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We are thrilled to receive so many outstanding reviews  on our first issue of  Rethinking Everything Magazine!  
We’re grateful to have you as a reader, and appreciate your letting your friends know about us.  REM is all about you -
 the only person in your life who knows what change you long for and the only one responsible for making change.  

We have a whole new round of change catalysts in this issue, and we’re eager to hear what you think.  
Brace yourself.  We’ve got UFOs, alpacas, baby wisdom, and lots of fresh rethinking.  Are you ready for change? 

Love,   Barb and Sarah
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  I began to awaken in the middle of a quiet 
September night to a wave of feeling in my 

belly.  Then another soon after, and another.  
I was two weeks past my due date.  

I got out of bed and walked around, in deep 
contemplation of these rhythmic waves in my 

body and their implications... 
today is going to be the day and my life will 

now be changed forever in a big way.  
The gateway of my initiation into motherhood was now before me and for-
ward is the only way I could go.  I allowed this realization to sink deep into 
my being, in the stillness of the night.  The intimacy and depth of feeling 
that initiated my labor that day was a perfect reflection of my whole experi-
ence surrounding the pregnancy and birth of my first child.  My desire for a 
meaningful and intimate experience with my new child during my pregnan-
cy and birth led me on a path of great courage, trust and commitment...

My life so far has been adventurous, eccentric and inspired by my constant 
desire for deeper understanding and the most joy possible.  I was born into 
the perfect family to support my life path; my parents were inspired to 
home birth and unschool me, allowing me great freedom in directing my 
life choices.  I did a lot in my first 27 years - traveled lots, invested 4 years in 
college studying only subjects that interested me (in the absence of any high 
school experience), and pursued my many interests including invincible 
health, sustainable living, music, dancing, ice skating, writing, speaking, and 
much more.  I had no interest in having children of my own during all that 
time.  Something changed last year...  I found I was ready for a brand new 
phase in my life.  I created my child in my imagination - as a sudden and 
very surprising realization one day - and I was instantly in love.  We con-
ceived him 4 months later.  All of a sudden, a subject I had hardly thought 
about at all in the past became my main passion and contemplation of 
parenting became predominant in my consciousness.     

I read a lot and I thought a lot about what I read.  So much “mainstream” 
stuff I read about pregnancy, birth and parenting made very little sense to 
my inner truth detector.  I desired a very different experience... and I found I 
was most fulfilled making it up myself and quite possibly blazing some new 
trails that way. 

One big difference in my approach is my eating style; I have eaten mostly 

raw vegan for over 8 years and it’s so 
natural and comfortable to me now 
that, of course, I carried it over into my 
pregnancy as well. 

I knew that pregnancy would shift my 
nutrient requirements and I had already 
established enough trust in my body’s 
signals at this point to be able to relax 
and allow my intuition to translate my 
cravings into the perfect foods for me 
during this time.  I did NOT count 
calories or protein grams, eat food when 
I wasn’t hungry just to “make sure I was 
eating enough”, or do anything else that 
felt unnatural.  Probably as a result of 
this, my pregnancy was a very physically 
comfortable experience.  I was active 
all the way up until the day I went into 
labor - dancing and walking daily.  My 
big “baby belly” was surprisingly com-
fortable for me (even two weeks after 
my due date)... almost like my body was 
designed for this!  Haha, because it IS!!

I know a few other raw vegan women 
who have birthed healthy children and 
still it was an uncommon enough expe-
rience that I had no real road maps for 
it; I would sometimes wonder if I was 
getting enough of certain nutrients and 
would examine my feelings deeply to 
find out if each fear I felt was really true 
for me, or if it was the result of mass 
consciousness paranoia (which there 
is a lot of in the realm of nutrition!).  
Sometimes a fear would be a message 
from my intuition and based in truth, 
guiding me to new food choices.  Other 
times, a fear would just become silly and 
fade away, once I realized how good I 
was feeling and that I really DO know 
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what’s best for me.  I always paid attention to my feelings 
on this, valuing honest evaluation over rigid dogmas of the 
mind.  Some of my favorite foods during my pregnancy 
were blue-green algae, chia seeds, coconut, fermented things 
(homemade kim-chi and pickles), and in general I ate a much 
larger variety of fresh foods and superfoods than I normally 
do.  My main cravings were for things like breads and cook-
ies, so I had a lot of 
fun experimenting 
with making these 
things in a dehy-
drator with raw 
oats, buckwheat, 
chia, flax and other 
seeds and nuts, and 
this definitely satis-
fied my cravings in 
a very healthy way!  
I was also drawn 
to supplementing 
with vegan DHA 
(from golden al-
gae) and a “living” 
fermented liquid B 
complex.  I perceived that I got plenty of the other nutrients 
I required just from my food.  

At first, when I thought about my pregnancy and birth 
choices, I assumed I would probably have some type of pre-
natal care at some point and that I would probably have a 
midwife attend my birth.  After all, this was my first birth 
and I knew I was going to have a home birth; it would be 
good to “play it safe” with at least SOME pre-natal care and 
a midwife, right?  Hmm, maybe...

My pregnancy progressed.  Months into my experience, I 
still felt hesitation in moving forward with any pre-natal 
care or finding a midwife.  I was really enjoying the intimate 
experience I was having with my growing child within.  My 
pregnancy had very ritualistic qualities.  I slept and rested 
and contemplated my life a lot along with the huge change 
for which I was preparing.  I thought about what required 
completing, cleansing and resolving in this rapidly ending 
phase of my life to prepare me to commit myself full-on to 
the profound and important new phase of motherhood.  I 
danced and sang.  I imagined what my life would be like 
having a divine little person living with me and what, specifi-
cally, would be different for me.  The pregnancy hormones

changed my brain waves and I found myself entering into 
spontaneous deep meditations, connecting in subtle tele-
pathic ways to the child growing in my womb.  One day, 
about halfway through my pregnancy, in a particularly deep 
meditative state, I asked my child’s presence to tell me his 
name (I knew he was a boy from the beginning, no ultra-
sounds required!).  “Cedar” popped into my head suddenly 

and unexpectedly.  Wow!  Then Kumara... 
Cedar Kumara.  Right on... the feel and reso-
nance (and personal meaning) of these names 
matched exactly the resonance of the presence I 
felt within me.  

It’s true that pregnancy amplifies your feelings.  
I felt wave after wave of fear come up... about a 
whole variety of things.  I knew it was impor-
tant to explore my feelings and be fully honest 
with myself.  I wrote down all of my biggest 
fears.  I also wrote down my greatest hopes and 
desires, and then I let them be...

We were in transition with our living situa-
tion.  I had no idea where we would be living by 
the time I gave birth, or even if we would have 
settled anywhere by then!  We moved to North 

Carolina for three months and stayed with a 
friend while trying to create a small community in nature.  
We ended up realizing we’re more at home in Texas, so we 
moved back when I was 6 months pregnant and stayed with 
my family while we explored our options.  I desired to give 
birth and raise my child in a peaceful, quiet place surrounded 
by nature, and had no idea how that would happen by the 
time I gave birth.  It was coming up so soon!  We ended up 
finding a great temporary place to rent - a house in a quiet 
neighborhood just outside of Dallas on 5 acres of land (how 
many rental houses do you hear of with those qualities?!), 
where we plan on living while we create our more perma-
nent, hugely inspiring living situation:  an infinitely sustain-
able community of around 200 families!

Also, we were in a challenging situation financially and I felt 
fear about the potential financial demands of having a child.  
It turned out that the way I approached my pregnancy and 
birth had no effect on us financially... with no pre-natal care, 
midwives, special maternity clothes (I fit into many of my 
regular clothes the whole time!) and no desire for the usual 
modern baby equipment (toys, strollers, play-pens, cribs, 
diapers, etc), receiving the few things we did desire as gifts



exhilarating choice possible - especially for my first birth.  
Then I read more... and I gained confidence.  I found out ex-
actly how our bodies change during the labor and birth pro-
cess, and how perfectly natural it all is.  Everything started to 
make sense and many of my fears were dissolving.  My desire 
for the intimacy of an unassisted birth was winning.  I felt 
wonderful imagining giving birth in my bedroom, with dim 
lights - just me and Isaac and our child present.  

As my due date approached, I paid even more attention to 
my body.  I didn’t know for sure what position my baby was 
in, even when I found out some ways to check by feeling my 
belly.  Sometimes a fear would come up that my baby might 
not be head down... each time that happened, I communi-

cated with my baby in my mind or out loud, 
about why coming out headfirst was defi-
nitely in his best interest.  Every time I did 
this, I felt calmer, as if my communication 
had actually been received!  

My due date came and went.  I actually 
expected this and felt relaxed about it.  I had 
known for a while, just from being in tune 
with my own and my child’s readiness, that 
our labor would probably begin well after 

our “due date”.  I was also aware that it could 
happen any day!  Excitedly anticipating the surprise moment 
of my labor’s beginning, I did lots of housecleaning and baby 
preparation in an amusing, mildly obsessive way.  I cleaned 
the toilets, swept the floors, prepared our bed space and my 
raspberry leaf/nettle tea so many times, as if each time I was 
preparing to give birth that day! 

The day finally arrived.  It was so interesting having no one 
(midwife, doctor, etc) there checking my dilation and telling 
me what to expect.  My own expectations showed them-
selves.  One of my biggest expectations was that everything 
would happen very quickly, from first contraction to birth in 
a matter of a few hours.   I thought this because quick labors 
seem to be a common experience for raw vegan women and 
I just figured it would be this way for me - that it would be 
easy and I would have no laboring fears to move through.  
My first big surprise was how slowly my labor progressed 
compared to what I expected!  My first contraction was at 
3AM.  I savored my first mild contractions by myself for a 
couple hours, then woke Isaac up and we celebrated, took 
a nap, woke up and prepared the rosemary for my placenta, 
talked, and was feeling very uncomfortable that I hadn’t

(some clothes, blankies and a couple baby carriers/wraps), 
and with some extra gift money we actually ended up a little 
better off financially than before!  I realized that babies 
require very little else than their primary needs:  lots of love, 
peace, closeness, attention, warmth, and breastmilk.

I also consciously “slowed down” during my pregnancy.  This 
was particularly challenging for me.  Before then, I was in a 
fairly constant “doing” mode and I was aware that much of 
it was compulsive and out of alignment with my true self.  
I felt deeply that if I slowed down, hidden fears and other 
uncomfortable, deep feelings would come to the surface and 
I would have to face them and feel them. 

My biggest fear was of giving birth.  I managed to avoid fully 
facing this fear for 
a while, by wor-
rying about my 
living situation 
instead.  Then we 
found our per-
fect place to live 
for now... and I 
started thinking 
about my birth.  
Birth seemed so 
deeply intriguing and mysterious, and yet risky and terrify-
ing at the same time.  Why?  Our culture is afraid of birth.  
Many women have chosen to experience their birth only 
partially, by numbing themselves with drugs and having “ex-
perts” around to give away their power and responsibility to.  
I believe our consciously experienced births are what truly 
prepare us for motherhood.  Are these women who escape 
their full experience really prepared to be mothers and take 
on the huge, important commitment of being a conscious, 
devoted guardian to a divine being embodying the earth?  

Because this has been such a common experience, I knew 
knew my only choice was to have a full-on, conscious, raw, 
courageous, trusting birth.  I still had no midwife... my feel-
ings were still holding me back from this.  I had no interest 
in pre-natal care.  What important information could they 
give me that hadn’t already been given to me by my intu-
ition?  All I had to do was be still and listen deeply.  Then I 
found out that most midwives require that you have at least 
SOME pre-natal care with them before they’ll even attend 
your birth.  Wow... did that mean I was actually considering 
an unassisted birth??  It sounded like the scariest and most

I realized that babies 
require very little else than 

their primary needs:  
lots of love, peace, 

closeness, attention, 
warmth, and breastmilk.



given birth yet!  I realized that my expecta-
tion/desire for a quick birth had some ele-
ment of wanting to “get it over with” quickly, 
because deep down I feared the possibility of 
having an experience that was too intense and 
painful for me to handle (and live through!).  
Well, that’s what was beginning to happen, or 
so I thought. 

At 3 in the afternoon, Isaac was napping, 
and I was by myself.  It was hot outside, and 
I felt really hot.  My contractions were get-
ting VERY intense and I was all alone with 
my thoughts, waiting, wondering what to 
do, and what was next.  I required more 
help so I called my mom.  She came quick-
ly.  She reassured me that I was doing great 
and helped me understand what was hap-
pening in my body at that time.  Just hear-
ing the few things she said, and knowing 
that Isaac and she were there for me, helped 
me a lot.  Good thing, because my mind 
sure wasn’t helping.  All sorts of thoughts 
were rambling through my head, trying to 
discourage me... intense doubts and fears 
about not being able to do this, it not being 
fun and enjoyable like I expected, wanting to 
give up or wishing I could just go to sleep, and 
a big fear that I would run out of energy and 
pass out before the birth happened! 

These thoughts continued for HOURS as 
I did my very best, from one minute to the 
next, to reach for that place deep inside of me 
that still had faith!  I found out that’s all it 
takes.  Make it through the next minute, then 
the next one, then the next... stay focused on 
right now and believe in myself and my capa-
bilities was the most extreme act of faith ever. 

I used all the willpower I had (much more 
than I ever thought I had).  I found out that 
deep within myself, in a place I have rarely 
ever gone, I have a certain knowing that my 
Creator will only give me experiences I am 
ready for and can live through.  This is the 
first time I became consciously aware of this 
truth within, my core Truth, my foundational 
reservoir of strength.  WOW!!  

It was now dark outside, probably after midnight, who 
knows... only timelessness now.  Each contraction took every 
ounce of my focus, commitment and will.  I still lucidly 
remember being on my bed on my hands and knees, trying to 
find the most comfortable (or “least uncomfortable”, haha!) 
position to ride my next wave, and I would somehow breathe 
through it, forcing myself to maintain eye contact with Isaac 
to keep me focused on this moment.  I felt a moment’s relief 

and then laid down to drift into 
a quick and surreal rest before 
the next one.  Each rest seemed 
like my only fuel for my next 
wave... by that time I had 
gone so long without sleep or 
substantial amounts of food or 
liquids (I could only get a little 
bit of each down as I felt fever-
ish), I felt like I was running 
wholly on those tiny rests be-
tween big waves!   I sometimes 
hobbled into the bathroom to 
lean on the bathroom counter.  
I remember looking at myself 
in the mirror during one of 

those times.  I looked like a totally different person.  My eyes 
were dilated, my face revealing an expression of the most 
genuine, primal intensity I have ever seen.  All trivialities 
of the mind were long gone and I was having a full-blown 
shamanic experience.  I was obviously about to die in some 
unforeseen way.  

I had a few signs that things actually were progressing.  My 
mucus plug came out sometime during the night, which was 
a happy road sign that I was on the right highway headed 
to my planned destination!  A little later, during one of my 
contractions on my bed, my water trickled out onto the 
towel underneath me.  More progress!  My devotion, with no 
external evidence, to the faith that my labor was progressing, 
evolved into the outward signs that I really was progress-
ing, and these events brought new feelings of hope that gave 
me renewed energy.  Then... a cosmic force swept into me.  
PUSHING.  Why was it called pushing?  I wasn’t actually 
doing anything!  Something was happening THROUGH 
me!   And I couldn’t have stopped it if I wanted to.  The real 
rollercoaster ride had begun and I was only a passenger now.  
My body had been taken over by a higher force.  The only 
thing I had any control over was my attention, breath, and



vocalizations.  All of those were essential to being able to 
handle the energy coming through me.  I knew that focus-
ing, breathing and vocalizing in exactly the right way was my 
urgent responsibility in being able to cooperate and align 
with this cosmic force.  I knew patience was very important 
also.  There was a specific pace that my baby desired to move 
through my birth canal for maximum comfort and, even 
though I was tempted to “help” in the pushing to make it go 
faster, I knew it would backfire and cause damage if I tried.  
So I breathed slowly and relaxed deeply between pushes, and 
allowed myself to stretch gradually.  I was told later that I 
pushed for two and a half hours!  (I also found out afterward 
that my perineum was fully intact, so my 
intuition must have been right on!)

After what seemed like forever with my 
baby’s head IN my birth canal, the impos-
sible happened.  Isaac announced he could 
see our child’s head!!  With my next push 
I was told that his head was out!  I was on 
my hands and knees on our bed and I could 
only feel what was happening.  Two more 
pushes and I felt his body slip out FAST!  
What a big, sudden shift!  I sensed Isaac 
catch our child and then I heard a new little 
voice announcing his arrival!!  I got up and 
turned around and looked at my son for the first time.  He 
was moving in Isaac’s hands, making sounds, and he was the 
most beautiful thing I have ever seen. 

He was moving in Isaac’s hands, making sounds, and he was 
the most beautiful thing I have ever seen.  

We walked together slowly to our bathtub, which was 
already filled with warm spring water (I had planned on a 
water birth, and found out during my labor that our tub was 
way too small and hard for the high level of comfort I re-
quired!).  I got in the water, and had the thought that I could 
birth my placenta right then.  I knew if I waited too long, ex-
haustion would kick in, and I was ready to be done with this 
and begin resting in bed!  Isaac held our child because I was 
really determined to birth my placenta and I was starting to 
feel a little disoriented.  My placenta came out, fully intact.  
Then I suddenly passed out!  I woke up as I was being helped 
out of the tub and onto the bathroom floor by my mom who 
had come into the bathroom just moments before.  Soon I 
was lying on my bedroom floor, wrapped up in towels, my 
mom and my dad both by my side (my dad had recently ar-
rived to deliver coconuts).  Everything was brand new.  I  

died, and was born again.  I saw my room and my parents 
with fresh eyes.  “Just hold me... like you did when I was 
born” I said a few times.  I heard with fresh ears, my new-
born’s voice coming from the bathroom where his father 
was holding him.  I felt the deepest, most profound affinity 
for my newborn at that moment.  I could wholly relate with 
him.  We had BOTH just been born, together!!  We were 
soon united on my bedroom floor, as separate individuals for 
the first time.  Everything turned into pure bliss after that...

My birth was very different than I expected, in the most 
amazing way possible.  If I had known in advance the in-
tensity level my labor would take me, I would have been 

terrified; yet, 
there’s no other 
experience I can 
imagine that 
could have been 
more perfect for 
me.  I am joyful 
and triumphant 
because I have 
won the biggest 
of victories.  I 
am victorious 

over the false 
beliefs about my own limitations that had dwelled in my 
mind for so long.  Through the course of my 28-hour labor, 
I became Cedar’s mother.  I stepped through the gates of the 
unknown, fully conscious the entire time, and emerged anew, 
activated, and fully prepared for the most important phase of 
my life yet. 

What a blessing birth is.  I believe every woman’s birth 
experience is perfectly designed to propel her forward in her 
evolution in the most powerful way possible at that time.  
I think it’s important to never judge a labor/birth by its 
appearance, and to recognize its value only from our inner 
personal experience of evolution we received from it.  If my 
birth was a 2-hour waterbirth outside in a pristine nature 
area in a tub we built by hand from earth materials,  
and I experienced ecstasy and pure pleasure the whole time 
(as was my vision and desire for my birth), it sure would 
provoke awesome and inspiring images, but it wasn’t what 
I really needed at this time.  If my labor and birth had been 
easy and comfortable, I wouldn’t have had to confront and 
transmute fears of death, weakness, and having too little 
energy for something really important to me (fears I had 



been holding deep within only on a subconscious level), and 
had these fears replaced with my direct and vivid certainty 
that I am always perfectly guided by a loving higher power 
(knowing this for sure is 
much different than just 
believing it!).  And since 
I was in the heavy stages 
of my labor (and pushing) 
for a VERY long time, I 
also developed levels of 
patience, commitment 
and willpower that may 
have otherwise taken me 
YEARS to develop, in just a 
few hours!  I believe all of these 
things, my new strengths that 
were stimulated into existence by 
the trials of my labor, are actually 
required for me to mother Cedar 
in the way that we both truly 
desire.  I now feel confirmation 
of the truth of this, because my 
“new” qualities have already very 
much come in handy! 

All of our births are like that... 
whatever our expectations are, 
that’s great, and we will ulti-
mately have the exact experience that we MOST require at 
this specific moment in our great lives, to prepare us most ap-
propriately to mother our specific child.  Many women have 
desired and imagined fully enjoyable homebirths, and yet for 
some reason ended up with hospital births or even c-sections 
with lots of challenging experiences in the process.  If you 
are one of them, or whatever your personal birth experience 
was like, I empower you to look deeply into your birth and 
discover what it did for you:  however your labor and birth 
turned out, in what ways did it make you stronger, wiser and 
more empowered?

Cedar Kumara Taylor Clay was born at 7am on September 
21st, 2009  to greet the dawn of the autumn equinox.  As 
I write this, he is now 10 weeks.  He is vibrant, gorgeous, 
happy and thriving, and we completely adore him!  I am 
doing as well.  I actually feel the best I have in my whole life!  
My body recovered quickly, and I am very much enjoying the 
new responsibilities and challenges of motherhood.  I am 

 I believe the sacredness and 
intimacy with which I approached my

 experiences set the tone for my very
 joyful and fulfilling life with my son.

deeply grateful to have made all the choices I did throughout 
my pregnancy and birth, and I believe the sacredness and 
intimacy with which I approached my experiences set the 

tone for my very joyful and 
fulfilling life with my son.  
With each choice I made, 
courageous yet scary at first, 
I became wiser, more mature, 
more responsible and devoted 
to what matters to me.

My journey has only just be-
gun!  As you might imagine, 

I am “Rethinking Everything” about raising 
my child as well, with my commitment to be 
with him as fully, consciously and joyfully as 
possible.  I am continuously contemplating 
ways of providing an environment which 
will nurture and empower his experience of 
his highest potential as he matures.  I will be 
sharing my insights often.  If you’re interest-
ed in regular updates on our family, follow 
my blog (http://chocotrixie.blogspot.com) 
and/or friend me on Facebook (http://face-
book.com/chocotrixie).  

If my story was inspiring or empowering for 
you, it has served my purpose in sharing it.  

I fondly imagine a time very soon when all women will take 
personal responsibility for their journey into motherhood, 
the rite of initiation that birth represents, and forge the path 
of a new paradigm of mothering:  continuous conscious 
awareness, willingness to personally evolve in every way, and 
the daily celebration of the ecstatic joy of being alive.  

Courtney Taylor
 is a life-long unschooler, adventurer, and lover of life.  

She is passionate about her family, her community, infinite 
sustainability, wild foods, edible forest gardening, 

chocolate, and finding truth, empowerment and joy in all her 
life experiences.  She became Cedar’s mother in September 

2009, and considers mothering to be her most important, 
fulfilling, wonderful adventure yet!

a few resources Courtney would like to pass along:

My blog:  http://chocotrixie.blogspot.com
My Facebook page:  http://facebook.com/chocotrixie

 http://lotusbirth.info



A Sirius Transformation

This is the tale of how a sleepwalking Gen-Xer awakened to a much larger reality 
for both himself and the planet Earth.  It’s a tale that lends credence to the 

proverb that truth is often stranger than fiction.  I was a couple years out of 
college, struggling in Los Angeles with what I increasingly realized was a 

worthless film school degree.  The only way to get anywhere in the film business 
was to produce a film or script to demonstrate your brilliance - or to have some 

serious connections.  I lacked these resources and came to refer to this period in 
the mid-90s as my “LA-lienation.”  The disillusionment and isolation that I 

went through are undoubtedly what triggered me to become a seeker.
see the Grateful Dead’s Bob Weir play a Mardis Gras show in 
Oakland, which turned into a cathartic psychedelic experi-
ence in the wake of Jerry Garcia’s untimely departure from 
Earth the previous summer.  The next day I was wandering 
down Haight Street and felt pulled into a book store to find 
something important, though I didn’t know what.  When 
I saw the book, McKenna’s name rang a bell as I recalled an 
interview with Garcia I’d read the year before in which he 
was asked about McKenna’s 2012 theory.  Jerry said that he 
found it quite intriguing and was looking forward to seeing 
what would happen in 2012.

