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 It is reassuring when things happen in what we want to call a synchronistic way,  but it is   more mysterious, 
exciting, and mind altering, when we seem to encounter the truly  magical, marvelous, or miraculous. Is there 
magic beyond stage magic, miracles where gods intervene, and marvels beyond reason?  

That is the question for our next issue, with the theme of Magic, 
coming when there is time and space.
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“Synchronicity” is a misty, variously understood, 
overused, and abused word. This is partly  the fault 
of   Carl Jung, the psychiatrist who first defined it 
and occasionally changed his mind about wheth-
er the word referred to coincidences to which we 
freely attach meanings personal to ourselves, or to 
something more spooky, like messages from our 
maker.   

   In Jung’s classic example of synchronicity,  when 
his patient on the couch mentioned a Scarab Bee-
tle dream she had, Jung went to the window and 
grabbed a beetle off the screen: a beetle which 
somewhat resembled the Scarab beetle of her 

dream and which Jung presented it to her, saying  
THERE was her Scarab.  It may be, as Jung says, 
that this incident flipped something in her mind, 
and,profoundly changed the course of her life, but 
this is less like the workings of a cosmic conspiracy  
than like an opportunist  bit of  stage magic brought 
into therapy, and it must have been a slick piece of 
work to bring it off since he would have had to open 
the screen just enough so he could reach to catch the 
beetle on the outside.
   The more spooky form of the idea, termed “Spooky 
Action at a Distance” or the basic “entanglement” 
which would account for that (and toward which 
Jung had a certain inclination)  was defined and dis-
missed by  Albert Einstein, who, though the father 

A Synchronicity 
of Birds

by David S. Warren
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of relativity, could not bring himself to believe in the 
transfer of information (or communication) across 
the barriers of time and space.“Spooky action at a 
distance,” as he called it.

     Now days - quite recently -  the investigative 
vanguard of physicists in experiments using devices 
the size of sports stadiums or subway systems, have 
shown this  entanglement and action at a distance to 
be actual, so that, unless they be careful, the excited 
scientists can sound just a little too woo woo.  
     
 I don’t claim to understand even all of what I am 
saying;  I just figure that it all adds up to the ultimate 
truth that, as the intuitive ones have always been tell-
ing us,  all is one; and that is good enough for me.  
That is the moral of every story and the meaning of 
every coincidence.  

            Consider this  flock of a thousand and one Star-
lings, when they suddenly turn at once. I was there, 
and it happens often enough.  With no signal, no de-
lay indicating a message moving across the flock, all 
it once they wheel or, without a command, moving as 
one, the flock burst out of the tree.   

"Spooky
Action

at a
distance"

Observed 
Here

Affected
Over Here

But we cannot just let the mystery be.
 
   For this issue of the Metaphysical Times, we in-
vited several authors to write about Synchronicity or 
to submit  accounts of what might be instances of it, 
and for some reason  ( Synchronicity again maybe), 
the responses have mostly had to do with birds and if 
not with birds, then with fish that flew.
   
     The flying fish belonged to Franklin Crawford, a 
long time print and digital journalist … or you might 
say it belonged to me, not by coincidence, but be-
cause when the fish hit my window I called him at the 
Ithaca Journal and he came to investigate, as he men-
tions in his contribution here.  He may kid around a 
lot, but he is well grounded in Jungian studies, the 
uses of words, and every word of his account of fly-
ing fish is beautiful and true.
     Not trying to put to fine a point on the assign-
ment, we sent the veteran writer Joe Martin off to 
the Azores in search of  anything  that we could use-
fully call synchronicity, or even just marvelous.  You 
will see that his search went well and that maybe our 
best finds are not what we were looking for.  So keep 
your eyes open, and read on.

     Sue Ryn, the herbalist and wildlife rescuer, also 
known as Hill Woman, chose  to tell us about the real- 
time connection between a Cedar Waxwing and an 
Elderberry Bush. You will see.
      Kris Faso, man of stones and spirits, stones with 
spirits, and of birds with messages, gets a pretty  clear 
message from a bird in his contribution here and it 
not just an omen either.
  Annie Campbell’s birds are not merely ominous, 
they are Hitchcockian in proportion, but far from cha-
otic.  What is with all these birds? Could the universe 
be itself a conscious thing?
 Corbie Mitleid's Synchronicity takes "Wings" on 
a life lesson  that we may all learn from. 
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  My co editor Georgia most likely has a few  things 
to say about birds in her own editorial ramble here.  
It’s our magazine and we can ramble if we want to.
     Anyway, at this point, you might do well to move 
on to  what Georgia has to say, and to some of our real 
content…..   while I continue on here by myself.  Or 
rather, continue on with my birds.
    I live with birds.  I talk to birds all the time and 
they talk to me, but I don’t believe they mostly get 
what I am saying, and I mostly make up translations 
of what they say to me. Like that unidentified bird the 
other day that kept repeating the words “unsubstanti-
ated video evidence.” I have to be making some of 
this stuff up.

          Birds though have always been the creatures of 
omen …foreshadowers, and bringers of mostly bad 
news  …. except for doves with olive branches indi-
cating land nearby, or peace on earth maybe …. like 
Bernies Bird.
      You remember that  a small bird landed on the 
open air stage where Bernie Sanders stood at a lectern 
giving his speech and waving his finger.  The crowd 
was attentive, but distracted by the little bird and and 
when Bernie referred to the bird, it  flew over and 
landed right on his podium.  Bernie, like a Jungian, 
took the oportunity to say that  the bird was a mes-
senger asking for world peace.
  I am sure that the bird was flying not so much to Ber-
nie, as to the tallest point on stage center, other than 
Bernie’s head, which looks more like a white cloud 
than a bully perch.  
    If the bird on Bernie's Podium had been a Bald 

Eagle,  it would have been a more unlikely event, 
and more affecting and startling for that, because it 
is a symbol of the office for which Bernie was cam-
paigning.  If you are Bernie, you might point out 
that our national bird, the Bald Eagle is a predator 
of great size which likes to eat fish, but  cannot dive 
into the water so it sometimes finds it convenient 
to steal fish from Ospreys, which can dive for fish.  
Benjmin Franklin thought the Turkey should be our 
National Symbol;  Bernie might prefer his House 
Finch. Donald Trump is a Bald Headed Eagle.

   Either way, birds are probably the most common 
creatures which, simply by showing up, or even with 
quite literal messages, are taken as omens…or mes-
sengers, all the way from "a little Bird told me" to 
the old time Roman Agury by the examining the en-
trails of recently slaughtered birds.   

    

So let’s give 
Synchronicity a chance.

  You might want to start, or finish, 
by reading the Wikipedia articles on 

Synchronicity and Entanglement.

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Synchronicity

    https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Quantum_entanglement
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repairs • restoration rebirth •  reuse  Second Story Rose is half way up the east 

shore of Cayuga lake on route 90, on the 

south side of Aurora, NY, across the 
road from Dorie’s Cafe, upstairs 

over Shakelton’s Hardware.mnethawarren@gmail.com          
secondstoryrose.com

 Friday, Saturday & Sunday 11-5or call: 607-592-6893 for an appointment 
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Two short Rambles
One: 
Once in a while I carry my cell phone tucked in my sleeve. It is not the safest place 
to keep it, but, sometimes I wear things without pockets.  Yesterday, was one of 
those days.

Because of the Synchronicity theme that we are using in this Metaphysical Times, I 
decided to go out to our office and look for the Wilheim/Baynes copy of I Ching. It 
has a forward written by C.G. Jung. The forward is often used as a resource for the 
explanation of Synchronicity. C.G. Jung coined the word Synchronicity. I had fin-
ished a psychic fair a few months ago and put my paraphernalia in the office, with-
out any sense of organization. In other words: I didn’t know where anything was. 

I looked in all of the logical places. Then I looked in all the non-logical places, then 
the illogical places, not quite the same as non-logical. This took quite some time. 
We turned the heat off in the office for the winter. I bring my work in the house for 
economy, comfort and convenience. It was downright chilly. I started looking all 
over again. I reached up to open a cupboard door. My other arm was at my side with 
my phone still tucked up my sleeve. The book was not in the cupboard. I decided to 
give up on it and try to find the forward in an on-line version. 

My phone fell out of my sleeve. I cursed a little when I couldn’t see it directly on the 
floor beneath me. “Darn,” I said to nobody but the walls. “I’ve got to go in the house, 
get David’s phone, ring my number, plus admit to him that I put my phone up my 
sleeve instead of  in my leather pouch.” 

Well, just then I saw the glint of the metal edge on the phone slightly tucked un-
der the overstuffed reading chair. “Phew,” I said, “I can get out of here now and get 
warm.”

I reached down and picked up the phone. It was sitting on top of the Wilhelm/
Baynes I Ching book that I had spent the last 45 minutes searching for. 

Two: 
Then, of course there is this bird thing that my co-editor David S. Warren has 
been talking about. Most of these articles came in about birds and feathers for this 
synchronicity edition. There is David's interest in birds. Bernie Sanders and his little 
bird. I thought very little about any "Synchronicity" relationship to this edition of the 
Metaphysical Times, just a series of coincidences, but there are FOURTEEN baby 
chicks running loose in the living room six feet from my computer while I am work-
ing on this edition of the magazine. Nah, that's no big deal, is it? I certainly would 
need a little more "proof." 

My friend Betty calls me on the phone and we talk a couple of times a week. Unless 
it is Christmas or a birthday, she doesn't write. Last week when I was just about fin-
ished placing articles, David came in with the mail and there was a letter from Betty. 
I couldn't figure out why she would be writing me. I opened the envelope, pulled 
out a scrap of paper that was folded in two, and dozens of blue and yellow and pink 
colored feathers fell and floated onto our dining table. 

She wrote, "You still like feathers, don't you? My Cockatiel donated these over the 
last few months and I just had to send them on."

Now, are all of these reoccurring bird articles and baby chicks and feathers just 
chance, coincidence or is there synchronistic meaning to it all?

You decide, I am too flummoxed.

Rambling Along the Metaphysical Path
by Georgia E. Warren 
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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.

HILLWOMAN’S  KITCHEN 

HERBAL
     RECIPES

Simple & Savory Seasonings, Teas & Baths
To please the body, mind & spirit
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Place of Arrival
The bus spits past the lake of sweet water
where pilgrims refreshed and bathed
long ago, long before the sacred way
became a factory strip, a road through hell,
diesel exhaust compounding Athens smog,
refinery pipes towering above Eleusis
like pillars tamping the earth.

When hell gulps the maiden,
crops rebel, ground shrinks from grain;
then Demeter, deluged with grief,
dried with search, recovers her daughter,
her first fruit, her inch of balance.
The story is not just going through hell
but getting out. Trapped by shadows,
by forgetfulness, we’ve eaten Hades’ seed.

