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 A tall young divinity student and his tutor stood at opposite ends of 
a bench on the Cambridge bank of the Charles River, looking out over 
the water to where two scullers rested on their oars and gaped up at the 
bank of  clouds, shifting and darkening over all New England, late in the 
afternoon of April 17, 1774.

When the first large drops of rain began to ring the water, the two 
boats strode away like water spiders, but the young man  continued to 
stare into the space which the two boats had left, while his tutor’s eyes 
darted from one rain splat to the next.  Black spots like holes began to 
appear on the older man’s wide black hat. He shifted in his suit, leaned 
slightly forward, and said, “Ahem!”

The young man turned his had to face the other, blinked, then looked 
back into the space where the two boats had rested, his mouth drawn up 
in a thin line on the left side of his face.

“Good will prevail in the world, my son, just as, in the end, God 
will, “ said the tutor. “There is no contest.” He turned and looked into his 
student’s wet ear. “The only question for you to be concerned with, young 
man, is whether or not you will prevail  with him!” The tutor caught his 
hands behind his back and turned again to the river.  “You have put your 
soul into grave danger with this Manichean heresy of yours,” he said.   The 
young man did not reply.

“As for me,” proceeded the tutor, pulling his left hand from the grip of 
the right, “it is only common sense that I would betray a lack of conviction 
were I to argue the question with the Devil’s advocate!”

As the tutor raised his forefinger,  rested it against the side of his 
nose, and stared into the growing thicket of rain where there had been a 
river,  the young man secretly  pulled a burnt cork from his coat pocket, 

and used it to draw a rough cross on his face, from ear to ear, and 
forehead to chin, then he dropped the cork into his pocket and inhaled 
forcibly.

The tutor looked again across the bench at the cross-face.
“What is the meaning of this!” the tutor exclaimed, looking quickly 

away into the rain.
There was no reply, and the tutor could not avoid looking back at 

the face.  After a moment of struggle, he tore his eyes away, released 
the bench, and  walked right down into the river as if either he or the 
river were not really there.

    When he was up to his vest pockets, he turned and glided down 
the current, turning and drifting into the  rain.

The young man looked down the river and up the river. The rowers 
were gone; there were no witnesses, and what he himself  had seen was 
way beyond his expectations for the burnt cork ploy. But it proved his 
point, at least to himself. Nothing is certain and everything is possible. 
He hid his hands in his pockets and strode off into the obscuring rain.

.

Editor's Note:
Manichaeism taught an elaborate dualistic cosmology describing 
the struggle between a good, spiritual world of light, and an evil, 
material world of darkness. Through an ongoing process which 
takes place in human history, light is gradually removed from 
the world of matter and returned to the world of light whence it 
came. Its beliefs were based on local Mesopotamian gnostic and 
religious movements.

Because   prominent  Christian  sects  believed  that God, who 
cast the angel Satin out of heaven,  ruled absolutely, forever and 
ever without a doubt, they considered it heresy to claim that, 
except in the souls of individual people,  there was any real 
contest between good and evil, between God and any part of his 
creation.  There was no argument to be made, God trumps any  
angel, and no question about it. 

One Friday morning later in April, the sun, as yellow as a chick at 
his window in Peckerwood, Vermont, cheered the Reverend Severn Keel 
Davies out of bed, led him out and off across the fields at the corner of the 
house and down to Peckerwood Creek where he sat for half an hour with 
his feet in a shallow run, brushing his teeth with a chewed willow twig 
and meditating his next Sunday’s sermon. One good thing led, however, 
to another, and he was soon browsing up through the riffle, pawing rocks 
over, and collecting Helgramites for his insectarium.

All of Peckerwood knew that it was most often Mrs. Reverend 
Davies who actually wrote the sermons. Mrs. Davies was known for her 
great hope of heaven and her ability to foresee the weather. When she 
was a child, and her father a sea captain for the East India Company, her 
dreams had been full of his hurricanes and his typhoons.

When Mrs. Davies saw the sun that morning on her windowsill, she 
knew that the Reverend Davies had gone off down to Peckerwood Creek, 
that one thing had led to another again, and that he would not be back 
in time for breakfast, although it was to be the first hot day of the year 
and, in her advance judgment, not a good day to go outside. In fact, Mrs. 
Davies seldom stepped off the front porch, unless it were to go down the hill 

The Peckerwood Manichee
Chapter 1 from the novel Natural Bone

 by David S. Warren

Chapter 1

continued on page #5
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Belief vs. Certainty
This is another one of my "soap box" rambles. I wrote an entire 
book about it  but most people didn't notice that I wasn't just talk-
ing about fairies who lived in my garden. 

a Belief is a feeling of being sure that someone or something exists 
or that something is true (Merriam Webster)

a Certainty is a fact about which there is no doubt 
(Merriam Webster)

For thousands of years it was considered a "certainty" that our Sun 
circled the Earth. That wasn't true. A certainty is a fact that is true 
whether we know it or not. 

When my brother came back from Korea he suffered from hallu-
cinations. It was long before PTSD was a diagnosis for returning 
soldiers. He could not always tell whether what he saw was "real." I 
am a lucid dreamer, my dreams are very real and sometimes in my 
dreams I would "believe" that reality was a dream. 

I'm lucky I found a trick to use in a dream. If I look at any large 
block of type in a book or on a computer screen in my dream... it 
is gibberish. I can make a negative dream dissipate now simply by 
picking up a book and looking at a page of type. 

It has changed my life.

There are so many ideas and philosophies in the metaphysical 
world that we might want to consider "beliefs."  We can believe 
whatever we want to as long as we don't damage someone else. I 
can live in a world where my fairy friends are available while I am 
weeding Dogbane out of the flower garden. I can sit in a theater 
with my muse sitting next to me complaining about a local produc-
tion of  an idea that he inspired to James Barrie about a hundred 
years ago. 

I can do that. I am careful not to point to the empty seat next to me 
and say: "There's someone sitting there, you just can't see him."

I try not not to proclaim my beliefs as certainties to a friend, a cli-
ent, someone in a lecture hall or a child. It's tough. Do I "believe" in 
past lives? Do I "believe" in spirit guides? Do I "believe" in heaven 
out there somewhere?  Do I "believe" that democracy is the best 
form of government? Do I "believe" a Ford Focus is the best car 
ever made, like the salesman said?

That is my business. If I tell you that any of these things are a cer-
tainty, I'd better have some hard facts to back it all up. 

It is up to you to be a "selective sifter."  It is up to you to check as-
sertions before you profess them as facts.   

I was wrong believing the salesman about my 2003 Ford Focus... 
now it is a "certainty" that it was not the best car ever made.

Rambling Along the Metaphysical Path
By Georgia E. Cuningham 

Publisher, Metaphysical Times
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to church, and even some Sundays she preferred to stay home and pray.
“Very well,” she said, “there shall be no breakfast!”

She pulled her night-gown over her head, snapped it into folds and 
slipped it neatly under her pillow.

Naked, she built a fire in the stove and made Cedar tea. Still naked 
later, she took the tea to the corner of the kitchen in which she had built a 
prayer cage of the bamboo poles the captain, her father, had brought back 
from God knew where. Straight as the bamboo, she sat on an old flour 
keg with her feet on a packing box. The Cedar tea steamed forgotten on 
the floor.

On the near wall Christ stretched his arms out to her from a picture 
she herself had painted. Held behind the corner of the picture was a bunch 
of Cattail leaves which she had gathered one Palm Sunday with her son 
Noah when he was six years old. Her hands gripped her knees, she lifted 
her chin, looked up through the ceiling, and prayed for Noah in his divine 
studies.

But just then the bundle of cattail leaves stirred and scratched the wall 
like little fingernails. Mrs. Davies felt a draft on the right side of her body 
and turned toward the door. Her son Noah entered, lugging the carpetbag 
with which he had gone off to divinity school the previous September. 
He stopped inside the door when his long shadow had almost entered the 
cage.

“Oh My Dear!” said Mrs. Davies, “I was just about to pray for you in 
your studies!”

Noah stepped forward out of the light of the door and set his carpetbag 
in front of him, closer to the sound of his mother’s voice. When he 
straightened up, he saw that she was naked as was usual when she 
sought beatitude through prayer. That and the prayer cage were an 
embarrassment to  Noah, who looked back down at his  carpetbag.  
Just then, a stomping and a boot-squishing from the doorway behind Noah 
announced the Reverend Severn Keel Davies who trod in place on the 
threshold to squeeze some of Peckerwood Creek from his boots. He 
looked up at his hat brim and no further, until he had stepped into the 
house and removed his hat. Then, seeing Noah,  the Reverend’s eyes rocked 
from side to side.

Noah leaned slightly backwards to pick up his carpetbag.
“Where are you going?” asked the Reverend.
“Don’t come in here if you have been around any dogs,” said Mrs. 

Davies.
 “What dog, my Dear? There are no dogs” said the Reverend, 

carefully walking around Noah and entering the cage.
 He  removed his coat, and put it over her shoulders.
“What happened to Divinity School?” asked the Reverend.
Noah felt his nose and then examined his fingers.”Nothing happened. 

It is still there. But my  tutor vanished,” he said. He straightened, almost 
smiled, then sagged back.

“And so you have come home!” said the Reverend.
 “Vanished!” said Mrs. Davies. She looked at the Reverend.
 “Well,” he continued, “you have always a home here with us.”
“Not,” said Mrs. Davies, “if you are not at bivinity school as you 

are suppose to be!” No one knew why Mrs. Davies could say “vanish” 
correctly, but always pronounced divinity as “bivinity;” which she never 

admitted, heard, or believed  she did.
Noah had long ago given up correcting his mother.  He changed the 

bag from his right hand to the left, then put his right hand into his pocket 
and found the cork.

“I have come to ask if I might move into Rose Hollow to pursue 
some studies on my own.”

“I will not hear of it!” declared Mrs. Davies and she covered her ears 
with her hands.

“No one has lived there in twenty years and more,” said 
Reverend Davies.

“Just so,” said Noah, “And with hives in the barn and an orchard full 
of good trees yet!”

“No!” insisted Mrs. Davies, her hands still over her ears.
“The well has been sealed,” said the Reverend. Noah sucked his lips 

so his beard bristled and, for a moment it would seem he had no mouth 
at all.

“Well, I would open it up,” said Noah, unsealing his mouth.
The Reverend straightened behind Mrs. Davies and rested his hand 

on top of her head as if it were banister knob.
“Pray now,” he whispered to her, and stepped out of the cage. 

Reverend Davies walked past Noah, then beckoned for him to 
follow out onto the porch.

“There is a confession I must make to you,” he said.
 “Confession?” Noah wondered, staring  at the Reverend’s hat.
Reverend Davies walked to the bottom of the porch stairs.
“An explanation,” he said. He picked a tall grass stem, and chewed 

it half way to the  caterpillar-like seedhead. He put it into pocket with the 
moss and Helgramites.

“An apology,” he said after an intense revery among gnats orbiting 
under his hat brim. “I am deeply sorry, but you were raised in circumstances 
a trifle misrepresented to your young conception, though your mother 
and I have always given you to understand as much as we felt you could, 
and our intentions were as they had to be and we have always prayed that 
you would be done no harm.”

Noah felt his nose as if for damage.
“I am terribly sorry!” said the Reverend, refreshing his sorrow, “but 

to put it as briefly and frankly as I am able.... I am your uncle!” His own 
mouth fell open with self-surprise at this disclosure.

Noah stood up away from the man, picking up his carpetbag.
“Who is she?” Noah demanded, pointing into the house.
“Your mother! Of course!” cried the Reverend, “and she loves you 

as ever!”
“I don’t understand. Who is my father?” Noah said.
“I’m sorry,” said the Reverend,  “but I cannot tell you why I cannot 

tell you. I am just not able.” 
Noah stepped disjointedly off the porch.
“Whatever injustice may have been done, only the Lord knows 

fully,” said the Reverend Uncle, “but the fact remains that your mother 
is your mother, that I am Father’s heir and you are mine, and if you must 
have it, Rose Cottage is yours.”

“And my father is who?”
“The key,” said the Reverend, ignoring the question “is in the iron 

box under the seat of the buckboard, and Lucy can still get out and pull 
it. We don’t often ask much of her anymore, but she is still very attached 

continued from page #3
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to the buckboard.”

Noah went into the barn and found Lucy asleep in the back of the 
buckboard, as was her habit. The horse pretended at first that she did not 
recognize Noah, but he took her by the nostrils, hitched her up, and drove 
to the front of the house.

The Reverend was standing on the porch.
“Come back if you wish to return to school,” said the Reverend. 
“When  my tutor returns,” said Noah.

When Noah was gone, Reverend Davies went back into the house 
and into the cage with Mrs. Davies. He stood behind her, patted the top 
of her head, and looked at the door.

“Not so hard!” said Mrs. Davies, pulling his hand away and down to 
his side. “I just had a dream.”

“Good,” said the Reverend, “Noah’s gone. What was the dream?
“I dreamt that July will be partly cloudy, though very bright at 

her noon.” Mrs. Davies lifted her chin, closed her eyes, and smiled up 
through the ceiling.