Subtitled “Speculations on Psychedelic Mushrooms, the Ama-
zon, Virtual Reality, UFOs, Evolution, Shamanism, the Re-
birth of the Goddess, and the End of History,” this anthology 
of McKenna’s writings really grabbed me.  The ethnobotanist 
had devised an equation measuring “novelty” throughout hu-
man evolution that hit “Timewave Zero” in 2012, which he 
later discovered coincided with the end of  the Mayan

As an upper-middle class youth, I’d been spoiled rotten to a 
certain degree and was now confronting the unforeseen real-
ity of how difficult it was to make my own way after college.  
I was having no luck in the job front and starting to realize 
that I hadn’t gotten as much out of my college education as 
I ‘should’ have.  I was also  beginning to recognize some of 
the dark forces at work in the world as I became exposed to 
research into conspiracy theories including those surround-
ing the JFK assassination, the siege in Waco, the Oklahoma 
City bombing and more.  Books such as Jim Keith’s Black 
Helicopters Over America and Alex Constantine’s Psychic 
Dictatorship USA had my head spinning.  It all made me feel 
like the nine-to-five rat race was a trap to enslave humanity 
and that surely we must have a greater collective destiny than 
this shallow paradigm based on greed and fear.

A key step in my spiritual awakening was my 1996 discovery 
of The Archaic Revival by Terence McKenna.  I discovered 
this book after traveling from Los Angeles to the Bay Area to



calendar.  McKenna theorized that the exponential increase 
in technological development over the previous century was 
not a random anomaly, but evidence that society was build-
ing up to something big - either destruction or transforma-
tion.  He went on to suggest that novelty would continue to 
increase exponentially leading up to 2012 and that this was 
the most exciting time to be alive in human history.  This 
information affected me in a profound way.  I used to feel I’d 
been born too late, that I’d missed out on the socio-cultural 
revolution of the 1960s.  But McKenna convinced me that 
right here, right now, leading up to 2012 is the place to be.  

In January of ‘97, I decided to take a shot at writing a script 
for The X-Files, since it 
was my favorite show.  I 
figured I should conduct 
some serious research, so I 
asked myself, “If I were FBI 
Special Agent Fox Mulder, 
what would I be look-
ing into?”  Thus began a 
dedicated phase of in-depth 
research into all aspects of 
UFOlogy and conspiracy 
theories.  Another book I 
found of great interest was Barbara Hand Clow’s The Ple-
iadian Agenda, which makes intriguing speculation about 
December 21, 2012, referring to the Mayan calendar end 
date as “The Cosmic Party.”  According to the channeled 
Pleiadian goddess in the book, the Pleiadians are not only 
among our hippest ET visitors, but are also humanity’s an-
cestors.  They’re very interested in our evolution for a variety 
of reasons, including that our solar system “was chosen by 
the Creator to be the place for the development of biological 
life in the whole galaxy.” 

The book indicated that 12/21/2012 is scheduled to be an 
unprecedented global celebration of mankind’s evolution 
to a higher consciousness that will allow us to transcend 
society’s modern problems and join the galactic community, 
an evolutionary leap the Pleiadians had taken 104,000 years 
ago.  It describes a near-utopian vision in the post-2012 era 
where advanced technology - and the higher consciousness 
to use it for the good of the masses instead of the elitist profit 
of “the World Management Team” - is able to provide for ev-
eryone’s basic needs, liberating the masses for more creative 
and spiritual pursuits.

I wasn’t sure exactly what I thought of channeled material, 
but I found this concept intriguing to say the least.  What 
better dream for society could one imagine?  The book  hints 
at these events having great meaning not just for Earth, but 
the galaxy as a whole; that the reason there’s been so much 
UFO activity over the past 60+ years is because the galactic 
community is very interested in seeing what’s going to hap-
pen here in 2012.  This concept struck a resonant chord
 because of Star Trek, where the premise of the series is that 
Starfleet headquarters for the entire galaxy is based in San 
Francisco, California.

A study of history reveals that UFOs have been sighted 
since the dawn of time, but the 
modern wave seems to have begun 
in 1947 following the legendary 
Roswell Incident in New Mexico.  
The Air Force even started their 
own “official investigation” -  the 
infamous Project Bluebook - shut 
down in 1969 due to alleged lack 
of evidence.  I also engaged in 
extensive Internet research on the 
subject.  With all the UFO mate-
rial out there, I got a clear sense 

that, while some of it was surely bogus, the Truth was also 
out there and it was fun trying to sort it all out. 

Sedona, Arizona kept popping up as a UFO hotspot due to 
the energy vortexes there, which are a scientifically docu-
mented phenomenon.  Sedona is a unique location due to 
both its red rock landscape and its position on Earth’s ley 
lines, the energy grid under the planet’s surface.  I read some 
scientific material acknowledging the unique electromag-
netic energy output of these vortex areas.  I also read that the 
Hopi Indians, the longest occupying peoples on the North 
American continent, considered Northeastern Arizona as 
the spiritual center of the continent and therefore a cosmic 
safezone of sorts against natural disaster and cataclysm.  My 
curiosity was piqued, and I decided that I needed to visit 
Sedona.

My First Trip to Sedona - Close Encounter 
of the 1st Kind at Cathedral Rock

I took off from LA by way of Las Vegas so I could visit my 
Deadhead friend Ashley and we could see Bob Weir play at 
the Hard Rock Hotel.  The Heaven’s Gate “cult suicide” story 
was just breaking as I arrived in Vegas and the Hale-Bopp 



Comet was very prominent in the sky, so the vibes were 
already getting pretty cosmic.  Weir and his band broke out 
the beloved Grateful Dead classic “Sugar Magnolia” for the 
first time since Jerry had left the planet, which seemed like a 
positive shift in the cosmos.  I proceeded on to Phoenix to 
meet up with my pal, Joe, for the Sedona expedition.  I took 
a solo day trip from Phoenix to Sedona, where I scoped out 
the town and hung out at Bell Rock, one of the four major 
vortex spots.  I was in awe of Sedona’s natural beauty and 
otherworldly landscape.

The ironic date of Tuesday April 1, 1997 was the day of our 
three-man camping expedition (another Phoenix compadre 
came as well).  We visited Bell Rock briefly and then went on 
to Cathedral Rock, which I’d read was strong with Pleiadian 
energy.  I was blown away by the majesty of this incredible 
natural monument.  After hiking up to “the saddle” and 

back, I knew this was where we should camp (something that 
is sadly no longer legal at that spot).  We set up camp at the 
first plateau, about a quarter-mile up the main trail.  We set 
up a boombox playing some vintage Grateful Dead and hung 
out.  As darkness came, a most cosmic sky dawned upon 
us.  My favorite celestial objects are the Pleiades, Orion, and 
Sirius the dog star, and they were all lined up in the western 
horizon, along with an amazingly luminous Hale-Bopp.  
Only later would I learn that this night was Hale-Bopp’s 
perihelion, meaning it was the comet’s closest approach to 
Earth.

We were watching the sky intently and noticed lights here 
and there, quickly identifying them.  At some point, we 
stopped thinking about it and were just in the moment, 
grooving on what a beautiful night it was.  The three of us 
had split a bag of magic mushrooms, but we only consumed 
about half of an eighth-of-an-ounce each (an entire eighth 
would be considered a strong dose to take at a Dead show).  
While some close-minded skeptics will automatically dis-
count the rest of this tale, I must state that I do not believe in 
group hallucinations and that all three of us saw what came 
next.  I would also recommend the writings of Terence 

McKenna on how these mushrooms actually have the ability 
to connect us to the multi-dimensional nature of reality.

It was some time in the ten o’clock hour when our sight-
ing occurred.  I was the first to notice as a bright red orb 
appeared on the northern horizon in a valley between two 
small peaks, a mile away or so.  It was bigger than a normal 
plane light, more like the size of a tennis ball in the sky as 
opposed to just a dot.  I called it out to my compatriots and 
we stood transfixed as the orb sat there, pulsing.  It started 
slowly floating across the sky toward the west and then 
suddenly began performing 90-degree, anti-gravity zig-zag 
maneuvers, very fast!  I was in awe as I declared that modern 
physics tells us no earthly craft can fly in such a manner as 
the pilots would be killed by the g-forces.  We were therefore 
having a legitimate sighting of an extraterrestrial lightship of 
some sort.  The orb flew around for a minute or two before 
disappearing behind a peak, and that was that.  I was more 
than satisfied that we’d seen a craft of ET origin.

Further analysis of  the 4/1/97 sighting
I know there are skeptics who will question, how do I really 
know?  I know what we saw was not a laser pointer or swamp 
gas, ball lightning or any such nonsense.  I invite them to 
do the research on what quantum physics offers us and no 
conventional explanation can dismiss what we saw.  See this 
article for a primer: http://www.stardrive.org/ufos.shtml.  
As to whether the orb I saw was an actual ET craft, there is 
one more possibility.  It is conceivable that it could have been 
a top-secret government craft that was reverse-engineered 
from salvaged ET technology, such as has long been rumored 
since the 1947 Roswell Incident.  It’s also a given that the 
government does test top-secret craft in the area since all 
the UFO sightings provide a convenient cover - they can 
attribute any sightings to our ET visitors.  Either way, it still 
proves to me that we are being visited by ET beings.

This experience absolutely changed my life forever.  It was 
no longer a question of are we being visited by ETs, but who 
is visiting us and why?  I had suspected this was the case, 
but it was now quite life-affirming to get confirmation.  The 
experience convinced me beyond a doubt that I was on the 
right track with my research and should continue full steam 
ahead.  I wrote a letter describing my sighting to local author 
Tom Dongo, who has written several books about paranor-
mal phenomena in Sedona.  He wrote me back saying that 
the red UFO I saw was “the most common of UFO sightings
 in the area” and that he’d seen “that sort of red UFO at least

I was the first to notice as a bright 
red orb appeared on the northern 
horizon in a valley between two 
small peaks, a mile away or so.  



12 times - quite extraordinary!”

In retrospect, I considered it mind-boggling that this life-
altering sighting just happened to occur during the night of 
Hale-Bopp’s perihelion to Earth.  To me, this seemed strong 
evidence that I have “starseed” heritage of some kind, the 
idea that one’s soul originated in another part of the galaxy 
and came to Earth to assist the crucial mission of human 
evolution.  This concept was hinted at in The 
Pleiadian Agenda and would continue to 
pop up in my research, such as in a great little 
book called ET 101: The Cosmic Instruction 
Manual: An Emergency Remedial Edition, by 
Zoev Jho.  This book had a similar tone to The 
Pleiadian Agenda, but with a greater sense of 
humor.  It indicated that a large group of us 
had volunteered to assist the crucial mission 
of humanity’s spirtitual evolution in this era 
and that enduring the struggles of making 
our way on this ridiculously messed up planet 
was going to be worth it in the end.  See this 
primer on the question of “Are you a Star-
seed?” at  http://www.fromthestars.com/page142.html

It seemed that I’d been subconsciously pulled to Sedona at 
that time.  The experience awakened an inner knowing about 
such cosmic matters.  From that point on, there has been 
certain information which resonates within my soul, as if it 
is corresponding to subconscious knowledge of the cosmos 
from past lives I’ve lived.  The major aspect of this was a 
knowing that humanity is approaching a transformational 
paradigm shift in 2012.  While I’ve never experienced direct 
communication from ETs like channelers have, I’ve had 
intuitive realizations based on my studies of these materials, 
combined with the series of mystical experiences I was now 
having.  I began to think of it as having an enhanced ability 
to read between the lines of what’s going on in our world.

There are two interesting post-scripts to the sighting.  The 
first was that, though it had been a warm and sunny day, 
it clouded up and started pouring some time after mid-
night.  When we awoke in the early morning hours, we 
were shocked to discover several inches of snow had fallen!   
Sedona does have a high-altitude, but I  queried several locals 
in town about it that morning and they agreed that such a 
snowstorm at that time of year was very unusual.  It seemed 
like the strange heavy weather was mirroring the heavy real-
izations I was having, as if to drive home the point that

strange things were afoot - a shamanistic link of some sort.

The Mysterious Disappearance of 
Air Force pilot Craig Button

What really upped the cosmic ante was the national news 
story that broke that week about the disappearance of Air 
Force A-10 pilot Craig Button on April 2.  Button was on 
a routine test flight from a base in southern Arizona when 

he inexplicably took off toward Colorado and vanished.  
This path would take Button either right through or not far 
from Sedona.  When Button’s disappearance dragged into a 
second week, I grew most suspicious.  The Air Force couldn’t 
find a $10-million dollar plane for two weeks?  I had a nag-
ging feeling there was more than met the eye here.

When the Air Force floated a theory to the media about a 
“broken arrow” scenario (a pilot going rogue to sell weap-
ons), my suspicions grew further.  When they floated an-
other theory that Button might have been suicidal, I knew 
something was up.  They even promoted a theory about 
Button being gay and distraught that he was about to be 
outed.  This was promptly shot down by Button’s sister who 
said that he was most definitely heterosexual.  The Air Force 
was clearly reaching.  When I added this to the fact that he 
had disappeared the day after our sighting and that his flight 
path brought him in close proximity to Sedona, there was 
little doubt in my mind that Button had some kind of a run-
in with a UFO. 

After two weeks, the Air Force “found” the wreckage of 
Button’s plane and body in Colorado.  After a prolonged 
investigation, they closed the books with the suicide story 
despite any evidence for such a theory.  I saw an article with 
comments from Button’s parents where they said they’d seen 
him recently and he’d been in good spirits.  This did not 



surprise me.  So what happened to Craig Button?  I believe 
the most likely explanation is that he had a close encounter 
of some kind and overzealously pursued the object in an 
attempt to identify it.  The operators probably did not wish 
any harm to come to Button, yet they couldn’t allow him to 
intercept them.  Needless to say, these events only height-
ened my growing need to continue investigating 
such matters.

Back to the West Coast
When I returned to Los Angeles, reality seemed 
a bit different, as I’d suddenly found myself living 
in my own “X-Files” type scenario.  A fascinating 
aspect of my soul’s journey along this cosmic path 
was/is the steady stream of synchronistic occur-
rences that keep blowing my mind along the way, 
constantly affirming to my more rational side that 
“reality” is far more complex than the powers that 
be would have us believe.  The next such occurrence 
was the spring newsletter from my favorite active 
band, Phish, announcing their 1997 US summer 
tour.  The 19-show tour would conclude with a 
two-day festival called The Great Went, to be held 
at the former Loring Air Force Base in Limestone, 
Maine on August 16-17.

Two items here rocked my consciousness in a 
“Sirius” way.  Sirius, the dog star, is the brightest 
star in our galaxy.  My research had indicated that 
like the Pleiades, Sirius was also home to some of our most 
important ET visitors.  The Pleiadian Agenda said that “we 
Pleiadians are sisters to these great male intelligences of 
Sirius.”  I was also intrigued by The Sirius Mystery by Robert 
Temple, a famous book in UFOlogy circles about the Dogon 
Tribe in Africa, who somehow knew of the existence of 
Sirius B, a dark star companion to Sirius A that is invisible to 
the naked eye.  Temple revealed that the tribe’s history spoke  
of the knowledge coming in ancient times from ET visitors.  
Everything about Sirius was resonating with me due, in part, 
to the fact that in 1992 I had named my fantasy basketball 
team the San Francisco Stardogs, which came from a Mother 
Love Bone song called “Stardog Champion.”  Canis Major 
(the constellation with Sirius) is indeed a star dog and this 
all now seemed to have been some kind of destined star-
seed connection; that my subconscious already knew I was 
marked as a participant in this cosmic drama.

The announcement about the location of Phish’s Great Went

festival totally blew my mind.  I’d recently read The UFO 
Cover Up by Lawrence Fawcett and Barry Greenwood, a 
book dedicated to attorney Peter Gersten, then the head of 
Citizens Against UFO Secrecy (CAUS).  Gersten is fa-
mous in the UFOlogy community for having brought suit 
against the National Security Agency in an attempt to get 

top secret UFO-related 
documents released.  
This lawsuit went to 
the Supreme Court in 
1982, where the court 
ruled the NSA did not 
have to release such 
documents as it could 
compromise their es-
pionage techniques and 
was therefore a matter 
of national security.  
This was a watershed 
moment for UFOlogy.  
It proved the govern-
ment does indeed 
possess UFO-related 
documents, contrary to 
propaganda stating they 
don’t investigate UFOs 
because they don’t exist.

What was of extreme 
interest to me regarding The Great Went was that chapter 
two of The UFO Coverup is entitled “Intrusions at Loring” 
and is a detailed account of a week of UFO sightings at the 
Loring Air Force Base in 1975 (based on documents ob-
tained through FOIA in quiries with the Air Force).  The 
documents indicate that a UFO had buzzed the nuclear 
supply depot of the base with “clear intent.”  The fact that 
Phish (sort of a Gen-X version of the Grateful Dead) would 
be ending their tour at such a location was of great intrigue 
to me.  As if this weren’t cosmic enough by itself, there was a 
second factor.  August 16-17, 1997 would be the 10-year an-
niversary of the Mayan Harmonic Convergence.  The MHC 
was a key moment in the Mayan calendar popularized by 
Mayan scholar Jose Arguelles, whose research indicated that 
the dates were the conclusion of an important cycle within 
the 26,000 year precession of the equinoxes that ends the 
Mayan calendar on December 21, 2012.  Arguelles conclud-
ed that this moment kicked off the stretch run to 2012 and

A fascinating aspect of 
my soul’s journey along 
this cosmic path was 
the steady stream of 
synchronistic
occurrences that keep 
blowing my mind along 
the way, constantly 
affirming to my more 
rational side that 
“reality” is far more 
complex than the 
powers that be would 
have us believe. 



he called for people to gather at sacred spots around the 
world to meditate on peace and harmony, which millions 
did.

As with the sighting in Sedona, I found it very difficult to 
view this convergence of data regarding The Great Went as 
a coincidence.  In fact, I was growing increasingly aware that 
maybe there is no 
such thing as co-
incidence.  This 
was what I came 
to call Sirius 
Synchronicity.  
This combina-
tion of circum-
stances indicated 
to me one of two 
things:  either 
Phish was setting 
up The Great 
Went as an attempt at initiating contact with our hipper 
ET visitors (Close Encounters of the Third Kind-style with 
music, light and color), or higher cosmic forces had synchro-
nistically manifested these circumstances into being for a 
similar purpose.  Or, perhaps a combination of the two.

I was about ready to throw in the towel on LA if my X-Files 
script didn’t pan out.  I also was very interested in getting 
an independent film project going.  I knew no one was go-
ing to pay me to do it and I would have to mount a guerilla 
production on my own.  I knew something special was going 
to take place at The Great Went and that I had to be there.  
With this information, my path became clear.  I would get a 
camcorder, go on tour passing out a newsletter with infor-
mation about the cosmic circumstances surrounding The 
Great Went, and record people’s reactions and whatever 
else I could come up with as part of a documentary on the 
UFO phenomenon and Mayan calendar.  The summer of 
‘97 became an escape from my “LA-lienation” as my path of 
discovery lifted me toward a renewed sense of purpose.

I wanted to get back to Sedona before the tour and the 
Summer Solstice naturally seemed like the logical choice.  
This time I would partner with my friend Ashley from Las 
Vegas.  After a bout with anorexia, she had recently become a 
Born-Again Christian, which I thought rather strange.  But, 
she still liked the Grateful Dead and Phish, so I figured she 
couldn’t have gone totally off the deep end.  We had an inter-
esting spiritual juxtaposition going - she thought I was

getting too far out with the UFO stuff and I thought she 
was getting too far out with the Jesus Saves business.  But we 
respected each other’s viewpoints and agreed to disagree on 
higher cosmological matters.  I thought she’d dig Sedona and 
wanted to take her there to check it out.

Return to Sedona - Summer Solstice ‘97
We arrived in Sedona on Friday, June 20.  After 
picking up a few supplies, we drove up Schnebly 
Hill Road.  I’d read that Schnebly Hill was a 
burgeoning vortex itself and wanted to check 
out a new spot.  It was just starting to get dark 
and we hadn’t been there 15 minutes when some 
strange objects appeared in the sky.  There were 
three crafts, but not like the pulsing orb from the 
April sighting.  They were smaller lights like you 
might see on any conventional aircraft.  The main 
object had a red light on one side and a green 
light on the other, and it was difficult to discern 

its shape in the twilight.  It was accompanied by 
two smaller white lights.  The real strangeness occurred when 
they formed a triangle in the sky: the green/red one at the 
top with the two white ones forming the two bottom points, 
all hovering in a triangle formation.  I remarked that this 
was quite irregular and Ashley had to agree.  We were both 
equally enthralled when the red/green one started beaming 
little flashes of light toward the white ones!  Then, all three 
just took off and vanished.

About five minutes later, another car pulled up and two 
couples got out to check out the view.  They asked how it 
was going and I informed them that they had just missed 
“some strange shit” in the sky.  I described what we had just 
seen.  They nodded with interest but I could tell they were 
skeptical.  Moments later, the three craft re-appeared out of 
nowhere!  “Look, there they are again,” I shouted ecstatically.  
They repeated the same process with the silent, hovering 
triangle and the beaming flashes.  Then the two white lights 
took off.  The green/red craft flew right over our location - it 
wasn’t exactly buzzing us but it came much closer and we 
were able to make out its shape.  It seemed about the size 
of a small plane, but it had no wings.  It was just a tube or 
fuselage of some kind, and it was totally silent.  Then it just 
continued off into the distance.

It was another WOW moment.  The two couples were no-
ticeably spooked and made a quick departure.  Ashley wasn’t 
quite ready to come all the way over to my cosmic view of



things, but she had to admit that the sighting was quite fasci-
nating.  We set up camp and had an uneventful yet peaceful 
and enjoyable rest of the evening.  (I know it’s quite astound-
ing that I would have a UFO sighting on each of my first two 
visits to Sedona and, for the record, should note that I’ve 
visited at least 10 more times since and have not had another 
sighting there.  I think this one was for Ashley.)

Chapel of the Holy Cross 
and the Watchtower revelation

The next day Ashley asked if we could visit the Chapel of the 
Holy Cross, a Sedona landmark.  It’s a non-denominational 
chapel built right into the canyon across from Bell Rock, 
with a huge glass “portal” with a cross inside it that attracts 
many visitors each year.  I had read that it was a known por-
tal of transit into this dimension for Pleiadian beings, as well 
as a place strong with angelic energies.  I’d read that Sedona’s 
higher energy vibration made it a convenient place for beings 
of a higher dimensional vibration, such as ETs and angels, to 
be able to transit into our lower and denser 3D reality.  So, of 
course I didn’t mind going to check it out.  It is a little on the 
touristy side, but is nevertheless a very spiritual spot.

After we checked out the actual chapel, we went downstairs 
to the gift shop where they had all kinds of Christian para-
phernalia.  I came across some of those Christian fish sym-
bols and asked Ashley what that was all about, as I had been 
wondering for some time.  She explained that it had been a 
secret symbol for contacting others of the faith during times 
of persecution.  I asked why a fish as the symbol and she 
related to me two stories.  One was about the miracle that 
Jesus performed providing the loaves of bread and fish.  That 
one was vaguely familiar.  But I found the second one much 
more interesting: a story about Jesus telling actual fishermen 
to go be fishers of men instead of fish, to spread the good 
word and bring people together spiritually, etc.  I found this 
story fascinating in light of how, in a way, this is sort of what 
Phish does too. 

