results to ailing believers who brew
and drink the dirt (like a tea), or rub it on diseased parts of their body. This tiny hole and the
dirt inside is the main attraction at El Santuario de Chimayo. I didn’t require any healing, but
decided to take some of the blessed dirt anyway. Before I did so, I said a few prayers for all of
the people living on the earth. I was amazed at how incredibly beautiful and peaceful the
sanctuary was. It was a beautiful piece of art.
On Sunday, April 13, Joe and I had breakfast at Santa Fe
pastry shop, before I said goodbye and headed west. It was
great to spend time with Joe and I was grateful for his
hospitality. The drive from Santa Fe to Flagstaff normally
takes about 5.5 hours, but I took my time, stopping to visit
places like Old Town Albuquerque, and Gallup, New Mexico. Once I crossed over into
Arizona, I stopped by the visitor’s center and grabbed several brochures to see if any Arizona
sites or tours caught my attention. An hour later I arrived at the Petrified Forest National Park

and spent over an hour looking at everything that park had o offer. Once I left there, I drove to
Meteor Crater, Arizona. I arrived at meteor crater 1 minute before they closed the gates and
was able to explore that park for approximately thirty minutes. I had always wanted to visit
meteor crater ever since I was a young child. I left meteor crater and drove to Flagstaff, where I
got a hotel room and settled in for the night.
On Monday, April 14, I left Flagstaff and drove to Sedona,
Arizona. This drive brought me down Highway 89, through
Oak Creek Canyon. While doing a search for a campground
the night before, I came across an RV park named, Rancho
Sedona. I called as soon as I pulled into Sedona and booked
a campsite for the entire week. Sedona did not allow ground tents. Since my tent set on the bed
of my truck, they told me that I could camp. I decided that this place would be my home for
the next 5 days. Upon arrival, I instantly connected with Joni, a lady that worked the front
counter. Within minutes she told me where I could find a personal tour of the Hopi Indian
Reservation. I also inquired about having a reading by one of the local mediums. Being a
member of the National Metaphysical Association, Joni gave me her personal phone number so
we could get together later in the week to discuss a reading. She gave me her phone number,
which included the digits 1-2-3. At that point I knew I was supposed to meet her. Once I pulled
into my camp site I noticed several dutch iris. Since these flowers were my mom’s favorites, I
knew I was in the right place.

On Tuesday, April 15, I rode my bike across town to meet
the owner of the company that Joni had put me in touch
with to book my private tour of the Hopi Indian
Reservation. Once I arrived at her house I walked by
another group of purple iris. This was another sign that I
was on the right track. Her house was beautiful. We spent the next couple of hours going over
the details of my tour, which we planned for Sunday, April 20. During the two hours I learned
a great deal about the Hopi culture and their traditions. We went down the list of things I
should and shouldn’t do during my visit and gave me an idea of what I could expect during
my tour. During her presentation she briefed me on the history of the Colorado Plateau, and all
of the tribes that lived there, and she gave me a list of other areas to explore once I headed back
to Denver. I was fascinated to learn that the Colorado Plateau was very similar to the Tibetan
Plateau and on opposite ends of the globe, which explained why the people from both regions
were so spiritual and compassionate.
On Wednesday, April 16, my vacation was put on hold
while I spent the morning working on my employer’s
newsletter from the front seat of my truck. Once that was
sent, my vacation resumed. I called Joni to see if she was still
interested in getting together. Even though it was her day
off, she did want to spend some time with me. She picked me up and took me back to her
house, which was this incredible house located in the middle of three famous Sedona
vortexes. Since Joni was heavily into metaphysics, she decided to do a reading for me, which
in the end, was very similar to the readings that I had the month before at the Denver
metaphysical fair. She was spot on about a lot of things. I really enjoyed spending time with

Joni. She was my kind of people. She made my stay in Sedona quite memorable.
On Thursday, April 17, I woke up to a chilly 35 degrees. It
was difficult crawling out of the covers. After I ate
breakfast I drove over to the Airport Vortex, hiked to the
top of the mountain and did a meditation. It was a
beautifully clear day. At 1:30 in the afternoon I went on a
hike with my neighbor who goes by the name, Storm. Storm had been a tour guide in Sedona,
so she knew the area like the back of her hand. After some four-wheeling in the desert, we
ventured out to Hidden Springs, where she showed me several amazing petroglyphs. After we
completed our tour, we drove over to Montezuma's Well, which is this oasis out in the middle
of the desert. The petroglyphs and oasis were completely amazing. And Storm was amazing,
too. She had served time in Bosnia, broken her neck and completely recovered. At 43, Storm
was still going strong. Storm lived alone with her two cats in her simple little trailer, which was
parked in the lot directly in front of mine. Meeting people like Storm and Joni was one of the
reasons I loved taking these types of journeys. Both were very strong women.
April 18: My last night in Sedona was just as cold as the
previous night. I woke up at 7:30 am and immediately
started closing camp. After I packed up my truck, I said my
good-byes to Storm and Joni, headed across town to pick up
a CD of Hopi music that Sandra left for me in her mailbox,
grabbed a spot of breakfast and headed south. My first stop was Jerome, Arizona. Jerome, a
historic mining town, had to be one of the most interesting small towns I had ever visited.
Once I left Jerome I continued my drive over the black mountains into Prescott, Arizona. The
drive was very steep and full of sharp curves, but very beautiful. Once I drove through

Prescott, I kept going south until I arrived in Phoenix, Arizona. This was my first time in
Phoenix. I ventured out to the clubs so I could add Phoenix to my list of dance clubs.
(PHOENIX: A universal symbol of the sun, mystical rebirth, resurrection and immortality, this
legendary red "fire bird" was believed to die in its self-made flames periodically then rise again
out of its own ashes.) For this reason, I figured Phoenix was a perfect place to visit after
Sedona.
On Saturday, April 19, I headed back to Flagstaff. Once I
was north of Phoenix, I found myself pulling off on the side
of the highway to take photos of the cactus, which
completely fascinated me. I had never seen cactus like this.
They were more beautiful than anything I came across in
Phoenix. The two-hour drive to Flagstaff elevation of 1117 ft (Phoenix) and ended up at an
elevation of 7000 ft (Flagstaff). The temperature started out at an went from 85 degrees in
Phoenix, to 61 degrees in Flagstaff. Once I arrived in Flagstaff I checked into my hotel, hopped
on my bike and spent the afternoon exploring downtown. I found a store that sold sage
smudge sticks. I wanted to buy some sage so I could smudge myself before I arrived at Hopi. I
then left downtown in search of a grocery store so I could buy my Hopi guide a basket of fruits
and nuts. I also purchased pencils, crayons and writing pads for the children. I was scheduled
to meet my guide at 11:00 am the following morning, at the Hopi Cultural Center. I looked
forward to Sunday, April 20, with great anticipation.

On Sunday, April 20, 2008, I visited the Hopi reservation for the very first time.
This rough draft was written on April 20, 2008, at 9:00 PM, in Chinle, Arizona, as the full moon came

up over the horizon, and after an amazing day at the Hopi Indian Reservation. To preserve what I felt on
this day, the following text has not and will never be revised.
I departed Flagstaff at 8:30 AM. Drove 80 miles to Third Mesa on the Hopi Reservation. I then
drove 11 miles to Second Mesa and arrived at Hopi Cultural Center at 10:45 AM. I noticed
Dutch Iris blooming by the front door. I felt my mother's spirit. Takala and her husband, Hania
arrived at 11:15 AM. After introductions we drove to Third Mesa and walked around village.
(No photos allowed) We left Third Mesa and drove to a sacred place called the Hopi Prophecy
rock. We had to pretend that we were invisible while we were there. We drove in and we
drove out. We then drove to a nearby gas station, so I could fuel up my truck. We proceeded
back to Second Mesa. This was Hania's home village, home of the Snake clan. We parked at his
sister's pueblo and climbed up onto the roof top to watch a ceremonial Kachina dance. The
dance consisted of ninety-nine dancers, dressed in full ceremonial dance costumes. There were
at least 500 Hopi Indians in attendance, from all villages. The experience was COMPLETELY
AMAZING! I was very lucky to see this. This type of event doesn't happen that often. I was the
only white person on the roof. The other four white people were there for only a minute, or
two. After the dance, Takala and Hania showed me around his village. We then left his village
and visited a local store where I purchased some really nice Hopi cards. Once we left there, we
drove through some really old parts of town and they explained to me how they grew corn and
other fruits and vegetables. The seed to grow the corn had been handed down from generation
to generation and dated back century's. They then told me about a ritual where the men go out
every May or June to gather young Eagles to bring back to the village. Hania's son was famous
for bringing back 4 or 5 Eagles every year, before he was killed in a car accident at the age of 23.
They said they believed his spirit was still around, living with the Eagles and watching over

the garden that he regularly attended when he was alive. We drove by his garden. As we drove
to the last village of the Second Mesa, they showed me where the babies that didn't live, were
buried, and then they showed me where the elders were buried. We then drove to the Third
Mesa.
As we were driving to the Third Mesa, Hania told me he was a snake dancer. He then told me
about the snake dance ritual. He and the other men that were performing the ritual would go
out into the desert and collect Rattlesnakes. They would bring them back and place them down
into the ceremonial Kiva. (This is their church, or sacred place.) The men sleep with the
rattlesnakes for 4 days and the snakes slept beside them in their sleeping bags, while they
fasted and purified their spirit to prepare for ceremony. They've never been bitten by a snake.
During the ceremony each snake dancer bites his snake and leaves a mark. Once the ceremony
is over, they return to the snakes to the desert. Hania told me that one year after he took his
snake several miles back into the desert, the snake found his way back to his home several
weeks later.
We then arrived at Third Mesa. Takala was from this village. She was a member of the Sand
clan. This was the most historic village. (Pictured above. Photo by Ansel Adams.) I was able to
meet Takala's aunts and sisters during our time in the village. After our visit, I drove Takala
and Hania down into the valley, to their house. They invited me to come in for a visit and I
accepted. I gave them the fruit and nuts that I had purchased the day before. They were very
excited and very grateful for the food. Takala showed me her clay pots and a Kachina doll that
she was working on. She then offered to sell the doll to me, but I didn't have enough cash on
me, so Hania and I drove down to the local store, to the ATM. Before we left the house, Hania