Noah drove up the two marshy ruts full of singing toads into Rose 
Hollow. A cloud of Passenger Pigeons swirled into the sky and stayed 
overhead until old Lucy pulled up in front of the sagging brown cottage 
where Noah had been born but had never lived. Then the pigeons settled 
into the tall Chestnuts and Basswoods around the orchard.

Noah stood with his hand on Lucy’s flank, looking at the rose vines 
that climbed the shutters and the day lilies that crowded the lawn under 
the porch and seemed about to mount the steps.

Noah unhitched Lucy in  f ront  of  the house,  and she headed 
directly for the well, across the yard in the angle formed by the house 
and the bee barn, pulling through the soft earth as if she were still 
hitched to the buckboard. Noah threw his carpetbag up onto the porch 
and walked after Lucy, across the yard bare except for moss islands, 
earth worm casts, and several clumps of cattails, stepping here and 
there on rotted boards which had once capped the well.

There was no cap at all on the well now, no pump and no bucket. He 
looked down in, saw two eyes like glowing chestnuts, and he smelled  
something dead.  

“Get out of my  water!” Noah shouted into the well. “Otter, Otter, 
Odder,” echoed the rocks up the well.

The animal down there closed its eyes and could not be seen.
Noah stood perplexed, and looked to the sky again, as if there were 

an answer.
A pair of robins hop-zagged across the yard listening for worms 

and, hearing none, flew off into the orchard.
Something in the well whined softly.
 Noah went to the barn, and brought back a pointed orchard ladder , 

which he let, point down, into the well.
“Out of there!” said Noah,”  to no effect.
   
    Smelling the brook, Lucy trotted off into the orchard. The pigeons 

thundered slowly out of the chestnuts and basswoods, lifted into a 
cloud over the orchard and house, and swirled out of Rose Hollow.

When the sun came down into the tops of basswoods, he called 
once more for Lucy, but the horse did not appear.  

Noah fetched the key from the buckboard box and unlocked the 
door to Rose Cottage.

    He pushed the door open into the dim foyer,where he gradually 
discerned a few empty coats hanging over a dusky  gathering of boots.  
  
A s  Noah walked into the parlor, the entry door swung slowly in, 
and shut out most of the light. Noah moved ahead with the carpetbag 
leading in the dark, until it was caught by  the thorny arms of a  rose 
intruding through the broken shutters..

He freed himself and looked through the split shutters out to the 
orchard where the sun was a big gold fruit in the apple trees. Very soon 
it would be quite dark in the thorny Rose Hollow.

Noah walked  back into the foyer just as a knock came, “THUNK,” 
at the outer door.

He halted, his shoes in line with the boots around the room. His 
hands dropped to his side. There came three more thunks.

Noah crossed the arms and drew his mouth into a tight, blue line. 
“Thunk, Thunk Thunk” went the door.

“Who do you want?” said Noah to the door.
“I beg ter escuse me, Sar,” said a feminine voice, “Oim lokin fer 

me dog Loosefur!”
“Lucifer!” exclaimed Noah, glancing hurriedly around in the dark 

and moving out of the passageway, up against the coat hooks. “Why do 
you call him that?”

“Fer when Oi calls em at, e comes!” said the voice.
Noah moved forward off a coat hook which was probing the middle 

of his back.
“What?” said the voice through the door.
Noah dropped his arms and waited a moment.
“Where do you come from?” he shouted more loudly than necessary, 

seeing as the door was not even tightly closed.
“Oim frum where Oi yam,” said the voice, “fer Oim a Tinker Gurl, 

Oi yam!”
Noah folded his arms, stood back on his heels, and cleared his 

throat; “Ahem,” he said, “are you a Gypsy?”
“Oi beg ter scuse me, Sar,” she said, “but thars thiser door atween 

uns!”
Noah did not reply, but just stood where he was, trying to breathe 

inaudibly. He could hear no one else, even when he held his breath.

After a few moments, he stepped forward and put his carpetbag on 
the hat-stand beside the door.

He waited and then whispered, “Are you there?” Though he waited 
silently for another moment there was no answer. When he suspected 
that he must be alone, he opened the door and discovered that he was 
not. A tall girl in a blue dress full of dusky holes smirked at him. She 
had lips as brown as her bare toes and a nose like a pear.

“Pshaw Sar!” she said, darting her hands about, “Oi beg ter escuse 
me, but yuz ought ta  eyer  the place once ter a while!”

“What?” said Noah, looking into each of  her  eyes,  “Where 
are the Gypsies?”

“Innum wagons ahind me,” said the girl, clasping her hands in front 
of her and casting her eyes down to the threshold.

Noah leaned forward through the doorway depressing his nose on 
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his lip and peering over her sloping shoulder into the darkness.
“I see no wagons,” he said, settling back on his heels and noticing 

her odor of melons only as she whirled around, threw up her hands, and 
ran off the porch into the dark at the end of the driveway where Noah 
could not even see her.

“Hello!” he shouted.
At that, the girl came zig-zagging back, her arms writhing in her 

long black hair.
“Oh me Cripes,” she moaned, as she came up onto the porch, “Oive 

been squandered!”
“Squandered?” said Noah.
“Squandered like me Muther were,” she said, “Trided, n’ doubt fer 

a mare!”
“Trided fur a mare?” said Noah, grabbing his beard and bringing 

it to a fine point..
“Like me Muther were when me Fodder rid off’n th’ mare, 

leavin only me!’ She closed her eyes and stroked the door frame 
consolingly.

Noah dropped his eyes to the threshold between them and continued 
to worry his beard, as the girl woman left off whimpering, straightened 
up, her hand resting between her breasts. 

Noah looked up suddenly, pulling his hand from his beard.
“I am Noah Davies, he said, “I . . . live here. May I help you in some 

fashion?”
She leaned forward from the hips and looked to the left into the 

living room and to the right into the kitchen, where Noah could see 
nothing now.

“Yer can take em shutters off’n th’ winders,” she said
“Well, said Noah, “I do not in actuality live here.”
“Wall,” she said, putting her hands on her hips and stepping up onto 

the threshold. “In that axually, Oi lives here, fer ain’t Oi here?!”
“I mean to say that I own this place,” he said.
“Wal,” she said, “are guess yer owns me too, now.” With that she 

stepped forward into the house, like someone boarding a moving vehicle.
.
“July’s me noime, Sar,” she said, and brushed by him into the house. 

She wore a blue apron backwards, like a bustle on the rump, and the 
pockets bulged. July looked  at the circle of boots and shoes  around 
the room. She walked around bent over until she came to a pair of well 
heeled boots of thin black leather, tried them on her hands, then put them 
on her feet and and tottered in them out onto the porch, where she stood 
at top of the porch steps. Noah touched his carpet bag on the hat stand 
then came out and stood beside her.

“Loosefur!” she called.
The moon was just appearing, but no dog.
“Lucifer!” called Noah, but the answer was only frogs singing from
the ruts and ditches .
July stepped off the porch, walked to the middle of the soft yard 

and called, “Loosefur!” sinking in her sharp boots. Noah walked in her 
tracks to the well.

She leaned over the sill, put her head down into the well, and called,
“Loosefur!”
“What do you hear?” asked Noah, but she did not seem to hear him. 

Noah stepped up beside her, leaned over the sill and hung down his head, 
too, into the well. Her hair hung further than he could see.

He heard nothing but the sound of them breathing, and smelled 

only mellons.
They spent the night on a bed of lap blankets July improvised in 

the kitchen. Unaccustomed to women, Noah was quickly excited.  July 
finished him with one hand and he fell asleep.

 Later that night, a blue black dog climbed the upside-down 
orchard ladder and appeared at the well sill, or would have appeared 
had anyone been there to see it: skinny but shaggy, yet with naked, 
veined ears like bat wings. 

When Noah awoke, July was not there, but he soon heard her 
bustling about the house.   She raised her skirts and wiggled her toes 
as she passed him in the kitchen. “Spider cobs, dust possums and witch 
roses!” she said, “I’ll not live in no hole w’dust possums!”

Noah looked through the barn for a while, and then  stood on the 
porch, surveying Rose Hollow and clasping his hands behind him.  
July whisked out onto the porch every once in a while with a sweep of 
dust possums and spider webs.

It was just about noon, and Noah was still standing on the porch, 
when a horse pulling a cask wagon and trailing a cloud of bees 
thundered around the bend. The horse was Lucy. There was no driver 
in the wagon seat, nor any other sign of the horse thief.  Lucy cut across 
the yard between the well and the barn, and right into the orchard, where 
she finally stopped,  caught up in brambles. 

 Later, when the bees had settled down, Noah went out and 
unhitched Lucy from the cask wagon.  He let her run, and she went 
straight to the buckboard,  leapt up, and lay down in it.

Noah spent the later part of the day,  confident that due to his wildly 
good luck, the cask wagon bees were making honey in the orchard.

“This is the life for me!” Noah shouted when   July appeared at the 
kitchen window.  

Toward evening, Noah heard a pulsing hum that vibrated the 
window panes. He ran out to the yard and stood looking up, expecting 
to see great revolving spheres.

Just then a red wasp big as a Weasel flew over the peak of the house, 
lit on the lip of the round attic vent, and crawled inside.  Then came 
another wasp, and another and six more, each carrying a gob of honey.

Then, one by one, the wasps appeared at the window sill, peeled 
off and flew back to the orchard.

Noah ran back into the house.
“Get out, get out, we’re leaving!!”
“But Oi thaught this wasa liferya!” said July, snapping out of her 

stretch; but quicker than that, Noah was down the stairs.
July grabbed the best of the boots and shoes, knotted them together 

by the laces, and threw them out the door onto the lawn.
Then she brought out a cradle painted with roses and full of kitchen 

implements, and lifted it into the buckboard, while   Noah   took the 
charred cork in his pocket and wrote on the on the door of Rose cottage:

SMALL POX
CONDEMNED

DO NOT TOUCH
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They set off in a slow hurry toward the great blue West. 
.
In Peckerwood that morning, the Mrs. Severn Keel Davies took 

down the last jar of Aunt Patty’s cherries and, using her fists instead 
of a rolling pin, baked a cherry pie in the time that it took the Reverend 
himself to eat his oats, dress for the road, and draw off  a jug of lamp 
oil, which he set on the porch beside a small grindstone he had brought 
out the night before.

The Reverend went out to the barn, hitched the dappled gelding to 
the two wheeled trap, and horsed it across the muddy, rutted yard to the 
front of the house. He brought the grindstone off the porch and set it on 
the floor of the trap

Mrs. Davies appeared in the doorway with the cherry pie steaming 
on a towel as the Reverend came back up onto the porch and set it on the 
floor of the trap.

“I do wish you would come with me!” he said.
“Certainly not,” declared Mrs. Davies, waving likewise. “There 

wouldn’t be room for myself and this pie as well!   He sat in the trap with 
the pie cooling beside him, a cloud of black flies hanging under his hat 
brim like bats under a ledge. He waved them away,

“Well, goodbye then,” he said, but quicker than that, the black flies 
were again, dancing before each of his eyes.

As soon as the Reverend had left, Mrs. Davies shivered and went  
back inside. She put the kettle on for cedar tea, then went to the 
wardrobe and put on the the Reverend’s winter Sunday coat over her 
own grey dress. She sat on her keg in the prayer cage, held herself rigid 
with her hands on her knees so that she would not shiver, and she 
watched the pot.

She stared as the water boiled, and stared still as the water boiled 
off completely, the pot  scorching , creaking, and popping on the stove. 
She would have seemed to be watching the pot still when the stove had 
cooled an the Reverend Davies was just arriving at Rose Cottage; but, in 
a vision, as if she were actually in the seat of the carriage, what she saw 
was the Reverend Davies walking toward the sagging brown cottage.

As if under water, or as if in a dream, and he WAS in a dream, 
the Reverend Davies walked through crushed day lilies, stepped into 
the hole where the first step had been, stumbled on the second and up 
onto the porch, recovered himself and waved off his company of gnats. 
He paused at the door and stood staring at it as if he were reading a 
tombstone.

A red wasp the size of a mink crawled out of the attic vent and took 
to the air. 

The Reverend could not have seen it from where he was and 
there was no sound in Mrs. Davies dream, but  Reverend Davies must 
have heard something; because he turned and fled back toward the horse 
and carriage with his arms outstretched.

   She saw into his eyes as they rolled up into his head.
Another and another giant wasp emerged and launched over the 

yard, another and another;  and they bore down upon the Reverend like 
madness, darkness, and death.

As Aunt Patty scattered Calamus leaves in the aisles and out onto 
the steps of the Peckerwood Church on Sunday morning several days 
later, a carriage pulled by the Reverend’s gelding pulled up in front, and 

it was without a driver.
There was a cherry pie on the front seat. Aunt Patty recognized it 

immediately as one of Mrs. Davies pies because of the imprint of her fists 
on the crust. She took the pie in her apron and waddled with it up Rectory 
Hill where she found Mrs. Davies still sitting in the prayer cage. Her 
feet were blue and gnarled, her eyes small and grey, pointing up through 
the ceiling. Her ribs sighed like a ship’s timbers when she breathed. She 
managed to tell Aunt Patty (who was nobody’s actual Aunt) that she had 
sent the pie to Rose Hollow with the Reverend.