Because of the counterculture following they have devel-
oped, a community I like to call the “Phish Nation,” their 
shows can be more than just rock concerts.  The shows 
can rise to the level of truly spiritual gatherings that most 
“phans” agree amount to an experience they can’t find at the 
same level anywhere else.  While they’ve developed their own 
sound, Phish follows a path pioneered by the Grateful Dead 
– playing two sets a night of improvisationally-oriented 
music, never repeating a set list, each show a unique experi-

ence.  As with the Dead, the band feeds off the crowd energy 
and on the best nights, a collective consciousness feedback 
loop of sorts clicks into place, elevating the experience for 
everyone.  They’re not known for platinum album sales or 
radio hits, but are consistently one of the top grossing acts 
on the tour circuit due to their legendary live shows.  I had 
been incredibly depressed when Jerry Garcia left the planet 
in August ‘95 because the Grateful Dead were known, not as 
the best at what they did, but as the only ones that did what 
they did.  I’d seen Phish several times, but had not connected 
them on  that level.  Fate brought me to their 12/31/95 New 
Year’s Eve show at Madison Square Garden in New York 
City, where I experienced that energy again and realized that 
the music gods had provided a next generation of talent to 
carry the torch.  It was a major turning point in my spiritual 
life, sort of a prelude to Terence McKenna convincing me 
that right here, right now, leading up to 2012 is the time to 
be in.

So, a certain kind of enlightenment was now underway in 
the chapel gift shop.  But it was mere prelude.  I wandered 
over to a rack of keychains that had people’s names on them, 
accompanied by an allegorical verse from the Bible.  Another 
reality-bending moment was about to occur as I searched 
for the keychain with my Earth name on it.  I found it and 
looked to see what it said:

Greg Watchman
“ Keep thy heart with all diligence.”   Proverbs 4:23

This was a moment where my consciousness suddenly found 
itself shifting into a mindbending new reality as I flashed 
back to the surprising “All Along the Watchtower” encore of 
my Phish birthday show (synchronistically back at Madison 
Square Garden in the fall of ‘96).  I knew deeply in that mo-
ment that I hadn’t grokked the full meaning of that encore 
yet.  I bought the keychain, went to the car and popped in 
my tape of that show.  Merl Saunders (a keyboardist friend 
of Jerry Garcia) and Buddy Miles (the drummer from Jimi 
Hendrix’s Band of Gypsys) had joined Phish for the encore, 
with Buddy singing his soul version of the classic Bob Dylan 
tune.  Jimi, Jerry and Trey Anastasio from Phish are my three 
favorite guitarists of all-time, so having that trinity represent-
ed at my birthday show was utterly mind-blowing.

As I listened to Buddy Miles singing the song, it was almost 
as if I were listening to the lyrics for the first time, which was 
rather strange since I’d seen the Grateful Dead perform it on 
numerous occasions and since Jimi Hendrix recorded it 



on his Electric Ladyland album, one of my favorites.  But it 
dawned on me that I’d never really thought too deeply about 
what the song was actually about...

All Along the Watchtower by Bob Dylan

There must be some kind of way out of here
Said the joker to the thief

There’s too much confusion here
I can’t get no relief

Businessmen drink my wine
Plowmen dig my earth

None of them along the line
Know what any of it is worth

No need to get excited
The thief he kindly spoke

There are many here among us
Who feel that life is but a joke

But you and I have been through that
And this is not our fate

So let us not talk falsely now
The hour is getting late

All along the watchtower
The princes kept the view

While all the women came and went
Barefoot servants too

Outside in the distance
A wildcat did growl

Two riders were approaching 
And the wind began to howl

The full revelation didn’t happen all at once, but the picture 
was becoming clear and, within a week or so, I had come to 
some Sirius realizations.  The first verse seemed like a clear 
condemnation of the way modern society allows greed to 
triumph over the welfare of Mother Earth.  I felt the second 
verse was clearly indicating that those who recognize this 
have a higher destiny than just being trapped victims of this 
paradigm.  The third verse was a bit more puzzling.  I asked 
Ashley what the deal was with “the watchman” in the bible, 
and she set about to look up some references.  Here’s one she 
came up with that I found most compelling:

Ezekiel 33
The word of the LORD came to me:

Son of man, speak to your countrymen and say to them: 
`When I bring the sword against a land, and the people of 

the land choose one of their men and make him their watch-

man, and he sees the sword coming against the land and 
blows the trumpet to warn the people, then if anyone hears 

the trumpet but does not take warning and the sword comes 
and takes his life, his blood will be on his own head. Since he 
heard the sound of the trumpet but did not take warning, his 

blood will be on his own head. If he had taken warning, 
he would have saved himself.

But if the watchman sees the sword coming and does not 
blow the trumpet to warn the people and the sword comes 

and takes the life of one of them, that man will be taken 
away because of his sin, but I will hold the watchman 

accountable for his blood.’

To me, the essence of this passage is quite clear.  If someone 
dies because the watchman did not give fair warning, then 
the blood is on the watchman’s hands.  The keychain I found 
on the Summer Solstice in Sedona says I am a watchman, 
which seems to have retroactive confirmation from on high 
due to the “Watchtower” encore at my birthday show.  I 
thought that was pretty heavy.  Maybe “the people” hadn’t 
chosen me to be the watchman, but it sure seemed like 
someone from up above had.  I was discussing this matter 
with an avowed starseed friend of mine at Venice Beach one 
day, shortly after returning from the trip.  I was relating how 
amazing I thought this was - that friends of Jimi and Jerry 
would show up for my Phish birthday show and play this 
song - and then for the keychain to say what it did.  He very 
matter-of-factly stated that my guardian angels had arranged 
all this to send me a message. (This friend also hipped me 
to The Urantia Book, an alternate cosmic bible that I found 
quite intriguing.)

In light of what I’d read about angelic presences at the Cha-
pel of the Holy Cross, this made a lot of sense.  The keychain 
seemed to clearly illuminate a certain message, and it was 
a message I felt I had no choice but to take very seriously.  
Here I had been on this path to discover the truth about 
UFOs and government conspiracies and now the cosmos 
seemed to be telling me that I had an assigned duty to do ex-
actly that.  I had come to feel that the UFO coverup, not to 
mention the larger New World Order plot is a serious crime 
against humanity that is stalling and perhaps risking our 
ascension to a new age of peace and harmony that will tran-
scend the problems that plague society today.  My research 
into the NWO conspiracies indicated that the JFK assassina-
tion was a coup d’etat by dark forces still in control with a 
long term agenda of permanently enslaving all of humanity 
in their Orwellian rat race, preventing evolution to a



  

shamanism and later Tibetan Buddhis.  I do not 
claim to be the only “watchman” by any means 
- there’s a large team of us Lightworkers on the 
planet (spiritual warriors here to assist the birth 
of this new age), as this is a large task with many 
roles to be played.  Nor do I have anything to 
do with the Jehovah’s Witnesses, whom I find 
rather creepy.

There are those who have suggested that I’m 
reading too much into things.  Others would 
even say that I’m crazy for doing so.  That 
doesn’t bother me, as it goes with the territory of 
suggesting ideas which would alter the current 
paradigm, just as for those that said the world 
is round instead of flat or that the Earth is not 
the center of the universe.  Crazy is what I feel I 
would have to be if I were to ignore the synchro-
nistic messages that have been sent my way.  So 
I went on Phish’s 1997 summer tour passing out 
a newsletter with this information.  The Great 
Went was a tremendous event where I had an-
other UFO sighting.  After the tour I continued 
spreading this information across the Internet.  
The documentary was a bust, but I learned a 
lot and affected a lot of people, which I know 
because they told me so.  I later pursued a career 
in investigative journalism, although that is not 
currently going well with the decline of the me-
dia industry (both in government’s Orwellian 
infiltration of mass media and in the economic 
downturn that has seen tens of thousands of 
journalists laid off in the past decade).

I’ve been asked a number of times what I will 
do if nothing happens in 2012.  I always say 
that I’ll be just about the right age for a classic 
mid-life crisis.  I still have high hopes for an end 
to the UFO coverup and a historic evolution of 
consciousness that allows humanity to create a 
truly democratic society where we can start liv-
ing in peace and harmony and join the galactic 
community.  I believe that paradigm shattering 
revelations such as  UFO disclosure and other 
government coverups of crimes against the 
people (such as 9/11 being an inside job) will 
shock the masses into not only being able to ac-
cept new realities but demanding them. 

better world.

Extensive evidence indicates that the main reason for the 
continuation of the UFO coverup is the suppression of free 
energy technology that will revolutionize the planet, yet also 
inherently wreck the fossil fuel monopolies and level the 
playing field of global power.  Skeptics dismiss the possibil-
ity of ET visitation due to the limits of light speed and the 
vastness of the cosmos.  This close-minded view ignores the 
legitimate research in quantum physics (by those such as Cal 
Tech’s Kip Thorne) about theoretical cosmic wormholes or 
stargates, that allow a vehicle to jump vast distances almost 
instantly.  Other research indicates that electromagnetic en-
ergy is all around us all the time.  A device that could harness 
this would lead to free energy.  Dr. Steven Greer of The Dis-
closure Project has recorded testimony from a slew of retired 
military personnel, testifying to seeing evidence for various 
aspects of this scenario (he held a landmark press conference 
on the matter at The National Press Club in Washington, 
DC in 2001).  See www.disclosureproject.org.  Historian/
author Richard Dolan has also touched on these matters in 
his two authoritative books on the UFO coverup, see www.
keyholepublishing.com.  Retired Air Force Col. Philip J. 
Corso also testified in 1997 to recovery of ET technology 
at Roswell in 1947, which he said he had been in charge of 
secretly seeding to top companies for research and develop-
ment. See his memoir, The Day After Roswell.

My research led me to believe there was nothing short of 
the future of humanity at stake.  I certainly did not want to 
conceive of anyone else’s blood being on my hands because of 
neglecting this watchman duty, nor did I want to even pon-
der what my karmic backlash might be for disappointing my 
guardian spirits regarding this matter of great import.  And 
so I vowed back in the summer of 1997 that I would remain 
ever faithfully “all along the watchtower,” calling out the 
warnings as I saw them.  I believe that the more people be-
come aware of these matters, the closer we will collectively be 
to ending the secrecy.  I felt like this series of synchronicities 
was the Higher Power/Great Spirit/gods’ way of speaking 
directly to me, to inspire me to do this work that is necessary 
in the divine cosmic plan.

I’m technically Jewish, although never took much to it.  Be-
fore my first UFO sighting, I was basically agnostic.  But af-
terward I developed a cosmic-pagan perspective on religion, 
heavily influenced by Native American spiritual teachings.  
Books like The Hopi Prophecies and Black Elk Speaks were 
instructive.  I went on to become very interested in 



I am concerned that some level of cataclysmic Earth chang-
ing activity could diminish the global population some, as 
we’ve already been seeing these things (Hurricane Katrina, 
the Indonesian Tsunami, effects of global warming).  So it 
could be a rocky roller coaster ride and certain powers-that-
be are fighting this ascension tooth and nail.  But I believe 
an evolution of the collective consciousness will occur that 
enables us to truly change the world as well as to engage in 
cultural exchange with our ET visitors bringing advances in 
medical and energy technologies that will really help turn 
this planet around.  I also believe there could be a bio-evo-
lution involving our DNA activation, increasing humanity’s 
awareness and access to latent abilities like telepathy and tele-
kinesis.  Jedi powers in Star Wars hint at this concept, but it 
takes training and most of us are conditioned not to believe 
in such realities.  Check back with me in three years.

Footnote:
A lot of interesting things 
happened from 1998-2002 
(more compelling synchro-
nicities involving Phish, 
meeting and interviewing 
Jose Arguelles, some mystical 
revelations that came true, 
getting my own band together 
that fell apart in starcrossed 
fashion, and more).  This all 
could easily be another story 
entirely.   I kind of stepped back from the UFO thing when I 
was in graduate journalism school at Kent State from 2004-
06, trying to establish a career. 

Something interesting in 2009, though, was my visit to the 
Roswell UFO Festival, where Jefferson Starship played an 
amazing sci-fi themed show.  After the festival, I contacted 
the authors of Witness to Roswell, arguably the best book on 
the subject.  I offered to help out if they were ever trying to 
track someone down in Texas (since there are lots of military 
connections here), and they did indeed take me up on it, 
asking me to find someone in San Antonio.  This person is 
the son of a key figure who was stationed at Roswell in 1947.  
I did find and talk to him and he claims he has photographic 
evidence his dad took.  But he’s not ready to step up to the 
plate yet, so we are unsure if he is for real. 

Greg Black 
grew up in a major Midwestern city before 

gravitating to California and the San Francisco Bay 
Area, largely due to the resonation of the 

socio-cultural revolution from the 1960s.  
He has studied music, film and

 journalism and has written for several fairly 
well-known alternative news weeklies.  

He is currently a freelance journalist and musician
 in a Southern city known for its music scene.  

If the world doesn’t change in 2012, he may well 
consider retreating from this dystopian society and 

joining a Buddhist monastery.

some of Greg’s book suggestions:

Black Helicopters Over America, by Jim Keith 
Psychic Dictatorship USA, by Alex Constantine

The Archaic Revival, by Terence McKenna
Witness to Roswell: Unmasking the Government’s Big-

gest Cover-up, by Thomas J. Carey, Donald R. Schmitt, 
George Noory, and Edgar Mitchel

The UFO Cover Up, by Lawrence Fawcett and Barry 
Greenwood

ET 101: The Cosmic Instruction Manual: An Emer-
gency Remedial Edition, by Zoev Jho

The Pleiadian Agenda, by Barbara Hand Clow



Often when people hear that we 
raise alpacas, they ask if it was 
our lifelong dream.  I 
wonder if most people actually 
have one dream they pursue 
their entire lives.  If so, then I 
must have as many lives as a cat 
because my dreams have changed 
many times.
Most involved the competitive, 
fast-paced world of motor racing, 
where I have played roles from 
timer and scorer to car owner 
to journalist.  A few involved a 
cultured life in Paris as a museum 
curator or travel to ancient lands 
on archeological digs.  There 
have even been a couple of fanta-
sies involving a tropical Mexican 
beachfront nursery and land-
scaping business.  But never did 
I consider tracing my roots back 
to farming.

As the years went by, my foreign daydreams were confined to 
two-week vacations as life in motor racing took control.  At 
least racing allowed me to travel.  It also provided a language, 
a focus and a circle of friends.  Through racing I met my 
husband, Chris, who still works in the industry.

My preferred work was as a motor sports journalist and on 
staff at various publications but, because racing and publish-
ing ventures are often plagued by short lives, I always main-
tained a backup job - a second paycheck for security.  These 
jobs varied from temp office work to substitute teaching to 
restaurant management – whatever worked around my pri-
mary schedule.  I soon discovered I was happiest working at 
home so I carved a bona fide office out of our small suburban 
home and launched a freelance consulting business, where I 
play all roles: writer, editor, photographer and media consul-
tant.  I was content to work in a personally designed environ-
ment shared by my cats, dog and plants.  Cozy as it was, I still 
needed the extra income of a second job.  Part of the need 
for the added income was to feed my wanderlust.  Due to an  

intense hatred of cold weather 
and a restrictive schedule dic-
tated by the racing season, our 
winter vacations are spent in 
tropical climates – and that, as 
they say, ain’t cheap. 

We love the tropics so much 
that by 2005, we considered 
becoming ex-pats and looked 
at real estate in Mexico and 
Costa Rica.  Clearly, we sensed 
an undefined need for change.  
After a lifetime of living out 

of a suitcase, we were stuck in a 
Midwestern subdivision where we 
didn’t fit in.  Our life no longer fit our 
image … or our dreams.  We yearned 
for space, privacy, and contentment, 
as well as an opportunity to shape 
our environment without restriction.  
Eager for a new life, yet held captive 
in Indianapolis by limited oversees job 
opportunities and lack of money, we 

remained discontented suburbanites with dreams of escape 
and a life closer to nature.

In 2007, feeling increasingly confined by the restrictions of a 
homeowners association and having finished every possible 
bit of home remodeling and landscaping of our sloping cul-
de-sac lot, we began an earnest search for property to build 
on – a few acres to do with as we pleased.  What we found 
was a 175-year-old farm in desperate need of restoration.  It 
was love at first sight.

Discovery and Loss
This run-down Green Acres reeked of potential just as 
surely as it smelled of manure.  Once we saw it, we never 
considered another property.  Chris envisioned building his 
dream house, surrounded by tree-studded berms for reclusive 
privacy in a natural, park-like setting.  I, on the other hand, 
was intrigued both by the historic house and the thought 
of farming.  Instead of running from my past, I reached out 
to it.  My maternal grandfather had been a farmer and I had 
once lived on a hobby farm.

Alpaca Adventure



It also felt like the right thing to do with the property.  The 
original 80-acre tract was acquired in 1825 by a Kentucky 
man as part of the 1820 land grant.  Although it went 
through many hands over the years and was eventually 
condensed to a mere 10 acres, this has always been family-
farmed land.  The idea of altering its identity felt wrong, so 
we decided to continue the tradition, even if we weren’t sure 
exactly what to do with it.

My mom hated the idea – and everything to do with farms 
and animals.  My dad, an avid gardener who loved animals, 
understood.  The stories of him taking a puppy or a baby 
raccoon along on his dates with my mom are legendary.  I 
couldn’t wait for him to see the place.

Sadly, he never did.  In fact, we had to postpone the clos-
ing to spend his last week by his bedside and another week 
preparing for his funeral.  Because of all the time away, I lost 
an unpleasant but financially critical part-time job.  It turned 
out to be just the beginning of a string of losses forcing us 
to make the break with an unsatisfying existence and take a 
chance on a risky new venture.  

What we expected to be an idyllic transformation of lifestyle 
instead became a nightmare of struggles and heartbreaking 
losses.  I regressed from a giddy optimist to an uncontrollably 
sobbing emotional wreck and then to a zombie stumbling 
through each day’s overwhelming challenges that ranged 
from getting dressed every morning to dealing with con-
struction delays and the potential for financial ruin.

Divide and conquer
As we reeled from one blow after another, our plans crystal-
lized.  Convinced that this old homestead should remain a 
farm and the old house needed to stay, Chris relied on guid-
ance from his step-mother in Seattle to sort out the details of 
the purchase and plans for renovating the house.  I focused 
on our farming venture.

From the moment we discovered the farm, I had begun 
researching options.  Ten acres isn’t enough land to profitably

raise crops and the cost of commercial greenhouses was pro-
hibitive.  After briefly considering boarding horses or dogs, 
we searched for an animal we could raise that wouldn’t 
become part of the meat market.  As a vegetarian PETA 
supporter and animal rights advocate, I wouldn’t consider 
raising any animal for slaughter.

We concluded that alpacas have many advantages.  Alpacas 
are quiet, relatively low-maintenance, gentle and docile.  
They’re considered environmentally friendly because their
padded feet don’t tear up the land like hooves do and their 
highly prized luxury fleece comes in 22 colors, reducing the 
need for toxic dyes.  No other animal that produces fiber for 
textile use has such an enormous variety of colors. 

It was settled.  
Suddenly 
decisive, I 
researched the 
alpaca industry, 
attended semi-
nars and visited 
farms across 
four states. If 

my mind wasn’t already made up by the time we reached 
the first farm, an intimate encounter with a five-day-old cria 
(baby alpaca) sealed the deal. 

A gangly fawn suri boy with big brown doe eyes full of inno-
cence and curiosity cautiously approached me as I kneeled 
in a breeder’s pasture, trying to “ignore” him so he would 
feel secure enough to investigate me.  Fighting every urge to 
reach out and stroke his lustrous locks, I watched him inch 
closer, sniff me and finally feel brave enough to nibble on 
my hair.  I was in awe of his unspoiled purity and his un-
questioning acceptance of his surroundings, his family, his 
life.

In a matter of days, I signed a contract to purchase three 
bred suri alpacas.

Adrenalin: fix or flee
We hired a contractor to demo the 20th-century additions 
to the 1876 farmhouse and renovate per Chris’ design.  The 
extensive, ground-up restoration included installing new 
wiring, plumbing, HVAC, insulation, drywall, siding, roof 
and a sizeable addition.  It would become a new “old” house, 
blended to our tastes, with a nod to its past as it revamped 
for a new future, symbolizing our new journey.

Work was delayed due to permitting issues resulting from 

The idea of altering its identity felt wrong, 
so we decided to continue the tradition, even 
if we weren’t sure exactly what to do with it.



an illegal existing septic drain field, which took aim at our budget as 
well as our schedule.  While we waited for weather to allow workers to 
start, we made daily rounds of various stores to look at materials such as 
flooring, fixtures, paint colors, cabinets and counters.  Chris insisted on 
overseeing every detail and comparison-shopped exhaustively.  Each trip 
ended with a stop by the farmhouse.  The farm called to me; I wanted 
to be there all the time.  While Chris measured and calculated, I quietly 
walked through the buildings, the orchard and the pastures, along the 
pond and past the field, wondering what everything looked like a century 
ago, whispering to the farm that it would once again be glorious.

Because my husband intended to do some of the work himself, 
he was consumed with scheduling and construc-
tion progress. That year, Chris was back on the road 
with the race team, so fitting in his “sweat equity” 
portions of construction was complicated.  I had 
other things to manage, such as fencing and facili-
ties for the animals.  Old barbed wire fences had to 
be replaced with woven wire horse fences and lots of 
gates.  A mobile mini-barn had to be converted into 
suitable winter quarters for the alpacas with electricity 
and water.  Pastures needed to be over-seeded and 
hay had to be cut, baled and stored for winter use.  
There was a lot to do in a short time.  We were on a 
tight deadline: our alpacas were due to arrive May 
1.  The pressure was on. 

Stressful and harried as it was, watching the old 
farmhouse transform from a rundown mess into 
our dream house brought us renewed joy.  As 
the layers were stripped off the old house and we 
learned a little of its history, we bonded with the 
old place.  When the new addition was framed, we 
felt a unity with this weathered old place, newly 
reborn and starting afresh on a new adventure, 
much like us.

Personal hits kept us from fully enjoying this 
metamorphosis.  Devastating personal losses continued with the 
passing of Chris’ step-mum, three ailing cats and other friends and fam-
ily members.  Not everyone was going to make this new journey with us.  
There were times we weren’t sure we were going to make it.

But our alpacas made it.  Our first two arrived on schedule in May, long 
before the house was ready.  We fired the contractor in June and finished 
the work ourselves.  Doing so gave us an excuse to be on the farm full time 
and offered an opportunity to get acquainted with our new girls.  Upon 
reflection, it was also part of my transition from the old life to the new, 
providing an opportunity to become accustomed to living on the farm 

as every day I loaded our four dogs – including 
new rescue pups destined to become livestock 
guard dogs – and drove out to wrap up con-
struction and landscaping. 

Tentative at first, whether afraid of being spit on 
or kicked or just nervous with the responsibility 
of these 160-lb. animals, I was timid in my ap-
proach.  They were a little stand-offish at first as 
well, perhaps because it was just as big a change 
for them or maybe because they 

recog-
nized a 
rookie 
when 
they 
saw 
one.  
I 

want-
ed to 
do 
vic-
tory 
laps 
the 
first 
time 

June ate a dandelion from my hand.  It was the 
first step in our friendship and I was grateful for 
her trust.  Maybe this wasn’t a mistake after all.

Finally – and fittingly – we moved into the 
newly renamed (in honor of my father) Mon-
trose Farms on the 4th of July. 

Seeing the light
A former co-worker once said that I based my 
identity on my career.  If she was right, I was 



about to be reinvented.  I continue to work in my home 
office – now on the farm, with a large window overlooking 
one of the alpaca pastures, but now I divide my time to work 
on the farm also.  Work and personal life blur into one more 
than ever before.  A 40-hour work week is a thing of the past 
– especially last winter, when we brought home a new dam 
and her two-week-old blind cria.