Demeter’s temple is deserted, the museum
closed for replastering, the sky drizzling.
Straying about the toppled stone
I feel holy and ridiculous
like the chamomile battling through cracks.
The world’s navel, where thousands
solved the mystery of death,
docks an idle merchant fleet
in unemployed overpolluted Greece.

Not just through, but through the cracks—
a fond laugh nearly dances from the maiden’s well
and the base of a vanished column
echoes someone’s arrival yesterday:
gifts of barley, olives, flowers.
Someone offered to rock with danger,
to ripen with opportunity
when the upper world needs rousing, to wake.

Mary Gilliland
         
mg24@cornell.edu

“Place of Arrival” first appeared in Anima: An Experiential Journal
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by Franklin Crawford

Look, it’s pretty easy to mock the concept of 
synchronicity which I hope someone here has 
ex-plained already so I don’t have to because I 
started this ditty by mocking this concept when 
a bird flew into my window and dropped to the 
ground, quite dead.
 
It was a mockingbird.
 
So I’m not flying into a window over this idea. 
We know who made it up and we know why: Carl 
Jung was trying to deep-six Freud’s theory that 
not only do we all die, the life we live from womb 
to stupa is meaningless. One way to refute this 

powerful notion was to concoct a concept that im-
bues life with meaning and snubs the little Austri-
an putz right in his coked-to-the-gills pince-nez. 
Jung did just that. I also think he played with his 
own poo, but another time, another time. 

Humans, being a superstitious lot (just ask Stevie 
Wonder) bought the convoluted conceit very few 
of us can begin to understand because it’s Nordic 
buncombe. 

Yet … Is life full of meaning or is it just a coinci-
dence that David Warren contacted me on Face-
book’s psychic hotline to ask if I would contrib-
ute a scholarly review of the subject? 

Synchronicity or Coinkydink?: 
Toward an Ecology of the Paranormal
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Right then, a fish flew into my window and fell 
to ground, quite dead. It was only a minnow, but 
it had velocity.

This is astonishing because I once wrote a story 
about a minnow that flew into David Warren’s 
window. It too, died upon impact! 
Before anything else flies into my window and 
dies — or anyone else’s window for that matter 
— let me just say that I have great respect for 
windows and mirrors and the idea that memory 
can happen before there is anything to remem-
ber except the thing itself. I got that from Alice 
in Wonderland: Through the Looking Glass and 
worked it in here because I know in my Queen of 
Hearts that there is something very wrong with 
the universe and memory has to occur in at least 
two directions, possibly three; more likely, mem-
ory is like String Cheese and occurs in 27 ways. 
But that’s kind of hard to keep track of. 

Think about it: Quite possibly today you are go-
ing to experience something you already knew 
was going to happen and remember it later. The 
kid’s soccer game. You know it’s going to hap-
pen. You know they are going to lose and your 
kid is playing goalie. And later, you’ll talk about 
it as if it had already happened when in fact – it 
already DID happen. Twice!

Selfies are another example of synchronicity: 
“Haven’t I seen myself somewhere before?”
 
I rest my case. 

There has to be a third way out of this mire or we 
are forever stuck with “1s” and “Os” … Hauling 
ass through a binary universe with a penis com-
plex about your Mother is about as Freudian as it 
gets and I want to to put an end to that Teutonic 
nonsense as well.  

Which is what I like so much about that tribe in 
the Peruvian mountains whose members refer to 
the past by pointing in front of said tribal mem-
ber’s physical self; the future is indicated by 
aforementioned tribal member pointing across 

his/her chest/breast with an over-the-shoulder 
gesture that employs the thumb as vector. It is 
important to do it this way so you understand that 
the past is what we already know and can see and 
the future, what we haven’t remembered yet, is 
behind us. Kinda.

It’s a third way of thinking that has given us all 
hope there will be a two-state settlement between 
Israel and Palestine before World War III. That’s 
Nettieyahoo’s worst nightmare so it has some po-
tential. 

Well, in spite of myself here I am mocking away, 
and lo! The allegedly dead mocking bird I’d un-
ceremoniously packaged in a closed shoe box for 
later burial revives and causes a ruckus that sends 
the frightened cat to the toilet. The bird – IT’S 
NOT DEAD! 
Next thing I hear? You betcha: The bird is mim-
icking my thoughts in a rapid sequence of notes 
like an Irish piper on a binge. Shake, shampoo, 
rinse, repeat. There are lonesome loon calls and 
flutey trills. To flesh out this virtuosic perfor-
mance the bird also copies the sound of the cat 
in the litter box, my tappings on the keyboard, a 
Merle Haggard tune (“Last Night the Bottle Let 
Me Down”) and then manages to escape the box, 
veers directly toward to setting sun in my win-
dow and … whammy!

Hesitantly, because I’m scared, because I already 
know what I’m going to find behind the curtain, I 
look. I’m pretty brave. But this sight shook me to 
my Fukushima core. 

Sure enough, it’s the same minnow that flew into 
David Warren’s window almost 30 years to the 
day, as dry and dull as virtue, coughing gravel 
from its gizzard like a fishy Pharaoh. 

Now folks, you can call synchronicity 
a coincidence or call it The Madame 
Blavatsky Skyway of Consciousness. 

But I call it Fiction. 

Franklin Crawford is a long time journalist, 
and Editor of TintyTownTimes.com.



Metaphysical Times Vol. XI Number 3 • Page 12

Thirty fouth in a continuing series by Sue-Ryn

The Elder 
Mother's Gift

Long ago I lived on a farm in St. Lawrence county that 
had lots of old stone fences amidst the hedgerows. 
Those hedgerows were wonderful habitats, and had 
many wild fruits and herbs growing in tangles along 
the ragged edges of former hay fields. I harvested and 
hauled home buckets full of wild grapes and elder-
berries and helped 
make tart juices to 
can for later use and 
numerous “weeds” 
to identify and study. 
Once I started taking 
care of wild orphans, 
these foraging skills 
became really handy. 
Since we raise a lot 
of our own food it 
also seemed totally 
normal to consider 
our foster care crit-
ters when adding to 
the edible landscape.

Elder (Sambucus ca-
nadensis L.) has been 
called a medicine 
tree by many. Elder 
flowers are used in 
teas to dispel cold 
symptoms, reduce fevers, aid in cleansing fasts, and 
to soothe irritated skin. Elderberries have a high vi-
tamin C, iron, and bioflavonoid content along with 
other micro nutrients and are now found in many over 
the counter immune system tonics. They also make 
wonderful jellies and healing cordials. The leaves can 
be used as an external poultice for bad bruises. Both 
berries and leaves are common plant dye materials. 
These ancient healthful shrubs are also steeped in 
magical herb lore about how and when to harvest and 
what parts to never use.

There are some wonderful Elderberry clumps around 
the state park where I live now and we forage there 
annually. We've transplanted a few Elder shrubs that 
others have “thrown out” and also planted a few from 
mail order sources here and there around the yard. A 
couple of winters back we had a pre-Christmas ice 
storm that brought down quite a bit of wood from 
some towering hybrid willows I was told would never 
amount to anything. That fall I hired a crew to come 
and “prune” the willows back a bit so they couldn't 
damage my neighbor's property. In the process of 
whittling away at the huge trees some large branches 
came down and one landed on a young Elder shrub 
that was just starting to look productive. One of the 

ground guys helped me splint 
the young shrub to a fence post 
for support, in hopes it would 
survive the twisted bruising.

The following spring that El-
der shrub looked alive and 
there were signs of green and 
growth on the seemingly bro-
ken trunk. That shrub pro-
duced several stunningly huge 
clusters of blossoms. We may 
even have taken some photos 
because they were truly the 
largest elder flower umbels 
we had ever seen. The sea-
son hummed, along gaining 
in busyness. Bird babies, wa-
terfowl, and mammal babies 
came and went and we tried to 
keep all of our plates spinning.

Late in that season we got a 
few second litter bird babies. Several were second 
batch Robin babies and I was glad the wild honey-
suckle shrubs were having a good year. While they 
don't provide the best nutrition for birds, they do offer 
an abundance of fruit for learning to self feed, which 
usually includes a lot of playing with food before ac-
cidentally discovering it's good to eat. Goldfinches 
are probably the latest babies we see, maybe because 
they are seed eaters and that's when seeds are abun-
dant. We also had one last lonesome little Cedar Wax-
wing.
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Waxwings are gentle birds, cousins to Cardinals; 
complete with masks and crests. Their coloring is 
much more subtle, but it's the splash of rust on their 
wings that got them their name because it reminded 
some early birdwatcher of sealing wax. They seem 
to travel in gangs of five or more birds around here 
and it's not unusual to see them passing food back 
and forth politely while sitting in a row on a branch. 
As babies they are very cute and very demanding; 
they want what they want and don't bother trying to 
feed them anything else...they don't want it! We were 
doing all right with the regular hand-feeding formu-
la, but that baby didn't want red berries, he wanted 
purple. I did purchase some blue and black berries at 
the store, which received a lukewarm review. I recall 
thawing some frozen berries which were o.k. but still 
not appreciated. Since no one gets released until they 
can self feed and autumn was progressing, I was get-
ting concerned. Most of the Elder shrubs I knew of 
were either finished fruiting or stripped clean.

Apparently the rescued Elder shrub was attuned to 
the late season Cedar Waxwing. Pretty soon there 
were berries ripening on some very large umbels that 
had remained little green “pips” for most of the sea-
son. Not only were the fruits ripening, but they were 
ripening from one side to the other in little clusters, 
even though several of the umbels had already rip-
ened all at once and been harvested. Daily I would 
gratefully harvest a few small bunches to weave into 
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the waxwing's habitat. He would fly from roost to 
roost,searching for them and eat them all. When his 
freedom day arrived he flew straight to that shrub in 
the back yard and after a few more berries, flew off 
to continue his life in the wild, “happily ever after” 
on Wellesley Island.
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Nine years ago on the eve of St. Paddy’s 
Day, a blizzard battered our old farm-
house, and rattled the windows. Harley 
and I bundled up, climbed into our cold 
car and drove slowly - barely able to see 
the road. We were going to meet our fam-
ily in the Mumsey’s hospital room.
Thanks to a misdiagnosis, our Mumsey 
was dying. The doctors had refused to lis-

17. A Remarkable 
Thing Happened on 
St. Paddy’s Day

ten to anyone in the family when we told 
them that our Mumsey had NEVER vom-
ited in her life, she did not have the flu- and 
this was something serious. When the doc-
tors finally decided to give her a sonogram, 
they discovered she had a gall bladder prob-
lem, and that her violent vomiting for more 
than a week had ruptured her large intestine. 
It was too late to save our Mumsey.

by Annie Campbell
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The Mumsey was in a coma, and sedated. I 
hoped she no longer felt any pain. We gath-
ered around her bed and told our favorite 
funny Mumsey-stories, and we told her how 
much we loved her. In the wee hours after 
midnight, on St. Paddy’s Day, the Mumsey 
died at the age of 85. She had been strong 
and healthy, and her mind was still sharp 
when the doctors chose to ignore our pleas. 
I believe she could have lived a much lon-
ger life.

