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JAMESVILLE, NY
SUN DEC. 20, 2015 1-5PM
5th Annual Reiki Solstice Celebration:
Archangelic Ascension Process
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Infinite Light Center for Yoga & Wellness
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Rome • Jan. 16-17
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Elks Club 126 Liberty St
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Waterloo Holiay Inn
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Rambling Along the Metaphysical Path
by Georgia E. Warren
Publisher, Metaphysical Times

“Don’t be afraid Kid, just take it easy and keep going.”
It was either a Tuesday or a Wednesday afternoon. I was driving north on Rt. 81 from
Cortland through Syracuse just a mile or so from the Mattydale-Northern Lights Shopping Center exit. The traffic was light and I was rolling along about five miles above the
speed limit. I could see a tractor-trailer a ways up the road, and decided I better start slowing down. My brakes failed me; no brakes at all. The only thought I had was to turn off the
ignition, but I pretty well knew that wasn’t going to slow me down in time to not barrel
right into the truck in front of me.
“It’s an emergency brake Kid.” My father said firmly from the back seat. “Pull the emergency brake and then release it. Now, do it.”
I did it. The car jerked something awful, but it slowed.
“Do it again.” my father said. “Just keep pulling the emergency brake and releasing it.
There you go, you’re getting in control. Now put your hazard lights on.”
I got the car under this jerky control and over two lanes into the breakdown lane and
ready to fully stop. “Now, what’s the plan Kid? To sit here for two hours waiting for a tow
truck to take you half a mile? Come on just keep going. The car dealer that does repairs on
this piece of junk is right up the road, let’s get there.”
My father drove tractor-trailer and taxi for decades, I listened to him and kept going,
very slowly, but I kept going. I knew I was doing okay when I heard him light his pipe
and I smelled his cherry tobacco. He only smoked his pipe when he was relaxed, if he was
nervous it would have been a White Owl cigar. I got off the exit, went up a slight grade to
a stop light, still jerking along, but I kept going, made the left turn to the car dealer, and
then a right into the parking lot. Sweat had started pouring down my back, and I could
feel my face turning red as well.
Once I had the car stopped, all I wanted to do was get out, reach into that back seat, and
give my father the biggest hug I had ever given him in my life. I wanted to see him right
that second, even if my legs were wobbly.
As soon as I turned around to push the seat up, I knew. I knew he wouldn’t be there, and I
wouldn’t be able to give him a hug. I wouldn’t be able to say, “Thanks Poppa, I love you.”
My father had died 37 years before. Before he had time to teach me to drive. Before he
could have ever told me the trick with the emergency brake.
When I told the salesman at the car dealer how my brakes failed, it didn’t seem at all
strange to him that I was crying.
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That was the very first time I found myself hearing or seeing someone who had died. It
has happened a dozen or so times since then, but never again has it been my father or any
family member.
I don’t know if the experiences I have are just an accumulation of bits and pieces of information I notice unconsciously about people. Perhaps I pick up through telepathy what
a person wants to hear about a friend or a loved one. I have even thought they might be
some kind of shadow of a person who is no longer alive. Whatever these entities are, they
are completely vivid. I see them, I hear them, I can smell their tobacco or perfume and
sometimes even their sweat.
I don’t believe in ghosts. I have a lot of theories; mostly, I just don’t know.
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Nowella &
Uncle Threadbear
"Recap"

By Oren Pierce B.A, B.S. M.S.G.
You may want some background
to understand the story that follows,
though the whole matter will still be
puzzling after you have read
both the recap AND the story.
You, at least, need to know
about the Trunkbears.