We purchased Sugar before she had her first baby but it was 
too late in her pregnancy to transport her from the Cincin-
nati farm where  
she was being housed in a heated barn.  Sugar is a true-black 
suri whom I was eager to add to our mostly white herd.  The 
two crias born on our farm in 2008 were both white males so 
we had fingers crossed for a true-black girl.  Sure enough, we 
got her.  We were ecstatic.  Then a second phone call came: 
she was weak, wasn’t nursing and was probably blind.

It was agony being so far away and not able to see her.  Sever-
al days passed before we received photos.  The first few were

alarming: a tiny, limp creature with tubes in her neck and a 
coat on her back to keep her warm.  But a few days later, as 
she gained strength, the photos changed.  She was beautiful 
with the perfect phenotype head shape and a cocky smile on 
her face.  Her inner strength was palpable.

A transfusion perked her up but the vet confirmed her 
blindness.  I reached out to the alpaca community for input 
on blind crias but there wasn’t much information out there.  
Worried about what the future might hold for her and for 
us, we brought Isabella home earlier than planned because 
the extra care she required was a burden on the breeders, 
who were bottle-feeding her around the clock.  On our farm, 
determined to help her be strong and independent, I trudged 
through snow every two hours to help her nurse so she 
wouldn’t remain a bottle baby.  After a few weeks, she was 
able to find “the milk bar” on her own.  It was the first of her 
many triumphs. 

When animals are relying on you, it doesn’t matter if it’s cold 
or rainy or windy.  You have to attend to their needs whether 
you’re sick or busy or feeling lazy – or even if you hate cold 
weather.  Your life becomes entwined with theirs.  You know 
their habits, their quirks, their bowel movements … and you 
know when something’s wrong.

With a blind animal, that relationship is intensified.  With-
out neglecting the needs of the rest of the herd, we directed 
increased attention to Isabella, trying to imagine her per-
ceptions in order to figure out how to assist her.  We made 
numerous accommodations to help her live independently.  
We put a bell on her dam, a wind chime on the barn entrance 
and a fountain in the water bowl to help her audibly iden-
tify these important features.  She responded to verbal cues, 
which we incorporated to teach her how to get around.  I’m 
convinced that contributed to creating the “ham” that she 
has evolved into, showing off her speed and agility when 
verbally encouraged.

Faced with the knowledge that our future had just changed 
due to her physical handicap, we embraced this vulner-
able little creature and showered her with love.  Our world, 
which once spread across Europe through the Caribbean 
to the South Pacific (at least for two weeks every year), was 
now condensed not merely to our 10-acre farm, but to the 
paddock that was now home to this 20-lb. little girl who 
couldn’t see, who needed us.  In spite of my dislike of cold 
weather, I sat in the barn with her for hours on end watching 
her, talking to her, working with her and listening to her as if 
I was her over-protective mother. 

At the same time, one of our guard dogs was recovering from 
shoulder surgery, needed to be immobilized for six weeks.  
Suddenly, I was Nurse Lori - tending to two needy animals.  
My days revolved around their schedules of meals, meds and 
mess clean-up, with my paying work squeezed in between 
their needs.  It brought me closer to both of them.   Jackson 
is a more loyal dog than ever and Isabella responds with a 

I’ve learned that wordless relationships with creatures 
unknown in the corporate world can have more impact 
than any celebrity, politician or friend, for these animals 

are parts of our daily existence.  They are our family.



prance to my voice.  As I watch them both in the 
pasture, I am grateful they are success stories and 
I take pride in the small role I played in their 
achievements.

Isabella has adapted to her environment much 
better than we ever dared hope.  She is a spunky 
alpaca with a strong spirit and a happy nature 
that causes her to “pronk” and run circles 
around the paddock.  Watching her “dance” in 
the pastures, hearing her inquisitive hums, or 
feeling her fuzzy nose searching my palm for 
carrots, it’s hard 
not to smile.

Living la vida 
livestock
since childhood, 
I have felt an 
affinity for ani-
mals.  Whether 
it’s a tiger or a 
turtle, I have an 
urge to touch 
them, connect 
with them and 
take them home.  The farm has given me the 
perfect excuse to surround myself with animals.  
We added cats for mouse control, livestock 
guard dogs for security, and alpacas for profit.  
We miss the traveling but the love we get from 
them makes up for the things we miss.

Connecting with them has been a marvelous 
experience.  I know each distinctive personality 
and their individual moods.  I share their joys, 
sorrows, fears, triumphs and grievances.  I’ve 
learned that wordless relationships with crea-
tures unknown in the corporate world can have 
more impact than any celebrity, politician or 
friend, for these animals are parts of our daily 
existence.  They are our family.

Animals offer an unspoken understanding and 
non-judgmental reception.  There’s always a 
hopeful face to greet me.  Full of curiosity, play-
fulness and affection, the alpacas are always glad 
to see us – especially if we have food with us.  
Our “alpha” girl, June, rifles through our pockets 

for treats and eats carrots right out of my mouth!  Time 
spent with them is always rewarding.  The alpacas carry 
themselves with the grace and dignity of centuries, remind-
ing me that we are here but a brief time so we should make 
the most of our lives, try to leave this world a little better 
than we found it, and reach out to others along the way.

Looking at life from their perspective has taught me as much 
about myself as about them.  I’ve learned that I’m capable of 
handling many situations I never would have dreamed of fac-
ing.  Formerly repulsed by the sight of blood, I can now assist 
with a dystocia during birth, administer medications and 

injections, and calmly handle 
crises.  When you’ve got a 
farm, you can’t be squeamish!
 I may be able inject fluids 
subcutaneously or reposition 
the limbs of an unborn cria in 
crisis, but I’ve learned that I’m 
not the boss around here.  As 
Angel, a fellow breeder, says, 
alpacas make you humble.  
You may think you or your 
vet or the books have all the 
answers, but they will do 

things their way in their own time.  June kept us waiting for 
our first farm birth and, after all the anticipation, we missed 
it.  I discovered her still-wet cria on the ground just mo-
ments after delivery.  Completely unprepared, I ran around 
like a maniac, gathering supplies while she calmly passed the 
afterbirth and returned to her baby’s side, patiently waiting 
for him to stand and nurse.  June was in control and I was a 
comical spectator, awed by her inherent maternal instincts 
and the intimacy of mother and child.

I was better prepared for our second cria.  Noticing signs 
of labor in Nina, I stayed by her side through the birthing 
process.  As nervous as an expectant father, I, like the rest 
of the herd, followed her around through every stage of 
labor.  While only the cria’s head was presenting, I broke the 
amniotic sac and cleared his mouth with my finger.  I was as 
proud as first-time mother Nina when he was examined and 
proclaimed perfect and I felt as protective as she did while he
struggled to stand and take his first steps only a few minutes 
later.  Life is truly miraculous.

Life also keeps moving forward and I understand that now 
more conclusively than before.  I learned to stop trying to 
escape my past and to make better use of the present be-
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cause time is much too short to squander.  Perhaps the most 
important lesson I’ve learned is to slow down and enjoy life.  
We’ve lost so many loved ones along the way.  I’ve learned to 
appreciate every moment.  Angel reminded me that when we 
live with as many animals as we do, there are bound to be ill-
nesses, afflictions and losses.  As it is with them, so it is with 
our human families, too.  When my son lost his father not 
long after I lost mine, I encouraged him to move to Indiana.  
We share a new, somber bond and felt the need to be closer.  
Our similar losses have given us the gift of appreciation for 
each other.

But stopping to smell the newly planted roses doesn’t mean 
life is perfect and the farm is fin-
ished.  Farm work is never done.  
Not everything has changed, 
either.  I still have a second job – 
three or four, actually.  I’ve added 
marketing to my resume as we 
begin to advertise our herd sires, 
fleece and farm produce.  Thanks 
to the alpacas, we have a bounti-
ful compost pile that makes our 
garden so productive that I have 
started selling organic vegetables.  
Next year I hope to add free-range 
eggs to our product list.  Another 
goal is to create a space for meet-
ings, seminars and other functions 
so others can experience the peacefulness our alpaca farm 
offers.

We’re still driven to improve and shape our environment and 
the farm offers seemingly unending opportunities.  We’re in 
the process of renovating the main barn, which, according to 
the date carved on the hand-hewn beams, was built in 1879.  
Another old barn desperately needs refurbishing as does the 
grape arbor, the orchard, and the old fences.

Working on our homes has always been satisfying but here 
there’s a sense of historical continuity that’s particularly grati-
fying.  We are carrying on something begun two centuries 
ago.  We have blended our personal legacies with a broader 
story.  Every time I use my dad’s tiller in the garden, plant 
tomatoes or pick strawberries, I think of him.  Just running 
the tap reminds me of my grandfather, who started his farm 
career as a well digger.  Standing in the cheery three-gabled 
guest room causes me to wonder about the families who 
preceded us: what they dreamed here, what challenges, hap-
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Even working with the alpacas gives us a tie to his-
tory.  Alpacas are domesticated camelids that have been 
bred in South America for 6,000 years … and now here 
they are, linking our Midwestern farm and our revised 
dreams with an ancient exotic saga.

We’ll pack our suitcases again some day and maybe even 
visit the historic home of our alpacas but we’ve discov-
ered a rewarding life here on the farm.  The privilege 
of sharing our lives with these wondrous creatures has 
more than offset the sacrifices we make.  Raising healthy, 
happy animals has become the everyday reality of which 
dreams are made.

The privilege of sharing our 
lives with these wondrous 

creatures has more than offset 
the sacrifices we make.

Watch Lori and her alpaca family:



from TRAUMA 
to ECSTASY

On May 12, 1998, I experienced the most profound spiritual 
initiation of my life.  It was on that fateful day, after a very 
long, 53-hour, homebirth labor, that my daughter, Anastasia, 
was born dead.  As she emerged from my womb, her eyes re-
mained closed, her umbilical cord was not pulsing, and she 
was not breathing.  I remember asking my husband, Brian, to 
hand me my baby so I could try to bring her back to life.  
But as soon as I reached out for my daughter, I immediately 
fell back into the birthing pool.  I was blacking out due to ex-
haustion and extreme loss of blood.  In technical terms, I was 
hemorrhaging to death, and it took everything I had to try to 
stay conscious during this horrible scene.
Paramedics were immediately called and my baby was rushed to a neonatal inten-
sive care unit in Miami and placed on life-support machines in an effort to keep her 
“alive.”  While she was being whisked to the NICU, I was being rushed to a hospital 
in Key West where I recall receiving harsh and insensitive treatment while in the 
emergency room.  The medics on duty appeared to be in a state of panic because 
I was losing a lot of blood and had not yet given birth to the placenta.  So they 
proceeded to push, press and pound on my womb with such force and intensity, it 
was as if they had no awareness there was a human being attached to the body part 
they were pounding on.  The horror of the entire experience was more painful and 
surreal than anything I had ever encountered in my life.  

I was forced to spend an entire week in that hospital, separated from my baby, bare-
ly able to walk, doing whatever I could to recover from my near-death experience 
and the tragedy of giving birth to a dead child.  My husband brought me pictures 
of our baby, but she had tubes attached to her body and tape stuck all over her face.  
I could not even make out what she really looked like.  Was that my child?  Could 
this possibly be happening?  I don’t even recognize my own baby!!!  What is wrong 
with me?  All I feel is numb.  All I want is to be dead.

I recall, while in the emergency room, they put me under anesthesia.  And when the 
anesthesia wore off, I had an experience of plunging – hard – back into my physical 
body.  I think, for at least a few moments, I must’ve really been dead because I dis-
tinctly recall wanting to stay dead.  I was fighting with some type of spiritual forces, 
yelling “I don’t want to go back!  I don’t want to go back!”  But the “powers-that-
be” seemed to have the upper hand in this situation and “they” insisted that I had

to come back.  I was told that my 
life was not over and that there was 
more work that needed to be done.  
And so back I came, slamming hard 
into my physical vessel, wondering 
why the hell I had ever been born 
and what on Earth I was thinking 
when I signed up for this ride.

Every ounce of my physical body 
felt pain and my soul was suffer-
ing through the deepest experience 
of grief known to humankind.  I 
remember lying in a hospital bed, 
hurting more than I ever dreamed 
possible, when an angel appeared in 
the form of a human female nurse.  
She nurtured me and touched me 
with so much tenderness and love 
that it made me sob, quite hysteri-
cally, in grief for a lifetime of having 
no conscious connection to nurtur-
ing love. 

My life, up to that point, had been a 
series of tragedies and traumas and, 
by age 39, I had already processed 
through years of feeling abused 
and abandoned, living in extreme 
poverty, recovering from a 10-year 
bout with anorexia and bulimia, 
and healing a 15-year addiction to 
prescription pills and illegal drugs.  I 
also had a 20-year history of miscar-
riages and other tragic endings in 
childbirth and, although I had no 
idea how severely all of these losses 
had affected me, in retrospect I can 
see how the traumas escalated with 
each pregnancy and the spiritual and 

“What if the word victim could be 
redefined into something closer to hero… 

recognizing that the path some have tread 
will spare others from the same?”

                        Mike Dooley, 
Notes from the Universethe ROAD to ECSTATIC birth



psychic wounding intensified over time.

By the time I met my second husband, Brian, I had already experienced three 
pregnancy losses and journeyed through the labyrinth of technocratic “in-
fertility” treatments.  Several years prior to meeting Brian, my first husband, 
Casey, was diagnosed with a low sperm count, which made it difficult for us 
to conceive.  During the 16 years that Casey and I were together, I successful-
ly conceived three times.  Two of those pregnancies ended in miscarriage and 

a third came after a series of artificial inseminations 
and other technological procedures/drugs that 
I endured because of my deep desire to become 
a mother.  The inseminations were painful and 
humiliating and, in my opinion, a disgusting and 
disturbing way to conceive a child.  Asking my hus-
band to go into a cubicle to masturbate and catch 
his semen in a jar was twisted enough.  But hav-
ing that semen spun through a machine and then 
injected into my vagina by a strange man wielding 
a syringe was off-the-charts insane!

If I had understood then what I understand now, I 
would never have considered trying to conceive a 
baby in that way.  Unfortunately, I was completely 
unconscious at that time and, because of my Cath-
olic upbringing, the only thing I knew for sure 
about pregnancy and childbirth was that “God” 
had condemned all women to suffer through it.  
Even though I had turned my back on religious 

teachings years prior, the belief that God had cursed all women never left my 
psyche.  I had no idea that it was possible to bring forth a child with ease and 
grace.  

A few months prior to my third pregnancy, I recall making a decision to give 
God and religion one more chance.  I returned to church where I prayed al-
most every day for God to give me a baby.  After weeks and months of soulful 
prayer, I found myself pregnant once again and I thanked God profusely for 
this blessed gift.  On the surface, I was extremely happy that God had finally 
decided to give me what I really wanted.  On a deeper level, I didn’t trust 
God at all and I was afraid that he would hatefully take my baby from me as 
punishment for some previous indiscretion (content unknown) that I may 
have committed earlier in my life.  I was in fear almost the entire five months 
of that pregnancy, worrying that something terrible would go wrong.

This particular pregnancy was destined to take me through the ominous, fear-
based, trauma-drama, underworld of technological birth.  What I did not 
know then- but understand now- is that when one conceives a child through 
technological means, it is quite common for the entire gestation and birth to 
naturally follow suit.  Somewhere in the back of my mind lay the belief that 
since “they” were the ones who knew how to put the baby in me, “they” 

would be the ones to know how to get 
the baby out.  Therefore, as soon as I 
discovered that I was pregnant, I imme-
diately turned over my birthing power 
to the technocratic gods.  In essence, I 
had done this even before I conceived 
but upon confirmation of my pregnancy, 
the transfer of power was total and 
complete.

During the early stages of my “prenatal 
care,” I was informed that my pregnancy 
was “high-risk” and that I would there-
fore need to allow the underworld gods 
to subject me to a battery of tests, as well 
as prodding and probing, in order to 
ensure that everything was “ok.”  This I 
did, without question, enduring nu-
merous blood and urine tests as well as 
repeated sonograms and invasive vaginal 
exams – all considered “normal” and 
within the realms of technologically-
managed birth.  In looking back, I am 
appalled at what I allowed those entities 
to do to me, my baby, and my body.  But 
in retrospect I can see how the experi-
ence prepared me to understand and 
teach everything that I am sharing today.  

Sometime during the 5th month of my 
pregnancy, I underwent yet another 
sonogram – only this time, the results 
were not good.  I recall sitting in a ster-
ile, industrial-type, antiseptic-smelling, 
medical room, listening to one of the 
doctors tell me that my baby was severe-
ly deformed and probably would not 
be able to survive outside of the womb.  
(Decades later, I discovered that this is 
a common occurrence in women who 
have taken fertility drugs – something 
I had done for several months prior to 
conception.)  In looking at the sono-
gram, I could see that my baby had no 
skin on its stomach and that its organs 
were floating around in the sac.  I could 
also see that my baby’s spine was twisted 
in an “S” shape - a condition which the 

But having 
that semen 
spun through 
a machine 
and then 
injected into 
my vagina 
by a strange 
man wielding 
a syringe was 
off-the-charts 
insane!



doctors called “spina bifida.”

My world was turned upside down.  I felt as if I 
would collapse to the ground.  My greatest fear 
had been made manifest and I was left with the 
terrible decision of whether to abort my baby at 
this mature stage of pregnancy or carry the baby 
to term, knowing that it would surely die once 
it came out of my womb.  I chose to abort my 
child.  

Adding to my horror was the fact that my 
pregnancy had already advanced to the second 
trimester and therefore, I could not undergo a 
“simple” abortion.  Instead, I had to literally give 
birth to my child and experience the traumatiz-
ing underworld procedures of technological in-
duction, drug-drenched labor, and unconscious 
birth.  I recall the absolute gall and insensitiv-
ity of the medical profession placing me in a 
maternity ward during my abortion where I was 
surrounded by other women who were – pur-
portedly – joyfully giving birth.  Knowing that 
my baby was to be aborted and born dead was 
difficult enough, but being surrounded by other 
women who were successfully giving birth to 
their babies made it much, much harder.  I was 
in such a state of shock and drug-induced fog 
when my son emerged from my womb, I barely 
remember looking at his dead form and wonder-
ing what “they” (i.e. those unconscious, insensi-
tive assholes) would do with his body.

This whole experience took place in a hospital 
on Long Island, New York – which happens to 
be the very same hospital in which I was born.  
This “coincidence,” I would later understand, 
was not a coincidence at all, but a brilliant at-
tempt on my part to re-enact portions of my 
own birth trauma (also a technologically-man-
aged birth) in an effort to bring it to conscious-
ness and resolve the wounding (more detail on 
this later).  “Recapitulation” is the term used to 
describe the human tendency to repeat patterns 
of trauma over and over again in an effort to cre-
ate resolution.  Unfortunately, this particular re-
enactment did not bring resolution but instead, 
further compounded the trauma.
 

It is important to note also that, like me, my husband Casey had a great 
deal of unresolved prenatal and birth trauma – some of which played 
itself out during this particular birth experience.  Casey was given-up 
for adoption as an infant and it is likely that his mother contemplated 
abortion while he was in her womb – just as I was contemplating abor-
tion while his child was in my womb (something he had a tremendous 
amount of difficulty with).  Casey’s low sperm count was, no doubt, 
his body’s way of expressing his ambivalence toward pregnancy and 
childbirth – all stemming from the unconscious residue of his unre-
solved prenatal, birth and adoption trauma.  Had Casey been given an 
opportunity to consciously heal his early life experiences, his low sperm 
count would probably have resolved itself and he might have avoided 
having to endure this recapitulation episode.
Unfortunately, we had no access to prenatal and birth trauma thera-
pists at that time, nor any language to understand what was happening 
to us – and why.   Lacking the support we needed to make sense of our 
experiences and heal them, our marriage began to break down and, 
within a few short years, Casey and I went our separate ways. ¹

By the time I met my second husband, Brian, I was carrying so much 
unresolved birth trauma, there was little hope I could ever give birth 
to a child with ease.  Sadly, I had no way of understanding the dangers 
that were lurking in my unresolved baggage and so, within the first 
month of meeting Brian, I rapidly became pregnant again.  During 
this pregnancy (my fourth), I was able to maintain a sense of joy for 
approximately 14 weeks, at which point the walls came crashing down 
upon discovering that my baby had died in my womb.  I recall going 
to see a Long Island midwife for a regular prenatal check-up only to 
be told, quite matter-of-factly, that my baby was dead.  This woman 
was so rough in her handling of my body and so callous in the way that 
she communicated to me that I was carrying a dead child, that I could 
scarcely believe other women would allow her to attend their births.  

Despite all of the grief I was experiencing and unaware that my un-
resolved grief and trauma were setting the stage for extreme danger 
during future pregnancies and births, I ploughed on and conceived yet 
another child within that same year.

Amazingly, my fifth pregnancy really took root and I carried Anastasia
_____________________________________________________
 ¹ It is the saddest reality, indeed, when human love cannot sustain itself.  And the 

breakdown of love is directly related to the high levels of stress and trauma that many 

couples are enduring.  These patterns of trauma begin in early life, with highly trau-

matized parents giving birth to highly traumatized children, who carry a blueprint 

for trauma that follows them throughout their life.  Such was the case for Casey and 

me (and millions of others) and, although we had both devised skillful compensatory 

mechanisms to get ourselves through life (like abusing alcohol and drugs), our love 

could not survive the onslaught of darkness that kept coming at us as we matured 

into adulthood.



to term.  I avoided technocratic doctors like the plague and, 
instead, sought help from local midwives and nutrition ex-
perts.  I ate well (vegetarian and organic), exercised regularly, 
got plenty of rest, and consulted dozens of books and movies 
about gentle and natural birth.  I educated myself to the 
umpteenth degree in an effort 
to ready myself for natural 
birth.  

Still oblivious to the hazards 
of unresolved birth trauma 
and having not yet made the 
connection between my own 
traumatic hospital birth and 
the experiences I was currently 
having, I was, nevertheless, 
“mysteriously” drawn to litera-
ture that revealed the dangers of 
technologically-managed child-
birth.  At last, I was beginning to 
understand that hospitals were 
an incredibly harsh and violent 
place to give birth and, although 
my focus was on finding the most 
gentle way to bring my baby into 
this world, I had a strong personal 
aversion to giving birth in a hospital 
– even if I still didn’t fully under-
stand why.  My husband felt exactly 
the same way I did and we, therefore, 
made the conscious decision to birth to our baby at home.  

We had tried several times throughout my pregnancy to 
locate the perfect midwife to support us through the birth.  
None of the Long Island midwives impressed me and by 
the time I got to Florida, most of the Florida midwives were 
unwilling to take me on as a client due to the lateness of my 
pregnancy and my past history with miscarriage and loss.  
The one midwife who was willing to support us (she was the 
main reason we moved to Florida) suddenly became unavail-
able as I got close to term because the State of Florida made 
it “illegal” for birth-center midwives to attend homebirths.

Brian and I had to go it alone and part of me really believed 
that we could do it.  On a conscious level, I kept telling 
myself that I was exceptionally well-prepared and that I had 
reached a level in my spiritual development where nothing 
could go wrong.  I loved my husband deeply and believed 
our love would carry us through. 

On a subconscious level, I was absolutely terrified.  Despite 
all the emotional, psychological, and spiritual work I had 
done, I was extremely insecure about my ability to give birth.  
And at the deepest levels of my being, I feared what God’s 

intentions might be for me and 
my baby.