The next morning back at our farmette, af-
ter a very short sleep, I woke up to a white-
world with no wind, and almost three feet 
of snow on the ground. The snow, on ev-
ery tiny tree branch, and every bush, looked 
like white lace. In great contrast to the lacy 
whiteness, hundreds and hundreds of black 
birds: crows, starlings, grackles, and red-
wings, sat silently in the trees. I ran to an-
other window. The trees bordering our yard 
were filled with even more silent blackbirds. 
Finally, I ran to the window facing south, 
and was not surprised to see every lacey 
tree also filled with hundreds of blackbirds. 
I had never seen anything like it.

I knew that my Mumsey had something to do 
with it, and felt a rush of joy. I laughed with 
delight and thought, she is sending a mes-
sage. I interpreted all the quiet black birds 
in their glorious lacey setting to mean – it’s 
OK to be sad, but celebrate today, and while 
you’re at it - celebrate every day. Suddenly, 
in unison, all the birds made an incredible 
cawing racket. They took off heading west, 
turning the pale sky black.

17. A Remarkable thing happened on 
St. Paddy's Day is NOT an excerpt 
from my illustrated memoir THE 
WHORE NEXT DOOR. It’s a shame-
less attempt to get you interested in 
the odd things I write and paint.

If you are curious, click on the link be-

low to see the first 10 illustrated chap-

ters of my book on Amazon. Use the 

“Look Inside” feature. 

I hope it amuses you!

http://www.amazon.com/Whore-
Next-Door-Illustrated-Campbell-eb-
ook/dp/B00Y423ZNO/ref=sr_1_1?ie
=UTF8&qid=1438538873&sr=81&k
eywords=ANNIE+CAMPBELL
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by Kris Faso 

Yesterday... True as true a story can be.
Got a call to come help release a bird 
which had become lodged, half in, half 
out of a bird feeder with one wing in, 
and one wing out.
The circumstance of the bird getting 
stuck is not necessarily a point of writing 
this.

True as True 
a Story Can Be.

As I was putting my dogs out of the 
house to go and help, a bird flies in the 
door and proceeds to start yelling (chirp-
ing) at a high rate, as if to say - go, go and 
help my sister out of her predicament.
Well, of course I could not leave. I said... 
“HEY BIRDIE!! I can’t leave till you get 
out of my house!” I was not about to 

A bird which had become lodged, half in, half out of 
a bird feeder with one wing in, and one wing out.
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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 Simone!!!
 I just thought you deserve to know that like clockwork as this 
snowstorm rolled in, I heard from her recently. She is severely de-
pressed 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 mentioned 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 orphan boy his dad 
met in WWII in the South Pacific.
You are amazing! Thanks, K. from Rochester

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

let that ole bird start pooping in places I 
might never see until some later date.
So I stood in a spot and whistled, chirped, 
and clicked till the bird landed on my 
hand, and I put it outside with the prom-
ise that I would go and help her sister 
from its predicament.

I went and released the bird safely with 
my sister (Kathryn’s) help (her house, her 
feeder where the bird was stuck).

So, here I am, hours later, last night at 
dusk. I am bringing in wood... I am talk-
ing with my dogs and telling them of 
my good deed for the day and how they 
should leave birds alone, as they are hunt-
ers. WELL, WELL- wouldn’t you know 
it!! In flies a bird, and, appears to me to be 
the same gosh darn bird-(particular scar 
on head), I recognize right away, that flew 
into my house earlier in the day.

So, here we go again... I said to the bird, 
“HEY BIRDIE”!! (loudly). “Are you the 
one I spoke with earlier? The bird starts 
yelling (chirping) at a high rate. Flies over 
my head and I had to duck out of the way 
of a (bird poop) just before the gosh darn 
bird lands on the wood pile next to me - 
looks at me- chirps as though to thank me 
and fly’s out the door.

BANG... I said to my self. That’s what you 
get when you are connected! I love this 
stuff!

Peace to the Bird Clan.
Peace to the free.
krisfaso.com
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FOOL’S GOLD, TRUE GOLD, AND 
A LITTLE BIT ABOUT TAROT

by Peter Fortunato, MFA, CHT
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FOOL’S GOLD, TRUE GOLD, AND 
A LITTLE BIT ABOUT TAROT
by Peter Fortunato, MFA, CHT

You fool -- how foolish to think of 
Tarot cards at a time like this!  

Get serious about your future, 
there’s too much to do today,  
and anyway aren’t we ratio-
nal creatures the agents of our 
own destinies?  Tarot is an his-
torical curiosity, and though 
the painted cards might have a 
certain beauty, their “magic” is 
only superstition, right?  Why, 
they might even pose a danger 
to the gullible, the needy, or 
those who are, to put it polite-
ly, un peu fou, a little bit mad.   
And if this isn’t implied by a 
card that’s actually called the 
Fool, then the one that’s some-
times called the Mountebank 
ought to be a warning. 

 All the more incred-
ible then to claim that this 
Fool, the number O card, has 
the highest value in the deck 
and is a key to ancient wis-
dom:  in fact it embodies the 
very spirit of Tarot, a rather 
playful spirit, sometimes 
mischievous, and definitely 
hard to pin down, but all 
the same a teacher to be re-
spected.  I can only suggest a 
little bit about this wisdom in 
a short piece of writing, and 
this is because the Tarot  has 
correspondences to numer-
ology, alchemy, astrology, 
and the archetypal symbol-
ism of the Collective Unconscious. 

 For those who’ve never looked into the tradi-
tional 78 card deck, it’s easy to find basic information 
on the World Wide Web.  One thing you’ll notice is 

that over the centuries occultists and artists have 
been inspired to create many various designs for the 
individual cards.  This speaks to the archetypal fasci-
nation the Tarot exerts.  If you’re looking for a Tarot 
reading, the Internet also offers many possibilities, 
and as with all things promising to be “wondrous 
strange” beware of hype.  Beware of fortune tellers 
and those promising you good luck for a fee:  for-

tune telling is literally against the law in New York 
among other places.  Be as specific as possible in 
phrasing any questions that you have: this way 
you can recognize any answers you receive.  Don’t 
let someone try to sell you fool’s gold!  

 A card reader might be relatively naïve about 
the deeper meanings in the deck, yet nonetheless 
be of assistance to a seeker.  This is because the 
wisdom is in the cards themselves, and a reader 
or diviner only interprets their import.  That said, 
those readers with genuine abilities need only re-
fer to the cards as a starting point for a consulta-
tion.  Trust yourself to recognize what’s meaning-
ful for you, and if you’re serious about learning 
from the Tarot, the best way is by spending time 
yourself with the deck.  

So why is a card numbered Zero regarded so 
importantly?  Quite simply, it signifies the All 
and Everything: the Beginning without a be-
ginning in time: the Void, or Sunyata, as the 
Buddhists say.  This is a condition without lim-
itation or end, and it is experienced as a state 
of consciousness prior to the realm of subjects 
and objects.  

To grasp it truly requires intuitive knowledge, or 
gnosis, because this Void, this Zero, is beyond 
the range of intellect even as it also gives rise 
to it.  From a rational point of view this sounds 
nonsensical, perhaps the very height of foolish-
ness, since gnosis calls into question the limita-
tions of rational thinking. 

 Fundamental to the various designs for the 
Fool is a figure wandering on a mountainside, 
evidently unaware that he – or she, or he/she 

– is near the edge of a precipice.  It seems that the 
Fool is enjoying a carefree state, imbibing the high, 
clear atmosphere, but distracted at a critical mo-
ment.  Alongside this figure a little dog is usually 
shown, in some depictions nipping at the Fool’s 
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legs.  But is it a warning that the animal brings, or 
conversely, does it represent some force that is has-
tening the human figure onward?  Maybe the little 
doggy is going to innocently follow this idiot right 
over the cliff?  The symbolism is intentionally am-
biguous. 

 In a specific reading, the card’s meaning would 
need to be considered in relation to the other cards 
around it and interpreted according to the seeker’s 
level of awareness;  however, archetypally speaking, 
the Fool is unconcerned with whatever befalls him 
or her, because whatever happens is meant to happen 
and therefore to be accepted.  For such a Holy Fool – 
for one who has truly integrated the blessed state of 
gnosis --  no matter how wonderful or difficult the 
circumstances, they are equivalent because they are 
essentially “empty.” A corollary to this teaching is that 
the meaning of our individual journeys as incarnate 
souls is relative to our states of consciousness.   The 
card also implies that a soul learns its life lessons pri-
marily through experiences of trial and error. 
  “Universe” means the totality of Being: all 
of which we are currently aware and also everything 
awaiting discovery, which, by definition, will “turn 

Bottles nd siphons

       Chris MacCormick

   Bottles and siphons reflect in a clean mirror. On each table, in a fragile globe of 
water, a tulip the color of lipstick bows. The entrée arrives, filet de mignon tartare. 
Wine-steam wisps from a bottle filled round with shaved ice. A weasel, stuffed and 
mounted amid barberry wands on the long fireplace mantel, is the subject of many 
conversations. Times change; those who were happiest are so no longer. The stag's 
head is long gone, also the oversized bass. The boar's head is barely a memory. 
Those who were happiest were the first out their windows in 1929. Then the 
criminal element made its inroads. The happy presidents, what a golden time they 
had! McKinley would have been the best, but died incomplete. And then luck 
changed: Harding, Hoover·the criminal element made its inroads. Remember Grant? 
Grant was a distant grandson of Queen Elizabeth, I believe: a different family, a sort 
of black sheep. Well look here, here are an aspic in the shape of a revolver, a 
blackjack trout, a napkin resembling a roll of hush money. Haven't we rambled!

into the One.”  At the high altitude where the Fool 
carelessly treads, time is only of relative importance;  
from the perspective of Zero, everything already ex-
ists in potential and will manifest harmoniously when 
conditions are ripe.  

Synchronicities are therefore to be expected – the 
“right” Tarot card turns up at the “right” moment, 
for example --  because everything already is hap-
pening co-incidentally.  This is the Tarot’s true 
gold, though how foolish such wisdom appears to 
the uninitiated! 

Peter Fortunato, MFA, CHT, is a 
poet, painter and Certified Hypno-
therapist in private practice in Itha-
ca.  A Buddhist for most of his life, he 
began his Tarot studies more than 30 
years ago after the death of his father, 
a stage magician.  Peter occasionally 
reads the cards for others:  inquire at 
www.peterfortunato.wordpress.com   
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In Avenue of Mysteries, Juan Diego—a fourteen-
year-old boy, who was born and grew up in Mexico—
has a thirteen-year-old sister. Her name is Lupe, and 
she thinks she sees what's coming—specifically, her 
own future and her brother's. Lupe is a mind reader; 
she doesn't know what everyone is thinking, but she 
knows what most people are thinking. Regarding 
what has happened, as opposed to what will, Lupe 
is usually right about the past; without your telling her, 
she knows all the worst things that have happened 
to you.