took one of his Eagle feathers and swept it across my entire body, including my face, my head,
my arms, my legs, my front and my back. He then said a prayer for me.
During our drive to the store Hania invited me to come back for a longer visit. He said the he
would love to take me out camping and show me the ways of the Hopi men. Then, once we
return from our camping adventure, we would all dance and sing with the other people in
their village. I told him about my time in Oregon and my Soul Retrieval and he told me that my
visit to the Hopi Reservation was part of all of that. He said I was on my own personal Vision
Quest and I should stay on my journey. He really wanted me to plan a trip back from 3 or 4
days to go camping with him.
After we returned from the store I gave Takala the money for the doll and my mailing address.
I asked her to mail it to me once she finished it. I then gave them both a tip for the tour and we
took photos in front of their house. They both gave me several hugs and said good-bye many,
many times. They gave me a card with their mailing address and told me to write. Takala
disappeared into their house and Hania walked me to my truck. After I got in, he stood at the
front of my truck and then sang a prayer for me, which took several minutes. Once he finished
his prayer he turned to me, held up his hands and said, "Safe Journey". He then smiled. I
smiled and then nodded to him and backed out of his driveway.
I left Hopi feeling as though I had a new brother and sister. I had definitely met two more
members of my soul group. Hands down, this was one of the best days of my life. I hope to
return someday to take Hania up on his offer, to do some camping and learn the ways of the
Hopi men.

Monday morning, April 21, I started my day out by visiting
Canyon De Chelly, which is right outside of Chinle,
Arizona. This place was very magical. I was really starting
to fall in love with the desert southwest. Once I was finished
with Canyon De Chelly I headed north through Navajo
country. Within a few hours I arrived at at Monument Valley. I had the best time driving
down the dirt roads in my truck and looking at the huge rock formations. They were so
majestic. At one point I pulled over at a sacred, fenced-off area and burned some sage. I stayed
at this site for about 30 minutes before continuing through the rest of the valley. When I was
done with Monument valley, I continued north, into southern Utah. About an hour later I
came to “Valley Of The Gods". This place was just as nice as Monument Valley, but smaller.
Once I was done, I continued north through Bluff, Blanding, and Monticello. I stopped for the
night in Moab, Utah. Although Hopi Reservation was hundreds of miles behind me, parts of
my DNA were still roaming the mesas. That place had had such an incredible affect on me.
Happy Earth Day, 2008! April 22 - I woke up in Moab. It
was a beautifully clear day and the high was forecast to be a
perfect 72 degrees. After a hearty breakfast, I headed
straight to Arches National Park. During my time at Arches
I completed two very intense, but refreshing hikes. My first
hike was to Landscape Arch, and all of the other arches on that trail hike was about 3 miles
round trip. My second hike was to Delicate Arch, which was a very steep hike and about 3
miles round trip. I also visited other sites in the park such as Balanced Rock, Garden of Eden,
ail, including Navajo Arch, Double O Arch and Wall Arch. Windows Arches, Pot Hole Arch,
Double Arch and so on. It was a magnificent park. Very impressive. Even though I took tons of

photos, I couldn’t capture the intensity of the park. It was just too big. I left Arches around 3:00
PM and drove straight back to Denver. Five hours later, after a “dry” (no ice or snow) drive
across the Rockies, I completed my Journey Into The Desert. It turned out to be a very relaxing
adventure, one I will never forget.

I returned from my "Journey Into The Desert" on April 22, 2008. On May 7, after taking a
couple of weeks to settle back into my routine in Denver, I took a few moments to reflect on all
of the events that unfolded during my adventure. As I looked back, I recognized that this
particular journey felt more like a spiritual calling, than a vacation. Almost everything I
experienced had a spiritual overtone. This journey was definitely an extension, continuation or
reflection of my soul retrieval. Even though I set out on this trip alone and without an itinerary,
I couldn't help but feel that my trip was mysteriously prearranged by my spirit guides. So
many incredible events took place and everything went very smoothly.
I woke up on May 11, and called all of the mothers that I knew, to wish them a happy Mother's
Day. Once my day began, I found myself being lead to participate in something that I didn't
even know existed. That afternoon I met John Saxon, someone who specialized in what is
called a, Piano Soul Reading.
Since my mother inspired me to take 4 years of piano lessons, starting at the age of 8, I figured
this would be an interesting way to honor my mother for Mother's Day. When I sat down with

John, he asked me which type of piano reading I was interested in. Since I was on this new
journey, or quest, I thought it would be most appropriate to do a Higher Self Reading. I figured
it would be a good time to discover, develop and awaken any spiritual qualities that were
dormant. John then asked me which Chakras I wanted to focus on. I told him my sixth Chakras
(Intuition), my fifth chakra (Spoken Word) and my crown chakra (Connection with the divine).
Intuitively, he was told to add the fourth chakra (Heart), which was fine with me. And with
that, the following reading took place.
My First Reading with Perga | After I finished my piano soul reading, I signed up to do a
reading with Perga. Perga caught my attention because her sign-up sheet had a two-hour
waiting list. I figured she must be pretty good for people to wait two hours, so I wrote down
my name on her list. Well, it was completely worth the wait. Perga started out by telling me
that I had psychic abilities and that I should be doing what she does. (This wasn't the first time
I had been told this.) She also shed some light on why I felt compelled to write this story, and
my relationship with Madonna's music, which I thought was very interesting. Then she said
something even more fascinating. She said, "They're telling me to tell you to keep dancing!"
When she asked if I was a dancer, I told her that dance had been a huge part of my life and my
story. She smiled and said, "Well, they're telling me to tell you to keep dancing." I laughed.
Perga filled me in on all sorts of things during my reading. After my piano soul reading and
my reading with Perga, I walked away feeling different about a lot of things.

Devil Wouldn't Recognize You
was the eleventh track from the Hard Candy CD. "The steps that edge along the ledge Is much higher
than it seems But I've been on that ledge before You can't hide yourself from me ."

Two nights after my piano soul reading and my reading with Perga, I returned to the Full
Moon Bookstore to attend my usual Tuesday night drumming circle. It was horrible. There
were only about six of us drummers, as opposed to the usual twenty-five. For some strange
reason, we could not find a universal beat. I left the drumming circle feeling disappointed and
completely frustrated. As I was driving home, listening to Madonna's new CD, Hard Candy,
the songs Beat Goes on and Heartbeat grabbed my soul and wouldn't let go. Since I was unable
to release my pent-up rhythm at the drumming circle, I decided to go home, move some
furniture and dance in my living room.
I suppose I could blame it on my reading with Perga, or the rejuvenation brought on by my
soul retrieval, or my journey into the desert. Or maybe I could blame it on John for the work he
did on my Chakras, or better yet, I could blame it on Madonna for making such a great CD.
Whatever the reason, my spirit felt like dancing and I knew nothing was going to stop me.
Between the ages of 21 and 46, I had danced to Madonna's music in clubs all over the country,

including clubs in North Carolina, Virginia, Atlanta, DC, Provincetown, Boston, Chicago, New
York City, West Palm Beach, Ft. Lauderdale, Miami, Key West, Montreal, Toronto and
Vancouver, Canada, Los Angeles, Las Vegas, San Francisco, Seattle, Kansas City, St. Louis,
Memphis, Omaha, Phoenix, Portland and Denver. I had certainly made my rounds. But there
was one place that I had not danced to Madonna's music and that was in the living room of my
apartment in Denver.
And so on May 13, at approximately 9:00 PM, I made three impromptu videos. One of these
videos will appear at the end of my story. At 6'5", 245lbs, and approaching 47 years old, I
looked more like a WWF wrestler, than a dancer. But that didn't matter, it was time to return to
the dance floor!
On Saturday, May 24, Angelo and I attended a birthday party for one of Angelo' friends, and I
was asked to bring my Voyager Tarot cards for entertainment. I had been learning how to do
tarot card readings for the last couple of years. After we arrived at the party, we spent the first
couple of hours eating, socializing, drinking and playing various games in the backyard. After
it became dark and too chilly to be outside, we moved the party indoors. That's when I started
doing readings for those that were interested. It was on this particular night that I discovered
that I had a real talent for this. I blew everyone away when I revealed things about themselves
that I could not have possibly known. I had never met these people before and Angelo had
never mentioned them to me before the party. I even surprised myself and it felt so natural and
easy. Aside from having a lot of fun with everyone, the experience made me take a closer look
at my life, and my abilities to help people through this type of spiritual mentoring.
My Second Reading with Perga | The very next day, Sunday, May 25, I returned to the Full