On Mother’s Day, May 10th, 
1998, my labor began and 
two days later, on May 12th 
at 1:14 pm, Anastasia was 
born dead.2  Although the 
masterminds of the tech-
nological underworld were 
able to keep her “alive” with 
their high-tech machines 
and protocols, she never 
opened her eyes and was 
never able to breathe on 
her own.  She suffered for 
two months in the neo-
natal intensive care unit, 
subjected daily to the 
fear-based, sadistic rituals 
of the medical profes-
sion, and finally suc-
cumbed to death on July 
14th, 1998.  She died 
during a failed surgery 

attempt to slice a whole in her throat for the purpose 
of inserting a breathing tube – a process the technological 
gods call a “tracheotomy.”
______________________________________________
 2In pre- and perinatal psychology, there is an understanding that our 
perception of God is deeply connected to the way we were birthed.  Just 
as our parents seem like God to us when we are small children, so too do 
those who handle us at birth play the role of God to the incoming soul.  
When our birth attendants handle us with forcefulness and/or indif-
ference to our sensitivity and vulnerability, we develop a conception of 
God as uncaring and brutal.  This, of course, is further complicated by 
religion portraying the Judeo-Christian God as angry, vengeful, spiteful 
and violent.  
 

Because my birth was so traumatizing, and because I was treated with so 
little love and so much callous indifference when I entered this world, I 
had developed a strong sense that “God” (i.e., a power outside myself that 
seemed to have control over my experience) was incredibly harsh and 
mean-spirited.  Thus, it was not surprising to me that God would bless 
me with pregnancies and then violently take them away.  Nor that he 
would initiate my labor on Mother’s Day to trick me into thinking that 
I would be gifted with a Mother’s Day birth – only to be let down in the 
worst way imaginable by not giving birth until two days later, and having 
my baby be born dead.   I had come to expect this type of treatment from 
God and thus had come to attract/create it over and over again.  



I watched what NICU personnel did to my daughter and 
I began to have flashbacks of my own traumatic hospi-
tal birth.  There were moments when I experienced such 
profound discomfort in my own body that it was difficult 
for me to contain the energy without wanting to rip off 
my skin.  I recall one particular code-red experience (my 
baby was on the verge of death) where a hideous creature 
calling himself a doctor was holding my baby in his hands, 
trying to puff up his own 
sense of self-importance by 
forcefully pushing on my 
daughter’s little body in 
order to demonstrate how 
HE could do the breathing 
for her.  I wanted to tear my 
baby out of his arms and run 
out of that hospital, but I was 
afraid that she would die if 
I took her away from their 
machines.  So I stood there, 
asking the doctor if it were 
really necessary for him to 
push on my daughter’s body 
so forcefully, appalled by his 
threatening response to have 
hospital security remove 
me if I tried to interfere or 
give him any more lip.  It 
was excruciatingly painful 
to watch this man use my 
daughter’s body to pump up 
his own ego and it was enrag-
ing to have my husband stand 
mutely by, allowing this beast 
of a man to abuse his baby and threaten his wife.  This was 
the beginning of the end for me and Brian and it was not 
until several years later – long after our marriage had come 
to an end – that I was finally able to forgive him.

This is still the incident that conjures up the most profound 
discomfort within me, probably because it is the incident 
that mirrored the deepest levels of my own birth trauma 
wounding:  

  - unconscious, abusive male energies roughly mishandling 
     my body
  - using my precious physical vessel to bolster their 
    grandiose egos and their own sense of self-importance

  - demonstrating a callous, heartless, disregard for the ex-
    treme sensitivity of my being
  - subjecting me to rituals and procedures that were painful 
    and violent
  - having no powerfully loving male (or female) presence to 
    protect or defend me 
  - being unable to protect myself or get away from the abuse
  - being dependent on the abusers for my life

All of these components 
were present during my own 
hospital birth and all of them 
played themselves out mas-
terfully during this recapitu-
lation episode.3   

There are numerous other 
parallels between the birth 
experiences I had as an infant 
and the childbirth experienc-
es I had as an adult.  In truth, 
there was an entire lineage of 
unresolved, traumatic prena-
tal and birth experiences that 
seemed to out-picture them-
selves through me as I must 
have been the elected repre-
sentative to heal the entire 
family line!  These similarities 
were begging to be recog-
nized and addressed so that 
the recapitulation episodes 
could end and, although 
I started making the con-
nections during Anastasia’s 
brief life, they didn’t come 

into full clarity until several years later, after I had moved 
to Maui and began working with Dr. Stephanie Mines 
(http://tara-approach.org).

It is worth noting here that, for purposes of my own heal-
ing, it was extremely important for me to get myself out 
of the harsh and chaotic energy of New York (where I had 
returned two months after Anastasia’s death) and into an 
environment that felt gentle, supportive, and nurturing.  
_____________________________________________
 3Some of them have played themselves out in other areas of my life as 
well - as in manifesting relationships with abusive men wherein I was 
dependent on the men for my financial security and could not get away 
from the abuse because of my financial dependence.



Naturally, when I learned of this legend, I felt a 
deep resonance with it and it confirmed for me 
that I was, indeed, in the right place to effectuate 
my healing.  

During my first several years on Maui, I remained 
trapped in a vortex of trauma that had begun in 
early life but was greatly exacerbated by the shock 
of Anastasia’s birth/death.  I was experiencing 

post-traumatic stress symptoms that were quite 
severe as well as homelessness, extreme poverty, a 
series of abusive relationships, and endless despair 
and grief.  Despite all of the lush and wondrous 
beauty that surrounded me and all of the joy I was 
experiencing in reconnecting to the natural world, 
I still felt isolated and afraid most of the time, 
always wondering when “God” was going to drop 
the next bombshell.  Although I had heard the 
new-age rhetoric about creating my own reality a 
million times before, I nevertheless had the sense 
that something 

I attracted three “romantic” relationships into 
my life during this excruciatingly painful period, 
but all of them were abusive and none of them 
provided the love and tenderness I needed to heal.  
Because I was in an energetic field of trauma, I 
attracted/created three deeply wounded men who 
(from my perspective) had virtually no capacity 
to love and a heartless indifference to my suf-
fering (my birth trauma was activating again!).  
Although physical violence was rarely an issue, 
psychic and  bigger and much larger than my

Therefore, when I came to Maui in March of 2000 for what I thought 
was to be a two-week vacation, I spontaneously made the decision to 
stay rather than return to New York.  I had recently come into a small 
chunk of money by participating in a gifting circle (which is a story unto 
itself – to be told at a later date) and that money gave me the courage to 
remain on Maui and allow my healing to occur in this feminine, nurtur-
ing place.  

Many of the people who live on Maui refer to the island as “Mother 

Maui” and, indeed, the island is literally shaped like a woman.  When 
you look at maps of the island you can clearly see the woman’s head, 
face, neck, breasts and torso.  

Significantly, the island across from Maui (Kaho’olawe) is shaped like a 
fetus and the body of water between the two islands is called “Alalakei-
ki,” which means “the weeping child.”4  

Legends say that the child is weeping because it has been separated from 
its mother.5
_____________________________________________
4 Original Hawaiian place-names (many of which have long been covered up and 
paved over by the American theft and occupation of Hawaiian land) often tell stories 
of sexuality, conception, and childbirth, as for example, Hakioawa (a northeastern 
coastal point on Kaho’olawe) which translates as “an easily broken, fragile, premature 
infant – believed to be caused by the sour condition of the mother.”   In this case, the 
sour condition of the mother (the earth goddess, Papa/Haumea), seems to have been 
caused by the father (the sky father, Wakea) cheating on her and her betraying herself 
by going to back to him and then conceiving and giving birth to his children (the 
islands of Maui and Kaho’olawe).  The gestation and birth of these islands was not easy 
for Papa and the legends say she was sick while she gestated Maui and “in great travail” 
when she gave birth to Kaho’olawe.  Papa ultimately cursed and deserted Kaho’olawe, 
which might explain the island’s harsh existence, including 50 years of bombing by the 
United States military (who decided to use the island for target practice).
5 In one Hawaiian story, Maui and Kaho’olawe were once united as a single landmass, 
but after a battle between two Hawaiian goddesses (Pele and Haumea), the waters rose 
and they became two separate islands.  In this battle, Pele (Hawaiian volcano goddess) 
was desirous of having a child and she asked Haumea (Hawaiian goddess of child-
birth) for help and blessings.  Haumea refused to help Pele, believing Pele to be too 
volatile to make a good mother.  Enraged by Haumea’s refusal to bless her with a child, 
Pele caused earthquakes and volcanic eruptions and Haumea raised the waters to put 
out Pele’s fire.  

I nevertheless had the sense that 
something bigger and much larger than 

my “self ” was really 
running the show.



“self ” was really running the show.6   I didn’t trust this energy 
at all and worried incessantly about what “it” was planning 
to subject me to next.  emotional turmoil were the norm.  
None of the three men 
loved me and all of them 
used me for whatever it 
was they wanted to get 
from me at the time – be 
it sex, status, money or my 
tender, nurturing touch.7

I finally met Dr. Stepha-
nie Mines (http://tara-
approach.org) during my 
fourth year on Maui, at 
which time the real heal-
ing began.  Stephanie was 
instrumental in helping me 
identify and work through 
some of my deepest birth 
trauma residue, providing 
me with insights into how 
my earliest experiences influ-
enced my later life.  She also 
gave me a tool – a system 
of subtle energy medicine 
called Jin Shin – which was 
ultimately the key to my 
transformation.  As soon as I 
started practicing Jin-Shin
(i.e. doing self-care on a 
daily basis), my life began to 
change quite rapidly.  Within three months of daily self-
care, I stopped smoking marijuana – for good.  (This was 
after several years of abuse which began with Anastasia’s 
death.)  Within five months, my finances and housing began 
to improve.  Soon, many other things began to shift as well, 
including the quieting of my post-traumatic stress symptoms 
and an ability to sleep once again!  With Jin Shin, I found 
that when I was feeling highly agitated by something in my
_____________________________________________  
6For more information about this version of “reality,” see Busting Loose 
from the Money Game, by Robert Scheinfeld.
7It should be noted here that prior to the birth/death of Anastasia, I had 
relationships with very loving men.  Both of my husbands were kind, 
caring, beautiful souls.  It was only after the traumatic episodes with 
Anastasia that I began to attract/create abuse from men.  It was as if my 
wiring had short-circuited and this caused me to magnetize/create abuse 
and mistake it for “love.”  

outer experience, I could simply take my fingertips and place 
them on my body in strategic places and – presto! - I was 
able to calm myself down.  

This capacity to calm 
my nervous system 
was invaluable to me 
at the time (it still is) 
because I found my-
self activated ALOT 
and really needed a 
tool.  Jin Shin served 
that purpose and it 
completely trans-
formed my electro-
magnetic energy 
field, slowly tak-
ing me out of the 
vortex of trauma 
I was stuck in and 
moving me into a 
life experience in 
which I felt much 
more nurtured 
and supported. 

My studies 
with Stephanie, 
combined with 
my daily prac-
tice of Jin Shin, 
allowed most 

of my prenatal and birth trauma memories to 
surface – slowly, gently, and non-cathartically – which felt 
like a blessed gift after decades of traumatic repetition.  With 
Jin Shin, I found that I could easily sequence the traumatic 
memories through my nervous system and thereby repattern 
some of my deepest wounds.  

Jin Shin also enabled me to forgive many of those who I per-
ceived had hurt me – not because I had made up my mind 
to forgive them, but because forgiveness was happening 
spontaneously as I moved through my healing process.  This 
included forgiving my mother (who I recognized as having 
been severely traumatized herself ) and my husband, Brian, 
for not protecting me or our daughter during that horrible 
scene in the Miami hospital.  I came to understand that 
Brian was suffering from a habitual nervous system response 
known as “parasympathetic shock” whereby the body and



personality immediately freeze when danger is 
present.  Brian could not stand up in defense of 
me or his baby because this survival mechanism 
had kicked into gear when he was confronted 
by the abusive medical doctor.  I had seen this 
“freezing” behavior in Brian before but, until I 
began studying with Stephanie, I had no con-
text in which to understand it.

Interestingly, I also learned that Brian and I 
were opposites.  While his nervous system 
habitually went into parasympathetic mode, my 
nervous system habitually moved into the “sym-
pathetic” mode of “fighting” (which prompted 
me to want to bust the doctor in the head and 
take my baby and run!).  These are dichoto-
mous survival mechanisms that Brian and I 
had learned and utilized early in life (i.e. during 
life-threatening prenatal and birth experiences), 
which had become habituated over time and 
were a constant source of tension in our re-
lationship.   It was wonderful to finally make 

sense of Brian’s “wimpy” behavior and forgive 
him and also to make sense of my own behavior 
(i.e. my tendency to short-circuit and want to 
attack people) and forgive myself.

Finally, Jin Shin enabled me to connect the dots 
- to see the parallels between my adult child-
birth experiences and the lineage of prenatal 
and birth trauma that ran through my family

line.  These parallels were numerous and obvious once I knew where to 
look.  I will endeavor to outline some of them here:

1.  My maternal grandmother gave birth to a baby boy that was killed by 
medical “professionals.”  The doctors used forceps to pull her baby out 
and used too much force, thereby giving the baby a brain hemorrhage, 
which killed him.

This incredible trauma was never thoroughly addressed and healed by my 
grandmother and the memory of it was, therefore, passed on to my moth-
er, who was the next baby to come through my grandmother’s womb.  
The trauma was then passed on to me as it still remained unaddressed and 
unresolved at the time I was conceived (I was the first through my moth-
er’s womb).  This dead baby scenario played itself out repeatedly during 
my life, even to the extent that one of my babies (Anastasia) also suffered 
brain trauma. 

2. It is likely that my mother suffered from “haunted womb shock” – a 
term used to describe the emotional and psychic impact on a child that 
comes through a womb where there is unresolved loss.  Anastasia also 
came through a haunted womb after the unresolved losses of my other 
babies.

3. My grandmother’s births were completely usurped by the medical 

profession and my grandmother was so severely traumatized, and so far 
removed from her own birthing power and her own maternal instincts 
when my mother was born, that the neurobiology of love could not 
activate within her and she did not even recognize my mother as her own 
child.  Likewise, when Anastasia was born (and also when my son was 
born), I was in such a fear-ridden, grief-stricken state, that the neurobiol-
ogy of love could not activate within me and it was difficult for me to 
recognize my own child.

It was wonderful to finally make sense 
of Brian’s “wimpy” behavior and forgive him 
and also to make sense of my own behavior 

(i.e. my tendency to short-circuit and want to 
attack people) and forgive myself.



However, I caught myself by the time I reached my fourth preg-
nancy, at which point I started to break free of the spell.  By the 
time Anastasia was born, I was fully ready to own my birthing 
power, but unfortunately, a lineage of unresolved prenatal and 
birth trauma prevented me from embodying it. 

6. My grandmother gave birth to my mother in a hospital and my 
mother gave birth to me in a hospital.  In both cases, mom and 
baby were immediately separated after birth (a common hospital 
practice which leads to terrified infants and grieving mothers) 
and mom and baby were denied an opportunity to properly bond.  
This same trauma played itself out when Anastasia was born.  She 
and I were immediately separated after her birth and, although I 
was conscious of not wanting this to happen to me and my baby 
(one of the main reasons I chose homebirth) – and not wanting 
to end up in a hospital – I nevertheless created these things due to 
my unresolved trauma. 

7. My grandmother did not/could not breastfeed her children 
(traumatic birth often interferes with breastfeeding success) and 
my mother never even tried.  Although I was deeply desirous of 
breastfeeding Anastasia, I was never able to put her to my breast 
because she was attached to machines.  I spent several months 
“bonding” with a breast-pump machine while my daughter spent 
several months “bonding” with the machines that kept her “alive.”

The above is just a partial list of the insights I gained during my 
years of birth trauma study.  Over time, I gathered enough infor-
mation to fully understand the impact that prenatal and birth 
trauma were having on us, both individually and globally.  I ended 
up completing a teacher training so that I could help other birth 
trauma sufferers access the healing they need.  Because trauma 
disrupts the electro-magnetic circuitry of the human spirit/body/
mind system, I believe energy work (such as Jin Shin) is most 
powerfully transformative for the resolution of early trauma.8 

There were/are several other things that I found to be very sup-
portive during my healing journey.  One of them was learning how 
to fire-dance. 

Fire-dancing is something I never would have considered doing 
while living in New York.  However, once I moved to Maui, I 
found myself absolutely compelled to do it.   Fire-dancing gave me 
a potent outlet to express my raging passion and also enabled me 
to reconnect with my body and my sensual feminine essence.  This 
was/is a part of me that had been closeted for many years living in 
New York and which very much needed to be celebrated and   
__________________________________________________________
8 I also found cranial sacral therapy very helpful and completed a training with 
Rebecca Goff, who practices and teaches aquacranial therapy – i.e., cranial 
sacral therapy in the ocean.  

Working with fire 
provided me with a 

healthy outlet to 
express my erotic 

energy and also to 
channel some of the 

intense emotions that 
were moving through 

me as I did my 
healing work.

4. During my third pregnancy, doctors repeatedly 
exerted forceful pressure on my womb during sono-
grams and vaginal exams.  This forcefulness repeated 
itself while I was in the emergency room after Anas-
tasia’s birth.  Anastasia suffered a similar fate, with at 
least one doctor forcefully and violently pushing and 
pressing on her little belly and chest in an effort to 
make her breathe.  It is likely that this type of scenario 
also played itself out in my grandmother’s and/or my 
mother’s births.  And it is clear that unnecessary force 
was used on my grandmother’s baby boy.

5. My mother willingly handed over her birthing 
power to the medical profession, just as her mother 
did before her.  Both women chose to experience 
medically-managed, drug-drenched labor and tech-
nological birth.  Neither of them ever questioned 
medical procedures or techniques.  I followed this 
family heritage during my first three pregnancies, 
willingly giving away my power to the technocratic 
gods.  



integrated as part of my journey to whole-
ness.  Working with fire provided me with 
a healthy outlet to express my erotic energy 
and also to channel some of the intense emo-
tions that were moving through me as I did 
my healing work.  It even helped me “thaw” 
some of my stuck/frozen memories and bring 
them to conscious awareness.

Of course, along with fire-dancing came the 
potent transformational tool of tribal drum-
ming.  Drumming literally enabled me to 
alter my brain chemistry (something I sorely 
needed to do because of my damaged neuro-
physiology) and reunite with my primal 

instincts and passions.  Whenever I partici-
pated in drum circles (which I still do every 
week)9,  I found myself having unabashed 
moments of sheer joy and ecstasy – emotions 
which I found very beneficial while working 
toward the resolution of my trauma.10

Finally, the Anastasia books (http://www.
ringingcedars.com), by Vladimir Megre, were 
also instrumental in my healing and transfor-
mation.  I came across the books sometime

during the year 2006 and was transfixed by the profound wisdom con-
tained therein, especially as regards conscious procreation.  Although I 
had been studying human sexuality for several decades and even taught 
about it in a university setting during the early 1990’s, I never before 
encountered the quality of information that was being presented to 
me through the Anastasia books.  While reading them, I felt as if my 
daughter, Anastasia, was speaking to me directly - sharing with me what 
it means to conceive, gestate, birth and parent a child WITHOUT 
TRAUMA!!!!  This, I believe, was the reason she incarnated – i.e., to 
help me heal and to prepare me to bring her into this dimension in a 
way that will enable her to maintain a full-on, conscious connection 
to source/love throughout her life.  Even though I am 51 years old and 
peri-menopausal, I still believe I am going to have another child and 
that it will be Anastasia reincarnating in LOVE!

I now teach others how to prepare for conscious birth and I have cre-
ated a website (www.birthofanewearth.com) as well as a curriculum, 
which can support future parents in the creation of an ecstatic birth (my 
own unique way of bringing my trauma full-circle!).  I have also written 
an article entitled “How to Have an Ecstatic Birth,” which is available 
through my website or by e-mailing jeanicebarcelo@yahoo.com.

Preparation for ecstatic birth begins before conception.  It includes 
understanding the spiritual dynamics of procreation (birth is more than 
just a physiological event!) and making sure all the proper pieces are in 
place BEFORE we conceive our children.  These “pieces” include, but 
are not limited to:

    1. Being in a loving, nurturing, supportive relationship

    2. Having a stable, nurturing home environment in which to conceive, 
        gestate and birth our babies

    3. Doing a thorough exploration (both mom and dad) of prior 
        prenatal and birth experiences so that unconscious, unresolved    
        memories can be brought to the surface for healing

    4. Educating ourselves as much as possible about how to create a 
        trauma-free womb, how to birth our babies gently, and how to 
        parent them consciously

    5. Conceiving our babies consciously (rather than haphazardly) and 
        in a mutual explosion of love

Preparation for ecstatic birth begins before conception.

__________________________________
Additionally, I recommend the work of Elena Tonetti 
(www.birthintobeing.com), who has created a magnif-
icent video entitled “Birth As We Know It” and offers 
workshops and lectures that are enormously beneficial 
for the repatterning of birth trauma.  
 9 On Maui, we have a weekly drum circle at Little 
Beach every Sunday night where dozens of drummers, 
dancers and fire-dancers gather (as well as hundreds of 
onlookers) to share their joy and passion.  It is one of 
the most powerfully authentic tribal experiences one 
can have while spending time on Maui and it is part of 
the reason I chose to stay on Maui rather than return 
to New York.
 10 Swimming in the ocean with dolphins and whales 
was also extremely beneficial for the reorganization of 
my brain chemistry as these beings emit sound waves 
that alter the neurological impulses of humans.  After I 
moved to Maui, I became an avid ocean swimmer and 
had many encounters with these incredible beings.



For a powerful discussion about the topic of human 
sexuality in western society, please see my facebook 
note entitled “A Quick Note About My Views on 
Abortion” which you can view here:  (http://www.fa-
cebook.com/note.php?created&&suggest&note_
id=181280054444).  

The curriculum I have created (which is partially based on the teachings 
in the Anastasia 
books) covers all 
of the above topics 
and also takes an 
in-depth look at the 
social construction 
of sexuality in our 
society and how it is 
affecting our relation-
ships, our children, 
and our unborn 
babies.11   
I also offer a weekly 
internet radio show 
entitled “Conversa-
tions about Sex, Love, 
Pregnancy, Childbirth 
& Parenting,” which 
airs every Wednesday at 4PM eastern, 1PM pacific 
(http://www.blogtalkradio.com/jeanice-barcelo).  The show is dedicat-
ed to the education and empowerment of teenagers and young adults, 
and provides cutting-edge information that can be beneficial for anyone 
who plans to have sex and/or children.

I am also working toward the creation of an ecstatic birth school, center, 
and sanctuary on Maui where people can come from all over the world 
to prepare themselves for ecstatic birth.  This school will offer top-of-
the-line education about conscious conception, trauma-free gestation, 
gentle birth & conscious parenting.  It will also be a place for people to 
come to do their exploratory/healing work regarding any past trauma 
that needs resolution.  

My long-term vision involves the creation of communities worldwide 
that are focused on conscious birth.  I see the future earth being inhab-
ited by happy families, creating happy homes, and living the principals 
that are laid out in the Anastasia books so that love may be preserved in 
their families forever. 
Conscious conception and ecstatic birth are the keys.  They lay the 
foundation for a spiritual being to enter this dimension with full aware-
ness of its expanded identity.  And they provide that being with the 
capacity to create a physical body that can activate the neurobiology of 
love with ease.  

Our unborn babies are waiting at the gate, asking us to ready ourselves 
in body, mind and spirit, for their fully-conscious arrivals. 
 

May All Babies Be Conceived, Gestated and Birthed in Love.  
May All Beings Be Free.

Jeanice Barcelo, M.A., is a sociologist, childbirth 
educator and birth trauma prevention specialist.  

She is the host of a radio show entitled “Love, 
Sex, Pregnancy, Childbirth & Parenting” and 

has written articles about conscious procreation 
including “How to Have an Ecstatic Birth” and 

“Understanding the Difference Between Sex and 
Love.”   She offers ecstatic birth classes, workshops 

and private counseling (live and remote).  She is 
writing her first book, “From Trauma to Ecstasy:  

The Path to Ecstatic Birth” which will be released 
in June 2010.  Contact her through her website 

at www.birthofanewearth.com, www.birtho-
fanewearth.blogspot.com or by e-mailing 

jeanicebarcelo@yahoo.com.