Aunt Patty ran to the window. The only person in sight and the 
only black man for miles around was Black Jim Worms, down behind a 
neighbor’s outhouse digging worms.

Aunt Patty opened the window, hollered him up, and gave him 
instructions to run down to the church drive the trap to Rose Hollow, 
and to tell Noah Davies there that the horse and carriage had come back 
without the Reverend.

Jim Worms found no Reverend Davies, no Noah, and, lucky for 
him, no giant red wasps.

Jim raced back to Peckerwood, arriving at the church shortly before 
the service would normally begin. He ran up the steps and shouted from 
the rear of the church. “De Reberend is Banished!” then ran back down 
the steps, leapt into the  trap, and whipped away.

“What?” asked the congregation. “Banished!”
“He’s gone!”
“He can’t say that !” “Stop him!”
“STOP JIM WORMS!”
   Some of the men ran out to hitch up their carriages, but then they 

couldn’t agree on which direction Jim Worms had taken.

 Aunt Patty returned to the rectory and stayed with the vision-
stricken Mrs. Davies.

  Mre. Davies did not speak or seem to breathe, but Aunt Patty 
continued to pour cedar tea between her teeth and to rub her grey skin 
with sweet rushes.

Days and weeks, passed this way and no one but Aunt Patty even 
came to sit politely by Mrs. Davies for a few minutes.

 
Then one day a child came to the door and asked Aunt Patty for a 

drink of sugar water. When Aunt Patty went to fetch the water, the child 
followed after her into the house and wandered into Mrs. Davie’s cage.

“Why is she made of wood?” the child asked.
“She’s not made of wood!” said Aunt Patty, “She is gone to her 

reward!”
The child would not take the glass of water. She frowned at Mrs. 

Davies and ran home to tell.
Mrs. Davies’ fame spread over all New England. She was reported in 

the March 14, 1796 issue of Gerald’s Boston Weekly as “The Peckerwood 
Manikin; A Morbid Hoax,” but many who believed, or were just curious, 
came from far away just to see and touch her, though they were all turned 
away by Aunt Patty .

And then, only a week after the newspaper article had appeared,  
Aunt Patty  rose one morning to find no sign or remnent of Mrs. Davies.  
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The next night Aunt Patty passed away in her sleep and went to her 
reward.  Black Jim Worms (or Jim Worms Freedman d’Beeman, as he 
called himself) never returned. And Noah Davies was never heard of 
again.  At least, not in Peckerwood, Vermont.

Now Available ...
Metaphysical Times Publishing Co.

"The Skull and the Stone"
oracle deck created by
Georgia E. Cuningham
and Oren Pierce
.
42 cards, each representing a crystal or other 
type of stone associated with particular 
metaphysical meanings and powers. 
(cover and 2 examples shown)

order at metaphysicaltimes.com and amazon.com 
along with Dog's Plot - The Book of William, by
David S. Warren, Nature Spirits are Vegetarians by
Georgia,  and Hillwoman's Herbal Recipes
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$16.00 The Metaphysical Times
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The Book of 
William

 Author David Warren’s imaginary brother first appeared standing 
beside the  family dog in their back yard garden: the stunted boy’s head 
no higher than that of the dog.
 William, as the wild  boy would be called, was never traced back to 
his origins.  He  stayed on with the Warrens for years, sleeping  mostly in 
the bathtub, sneaking out and about at night.
  His rambles soon kept him away for nights on end, and then for 
weeks at a time.  He  built  one-night nests and  more permanent  hab-
itations - some laid up neatly of  stone, some dug into  river  banks, a 
few in trees, most not much bigger than a refrigerator box, although he 
spent a year in the attic of the Cornell University undergraduate Library. 
When in the North woods, he often lodged in one of his modified beaver 
houses, and for a year while still an adolescent, he was sent to live with 
his “Aunt” Sammy on her Florida  rooster farm.
 Contact between William and the Warrens became infrequent 
during his adult years.
 Then around 2005, author David Warren moved out to the coun-
try,  and soon found himself with a flock of chickens unbalanced by too 
many  murderous  adolescent  roosters.   If anyone could wrangle  roost-
ers,  William  could.   Author Warren located William, and after he was   
promised a hand-me-down laptop, William  soon moved to Dog’s Plot.
  As an adult drifting through coffee houses, William had taken to 
the computer like it was a magic slate, and while at the farm, started 
the Dog’s Plot Blog, chronicling his days  at Dog’s Plot, re-imagining his 
past, and expanding beyond his recollections and exaggerations, to offer 
contrarian theories on cosmic origins and natural history ...
                   until a woman from the past arrived at  Dog’s Plot.

David S. Warren's  (aka Oren Pierce, Davey Weathercock, 
Granny plus others)  is currently editing and revisiting 
his original novel: Natural Bone. As Oren Pierce he is as 
well editing the novel: Nowella and Uncle Threadbear. 
David's current  novel Dog's Plot - The Book of William 
along with The Skull and the Stone oracle cards. is avail-
able at metaphysicaltimes.com 

David is co-owner of 
Metaphysical Times Publishing  Company. 

Yesterday, upon the stair,
I met a man who wasn't there.
He wasn't there again today,
I wish, I wish he'd go away...

When I came home last night at three,
The man was waiting there for me
But when I looked around the hall,

I couldn't see him there at all!
Go away, go away, don't you come back any more!
Go away, go away, and please don't slam the door...

Last night I saw upon the stair,
A little man who wasn't there,
He wasn't there again today

Oh, how I wish he'd go away

                   – William Hughes Mearns

Antigonish
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Classic  Bob Canino 

verification and testimony in a court of law, 
makes those who work in the public safety field 
witnesses of the very first rank.

In "UFOs Above the Law" authors Jim Bouck 
and Frank Soriano have assembled several first 
hand reports of UFOs as  experienced by men 
and women from police departments around the 
world. Since both are former law
enforcement officers, as well as being seasoned 
UFO researchers (Bouck was New York State 
Director for the Mutual UFO Network [MU-
FON] for several years) the reports contained in 
the book are some of the best documented UFO 
incidents on record as well as being some of the 
most astounding. Included side by side are bet-
ter known incidents - such as Lonnie Zamora's 
1964 Socorro, New Mexico encounter and the 
multi-witnessed event  at Exeter, New Hamp-
shire in 1965 - right along with such lesser know
encounters as the 1974 Albany, New York UFO 
"Flyby" ( where a UFO was tracked doing 3600 
MPH) and the 1966 Ohio police chase where 
nine officers
from five counties chased a UFO for several 
hours - an event that had nearly a hundred sepa-
rate witnesses  on the ground alone.Soriano and 
Bouck have also given the reader another rare 
treat in that they include a portion of the late in-
ternational researcher Bob Pratt's book, *UFO 
Danger Zone: Terror and Death in Brazil.* The 
excerpt they include involves the little known 
(in general circles) Varghina ET Case from 1996 
where Brazilian State Police (with American 
military help) supposedly captured two strange 
creatures near a small Brazilian town during the 
height of a UFO "wave" that was engulfing the 
region. "UFOs Above the Law" is also fleshed 
out with a short precis of the UFO phenomenon, 
as well as Soriano's first person narration of his 
involvement as a first hand witness to the phe-
nomenon itself. A technical analysis of one of 
his more spectacular sightings - "The Double 
Peanut UFO" from 1998 by crack veteran re-
searcher Bruce Maccabee rounds the book out.

Well documented, exhaustive, and - taken in its 
entirety - astounding, "UFOs Above the Law" 
is a lasting contribution to the field of UFO re-
search in specific and to the larger field of the 
paranormal in general. It belongs on every seri-
ous researcher's bookshelf.

"UFOs 
Above the Law
True Encounters with 
Law Enforcement" 
by Jim Bouck and Frank Soriano

ISBN: 978-0-7643- 3920-2
Schiffer Publishing
$19.99

an overview by Bob Canino

Paranormal researchers will tell you that no 
matter what factors are brought to the fore in 
an investigation, there is one that inevitably
trumps all: witness veracity. No matter what 
kind of hard (or soft) evidence is uncovered, 
the solid ground upon which each case is ul-
timately based is the testimony of the first 
party witness(es). Although the man on the 
street is most usually a fine witness, some 
walks of life make for more gifted and pre-
scient observers due to either the nature of 
their profession, their professional training, 
or both. So it comes as no surprise that stu-
dents of paranormal phenomena have long 
given more credence to incidents reported 
by local, regional and military police forces.
Their training, coupled with the fact that they 
may at any time be called upon to provide 

HOBBLED GOOSE

I’m writing this poem
at a picnic table in a park
in Newburgh New York
where I’ve come to wait
because an interview I
had scheduled evidently
was not written down
for the right time There’s
a Canada goose with
just one foot and a fish-
hook-sized scar on its
bill browsing for clover
about a yard from me
It’s a lovely day with high
cumulus clouds and a
breeze-ripple on the pond
When he started his
quiet approach I had been
afraid for a moment he 
might want to nip me but 
he’s perfectly placid
in this imperfect world 
and remarkably steady 
I go on putting one word
after another hoping
the next will clinch things
but of course it doesn’t
it just opens up some new
avenue to explore Not
that I regret working I’m 
glad to continue across
this lawn with every piece 
of clover so savory sure 
of my ability to manage on 
one foot as well as need be

~ Chris MacCormick
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Professor Booknoodle on Books:
Past and Future - Real and Unreal.

"Joubert"
Joseph Jourbet was a French moral essayist who is 
remembered chiefly for his "Pensees, which were 
published posthumously. He was friends with both 
Diderot and Chateaubriand. At Jourbet's death, his 
papers were delivered to Chateaubriand for safe-
keeping. Eventually Chateaubriand published a 
selection excerpted from Jourbet's Notebooks, 
titled, "Recueil des pensees de M. Jourbet" ("Col-
lected Thoughts of Mr. Jourbet.) Presented here is 
the First American eiditon of The selection chosen 
by Mrs. Humphrey Ward from the translation by Katherine Lyttelton.

the book is dressed in a handsome binding with a motif of violets and a 
decorative font in an Arts and Crafts style.

This is the First American 
Edition of Mrs. Humphry Ward's novel, 
"The History of David Grieve"
 published in 1892 in New York 
by Macmillan and Company.

Mrs. Humphrey Ward (Mary Augusta Ward, nee Arnold) was born 
in Hobart, Tasmania and was the niece of Matthew Arnold. With the 
publication of her immensely popular novel, "Robert Elsmere", Mrs. 
Humphrey Ward shocked Victorian society. That a woman would write 
a novel addressing theological issues was bad enough, but that she 
would dare to be critical of church, theology and faith was outrageous! 
There was a general crisis of faith stirring within the Anglican Church 
at that time, and this restlessness and indeterminacy of spirit is what 
Ward addressed. Ward envisioned a Christianity freed from miracu-
lous elements - a Christianity that was down-to-earth and vigorous. 
She posited in her various novels, a church that fulfilled a social gospel 
of pious good works. Her characters, sympathetically drawn, reflected 
the situation of people around her - many of whom were intellectually 
the leading lights of her day.

In "The History of David Grieve", Ward continued to probe the crisis 
of faith, dealing seriously with the issues, and creating, again, sym-
pathetic characters. This is not your typical Victorian emotional pot-
boiler, but a serious novel, written by a serious mind.

Now all but forgotten, "The History of David Grieve" repays in good 
value a visit to its pages. Aside from the societal issues and the crisis of 
faith which the novel addresses, it presents a fully-rounded picture of 
Victorian middle-class life. Mary Augusta Arnold was kin to some of 
the leading minds of her time, including her own father and her uncle, 
Matthew Arnold, as well as Thomas Huxley and Leonard Huxley.

The novel, 
"Louisa of Prussia 
and Her Time" 
is an exciting historical romance 
placed within a time of turmoil, 
political unrest, and war (just 
like today). Duchess Louise of 

Mecklenburg-Strelitz (Luise Auguste Wilhelmine Amalie) be-
came, as the wife of King Frederick William III, the Queen 
Consort of Prussia. She was a beautiful woman, and what we 
in the modern world consider as a celebrity, being much be-
loved by the population of Prussia and much involved in pub-
lic events;. She was very intelligent, and extremely influential, 
both socially and politically, and she was held up as a symbol 
of German national unity.

Queen Louise encouraged the 
King to resist the demands and 
encroachments of Napoleon 
Bonaparte, who was becom-
ing increasingly aggressive. The 
Queen, through correspondence with the Tsar of Russia and 
the Emperor of Austria, influenced the flow of events that re-
sulted in the Potsdam Treaty. Napoleon called Queen Louise, 
"My beautiful enemy". This complexity of affairs - and more 
- are the background for this intriguing novel. Here is a book in 
which to lose oneself, and forget the imbroglios of the present 
whilst enjoying those of the past.

The book is graced with an lovely engraved fron-
tispiece portrait of the beautiful Louise, and four 
plate line illustrations taken from old engrav-
ings. The binding is delightfully decorated with 
a floral design in gilt on the spine, and with floral 
embellishments in blind on the front board.