Moon bookstore to do a follow-up reading with Perga. It had been two weeks since our first
reading. I talked Angelo into going and decided once we arrived, we would do the reading
together. After we signed up and waited for an hour and a half, we finally had the opportunity
to sit down with Perga. The first twenty minutes of the reading was directed at Angelo. He was
very happy with the results. When it was my turn, I told her about the tarot card readings I did
the night before and asked her how everyone felt with the results. After I gave her three names
of the people I read for, she told me that Marcus thought I had inside information; he felt like
he had been set up. She said that Myra was completely blown away and changed by her
reading, and her lover, Norah had decided she would wait to see if what I told her would
actually come true. Perga said that I did an incredible job and reaffirmed that I should
definitely be doing tarot card readings for people. I couldn't help but smile.
As we continued our reading, I asked Perga if I had an entity in my house. I told her that ever
since I had moved into my place in early January, I had a strange feeling I wasn't alone. At
times, I experienced difficulty sleeping and sometimes would wake up in the middle of the
night, feeling like someone was watching me. During other times I would feel sudden waves of
depression come over me, followed by chills and all sorts of erratic thoughts. Angelo said that
he had experienced some of the same things when he stayed at my house, while I was away on
my trip in the desert.
After pulling a few cards and talking with her guides, Perga confirmed that I did have an
entity in my house. She said that he was a suicide. Apparently, he decided to stay close to the
earth plane after killing himself, because he was afraid of going to hell. She said he was
harmless, but he did carry around a certain amount of depression with him, which was

affecting me and everyone in the house. When I asked her what I should do about it, she told
me that it was going to be my job to cross him over. She told me to do some research, either
through the Internet or in a bookstore, and find a way to help Daniel (that was his name) to
move on to the next existence. She then added, for whatever reason, that I should do this
within the next seven days. I looked at Angelo and told him that he was going to help me. He
said there was no way in hell. We both laughed. My first reaction was to walk away from this,
purely based on the fact that I had no experience. But after giving it some thought, Angelo and
I decided to drive to Boulder, Colorado, the very next day (Memorial Day) to see if we could
find a book on helping souls cross over.
We found a metaphysical bookstore on the corner of Pearl Street and Broadway. When I asked
the sales clerk if she had such a book, she told me that she did not. However, she did offer
some advice. She told me that while it was important to protect myself when performing such
a task, that I should follow my own intuition and use the tools that I already had. That advice
felt right to me, so I decided to follow my own intuition while performing the ceremony. After
a cup of coffee and some dessert at a nearby coffee shop, Angelo and I headed back to Denver.
That night, after Angelo left to go home, and after doing some additional research on-line, I
decided it was time for Daniel to move on. I wasn't going to spend another night with him.
The first thing I did was tell myself that this was nothing new. I had been dealing with this sort
of thing, ever since my best friend, Lynn died in the third grade. I really didn't feel like there
was anything to be worried about, but as a precaution, I invited all of my spirit guides, teachers
and angels to gather around me for protection.
Then I set up the following stage for my ceremony:

- I placed a mirror on the west wall of the room where the ceremony was performed.
This would serve as the passageway for Daniel's soul, when he was ready to crossover.
- Using sea salt and the blessed dirt I brought back from Chimayo, New Mexico, I made
a large circle to sit in during the ceremony. Again, this would serve as protection against
any negative energies that might show up.
- I lit ten tea light candles inside the circle and brought with me, sage, a rattle and my
tarot cards. These items would be used to cleanse and communicate.
While sitting in the circle with all candles lit, I faced the mirror and began speaking to Daniel's
spirit. I gently reminded him that he had killed himself and that his life on Earth was over. I
comforted him by telling him that he was not going to hell. I introduced him to my spirit
guides, teachers and angels and all of the souls that I knew on the other side, and told him that
these souls would be escorting him to the other side. I then called on his spirit guides, teachers
and angels to join in the ceremony.
I lit some sage to cleanse the room. I shook my rattle in all four directions to bring in guides
and teachers from the east, west, north and south. I used my tarot cards to communicate with
Daniel, my Higher Self and my spirit guides. Fortunately, all of the cards that I pulled were
very positive cards, which confirmed that the ceremony was going very smoothly. I continued
to do this for about thirty minutes, until I felt like Daniel's spirit had crossed over.
I kept looking into the mirror to see if any images or flickers of light would appear, and I kept
my eye on all of the candles to see if any of them blew out, but there was no activity. Since I
had never done this sort of thing before, I wasn't sure which signs to look for. Before I ended
the ceremony, I asked my spirit guides to show me a sign that Daniel's spirit had crossed over

successfully and then moved four of the lit candles to my alter and let them burn throughout
the night.
The next morning I woke up and all four candles had burned out completely. I decided that I
would spend this day cleaning my house. I vacuumed up the sea salt and blessed dirt from my
living room floor, and proceeded to do several loads of laundry. That afternoon, while I started
to get ready for the gym, I retrieved my freshly washed gym shorts and t-shirt from my
dresser. As I shook them out, a Bee fell to the floor. It wasn't dead for it still showed signs of
life. I shook my head as I tried to figure out how a Bee found its way into my dresser. When I
returned from the gym, Angelo came to visit and I filled him on the ceremony and everything
that happened the night before. I also told him about the strange experience with the Bee.
That night, after I had crawled into bed, it suddenly dawned on me to check the Shaman
meaning for Bee. I popped out of bed, turned on my computer and discovered the following.
Bee offers the following wisdom:
• Connection to the Goddess Diana
• Understanding Female Warrior Energy
• Reincarnation
• Communication with the Dead, Helping Earth-Bound Spirits Move on to Their Proper
Place
• Concentration, Prosperity, Community, Celebration, Organization, Fertility and the
Honey of Life, Sweetness of Truth

I was grateful for the confirmation that I did in deed help Daniel's soul cross over, and I was

forever changed by the experience. However, I was left with several questions: 1) I wondered if
Daniel was a member of my soul group. 2) I wondered how many other countless souls had
fallen into the same trap, afraid to move on in fear of hell and damnation. 3) And, I wondered
if the same fear which caused Daniel to commit suicide, also prevented him from moving on to
the next existence. I assumed all of this had something to do with some sort of religion.
When it was over I took a moment to remember my friend, Samuel (See This Used To Be My
Playground) and my own struggles with suicide, which I had survived earlier in life. I was so
thankful that I had the courage and strength to survive those thoughts of killing myself
because I knew that if I had, my soul would not have been able to live out it's true purpose. If
anything, the experience of helping Daniel's spirit crossover was a great reminder of
everything I'd survived and how far I had come over the years. It also reminded me how much
I had learned about metaphysics and how metaphysics had impacted my faith, and my life.
"The steps that edge along the ledge is much higher than it seems, but I've been on that ledge
before, you can't hide yourself from me…"

Inside of Me
was the fifth track from the Bedtime Stories CD, released in October, 2004. "I will always have you,
inside of me Even though you're gone, Love still carries on. Love, inside of me."

On June 17, my sister, brother-in-law and my Uncle Seth, my mother's baby brother, came
to visit for ten days. I took some additional vacation days and toured them around parts of
Colorado and Wyoming. Two days after their arrival I drove them to Colorado Springs, where
we rode the Cog Railway train to the top of Pike's Peak. 14,110 feet! The next day I drove them
to Estes Park and through the Rocky Mountain National Park, which ended up being one of the
most beautiful places I had ever visited. On Saturday, June 21, the first day of summer, we
departed for The Grand Tetons and Yellowstone National Park, with a scheduled stop in
Dubois, Wyoming.
This particular trip was a milestone for me because it was the first time that I had ever roomed
with my Uncle Seth and it was the first time that I really got to know him. He and my Aunt
Hena had lead very private lives up until her death in July of 2007. After her death, Uncle Seth

started spending more time with the family and for the first time in my life, I was able to get to
know him a little bit better. At 74 years old, Uncle Seth was still in really good health. He was a
real trooper during our long drives between Colorado and Wyoming. During the night, before
we would shut off the lights to go to sleep, Uncle Seth and I had several heart-to-heart talks
about our family and his relationship with his older sister, my mother. He said that he had
lived with my mother and father while he was going to school and looking for a job, back in
1961. At the time, my mother was pregnant with me. He then told me about a really nice photo
that he had taken of my mother when she was three months pregnant with me. As he
described the photo, I realized it was the photo that my sister had sent to me for my birthday,
the year before. It was at that point that I understood my fascination with the photo. (See
Nothing Really Matters.) I was in it.

I'll Remember
was the theme song to the 1994 film With Honors. The song was released as a single in March of 1994.
It was released a year later on Madonna's 1995 ballads compilation, Something to Remember. "Say
good-bye to not knowing when the truth in my whole life began."

Warmth and generosity (Astrology Forecast) This influence makes you feel quite good,

optimistic and positive about life in general. You have strong feelings of warmth and
generosity toward others, particularly friends and those whom you encounter on a day-to-day
basis. You feel that you would like to protect and care for everyone you meet. You will derive
uncommonly deep experiences from what appear to be ordinary, routine interactions with
others. Your everyday surroundings, your family and relatives will provide satisfactions that
may be missing at other times. And these encounters will provide opportunities to grow and to
enlarge your life. The usually confined limits of daily routine can actually become the vehicle
for new chances and opportunities. Cultivate your friendships, for there is a good chance that a
friend will be able to perform a valuable service for you at this time. And it is just as likely that
you will do the same for a friend. In either case you will come out ahead. Friendships or other
relationships with women quite often prove rewarding at this time, with various benefits. You
could have an emotional experience that enriches you, or a business opportunity, or she could
act as a guide to aspects of yourself that you do not normally experience, but which help you
come to complete self-understanding. This influence may stimulate your interest in spiritual or
religious matters, usually in the form of a renewed interest in the religious or spiritual beliefs
that you learned as a child. Such experiences from your past can be very valuable to you now.
Reliving them does not mean you are backsliding to attitudes that you have outgrown. There is
still something there for you to realize and learn from. On occasion this influence signifies that
you are in the public eye or that you have to deal with large groups of people in some way. In
either case, you should be successful. Copyright www.astro.com
The day after my family returned to North Carolina, I headed over to the Full Moon bookstore
to participate in my third tarot class. I had enrolled in this class the previous month, with the
intention to learn more about tarot cards and how to interpret them.