Jeanice has more to say about 
conscious conception and ecstatic birth:



stabbed and jerked my muscles 24 hours a day, seven days a 
week.  There was never a moment of relief.  My doctor put 
me on sleeping pills just to give me a few hours of rest from 
the pain.

The worst moments were in the doctors’ offices.  They were 
my only hope and yet, one after another, they couldn’t help.  
Although - or perhaps because - they were as perplexed by 
my condition as I, they declared it was unlikely I would ever 
improve.  I had to quit my job.  In order to get by, I dipped 
into the one savings pool I had left - my pension.  The intense 
pain and frustration made for long, hard days.  I had little to 
do except read and even then it was difficult to concentrate.  
The pain interrupted every thought, every feeling, and every 
minute.  There was no respite.  My immediate reaction was 
to return home to family and friends.  Yet despite the fact 
that I desperately needed their support around me, I was in 
no shape to pack up my things.  I did not have the money 
to hire someone, nor did I know enough people who could 
help.  I was completely on my own.  I had to stay in Vancou-
ver and find a way to work through this nightmare. 

For six long months I felt as if I had stepped into a parallel 
universe.  This wasn’t my life.  This couldn’t be the way life 
was going to be.  No doctor could figure out the reason for 
my pain and paralysis.  One night - alone, in pain, and crying 
- I considered suicide.  I picked up the bottle of pills in the 
medicine cabinet and dropped them onto a Kleenex.  I des-
perately wanted to be free of this pain.  Tears continued to 
spill.  Thoughts of my family crept into my brain.  I thought 

As a young Jewish girl growing up in Canada, I’d heard and 
                          read many stories about the Holocaust.  I remember the first time 
I’d learned that people painted, wrote stories and poetry, took photographs and 

engaged in other forms of creativity as a way not only to remember and create 
history, but to cope with the pain and the loss of loved ones during that time.  

Our creative hearts offer us a safe place, a refuge where anything is possible.  
Creatively, we can each manifest our own reality - one that provides us with the 

place to be who we want to be at our deepest core.  My own story has shown me 
how my creative heart truly worked to heal my body.

After a devastating injury to my back and neck which 
required months of recovery, I found myself back in the 
therapist’s office.  It was the absolute last place I wanted to 
be.  Three years before I had fallen backward on cement and 
injured my back and neck.  I wound up bedridden for three 
months with an uncertain prognosis.  Still, my experience in 
working with people with disabilities taught me that remark-
able recoveries happened all the time.  I slowly regained 
feeling in my legs and finally made it out of bed and into the 
therapist’s gym.  I chose to start swimming even though the 
therapist wasn’t sure I was ready.  I knew I had to try.  And 
I was right.  I really progressed.  Each day I could see myself 
getting stronger and stronger until I was my old vibrant self 
once again.

For over a year I felt fine and believed that the worst was 
over.  Then, after a move to Vancouver from Toronto, I 
began to progressively lose all of the feeling in my left arm.  It 
could not have happened at a worse time.  I had just moved 
to Vancouver from Toronto to start a new job.  I knew no 
one.  I had no family, no friends, and no circle of support.  
My supervisor wanted me to stay at my new job; so did my 
colleagues and so did I.  I was fearful and alone.  Every fiber 
in my being wanted to run back to my family in Toronto - to 
find that safe place and someone to take care of me.  I had no 
one.  I was on my own and it was up to me to find my way 
through yet another terrifying hurdle with my health.  Even 
as my left arm became dead weight, the pain between my 
neck and shoulder became unbearable.  Sharp icicles of pain

Singing My Way to 
Profound Healing 



I knew right then it would be okay. 

of my dad and the deep depression he experienced when 
my mom died unexpectedly.  I couldn’t do this to him and 
I returned the pills and crawled back into bed.  Later that 
night I woke up.  Something pulled me out of bed.  I still 
don’t know what it was.  I didn’t get far.  I blacked out and 
fell backwards onto the hardwood floor.

My next memory is that of an ambulance rushing me to 
Vancouver General Hospital.  I had somehow managed to 
knock down the phone that was sitting overhead and call 
an ambulance.  After a long examination and discussion as 

to why my arm had been paralyzed for six months, a kind 
doctor looked at me and said, “Don’t worry, we’re all here 
for you.”  He’d just spoken the same words my late mother 
spoke to me in a dream some years before.  On that night I’d 
experienced a lucid dream in which I saw my mother walking 
towards me on the beach.  Her face and everything about her 
was so vivid.  I said, “Mom, what are you doing here?  Don’t 
you know you died?”  She looked at me in that kind way she 
had and answered, “Oh no, I’ll always be here for you.” 

The doctor then said, “We know why your arm is paralyzed.”  
That’s when I first heard the words Thoracic Outlet Syn-
drome.  He explained that the syndrome is a neurological 
condition that affects the thoracic nerves and this caused a 
paralysis of my left arm.  The afternoon I went in for surgery, 
as he prepared to operate on me, he looked at me with warm, 
blue eyes and said once again, “Don’t worry, everyone is here 
for you.”  I knew right then it would be okay.  Little did I 
know how jagged the path would be until that was true.

Surgery restored the mechanical use of my arm but my hand 
shook and pain still radiated down my arm often.  Past 
experience reminded me that, even though I’d gone through 
five hours of surgery, my recovery would be a long, painful 
process.  It proved to be even more painful than my original 
injury.  Each day I felt every moment of the intense strain 
as I struggled to gently return my body to a semblance of its 
former self.  Often, I felt lonely and distant from others.  I 
could only leave the house for short periods before becoming 
thoroughly exhausted.  My muscles had atrophied from the 
months of inactivity.  I felt perpetually defeated and frustrat-
ed.  I was also financially destitute.  I got by with medical

benefits from the government which I knew would last ex-
actly ten months.  I had to get well and get well soon.

For the next ten months I pushed myself as hard as I could in 
physiotherapy.  Three days a week I endured painful treat-
ments and did my best to do my prescribed daily exercises.  
I was mentally disciplined but, all too often, felt my heart 
was no longer in it.  There were days when I simply couldn’t 
repeat the exercises again.  My long road back to health 
seemed much too hard.  I felt lonely, isolated, and dissociated 
from the world around me.  Then, gradually, I saw changes; 

small ones, sometimes infinitesimal changes.  I thought my 
hand shook a little less and the pain radiated down my arm 
less often than before.  I wanted to see big changes - major 
changes - but my body just wasn’t going to heal that way.  I 
avoided social situations because I didn’t want to answer all 
the questions about why my hand shook or why I couldn’t 
use my left arm properly.  The lonely feelings of isolation had 
become my day-to-day reality.

A bright hope entered my world when my physiotherapist 
suggested there might be another way to heal.  She asked me 
if I liked singing.  She said that singing requires deep breath-
ing and expands the whole chest and suggested that this 
might aid in my recovery.  As the chest expands, the muscles 
strengthen and support the soft tissue.  This would make 
my chest stronger and help my entire thoracic area to relax.  
Elated, I told her that I’d been singing since I was a little girl.  
I was thrilled.  This was a therapy in which I could partake 
joyfully.  I took her suggestion and implemented it right 
away.  I began to sing around the house as much as I could.  I 
pulled out the old songbook of songs I had written years be-
fore.  I sang in the shower.  I sang while I cooked, after I ate, 
and anytime I was up and moving around.  All my waking 
hours were now filled with song.  Within a week, I noticed 
a tremendous difference - a real reduction in my pain - and 
I felt far less encumbered.  I decided it was time to leave the 
house.  I’d held myself back far too long.  There were choirs 
out there and I was determined to find one that was perfect 
for me.  I did.  The Vancouver Women’s Choir became a 
haven of joy. 

The greater the freedom I experienced with my body, the 



more activities I engaged in.  Friends began to call.  One 
friend loved to hike.  I felt a need to get out of the house, 
breathe fresh air and feel the beauty of nature around me.  
Every weekend we headed to a new spot.  I took up photog-
raphy.  The use of my arms and hands to focus the camera 
and take photographs encouraged my muscles and joints 
to work in new ways.  Again, I noticed even more improve-
ments.  The afternoons I went hiking are still some of my 
most heartfelt memories.  I felt alive.  My body felt like it 
belonged to me again.  I hadn’t been in the ER in over a year 
and a half.  I returned to swimming which I loved but hadn’t 
done in years.  Swimming, singing and hiking became a way 
of life for me.  The more I swam, the stronger I became and 
the longer I could walk and hike.

I worked hard and improved my stamina, especially my back 
and legs, but I knew that my arm could be even stronger.  For 
years I had wanted to learn how to paint and so I approached 
my neighbor down the hall who was a professional artist.  He 
was kind enough to mentor me.  To me there’s something 
exotic and beautiful about art.  I would look at my neigh-
bor’s paintings with a great deal of respect and a sense of awe.  
He gave me some old paints and canvases.  After months of 
creating disastrous results, I created a true painting.  It actu-
ally sold as part of an online charity auction!  To me, selling 
the painting was not about the money, but the sense of ac-
complishment.  I also realized that my arm hadn’t bothered 
me in months and my left hand had stopped shaking.  One 
afternoon as I sat and painted, I felt a tremendous rush of joy 
- a feeling of peace and contentment.  After years of horrify-
ing pain that didn’t want to resolve, I felt like a new person.  I 
was pain-free and enjoying my life like never before.
 

I booked an appointment to see my physical therapist so 
she could see the enormous progress I had made.  As I bent 
over and touched my toes for the first time in years, we both 
danced a little jig.  Both of us knew what had made the dif-
ference; my singing had helped my thoracic area to become 
stronger again.  Deep breathing and singing had also enabled 
my muscles to relax and exercise more completely while the 
photography and painting had helped to strengthen my 
shoulder, arm and hand.  Each artistic endeavor was another 
step in the healing process.  More than that, I felt different.  
The times I sit and paint, or sing with friends, or even as I’m 
writing these words, I experience as moments of pure joy.  
I find myself so involved in the creation of colors, making 
beautiful music, or writing a compelling story, that pain 
doesn’t exist.  It is a special connection - one that allows me

to experience great joy and causes the pain to become sec-
ondary or somehow sublimated inside me.

As a young girl I always dreamed of being a writer.  My late 
Uncle Eli Mandel was a famous Canadian poet and my late 
mother was a talented writer who wrote and directed plays 
for her Jewish community.  When the pain truly subsided 
and my body began to feel whole again, I returned to my 
writing.  For years I had stopped writing.  I don’t remember 
why.  I think of moments when I’m putting together the 
pieces of a new story.  My mind starts to create all the differ-
ent elements - the plot, the characters, and I’m in a different 
mind-space.  I’m not even aware of what my body is doing 
during these moments.  Time slips away and I’m fully im-
mersed in my thoughts and ideas.  Now, new stories just be-
gin to emerge.  Ideas flow and I write with a sense of purpose.  
From these experiences came my first children’s story which, 
over many subsequent years, turned into a novel. 

While I find value in surgery, physical therapy and other 
treatments, I credit something more than medicine for my 
healing - my creative heart.  I found my way back to physical 
health through singing, painting, and writing.  These endeav-
ors have taught me that creativity is more than just creating 
something beautiful.  Creativity has given me the ability to



recreate and heal myself.  I am now a full time writer and 
editor.  I’ve written two books, numerous articles and short 
stories - all inspired from my newfound place of creative joy.

Recovery is complex.  It isn’t just about getting the right 
medical treatments but about looking deep within and 
finding new outlets for meaningful self-expression.  I have a 
softer and gentler outlook on life.  I no longer feel cheated 
by time as I once did.  So many years had gone by where I 
couldn’t work, where I couldn’t socialize, and I spent hours 
upon hours by myself.  Then I realized I had revitalized my-
self.  I had taught myself to paint.  I had 
performed again as a singer which I 
hadn’t done in years.  I had empowered 
myself to renew my life.  I came to see 
that I had not lost time, but learned 
from it.

As I reflect on these experiences now, 
I know I’m more patient with myself 
and others.  I used to be terribly impa-
tient and always dissatisfied with what 
I had in life.  After spending so much 
time on my own, I learned to take 
things more slowly.  I didn’t see a 
need to rush through life as I 
once had.  For some reason, 
I used to feel as if I was in 
a hurry – a rush to suc-
ceed, a rush to marry, a 
rush to move through 
life.  I no longer have 
those feelings.  I trea-
sure moments of quiet 
where I can sit and have a 
cup of tea and read through 
a story one more time.  I feel 
elated when I sit back and gaze at 
a finished painting and then realize hours have 
gone by and I didn’t even notice.  Time feels different.  I trea-
sure it instead of worrying about what will happen next.

For some time, I felt sorry for myself.  I kept asking, ‘Why 
me?’  I have now come to accept that there is no answer 
because the question itself has no purpose.  It is not what 
happens to us but how we react that is important.  We can 
choose to be a victim and take pity on ourselves.  The pity 
game has us wanting others to take pity on us too.  That is a 

dead end.  It’s a road with no future.  For me, the future 
will always be in three things - feeling good about and 
taking care of myself, loving family and friends, and 
telling my stories.  I have many yet to tell and three 
books in progress.  I don’t know what the end of my 
story will be because I’m not even close.  My journey 
as a person continues just as it does for everyone.  We 
all have our own journey and our own paths to follow.  
For me, each day is a new adventure and it’s a joy to be 
along for the ride. 
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  Reflections on Prison 
after Twenty Years on    
                                   Parole

Prison is definitely not for everyone, though anyone can 
be put there, guilty or not.  When you first arrive, you are 
intimidated.  This intimidation is unlike any you will get 
anywhere else.  You are alone, you don’t understand the cul-
ture, and you don’t know anything about the other convicts 
surrounding you.  For all you know, they could be murderers.  
All you want to do is do your time and get out.  The other 
convicts don’t let that happen.  Life in your new environ-
ment is a constant struggle to keep what is yours from those 
who would take it from you.  To call prison depressing and 
terrifying is to understate the reality.  I remember my first 
night after arriving at the prison being scared and alone 
and praying to die.  Within days I had witnessed men being 
beaten as part of a routine and regularly heard sounds of men 
being raped by those who had no other reason to do it than 
the color of another’s skin.  I have memories I wish I could 
erase, but time will never fade.  Fortunately, I was in prison 
for murder.  On the scale of crimes, it’s one of the better ones 
to be in for along with armed robbery and assault.  Being a 
child molester or a rapist, on the other hand, are not.

The Texas prison system was the most 
violent in the nation in the early 1980s.  
The unit I was on- Coffield- was the 
most violent in the Texas system.  News 
coverage tends to oversimplify prison 
culture.  For example, a man can get 
killed for changing the channel on the 
television.  Everyone has heard those reports and prob-
ably thought, “Those animals just don’t have any self-con-
trol.”  The fact of the matter is that in prison culture, that’s a 
no-no.  The one who changed the channel imposed his will 
on as many as forty men in the dayroom (most units do not 
have televisions in individual cells).  Just try bumping into a 
convict without saying, “excuse me.”  Chances are you will 

Unlike everyone else I met in 
prison, I actually did it.  Okay, 
that’s an oversimplification.  One 
night in 1981, my two roommates 
and I were out on the town and up 
to no good.  All three of us were head-
ed nowhere in life, though I doubt we 
knew it.  We drank constantly, struggled 
to pay our rent, and tried, without suc-
cess, to accomplish something with our 
lives.  With no direction and no motivation 
to do the right thing, we were failures at an 
early age.  As a 20 year old Marine Corps 
veteran, I enjoyed drinking and was good at 
it.  That night, my luck ran out.  Two middle 
aged men decided they were going to push 
us around.  Neither my two friends nor I was 
the sort who took well to being threatened 
and when we thought the two men were 
packing, we opened up on them.  When the 
dust cleared, two bad guys were down – one 
permanently.  As it turned out, the bad guys 
weren’t packing after all.  The police informed 
us that we were the bad guys, not the two 
men who threatened us.  One of my friends 
spent about seven years of a fifty year sen-
tence in prison, the other spent twenty on a 
life sentence, while I spent over eight years on 
a life sentence for my part in this episode.



to something bigger than ourselves, even in prison.  In my 
case, in 1983 I started working at the metal fabrication plant 
as a press brake operator.  In this job, I was part of a team 
who actually helped build things.  Not only was I now doing 
a job I enjoyed, I was productive and working with a team.  
After I took over as lead operator, we received recognition 
for good work and efficiency.  Working gives you something 
to think about other than where you are, what you’ve done, 
or what your life has turned into.  Most importantly, work-

ing teaches you a work 
ethic you can take with 
you when you get out.  
After some time work-
ing as a press brake lead, 
I was promoted to office 
work, where I thrived.

I’ve said for 
years that 
prison is worse 
than anything 
you can imag-
ine, but it’s not 
as bad as you 
think.  As bad as it 
is, there are opportuni-
ties to be had in prison.  
Some spend a decade or 
more in prison and do 
nothing useful with the 
time.  They are, ulti-
mately, a decade older 
and now good friends 
with hundreds of other 
people who have learned 
no skills and received no 

education for all their time behind bars.  These are typically 
the repeat offenders and they are in plentiful supply.  Some, 
on the other hand, make a genuine effort at rehabilitating 
themselves.  One example is those who attend church regu-
larly.  While it is true that some go to church as a show, the 
same can be said for people in the free world.  Notice I said, 
“rehabilitating themselves.”  You are never compelled nor 
even asked to be rehabilitated.  It’s entirely up to you. 

be stabbed as soon as a makeshift knife can be acquired or 
manufactured.  Life was not easy in prison.

I started out working in the fields, where we cut trees and 
burned them.  When it was hot, tempers flared if someone 
wasn’t doing their share.  Perhaps they were just pretend-
ing to lift the tree trunk to throw it into the fire.  Whatever 
the cause, the culprit increases the work on someone else 
and that makes a man angry.  The guards, riding on horse-
back, actively encouraged the convicts to fight, “if you can’t 
get along, get it on,” I recall 
one saying.  Contrary to 
popular belief, prison is all 
about work.  You don’t just 
sit around watching televi-
sion all day while waiting 
for a tee time.  If you are not 
working, you are put into 
lockup.  Think of lockup as a 
prison within the prison.  If 
you want “good time,” which 
is additional time credited 
towards your release in lieu 
of pay, you work.  There is no 
other way to earn good time.  
You typically work in agri-
culture when you first arrive 
and either get by until you’re 
released or work your butt off 
until you “get a job.”  Getting 
a job in this sense implies 
you become some level of 
trustee.  Being a trustee is not 
necessarily like you see in the 
movies.  Typically you first are 
“promoted” to Trustee Class 
IV, where you live under the 
same circumstances, though 
in a slightly different area, as 
when you were in the fields.  Now, however, you would work 
in the kitchen, the laundry, or one of the variety of indus-
trial jobs in your particular prison unit.  As a Trustee, you 
are given more “good time” towards your release.  Working 
means more than getting good time, though.  Working gives 
you something to do; a way to make yourself feel at least a 
little bit valuable.  Some work just for the good time.  Some 
just work to pass the time.  Some, like me, want to contribute



Though there are only a few opportunities to better yourself, 
if you are looking to turn your life around, you can find those 
opportunities.  Other than church or other religious services 
and working hard, many learn a new trade while locked up.  
An example of this is masonry school.  One of the friends 
I met while incarcerated went to a six month trade school 
where he learned to lay bricks.  In this way, being otherwise 
uneducated, he can contribute to society when he is released.  
Another opportunity involves education.
When I arrived, the prison administration was of the belief 
that I was not a high school graduate (like nearly everyone 
else in prison, where the average education level is some-
where around the eighth grade), so they placed me in a 
course which met one day a week in lieu of working.  I could 
have quit the school, of course, but my incentive at the time 
was to get out of field work for that one afternoon a week.  
At some point in 1982, my name was submitted for tak-
ing the GED test.  I didn’t study for it because I had a high 
school diploma and a semester of college so when the test 
was administered, I took it and passed all portions.  It was 
more difficult than I had imagined it would be and I am, 
as a result, more respectful of a GED than I would be had 
I not taken it myself.  An added benefit I wasn’t aware of at 
the time was that I got a contact visit with my parents at the 
graduation ceremony.  Normal visits at a maximum security 
facility like Coffield involve sitting behind thick Plexiglas 
and talking through wire mesh.  Other than for what the 
prison administration considered a significant achievement, 
contact visits were not allowed.  It was the first time I had 
been able to hug my parents in over a year.  It was a very 
emotional visit and, though I felt tears wanting to come out, 

I could not shed them.  Prison is no place to cry, 
either for happiness or for shame.  As 
you can imagine, prison not only pun-
ishes the perpetrator, but the family as 
well.
After the GED, I enrolled in some college courses taught 
right there in the prison.  Studies show that six units (just 2 
classes) in college credit render a person 50% less likely to re-
turn to prison upon release.  College courses were conducted 
either in the afternoons or in the evenings, one night a week 
per class.  Once again, I initially went just to have the time 
off from work.  I wish I could say I was more honorable than 
this at that time, but I’d be lying.  If I had been out in the free 
world, I probably would never have had the incentive to con-

tinue going or would have drank myself to oblivion.  Alcohol 
or some other drug was a common theme amongst inmates. 

We all reminisced about the good old 
days when we had nothing better to do 
than our drug of choice.  It was depress-
ing when you stopped to think about it.  
Therefore, we typically didn’t stop to think about it.

It’s hard to say why one man pursues 
the straight and narrow path while in 
prison, while others choose to continue 
slacking off and getting into trouble.  I 
believe those who continue this behavior in prison are self 
destructive and have some combination of improper up-
bringing, poor social skills, lack of education, self pity, and 
insecurities.  In my mind, I was there for something I did.  
I was responsible for being there, not anyone else.  I made 
choices and, while at the time I didn’t realize my other 
choices, that didn’t change my acceptance of responsibility 
for my actions.  Also, no one else was going to get me out.  I 
was smart enough to know that people don’t successfully es-
cape from prison.  Some, as news reports sometimes remind 
us, don’t quite get that.  Other convicts felt society put them 
there and they never understood that their actions caused 
their incarceration.  In no small part, accepting personal 
responsibility for your actions is an important factor in reha-
bilitating yourself.

People are motivated by strange things.  
I am no different.  In prison, you can easily tire of 
the frustration and despair that comes from having all as-
pects of your life imposed upon you.  Don’t get me wrong, I 
recognized that I had done wrong and deserved to be where 
I was.  Having that in mind didn’t stop the frustration.  I ac-
cepted that some of the guards felt it their personal mission 
to ensure that each of us convicts suffered the maximum in 
frustration.  Who could blame them?  After all, before this 
happened to me, I probably would have agreed with them.  
Somehow, my motivation was due to the frustration.  The 
guards made it tough to want to get an education.  Before 
class each day, students were called from their cells to the day 
room, where the television blasts and domino players slam 
their bricks.  It is a noisy, crowded area that some enjoy and 
others avoid whenever possible.  We’d sometimes have 



to sit in that area for hours waiting to be called for our class.  
Rather than calling us from our cells to school, we were cor-
ralled in the dayroom for hours on end. 

I tended to avoid the dayroom and only went when waiting 
for work or classes.  If I had chosen not to attend school, I 
could have spent my free time like most others: watching 
television, playing dominoes, telling tall tales, or plotting 
new crimes with my associates.  Many students simply quit 
because of this sort of frustration.  Students on the way to 
class were often harassed by guards who didn’t have some of 
the educational opportunities we were afforded.  We had to 
pay for our classes just like other students (many used PELL 
grants, some had families who could pay, and some used vet-
erans benefits), but we didn’t have families or bills to worry 
about like they did.  They resented us for it.