Lupe doesn't know the future as accurately. But con-
sider what a terrible burden it is, if you believe you 
know the future—especially your own future, or, even 
worse, the future of someone you love. What might 
a thirteen-year-old girl be driven to do, if she thought 
she could change the future?

As an older man, Juan Diego will take a trip to the Phil-
ippines, but what travels with him are his dreams and 
memories; he is most alive in his childhood and early 
adolescence in Mexico. As we grow older—most of 
all, in what we remember and what we dream—we 
live in the past. Sometimes, we live more vividly in the 
past than in the present.

Avenue of Mysteries is the story of what happens 
to Juan Diego in the Philippines, where what hap-
pened to him in the past—in Mexico—collides with 
his future. - 

    Simon & Schuster    480 pages  ISBN 9781451664164 |    November 2015
- See more at: http://books.simonandschuster.com/Avenue-of-Mysteries/John-Irving/9781451664164#sthash.X05JoKRm.dpuf

Avenue of Mysteries
by John Irving

John Irving 
returns to the 

themes that estab-
lished him as one of 
our most admired 

and beloved authors 
in this absorbing 
novel of fate and 

memory.
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PSYCHIC MEDIUM • CHANNEL
INSPIRATIONAL TEACHER
Intuitive Counseling • Tarot Sessions

Mediumship • Spirit Guide Conferences
Past Life Retrieval and Analysis
Seminars, Lectures, Workshops
Corporate and Private Events

www.corbiemitleid.com
877-321-CORBIE or 518-275-9575

Visit 
Corbie's
website,
where you
can sign 
up for her
newsletter,
get a free 
E-BOOK
and valuable
coupons!  

Featured in: Featured in:

Visit 
Corbie's 

FIRE 
THROUGH
SPIRIT page 
on Facebook 

to read 
excerpts 
from her 

forthcoming 
book, 

GOD DOES
LAUNDRY 

AND 
WALKS 

THE DOG!

Rev.

M I T L E I D
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When 
You Are 

Offered Wings, 
Take Them

by Corbie Mitleid

Sometimes we have moments of clarity in the middle 
of the ordinary. Today was one. I was picking up a 
few items in the local supermarket, when I saw a 
man trying to back his scooter-cart away from some 
chairs in the snack area. He was having a difficult 
time. Nobody else even bothered to look at him, let 
alone help. I stopped for a moment, watching. He 
was frustrated and near tears. I offered to help, easily 
pulling chairs and tables out of the way. He thanked 
me, and found his way to the checkout.

So did I, about five minutes later. As I was wheeling 
my cart of bags out of the store, I found him huddled 
in a corner by the door, looking completely bereft. A 
quick conversation told me he had no more money, 
no one was able to come get him, and he lived seven 
miles away up the mountain. To top it off, his oxy-
gen tank was empty, and he was beginning to have 
trouble breathing.

I offered to drive him home. He began to cry.

As we drove, he rambled about his life story: his dou-
ble-lung transplant that he wasn’t sure he wanted. 
His great grandfather and the Boxer Rebellion in 
China. His family. His job as a piano finisher, which 
took out his lungs. The wife that left him.

I just listened. I didn’t talk, except to ask a question 
or two.

He also kept saying how he couldn’t believe his good 
fortune – how kind I was, and how did I know to help? 
No one else had stopped. I smiled and said, “I’m a 
Reverend. It’s what we do.”

I drove him up a tiny seasonal road, halfway up one 
of our Schoharie mountains. I dropped him off, no-
ticing there were a half dozen more oxygen bottles 
on his porch waiting for him. He thanked me again 
and again. And as I wove my way back down the 
mountain, I remember that I had thought earlier this 
evening, triggered by a news story: “I wonder who 
would be there for me if I were sick? If Carle wasn’t 
around?”

The Universe heard me, and asked me in return, 
“Would you be there for someone else? If their peo-
ple were not around? What would you do?”

I was given a chance to be the person I hope I meet 
when I’m older and in my last days – and I took it.

It gives a whole new meaning to the idea of paying 
it forward.
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I Ching & 
Other 
Randomizers
by David Rollow
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The most sophisticated randomization device for magical 
divination is the ancient Chinese text, the I Ching, a col-
lection of oracular sayings, scraps of tradition, historical 
anecdote, and commentaries organized around sixty-four 

symbols called hexagrams, graphic images of six lines 
each. 

The original figures of the hexagrams were somehow de-
rived from cracks in turtle shells roasted on an open fire. 
The lines were first regularized as trigrams of solid or bro-
ken lines, then later the Duke of Chou or Zhou created the 
six-line figures of the hexagrams. 

Whether you consult the I Ching by counting off 49 sticks 
in bunches of four or by throwing three coins six times, 
you get a single line of a hexagram on each pass and build 
a complete hexagram with six passes. The stick method is 
complicated in that each pass through produces a number 
(9, 8, 6, or 7) and when these are added you know where 
the line obtained is solid or broken, moving or not. Only 
the moving lines (or changing lines) have any oracular 
significance for a reading. The 49 sticks are a primitive 
mechanical binary computer that generates random binary 
numbers; a solid line is analogous 1 and a broken line to 0; 
six combinations of 1 and 0 can produce binary numbers 
from 1 to 64. The process of counting through sticks or 
throwing coins is random, but to these random results the 
Chinese from ancient times assigned specific texts; some 
of these were believed to be messages of divine origin. 
There are 6 X 64 line texts from which to choose, or 384 
messages in addition to the basic 64, but because some nu-
merical combinations of sticks or coin tosses yield "mov-
ing" lines and others do not, the possible combinations are 
extended enormously. The "sages" who assigned texts to 
the hexagrams are said to have concluded that the 64 situ-
ations, given all these possibilities, were enough to rep-
resent all possible human situations. By the time they’d 
worked out the math they probably figured that this was as 
good a result as anyone was likely to get

. 

Randomizers of one kind or another have been in use 
since before the beginning of recorded history. In the 
west, the most common was the talus or astragalus, the 
knucklebone or heelbone of a running animal such as a 
deer or a sheep. This bone when thrown came to rest on 
one of four more or less equal sides. Astragals have been 
found in neolithic sites, according to some archaeolo-
gists. In ancient Egypt, somewhere around four or five 
thousand years ago, dice like those we have today were 
used in gaming and perhaps for divination. Dice games 
obsessed more than one Roman emperor. Where three 
dice are used we have some lingering association with 
divination; the dice were associated in classical imagery 
with the three graces and these may have been a cosmeti-
cized version of the three fates, who were known with 
grim irony in the ancient world as "the kindly ones.” 

A randomizer is any physical device or system of rules for 
introducing chance into a series of choices, as in games 
of chance—shuffling a deck of cards is a randomizer in 
both senses of the word. All haruspicatory methods are 
randomizers, but those like dice (bones) and cards and 
coins are more purely random than tea leaves or entrails 
or the Ouija board. [FN: although the Ouija board is an 
interesting special case since it led to the production of 
James Merrill's very intricate otherworldly poem, The 
Changing Light at Sandover, which is perhaps the logical 
extreme of Mallarme's famous modernist poem Un coup 
de dés jamais n’abolira le hasard (One fall of the dice 
will never abolish chance).] Given that randomizers are 
all about chance, their use is perhaps best justified as an-
other version of the surrealist technique of the "exquisite 
corpse" wherein different artists draw on different parts 
of a sheet of folded paper, supplied only with informa-
tion about where the lines end on the previous fold (no 
peeking!), the final result a composite and possibly syn-
chronistic image.

The connection between randomizers and divination is 
deep and lasted undiluted until the end of the seventeenth 
century, when the mathematics of probability was devel-
oped. It suggests a worldview, in fact, where nothing is 
believed to be truly random, but only seemingly so: ran-
domizers held out the prospect of gaining control over 
impersonal fate while freeing the gamer from individual 
responsibility. Luck and Fortune were personified as god-
desses, and whether or not they were ever seen as any-
thing but allegorical personifications, the idea that luck is 
a force is on a par with the belief in fate and destiny, or 
the belief that our lives are ruled by forces so great that 
we have no power to act freely or make or own decisions 
or any choices but wrong ones. The problem, of course, is 
that we must make all our decisions under conditions of 
relative ignorance. Probability is likelihood considered 
as a percentage—a measure of likelihood under condi-

I Ching and Other Randomizers
by David Rollow
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tions of chance. (What are the odds?) What is important 
is that its development gave science a way to make theo-
retical predictions that did not depend on causality. This 
means that science is a bet, our best bet some would say. 
Probability calculations can be used for decision-making 
in such suboptimal conditions. Even today, business-guru 
types offer guidance to decision-makers in the form of 
Bayesian statistical techniques called risk analysis de-
signed to exploit the conditions of ignorance and to offer 
the illusion—still as ever an illusion—of escape from it. 
A Bayesian [FN: After Thomas Bayes, an English Pres-
byterian minister and mathematician opposed to David 
Hume’s possibly atheistical view of causality.] starts from 
a position of complete ignorance, chance, where the odds 
are fifty-fifty, and feeds results of calculations forward 
into the next trial of statistical calculations, and soon the 
odds have turned in your favor. How could this be? 

There are two schools of thought about probability. Fre-
quentists believe that each new trial has the same odds, a 
view which corresponds well to the results of successive 
coin-tosses or die-casts. Frequencies apply to physical 
systems, such as dice or roulette wheels, where the results 
even out over the long run. No convinced frequentist will 
be tempted by the other school, the subjectivists (usually 
Bayesians), who want to evaluate evidence and therefore 
have to include beliefs in their calculations. It is easy to 
see that the probability of belief is intrinsically and in-
eluctably subjective . . . and a lot of applications, from 
annuities to poker games, turn out to be about beliefs 
(anything that can be described as a bet). The I Ching is 
frequentist in the way it constructs hexagrams, which is 
wholly mechanical, but subjectivist—in the extreme—in 
the way it approaches interpreting results. 

The rise of probability and statistics in the west was a 
long process of freeing the mind from its dependence on 
the belief that every event has a cause, and this develop-
ment—primarily in mathematical thinking—paralleled a 
long decline in the belief in similitudes as the underlying 
causes of all creation. Prior to the New Science, the book 
of Nature was written by God in the form of similitudes: 
every leaf of every tree was a page from the book of na-
ture, expressing somehow the divine will, and the overall 
pattern of things represented, one might say, movements 
in the mind of God. Spinoza still thought this way about 
nature, although at an extremely abstract level. Galileo in 
contrast believed that the Book of Nature was written in 
the language of numbers. 