The class went by fairly quickly but right at the end, our instructor (Perga) asked us to do a
"past life" reading for ourselves. So, I shuffled my cards, cut the deck and proceeded to lay out
the cards in the traditional Celtic Cross format. After looking at the cards for a moment I
noticed that several things were happening. The cards told the story about an Emperor, a baby,
and some sort of sacrifice, or betrayal. To make a long story short, it was revealed during the
reading that I had experienced a past life with Jesus Christ.
My Third Reading with Perga | The very next day I returned to the Full Moon bookstore to sit
down with Perga to do my third one-on-one reading. After going through my story the night
before, I wrote down the following questions and took them with me to my reading:
1. I've had other readers tells me that I'm on some sort of quest. Can you describe the quest,
it's purpose and it's outcome? Perga confirmed that I am on a quest. It's purpose it to bring
spirit to life. It's about taking chances, paying close attention to my intuition and reacting
promptly to situations that may come up regarding the quest.
2. What is the significance of the meaning of my name, my relationship with Jesus Christ
and this past life reading that took place the day before? Perga confirmed everything that
came up in class the day before. She told me that in this past life I actually stood in the presence
of Jesus at one point in this past life.
3. My story reveals a lot of instances where friends and family members have crossed over,
and then found ways to communicate with me once they've reached the other side. My
Astrology chart states that I'm a medium. What type of medium am I? Perga confirmed that I
am a medium and my gift is pure and perfect. After taking a closer look at my astrology chart a
few days later, she sent me the following email: "Chris! I did your chart. you have southern

node in 8th house, declaring mediumship gifts from a past life. You have Uranus in the 12th
house along with northern node - - all of this combines to your mediumship gifts." At that
point I decided to do some additional investigating and reviewed my entire astrology chart.
Here's what I discovered:
Excerpts from my personal Astrology Chart | "The Sun, the ruler of your life events, was
found in the twelfth house. This is the house of the subconscious mind, internal limitations and
represents all sorrowful matters. Your ruler here gives you a tendency to act inconspicuously
most of the time. You are interested in bringing clarity to all matters; investigating, doing
research. The position also denotes a power for interpretation and much of your time is spent
with the purpose of self-analysis. Deep in your inner self, there is a spiritual feeling which can
generate the necessary power to make you rise from obscurity to success and total triumph.
There are intense inclinations for psychic matters, part of the interest being caused by
unfortunate circumstances as that of parental estrangement or similar tragedies; you have the
capacity to accept misfortune with understanding and then to react with sentiment. We suggest
this: accept first, and then strike back with courage against the subjective shadows of destiny.
Mediumship is noted. Don’t let the flame extinguish. The sextile from Mars to Neptune shows
that you understand the difference between passion and compassion. You realize there are
times when you can assert yourself to satisfy your own desires, but that at other times you
must yield to someone else’s desires. You are intellectually aware of your responsibility to
serve others when they are unable to serve themselves. You are imaginative in finding suitable
means to express your creative abilities. There are many ways to exploit your abilities. You are
particularly suited to professions that satisfy important social needs. You have qualities that

promote healing in others, perhaps through the soothing effect of your trust and sincerity.
Also, your well-developed rhythmic sense lends itself to such artistic pursuits as dancing,
physical culture, and acting, in which physical grace is a prime ingredient. You could work
successfully in undercover enterprises involving secret material. Your psychic abilities would
offer some protection even when conditions seem threatening.
Neptune Ruling the Eighth House: Neptune, the planet of mysticism and mystery, was found
ruling the eighth house at the time of birth. The result is that this astrological combination
makes you intensely psychic and the possessor of a strong intuition which is a derivation of
your keen receptiveness. Many insights from dreams and feelings of unknown origin could
have a quality of prophecy. You seem to have a facile comprehension of all metaphysical things
and this position gives you great potential to be elevated to high levels of accomplishments.
Some mediumship could be an interest developed at an adult age. The details of my quest
continued to unravel.
Christ and Chris | I guess I have always felt a really strong connection to Christ, not only
because of my name, but because I felt like I had a clear understanding of what he tried to
teach humanity. He didn't judge people. He loved people regardless of their weaknesses and
admired them for their strengths. No human condition was too much for his unconditional
love. He understood the challenges of the disadvantaged and took up for them. He also
understood what it felt like to be opposed by a majority of people that was not enlightened, nor
spiritual.
As I thought about all of this I took a moment to reflect back to the very beginning of my story
once again, when I sat in the woods and asked my God for divine guidance and

understanding. (See Lucky Star.) While I was having that conversation with my God, I could
have never imagined in a million years that it all would lead me to this revelation. What I
didn't realize at the time was that this same subject would come up in other readings in the
future, and the details would continue to reveal themselves more clearly.
Could I remember actually having a conversation with Christ in this previous life? Of course
not. Did I believe that Perga's reading was accurate and information such as this could be
revealed in a tarot card reading? I was open to the possibility, but after thinking about it I
realized it really didn't matter what I believed. I'm sure anyone reading this story would come
to their own conclusion. For some it would resonate, while for others it would open the door
for ridicule and judgment. Was it possible that Perga's reading was inaccurate? Of course. Did
this information resonate within my soul on some level? In some strange way it actually did. It
felt very familiar to me, but I was still unsure of the exact details. What did it all mean? I didn't
have a clue. I wondered if it had something to do with the meaning of my name: William (A
Wish) Christopher (Bearing Christ) Flowing Down (Jordan). I continued on my quest.

Give It 2 Me
was the third track from the Hard Candy CD, released in June, 2008. "Give it to me, Yeah. No one's
gonna show me how. Give it to me, Yeah. No one's gonna stop me now."

At this point my quest was starting to make sense. Completely blown away by everything
that Perga told me, I decided it was time to take another road trip.
Mesa Verde, Colorado | On July 3, Angelo and I headed to Mesa Verde, Colorado for the
fourth of July weekend.
Here's a brief description of our weekend getaway:
Thursday, July 3: We drove from Denver to Monte Vista, Colorado (with a stop at Great Sand
Dunes National Park.) This drive took us across the Rocky Mountain Range, which was very
beautiful. We arrived at the Great Sand Dunes National Park, which is at the base of the Sangre
de Cristo Mountain Range. As we drove up to the park we experienced a really intense rain
storm. Once that cleared up we were able to take a short hike through the sand dunes, right
before the sunset. After our hike we left the park and continued on to Monte Vista, Colorado,
where we spent the night.
Friday, July 4: We drove from Monte Vista to Mesa Verde, with a stop in Durango, Colorado

After a hearty breakfast we departed Monte Vista and headed west across the San Juan
Mountain Range. We stopped in Durango, Colorado for a walk around the historic district and
then continued west to Mesa Verde. We checked into our room at the lodge and spent the
afternoon exploring the mesa. We then decided to drive to the Four Corners National
Monument, which was forty miles outside of the park. Once we were back in Mesa Verde we
watched the fireworks down in Cortez, Colorado, from one of the highest peaks in the park.
Saturday, July 5: We made this day our Vision Quest. We purchased Spirit of the Canyon, by
Ah Nee Mah, in the gift shop and listened to that while we drove through the park. Ten
minutes into our drive we had an incredible experience with a hawk, which left Angelo
completely amazed. Throughout the day we spotted several lizards, a hummingbird, several
elk, deer and some amazing cliff dwellings. That afternoon we attended a very special dance
put on by a family visiting from the Hopi reservation. This was a special treat for me because of
my recent trip to Hopi. We finished the day with two very intense, incredibly awesome guided
tours; Cliff Palace and Balcony House.
The Balcony House tour was our favorite. That tour included climbing a 30' ladder on the side
of a cliff and crawling on the ground through a very tight crawl space. (Not a big fan of tight
spaces!) We walked away from both tours completely mystified as to how these people lived
and survived for hundreds of years in this environment, before migrating south to New
Mexico and Arizona. We departed Mesa Verde at 6:00 PM and drove north through Cortez,
Rico and Placerville, Colorado, finally spending the night in Ridgway. Angelo and I both
decided that the drive across this section of the San Juan Mountain Range was the most
beautiful place we had ever seen in our entire lives. It was absolutely breathtaking, even more

beautiful than the Rocky Mountain National Park seen the month before with my family. (See
last photo in collection below.)
Sunday, July 6: We departed Ridgway and drove north to Montrose, Colorado and then
headed west across the Elk Mountain Range and the Sawatch Mountain Range, through
Gunnison, Colorado. We then headed north through Buena Vista and back across the Rocky
Mountain Range to Leadville, Colorado and then back to Denver. The entire day was filled
with beautiful scenery and impressive landscapes.
Five days later, on Friday, July 11, The Longest Walk participants arrived in Washington, DC,
finally reaching their destination. Their journey across the country had come to an end.
Although I couldn't attend the closing ceremonies, I was with them in spirit. I thought about
their journey and how difficult it must have been and how rewarding it must have felt to finish
the task they set out to accomplish.
I, on the other hand, continued with my quest. I also initiated my website:
www.madonnaandchris.com. Madonna's song, Give It 2 Me really began to strike a chord
with me at this point in my life.
On July 22, I celebrated my 47th birthday. I couldn't believe I was actually 47 years old! On
Saturday, August 16, 2008, Madonna celebrated her 50th birthday. Since I had never met
Madonna nor anyone that knew her, I sent her a virtual Happy Birthday wish through the
Universe. I also thanked her for all of the music, inspiration and companionship through the
years. Her music had brought me a very long way and I was very grateful for that.

Love Profusion
was the fourth track on the American Life CD. It was released as a single in March of 2004. "There are
too many options, There is no consolation, I have lost my illusions, What I want is an explanation."