Sometimes during classes, if the count wasn’t right, class 
would be interrupted multiple times to verify the count.  
Even the professors would wonder aloud about the apparent
inability of guards to count.  I know it has to be more 
complex than merely counting.  There is an exact number of 
convicts at any unit at any given time.  The administration 
knows that number.  Inmates are not all neatly housed two to 
a cell at all times of the day, however.  Men are spread out in 
their cells, in the day rooms (where the television and domi-
noes are), at their work places, taking showers after work, 
eating if it’s their time, etc.  At times, we all had to get back 
to our cells if the count was off after several recounts.  This 
was unfortunate, while understandable.  Security was always 
the number one concern in prison.  Still, it was interruption.

Another way it was difficult was when leaving the school.  
Each and every time you left the school, you were strip 
searched.  Sure, being strip searched is to be expected in a 
maximum security facility such as Coffield.  We were strip 
searched coming in from work for lunch and then again 
in the evenings as we headed to the showers and to chow.  
By the time the evening classes ended, if there were count 
problems, it could be late, which was bad if you had to get 
up early for work.  If you wanted breakfast, you had to get up 
when it was called (roughly 4:00am but this varied as each 
cell block was called at a rotating time) and if you had been 
up past 10:00pm due to classes and had a full day of work 
ahead, the last thing you wanted was to be strip searched 
when you were ready to get back to your cell.  

Despite these and other frustrations which prevented many 
from even attempting college courses, they were my initial 

primary motivation to go.  I was not going to let them push 
me around.  This made my life very stressful with 16 to 18 
hour days including work and school and additional de-
mands on my time for studying.  As time went on, I grew 

accustomed to it and began to not care about it.  But at 
first, the will to continue was difficult to 
muster – it was out of pure anger that I 
was able to muster the will at all.  I remem-
ber initially thinking that there was a reason they didn’t want 
me to get an education.  I toyed with answers to my own 
question as to why that might be: they wanted job security, 
were uneducated and didn’t want me to be educated, they 
placed bets with each other on who could get a student to 
step out of line through their torments, even that they just 
liked spending quality time with us.  I used to make myself 
and others laugh with my speculations.

It’s long been said that “whatever doesn’t 
kill you makes you stronger.”  I believe 
my experiences proved this true, at least 
in my case.  The more I was prevented 
from doing what I needed to do to make 
myself someone I could be proud 
of some day, the more I was determined 
to do whatever it took.  The more they 
tried to prevent me, the more I was de-
termined to succeed.  As I said, I was angry and 
I was stubborn.  The odd effect of education however, was 
that, as I was presented new ideas and had the time to let 

them sink in, I began to understand the hu-
man condition and find sympathy for 
the convicts I initially despised and the 
guards who seemed to only want me to 
fail.  It came to a point over the years 
that I could see all sides of the issues that 
separated the guards from the inmates 
and understand their motivations.  When 
you are dispossessed and weak like the convicts, you must 
make yourself appear strong.  When you have power over 
others like the guards did, even the best intentioned man 



lets it go to his head to some degree.  “Power corrupts and 
absolute power corrupts absolutely.”  I came to believe what 

St. Francis of Assisi says: “grant that I may not so 
much be understood as to understand.”  
This has been a driving force in my life, though I rarely even 
think about it in those terms.

One positive motivating factor for me which evolved over 
time was that real professors from real colleges and universi-
ties came to the prison to conduct courses just like the ones 
they’d teach at their institutions.  That seems a poor reason 
to go to school, but I was hungry for outside contact and 
these instructors provided that contact.  I started out with 
the basics because I had no idea what I wanted to do with my 
life.  I have to admit that I didn’t think I’d ever graduate in 
those early days of schooling due to the difficulties of prison 
life, the hardships faced by those attending courses, and the 
difficulty of the courses themselves.  I learned to learn again, 
accepted the environment more rapidly than most, and 
received a two year degree (Associate of Arts) in 1984 after 3 
years of being locked up.  An added benefit was, yes, another 
contact visit.  I had now found a new incentive to taking 
courses.  If I continued, I’d be able to get a third contact visit 
with my parents when I completed a four-year degree, which 
was the final education destiny of many students.

I started taking courses at the university that teaches at Cof-
field.  I found that, while I still had no idea what I wanted 
do when I was released other than enjoy some fast food, I 
was interested in psychology and political science courses.  I 
started reading novels between semesters and enjoyed learn-

ing for learning’s sake for the first time.  I discovered 
that I could walk in the shoes of Dick-
ens’ David Copperfield or cross swords 
with Shakespeare’s Hamlet while relax-
ing in my cell.  I learned to identify with 
Pierre in Tolstoy’s War and 
Peace and enjoy the antics of Lizzy in 
Jane Austen’s Pride and Prejudice.  I began 
to write humorous stories for friends and relatives - who all 
agreed I had missed my calling to be a writer.  I found myself 
watching the behavior of others and offering advice and 
counseling to those who sought it.  These qualities remain 
with me today even after so many years.  By the time I gradu-
ated from the university in 1986 with a four-year degree 

and received the contact visit as a reward, I was 
hooked on educating myself.  Due to the lim-
ited nature of education in prison, you can’t get a degree in 
what you’d necessarily like, but you can take whatever course-
work you wish so long as it’s offered and you have the ability 
to pay for it.  A four-year degree is as far as the system went, 
so my goal at this time was to continue educating myself 
at every opportunity without regard to additional degrees 
or contact visits.  Since I was still only five years into a life 
sentence, my future seemed to be one of taking the occa-

sional class and trying to be the best worker I could.  After 
all, I calculated, what would be more 
important should I be given the oppor-
tunity to be a member of society again 
than being an educated, hard-working 
taxpayer?
When you’re used to going to school and you find yourself 
suddenly without an educational goal - and now have extra 
time on your hands - you devise new ways of entertaining 
your mind.  I sometimes played mental games with friends.  
One example involved two friends who worked together 
with me in the offices of the metal fabrication plant.  The 
friend with whom I committed the crime and received the 
50-year sentence had also received a 4-year degree while in 
prison.  He is one of those people who always seems to find 
the middle of the road in any discussion.  No matter how 
hard we tried to find issues he’d have to take a stand one 
way or the other on, he’d somehow manage to find a way to 
split hairs and get in the middle.  One day, I conspired with 
a friend to end that.  When he walked into our ambush, 
we were heatedly discussing free will versus predestination.  
My co-conspirator was adamant that we exercise free will, 
whereas I steadfastly argued that for God to be all-knowing, 
we were compelled to do as He saw us doing even before 
time began.  Therefore, we had no choice but to do as God 
had seen us do and so could have no free will in the matter.  
We turned to him and put the issue to him: “who is right?”  
We both agreed he was fair and we’d accept his opinion on 
the issue.  You could see him working on the issue, trying to 
come up with some way to strike a balance between our and 
finally, good Catholic that he is, declared, “I’m afraid I’m 
going to have to say that we have free will.”  Whereupon, I 
declared, “You always side with him!”  Without realizing it, 
I had substituted humor and knowledge for drinking and



troublemaking.

It was at this exact moment that the Texas prison system 
worked out a new opportunity for those who were serious 
about being successful after being released: a graduate degree 
program.  I was transferred from Coffield to a unit near 
Houston to attend these courses (as they are only held at one 
location in the entire state).  Ramsey I Unit was much differ-
ent than Coffield.  Ramsey was a medium security unit and, 
as an example of the decreased security, contact visits were 
the normal method of visitation.

Graduate work in prison is probably as different from those 
attending on the university grounds as is possible.  All books 
have to be brought in by the professors teaching the courses 
as no library accommodations are available for this level of 
coursework within the very limited prison library budgets 
and inventories.  The reading and studying and working in 
conjunction with others are significantly handicapped com-
pared to the freedom of the free world campus.  We managed 

to overcome this by forming study groups within cell blocks 
and job locations.  This may be misleading because my cell 
block had only two other graduate students and one addi-
tional student where I worked.  Since we were all required to 
work as well as attend courses, we had long days.  The only 
degree program was in the Humanities: History, Literature, 
the Arts, and Philosophy.  There were occasional courses in 
writing and psychology as well, but those were rare.  One 
of my graduate courses was in Existentialism.  I had no idea 
what Existentialism was when I signed up, but the course 
was offered and I was interested in Philosophy.  We studied 
several authors.  Perhaps the work that most shaped my out-
look was The Meditations of Marcus Aurelius.  I had heard 
of Stoicism in my undergraduate Introduction to Philosophy 
course as a freshman, but it didn’t occur to me that the only 
source of pleasure was in wisdom.  Heck, it hadn’t oc-
curred to me that wisdom was a source of pleasure 
at all until that point.  I read this work and it opened a new 
world for me.  I had wanted to believe in something when I

was growing up, but found religion to be a social club 
and too political for my taste.  In Stoicism I found com-
fort.  When I acquired the works of Seneca and Epictetus, 

my world view changed.  I learned that there 
are things you control and things over 
which you have no control:
you cannot be happy unless you live a 
life of virtue.  I was in prison because I 
had lacked virtue and therefore I was un-
happy.  How could I be happy?  Not through 
the acquisition of things, nor being the toughest man in the 
cell block (Marine Corps veterans from Texas serving life 

sentences for murder had a high regard in that environment).  
I found it ironic when I discovered that 
I was happy – in prison!

I worked from 4:30am until 4:30pm and then attended 
courses in the evenings from 6:00pm until 9:30pm.  Fortu-
nately, courses met once a week and I could catch up on my 
reading and studying on the weekends.  Since I was gener-
ally a better writer than most of my classmates, I also helped 
them out by reading their papers and offering suggestions.  
My Muslim friends began calling me “Hakim,” which in 
Arabic means “the wise one.”  One of the challenges we faced 
as scholars in prison was a lack of understanding or sympathy 
from our fellow convicts.  The noise levels remained high 
even though we needed to study.  We were interrupted by 
recounts and mail call and talkative cellmates and a variety 
of other normal issues one encounters when incarcerated.  
Somehow, we persevered.  In two short years, I was among 
the original six recipients of the Master of Arts degree of-
fered in Texas prisons at the end of 1988.

I was released from prison in January of 1990 and have been 
on parole without incident ever since.  I will remain on pa-
role the rest of my life, and that’s okay.  You should know
 

Heck, it hadn’t occurred to me that wisdom 
was a source of pleasure at all



that, at the time, fifteen years was the average time spent 
in prison for a murderer with any sentence, let alone a life 
sentence, and that the prosecuting District Attorney recom-
mended to the Parole Board that I be released.  That is also 
very rare.  After stricter sentencing laws came into effect, the 
minimum time required rose to more than twenty years and 
now is over forty years due to continuing changes in laws 

against violent offenders.  I recognize that soci-
ety has taken a risk with me.  I hope society 

is better off for me being out to amongst them and not 
placing additional demands on taxpayers and the resources 
better spent on those who need to be in prisons.  That is not 
something I can answer for them.  I went eight years, four 
months, and eighteen days without getting into any trouble.  
Eight years of working up to fourteen hours a day doing 
everything from agricultural and forestry work to bookkeep-
ing to assisting the state purchase the goods and services it 
needs to keep a prison unit func- tioning all while attend-
ing courses to make myself a better person and make myself 
someone an employer might want to hire someday, despite 
my background.  My friend with the 50-year sentence had 
been released over a year before I had been even though he 
is technically the one who killed the man.  He has been on 
parole for over 21 years, works in the medical field, and has 
been married for about 19 years.  I only rarely have had any 
news of my other partner in crime.  He was released after 20 
years in prison, which was in 2001.  As the first person to fire 
on the two men and other evidence indicating he might have 
intended the whole episode to play out as it did, he was given 
a stiffer sentence.  I know he went to college while in prison, 
but not how far he went or how his life has been conducted 
since he was released.

I learned more than Literature, Science, Mathematics, 

Psychology, Philosophy, and History in my eight years.  I 
learned to work hard, to study hard, and to help others.  I 
learned to make myself valuable to my boss, to be the best I 

could be, and to be nice to others.  I learned to deal 
effectively with stress by using it to my 
advantage instead of letting it weigh me 
down – more stress than the average per-
son gets in a lifetime is available free of 

charge in prison.  A man learns that he is 
not the only one in the world when he is 
forced to live with a cell mate who is as 
different from himself as can be.  I had 
to learn to accept a person for who he 
is.  I knew I was not perfect.  I knew my 
cell mates were not perfect.  I could not 
change the other person and his actions 
could not affect me unless I allowed 
them to.  So we would work out ways of having private 
time - when your cell mate would leave you alone in the cell.  
We’d share what we had from the commissary if the other 
had no way of getting anything.  We’d tell jokes and discuss 
music and I might teach the occasional cell mate how to 

read.  When forced into a situation like that, you learn 
to find the best in the other person and 
discover that you are better than you 
thought as well.
My cell mates ranged from the intelligent but uneducated to 
the dumb and lazy; from those who came from rural West 

I’m afraid I’m going to have to say 
that we have free will.



Virginia to a man who’d never left Texas and wanted more 

than to be a hippie when he got out.  I learned to live 
with them all.  I learned they are human 
beings and, like myself, have foibles and 
idiosyncrasies, but mostly I learned pa-
tience.  It helped that near the end of my time in prison, 
exercise areas were established.  It was not possible for an 
ordinary convict to gain access to weight rooms or a place 
to play handball and let off steam until that time.  In my 
final months, when I was “promoted” to Trustee Class II 
(and able to live and walk outside the prison gates without 
direct supervision in a minimum security dormitory), I even 
had a place to run.  I would run up to ten miles a day on a 
makeshift track, play handball, lift weights, help others who 
needed motivation or assistance, and even made friends with 
some of the guards who considered minimum security trust-
ees the least despicable of the lot.

For all of these reasons, the prison experience 
was beneficial to me.  These lessons have 
served me well in the free world.  It took 
me months to find a job because no one wanted to take a 
chance on an ex-convict.  I understand that mindset but if 
no one hires us, what else can we do but whatever it takes 
to survive?  Fortunately, a deacon at a Catholic Church in 
the Dallas area who owned his own business took a chance 
on me in September of 1991.  I’m sure he was reluctant, as 
I would have been.  A mutual friend introduced me and, as 
fortune would have it, he needed an employee just when I 
needed a job.  After the interview, he wanted to discuss it 
with his family.  I can’t say how often a business owner feels 
the need to discuss hiring an employee with his family but, 
however the discussion went, I was hired.  I had offered to 
prove myself, salaried, at near minimum wage as a computer 
operator.  I worked long hours to make sure that everything 
I did added value to the company and once heard my boss 
say, “If everyone who was released from prison was like you, 
I’d hire them all.”  That felt like more accomplishment to me 
than you can imagine.  I was not helping just myself, not just 
my employer, but others who really tried to become better 
people.  He earned my loyalty, my trust, and my friendship 
over the years.  I became manager of data services within two 
years and when my boss and friend passed away of a heart 
attack in 1999, his son took over.  I had worked with his son 
since he was hired two years after me and we enjoyed each

other’s trust and respect.  I was promoted to Vice President 
of Operations and Technical Services in September of 1999 
and the company enjoyed continuing success.

In July of 1993, I met the love of my life.  I had met women 
since being released, of course, but many could not live 
with the knowledge that I had been in prison – even when 
they didn’t know why.  My love, who became my wife on 
the one-year anniversary of the day we met, looked past an 
event in my past to see who I had become.  She has told me 
I am the nicest man she has ever known.  I can’t say if that’s 
true, as lovers often tell each other things not precisely true 
to an objective observer.  I do know that I’d do anything for 
her and that I love her so intensely that it breaks my heart 

when I’ve disappointed her.  I believe the skills I 
learned in prison make me the husband 
I am to her in the sense that I know how 
to make life easier for either a cell mate 
or a wife.  I know how to listen, how to 
share, and I know when to shut up.  All 
relationships take work and, when you 
are forced into a cell with another per-
son, you have to figure out a way to get 
along.  Though I didn’t always like my 
cell mates, I did learn how to get along.  
It took discipline and a willingness to 
see the value of the other person, even 
when I didn’t like them, to develop this 
skill.  Like anyone else, I get angry at 
times.  Being introspective, I learn to 
establish what really bothers me about 
an issue and I ask myself if my anger is 
more important than the other person.  
Inevitably, the answer is no.  I ask myself 
if I really believe the other person meant 
me ill when they did whatever behavior 
I found so distasteful.  Inevitably, the 
answer is no.  So why hang on to the an-
ger?  I don’t hang on to it any more.



I have taught cell mates and I have taught my wife to let go 
of those things over which they have no control, to look at 
the motivations of the person and not just what was said or 
done.  Though they are not of the same philosophy as I, in-
evitably this process works more often than not and feelings 
are soothed and progress made.

Together, my wife and I raised a son.  Being a father is the 
most difficult task a man can be given, if he cares about the 
child.  To raise that child and see him enlist in the Marine 
Corps during a time of war is also difficult.  I should mention 
that he is my step-son and that he chose to follow in my 

footsteps (even though he does not know where all those 
footsteps have gone).  I am flattered that he wants to be like 
me, but also afraid that he will make the same mistakes I have 
made.  I have to comfort my wife when he is in a war zone, 
even if I am not comforted myself.

As the twentieth anniversary of my release approaches, I re-
flect upon my time 
spent in prison 
and, while I am 
genuinely sorry for 
what happened to 
cause me to be put 

there,  I believe 
that being 
in prison 
was good for 
me and, ul-
timately, for 
society as a 
whole. 

When I consider the ups and downs of my life, it sometimes 
feels like all of this happened to someone else.  I have worked 
hard and been rewarded with freedom, trust, responsibility, a 
beautiful and loving wife, and a son who makes me proud.  If 
I have been a success, it is because of, not in spite of my

I have taught cell mates and I have taught my wife 
to let go of those things over which they have no control, 

to look at the motivations of the person 
and not just what was said or done.  

Though they are not of the same philosophy as I, 
inevitably this process works more often than not 

and feelings are soothed and progress made.



Tom Shepherd
 was born in Los Angeles in 1960.  

His family moved around a lot while he was growing up.  
Tom went to 9 schools and lived in 8 houses 

during his 11 years of school, and didn’t make friends easily.  
He enlisted in the U.S. Marine Corps at age 17, 

becoming an infantry assault man.  
After an injury he was discharged honorably

 but felt he had let his country, 
his family and himself down.  

He fell into some trouble shortly after his discharge.  
He spent the next 8 years in prison for a crime 

he technically did not do but for which he 
accepted responsibility.  

During his time in prison, 
he worked hard to make himself worthy 

of being allowed back in society, which happened in 1990.  
Since then, he got a job from an understanding person 

and has been a productive member of society ever since.  
Tom is married and has one step-son, 

who is a currently serving U.S. Marine.

own terms.  I determined my own rewards and successes and 
worked tirelessly to achieve my goals.  Without the constant 
resistance posed by the restrictions of the prison system and 
my initial need to overcome it, I wonder if I ever would have 
discovered and grown through my love of reading, learning, 
and challenge.  I will never know.  What I do know is that 
I found my power - drive, determination, fortitude - and 
vision.  These have served me well in a life that is successful 
both despite and because of my prison experience.

time in prison.  I flatter myself to think I can be an example 
to anyone who is down and out - whether in prison, ill, 
unemployed, or otherwise feeling hopeless.  Things will get 
better.  Others have been through worse than I have.  This is 
the strength of having these experiences:  I know I’ve been 
through worse. 

I’m sure you’ve seen movies or television shows about prison.  
In these shows, those who commit crimes or are in prison are 
often referred to as “losers.”  To some extent, everyone who 
has found themselves on the wrong side of the law is a loser. 

When you are in prison, you have a choice: you can continue 
being a loser or you can learn from your mistakes and at-
tempt to build a real life for yourself if you’re ever granted 
the privilege of parole.  I’m sure there are better ways to edu-
cation than the path I took.  It took being away from drugs 
and alcohol for me to realize that they are my enemy.  Prison 
gave me that break.  Learning that hard work can make you 

feel good about yourself and that you can make a contribu-
tion to society and not prey on others takes spending time 
actually working and feeling how good it is to do something 
productive.  Prison provided me that opportunity.  Learning 
what it takes to achieve educational goals teaches you the 
drive and knowledge you need to succeed in the free world 
and shows a potential employer you have determination and 
intelligence.  I found a way to gain that education while in 
prison.  At no point was this easy.  While I wouldn’t wish it 

on anyone, I am filled with gratitude for the 
harsh prison experience and all I learned about 
myself as a result.  It wasn’t the system itself that changed me.  

What I found, quite simply, was my own 
internal drive to resist external pressures.  
Could this have been why my life was so confused and 
derailed prior to that fateful night when my crime was com-
mitted?  Possibly.  Prison had opportunities but certainly 
no pressure to succeed.  There were rewards but, quite often, 
the trials far exceeded the drive of most to attain them.  I 
found power in responsibility, accountability, and conscious 
manipulation of a system to suit my desire to succeed on my

I found power in responsibility, accountability, and conscious manipulation 
of a system to suit my desire to succeed on my own terms.



My three-year-old 
son and I sit atop a 

gusty hill 
overlooking San 

Francisco Bay, 
watching a bird 

of prey hover on 
the thermals.  Kai 

munches his biscuit 
as we sit together in 

a rare silent 
moment; I gaze across the Bay and feel 

more at peace than I ever remember. 
 

It is hard to imagine that only a few months ago I disembarked a long-haul 
flight from Australia feeling exhausted and apprehensive.  After agreeing to 
give up my career as an ecologist to follow my husband and his career dreams 
across the globe, I was concerned I would live to regret the decision. And I felt 
completely ill-equipped to embark on my new life as a stay-at-home mom.
 

Growing up in England’s industrial heartland, I daydreamed about become a 
Rainbow Warrior.  If I became an ecologist, I thought, I could travel the world 
and save the Earth.  As a teenager from a working class family, I was unaware 
that achieving this dream would involve years at university and an, as yet un-
tapped, enthusiasm for math and science.  Nonetheless, my enduring passion 
for nature finally saw me move to Australia and earn a PhD in ecology at the 
somewhat advanced age of 35.
 

My career has taken me from the Outer Hebrides to Outer Mongolia and 
many places in between.  I have wrestled rodents, tussled Tasmanian devils and 
dived with damselfish.  My life has been blessed with these opportunities and 
for that I am forever grateful.

But being an ecologist isn’t all field trips, furry animals and fun.  After my 
PhD, it was assumed I would continue along the academic path – eventually 
to land a prized tenure track position at some prestigious university.  But, as I 
stumbled down this well trodden road, I began to feel alienated from my peers.  

In this strange world, everyone seemed 
to have lost their passion for their work.  
In academia, it seemed, your worth as a 
researcher, and, by extension as a human 
being, was measured in terms of publica-
tions, statistics, and grant income.  With 
all that focus on saving your career, there 
seemed little time or energy left to save the 
Earth.

Like a hamster on a wheel, I was always 
running but never seemed to get any-
where.  My Rainbow Warrior dreams a 
distant memory, I was under pressure to 
write grant applications and job applica-
tions and analyse yet more data.
 

But wasn’t this the career I had dreamed of 
and for which I had spent eight long years 
studying?  Was I ungrateful that it wasn’t 
working out how I had imagined?  I felt 
frustrated and confused, but I couldn’t 
see a way out.  What else could I do?  This 
was the only career I’d ever wanted - my 
vocation, if you will.  If I gave it all up, 
what would I do next?  And how could we 
survive financially?
 

I am a mother and, like many working 
moms, I struggled with the guilt of leaving 
Kai in childcare, albeit part-time, while I 
went to work.  But, at this point, I couldn’t 
imagine leaving work to become a stay-at-
home mom.  To do so, I thought, would 
mean I had failed.  So many women in 
science seemed to perfectly balance work 
and life.  I was determined to prove that I 
could too.

Becoming a mom also put an end to my 
coveted field trips.  I wasn’t willing to leave

Lost and 
Found



Kai for long periods, nor was I willing to take him into 
potentially hazardous situations.  Confined to an office, I 
felt my soul being sucked into my computer monitor, and 
imagined it spat out somewhere in cyber space.  Perhaps, I 
wondered, it had joined the passion missing from so many of 
my academic colleagues.