Find Josiah Booknoodle with book talk, 
harumphing, and interesting chatter 

on FaceBook as: Professor Booknoodle, Used & Rare Books
and visit his website

http://brothertownbooks.com/
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 The winter of 2013-2014 will go down as many things, but mostly 
long and cold. Many folks called it an “old fashioned winter” and 
others called it “like winter's used to be”. Usually our wildlife rehab 
practice is fairly quiet between November and March with most of 
the calls being about birds of prey in trouble or opossums who have 
been discovered in the wrong place, but not this year.  The after 
effects on wildlife are still manifesting.
 We had diving birds seeming to drop out of the skies in January. 
Four different kinds of Grebes were found in unusual urban locations 
after wild wind storms. There were a lot reported turning up in the 
Adirondacks too. We kept most of them alive and then had to get help 
from our regional DEC to find open water for them to return to. That 
continued into February and was followed in March by a few  ducks 
from Erie county where the lake had frozen for the first time in who 
knows how long, leaving masses of waterfowl without water or food 
in severely cold weather.  Finding minnows for the fish eaters was 
easy due to our winter ice fishing population (we kept a bucket full 
of minnows with a bubbler in our tub). The weed and invertebrate 
eaters posed a different challenge and we settled on a mix of ground 
up trout pellets and meal worms. The regular ducks did well on non-
medicated wild game feed and meal worms. Because they need to 
maintain their waterproofing for warmth as well as buoyancy, they 
needed to swim at least once a day, and be spritzed well a few more 
times to keep them preening to distribute the oils they secrete onto 
their feathers. 

Some days I felt like 
“the sorcerer's apprentice” 

carrying buckets of water out to the rehab room and setting up little 
swim sessions in a series of different sized bins of fresh water. By the 
time they all left we had a sizable greenish iceberg in the front yard.
 Spring was also long and cooler than it's been the last few years, 
keeping the snow around longer and making cleanup from the 
Christmas ice storm even slower. That proved to be a benefit for the 
Deer and Rabbits who chewed literally all the buds and bark off of 
all the downed limbs and branches that lay where they could reach 
them. Even after the snow left, the debris pile was a frequent snacking 
location. The cool weather also kept the snow and ice from revealing 
some of the food stored for late winter use. There were not as many 
early spring calls about baby mammals and we have only had three 

different squirrel calls. The only birds we've had until recently were 
Starlings and Grackles....sort of the Coyotes of the bird world, able to 
survive because they know how to seize any opportunity and they are 
strong. Currently there's a small flock that we released in the back yard 
and trust me, they miss no opportunity to tell us they are hungry. Like 
the juveniles that they are, they miss no opportunity to criticize the 
offerings that are made for them either. 
 We have reunited a few Goslings with new families. Fortunately 
geese can't, or don't seem to count. You can place a baby goose that is 
the same size or slightly larger in with another goose family and they 
will accept that baby as a flock member. If you try this, you must be 
sure of your species. Once the adults hear a baby in distress on shore 
with you, they will usually head straight at you in full defense mode. 
Place that baby carefully near the water's edge and let nature take it 
from there. Don't place a smaller goose in with larger ones or bullying 
will occur.
 Now we seem to be entering the time when Owl babies start to get 
into trouble. They are absolutely adorable and demanding. They aren't 
vegetarians and that means keeping mice or other red meat scraps in the 
freezer for quick meals before transferring them to Kindred Kingdoms. 
Occasionally there's a swap and I believe I'm getting a baby woodchuck 
in exchange for the current Owl. Hopefully others will show up because 
Woodchucks are incredibly cute, friendly, smart and can easily become 
a garden eating pet in one's yard. The last time we had woodchuck 
babies the weather was hot and dry and there really wasn't much in the 
way of tender greens in the garden or the weedy edges of the yard so 
I ended up buying Kale every other day for almost a month once they 
were off formula and until they were ready for release. This year's wet 
spring has produced a bountiful crop of weeds, so foraging should be 
good for all of us.
 I gave some wood ducks eggs to a rehabber with an incubator after 
a tree removal company saw her leave a nest almost fifty feet up a tree 
they had to cut down. Due to the devastation they were wreaking on her 
little corner of the world I was certain she wouldn't be back even if we 
rehung that portion of that tree somewhere nearby. No word yet on how 
many hatched and they are so easily stressed it may not work anyway, 
but a try is better than none.  I'm pretty certain chemicals caused the 
extreme conjunctivitis we tried to treat on a beautifully furred juvenile 
red squirrel. She had obviously come through the winter just fine but 
ran into something horrendous in her 'habitat”. We also had a Grackle 
nestling come in who seemed to have been exposed to something toxic 
that seemed to have effected his motor skills. I mention these only as 
examples of how sadly out of harmony humans become in an effort 

Twenty eighth in a continuing series by Sue-Ryn

CHAOS
A S  U S U A L
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tremendous insight, thoroughness, 
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range of intuitive  and healing services.
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A murder at a Renaissance Faire.
A potential bomber at 

a nudist colony.
Only one lawman is big enough

--or odd enough--to solve 
these crimes.

Naked Hunch
by 

Stephen L. Burns

Kindle edition
Available at 

Amazon
for $2.99

Sheriff Abe
 Van Wynk

to keep things “orderly”. In some attempt to create a more 
perfect landscape it seems we humans frequently overlook 
the order of the natural world around us. Most wild babies 
grow pretty fast to better learn their survival skills before 
seasons change. Time spent observing all the possibilities 
before changing an environment can make it possible for 
them to survive and thrive in a more natural setting. Old 
trees that pose no threat to homes and fields that are not 
“manicured” are home and habitat for many of our favorite 
creatures. I had a friend who always let her neighbors cut 
her hay, but never until Bobolink babies were fledged. Doing 
less can create the possibility to observe more and create a 
haven for wildlife at the same time.
 There are other things that can be done and not done to 
make the world a safer place for wildlife. Use organic products 
whenever possible, herbicides and insecticides pose a serious 
threat to all life forms. Glue traps, wadded up discarded 
packaging tape, rodent poisons, antifreeze, discarded fishing 
lines and even improperly stored waste oil can be a life 
threatening hazards for wildlife and unsupervised pets. I've 
seen more than one adorable baby waterbird struggling in 
fishing line to the point of doing irreparable nerve damage. A 
little mindfulness can go a long way. 

Hill Woman Productions
Wellesley Island NY   •  800-600-3831
Artfully blended Herbs, Oils and Incense

More about Hill Woman 
and Sue-Ryn at 

www.hillwoman.com
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We all have something in life that draws from 
that creative state within our being, and leads 
us to inspiration. This process is very simi-
lar to meditation, in that, insights come to us 
from somewhere beyond ourselves. Each and 
every one of us holds the same power to cre-
ate from our inspiration. The time has come 
for us to develop our creativity and recognize 
we are tapping into the intuitive process.

When we work with whatever creative en-
deavor we enjoy, we naturally begin to relax. 
This is totally normal, and in this relaxed 
state of being we may focus our awareness on 
more than just what we are creating. We can 
use this time to look at what’s going on in our 
life to make decisions, to look at issues, and 
possibly find solutions to our concerns.
The creative process can take us even further, 

if we allow ourselves to be aware, open, and 
receptive to all forms of experience. Creativ-
ity can access our own Divine love that exists 
within our higher consciousness. We can move 
beyond the mental musings of our mind, and 
connect to the collective psyche of the uni-
verse. Once we open these doorways we can 
bring them into our daily lives, enriching our-
selves and those around us.

Once exposed to Divine Love, we break 
through our physical and mental barriers and 
are forever aware of our greater state of Being 
and interconnection to all life. With this spiri-
tual connection we fill our actions with loving 
attention, thus, walk down the path of spiritual 
maturity. This is true Spirit communication 
from our source to our intellect and our ability 
to act.

Creative spiritual maturity is needed today in 
our local communities, nations, and the world. 
More and more we need to push open that door 
in our heart and mind to let the light stream 
out were it is visible for all to see. Share our 
valuable new found ideas, expand them with 
other creative men and women working for a 
promising radiant future, filled with equitable 
solidarity and peace. 

David Bennett
• Energetic Healer

• Transformation 
 Integration Coach

• DharmaTalks.com

Inspiration is the Doorway to Spirit Communication. 

S A R I N A
Clairvoyant Psychic Medium

(315) 706-6824
Accurate    Uplifting    Enlightening

METAPHYSICAL TIMES PSYCHIC FAIR
July 12-13, 2014….Sat. 10-7, Sun. 10-6

Whitney Applied Technology Center
Onondaga Community College, Syracuse, NY

for FREE ADMISSION courtesy of 
Sarina present code:  SPMT14

UTICA PSYCHIC FAIR
September 13-14, 2014...Sat. 10-7, Sun. 11-5

Holiday Inn, Burrstone Rd, Utica, NY

WATERTOWN PSYCHIC FAIR
September 27-28, 2014...Sat. 11-8, Sun. 11-6
Ramada Inn, 6300 Arsenal St, Watertown, NY

CORTLAND PSYCHIC FAIR
October 11-12, 2014...Sat. 10-7, Sun. 10-6

Ramada Inn, 2 River St, Cortland, NY

NEW MOON PSYCHIC FAIR
October 18-19, 2014...Sat. 10-7, Sun. 10-6

Damascus Shrine Center
979 Bay Rd, Webster, NY 14580

CANTON PSYCHIC FAIR
November 7-9, 2014

Fri. 4-8, Sat. 10:30-8, Sun. 10:30-6
Best Western, 90 Main St, Canton, NY ©2014

Sarina's Upcoming 2014 Events

Channeled Readings  Angel Messages
Guidance  Past Lives  Spirit Guides  Tarot

Parties  Phone Readings  Events
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The death of Dr. Chujiro 
Hayashi, the Japanese 
Reiki teacher who taught 
the American woman 
who passed it on to the 
world, is one of the most 
difficult subjects in the 
history of Reiki. In the 
past, Reiki teachers and 
authors have tiptoed 
around this topic. It is 
generally believed that 
Hayashi took his life 
because he was being 
investigated by the 
Japanese military as a 
spy for having visited 
the United States.

The Japanese military 
had been planning its 
attack on Pearl Harbor 
for many years. And they 
fueled the anti-American 
sentiment that eventually 
swept over Japan. As 
a former captain in the 
navy, Hayashi must have 
realized that visiting 
Hawaii, at this critical 
time, was a very risky 
thing to do.

The circumstances leading 
up to his death are still 
unclear. Mrs. Takata 
said that Hayashi was a 
pacifist and that he didn’t 
want to go to war and kill 
people. But he took his 
life about a year and a 
half before Japan entered 
WWII, so this explanation 
seems unlikely. Tadao 
Yamaguchi’s uncle 
mentioned that Hayashi 
told him that the Japanese 
government asked him to 
spy for them, because he 
had been to Hawaii.

The concepts of duty, 
loyalty, obedience and 
devotion are deeply 
ingrained in Japanese 
consciousness. As an 
officer and a gentleman, 
Hayashi could not refuse 
his government. But his 
own consciousness would 
not allow him to comply 
with his country. And so 
he was caught up in this 
powerful dilemma and 
kept it very private.

If Hayashi refused his 
government, he could have 
been tried and executed for 
treason. This would have 
brought dishonor to both 
his family and his Reiki 
institute. Under normal 
circumstances the loss of 
honor results in the entire 
family being ostracized by 
one’s community. This can 
have far-reaching negative 
effects on every aspect of 
life, including personal 
safety and financial well-
being.

But with the aggressive 
nationalism overtaking 
Japan, his family and 
school were even more 
vulnerable. So to protect 
them, Hayashi peacefully 

and privately took his life 
on May 11, 1940.
Westerners have struggled 
to understand and accept 
this. To compensate 
for this lack of cultural 
understanding, many 
stories have been created 
to romanticize Hayashi’s 
death. Mrs. Takata said 
that she and Hayashi’s 
other Reiki masters were 
with him at his home in 
what has been described 
as a sacred ceremony. 
Through an act of will, 
Hayashi supposedly 
ruptured 3 arteries, one at a 
time. At the rupture of the 
third artery, he died.

The truth is, he was alone. 
The Japanese have a 
different set of boundaries 
than westerners. In some 
ways, there is no sense of 
self, no separation from 
others. But there are also 
circumstances in life that 
are not meant to be shared 
with others. So he went 
into the bathroom by 
himself, cut his wrists with 
a scalpel, and peacefully 
bled to death in the 

Just 
The 
Facts
Part IX

Reiki with Don Brennan
21 Years of Active Experience with Reiki

Usui Reiki  Karuna Reiki® Jikiden Reiki

Life Center for Well-Being
302 Parsons Drive, Syracuse NY  13219

315-468-5060 www.lifecenterforwellbeing.com

Reiki Treatments: Powerful, yet reasonably priced!

Reiki Classes: Quality Training, Thorough Practice

We love Reiki...and we love to share it!

bathtub. He told his wife, 
Chie Hayashi, to keep the 
real reasons and the way 
he ended his life secret.

Please understand that 
Hayashi’s death had 
nothing to do with Reiki, 
itself. This is simply a 
reflection of Japanese 
culture. The concept of 
honor in taking one’s life is 
incomprehensible to most 
westerners. But this way of 
thinking has been deeply 
rooted in Japanese culture 
for centuries.