On November 4, 2008, at 10:00 PM MST, Angelo and I watched CNN as they announced
that Barack Obama had been elected 44th President of the United States. Barack Obama, whose
birthday was just thirteen days after mine, was the first black President of the United States. I
turned to Angelo and said, "We will always remember where we were on this night and I'm
glad I was with you. This is an historic event." I called Cyrus, my favorite black man on the
planet (See Swim) and congratulated him and his family. Several minutes later I received a text
message from my friend, Ruth, which read "Tears of joy, my friend. Tears of joy!" And
suddenly, after eight miserable years of George W. Bush, hope was restored around the United
States, and the world. I called my family the next day and discovered that all of my siblings
had voted for Obama. This made me very proud. Change really had come to America. Time
would tell if this would be good change, or bad change, but either way it felt as though

humanity had made some tremendous progress when it came to race. What excited me most
about Obama was his commitment to developing renewable energy. I hoped that he would
stick to his promise.
Change In America | Astrology forecast for USA | Founded July 4, 1776, under the sign of
Cancer. 2008 to 2024: In the horoscope of the United States, Pluto, as it moves through
Capricorn, is opposing the Sun in the natal chart, reflecting major and irrevocable changes on
many levels. This aspect has occurred only once before in American history, during the period
of the Civil War. Although it is not intrinsically an aspect of war, it challenges the deepest
definitions of what constitutes nationhood, and raises many issues of autonomy and the way in
which the government is structured and how much authority it may or may not exercise. The
deeper issues underlying the Civil War concerned not only human rights, but also the
autonomy of the individual states comprising the nation, and these issues may once again rise
to the surface as new ways of defining the national identity are proposed.
The national Sun in the 7th house also places great emphasis on the nature of the bonds
America forms with other nations, and here too Pluto's trans formative energy may require
many changes and a re-evaluation of the ways and reasons why particular nations are sought
as partners and others are excluded. This could potentially be a time of great renewal and a reestablishment of those high ideals on which the structure of the nation is based.
Pluto, as it completes its transit through Capricorn, will also return to its own natal place: in
other words, the United States is experiencing its Pluto return. This suggests the completion of
a great cycle, and a cementing of the fundamental values on which the Constitution is built.
There may also be a serious reappraisal of issues concerned with the environment, as

Capricorn is an earthy sign, and the use or abuse of natural resources may become a cause for
not only profound concern but also profound change and a more enlightened attitude. The
enormous resources available to the United States are reflected by Pluto in the 2nd house of the
national chart, and it is possible that these will be approached with greater respect and care
than ever before.
Whether or not you favor these changes personally, it would seem that a time has arrived
when there is a great new opportunity to affirm the values and ideals of the original founding
of the nation, applicable not only to government and to foreign relations, but also to the land
itself and the resources inherent in it. | Liz Greene, written in 2005 via ©www.astro.com
If the astrology forecast was accurate, I had the feeling that this was only the beginning; many
more historic changes appeared to be just around the corner for the United States, and the
world.
On November 11, 2008, Angelo and I went to see Madonna's Sticky & Sweet Tour, in Denver,
Colorado. We sat in the following seats: Section AAA | Row 28 | Seats 7 & 8
This was my tenth Madonna concert, Angelo' first. One of my favorite performances of the
show was You Must Love Me. It was brilliant, not only in appearance, but Madonna's voice
was absolutely beautiful.
A few weeks later I decided it was time to face my fear and make my first attempt to confront
my "Christ Connection" head on. After I sat down and had a heart-to-heart conversation with
my higher self about my own personal beliefs and my own personal relationship with Jesus
Christ, I decided it was time to take a closer look and figure out what it all meant.
First of all, I had to remind myself that my belief in Jesus Christ was mostly due to the fact that

I was born and raised in North Carolina, which was located in the Bible Belt of the United
States. If I had been born in India, it was very possible that I would have been raised Hindu. If I
had been born in Thailand, I probably would have been raised Buddhist. If I were born a Jew, I
would have been raised a Jew, and so on and so forth. I believed that a large part of anyone's
faith was contributed to the environment in which that person was born. Because I was born in
the south, my primary faith was one form of Christianity.
Secondly, I wanted to examine my "Christ Connection" with as much innocence as possible. I
did not want to get caught up in all of the controversies surrounding his life, his death and his
possible resurrection. I had to remove myself from those conversations completely. I decided to
leave those questions for the Catholics, Orthodox, Pentecostals, Presbyterians, Baptists,
Methodists, Lutherans, Jehovah's Witnesses, Adventists, Mormons, Apostolic's, Mennonites
and Quakers, to discuss and figure out. After all, they'd been studying the Bible for many,
many, many years, and had already reached their own separate conclusions.
Lastly, I had to remind myself that whatever I discovered during this part of my quest, was
purely for myself and this story. I was not someone to project my own spiritual beliefs onto
others. My main objective was to be spontaneous, embrace my own personal reality as my
truth for that moment, and in turn accept the outcome without prejudice. I needed to figure
this out on my own, without the help of anyone else.
And so on November 17, 2008, I said the following prayer and put forth the following
intention: To pay close attention to my dreams, my thoughts and the signs placed before me, to
help understand and see clearly my own personal connection with Jesus Christ, which I
supposedly experienced in a past life. Amen!

Between November 17 and December 28, 2008, I recorded the following dreams, signs and
personal insights, relating to my "Christ Connection." I also kept the following journal during...

My Journey Through The Bible Belt
The following dreams took place between November 17 December 28, 2008.
11/17/08 | Denver - I dreamt that I had enrolled in some
sort of class and the instructor took it upon himself to make
me out to be the example of everyone else in the class. The
teacher had black, straight hair and appeared to be from
Alaska. The entire class planned a trip to Alaska and I told him that I was very excited about
meeting the Natives in Alaska.
Meanings: Seeing a teacher in your dream, suggests that you are seeking some advice,
guidance, or knowledge. You are heading into a new path in life and ready to learn by example
or from a past experience.
Interpretation: I believe this dream had something to do with me taking on this quest. I was
exploring new territory. Since I'd never been to Alaska, I believe Alaska represented unfamiliar
territory.
11/17/08 | Denver - I dreamt that I was on a battle field and a US. soldier was walking towards
me. His gun was aimed at another US. soldier. I grabbed the end of his riffle, pushed it up in
the air and pushed the soldier backwards. I yelled "STOP!" This stopped him from firing his
weapon.
Meanings: Dreaming that you are on a battlefield, represents some major conflict occurring in

your waking life. It may indicate a new situation, new problem or new relationship which you
need to solve and conquer. Seeing a soldier in your dream means you may be preparing
yourself to do battle over an issue and defend your values and opinions. Dreaming that
someone is shooting a gun, suggests some confrontation in your waking life.
Interpretation: I believe the battlefield was the conflict within myself as to whether or not I
should move forward with this project. Since the gun was in someone else's hands and aimed
at a person other than myself, I believe this part of the dream expresses how I view the world
and how no matter who a gun is aimed at, they're always aimed at a fellow man.
11/19/08 | Denver - I dreamt that my mother and I were standing on the back porch of the
house that I grew up in. My father and another man were standing out in the yard. I didn't
recognize this other man. Suddenly, a thunderstorm appeared out of nowhere and my father
was running around the yard, dodging lightning. He ran up onto the porch and as he did, I
was struck by lightning in the back of my head. The lightning spread and caught the ceiling
above our heads on fire. The three of us struggled to put the fire out, which we did with
complete success. I could feel the back of my head burning from where the lightning struck me.
Meanings: Dreaming that you are struck by lightning, symbolizes irreversible changes
occurring in your life. It is a transformation of sorts. Seeing a ceiling in your dream, represents
a mental or spiritual perspective. To see fire in your dream can symbolize passion, desire,
illumination, transformation, enlightenment or anger. Dreaming that you put out a fire means
that you will overcome your obstacles in your life through much work and effort.
Interpretation: Personally, I believe something very magical happened during this dream. I've
never dreamed of getting struck my lightning before. When I woke up I felt like I had

completed some sort of initiation.
11/24/08 | Denver - My dreams continued to center around school. I dreamt that I was outside
and directly overhead was a really dark cloud that stretched out to both horizons. Coming
from this cloud was a loud, continuous roar of thunder. As the thunder roared across the sky, I
began running across a parking lot, try desperately to avoid the lightning. I eventually made it
across the parking lot and into a near-by building. Once inside I discovered that I had entered
an elementary school. And as soon as I walked in the door I came upon a water fountain,
where I got a drink of water.
Meanings: Seeing menacing or stormy clouds in your dream indicates an impending eruption
of emotions. It also represents a lack of wisdom or confusion in some situation. Hearing
thunder in your dream means a violent eruption of anger and aggression. Alternatively, it is an
indication that you need to pay attention and learn an important life lesson. Dreaming that you
are in parking lot, suggests that you need to slow down and take some time to relax from your
daily activities. Dreaming that you are in school means feelings of inadequacy and childhood
insecurities that have never been resolved. It may relate to anxieties about performance and
abilities. You may also be going through a "spiritual learning" experience. Seeing a fountain in
your dream, represents great joy, renewed pleasure and/or increased sensitivity. You may be
entering into a new relationship.
Interpretation: I believe this dream is about the anger and confusion I experienced leading up
to my decision to take on this quest. The school represents a spiritual learning experience. The
water fountain at the end of the dream represents the joy and renewed pleasure experienced in
my decision to move forward. Perhaps the new relationship is with Christ, or someone I

haven't met yet.
11/27/08 | Kansas City - I had a dream that people were
rushing around saying that whoever figured out the "360"
mystery, would win a million dollars.
Meanings: Seeing or winning money in your dream,
symbolizes that success and prosperity is within your reach.
Money may represent confidence, self-worth, success, or values. You have much belief in
yourself. Alternatively, dreaming about money, refers to your attitudes about love and matters
of the heart. It is frequently a symbol for sexuality and power.
Interpretation: I believe this dream meant that once I completed this quest, I would be
successful and prosperous.
11/28/08 - 12/19/08 - Most dreams during my time in North Carolina were family related.
12/20/08 | Chattanooga - I had a dream that I was flying, while at the same time singing an old
hymnal from my childhood, "How Great Thou Art."
Meanings: Dreaming that you are flying means a sense of freedom where you had initially felt
restricted and limited.
Lyrics: O Lord my God, When I in awesome wonder, Consider all the worlds Thy Hands have
made; I see the stars, I hear the rolling thunder, Thy power throughout the universe displayed.
Then sings my soul, My Savior God, to Thee How great Thou art, How great Thou art. When
through the woods, and forest glades I wander, And hear the birds sing sweetly in the trees.
When I look down, from lofty mountain grandeur And see the brook, and feel the gentle
breeze. Then sings my soul, My Savior God, to Thee, How great Thou art, How great Thou art.
And when I think, that God, His Son not sparing; Sent Him to die, I scarce can take it in; That