Then, at the end of last year, my now-husband Brett was of-
fered an academic position in the United States.  I knew my 
own position was coming to an end, had failed to secure an-
other grant or job elsewhere, and felt we were both stagnat-
ing, personally and professionally, in the small town where 
we had lived for six years. 
 

As my mother would confirm, I have always had a penchant 
for impulsive decisions.  
Perhaps part of me enjoys 
the drama, but I prefer 
to think it is more about 
the upcoming adventure.  
So, dissatisfied with my 
own work situation and 
the state of academia in 
general, I urged Brett to 
take the job and rashly 
declared I would give up 
my career and become a 
stay-at-home mom. 
 

Back in Australia, the 
decision seemed easy.  
It was out of my hands, I thought.  
And it was time for Brett to have his chance at advancing his 
career.  Initially, it was also a great relief to think I wouldn’t 
have to keep applying for jobs or grants and, after three years 
as the primary bread winner, I could hand over the financial 
reigns to Brett.
 

The next few months were crazy.  To satisfy American im-
migration requirements, we planned a hasty wedding.  Brett 
left for the States not long after.  Back in Australia, after the 
mother of all yard sales, Kai and I were left with a box of toys 
and a couple of backpacks.
 

As our departure drew closer, I began to have reservations.  
Over in America, Brett hadn’t yet found us a house and Kai 
and I were arriving in less than a fortnight.  Stressed out, I 
became irrationally angry with Brett for both failing to find a 
place to live and for leaving me to pack up the house alone.  I 
was sad to be leaving good friends in Australia and I was 

scared of what lay ahead.  Was I really ready to give up my 
hard-earned career to become a stay-at-home mom in an 
unfamiliar country?  Was I even capable of being a full-time 
mom?  How did I know?

At this point, I did truthfully consider not going.  But our 
belongings were sold and the house gone.  We had gotten 
married, paid for visas, and Brett had already left.  It was too 
late.  Doubt hung heavy as we bade farewell to friends and 
family in Australia - bound for San Francisco. 
 

During the first few weeks, my fears became reality and 
my world turned upside down.  Gone were leisurely coffee 
breaks and ‘business’ lunches.  My schedule was now ruled 

by nap times, tantrums and endless play dates with 
moms who seemed much more capable than I.  
At the same time, Brett was doing exciting field 
work, regaling me each evening with tales of ani-
mals they had encountered that day - rattlesnakes, 
coyotes, deer. 

 

I was angry, resentful and jealous - and confused 
and guilty.  How could I be resentful and jealous, I 
thought, when I willingly entered into this situa-
tion?  I had pushed for Brett to take this job.  Was I 
a terrible mother and a terrible wife?  Why couldn’t 
I even remember to pack snacks for play dates?
 

Early on, it was clear that keeping Kai cooped up 
in the house was not an option, as it led to se-
vere cabin fever by early afternoon.  I poured over 
websites for activities to entertain toddlers, but it 

became rapidly clear that Kai was not much enamoured by 
crayons and crafts unless he could have free reign with the 
paint – not an option in a rental house.

In order to keep my sanity, and undoubtedly Kai’s too, we 
made an effort to explore the parks and wilderness near our 
new home in northern California.  We hiked, biked, and 
talked.  And, somewhere amidst the rolling hills and pun-
gent salt marshes of San Francisco Bay, an amazing transition 
took place.  Kai and I found our way.   
 

For the first time, it seemed to me, I really began to know 
Kai – the boy he is and the man he might become; his amaz-
ing resilience in the face of all this change, his cheeky sense of 
humor, and his apparently inherited fascination with animal 
poop.  Together we pored over our California mammals 
print and scat guide - two animal detectives trying to dis-
cover what animals live in our new neighbourhood. 



I am still passionate about saving the Earth, perhaps more 
than ever when I worry about the world our children will in-
herit.  I’m just taking a different route - working from home, 
writing freelance articles and fact-sheets on nature, science 
and conservation.  I have no doubt that these articles reach a 
far larger, diverse audience than any of my academic papers 
ever did!
 

As our family prepares to embark on a new year, I look 
forward to the many new adventures that await us and I can’t 
imagine missing a single minute.  Although I do occasionally 
still forget to pack the snacks, these days Kai knows me well 
enough to remind me.   

 

   

Born in Australia, Kai is blasé about kangaroos and koalas 
but considers North American ground squirrels to be a 
truly amazing discovery.  His excitement is contagious.  My 
transition from scientist to stay-at-home mom has given me 
an extraordinary opportunity not only to reconnect with my 
son, but also to reconnect with nature and myself. 
 

Seeing the natural world through the eyes of a three-year-old 
is a true gift.  After commandeering my old digital zoom, Kai 
has become a keen photographer.  Invariably, his favourite 
subjects are located around my knees.  At Kai’s eye view are 
the ruby red ladybugs, whorled snails and pollen-laden bees; 
creatures I might have otherwise over-
looked in favor of more charismatic, 
fluffy mammals.
 

Of course, sometimes I think it 
would be nice to trade with Brett 
and sample ponds and frogs – just 
for the day.  But out in the field, 
intent on collecting more precious 
data for some undefined, but appar-
ently crucial, future analysis, it is 
easy to forget about the small won-
ders that surround you; that iridescent but-
terfly busy on a flower or those clouds that 
look just like cottontails.  A three-year-old 
never overlooks the magic of the present.
 

Six months on and we recently celebrated 
our first Christmas in America.  During that 
time I have watched, often through my fin-
gers, as Kai learned to ride his bike without 
training wheels.  I helped him write his first 
letter - X - during a brief X-Men obsession, 
and together Brett and I took him sledding 
in the snow for the very first time. 
 

For me, right now, returning to work seems inconceivable.  
I feel that the difficulty I had letting go of my career was 
much more about letting go of the person I thought I was, or 
thought I should be.  My own inexplicable desire to prove I 
could do everything.  I can’t, and that’s O.K.

No longer running in circles, this hamster hopped off the 
wheel and made a dash for the open cage door.  With Kai’s 
help, I see the world as I did when I was a kid back in driz-
zly England - a world full of wonder and possibilities.  I 
retrieved my soul from the cyber wilderness and it is back 
where it belongs.  

Jo Isaac
 is an almost 40-year old stay at home Mom to Kai,

 nearly 4. After trading in a career as an ecologist for life 
as a stay-at-home mom, she has enjoyed rekindling a 

long forgotton enthusiasm for novels and knitting.   
She is still passionate about nature and writes freelance 
articles on science and the environment.  She is looking 

forward to an unschooling adventure with Kai in the future.



Growing up was difficult for me because deep inside my 
heart, I never truly felt loved.  Did I know why?  No.  I had 
wonderful parents but I still lacked something inside.  I grew 
up in a nice suburb of St. Paul, Minnesota, where most of the 
population had Scandinavian ancestry.  Unlike today, there 
was a very low minority population there in the early 1970’s.  
I dealt with a lot of racism which further increased my lack 
of value and self-esteem.  I was sad because I didn’t like the 
way I looked, but I knew I couldn’t do anything about it.  I 
tried to make the best of everything but, as I grew older, 
I picked the wrong people to hang around because of my 
desperate need for acceptance.  I never had the courage to 
stand up for myself and say ‘no’ and I ended up in a sexually 
abusive relationship by the time I was 17 years old.  I had 
such a lack of confidence. 

To add to my dilemma, I also grew up with neighbors who 
were racist and called us names everyday when we went to 
our bus stop.  It seemed that everywhere we went children 
would make fun of us.  They would hold their hands up to 
their eyes to make them look slanted and ask us how our par-
ents named us.  “Did they throw a spoon down the stairs...
ching chang chong?”  Had I not already been so self-con-
scious, I might have realized that their joke was ridiculous; 
my name is Angela.  But the cruel intentions of their jokes 
affected me deeply.  Even at the YMCA, we would hear boys 
make jokes about us every day when we went swimming.  
There has always been fear inside but I buried it, and I tried 
to stay positive.  I assumed I was just ugly or different and 

I Found Myself in Another Country

tried harder to fit in.  It wasn’t until I was in my late 20’s that 
I recognized my feeling of unpopularity and displacement 
from being Korean.  I don’t recall there being a specific mo-
ment, rather I gradually grew into this realization.

Even though my parents had given me so much love and 
such a wonderful home, it never felt like home in the United 
States because I was always worried about what I looked like 
and if people accepted me.  I wanted to be somewhere that 
felt safe - where I didn’t have to worry if people were going 
to treat me like I was a foreigner or if I was going to be stared 
at when I went out of my house.  I felt like an alien who was 
visiting another planet.  I remember countless times when 
my sister and I would be walking around a store and the 
clerks would follow us around as if we were going to steal 
something.  I was angry because I wanted to be treated like a 
princess instead of an ugly bullfrog.

I would hear from other adults how wonderful it was that 
my twin sister and I were adopted into such a good fam-
ily.  In my heart, I was grateful.  Yet there was a part of me 
that wished I grew up around people who looked like me.  I 
didn’t feel like I was a normal American little girl because I 
felt treated like a foreigner.  People would approach me like 
I didn’t know the language, only to find out I could speak 
perfect English.  I would watch movies where the Asians 
were portrayed as stupid or extremely submissive and pas-
sive.  I tried to ignore all of this, but it really did bother me.  
I wondered why I couldn’t be a normal girl and why people 
would stare at me when I walked down the street or in a 

My twin sister and I were left on the street in Busan, 
South Korea when we were two months old, put into 

an orphanage, and then adopted by a Caucasian 
couple when we were estimated to be about ten 

months old.  Growing up, I knew I was different 
because of the clear difference in appearance 

between myself and my parents.  My earliest photos 
are of my sister and I as we arrived in Chicago and 
our adoptive parents picked us up off the airplane.  

We always knew we were adopted because of those 
photos.  I don’t remember when they started 

telling us the story.  It was never a secret.



store.  And so, throughout my first two decades of life, I truly 
felt insignificant because I focused on being rejected rather 
than loved. 

Toward the end of high school, I focused my attention on my 
schooling and went on to receive a B.S. in chemistry, moved 
to Wisconsin, and began a career in the chemical industry.  
I continued to seek acceptance and found it when I began 
to attend church.  I found unconditional acceptance in my 
belief in Jesus 
Christ.  It was 
the first time 
in my life I 
truly felt loved 
for who I was.  
The comfort-
ing foundation 
of unadulter-
ated accep-
tance allowed 
me to feel the 
confidence to 
change.  It was 
also during my 
time at this 
church that I met my husband.  We were married only eight 
months later.  He is mix of Caucasian ancestry and has some 
Indian in his background as well, giving him a slightly darker 
skin tone - like me.  I liked this.

A year later, I had my first child - a son.  As I sat there hold-
ing him in my arms while in the hospital, I thought about 
how difficult it must have been for my mother to leave her 
babies on the street.  The love of a child was more than I had 
anticipated; here a part of me I was holding.  For my mother, 
she left a part of herself behind.  I knew my mother held me 
at one point in my life.  I thought about how she could just 
leave us the way she did.  This triggered something inside of 
me and a button was pushed inside my heart to learn more 
about my past.  I was ready to begin my search for something 
I had buried for so long.

It was then I realized how much I truly wanted to know 
more about my birth mother.  I contacted the agency that ar-
ranged my adoption and asked them to search for my mother 
back in Korea.  I wasn’t sure what they would come up with 
but I just wanted to see what would happen if I asked.  I re-
ceived a call back several weeks later that the Korean orphan-
age said it wasn’t possible to find my mother because we 

had been left on the street.  I was quite disheartened, but the 
woman on the phone said she could send my adoption file to 
me instead.  I was happy with that.

Over the next couple of weeks, I was so excited to get the file.  
I would peek out of the window blinds everyday to see if 
the mailman had delivered my package.  When it did finally 
come, I literally ran down the stairs, out the door, and to 

the mailbox.  I dashed back into the house, 
into the kitchen, and began tearing open the 
envelope.  As I removed the paperwork from 
the package, I immediately began crying.  I 
remember asking myself, “Why am I crying? 
Where is THIS coming from?”  From deep 
inside I began saying angrily, “Why did you 
leave us? Why didn’t you want us anymore?”  
It was as if a cap popped off inside of me, 
and I exploded.  Again, I wondered where 
this was coming from.  These were not senti-
ments with which I was familiar. It was as if 
my mind was dissociated and watching my 
heart’s reaction from afar.

I began glancing over the paperwork.  
There was a baby picture of me and the 

dates and locations of the orphanage and where we were 
found on the street.  It was the first time in my life I had 
learned about my life before coming to the United States.  I 
found out later that the information I read that day may have 
been made up, but I don’t truly know.  I’ve always known 
that my birthday was made up and reading those documents 
confirmed it.  Every time I have to fill out a form, I am con-
stantly reminded I was left on the street.  How many people 
don’t know their own birthday? 
 

There were so many emotions that seemed to come out of 
nowhere that day.  Although they had been there through-
out my entire life, I just didn’t realize it.  I had always longed 
to fit in somewhere.  I’m not sure if this was a result of the 
abandonment by my mother or displacement from my home 
country; I suppose a little of both.  I was rejected by my birth 
mother and I don’t look like anyone here.  It was a constant 
reminder whenever I arranged to meet new people in person 
and I would see the surprise on their faces to learn I’m Asian.  
I constantly wondered if I would be judged by someone 
because of my race; if I would be treated as if all I do is eat 
rice and barely know how to speak English.  I have come a 
long way to realizing that this is someone else’s issue and not 
my own.



After I received my adoption file, I decided I wanted to travel 
back to my home country.  But it was too expensive.  Because 
of my recent inquiry, I began receiving invitations from my 
adoption agency to visit Korea.  I had no idea you could go 
back and visit.  Furthermore, these were trips specifically 
for adoptees to learn the culture and visit orphanages.  I was 
so excited because I knew I would learn so much about my 
culture.  However, I also knew I couldn’t afford it.  It would 
cost over $4,000 to visit.

Three years ago, however, I searched online for other minis-
tries that help Korean adoptees.  I found one - Korean Adop-
tee Ministry (KAM) - that provided paid trips for adoptees 
to go back and visit Korea.  KAM is located in Minnesota 
due to the high number of Korean adoptees who live there.
 

In the United States, over 100,000 Koreans have been adopt-
ed from S. Korea (Korean Ministry of Health and Welfare, 
2002). However, I wasn’t able to apply because the last part 
of the trip was always during the first week of school. Since I 
am a teacher, I couldn’t go.

This past year, all the pieces fell into place for the trip to my 
home country to happen: school started later for me and 
KAM changed the dates of the trip to be a week 
earlier than normal.  In addition, I am 35, and 
that was the maximum age the ministry allowed 
a person to go.  I was able to apply.  A couple of 
months later, I received the phone call saying I was 
accepted.  I burst into tears with the reality that I 
would be able to go back and visit my country.  It 
seemed so surreal that I would actually, truly, posi-
tively be going back to where I was born - a dream 
come true.

This past summer of 2009, KAM brought me and 
my twin sister, along with four others, to Korea for 
the first time for 23 days.  When I stepped onto Ko-
rean soil and saw other Koreans everywhere, it was 
like a sense of identity began to develop within me 
for the first time.  I was with my own people and, 
instead of feeling like a minority, I was a majority.  
What a feeling.  I thought to myself, Is this what 
it’s like for most Americans - feeling like I belong rather than 
not fitting in?  I looked around and everyone looked just like 
me.  I felt a certain safety around me and I noticed my guard 
wasn’t up as I walked around the airport.  I liken it to when 
Tarzan met Jane.  When he held his hand up to hers, he real-
ized they were the same.  I suppose it was one thing to know 

me.  But to experience it in the country of my birth was 
something different.  I felt like I had arrived home.

Throughout the trip, I met some of the kindest people I’ve 
ever known.  The love and sacrifice they showed to all of us 
was incredible.  We stayed in four cities and lived in “host” 
homes in which the families treated us like kings and queens.  
They took us out to eat, made delicious Korean dinners, 
provided us with our own rooms, and brought us sight-
seeing.  Most importantly, I developed new friendships that I 
continue today.

The first city I stayed in was Busan.  I lived with a couple 
whose apartment was literally right next to the mountains.  
One morning, we woke up early and hiked up the side of the 
mountain.  The trail we walked on was right next to a creek 
where the water trickled down the entire path.  It was beauti-
ful.  Many people woke up early to exercise and began their 
days with a good Korean breakfast of rice and Kimchi.

From Busan, we went to two other smaller cities where we 
learned about the Korean culture.  We learned how to make 
soap, paper mache, tried on traditional Korean clothing, and 
visited castles from centuries ago. 

We also visited the famous 
Mt. Jiri.  We hiked parts of 
its slopes and had a water 
fight in the river creek.  I 
also had the honor of meet-
ing a man whose family line 
originated five hundred 
years ago.  We also vis-
ited the demilitarized zone 
between North and South 
Korea and finished with a 
riverboat cruise down the 
Han River.  The last city we 
visited was Seoul where I 
had the privilege of attend-
ing two violin concerts.  
South Korea is smaller than 
the state of Minnesota yet 

70% of the country is mountains and there are 14 million 
people who live in Seoul, alone.  The culture has a rich heri-
tage as it has been around for many centuries.  Because the 
land is so small, the people work together to keep the coun-
try beautiful - with a lot of recycling.  There are rarely any 
parking lots.  Instead, there are parking garages under  



just about every apartment building, mall, and even Ko-Mart 
(similar to Wal-Mart, but much larger).  There are so many 
people who live in the country that when I went shopping it 
felt like the day after Thanksgiving here in the states - only it 
was like that every day!
It was so interesting to see how polite and respectful every-
one was.  Whenever I greeted anyone, I would give a slight 
bow and say hello.  People typically kept to themselves and 
were pretty quiet.  It wasn’t like here in the United States, 
where people talk really loud.

Since I have come back, I know I’ve changed.  In those 
23 days, I had the realization that I am Korean - and 
I’m glad I am!  Being Korean means I have a heritage 
from centuries ago.  It means I come from a respectable 
people who work hard and love to give all that they 
are to loving and helping others - to love life!  I found 
validation in witnessing the caring, tireless way that 
Korean women care for their families.  I have always re-
ally enjoyed serving my family.  Making dinners, taking 
care of the chores - it’s as if there’s something bred inside 
of me to want to do this.  It feels natural and satisfy-
ing.  Throughout the years, I’ve had a few people make 
comments that I do too much for my family.  I would 
sometimes listen to them and get angry and bitter with 
my family for “using” me the way they did.  After going to 
Korea and seeing how much the wives and mothers take 
care of their families, I’ve realized it’s in my blood.  It was 
wonderful to see the confidence of these women for work-
ing so hard, and loving it.  I come home from work everyday 
now, looking forward to making dinners - good ones.  I love 
to take care of my family and make them healthy, nutritious 
meals.  It takes a lot of effort but it’s so rewarding knowing 
I’m helping my whole family eat well.

I feel as if I don’t have to prove myself to others or to be a dif-
ferent person to be accepted.  I can be who I’m created to be.  
I just didn’t understand before because I never experienced 
what it was like to be with my own people, in my own coun-
try.  I finally have confidence in who I am.  Furthermore, 
I have come to recognize in a much deeper way that I am, 
indeed, loved.  My adoptive parents love me.  My husband 
and children love me.  I have so many friends who love me.  
Has this really changed?  Only my perspective.  I suppose the 
biggest change is that I can now recognize and love myself 
for who I am and, therefore, I am able to recognize the love 
of others that has always been there.

I had so much fear in the way before that I constantly ques-

tioned what people’s motives were.  From the beginning of 
my life, I was told, “Your biological mother really loved you, 
that’s why she left you on the street.”  In my mind, what kind 
of love is that?  I think I rejected love from others because 
I thought it would end in rejection.  It was hard for me to 
trust people because I thought if I got too close to them, they 
might abandon me too.  However, the truth of the matter 
was me accepting love from others had nothing to do with 
what my mother’s decision was.  I didn’t have to pre-

tend to be someone else or to live 
my life to please others in order 
to be accepted.  I now realize that 
we are all different and some get 
along better than others.  I don’t 
have to be liked by everyone.  
Once I came to that realization, I 
felt it was alright to be who I am.  
My journey to Korea helped me 
to find who that is.  Although I 
see the change in my self-worth, 
security, and confidence level, 
the trip back has helped me truly 
realize that everyone is on their 
own path - each person has a 

journey.  For me, it was finding value in and coming to the 
realization of who I am.

I have also finally truly accepted the love of my husband, my 
family, and so many friends.  I didn’t believe I was truly lov-
able before and held people at arms’ length.  I now recognize 
how the love from others that I’ve been looking for has been 
there with me for most of my life.  Isn’t it strange how the 
change in myself reflects how I perceive what others’ motives 
are or aren’t?  I was so paranoid before of what others wanted 
from me.  It was hard to believe they would love me for who 
I was because I didn’t accept myself.  I am so secure in who 
I am today.  I accept the love of others now.  Overall, I have 
become a much more proactive person with my newfound 
perspective.  I never recognized how guarded I’ve been until 
I went to Korea and finally felt comfortable and safe.  I’m 
ready to live and move forward.  Just recently, I signed up 
for oil-painting lessons, a voice-over class, and voice lessons.  
I say to myself, “Why not?”  I feel as if so much fear is gone 
and I feel secure in who I am and who I was made to be.  I 
have a desire to move back to Korea but I know for now I 
will stay here.  I want to help other Korean adoptees with 
their struggles and help the ministry that changed my own



life.  I also want to help so many people out there who don’t 
feel like they belong anywhere - those who have been af-
fected by divorce, adoption, and racism.

Up until now, I’ve wondered why people don’t change for 
the better.  What holds them back?  Having experienced 
this tremendous evolutionary leap in my own process, I have 
come to a deeper 
realization that every 
person really does 
have his/her own 
journey to internal 
freedom - and nobody 
really knows when 
or if that change will 
come.  For myself, 
I knew I needed to 
change but the truth 
of the matter was I re-
ally didn’t know what 
I needed.  I didn’t 
realize I needed to visit my birth land to bring 
together my inner turmoil of not feeling like 
I belonged anywhere.  Also, I witnessed other 
people on the trip who became angry, just as I 
was when I first opened up my adoption file - 
anger so deep inside, one hardly recognizes it 
exists.

For me, I continually searched for my healing 
and, after my trip, I have received it.  Where 
before I wasn’t sure if I wanted to risk being 
rejected if what I said wasn’t accepted, I am not afraid to say 
how I truly feel about situations or my opinions anymore.  
I remember a time only three years ago that I encountered 
racism at a large department store.  The store clerk told me 
I didn’t have enough money to purchase anything at their 
store and I walked out of the store crying, wondering what 
I did wrong.  The reality was that she was rude and I should 
have spoken to her manager right there.  I just recently en-
countered a less volatile situation in another store the other 
day and, when I got home, I immediately wrote an email 
detailing how rude the service was that I received.  It’s like 
I’m recognizing when people are being rude to me and not 
letting myself be a push-over. 

It’s hard to believe I’ve changed this much in only three 
months.  This has been such a long process for me.  It has 
taken years for my inner healing to come, but I am such a

Up until now, 
I’ve wondered 

why people 
don’t change 
for the better.  

What holds them back?

better person for it.  I am realizing more and more that each 
person is on their own journey and no person truly knows 
when change will come about.  But when the time is right for 
change, all things are possible!

Angie Copeland
 was adopted as an infant from South Korea and raised 

in Minnesota, USA. She currently lives in Texas with 
her husband and two sons where she teaches high school 
chemistry and physics. She is enjoying her life journey of 

learning not only who she is but also how she can 
encourage others to live in their full potential to be 

who they were created to be.



!We are all.
Free.

To do.
Whatever.
We want.

To do.
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