When one brings disgrace 
to oneself, one brings 
that disgrace to one’s 
entire family and to all of 
one’s ancestors. Honor is 
restored when that person 
takes his life, because his 
sacrifice is seen as an act 
of devotion to his family. 

Westerners associate 
suicide with failure, 
depression, guilt, and fear. 
The Japanese associate 
it with honor, duty, 
loyalty and devotion. The 
intention is very different.

The film, “The Last 
Samurai,” can help to 
understand the Japanese 
view of dignity and honor, 
in life, as well as death. 
The movie “Emperor” is 
even more illuminating, 
as it gives us a glimpse 
of the changes in Japan 
leading up to WWII and 
the struggles with dignity 
and honor during the US 
occupation.

In “Emperor,” a general 
tells us, “You must 
understand, we Japanese 
are a selfless people, 
capable of immense 
sacrifice because of our 
complete devotion to a 
set of ideals.” We are also 
told in the film, “If you 
understand devotion, you 
will understand Japan.”

It may help us, then, to see 
Hayashi’s death as an act 
of devotion. As another 
casualty of war, trapped by 
cultural history and world 
events, he chose the only 
path available to him.

© 2014 Donald Brennan

By Don Brennon
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Metaphysical Times Publishing Company presents its 5th Annual

Fair & Exhibition
Sat., July 12th, 10 a.m. - 7 p.m.   •  Sun.,  13th , 10 a.m. - 6p.m.

Onondaga Community College
Whitney AT Center Atrium

4585 W Seneca Turnpike, Syracuse, NY 13215

Public Welcome - Lectures Free w/admission

Psychic Mediums • Aura Photography
Palm Reading  • Meditative Painting & Reading

Oracle Card Readings • Tarot Reading
Reiki • Henna  • Books • Herbs • Jewelry

Paranormal Exhibit 
(Prices and Rates set by individual readers and vendors)

Atrium in Whitney AT Center   •    Onondaga Community College

Admission  $6 ($1 off w/coupon)  •  Check out MetaphysicalTimes.com , Your Favorite readers
& Metaphysical Times Publishing Company FaceBook for Free Admission

Admission  Only $2 when you present proof of Gem Show admission
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The Talented Participants of the  Metaphysical Times Fair
Readers and Reiki

• Georgia (Show Promoter)- Cheiromancy - Reading the Hands /  
 gc@metaphysical times.com

• Barbara Bennett - Psychic, Intuitive Tarot  /  reikireadingsandmore

• Linda Bloser (Aura Reflections) - An in-depth interpretation from this Aura 
photography expert  /  aura-reflections.com

• Don Brennan - Life Center for Well-Being: Reiki with Don Brennan / 
 lifecenterforwellbeing.com

• Kathy Brown - Psychic Medium, 
 Intuitive, Sensitive  / purplenbutterflies.com

• Deborah DeRusha - The Dreaming Gypsy - Readingse/Medium   / 
  thedreaminggypsy.com
• Kris Faso - Psychic/Medium/Stone Reader / krisfaso.com

• Cindy Griffith - Psychic Reading, Tarot Reading, Spirit Guide Reading & 
Health Reading  / psychicsupport.com

• Rev. Denise McCee - Angel Card Reader – Intuitive Life Coach

• Corbie Mitlied - Tarot, past lives, spirit guides, chanelling,mediumship / 
 fire throughspirit.com
• Morgan - Mystic Impressions - Spirit Guided Henna

• Sarina - International Psychic Medium

• Robert Steingraber - Past Life Recall Sessions /pastliferecall.net

• Wanda Winters - Psychic Intuitive, Reiki & IET Master Teacher

• Meditative Painting, Reading /Sandra - Enjoy a meditative state, watch 
your painting unfole, receive a CD with an Intuitive Reading / artsandheal-
ing.com

• Joann Lipton - Psychic Reader

Books, Tarot Cards, Hand-
made Jewelry, Pendulums, 

Dowsers,  plus Tumbled 
Stones, Herbs, Incense, Oils 

all available at the
Metaphysical Times Fair

Shops

• Hathaway’s Elemental Light  - Hand-
made Healing Tools - Stone Jewelry, 
Affirmation Strands, Stolas, Pendu-
lums, Copper Dowsers, Tumbled Stone, 
Feather Pens, etc

• Hill Woman Productions - 
 Artfully blended herbs, oils, incense & 

more... “Hill Woman’s Kitchen Herbals”  
/ hillwoman.com

• Orion Marketing  - 
 Books, Tarot decks

 Special Appearance all weekend 
 on the Atrium Bridge 
•  Spirit Whisperers Paranormal  
 "We are a paranormal investigation team 

that combine the metaphysical and sci-
entific aspect of our investigations."

Georgia E. Cuningham 
Publisher

www.metaphysicaltimes.com
gc@metaphysicaltimes.com  

PO Box 64, Aurora, NY 13026

Metaphysical Times Publishing, LLP

In accordance with New York State Law we must say:
 "All readings are for entertainment purposes only."

Clairvoyant 
Psychic Medium
(315) 706-6824
Accurate    Uplifting    Enlightening

SARINA
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Metaphysical Times Psychic Fair
Lecture ScheduLe

at OCC in Whitney Hall 
Free with your admission 

Saturday, July 13, 2013
noon - Kris Faso - Our Psychic Connection
1:00 p.m. - Linda Bloser - See your Aura. See your Chakras. 
   What do they reflect?
2:00 p.m. - Corbie Mileid - Master Commandments 
 of Professional Intuitives 
3:00 p.m. - Meditative Painting Readings with Sandra - Your 

Life in Paint-by numbers" Q & A about the link between cre-
ativity and how to discover your life's gath - Step-by-Step

4:00 p.m. - Barbara Hathaway - Dowsing 101
5:00 p.m. -  Deborah DeRusha - What is Shamanism

Sunday, July 14, 2013

noon - Spirit whisperers Paranormal  - Discussion about the 
paranormal investigators place in metaphysics.

1:00 p.m. - Robert Steingraber - Past Life Demonstration 
2:00 p.m. - Don Brennan - “Reiki Healing Meditation” 
3:00 p.m. - The Spirit Whisperers

Georgia will be lecturing at the Gem & Mineral Show
Lecture schedule subject to change

Past Life Recall
Not a reading you experience it 

$70.00 per Session
By appointment only 

Robert Steingraber
315-476-8823

wiccantank@netscape.com

Psychic Readings
REIKI & MORE
(315) 633-5546

www.reikireadingsandmore.
barb@reikireadingsandmore.com

             Come to Skaneateles
              for a Psychic Reading!

          

                  Readings by Cindy Griffith

Tarot Readings ~ Health Readings     
 Spirit Guide Readings ~ Parties    

  Office & Phone Readings Available By Appointment

315-685-8395 ~ PsychicSupport.com

Kathy Brown
Psychic Medium, Intuitive 
and Sensitive

www.puplrbutterflies.com
treeoflife1972@yahoo.com

COUPON

$1OFF
EITHER PSYCHIC FAIR
OR GEM & MINERAL
SHOW ADMISSION 

Not valid with other 
discounts.

See Your Aura

Reflections

House Parties By Appointment
Linda Bloser

(315) 337-7021
lbloser@twcny.rr.com
aura-reflections.com

THE COLORS OF YOUR LIFE

AURA Photography
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Infinite Light Center 
launches 
Community 
Reiki Clinic

Infinite Light Center for Yoga and Wellness in Jamesville launched 
its Community Reiki Clinic on May 28th.  Reiki is a Japanese 
technique for stress reduction and relaxation that also promotes 
healing. Reiki not only enhances the body’s natural ability to heal 
itself; it also has no harmful side effects. Therefore, it can be used 
to complement any type of medical treatment. 

 The Community Reiki Clinic, which is the first of its kind in the 
area, is directed by Mary Riposo, Reiki Master Teacher and co-
owner of Infinite Light Center. The goal of the clinic is to increase 
accessibility to Reiki by offering shorter, more convenient 
appointment times, and more affordable sessions. 

 The Community Reiki Clinic will be held on a monthly basis. 
No appointment is necessary and Individuals are seen on a first-
come, first-served basis. Reiki sessions, which last from 15 to 20 
minutes and cost $15, are provided by members of the Central 
New York Reiki Association, a group of local Reiki Practitioners 
whose mission is to raise awareness of the benefits of Reiki. 

The Community Reiki Clinic is the newest addition to Infinite 
Light Center’s Reiki Program, which also offers individual Reiki 
sessions and Reiki certification training. For more information on 
the Reiki program and the clinic, call 315-373-0626 or go to www.
InfiniteLightCenter.com. 

Gather with like
minded people to
celebrate Reiki,

learn & have fun!
Your host Mary Riposo

5th Annual Reiki Retreat
Syracuse, NY 

August 15 & 16, 2014 E

EGather with like
minded people to
celebrate Reiki,

learn & have fun!

E

Sponsored by the Center for Integrated Energy Healing

www.integratedenergyhealing.com
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Hathaway’s
Elemental Light

Hand Made Healing Oils & Gifts
“Custom wire wrapped jewelry” & other little goodies

Barbarah@twcny.rr.com         
(315) 593-2033   • cell (315) 529-5152

www.NYlightangelcenter.com
nylight444@hotmail.com • 315-941-6240 

Appointments in Syracuse & Utica NY
Call for more information and appropriate fees.

LIGHTWORKERS ASK ABOUT RENTAL SPACE – MONTHLY OR PER DEIM

SErvicES
• Hands-on-healing, 
• Chakra balancing 
• Cleansing, 
• Tuning fork therapy, 
• Spirit messages, 
• Life path guidance

Hi -

My name is Roger and I would love to help you heal 

yourself, your life, and ease your grief.  I am a Spiritualist , 

Psychic Medium, and Reiki Master offering my assistance 

in rebuilding your inner 

peace, health, and life situation.

We will be working with spirit, 

angels, and universal powers 

while respecting your beliefs, 

desires, and goals in this process.  

My door is open to believers in one 

God, and those who maybe 

of other positive beliefs.

The Angel Light Spiritual Center offers many learning 

and healing services on an appointment only basis. 

Love and Light,

Reverend Roger Frank

N Y  L I G H T 
A n g e l  L i g h t 

S p i r i t u a l  C e n t e r
o f  U t i c a ,  N Y

404 North Main St. 

North Syracuse

315-214-0200   

  800-750-4113

OPEN: 

WEDNESDAY 

thru SUNDAY

Visit our booth at the Metaphysical Times Fair 
July 12 & 13 at Whitney Atrium  on the campus of Onondaga Community College
for FREE ADMISSION courtesy of Hathaway's Elemental Light use code: BHMT14
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We Mean Business 
In  New York!

Metaphysical businesses that you should 
get to know across  New York State

• Cindy Griffith 
 Psychic Consultant 
 315-685-8395 or 
 toll free 877-511-3510
 cindytarot@me.com
 www.PsychicSupport.com

• Dennis Cole
 Astrolger & Metaphysical Consultant
 315-457-9141
 denniscole@lycos.com
    www.aquariusservices.com
• Sandra 
 (315) 437-1414
 signsofspirits.com 
 email signofspirits@yahoo.com 

• Two Hawks Gallery
 (607) 749-2889 
 twohawksgallery@odyssey.net
 twohawksgallery.com

• Mother Earth Health Foods 
 733 South Bay Road
 North Syracuse, NY  458-2717 

• Mystic Side
 404 North Main St., 
 North Syracuse, NY
 (315) 214-0200 (800) 750-4113
 mysticside2006@yahoo.com
 www.mysticsidegiftbookstore.net

• The Mustard Seed
 969 Arsenal St, Watertown, NY
 (315) 788-2463
    www.watertownmustardseed.com

• Virginia R. Waldron
 Consulting Hypnotist
 RoseHeart Center
 gatkepr@dreamscape.com   
 www.GateKeeperGuidance.com 

• Dreaming Cougar Woman
 Guidance by Deborah
 315-383-9752

• Suzanne Masters
 www.Healingartpassages.com 
 (315) 426-9987

• Reverend Corbie Mitleid
  518-275-9575
 corbie@firethespirit
 www.firethroughspirit.com

•. Integrated Energy Healing 
 with Mary Riposo
 6499 E. Seneca Turnpike
 Jamesville, NY 13078
 315.416.7270
 Mary@IntegratedEnergyHealing.com
 www.IntegratedEnergyHealing.com

• Infinite Light Center for 
 Yoga & Wellness
 6499 E. Seneca Turnpike
 Jamesville, NY 13078
 315-373-0626
 www.InfiniteLightCenter.com

• Kris Faso
 Seer, Psychic, Medium
 (315) 483-0074
 www.krisfaso.com

• Orion Book Sales
  315-687-7695

• Hill Woman Productions
 Wellesley Island NY  
 800-600-3831
 www.hillwoman.com

• Ted Silverhand Native Seer 
 www.tedsilverhand
 607-857-6372

• Healthy Vibrations
 315-339-1404
 Healthyvibs@gmail.com

•. Cynthia McCaffrey
 315-559-7120

• Angelic Inspirations
 Massage Therapy
 Darlene Mielcarek, LMT
 (315) 895-7677  1-877-869-9749 
• NYLIGHT • Roger
 (315) 941-6240
 nylight444@hotmail.com
 Utica, NY ~ Syracuse, NY 
• Wil Alaura  
 315-696-6497 or 
 315-481-3273 cell  or 
 walaura@twcny.rr.com