The idea that there is something divine in similitudes—the 
idea that every resemblance expresses a divine thought—
seems to be at the root of all divination and what is strik-
ing is that even randomizers are somehow expressions of 
something like the divine, call it fate, luck, or the will of 
heaven. The I Ching is most often read as a Confucian or 

Taoist work, but it also has a Mohist aspect in its insistence 
on accord with the law of heaven. The Superior Man, or 
gentleman, or noble person who is its ideal may be a Con-
fucian sage, a Taoist magician, or a Mohist logician. 

When it first reached readers in the West it was soon 
picked up by C. J. Jung, who offered his theory of 
“synchronicity,” as he called it, an “a-causal connect-
ing principle.” Jung was proposing that the division of 
the sticks or the fall of the coins was controlled not by 
the laws of probability but by some kind of action at a 
distance that connected the metaphysical world with 
the mundane.

 Jung’s synchronicity is a kind of theory of meaning; co-
incidences are interpreted as meaningful. The texts (espe-
cially the commentaries) in the I Ching supply possible 
meanings, obscure enough to require imaginative interpre-
tation. The thing about synchronicity (like luck) is that 
another power does it for you. (It can be treated as a tool 
for opening the mind to novel trains of thought.) For a 
mind like Jung’s, probabilities are a bridge between visible 
and invisible worlds. Since probability itself is already an 
a-causal connecting principle, it is unclear how synchron-
icity differs from it; things synchronically connected, no 
doubt, connect only by chance, unaided by gods, ances-
tors, or fate. Synchronicity also looks something like the 
“97anthropic” principle of quantum theory, according to 
which our observations create the very events we observe. 

Now that I think about it, what Jung 
was talking about may just be a fancy word for seren-

dipity, where things 
come together in a way that 

makes us feel good. 

Thanks to Jung, we have a word for events that arrive to-
gether and in some sense rhyme. Subways and buses run 
at the convenience of new lovers, eager to meet up some-
where, or one encounters a friend just when one needs to 
ask a question he is most likely to know the answer to. 
When things are in harmony, we incline to believe that 
the harmony is not an accidental combination of random 
events but one that was somehow determined at another 
level of reality, where things that belong together are di-
rected to occur together. We all know what it feels like, 
and it is a very good feeling to be positioned, even for 
the fractional moment when the dice are in the air, in the 
center of the universe.

David Rollow’s coauthored paper written with 
Montgomery Link of the Suffolk University Depart-
ment of philosophy, on relations in Wittgenstein's 
Tractatus, has been accepted by the International 
Wittgenstein Symposium.
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Reiki: 
Just The 
Facts
Part XIV 

Attunements

by Don Brennan

What exactly is a Reiki attunement? 
Called Reiju in Japan and attunement 
in the west, an attunement could be 
considered to be an empowerment or an 
initiation. By empowerment, we mean 
that it activates a part of ourselves that 
allows us to channel the cosmic energy 
we know as Reiki. By initiation, we 
mean that some kind of transformation 
has taken place. Rather than becoming 
something new, by awakening our soul 
center we become more of who we 
really are. We return to our original 
nature.

The word Reiju can give us some 
insight into this energetic process. We 
know from examining the kanji for the 
word Reiki that Rei describes the Miko, 
a young female shaman who devotes 
herself to bring forth the blessings of 
life giving rain. Her role is to simply 
bring forth the rain and to allow each 
plant to take in whatever it needs. 
The Reiki teacher acts like the Miko, 
compassionately bringing in the cosmic 
energy, allowing each student to receive 
exactly what he or she needs.

Ju, in Reiju, means to cut, to open, 
to empty and to receive. In order to 
receive, we need to empty ourselves 
of ourselves and be completely open. 
As Frans Stiene says, “we need to cut 
away our ego, the ‘I’. When the ‘I’ is 
out of the way we are completely open 

and thus a perfect vessel to receive.” 
He goes on to quote from “No 
Beginning, No End: The Intimate 
Heart of Zen,’ by Jakusho Kwong: 
“When you receive something, you 
have to let go of everything, even 
yourself, the one who is receiving. 
Past, present - yes! even present! - 
and future, everything must go, Then 
we have true receiving.”

Attunements are gentle processes, 
where both the teacher and the 
student let go of their human nature. 
The teacher allows the energy to flow 
like rain and each student uses this 
energy in uniquely individual ways 
to connect with the cosmic soul and 
to return to his or her original nature.

Ever since Reiki was taught in the 
west, many myths about attunements 
have been created. One that is very 
persistent is the idea that Reiki 
attunements cause healing crises 
in students. Every person has an 
individual response to attunements. 
For some, an attunement may allow 
for clearing and healing to take 
place. But this is not a necessary 
process that everyone has to go 
through.

The attunement is merely a ritual 
performed by a teacher to carry out 
the intention to awaken the soul 
center in the brain. When the soul 
center is awakened, we can connect 
with the soul of the universe, which 
is the eternal source of cosmic 
energy we have come to call Reiki. 
Once we are connected we may 
begin a process of healing within 
ourselves.

Westerners have over emphasized 
the ritual of attunements. Many have 
been told by teachers, who were 
told by their teachers, that a healing 
crisis comes with attunements. Some 
teachers feel that an attunement is 

not successful unless the student 
goes through a crisis. Other teachers 
actually plant that expectation and 
most of their students do indeed have 
problems. But the western teachers, 
who do not plant such expectations, 
see only a few students who have 
these kinds of difficulties. And in the 
traditional Reiki schools in Japan, 
there are no reports of students 
having such reactions. 

During an attunement, the teacher 
performs a ritual to carry out the 
intention to connect the student with 
the source of Reiki. Basically the 
ritual keeps the human part of the 
teacher busy so he or she can be 
clear, in order to help the student 
awaken the soul connection with this 
energy.

Did you know that there might be 
hundreds of different attunement 
rituals practiced by western teachers? 
A precise number, just like the 
precise number of Reiki practitioners 
in the world, is impossible to 
determine. I myself have had over 
a dozen different attunements from 
Reiki masters from all over the 
world.

About 15 years ago, I was 
exchanging attunements with a dear 
Reiki friend from North Carolina. 
We were both becoming aware of 
many different styles of western 
attunements. My friend offered a 
very useful metaphor as to why so 
many different attunements still 
worked to connect people with Reiki.

“What we’re doing,” he said, “is 
boiling water.” “Boiling water,” I 
asked? “Yeah, like when the men 
folk get in the way during the  
delivery of a baby. They send 
them out to boil water to keep 
them busy and out of the way. 
Spirit is doing the real work. 
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We’re just boiling water.”

What is even more interesting 
is that none of these western 
attunements is the same as those 
originally performed by Usui 
sensei and Hayashi sensei. And yet, 
millions of Reiki practitioners have 
been successfully initiated into 
Reiki. Again, this demonstrates that 
no matter what we humans do to try 
to change Reiki, the source remains 
eternal and unchanged. Clearly, 
it is not the ritual of attunement 
that matters. The ritual helps both 
the teacher and the student to let 
go of human ego and to return to 
their original nature. This helps 
us to be connected again with the 
Cosmic Soul, as we are meant to 
be, and then we can be channels for 
this peaceful healing energy from 
source. 

If we base our Reiki opinions 
on one teacher, one school, one 

healing community, we accept 
everything we are told as the 
way it is. But when we meet with 
Reiki masters from around the 
world, study the teachings from 
the Japanese schools, and get a 
consensus from all the different 
Reiki schools in the world, we 
have a broader perspective and a 
deeper understanding of Reiki. It 
becomes much easier to separate 
Reiki urban legends from real 
facts.

It also becomes easier to dismiss 
the claims of some westerners at 
bringing through bigger, better, 
latest, greatest, more powerful 
forms of Reiki. The source 
of Reiki energy is eternal and 
unchanging and is beyond any 
sort of human manipulation. 
None of these so called “more 
powerful” forms of Reiki has 
ever been acknowledged as more 

powerful by the consensus of the 
world Reiki community.

We connect with the Cosmic 
Soul by way of an attunement. 
Keep in mind that the entire Reiki 
class is a profoundly spiritual 
and transformative experience. 
What is sometimes attributed to 
be a response to an attunement is 
often the result of the cumulative 
experience. And that will be 
different for every individual. 
We are immersed in energy and 
receive guidance from spirit 
throughout the class. In other 
words, a lot is going on. So if we 
are struggling after all of this to 
find balance with assimilation, 
our connection to the Cosmic 
Soul, to soul energy, allows us to 
heal in exactly the way that we 
need to heal.

© 2016 Donald Brennan
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Growing up on the shore line of Lake Ontario, 
I have spent many days sitting, listening and observing 

the sacred grandmothers and grandfather stones.
Every stone has a story to foretell, or speak of, 

relative to our environment, history / Earth walk.
I have noticed, over the years, a link between the stones

 and Mother Earth. The stones are the vehicle for 
information coming from the Earth. Because we 

are related to the physical Earth, being in the 
physical body with Spirit within us, Spirit too will 

convey messages to us via the same medium - stone.

Kris Faso

http://www.krisfaso.com/voices-of-the-stone.html

Voices of 
the Stone
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The Metaphysical Times likes to send 
reporters to special places  in search 

of mysteries and answers.  
 
  For this issue, we chose the Azores:  that re-
mote chain of islands off the coast of Portugal 
about which most people know so little  that 
they have to make up there own Azores stories. 
This spring we sent staff writer Joe Martin 
there directing him to look  into reports that 
the Azores are the very tip of the  the original 
Atlantis, now mostly  sunken below the ocean.  

A Metaphysical Times Search Report.

  In case the Atlantis angle should collapse 
under the weight of evidence (and it was 
going to) we told Joe to look for doors to 
other worlds, and for unlikely, yet meaning-
ful, amazing, if not incredible, coincidences 
along the way.

    Your editor, who like most editors, would 
rather be a writer,  has occasionally added 
comments, questions, distractions, and re-
quests for clarification.
     

Reflections 

     on th
e 

       A
zores

    The photographs are by Mr Martin, except for the ones of him bathing or drinking.
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reported by Joe Martin

2/15

  I Am Not Sure We're in Kansas
Long before I learned of the exploits of Nancy's Por-
tuguese ancestors, the Azores figured prominently in 
my imagination.  In 1954 on a flight from Frankfurt, 
Germany, to the U.S. I landed in the Azores, terrified 
because the attendant had remarked that the island 
was so small, the landing strip had been built onto 
the the ocean.  A composed seven-year old, I was 
nonetheless a bit rattled.  All I saw of the island was 
a rainslicked runway before taking off for Westover, 
MA, coincidentally, Nancy's home state.
Several years later, at St. Gertrude's School, the 
Azores were solidly implanted in my imagination 
when Sister Raphaela had me, and I assume the rest 
of the class, memorize Joaquin Miller's poem on 
Columbus which begins "behind him lay the gray 
Azores."  I felt after seeing the rainslicked Tarmac 
and memorizing the poem that the Azores were per-
petually gloomy and rainy.
Miller was correct, the islands are often shrouded in 
mist and rain, but colors do emerge as well as riotous 
fora because of the mild mid-Atlantic weather.