on the Cross, my burden gladly bearing, He bled and died to take away my sin. Then sings my
soul, My Savior God, to Thee, How great Thou art, How great Thou art. When Christ shall
come, with shout of acclamation, And take me home, what joy shall fill my heart. Then I shall
bow, in humble adoration, And then proclaim: "My God, how great Thou art!" Then sings my
soul, My Savior God, to Thee, How great Thou art, How great Thou art.
Interpretation: I think this speaks for itself.
12/22/08 | Opelika - I had a dream that I was walking down a wide, rocky stream. All of the
sudden a salmon jumped out of the water and started flopping its way down the stream. As I
chased it I discovered a group of hyenas following a small baby, as if they were going to attack
it and eat it. I grabbed the baby, scared off the hyenas and started yelling for help.
Meanings: Seeing a stream in your dream means that you will come upon a flow of fresh and
profound ideas. Seeing a salmon in your dream, represents determination. You are able to
overcome adversity and achieve success. Alternatively, it suggests that you are comfortable
with expressing your emotions and dealing with them. Seeing a hyena in your dream, suggests
that you are overwhelmed with responsibilities. You feel that someone is relying on you too
much. Dreaming of a baby in your dream means innocence, warmth and new beginnings.
Babies may symbolize something in your own inner nature which is pure, vulnerable, and/or
uncorrupted.
Interpretation: I believe this dream was a clear explanation of where I was and what I was
feeling during this particular point in my journey. I had several new insights and at times felt
overwhelmed by them all. The baby represented the innocence in which I attempted to hold on
to during my journey.

The following insights came to me between November 17 - December 28, 2008.
11/19/08 | Denver - I came across the following quotes from the book "The Game of Life and How
To Play It" which I read during my 2005 cross-country trip to Portland, Oregon.
1. There is a place that you are to fill that no one else can fill, something you are to do,
which no one else can do.
2.

If you give hate, you will receive hate; if you give love, you will receive love; if you
criticize, you will receive criticism; if you lie, you will be lied to; if you cheat, you will be
cheated. Whatsoever a man soweth that shall he also reap. The Game of Life is a game of
boomerangs. Man's thoughts, deeds and words, return to him sooner or later, with
astounding accuracy.

3. We must substitute faith for fear, for fear is only inverted faith; it is faith in evil instead
of good.
4. Look with wonder at that which is before you.
5. Faith is the substance of things hoped for, the evidence of things not seen.
6.

Real love is selfless and free from fear. It pours itself out upon the object of its affection,
without demanding any return. Its joy is in the joy of giving. Love is God in

manifestation, and the strongest magnetic force in the universe. Pure, unselfish love
draws to itself its own; it does not need to seek or demand. - The Game of Life and How
To Play It, By Florence Scovel-Shinn
11/28/08 | North Carolina - I arrived in North Carolina on
Friday, November 28, at 8:00 PM, and right before I reached
the state line, I decided to switch over from my CD player,
to the radio. It was the first time throughout my entire trip
that I had turned on the radio. As I scanned the local radio
stations, the first station that came through was a country music station. The song playing was
Carrie Underwood's "Jesus Take The Wheel." The song was perfect for my arrival into North
Carolina. Within the first few miles, after crossing the state line, I noticed several dead animals
lying on the side of the highway. I saw everything ranging from a dog to a raccoon, to a dead
deer. It was an eerie site. As soon as "Jesus Take The Wheel" ended, I flipped the radio to the
next station and it stopped on a local NPR station. I decided to pause for a moment and listen
to the latest news. The news reporter was telling about the death of a WalMart employee in
Long Island. Apparently, the WalMart employee had been trampled to death by a large group
of shoppers trying to take advantage of holiday sales. Coupled with the dead animals and the
Walmart employee, the message of "Death" came to mind. After seeing the Eagle and the Wild
Turkey earlier in the day, I had a strange feeling that this trip to North Carolina would be a
significant transformation, but something I would not realize for several months later.

Death: Death often represents an important ending that will initiate great change. It signals the
end of an era; a moment when a door is closing. At such times, there may be sadness and

reluctance, but also relief and a sense of completion. Death also suggests getting down to
basics. Dying has a way of making you concentrate on what's important. Death can also mean
you will experience an inexorable force. Death is inevitable, and sometimes there are events
that are inescapable as well. When these moments occur, the best approach is to ride your fate
and see where it takes you.
12/13/08 | North Carolina - My own life's journey had revealed the following to me, which I
was lead to believe at this stage in my life: We are all, each one of us, on our own personal
journey of discovery. Some of us have been here before. For some of us, this is our first visit.
Before we arrive on the planet we choose the family we wish to be born into and decide on a
list of life lessons, which we want to accomplish during our time here on earth. Some of us
choose to visit earth for a day, while others choose to stay for many, many years. Everything
that makes up our individuality, including our personality traits, sexual orientation, race,
personal weaknesses and strengths, desired accomplishments and personal challenges, are all
encoded in our genes and our life's blueprint.
Once our blueprint is complete, we are given life and then set out on our journey. Our souls
travel in groups of 7 or more. Some members of our soul group remain on the other side,
where they help guide us along our journey. They have a copy of our blueprint and are there to
support us and to make sure we accomplish the things we come here to learn. These soul group
members are known as our "Spirit Guides" and "Teachers".
Various aspects of our lives are predestined, while other aspects are subject to free will. Prayer,
meditation and faith allows free will to rewrite our blueprint, and change the course of our
lives at any given moment. Our thoughts and intentions work directly with our blueprint to

create our realities. Through the complexity of knowing other souls, we are forced to learn
about unconditional love. Unconditional love, coupled with taking responsibility for our own
actions, is the basis for all life lessons. Jesus, among other ascended masters, perfected
unconditional love.
God does not judge us, we judge ourselves. God does not show favorites during times of war,
in fact, God isn't present during those times. God does not have a favorite country, race,
culture, religion or group of people. God does not decide who lives or dies during natural
disasters. Those things are decided in a soul's blueprint, before that's soul incarnation. God
allows us to be and then sits back and absorbs all of the blame, which we create when things go
wrong in our lives. God is pure unconditional love.
It is important that while we live out our life, we remain attached to our faith and our higherself. Our higher-self is honest, pure and free from ego. Maintaining a constant connection with
our higher-self allows us to keep a firm connection to the spirit world, our home in heaven.
Heaven is where each and every soul returns once they've completed their journey on earth.
We must be prepared to detach ourselves from our physical body and the earth, at any given
moment. It's important to steer clear of personal addictions, for these things have the potential
of keeping our souls bound to the earth plane, after our physical body expires.
We must be careful to choose a faith that is free from fear and judgment, for these things are
not healthy for the individual, nor the collective. We must create love with our thoughts, our
hearts and our intentions and not think in limited ways, for these thoughts also have a
tremendous effect on the individual, and the collective. We are all, each one of us, capable of
great things. Collectively, we are able to change the fate of our planet and all of it's inhabitants.

12/17/08 | North Carolina - The feeling of Déjà vu is not "I've been here before!" It is "This is
where I'm supposed to be. I'm on track with my life's blueprint".

102/23/08 | New Orleans - "Witchcraft, in various historical,
anthropological, religious and mythological contexts, is the
use of certain kinds of supernatural or magical powers in
order to inflict harm or damage upon members of a
community or their property". Some aspects of Christianity and other religions, when used
improperly, can become their own form of witchcraft. Any faith that is based on fear, hatred
and destruction to other human beings is it's own form of witchcraft.`

12/24/08 | San Antonio - Souls are entering and exiting the earth at a rapid rate. Our intentions
and actions are changing the environment in which we live, and collectively we are making an
imprint on the Earth. There is no coincidence in the timing of these events. Everyone and
everything is exactly where they're supposed to be. Some souls are here to plant forests and
trees, while others are here to cut them down. Many souls do not realize how clearing a forest
for another pasture, strip mall, highway or housing development effects the planet. Some souls
are here to clean the air and water, while others are here to pollute it. Some souls are here to
preserve life, while others are here to destroy it. Some souls are here to throw rocks at their
enemies, while other souls are here to stop the traditions of their fathers, and set their people
on a new path.
12/25/08 | San Antonio to Amarillo - The moment before we are born, we are innocent and
completely unaffected by man's history. The moment we take our first breath, we breathe in all

of the history and drama associated with our family, and all of mankind. It's no wonder that
we cry. It is this history and tradition, which is projected onto to us, that prevents us from
experiencing real freedom. If only we could remove ourselves' from our history and explore
life and all of it's wonder through the eyes of an unborn child. Our experiences on Earth would
be completely different.

Sky Fits Heaven
was the seventh track from the Ray of Light CD, and was released as a single on March 3, 1998. "Fate
fits karma so use it, That's what the wise man said to me, Love fits virtue so hold on to the light, That's
what our future will be."

The following insights came to me on December 26, while driving across the eastern plains
of Colorado. They were finalized on Sunday, December 28. (Some insights came even later.)
1. If any person tries to convince another person that Christ known as Jesus had a message
more important than Unconditional Love, take some time to get to know that person
and you will see that there is a dark spot in that person's heart, void of love, compassion
and complete understanding. There may be prejudices blocking that person's heart, or
their personality may include challenges around absolute love.