• Krpalu Yoga Center
 14029 Route 11, 
 Adams Center, NY 13606
 (315) 583-5500
 www.kripaluyogaandwellnesscenter.org 

metaphysicaltimes.com
CNY’s most comprehensive Metaphysical event & business listings

• Barbara Konish & New Moon Psychic Fair
 31 Tottenham Road Rochester, NY 14609
 (585) 224-8657
 NewMoonForYou.com
 barbarakonish@frontiernet.net 
• Wanda Winters
 Integrated Therapy Master
 Psychic Intuitive, Spiritual Conselor
 (315) 686-2640  therealmshift.com 
• Kimberly Ward 
 Reiki Master/Teacher
 223 JB Wise Place, Empsall Plaze, 
 Suite 27 Watertown, NY 
 315-783-6867

• Sandra L. Smith  Reiki Master 
 (315) 783-1892  
 Email: handsofki@yahoo.com   
 www.handsofki.com  

•. Indigo Massage & Gifts
Courtney Noel Flynn, LMT
3522 James St. Suite #207
(315) 383-2265
www.indigosyracuse.etsy.com

• Life Center for Well-Being
Reiki with Don Brennan
302 Parsons Dr., Syracuse, NY 
315-468-5060
www.lifecenterforwellbeing.com

• CHEROKEE LADY
315-510-3345

• Barbara Bennett
 www.reikireadingsandmore.com
 barb@reikireadingsandmore.com

• Francine Bizzari 
 315-252-8589  francinebizzari.com

• Starlight Enterprises
 Diane LeBeau 315-699-5812

• Healer’s Crystal Healing & Gifts
 315-559-6119
 healerscrystal.com

• Mark Shaughnessy
 315-437-7433
` markshaughnessy.com

• Coleen Shaughnessy
 Spirit Center
 3522 James St. Syracuse, NY 13206
 315-437-7433
 coleenshaughnessy.com

• Joanna Lipton
 PO box  94 East Syracuse, NY 13057
 jnnlipton2@gmail.com  
 315 450 0423 

• The Fey Dragon
 52 W. Bridge St., Oswego, NY
 Feydragon.com   
 315-216-4156

• Ahhh... Reiki
 Robin T. Waterbury
 315-216-4156
 315-529-9710

• Shaman Myrddin 
 315-216-4156

• The Realmshift Center
 42 James St., Alex Bay, NY 13607
 315-482-2294
 realmshift.com

• Kripalu Yoga and Wellness Center 
14029 US RT 11 PO BOX 224, Ad-
ams  
Center NY 13606

 KripaluYogaandWellnessCenter.or
 15-583-5500

• Liverpool Art Center
 Sandra Fioramonti
 (315) 234-9333
 www.artsandhealing.com

• Fields of Gold 
 Sue Beehm
 Waterville, NY  (315) 861-5917
 email: sbeehm@gmail.com
• Karen Koycinski
 Reiki Master
 315.395.9417
 karen4444@clearwire.net

• Sarina
 Clairvoyant Psychic Medium
 (315) 706-6824

• Natur-Tyme
  3160 Erie Blvd. East DeWitt, NY 

1321
  315.488.6300
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PSYCHIC 
MEDIUM 

CLAIRVOYANT  
   

REIKI

arbara
ennettB

315-633-5546
REIKIREADINGSANDMORE.COM   •   BARB@REIKIREADINGSANDMORE.COM

Vist 
Barbara 
at these 

Events
(email or call Barbara 

for further information) 
SYRACUSE, NY  

Metphysical Times Fair
July 12 & 13  OCC Campus

for FREE ADMISSION courtesy of 
Barbara present code:  BBMT14

CORTLAN,D NY  
Cortland

Psychic Fair
October 11 & 12

CANTON, NY
November 8 & 9

CANASTOTA, NY  
Greystone Castle
November 15 & 16

Mary Gilliland 
is an internationally published poet and 

recipient of numerous awards.
You can find her work in AGNI, Poetry, Stand, and

Moments ofthe Soul: Poems of 
Mindfulness and Meditation

Sabbath
If I pause about my business
you ride me.  How could a soul
be bold enough to forego such
sex on short notice?  They would
have to wash dishes, face mortality
and testimonials at the door.
Meanwhile we grow not old & frail
but old and sore.  Here we go
again putting on our clothes today.

As I watch disappear 
there where you smell like bread rising
--and here where it starts to get 
interesting, I'm afraid you will say 
the wrong thing--which is anything 
said--so before you consider what's next
my hands boom across the room
again, dear, a glorious 'gain.

Intuitive – Psychic Tarot
Spiritual Guidance
Channeling – Reiki

By Appointment
(315) 437-1414

9:00 am to 9:00 pm est

www.signsofspirits.com
signsofspirits@yahoo.com

Signs of Spirits

Sandra
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Metaphysics of Love
The Journey to Meet Self

Addressing Your Concerns -  With Dennis Cole 
Go to metaphysicsoflove.com to send in your question

Visit us on Facebook and metaphysicsoflove.com

“…the process of Individuation”
Dear Dennis,
Can you tell me when H and I will reconcile? Thanks, D

 I appreciate your question, D: because it relates to a question most of us come to at some 
point in life. And that goes something like: “When will I meet my ‘soul mate’?”
This Column is not intended for personal predictions and probable timing of events. Such in-
dicators of one’s Soul’s “game plan” are suited more for metaphysical tools such as Synastry. 
Synastry is that branch of astrology which deals with compatibility and relationship poten-
tials. By using the birthdate and natal horoscope, astrology can serve as a mandala for one’s 
chosen “seed potentials” and cycles in life - such as in your important question.
 Transpersonal Astrology’s greatest gift, however, is for Self and Spiritual knowledge. It 
can serve as a wonderful tool for revealing the Life Purpose, or what Carl Jung referred to as 
the process of “Individuation.” Basically this is a process of discovering who you/We really 
are – that God within you – as referred to in the Bhagavad Gita and the Christian Bible (IX-22 
and Luke 17: 20,21).
 The timing of your possible reconciliation with H may still be in the process of co-creation, 
by both of your choices of thought when you’re thinking about each other.
In other words: If you’re thinking, “ I want to be with H” but your default thinking is more, 
say, noticing the lack of this, or worrying about losing out…well, the Universe must respond 
and assemble and orchestrate all matching components, in response to what your choice of 
thoughts are mainly dictating!
 In other words, there are no “victims” in a Creation based on, “As ye sow….” Like attracts 
like! Once we understand this Universal “Law of Attraction”, we may then learn to take 100% 
responsibility for ALL of our experiences! No more “judge-and-blame”, just because we think 
it feels better than “guilt and responsibility”! Then, of course, our relating experiences must 
improve, because: “Like attract like!”
 When we desire love and to be with someone, we are actually experiencing a deeper Soul 
urge to unite in full intimacy with that “Heaven within” – Our Source Energy! So, when we 
put that “Inner Marriage” first, we are changing our vibrations in ways that might attract a 
“Sibling in Spirit” – another unique Perspective of Our One Source Energy - someone who 
somewhat matches who we are becoming.
 By loving our Source and seeing It in Others, and Self, we would no longer feel such a deep 
urgency to seek that through external Sources. We would no longer worry about “missing out” 
or “being alone!”
 When we discover our Power, to create by choosing to think and feel increasingly better-
feeling thoughts, the feelings that result are of Joy (Life’s Purpose!) This is actually what we 
were searching for in the external relationships! And there’s nothing that is not Spiritual in 
sharing Love and Joy (“God Energy”) with “Others” - Viewpoints of the All!
 Desire with detachment about outcomes! “Wouldn’t it be nice if…!” When we relax in 
understanding all this and how we all get what we get, and when we no longer need others 
behaviors to line up with what we think can make us feel better, then we will have released 
resistance,
 Resisting change and the intention to join in with what we‘d prefer in Life is the root cause 
of our various “dis-eases”! Ironically, when we let go and let Source take care of the “who – 
how – “when” details, then this seems to let flow into our lives what was already created in 
non-Physical when we once came up against what we didn’t like!
 Source Energy is all around us – and within –and there’s not one thing more important, for 
attracting the love we all deserve, than to love and appreciate “Others” and Self.
In Oneness,
Dennis

Native American & 
New Age Gift shop

CHEROKEE 
LADY

By appointment
315-510-3345

dreamwalker@twcny.rr.com           REIKI

YOGA • PERSONAL GROWTH WORKSHOPS

LABYRINTH • MEDITATION • WALKING TRAIL

315-583-5500
14029 US RT 11 PO BOX 224, Adams Center NY 13606

www.KripaluYogaandWellnessCenter.org
email: nnykyc@gmail.com

Wellness for Body - Mind - Spirit
Come See Our New Fire Stone Circle 

Available For Drummings And Events! 

Kripalu YOGA and
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reaming Gypsy

Debbie DeRusha
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Dreaming 

Gypsy
Mediumship Readings 

Shamanic Healings
For classes and events check out: 

www.thedreaminggypsy.com
   315-383-9752

315- 458-2430  •  energy-light.com

Animal Communication
Reiki Healing    Spiritual Guidance

Sally



Metaphysical Times Summer 2014 • Page 24

by Dennis Cole

Sun 
Sign 
Potentials
A Guide to 
Understanding 
Self and Others

LEO

Greetings!   

We continue in our series on the “seed 
potentials” of Life experiences for each of 
the 12 Signs of the zodiac. Leo is featured 
in this Issue. We will look at some excerpts 
from my forthcoming book, “Sun Sign 
Potentials – A Guide to Understanding 
Self and Others.” Our focus will be on 
Leos’ relationship to the 3 other Signs in 
the zodiac, which form a cross of 90 and 
180 degrees to Leo. Using the meanings 
behind these 4 Signs on this “fixed cross” 
mandala, we can somewhat describe the 
“WHAT, WHERETO, HOW and WHY?” of 
Leos’ Life Potentials. 

To learn more about this Solar Astrology 
approach to interpretation, in which the 
hour of birth is not necessary, you may 
refer, when posted, to the summer 2012 
Issue, pg. 25, of the Metaphysical Times, 
or go to aquariusservices.com and click 
on “articles”. 

♌ Leo (July 23 – Aug. 22) This 1st 
Solar House cusp relates to the 
“WHAT” keynotes of your current 
Life’s intended Focus and steps to 
Individuation.

Your sign, Leo, is said to be a fixed fire sign. 
This means that in your search for meaning to 
personal existence you’ll probably show spirit, 
enthusiasm and determination. The Sun rules 
Leo, and it relates to vitality, will power, the 
ego and life’s conscious purpose. There will 
probably be a strong urge to get creatively 
and generously involved in life, love, and 
new creations. There will likely be many new 
beginnings and activities - especially associated 
with romance, children and a variety of 
entertaining, enjoyable and creative activities.
You tend to be proud, romantic, dramatic 
and expressive. You are a born leader with 
considerable willpower. The heart and back are 
associated with Leo and the sun – Leo’s ruling 
“planet” - and “having heart” and “backbone” 
can be natural to your path. You can be very 
loving and generous - especially when you 
feel respected and in positions of authority or 
leadership.

You possess many of the qualities of your “fiery 
cousins” in the Zodiac; Sagittarius and Aries. 
These qualities include an interest in freedom, 
truth, understanding and religion, as well as in 
travel, philosophy or psychology. In addition 
there is a strong urge for activity,
creative self-expression and new beginnings. 
You need to be an individual, to do things your 
way and to initiate things. You can have
some very definite likes and dislikes - especially 
as time goes on. Also, with time, you become 
more inventive, resourceful and concerned
with managing and getting results with others – 
or else moving on to what better matches your 
desires.
You have a good deal of pride, dignity and a 
pretty healthy ego - you can feel good about 
you! Because of this, you also can take some
things very personally - especially matters 
involving love or children. Your children would 
tend to be creative, romantic and leader types
with initiative  and several of these qualities 
which you possess.
You can pour a great deal of energy into children 
and various other creative outlets, as well as 
into your romantic goals.
You may benefit by learning to be a little less 
domineering or showy in some situations, as 
your power may sometimes be impulsively
expressed in commanding ways that others do 
not like.
You are a creature of the Sun. You probably 
enjoy the light and heat and warm weather. In 
cold weather you are likely to prefer plenty of 

covers and someone to cuddle up to. Vacations in 
the Sun can be very attractive and regenerating for 
your Soul - especially when the weather is cold and 
you can go to some distant place to relax, enjoy 
and - of course – gamble or play! Such vacations 
are, perhaps, more natural for you in December, 
April or August. Every year, August can also be 
a natural time of new beginnings, entertainment, 
romance, recreation and enjoyment for you.