The gates of the city of Ponta Delgado introduce 
the black and white motif which every church in the 
city and the islands replicate.
The sculpture is of the Portuguese poet Camoens.  
From Nancy I've also learned how to pronounce his 
name.  Melville refers to Camoens several times and 
when I first mentioned him, she laughed at my pro-
nunciation. 

I will leave the obvious emphasis on churches and 
water pass without further comment.
J

 
  
  
 

2/18

Here Comes the Sun
Locals suggest that the only time on the islands for 
reliably sunny weather are July and August.  When 
I commented on a bright sunny morning, the hotel 
clerk countered with a complaint about the cold. I let 
her know just what cold could be.

With sun and a brisk wind, Nancy and I headed to the 
northwest of Sao Miguel to visit Sete Cidades (Seven 
Cities) which despite it's name is not a metropolis, 
only a small village of a few hundred people. I won-
dered about the cognitive dissonance of waking up 
each day in the rather pleasant town but with the re-
minder of some sort of urban sprawl. The name for 
the town is obscure, but one story locates its origins 
in late medieval legends of enchanted islands off to 
the west promising an idyllic escape.

In this version during the Muslim invasion of the Ibe-
rian peninsula, seven bishops gathered their flocks 
and set sail for those rumored islands.  On landing (in 
this version, they do succeed), the bishops founded 
seven cities, complete with churches of course, and 
lived happily ever after.  The problem is the complete 
lack of any archeological record. Not a problem since 
another legend, relying this time on reliable knowl-
edge of the island's volcanic activity, speculates that 

Reflectiona on the Azores
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 Volcanic After Effects
After leaving Sete Cidades, when the road crosses 
the western rim of the caldera, we were in sight of the 
ocean.  Of course, on an island just 10 miles across, 
the ocean is ever present, but from 1000 feet up, we 
were staring due west, somewhere into the eastern 
U.S.

Mosteiros is a village at the base of the outer edge of 
the caldera, a steep drive from the main highway to 
the ocean's edge.  The beaches here are rocky, black 
basalt, the remains of flowing lava.  Certainly unsuit-
able for sunbathing, the uneven crumbly rock made 
a casual stroll rather awkward.  The day was windy, 
blowing from the west, and stirring the waves with 
weather brought, no doubt from the recent storms on 
the east coast.

On returning to Ponta Delgodo, we came across some 
distinctly un-exotic local fauna.  A donkey, tethered 
to a hill side, had a companion cat napping near by. 
I know that race track stables often use cats (and 
goats) to calm spirited thoroughbreds.  This juxtapo-
sition was either an agricultural plan or the beginning 
of a local version  of the town musicians of Breman.

J

 

a catastrophic eruption destroyed all the cities. Like 
Avalon, the seven cities have disappeared into myth.

What remains 20 miles north of Ponta Delgada, the 
capital of the Azores, is a spectacular caldera, about 
10 miles in circumference, the remnant of an erup-
tion many thousands of years ago.  Long ago enough 
for the landscape to have turned lush and green. Sete 
Cidades is at the base of the caldera, along with two 
lakes. One lake has a blue hue, the other is green-
ish. The legend for this difference is more of a fairy 
tale, of a king with a beautiful green-eyed daughter, 
whom he kept locked away. There happened to be a 
blue-eyed peasant boy in the fields where the prin-
cess wandered; they met, fell in love, and went to 
the king. He forbade the union, as kings are wont to 
do, so the lovers fled to the hills, and their sorrow-
ful tears, tinged with their eye colors, filled the two 
lakes.

So much for legend and fairy tale.  The reality is that 
from sea level, the road to Sete Cidades is a long and 
winding one that zig zags across a lush landscape 
until it reaches the rim of the caldera where a broad 
bowl opens up. In spite of the vertiginous hillsides, 
the land is dotted sideways with farmland.  The road 
drops quickly into the village at 10% grade of such 
abruptness that I wondered if I'd take up biking if I 
actually lived there. We were here 5 years ago on a 
foggy, rainy day, and from the overlook, we could 
not see into the depths of the crater; this time, we 
could.

Of course, the climb out is just as steep.

  J
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  I'm using a digital camera and an iPhone.  The 
digital images I can load onto an iPad immediately.  
The camera's photos, shared through iCloud, appear 
sometime later. 
While updating all the images, I thought the iPhone 
photographs, taken at a different place with different 
light make clear the differing hues of the blue and 
green lakes at Set Cidades.

J

2/18

   From the Editor:
  Joe, 
       About the blue and green lakes.  I did the re-
search and didn't find anything about tears.  I seems 
to be due to the basic reflectivity of different colors 
in the medium of water, and then any suspended par-
ticles, and something about waves or vibrations, but 
then I quit reading.

   Regarding the Seven Cities story, I felt the need to 
do some fact checking:
       It turns out that the mythical seven bishops 
were, of course, not seven bishops but rather, sev-
en DWARFS, as is common in sectarian  bachelor 
groups.  Seven bishops would NEVER last out even 
a short ocean crossing all in the same boat, or even 
in the same fleet.
   Dwarfs, on the other hand, pretty much HAD to en-
dure crossing in the same boat, because it took that 
many to crew a man-scale ship, which they needed 
because they were bringing seven full sized virgins 
for each dwarf .... and they were full-bodied virgins, 
such as the dwarfs preferred  ... one of the quirks, 
not necessarily common to all dwarfs, but which 
caused the expulsion of these particular dwarfs from 
Portugal.
      Even dwarves can become irritable when con-
fined in close quarters. When they got to the Azores, 

nerves were frayed; the on-board social contract was 
abandoned and dwarfs scattered around the Caldron 
you visited, each homesteading with his virgins, 
though not so far from one another that one virgin 
could not run over to borrow a cup of coffee from 
another and so on, which was something insisted 
upon by the virgins ..... the virgins, who eventually 
rebelled completely, killing all the dwarfs or driving 
them into obscurity;  we don't know because, as you 
report, there was an eruption that hid the evidence. 
So we don't know what happened to the virgins, but 
they must have eventually lost their virginity ... if 
there are still people there.  On the other hand, not 
only do I not see any trees in these pictures, I see no 
virgins, or any other people, although there is that 
picture Nancy Facebooked, of her with her cousin.  
But I presume she is not a resident, or Nancy would 
not have been surprised to encounter her there.  So 
there is  some spooky Syncho action there.
      As for the mythic  eruption,  clearly there was 
one, but it is going to be hard to convince me that 
the block of "Basalt" I see in this picture, is anything 
but a manufactured object (does that look to you like 
anything that was ever liquid?)  no doubt cut and 
brought there by the Irish giants when they briefly 
occupied the island and attempted to build a Bridge 
to Somewhere, as they called it, positing a new world 
they would, sadly, never see, as they abandoned the 
project not long after beginning it, because bringing 
in just that one massive block was such a pain in the 
ass.

     Please continue to keep your eye out for suspi-
cious coincidences which, by some stretch of the lan-
guage, might be played up as "Synchronicity".
     The donkey  cat coincidence, is clearly not JUST a 
coincidence .... although the photos do not show the 
cat and the donkey together .... I will just trust that 
they were because I trust you.  But I think that to call 
it an instance of agricultural planning by humans, is 
carrying a bit to far.  As it would be to call it a clear 
instance of missegination.
And even if you provide a picture of the cat mounting 
the donkey, it would seem obvious that the cat was 
up there for the better view, like the crows one sees 
sitting on cows sometimes, doesn't one?
   I would call it Symbiosis, or maybe synchophancy, 
both of which sound a bit like Synchronicity.
      O.K. then.
    
   Just let me know if I am missing any thing.
    
                        Dvd



Metaphysical Times Vol. XI Number 3 • Page 34
2/19
     Azorean Fauna
So, by my unscientific study of the habits of the lo-
cal donkeys, I can say with some certainty that they 
shun the company of other donkeys.  Beyond that, 
they seem indifferent to the company they keep.

 

   Editor to Joe:
   
  2/20

        Joe,
     If you could manage to snap a pic of a  Donkey 
milking a cow, then we would have something wor-
thy of world wide sharing. 
             I am going back to your photos of the two 
lakes, to see if I can tell the color difference ... which 
was not vividly obvious to me at first look.  After 
that, there is always Photoshop adjustments, like the 
kind people use to make Turkeys look like Peacocks, 
with neon sky behind.
    
2/19

 Taking the Waters
Unlike Ric, I was not deceived when I was told I 
could come to Furnas for the waters. There is no ap-
parent gambling at the elegant Hotel Terra Nostra, but 
it offers a botanical garden and a mineral hot spring. 

Many years ago on a trip through Wyoming, Nancy 
and I stopped at a hot spring in, of all places, Ther-
mopolis.  On a hot early June day, we lounged in the 
hot flowing waters.  Those, however, were made of 
different minerals since they splashed clearly over a 
series of ledges into the pools.  Some time later, in 
Saratoga we visited the Spa, an old hotel which pro-
vided us with a bathing room:  an old porcelain tub 
which was filled with sulphureous, smelling  water.  
The water at Furnus  is murkier, but it is supposed 
to have healing properties. The main mineral is iron; 
the water flow clear from the spouts, but in the pool 
it becomes a tannish brown, from the oxidation of 
the iron I suppose.
Furnas is built above some roiling geothermal activ-
ity, connected, I suspect, to the same geologic rum-

blings that produced the Sete Cidadas crater.  The 
Furnas caldera is, however, smaller and shallower 
because it is much younger.  And being much young-
er, it is still developing.  In fact, this area is the most 
dangerous place to live in the Azores because of the 
possibility of an eruption at some time in the future.
The waters for this pool emerge at 105 degrees Fahr-
enheit. The depth is about 5 feet, so one can shamble 
through the waters with one's head above, and all else 
warmed by the spring water.  The walk back is a bit 
bracing.  The hotel supplies bright white robes for the 
walk to the pool and they instantly turn orangish when 
touched with the water. 
12 miles north of Furnus is the Atlantic coast where the 
weather was a bit tumultuous.  Along the way, a bit of 
color
J 
 

   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
From your editor:
  2/20

Joe,
       Now you are getting deep into the subject matter.  
Magic water.
            You have me thinking now that maybe the Oswe-
gatchie River is red,  not so much from tannin as  from 
the iron oxide in the rock ....of which there is a lot up 
there.  I do know that the tannin in the Oswegatchie 
water also gives it the capacity to form some bubbles 
as big as my head, and my hat size is seven and seven 
eighths.  Are you getting any really big bubbles slash-
ing around where you are?
      Whatever is in there, unless it is caustic or septic, 
you should be feeling around thirty percent better from 
the healing waters;  that being the natural level of the 
placebo effect.  Well worth the stained robes and skin.
    There are so many minerals in the water from our 
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well here, mostly calcium of course, that it stains the 
bathroom ceramics and builds up on the pasta pot. I 
suppose our mineral water could be monetized some-
how, but I definitely don't want people stopping by 
here to bathe.
       I wonder when the Azores popped up.  I suppose 
that if there were another eruption or upthrust now, 
it would be the other islands and coasts that would 
get the tsusami, and you might be best off right where 
you are, just as long as you stay away from hot lava 
... but are not people there a little nervous about the 
possibilities.
       They seem  to be more excited in the New Yorker 
than out in Portland and Washington,  about the im-
minent  techtonic event set to displace a lot of land 
and people out there. My son Tarka is right there in 
Washington State teaching geology too.  He would 
probably ride his mt. bike to the developing crack and 
look in.
           But stay safe. I suppose you didn't even BRING 
your bike.
                        Dvd
2/20

The Gates of Hell

   Furnas is, as I mentioned, atop an active geother-
mal system; it's undergone two eruptions since its 
founding in the 15th century, the second was in 1640. 
Having visited Yellowstone Park, I've watched gey-
sers geysing and hot pools bubbling.  Such activity 
suggests that sometime something will happen and 
when it happens, it would be best not to be around.  
Still geothermal activityy makes for an attractive site 
for visiting, so perhaps our next trip should be too 
Iceland.