2. After Christ left, some people used his name to start wars, create fear in the hearts of
many and take over native lands. Remember that Christ was not present during these
events and his message did not support this type of behavior.
3. After Christ left some people created different versions of his message and called it
Christianity. Each interpretation, created by man, brought a new faction or
denomination. Some interpretations were created with good intentions, while others
were created with not-so-good intentions. Most were created to control others through
fear, while others were created to say it's okay to judge certain groups of people.
Remember, Christ did not approve these denominations or their teachings, so it's
unclear if they're accurate, true or trustworthy of the Christ name. If a certain
denomination of Christianity doesn't promote Unconditional Love, then one should
move on until they find one that does.
4. People have interpreted the Bible in different ways primarily because of the way it was
written. It's very possible that the scripture is not complete, or has been mistranslated.
Some chapters and quotes from Christ may be missing all together, which may have
been intentional. Keep this in mind as you listen to any one interpretation. Know that
their message is not complete and we may not have all of the details.
5. People who choose to follow Christ should spend less time worshiping Christ, and more
time living in true Christ Consciousness.
6. A person does not have to follow another person or any denomination of Christianity to
become Christ like.
7. The followers of Christ should not wait for his return in order to heal the world. They've

already been given the wisdom, knowledge and tools needed to change the world on
their own. They should take it upon themselves to stop all wars, feed the hungry, and do
the right thing.
8. Mankind should focus more on its ability to create, and less on its inclination to be
destructive. We are all, each one of us, creators and possess the likeness of the universal
God.
9. Christ or the energy of "Christ Consciousness" is a method by which Light and
Unconditional Love is brought to the Earth. Christ Consciousness exists on Earth
primarily to bring a change of consciousness. This can take place in any culture, with
any spiritual practice.
10. Regardless of one's religion, faith, belief or non-belief in God, practice Unconditional
Love every single day. It will change your life and the lives of everyone around you, for
the better.
When I was a little boy growing up in North Carolina, I was born into a faith that was very
oppressive and based on a tremendous amount of fear. I was lead to believe that God forced
me into this life and then set before me a list of impossible rules, which when failed, would
send me straight to hell. I couldn't understand how any God could create such an existence. It
had entrapment written all over it.
As a young boy I lived in a constant state of fear and worry. My life on earth was my own
personal living hell. As I grew older, this way of thinking didn't make very much sense to me. I
remember thinking to myself that if I had known ahead of time, all of the barriers and
restrictions that were to be placed on me, and I had been given the option by God of whether

or not to be born, I'm pretty sure I would have opted out. After all, who would put their soul at
such risk?
As I became older I began to let go of that way of thinking and I set out on my own personal
journey of discovery. (See Lucky Star) What I discovered was that I was not forced into this life.
My soul made a conscious choice to come here. I came here to learn many things, through
many different experiences and many different teachers. I brought with me my own life‘s
blueprint, which included my race, my sexual preference, my likes and dislikes, my challenge
with relationships, and my family. These traits set the stage for what would be my life. After
many years of self-evaluation, and at various points along the way, self-loathing, I finally
reached the point where I had had enough. I decided to stop judging myself. I decided that I
am what I am and instead of judging my life and everything I came here to experience and
learn, I learned to embrace it and celebrate it. I continued to experience my own challenges, but
I stopped being a victim and a part of everyone elses choices, decisions and beliefs, and became
a warrior within my own right. And through it all, I learned about unconditional love. I
discovered that when I practiced this concept and aimed it towards myself and others around
me, my life took on a whole new meaning.
And with that, my Journey Through The Bible Belt was complete.

Love Makes the World Go Round
was the ninth track from the True Blue CD. "Make love not war we say, It's easy to recite, But it don't
mean a damn, Unless we're gonna fight"

By the time New Year's rolled around, everything had returned to normal for me and
Angelo. It felt good to be back in my apartment surrounded by my stuff. I couldn't wait to get
back to the gym and into my normal routine. This last trip to North Carolina had taken a lot
out of me, both physically and mentally.
Once everything returned to normal I decided to sit down and make some needed revisions to
this story. It occurred to me during my drive through the Bible Belt that I needed to go back
through my story and give everyone fictitious names. Although my story was completely nonfiction, I understood the necessity for protecting everyone's privacy. To make things
interesting, however, I decided to give everyone biblical names, with the exception of the
Native Americans. I gave them traditional American Indian names.
On Saturday, March 15, Angelo and I returned to the Denver Merchandise Mart, to attend the
2009 Denver Celebration Metaphysical Fair. I couldn't believe that a year had already passed
since we attended our first fair. (See 4 Minutes) My main objective in going to the 2009 fair was

to schedule another reading with the same guy who informed me about my quest. I wanted to
confirm with him that I had actually completed my quest and had obtained my so-called,
"Knighthood".
We arrived at the fair as planned and the first thing I did was search out this guy. When I
found him he had just returned from break and was waiting for his next client. Since no one
had signed up, I immediately sat down and we began our session. Within ten minutes of our
session he said that he remembered me and the details from our reading the year before. He
then proceeded to tell me that I had indeed completed my quest, and "I had earned my spurs!"
A big smile came over my face. I didn't fill him in on everything that had happened over the
last year, but I think he already had some idea. I thanked him for his time, then I took a
moment to locate Angelo. As we were leaving the fair, I walked away feeling a great sense of
accomplishment. My quest was complete.
Later that weekend I began noticing a pair of doves in some trees around my apartment. One
of them was gray, while the other one was completely white. I had seen plenty of wild gray
doves throughout my life, but never a white one, It was absolutely stunning. I looked up the
shamanic meaning for dove and discovered that it brought the following messages:
• Delivers peace and love
• Understanding and gentleness
• Spirit messenger, Communicator between this world and the spirit world
I figured that since the dove was white, is also symbolized purity.

Celebration
was track number eighteen (Disc 2) and the first single from the Celebration CD. "Haven't I seen you
somewhere before? You look familiar… You wanna' dance? …Yeah. I guess I just don't recognize you
with your cloths on… (laughs) What are you waiting for?"

A month later I left Colorado and moved back to Portland, Oregon. I arrived on April 30,
2009. This was the first time in my life that I had actually moved back to some place. Every
other move prior to this one involved moving some place new.
I moved back into the same apartment building that I lived in before I left in the fall 2007. My
new apartment was on the same floor, just two doors down from my old apartment. Within the
first 48 hours I ran into some of my neighbors from when I lived there before and they all made
a special effort to welcome me back to the building, and to Portland. It felt great to be back.
On Mother's Day, May 10, I returned to my favorite clothing optional spot in the Columbia
River Gorge and just happened to witness the most amazing site that I had ever seen. As I was
lying naked on my blanket and looking up at the clouds, daydreaming about this and that,
feeling happy to be back in Oregon, I saw a Bald Eagle fly directly overhead. It had to have
been no more than thirty feet above my head and it was carrying a fish, which it apparently

had just retrieved from the Columbia River. For me, seeing a Bald Eagle so close in the wild felt
like witnessing the second coming of Christ. I was so moved, tears rolled down my face. I felt
so empowered. When I returned home I discovered that Eagle brought the following wisdom:
• Swiftness
• Strength
• Courage
• Wisdom
• Keen sight
• Illumination of Spirit
• Healing
• Creation
• Knowledge of magic
• Ability to see hidden spiritual truths
• Rising above the material to see the spiritual
• Ability to see the overall pattern
• Connection to spirit guides and teachers
• Great power and balance
• Dignity with grace
• Ability to see the "big picture"
• Connection with higher truths
• Intuitive and creative spirit
• Respect for the boundaries of the regions
• Grace achieved through knowledge and hard work.

And the fish it was carrying represented:
• Abundance
• Fertility
• Harmony
• Regeneration
• Love
• Balance between mind and emotion
• Fish is also the Pisces symbol for Jesus Chris
I couldn't have asked for a better "Welcome back to Portland!" message from the Creator, and
my mother's spirit.
On June 15, I attended Gay Skate in Portland. It was the first time I had put on a pair of roller
skates since I was fifteen years old. It was like going skating back in time. I had a blast skating
to old disco tunes and remembering the days of my innocence. I experienced so much joy that
evening. I went to bed with a huge smile on my face, and a blister on my right foot.
A week or so later I attended a Kabbalah gathering in the Portland area, just to see what all of
the buzz was about. I mainly did this out of respect to Madonna. Since I had experienced such
a positive connection to her music over the years, I thought I would pay my respects by taking
a closer look at Kabbalah. It was during this meeting that I discovered the 72 Names of God
meditation cards.
On July 1, my immediate supervisor and co-worker left our organization, the National Center
for Bicycling and Walking.
On July 8, my Uncle Seth and his new girlfriend, my sister, brother-in-law, and my niece,

arrived for a ten-day vacation. We had planned a trip which included several days in Oregon, a
three-hour train trip to and from Seattle, and a Clipper Ferry ride to Victoria, Canada. While
we were in Victoria, I found myself standing in front of the Empress Hotel. (Pictured at the top
of this page.) It was interesting to me because the age of 47, in terms of the Tarot, is the year of
the "Empress", which had most definitely described my year.

My family and I had an amazing time together during those ten days and when it was all said
and done, my uncle said it was one of the best times of his life. This made me extremely happy.
On July 22, 2009, I turned 48-years-old and Warner Bros. Records officially announced the
name of Madonna's next greatest hits CD; Celebration. It was scheduled to be released on
September 28, 2009. Since I had just entered into the year of the "Emperor"…

I hoped that this would be the year that I would do something amazing.

Express Yourself
was the second single from the Like a Prayer CD, and was released on May 9, 1989. "Don't go for
second best baby, Put your love to the test. You know, you know, you've got to, make him express how
he feels and maybe then you'll know your love is real."