♒ Aquarius 7th Solar House Cusp 
Influence and information relate 
to the “WHERETO” of your current 
intended Life’s Focus
 
You are likely to attract unusual people. Your 
partner is someone who is independent, yet 
concerned about humanity and broader issues. Your 
mate would tend to be inventive, unpredictable 
and intelligent. This person is goal-oriented and 
involved in social activities. Your partner needs 
people, social activities and friends, yet needs to 
be alone from time-to-time in order to “recharge 
batteries” so-to-speak. They need this isolation 
perhaps to help them feel that they can still be 
themselves - be free to be an individual.
This person you attract is communicative, strong-
willed, freedom-loving, youthful, yet concerned 
about love and harmony. Your partner tends to 
gravitate towards groups or organizations, and 
might even be involved with the public in some 
way. Your partner has a quick mind and tends to 
be a revolutionary spirit who is capable, at times, 
of explosively expressing feelings.

Your mate is curious and is drawn to anything 
unusual, “weird’ or exciting. Some people 
may feel that your partner is a bit shocking or 
unconventional. Indeed your partner is “marching 
to a different drummer.” Your partner is a natural 
researcher - “detective” type and may, at times 
become involved with science, electronics, 
computers or social work. Partner may become 
interested in some area of parapsychology - 
Astrology, for example. Television, radio or 
aviation are other areas of natural involvement 
for these people whom you seem to attract closely 
into your life.

Sometimes you may feel hurt emotionally 
due to your partner’s seeming detachment or 
indifference. Actually, partner is capable of loving 
all of humanity in a less selfish way than you may 
(at first) be capable of doing. Partner can give love 
without always demanding love in return. Your 
natural drive is to want love for love. However, as 
time goes on - and because of the kind of partner
you attract - you are likely to become more 
objective and altruistic - capable of more selfless 
love. Of course, this is not a “one-way street.” In 
fact, what we say about these close relationships, 
actually describes another side of you!
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So just as you can learn to let others be the center 
of the spotlight once in a while, your mate can learn 
more about life through their experience with you. 
For example your partner can learn to move their 
brilliant mind to their heart and to play and enjoy 
life and love more often. Partner may also learn to 
enjoy children more as a result of your influence in 
some way.

You are likely to meet your mate through social 
activities, friends, a group or a club. Your partner 
could be a friend and later your mate. You probably 
need your partner to be your friend and to share 
some goals with you. Should you succeed with 
this need, you would be wise to remember that this 
person in your life would still need to be alone from 
time-to-time in order to feel free.

Kahlil Gibran wrote: “In your togetherness, let 
there be spaces and let the winds of heaven dance 
between you.”

♏ Scorpio 4th Solar House Cusp 
Influence and information relate to 
the “HOW” of your current intended 
Life’s Focus

Way down inside you may have some very definite 
likes and dislikes. You also can be very secretive. 
You may not think of yourself somuch as secretive 
as compared to being selective about what you care 
to reveal about your life.
You are, at your roots, a very inventive and 
resourceful person - especially when it comes to 
home, family and financial matters!
There are times when you experience intense 
feelings, and these can include resentment, jealousy 
and a desire to get even when you feel you’ve been 
hurt by others.
Due to certain endings and agreements you have 
the potential to come into property. More and more 
with time you can become interested, or involved 
in some way, with the occult or deeper mysteries of 
life. You could also become a manager of some sort.
With time there may be an emphasis on matters 
relating to joint resources, for example: insurance, 
finances, taxes, wills, inheritances, mortgages, 
checking accounts,, and so on.
You are likely to go through some deep changes as 
a result of some family or home ending - or change. 
Of course this might sometimes center around 
something like a death in the family or a divorce. 
In any case, because of such an experience, you can 
become transformed - “born again” so to speak. 
And you can rebuild on a whole new foundation of 
values. At times you need privacy - your own “den,” 
so to speak - in order to regenerate or stabilize 
yourself.

When it comes to home and family matters you 

are likely to know just what you want. You have a 
tendency to want to manage things relating to joint 
resources, home, family and property matters and 
tradition.

Truly you can be regenerated through a stable home, 
family and property “base of operation” to rely on! 
This very much includes your desire to know where 
you stand with others, including, sexually!

Your ultimate stabilization, however, may come 
through a process of what Carl Jung called, 
“Individuation.” That is the realization of your true 
Inner Self – that unique Perspective of the Source 
Energy Presence within You, as mentioned in Luke 
17:21 and hinted at in the Gita IX-22.

♉ Taurus 10th Solar House Cusp 
Influence and highlights relate to 
the “WHY” of your current intended 
Life’s Focus 

Other people may see you as a practical, down-to-
earth, stabilizing influence. You can be very focused 
and determined in the pursuit of some of your goals 
and ambitions for success, respect, and fulfillment 
in life.

You may be reluctant to make changes - especially 
when it comes to work and things that you value. 
Loyalty can be one of your strong characteristics. 
However, you expect to be well-compensated and 
respected for what you can produce. You have an 
excellent potential for handling finances. You have 

very sound and practical organizational 
powers - especially when it comes to 
getting the most out of
available money or other resources. This does not 
mean that you are cheap, as you are capable of 
doing things on a grand scale. Nonetheless, you 
are very organized and practical about money. You 
have a strong need to be paid attention to in these 
areas, and for your creative or artistic approach to 
accomplishing things and gaining success in life. 
There’s no doubt that you stand “at the top of the 
class” when it comes to your ability to persevere 
and ultimately produce whatever you come to value 
in life. And one reason for this staying power is that 
you probably like to have others know about - or 
see - some of the fine possessions you have. This 
applies to your income and other accomplishments. 
Money is important to you, perhaps somewhat for 
the respect and admiration it can bring to you, as 
well as serving as a source of inspiration for others.
Your father would likely appreciate nature as well 
as good food, drink and some of the finer things of 
life. Security would be important to him. He would 
be a strong, determined, down-to-earth person. Any 
bosses you might have would probably have some 
of these traits in common with your father

Finally, Leo may you continue to enjoy life, love 
and play. May you continue to be creatively self-
expressive and involved with children or leadership 
activities. However, may you also learn to see 
your bigger relationship to all of humanity, and be 
willing to open that loving, generous, heart of yours 
to share the joys of life with all people.. 

This article was excerpted from Dennis' forthcoming book: "Sun Sign Potentials"

Aquarius ServicesAquarius Services

Dennis Cole  is a professional Transpersonal Astrologer, Metaphysical 
Consultant, Author and Lecturer.  Offering in-depth guidance in such 
areas as Relationships, Life Focus and Life’s Key turning points.

Contact: Dennis Cole  - P.O. 122 - MT Liverpool NY 13088 
Phone # (315)-457-9141       www.aquariusservices.com

Visit Dennis at the following:
Clayton Psychic Fair Holistic & Psychic Fair

Sept. 13, 2014: 10am - 7pm Sept 14, 2014: 11am - 5pm
Holiday Inn - Utica Business Park,

1777 Burrstone Rd., New Hartford, NY 13413

Canastota Psychic Fair 2014
Nov. 15, 2014, 11am - 8pm Nov. 16, 2014; 11am - 6pm

Greystone Castle, 201 N. Main St., Canastota, NY 13032

Discover your natural life focus potentials.
Create more loving, harmonious relationships. Transcend limitations 
and fear-based "realities." Receive guidance about Love, Life,  Work, 
Health, Turning Points and  Opportunities, and what your 
Inner Being most wants you to Know.

Cortland Psychic Fair and Holistic Living Expo
October 11 & 12, 2014, 10am – 7pm (6pm 0n Sunday)

Ramada Inn, 2 River St., Cortland, NY

Edge Hotel Health & Wellness Weekend
The Edge Hotel, Rte. 12, Lyons Falls, NY

November 7 – 9, 2014
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PSYCHIC/MEDIUM
Hi Kris,
In a previous reading you told me that I would want to go to New Zealand between 
the snowfall and feb 2014.You also mentioned the name Simone. That spirit was 
saying that name was important. I haven't told you, but I had just come back from 
New Zealand 2 wks. before our reading. During my time
there I met a new friend. You blew me away when you stated her name-it is Sim-
one!!!
 I just thought you deserve to know that like clockwork as this snowstorm rolled 
in, I heard from her recently. She is severely depressed and I had to notify help for 
her and now I am going to go there. I just thought you should know how amazingly 
accurate you are.
Christine.
.

Questions about Past, Present, Future
Are you interested in Communication with Ancestors, 
Family on the other side Call Kris 315-483-0074

Kris
I came to you at a psychic fair in Rochester, NY on March 6, 2010. You mentioned 
my father Ed, who had passed 8 years earlier and he was there with us. I never men-
tioned my father or the fact he passed. I asked about a future relationship. You said 
3-7 years and it would have something to do with the South Pacific.

 I recently met a man, (3 years later).  It feels like we have known each other for 
years. I asked where he got his name from. He said it was given to him after an or-
phan boy his dad met in WWII in the South Pacific.
You are amazing! Thanks, K. from Rochester

Creating The Sacred Drum/A hands on 
experiential workshop. Saturday, July 26.

Kris, Thank you so much 
for the wonderful experi-
ence of the class. Your tech-
nical and creative approach 
with each individual was 
very comforting and warm. 
Not only was it a very spiri-
tual experience, I absolutely 
love my drum.

For info. go to www.kris-
faso.com go to schedule of 
events. Scroll down 
to July 26.

Have a Burning Question? 
Go to www.krisfaso.com click on Burning Question
To Schedule a Reading with Kris Call 315-483-0074

See Kris in action @ www.krisfaso.com 
Message Gallery-see videos.

Kris Faso

To experience a Session with Kris
Private Reading, Home Party, Phone Session / Show Dates

Call Kris 315-483-0074 or go to  
www.krisfaso.com

A Healing…
 For this meditation, you only need to lie still while you breathe.
Begin by gently stretching your body out upon the floor. Find a 
comfortable position and relax. Noticeably breathe as your 
abdomen rises and falls. Take several deep inhalations up 
through your nose while focusing your attention at the brow, 
the forehead - between the eyes. Let the breath out your mouth and 
gently exhale out of the body. Become aware of your body from your 
right side to your left side.  And where you are holding on, breathe into 
that area and let go.  Any sensation of heaviness will last only moments. 
Know that there is nowhere to be and you can be totally at ease and 
relaxed.  Continue to breathe slow and deep.  
Let the release of all your weight be the 
transition as it falls away.

With your body suspended on the floor, by some time you will not 
notice where you begin or where you end. As you breathe slow and 
deep, let the sensations of lightness become noticeable. Notice the 
lightness in your body. Inhale through your nostrils with a slow 
rhythm of breath into your mind’s eye. Exhale slowly with your body; 
inhaling once more, let the lightness lift you higher into your mind. 
See this lightness within your mind. Let the heightened sensation 
within be the transition that lifts you to a higher state of being. 

With your mind suspended in lightness, by some time you will see 
the light in your mind’s eye.  With calm, slow rhythm of inhaling and 
exhaling; see a screen in your mind. Notice the screen is bathed in 
light. See yourself on this screen in your minds eye and notice the 
light descend around you. See you bathed in a pure white light. 
While breathing slow and deep, noticing how you feel, breathe 
this light into every area of your being and know this is healing 
for the 
body mind and spirit.

Take all the time to revel in the light…

When you are ready, become aware once again of your breathing. 
Take notice of your body gently lifting and falling. Very slowly, with 
only a portion of your attention, begin to feel your physical body.       
Gently, (as if to be cautious), move a finger, a toe or an ankle. Take 
notice of the various stages of awareness as you transition within the 
mind to your body on the floor. As you begin to notice your body 
more presently, gently stretch or roll. Move your body slowly and as 
you begin to open your eyes and come awake, notice your smile, 
a sign of your peace… a healing.

And know, you may bring the healing to anyone this way.

 Peace on your journey. Kris
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48th  Annual   Gemworld 2014
www.gmss.us

GEM, MINERAL, FOSSIL & JEWELRY SHOW
RETAIL/WHOLESALE

Gem & Mineral Society of Syracuse, Inc.
Sat., July 12th 10 a.m. - 6 p.m.  •   Sun., July 13th 10 a.m. - 4 p.m.

Visit the Metaphysical Times Psychic Fair & Holistic Expo
Next Door at the Whitney AT Center OCC - Only $2 with Paid Admission to Our Show

• Minerals & Fossils
• Hourly Door Prizes
• Educational Exhibits
• Straw Draw

• Craft Demonstrations
• Over 50 Retail & 

Wholesale Dealers

$7 Admission $1 OFF with coupon for BOTH DAYS – 
Scouts in uniform & Children Under 12 FREE with Adult 

FUN FOR THE WHOLE FAMILY 
• KIDS’ ACTIVITIES  • SEMINARS & CLASSES
2/3 Mile of Educational Exhibits & Demonstrations

SRC ARENA 
AT ONONDAGA COMMUNITY COLLEGE

4585 West Seneca Turnpike  Syracuse, NY 13215

• Jewelry
• Millions of Beads
• Jewelry Supplies

"Minerals of the 
Lockport Formation."

COUPON

$1OFF
EITHER GEM SHOW
OR PSYCHIC FAIR &

HOLISTIC EXPO
ADMISSION 

Not valid with other 
discounts.
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Egypt In Mind
by Peter Fortunato, MFA, CHT



Metaphysical Times Summer 2014 • Page 29
The ancient Egyptians were devoted to Osiris as an archetype 

of the ideal man and in particular the resurrected or reborn man:  he 
who while alive has suffered a symbolic death, his material attachment 
to life cut off, so to speak, so that he is born again in the spirit, and after 
death attains to immortality.  The magical phallus Isis makes for him 
from a staff of wood is one symbol for this.  