One visits Old Faithful on a holiday.  The Furna-
sians live right next to cracks in the earth from which 
steam arises and hot water bubbles.  And "right next 
to" means the cracks appear at the end of a street, on 
the edge of town, in an area lined with shops, and 
homes, an actual neighborhood where people, I as-
sume, simply coexist with the only real nuisance of 
this activity, a slightly sulphureous odor that drifts 
several streets away.  The "caldeiras" can be smelled 
before they are seen.
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sucker would sink for sure, so you should probably 
investigate. I  truly read about it on the internet.  Do 
you have scuba training?  The Metaphysical Times 
would pay you extra for that, if we ever paid any-
body.  Or you could not do it, and say you did, in 
great detail. You know the trick.
  
        Dvd

2/20

Evening in Furnas: When the 
gray clears, 
the light shines through.

J

2/21

 David,
Like you I have wondered if the town name and its 
connection to the inner fires of the earth has any 
connection to furnace.  No one can tell me.  I have 
learned that furnace comes from a Greek word, "for-
nax," but I've found no evidence of Greek colonizers.
About the light: as the poet once said "I've seen my 
light come shining from the west unto the east," 
though I believe I was facing east.

2/21

   I apologize in advance for send-
ing more crater pictures. 
The last time we traveled to Furnas, we drove up just 
for a day and the day was gray, foggy, and drizzly.  
Under such conditions, the visit to the steamy Calde-
iras absorbed most of our attention; the surrounding 
hills made little impression.
Today, when we left on a bright sunny day we finally 
got to see the entire Furnas landscape; the climb out 

Across this section of Sao Miguel are several other 
caldeiras.  Furnas has a second site 2 miles outside 
the village along the shores of a volcanic crater lake.  
Here the Azoreans have made a virtue of necessity.  
The area has many active puddles, bubbling gen-
tly, along with a few pits bubbling furiously and 
spewing very hot mud.  In this space, the Azoreans 
have dug pits, now lined with concrete, which they 
use for cooking.  Nancy assures me that in the old 
days, each family in town had its own pit, and ev-
ery morning, industrious homemakers would make 
their ways to the caldeiras with the makings of an 
evening meal snugly packed into a clay pot.  The 
pot was lowered into a pit, covered over with dirt, 
and left to simmer.  At the end of the day, the meal 
was collected and taken home for friends and fam-
ily.  I'm not ready for such hands off cooking.
Several restaurants in Furnas feature a version of 
this cookery, serving what they call a traditional 
meal of several meats and vegetables.  The meats 
are several: many forms of beef and pork and blood 
sausage.  We haven't sampled that exact dish but 
have been in restaurants in which the meal was 
served.  The aroma from the pots was rather pun-
gent, to my senses not appetizing.  But then perhaps 
I am being too ethnocentric.  More realistically, the 
restaurants idea of a single serving of such a meal 
might serve a family of 4 with leftovers.
Besides volcanic activity, Furnas has a lush fertile 
climate.  The garden outside the hotel is a riot of 
palms, ferns, bamboo.  And color.
J

From your editor:   2/21
Joe,
     O.K. so it isn't hellish, at the Gates of Hell, but 
actually lush  and temperate. I understand that jun-
gle soils are generally thin, because in a tropical 
climate, most of the carbon stays in the many levels 
of living stuff, but then, despite the palms, I don't 
guess you are in a tropical climate, and  I know that 
basaltic soil is especially fertile, and what you show 
here is paradisical.  Except for the ominous, seeth-
ing bumps.
    Also, from what you show and tell and I also 
learn by following you on Wikipedia, the Azores are 
an upthrust product, rather than the tip of a sunken 
continent, so I guess you can call off the search for 
Atlantis ... except there are reports that a sunken 
Pyramid has been discovered  fairly recently in 
Azorian waters, accessible only to scuba divers.  
Upthrust or not, Pyramids are very heavy, and that 
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2/22
I passed a few bikers on the way to Lagoa do Fogo 
but biking 
isn't very popular around here. From the crest of the 
crater, the road starts of fat a 10% grade.  After  5 
miles of that either one's breaks would be worn to 
nubs or one's forearms and biceps turned to jelly.

J

2/23

Leaving Furnas
On our last full day, I watched a cruise ship glide 
into the harbor.  Checking its registry, I learned that 
the ship had left Southhampton, England, at the end 
of Jan., sailed for the British Virgin Islands, and was 
now heading back to England, docking at the end of 
the month.  Later in the day, the streets of downtown 
Ponta Delgada were a bit more crowded than they 
had been, with clusters of elderly British wandering 
from shop to shop. And now that I've written that, I 
wonder how many Azoreans commented on Nancy 
and me as elderly Americans.

The pier was lined with tour buses and vans as some 
of the boat people opted for island excursions.  They 
couldn't have seen much, however, since the ship 
glided out of the harbor about 10:00 that night.

We spent our last day on 
a more spiritual quest. All 
of Nancy's grandparents 
were born in the Azores, 
so she has been deter-
mined to visit each of the 
churches in which they 
would have been bap-
tized.  On a previous vis-
it, she managed to enter 
two of them,  in Ribierina 
and Sao Roque, and this 
visit, she completed her 
pilgrimage at the church-
es in Arrifes and Rosario 
Logoa. (Only one photo 
included since the two 
churches were identi-
cal.  In fact this seems to 
be the pattern for many 
churches.  Chapels are 
smaller version, with just 
one entrance.)

of the caldera was spectacular.  At the top we headed 
north to the coast, pulling off at an overlook that pro-
vided us with not just a last view but a panoramic 
one, laying out both the village and Furnas Lake, the 
site of the cooking caldeiras. 

We planned a route that took us along the north coast 
for a few miles and then turned due south to cross 
the spine of the island.  Since the road climbed from 
sea level to 3000 feet, the drive was nerve-wracking 
because of the hairpin turns that zigzagged up the 
side of the hills.  Have I mentioned that the roads are 
extremely narrow without shoulders?

Near the top, we found another caldera, this one fea-
turing Logoa do Fogo, Lake of Fire.  It seems that 
one can't spit on this island without hitting a volcanic 
crater.  Unlike Furnas, this caldera has been declared 
off limits to any development, so there is no cute vil-
lage at the center.

At one point, while overlooking the lake, I caught 
a bit of the south Atlantic coast between the hills.  I 
turned and had a view of the northern Atlantic coast. 
As we descended from the rim of the caldera, the 
road took wide sweeping curves that shifted our vi-
sion from north coast to south coast, emphasizing 
how small the island really is. Some one we met 
over dinner a few night ago suggested one can drive 
across the island in 20 minutes.

J
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We saw other "pilgrims" on our journey through 
the countryside.  During Lent, groups of men and 
boys (Romeiros) from each parish will embark 
on a week-long walk around the island, stopping 
at churches enroute for devotional prayers. At 
the last church of a day's walk, parishioners will 
provide lodging.  Besides walking en masse, they 
mark themselves by wearing capes and scarves.  
In the Rosario church, we heard singing outside 
and discovered a band of the Romeiros about to 
enter.  They settled in pews and began chanting a 
litany.  Several leaders spoke what were, I expect, 
devotional comments, they sang a hymn, and then 
marched out for the next church.

While most of the members were older men, the 
groups included several young boys who seemed 
less devout and were, perhaps, simply more inter-
ested in the experience of wandering about and 
not going to school.  Having been, many years 
ago, a respectful and faithful alter boy involved in 
church activities, I suspect my parents would have 
encouraged me to join such an organization, and I 
would have eagerly taken the chance to get away 
for home for a few days.

Later today, we depart for Boston, returning, I 
gather, to some sort of winter. I include a last view 
of the gray Azores.
J

From your Editor:

       2/22
       Joe,

          There are people around here with Furnas as 
a family name ... Furnasians, no doubt.

         What light is it that comes shining from the 
West to the East, rather than from the East to the 
West?  No natural light. Looks to me like a hard 
rain is going to fall. Or eruptions occur. Take care 
of yourself and our assets.
         I have to go now and read your next email re-
port, after I deal with an urgent request to verify my 
bank account information so that I can take a  huge 
money transfer from a new business partner in Ke-
nya, who happens to be a princess  from Uganda, 
whose father was assasinated, but she managed to 
get escape to Kenya by way of Narobi.  A fascinat-
ing story and very fortunate, in a literal sort of way, 
for you and us.  Because this is going to mean that 
the Metaphysical Times will be ... at least in theory 
...  able to pay you for your investigations.
 Congratulations whatever happens, and of course 
the Metaphysical Times is not responsible for what 
happens;  we just try to be a good influence, a ra-
tional actor, and a Physical Presence:    with an  
Avatar in the Azores.

               Dvd
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 2/25

 New Bedford
Like all of Nancy's ancestors, we ended up in New 
Bedford.  In the 19th century, the Azores were not yet 
a tourist destination.  Remote, barely self-sufficient, 
dependent on Portugal, it was an agricultural country 
that like Ireland underwent a number of crop failures 
that left the people impoverished and at time starving.

Early New England whalers (really, whalers from 
NB, Martha's VIneyard, and Nantucket) stopped at 
the Azores for fresh water and victuals and often to 
replace crewmen who may not have shown up when 
the ships put out to sea. No doubt, as the ships' crews 
rounded up water, perhaps salt cod, they passed on 
extravagant stories of life in the cobble-stone streets 
of New Bedford.  So when the Azorean first wave 
of immigrants came to the U.S.,  they gravitated to 
New Bedford, as well as Providence, RI.  A genera-
tion later, some immigrants bypassed New England 
altogether and took ships that rounded the Cape of 
Storms, heading toward California, and for some, on 
to Hawaii.