During the month of August I began experimenting with the 72 Names of God meditation
cards, along with my Voyager Tarot cards. This is when I had a vision that I would someday
embark on a journey named, 72 Days of God. And so to prepare for that journey I immediately
purchased the domain, www.72daysofgod.com. I then forgot about it and continued on with
my everyday life.
The very next month, on September 28, 2009, Madonna released the Celebration CD. A few
days later another co-worker left our organization. Since we only had seven employees,
including our Executive Director, I got a little concerned when I realized that two employees
had left within the last few months. On October 9, I discovered that my Destiny Birth and
Planetary Ruling Cards were the following:
The Six of Clubs Person | The Card of Higher Purpose

This card is also known as the psychic card and it is surprising to see how few of the
people of these birth dates are aware of their gift. The Six of Clubs also means responsibility to
truth. These people must learn to find a system of truth that they can believe in and live their
life by. Once attained, there is no limit to how much good these people can do in the world.
Those who have not yet found their path can be the biggest worriers and procrastinators
of all the cards in the deck. They have a responsibility to maintain inner balance and peaceful
communications with those in their lives. They often attain financial affluence and have
inherent protection over their lives. This is one of the cards that can attain the highest degree of
material or spiritual success. On the other hand they can get caught up in their complacency
and never amount to anything.
As the card of ‘responsibility of the spoken word’ the Six of Clubs always has issues
about what they say and what they do as a result. I have seen some of them profess the truth
for years while secretly keeping their own lies. In all such cases, their lies catch up with them
sooner or later with dire consequences. The high side Six of Clubs always practices what they
preach and are careful about what they say.
Some Six of Clubs have a special mission in their life, one that involves bringing others
to the threshold of some ancient and powerful truth. These are the bringers of light. Once they
tap into their hidden reserves and their natural intuition is recognized, they find their lives
guided and protected from the highest sources possible.
Some of the Six of Clubs Issues Concerning Relationships
Six of Clubs love to be in love and have relationships but often there are some childhood
issues that impinge on their ability to choose wisely. Love is important to them. The women

make good wives and mothers while the men are often dominated by certain women in their
life. They have good marriage karma and usually have at least one very good marriage in their
life.
Whether they do it early or later in life, they will one day face the emotional issues
connected to their childhood and for that time, there will be challenges. Their love nature is
strong and pure and it always finds the way through the trying times.
Their notions about love and marriage tend toward the idealistic and romantic sides. For
this reason they will often encounter disappointments when these dreams clash with reality.
Eight of Hearts as Your Planetary Ruler
You are a sociable person with a good deal of charm and magnetism. You enjoy having
the attention of others and will find ways to insure that you get a certain amount of it most of
the time. You have a lot of power with the charm you have and this can help you or get you
into trouble. The Eight of Hearts is called the 'Playboy Card' and whether you realize it or not,
you do have the ability to get what you want from others using the emotional power at your
disposal. This is healing power as well. Most Eight of Hearts keep a circle of friends, family or
associates around them all the time. Their 'eight hearts' are an important part of their life,
whether these are their friends, immediate family, students, employees or lovers. - Copyright 2003
by Robert Camp, author Love Cards and Destiny Cards

On November 15, 2009, my Executive Director called after we had exchanged a few very
intense emails. The conversation didn't go very well, and before the call ended she threatened
to fire me. After I hung up the phone I started shaking all over my body. My left arm

developed a really sharp pain and I immediately went to the emergency room to make sure
that I wasn't having a heart attack. After an EKG was ran and stated that everything checked
out okay, the doctor concluded that I must have had a panic attack. He prescribed some antianxiety mediation and sent me home. I gave my notice that afternoon. Since I had never been
fired from a job, I certainly didn't want to run the risk of getting fired at the age of 48. My last
day with the National Center for Bicycling and Walking was November 30, 2009. I didn't want
to push my stress level by getting on a plane and flying across the country, so I spent the
holidays by myself. My favorite Christmas gift that year was being rejected by the Oregon
Employment Department for unemployment benefits. It was obvious to me that I was
undergoing yet another reincarnation, but this particular one challenged me to the very core.

Vogue
was the sixth track of concert footage in Madonna's 2004 movie, Truth or Dare. The single was
originally from the soundtrack album I'm Breathless (Music from and Inspired by the film Dick Tracy.)
"When all else fails and you long to be something better than you are today, I know a place where you
can get away. It's called a dance floor, and here's what it's for, so…"

By the time January 2010 rolled around I was forced to cash in what little retirement I had.
And then I had to make the difficult decision to either give up my apartment and move back to

the east coast with my family, or sell my truck and try to stick things out in Oregon. The
extremely high unemployment rate in Oregon left me feeling pretty hopeless, so I decided to
give up my apartment and keep my truck.
One night, during the month of January 2010, while out dancing, I began reflecting back to the
beginning of this story. I realized that I had come a very long way. And no matter where my
life experiences had brought me, there was one place that I could go to forget about the pain of
life and celebrate everything that was good. Throughout my story, this place had become my
own personal sanctuary. Checking my burdens at the door, I would enter my sanctuary, walk
out onto my alter and within a few short minutes, find myself in a deep state of prayer and
meditation. And without fail, my guardian angels would surround me and I would be
overcome with joy and happiness. Everything with the world would be okay.
Instead of wallowing in my sorrow and depression, I decided right then and there that I would
grateful for what I had, and I trusted that everything would be just fine.

Across The Sky
was leaked on the Internet on 01/21/2010. "I'm no stranger to deception, I've lied, I've been lied to. I'm
no paragon of virtue, But I wanna be with you. I've never been a righteous soul, And I don't pretend I
am. But I walk the line when I'm with you, 'Cause you make me believe I can"

On January 21, 2010, Across The Sky leaked its way onto the Internet. The song just
happened to magically pop on the scene a few weeks before I left Oregon, expressing
everything that my heart had been wanting to say about my story, and about my own
spirituality. The lyrics to this song summed up everything perfectly; "I'm no stranger to

deception, I have lied and been lied to, I'm no paragon of virtue, But I wanna be with you. I have never
been a righteous soul, and I don't pretend I am. But I walk the line when I'm with you, 'Cause you make
me believe I can."
I never at any point throughout the writing of my story wanted to come across as selfrighteous, or virtuous. In fact, it was the last thing that I wanted. I guess I had my challenges
and personal addictions just like every other person on the planet. I always knew, however,
that whenever I was faced with adversity or opposition, my spirit guides and guardian angels
would always be there to rescue me. I still had to work hard to prove that I was pulling my
weight, but they would always be there to help pick me up when I felt like I couldn't go any
further on my own. And I was also done with blaming others for my own circumstances.

Beat Goes On
was track number eight from the Hard Candy CD. "Say what you like, Do what you feel, You know
exactly who you are, The time is right now, You got to decide, Stand in the back or be the star."

The following night, on January 22, Madonna performed Like A Prayer for A Hope For Haiti
Now. I was once again reminded of my long history with that song.
Later that night, after watching Madonna's performance, I returned to my sanctuary and
prayed for everyone in Haiti. I was devastated by all of the destruction and suffering that was

taking place there. I also used this time to mentally prepare myself for my return trip to North
Carolina.
While dancing that night, the DJ played a dance remix of Madonna's latest single, Revolver, that
was completely mind blowing. I had a really difficult time containing myself on the dance
floor. My spirit soared like an eagle, my body floated across the floor, and for a very brief
moment I completely forgot about the fact that I was unemployed, and would soon be
homeless.
I had already given my landlord my 30-day notice, and was scheduled to move out of my
apartment the following month, on February 15. I had just 23 days to figure out exactly what I
was going to do, and which route I would take to North Carolina. Since it was the middle of
winter I knew that I had to take the southern route through Oregon and California, and then
head east across Arizona, New Mexico and Texas. That's as far as I had planned things in my
mind.
Due to the fact that Madonna was about to end her 24-year relationship with ©Warner
Brothers, I prepared to say goodbye to Madonna and Chris once and for all. It would not be my
final farewell to Madonna's music, however. My love for Madonna's music would go on as
long as songs continued to pour from her soul.
The following morning, I woke up, sat on the edge of my bed and tried desperately to recall all
of the details of a dream that I just had moments earlier. For the life of me I could not
remember anything about the dream. After a few minutes of meditation the fog in my head
finally lifted and details of the dream started slowly coming back to me.
The dream was telling me that it was now time to embark on my 72 Days of God journey, which

my spirit guides and teachers had informed about several months back. Suddenly, all of the
events of the last couple of months started to make sense. I decided right then and there that I
would begin my journey the day after I moved out of my apartment, on February 16.
I spent the next several weeks deciding what to do with my "stuff" and used this time to search
for a canopy to go on the back of my truck. Once I found the canopy, I then begin figuring out a
way to install a bed, and a place to store my clothes and bare necessities. I also had to make
room for a cooler to fit in the backseat of my truck, so I would have cereal and milk every
morning on my adventure. After weeks of solid preparation, I was finally ready to set out on
my journey.
On Saturday, February 13, I went out for a night of celebration and dancing and prepared for
my departure.

Pala Tute - The Madness of Love
a collaboration with Justin Timberlake, Timbaland and Danja. The full demo leaked onto the internet on
September 7, 2010 as the incorrect title Latte. Timbaland mentioned the song during an interview with
MTV, then calling it "La La". He has also been heard describing the song as "Coffee Song". The chorus
is sung in Romani and incorporates lyrics from the song "Pala Tute" by Gogol Bordello. It has been said
that Timbaland misunderstood the lyrics of the chorus, erroneously assuming that it was about coffee. A
final version of the song exists, with slightly different instrumentation and additional vocals by Justin
Timberlake. Madonna incorporated some parts of "Pala Tute" into "La Isla Bonita" during her Live
Earth performance and again on her Sticky & Sweet Tour in 2008/2009. Most file-sharing sites, lyric
websites, and her fans still refer to the song as Latte instead of its correct title.

I departed Portland, Oregon on February 16, 2010, and headed to a small town on the
Oregon Coast, Lincoln City, Oregon. This was the beginning of my most challenging journey to
date. This journey began on February 17, 2010. It was during this journey that I discovered that
I shared a past life with Jesus Christ.
"Some Six of Clubs have a special mission in their life, one that involves bringing others to the
threshold of some ancient and powerful truth. These are the bringers of light. Once they tap
into their hidden reserves and their natural intuition is recognized, they find their lives guided
and protected from the highest sources possible." - Copyright 2003 by Robert Camp, author Love Cards and
Destiny Cards

THE END