Osiris is a vegetative deity, like Jesus and Dionysus, but as an 
archetype of the ideal man, he also represents the philosopher king.  
Upright and righteous, like a Pharaoh in the truest sense, another symbol 
closely associated with Osiris is the mysterious Djed, a pillar thought 
to be a symbol of the god’s backbone or a tree; nobody knows exactly 
how to interpret it. Quite possibly it was an actual implement used in 
fertility rituals.  Drawing on my experience of yoga, I might suppose 
it represents the central column of the “subtle body,” the nonmaterial 
aspect of the  human form, about which the alchemists also speak.  

Osiris is wise and just, a father figure, to be sure, and the leader 
we would all like follow and emulate.   Such a father governs his house 
on the basis of the loving respect he naturally evokes from his children; 
as G.I Gurdjieff puts it, when he looks into a roomful of children, they 
quiet down, not out of fear, but because they wish to be worthy of his 
love.  

Scholars speculate that originally Osiris might have been an 
actual man, a culture hero who came to be venerated from the times 
of pre-dynastic Egypt (around 2,500 BCE) onward.  Did he arrive in 
the Black Land from afar, literally carrying seeds to its fertile soils, 
and with knowledge and technology superior to that of the natives, 
forever alter the course of civilization in the Nile Valley?  Another 
culture hero, Quetzalcoatl of the Mesoamerican pantheon comes to 
mind, whose emblem is the morning star, a symbol of enlightenment 
and cosmic order;  termed the Plumed Serpent, he unites the spiritual 
power of Earth and Sky, and like Osiris, also symbolizes the recreation 
or resurrection of humanity in a spiritualized form.   

The mythology of Osiris credits him with the invention of 
agriculture, the domestication of flocks, and the creation of civil law; in 
other words, he is a “husbandman,” a force for growth and cultivation, 
the epitome of what the Jungians might call Masculine consciousness 
working at its civilizing best.  

* * *

While I was living and working in Qatar, a small Islamic 
state whose monarch, or emir, seemed exemplary, I often found 
myself contemplating the Osiris archetype.  Although the ancient 
Egyptian mythology might not in itself have any resonance for the 
contemporary Arabs and Muslims, still the inspirational presence 

and many progressive endeavors of the Qatari emir and his queen, or 
sheikha, were obvious.  Born and bred as an American, I believe in 
the official separation of religion and state, and yet I couldn’t help but 
wonder if Qatar would succeed where other Middle Eastern states were 
failing;  that is, would its traditional values as an Arab  culture and 
its particular interpretation of sharia or Islamic law remain relevant in 
a wealthy, rapidly modernizing society?  (Expatriates such as myself 
were not subject to sharia in the same ways as Muslims.) The answer 
to this question is not within the scope of this essay, and yet, in various 
ways, the issues at stake point up the persistence and importance of 
psychological archetypes to human beings, in particular, our desire to 
comprehend for both cosmic and worldly orders.  

I went to work in Qatar in part because of the momentous 
spiritual experiences I’d had while traveling through Egypt in the 1990’s.  
Ancient Egypt as well as contemporary Egypt were never far from my 
thoughts during my Qatar years, (2005 – 2009.)  Many Egyptians live 
and work in Qatar and other prosperous Gulf Arab countries, and the 
cultural signifiers of Pharaonic Eqypt are to be encountered everywhere, 
for example in the décor of my apartment building.  Moreover, Qatar 
has professed that through the use of its tremendous petroleum wealth, it 
wants to become a knowledge-based economy:  I was myself helping to 
manifest that by teaching writing at a branch of Weill Cornell Medical 
College in the capital city, Doha. 

* * *

For the ancients, Osiris is not the inventor of language and 
science – Thoth, his brother, whom the Greeks identified with Hermes, 
did that – nor is he an embodiment of the transcendental Logos, which 
the Christians refer to as the “Word” whose vibration as Light creates and 
sustains the universe.  Horus, the son of Osiris (who is also paradoxically 
as old or older than his father) is more of a representation of that power.  
But like Jesus, Osiris dies and then returns and ultimately becomes the 
judge of souls in the afterlife.  His rites of worship probably initiated 
devotees so that henceforth they could each become “an Osiris”:  upright 
with integrity while alive, well prepared for death, and then fearless 
while traversing the Duat, the underworld, after life. At the moment 
of judgment, once their souls have been separated from their bodies, if 
their hearts weigh less on the scales of the goddess Maat than does her 
feather, worthy souls eventually enter a paradise envisaged to be quite 
similar to Egypt itself.  The Black Land, ancient Kemi, was so beloved 
by its denizens that it seems they couldn’t think of leaving it altogether 
behind:  “the mirror of heaven” they called it. 

Osiris is fertility, and so his domain is associated with both the 
underworld and with the seed’s regeneration in the black earth; he is 
associated with “death-like” restorative sleep, and especially with the 
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interval after the husks of the souls (nine in all) are separated from the 
mortal body, when he oversees their final judgment.  His son, Anubis, the 
black canine headed god (like the other Efgyptian deities, more properly 
called a neter, a term not easily translatable) is the lord of embalming.  
Anubis also acts as a psychopomp, a guide or “soul protector,” similar to 
Hermes, for those who travel in their subtle bodies not only at death, but 
also on other occasions, such as in dreams during life.

The resurrected power of the green shoot that shatters the husk 
of the dormant seed:  the shaft of wheat, the grain, the loaf of bread 
and the cup of beer, the contentment that being “civilized” intends --  
prosperity, security, a way through this world and a reward in the next 
-- this is the Osirian Way.  Green is the color naturally associated with 
him.  He is pictured in papyrus paintings and on tomb walls wrapped in 
mummy bandages from which his green hands emerge like twin coty-
ledons, royal hands that grasp the crook and flail, indicating that he is 
the divine herdsman, the husker of grain, the ruler beyond the grave. 
A further similarity that Osiris has with Jesus, is that he seems to have 
been a personal god who assures salvation to his followers. Perhaps he 
was invoked to intercede and help expiate bad karma -- or so the esoteric 
Egyptologist R.A. Schwaller de Lubicz posits.  Schwaller surmises fur-
ther that the Osirian Way was along a path of successive reincarnations, 
similar to what Hinduism and Buddhism teach and to what Christianity 
also used to purport.  

* * *

Once Kemi had opened its books of stone to me, once I had 
glimpsed with opened eyes some of its architectural and sculptural 
wonders, and my heart had been deeply and unexpectedly touched, it was 
no longer possible for me to think of the Pharaonic Egyptians anything 
like an ancient heathen people yoked under millennia of despotic 
rule.  Almost certainly they used slaves, but slaves don’t tend to make 
superlative art and architecture under the lash.  To condemn or dismiss 
them as the captors of the ancient Hebrews misses the mark, as it does 
to conceive of them as superstitious stone workers and engineers, whose 
priestly castes and aristocracies prospered on the backs of agricultural 
peasants, or fellaheen. Having myself been so deeply moved emotionally 
by the artifacts of Pharaonic Egypt, I cannot see those works merely as 
monuments to animal headed gods and egoistic kings.  It is similarly 
impossible for me to think of them only as a obsessed with sorcery, 
magical idols, death, mummification, and words of power to open the 
doors of the Duat. 

Of course these stories and more run together in our collective 
imagination of ancient Egypt, in part, thanks to the Hollywood versions 

we’ve all been exposed to.  I think that an important underlying reason 
for our mistaken perspectives is that Egypt’s secrets were handed down 
orally through the centuries, and so, its phenomenally long history as 
an intact culture -- at least three thousand years – and its monumental 
artifacts can seem utterly incomprehensible to us.  Like other 
Egyptophiles, I have my own beliefs and suppositions about who they 
were and why and how they built their civilization, and yet, I find my 
greatest inspiration in the thought them being human, albeit with much 
knowledge that modern civilizations do not possess.  

* * *

Ideal man, perfect ruler, perfect husband, beloved of Isis, his 
divine sister and queen – that Osiris is a bit much, isn’t he?  

And so, according to the well known myth, their jealous brother 
Set sets about to disrupt things:  he boxes Osiris in a fantastic sarcopha-
gus, having previously taken his measure so the coffin would fit him 
perfectly (as, say, the glass slipper of another fable matched the one for 
whom it was intended.) This occurs at a divine party where we might 
also imagine the Nile beer is flowing merrily, a punch fortified by des-
tiny, for the myth has a cosmic pattern to uncork.  Once Osiris is plas-
tered, wicked brother Set knocks the Green God into the box and then 
with his crew of accomplices quickly seals the casket with lead, tosses 
it into the Nile, and leaves Osiris for dead.  We can imagine how he 
thought that Isis and the kingdom would now be his; we can remember 
another such  archetypal act of betrayal from a drama that includes a 
certain Claudius, a queen Gertrude, and an avenging son, Hamlet. 

Isis through her ceaseless searching finds the coffin, yet before 
she can bring her husband completely back to life, she loses him once 
again.  Worst: Set is not deterred, and now he chops his brother’s body 
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into pieces, scattering them far and wide throughout the Nile Valley. 
This presents a more difficult task to Isis, but with the help of her sister 
Nepthys, the one-time spouse of Set, and Anubis, whom Osiris had 
fathered with Nepthys once upon a dark night when he mistook her for 
her sister(!), at last Isis gathers and reconnects all the scattered limbs of 
the Green Man – all but one, the phallus that a Nile fish had swallowed.  
Undeterred, she works her magic once more, fashioning a wand of 
living wood to take the place of the missing member.  Then, in the form 
of a fork-tailed bird, a kite perhaps, a type of hawk, Isis hovers over the 
corpse, bringing her husband together with herself.  Their son Horus 
is thus conceived:  the falcon headed hero who, unlike the perplexed 
Danish prince of that other story, is immediately ready to avenge his 
father.  

Over the centuries, Isis would come to be loved and worshipped  
throughout the entire Mediterranean region, well beyond the Nile Valley.  
Meditating on the symbolism of her mythology, the alchemists (whose 
name derives from the Arabic for the Black Land, Al Kemi ) would 
recognize the immense importance to them of their wives and female 
assistants, and such a partner would come to be called a soror mystica, 
Latin for “mystical sister.”  The implication in this for the spiritual quest 
is that relatedness with another person (or persons) is a means by which 
the archetypal Feminine part of the psyche, what Carl Jung called the 
anima, must be integrated with the archetypally Masculine drives toward 
action.   Regardless of whether we ourselves are biologically male or 
female, it is through our relationships that we encounter certain aspects 
of ourselves otherwise eclipsed by egoistic self absorption.  By relating 
to others, we come to a greater sense of wholeness within ourselves.  

In the Osirian cycle it is clear how the king needs his queen, 
and also how necessary he is to her.  Brother Set, the villain of the 
story, at first glance seems to be a purely Satanic figure -- Shetan, the 
Arabic word for Satan, probably descends from the ancient Egyptian 
name, Set.  In the myth, he must eventually face the righteous wrath 
of his nephew Horus.  Horus the Avenger, this shining young hero is 
called: Horus Bedheti.  His emblem is the winged disk of the sun, the 
bhedheti  that triumphs over darkness every morning on Earth. During 
their combat Horus will lose an eye, and Set a testicle.  (Later, Thoth 
will restore that eye to Horus, and it will symbolically be reproduced as 
the powerful amulet against evil, the Wedjet, variations of which are still 
used throughout the Middle East to repel the evil eye.)  At the climax 
of the battle royal, in the papyrus swamps of the Nile, Set transforms 
himself into a violent hippopotamus, and Horus, harpoon ready in his 
hand, standing in the prow of his sleek boat stalks him.  Finally Horus 
traps the hippo in his net, but just as the hero prepares to execute him -- 
the beast at the tip of his harpoon --  the other gods intervene to halt the 
contest:  it appears that the cosmic order requires that Set, the archetypal 

negating force, the necessary opponent, also has a role to play in how 
things go in the universe.

You can still read the story in pictures from the weather-worn 
relief sculptures carved about the outer walls at the Edfu temple in the 
Nile Valley.  And at the entrance to the vestibule, flanking it right and 
left are two superb granite statues of the falcon Horus, one of them still 
wearing the double-crown of the Two Lands, Upper and Lower Egypt.  
The expression of these faces goes beyond considerations of naturalism 
and awe at the stunning craftsmanship of the ancient sculptor:  here is 
the picture of spiritual power and authority, poised and prepared in the 
name of justice.  Here is the evocation of a principle that transcends any 
commonplace idea about idolatry.  Sign and symbol become secondary, 
for one who can, as the Sufi mystics say, see with the eyes of the heart. 
This is sacred art.

Edfu, like the Temple of Isis at Philae, is remarkably well 
preserved, partly because they are of the Ptolemaic period, a mere 2,000 
years ago. At that time, Nile culture was generally in decline at the hands 
of the Romans, and yet Edfu still communicates through its spatial 
harmonics and sheer physical bulk the irresistible presence of the Horus 
energy.  As with the other late era temples, Schwaller de Lubicz posits 
that the extant version stands where previous incarnations had also once 
“lived” in earlier centuries along the eternal Nile.

to be continued. . .
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