The Azoreans in New Bedford quickly filled out the 
fleet of fishing boats that sailed to Georges' Bank. As 
whaling declined, fishing for cod, haddock and other 
species took over the industry. The men who lacked 
sea legs, as well as the women, also found work in 
the early textile mills, block long, three story brick 
buildings that still mark the city's architecture.  Long 
before textiles moved off shore to Asia, the New Eng-
land businesses fled to the South, and the economic 
collapse of New Bedford began.
Fishing remained robust, however, into the 20th cen-
tury, with a large fleet that put out to sea for weeks, 
hauling in net after net of the what seemed an inex-
haustible supply of fish stock.  All that collapsed by 
the 1960s by which time the local fishing fleet as well 
as European and Asian factory ships had effectively 
depleted the fishing areas  Ultimately, the U.S. closed 
or restricted most of those areas, and especially 
Georges' Bank.

The fleet remains docked at the New Bedford pier.  In 

the past 15 or 20 years, whenever we've 
been here, the fleet has been in harbor.  
I've never seen a ship sail out or into 
port, and I learned from a local resident 
last year that the fleet is effectively lim-
ited to about 20 days of fishing per year.  
The ships remain docked; there's always 
activity, engines burbling in the water, 
chains clanking, and at night, the ships 
are all lit up, clearly ready for the next 
opportunity to head out to sea. But what 
remains are many deteriorating, rusting 
ships. 
OK, here end my travel reflections.
Joe      

   

 A Final Note 

from your 
Editor:

As foretold, the Azores did not turn out to be Atlan-
tis,  having come up from the Ocean, rather than 
having gone under .... and, as a matter of fact, there 
is a suggestion that when Atlantis went under,  the 
people came  TO  the Azores. You can read about it 
in the Metaphysical Times.

Joe Martin has quit his job as a Cornell Writing Program Director, to be a writer.
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Rock Out!Rock Out!
 It’s GemWorld2016 – Our 50th Anniversary!
F Spectacular minerals, fossils of NYS and gems

F Exquisite jewelry, beads and 
    carvings – demos and great sales

F Super “fun & learn” activities for
    the kids – make jewelry, pan for
    pretty stones and minerals

F Hourly door prizes

F Amazing metaphysical center 

Grand Prize
One Ounce 
Gold Nugget!

     Saturday, July 9  10 am-6 pm 
      Sunday, July 10  10 am-4pm

Onondaga Community College SRC Arena
Wheelchair accessible and free parking 

Fun for the whole family! 
$7 entry donation adults, scouts in uniform & children 

under 12 FREE with adult – good for both days.

$1 off with this ad (2 max.)
Gem & Mineral Society of Syracuse • www.gmss.us
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~ $50 

                                                                                    

Psychic Intuitive, Integrated Energy 
Therapy & Reiki Master, Karuna & 

Shamballa Reiki,                                             
Past Life Regression 

                                                                                                                  
Angelic Readings ~ $60 in person or phone   
               Readings are recorded 
Integrated Energy Therapy Sessions ~ $65 
               Past Life Regression ~ $60 
 Summer Rates from 

Memorial Day – Labor 
Day 

Readings ~ $50 
IET Sessions ~ $55 

Past Life Regression ~ 
$50 

 

For an Appointment Call @ 315-686-2640 
or email me   

wanda_bodymindspirit@yahoo.com 

Visit my Website @ www.therealmshift.com 

 

Wanda Winters 
 

TM 










      

  For Your Readings 
  

      with SARINA...  
 

call  (315) 706-6824 
 






 

For Psychic Parties 
 

A minimum of 4 people is needed,  
including host/hostess. 

Reading length can be customized  
to your needs. Call for details! 

 

SARINA  (315) 706-6824 
 

I  Parties  







    









 


 







 

 Sarina  

 St. John 
 

  (315) 706-6824 
 

“The Edgar Cayce Legacy” 

Sarina’s high accuracy rate 
allowed her to succeed in passing 
the International Psychic Audition 
for the Edgar Cayce Panel of 
Professional Psychics.  

Recipient of “The Edgar Cayce 
Legacy” for Excellence in the 
Psychic Development of the Soul, 
she continues her over 20 years of 
study through the A.R.E.*  

TM 

TM 

Join THE JOURNAL OF LIGHT.  For 
your FREE Subscription to this email  
Journal of Inspiration, Insight, and Info,  
Discounts and First Alerts sign up today! 
Send name, phone, address and email  
 

to: sarinaoracleof light @ gmail.com 
 

          or call (315) 706-6824 








 Sarina’s Services 
 

Channeled Readings    
 

Intuitive Guidance 
 

Angel Messages 
 

Spirit Guides 
 

Past Life Retrieval 
 

TV & Radio Interviews 
 

ON-AIR Readings 
 

Lectures & Workshops 
  

Fairs & Expos 
 

Phone Readings 
 

Parties & Events 



   Sarina’s Seminars 


      Connecting with Your  
 

   Spirit Guides 
 

      Chakras, Colors & Crystals 
 

      The Psychic Fire  
 

      Your Animal Totems  
 

      How to See Your Aura 
 

      Soul Mandalas 
 

      Past Lives Revealed 
 

      The Akashic Records 
 

      Working with Your Angels 


   Intuition Development  
 

   Levels 1 - 4 
 

1. The Intuitive Self, 2. The Intuitive Quest, 
 

3. The Intuitive Seeker, 4. The IntuitiveSoul

Sally A. Gewinner
Reiki Master –
 Usui /Karuna

Integrated Energy Therapy
Pranic Healing

Polarity
Energy  Sessions/Classes

315-448-4524
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CLAIRVOYANT 
PSYCHIC MEDIUM  

arbara
ennettB

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

DISCLAIMER: Readings are provided for the express purpose of entertainment and are confidential.

About
 Barbara

Psychic readings are  wonder-
ful way to get in touch with your 

Higher Guidance Angels, de-
ceased loved ones, or just to 

identify the who, what, where's 
of life. Barbara is grateful for her 
Psychic Abilities, and is willing to 
assist you to find the happiness 

you are looking for.

A clairvoyant since birth, Bar-
bara's fascination with psychic 
readings began in early child-
hood as she watched her ma-
ternal grandmother perform 

intuitive readings from a deck 
of cards. She always told her, 

"When you look into a person's 
eyes, you can see the beauty 

within their souls."

Several years later, under the 
guidance of Aunt Kay, an inter-
nationally known psychic, medi-
um, healer, and her teacher, she 
learned to refine her own natural 

talents. 

 All clients will receive a CD recording 
of their session, for later review.

Services 
Available
• Private Readings

• Telephone Readings
Psychic Fairs 

• Special Events
• Gift Certificates

• Group Gatherings
• Reiki Classes 
• Reiki Sessions

• Wisdom of the Tarot

Reiki Healing
Reiki is an ancient hands on 

healing technique used for relaxation 
that also promotes healing of the 
mind, body & spirit. It is one of the 

most popular forms of energy healings 
used today. Physicians and nurses are 

beginning to recognize  its healing value, 
and have begun to add this service in 
hospitals, clinics, hospice program,

 and wellness centers.

Currently Barbara is affiliated with 
Hematology Oncology Associates 
of CNY as a CRMT (Certified Reiki

 Master Therapist) and she provides 
Reiki sessions to cancer patients with 

passion, while enjoying helping 
people on their path to recovery.

Reiki can only bring positive healing 
changes emotionally, mentally, 

physically, and spiritually.

Life is a journey to the 
center of your being.
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404 North Main St. North Syracuse
315-214-0200   •  800-750-4113
OPEN: WEDNESDAY – SUNDAY
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• Ahhh... Reiki
 Robin T. Waterbury
 315-216-4156    315-529-9710

• Wil Alaura  
 315-696-6497 or 315-481-3273 cell  or 
 walaura@twcny.rr.com

• Angelic Inspirations
 Massage Therapy
 Darlene Mielcarek, LMT
 (315) 895-7677  1-877-869-9749

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

• Cindy Griffith  Bennett
 Psychic Consultant 
 757-685-9962 
 cindytarot@me.com
 www.PsychicSupport.com

• David Bennett
 http://www.DharmaTalks.com
 757-685-9902 

• Josiah Booknoodle
 https://www.etsy.com/shop/Professor-

Booknoodle

• Francine Bizzari 
 315-252-8589  francinebizzari.com

• Dennis Cole
 Astrolger & Metaphysical Consultant
 315-457-9141
 denniscole@lycos.com
    www.aquariusservices.com

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

• Franklin Crawfiord
 tinytowntimes.con

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

• Peter Fortunato
 Poet, painter, Certified Hypnotherapist
 www.peterfortunato.wordpress.com 

We Mean Business 
In  New York!

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

• Fields of Gold 
 Sue Beehm
 Waterville, NY  (315) 861-5917
 email: sbeehm@gmail.com

• Mary Gilliland
 Poet, mg24@cornell.edu

• Healing Inspirations
 315-461-1022
 www.Healing-Inspirations.com 
 215 First St. Liverpool, NY 13088

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

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

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

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

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

• Barbara Konish & 
 New Moon Psychic Fair
 31 Tottenham Road Rochester, NY 14609
 (585) 224-8657
 NewMoonForYou.com
 barbarakonish@frontiernet.net

 • Karen Koycinski
 Reiki Master
 315.395.9417
 karen4444@clearwire.net

• 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

This page is sponsored by the Mystic Side Gifts and Books 
404 North Main St., North Syracuse 315-214-0200  or 800-750-4113

• Life Center for Well-Being
 Reiki with Don Brennan
 302 Parsons Dr., Syracuse, NY 
 315-468-5060
 www.lifecenterforwellbeing.com
• Joanna Lipton
 PO box  94 East Syracuse, NY 13057
 jnnlipton2@gmail.com  
 315 450 0423 

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

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

•. Cynthia McCaffrey
 315-559-7120

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

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

• Shaman Myrddin 
 315-216-4156

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

• Natur-Tyme
 3160 Erie Blvd. East DeWitt, NY 1321
 315.488.6300

• NYLIGHT • Roger
 (315) 941-6240
 nylight444@hotmail.com
 Utica, NY ~ Syracuse, NY

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

• Sandra 
 (315) 437-1414
 signsofspirits.com 
 email signofspirits@gmail.com 
• SARINA Oracle of Light
 Clairvoyant Psychic Medium
 Readings, Parties, Events
 (315) 706-6824 

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

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

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

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

• Starlight Enterprises
 Diane LeBeau 315-699-5812

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

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

• Kimberly Ward 
 Reiki Master/Teacher
 223 JB Wise Place, Empsall Plaze, 
 Suite 27 Watertown, NY  
 315-783-6867

• David S. Warren
 PO Box 44, Aurora, NY 13026
 fingerlynx@gmail.com

• Georgia Warren
 PO Box 44, Aurora, NY 13026
 gc@metaphysicaltimes.com

• Wanda Winters
 Integrated Therapy Master
 Psychic Intuitive, Spiritual Conselor
 (315) 686-2640  therealmshift.com 