The Trunkbears:
Teddy Bears and other manufactured, companion-animals (including one very small Lamb who will play a large part in the
following chapter), everyone of them abandoned by children,
all lived together in an old trunk. The Trunk Animals were
mostly not talkers because, for the most part, their mouths
were not true mouths but were just painted or sewn on, and

so they didn’t talk so much as they mumbled, grumbled, or
sometimes hummed … and some hummed most all the time
until someone, usually Uncle Threadbear, asked them to please
stop.
Uncle Threadbear was one exception to the general rule of
mouth. Also Lamb, who had been “born” with one, but Lamb
had very little to say: mostly only questions and exclamations.
Threadbear had acquired a mouth long ago when a ten year
old boy with a Cub Scout knife cut one on the stitched line, in
order to insert a corn-cob, bubble-pipe.
As a result of the operation, Threadbear could open his
mouth to speak … but he was deadly fearful of exhaling the
saw-dust, or whatever he was stuffed with. It didn’t exactly
help that he so loved talking, that he would sometimes get so
huffed up with his fabrications and informational lectures, that
it caused the sawdust (or whatever he was stuffed with) to
come out with his words in visible puffs that frightened him
and distracted his listeners.
Every story he told them had to do with fly fishing, and
not just fly fishing, but fly fishing for Trout. With Dry Flies.
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His stories were often awfully dry themselves and heavy on
the technical information, as the magazines and books in the
bathrooms where he mostly read, were mostly outdoor sporting
magazines.
Threadbear was the talker; but most of the time one had to
strain to hear him and, he could be boring.
So the other Trunkbears, being a captive audience, were inspired to enhance the unavoidable listening experience, however they could.
The Trunkbears, led by Nowella the mixed-race Bear and
Oneil the independent Hand, made him a fly rod out of a turkey feather plucked from an old boy-Indian head dress, and that
semblance of a fly rod, inspired him for a while until he grew
dissatisfied, and asked for a river.
Following that difficult demand, Nowella and Oneil rolled
out a few yards of brown wrapping paper, then hauled in a jar of
markers, and all together, the Trunkbears scribbled him a river.
They really did a fine job of making it realistic, placing stones
and natural objects along it, but there was a problem.
The back story to the back story has to do with Threadbear’s
morbid fear of water. You see …. once long ago, when he had
been sleeping in a fishing creel, he was accidentally taken fishing, from which he observed the whole adventure in safety, but
he rode home with in the creel, on a bed of ferns along with
four or six Speckled Trout that slimed him all the way home, so
the mother of the house had laundered him in the sink and hung
him up by his ears to dry.
It wasn’t the slime that bothered Threadbear … he sort of
liked it …. it was the near drowning experience that left him
with a fear of water, quite unfortunate in a fisherman.
So he insisted he must have a pair of chest-high waders
which, using the hem of a shower curtain, Nowella and Oneil
the hand managed to provide.
Next, hesitating Threadbear thought he would really have
to have a fishing vest, and proper polarizing glasses In and so
on, for several more stages of enhanced reality, to the point that
Threadbear feared that they were going to need boats, and sure
enough they produced some boats … of sorts .. and, on a rising
wave of Bear enthusiasm for the Out of Doors, those Bears
rolled the river on and out the door and into the real outdoors,
down the steps, not stopping to scribble or elaborate anything,
dragging along their various utility boats, with Uncle Threadbear aboard one of them, the basket he called Kon Tiki, bumping down the steps.
Now they are all in the great outdoors and soon encounter
and then travel a ways with a covered wagon full of traveling
apes, on their way to meet the Ferry at King Station, in order to
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get across the water for the Bare Roots Music Festival.
When the apes and the bears reach the shore, the ferry has
not yet arrived, and the wind is driving waves like horses right
up onto the shore.
Threadbear did not like the water horses one bit.
It seemed to him that this was the Ocean and it was rising up at him. From the radio, he knew about global warming
and, thinking again, he thought they ought to go back home
so he could work on his memoirs, and develop some ideas he
had, and could not speak about right now because they were in
process, ideas for fighting the rising waters of Global Weirding.
So there we are:

Missy Hoolihan's Tall Animal Revue

Metaphysical Times
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The King Ferry
While Missy Hoolihan’s wagon and the
Trunkbear boats were drawn up into a circle by the playground awaiting the King
Ferry, Lamb stayed at the beach to chase
back every wave that dared to attack the
shore.
But after a good many such skirmishes,
Lamb stopped to stare at a boat drawing
near: a double side-wheeler, white as a
ghost … except for the twin smoke stacks.
Nobody in the Hoolihan-Trunkbear encampment seemed to notice the boat looming closer.
What seemed at middle distance to be
a figurehead, proved, as the boat grew still
closer, to be an actual man - a man all in
white, except for his brass buttons and the
dark brim of his hat. When the boat was
only as far off as a monkey could throw
a banana, a brindle kitten appeared on his
shoulder. Maybe it had been there all the
time, and maybe it hadn’t been anywhere
before Lamb saw it. In any case, the Kitten watched as the man twirled a spool
like a rolling pin to bring up some wine.
When the lead fish that weighted it came
aboard, the kitten jumped to the deck.
Without benefit of a crew or a dock, the
boat nosed ever so neatly up to shore until
it was just short of touching … stopped
right in front of Lamb, and hung steady
there as if it floated on the air, even though
the waves continued to rise and slosh,
grinding the beach gravel.
The behavior of the boat does not seem
to accord with certain basic physical laws
that we tend to take for granted and do not
easily give up on, so one could doubt even
the possibility of such a dockless docking,
or the existence of the boat at all, but then Lamb was there and
saw it all.
Yes, Lamb saw the boat … however, the mysterious sailor,
had not yet seen LAMB.

The wind that did not budge the
boat, swirled the pilot’s cloud of
white hair, as he moved to a big
capstan by the rail. He cranked
on it and a ramp began rolling out
from between decks.
Lamb leapt to avoid the ramp
as it extended out onto the beach.
But she didn’t go far.
“ Great Balls of Fire!" said the
white pilot. “You were damn blankety blank near under that thing
Child!,” he said.
He actually SAID the words
“blankety blank”and not some
other words we have switched
out to protect anyone. He spoke
forcefully from behind the great
white prow-wave of mustache, but
that mustache did not move when
he talked … even though his eye
brows, which were otherwise quite
like his mustache, DID move when
he talked.

“Are you the
King Fairy,”
Lamb asked.
Despite his relatively strong language on first seeing the young
sheep, the Ferry Man looked kindly on the Sheep child … but he did

not answer right away.
He cleared his throat with a “Harumph “….… not actually clearing his throat so much as just saying the Harumph
word … as he pulled a tobacco pipe from his pocket and
examined it .
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Of carved ivory or meerschaum, the pipe strongly resembled
the man in white himself, although somewhat yellowed by handling and smoke.
Then, his pipe-self having been consulted, the white pilot repocketed it and said that, yes, matter of fact, he WAS the King
Fairy, but that Lamb should just call him Mr. Sam. Or just Sam.
You could call him Samuel if you were serving dinner and there
was pie included.

“I myself may take a stroll up to Mab’s knob, where I’ll pad
a rock, sit down, light my pipe. Then I’ll commence talking
… and pretty soon she’ll come out and cover me with kisses,
because she’s partial to facial hair, nonsense, exaggerations,
and tom-foolery.
Also I do believe she might take more kindly to me now that
I switched from the cigars to this pipe and the East Indian tobacco.”

Mr. Sam ambled down the ramp with one end of a thick rope
that he lay it over a piece of driftwood, as if that would actually
hold a boat.
He looked round about saying that, to be totally accurate,
he was FORMERLY King Fairy… that is,when he lived in the
here-abouts.

“I want to see the ocean so I can get small,” repeated Lamb.

The Former King reckoned he would sit down in the shade for
a smoke and some jawboning, after which he might very well go
up to Queen Mab’s knob and see how the Old Girl was doing. Or
maybe he wouldn’t. Or maybe he and Lamb could both of them
NOT do it, and say that they had. How about that?
Liking that, Lamb sprang ahead of the Ferry Pilot to the nearby
children’s playground with the play ship, a red plastic mushroom, and all. The Brindle Kitten followed and immediately went
aboard the play ship. Sam pulled a handkerchief from an inside
pocket and attempted to dust the white spots off the mushroom,
which of course did not work, but he sat down on it anyway, repocketed the handkerchief, and pulled out the pipe.
Steadying himself on the mushroom with a bouncy spring for
a stem, Mr. Sam stuffed and lit his pipe recollectively, then exhaled a great cloud, the shape of which, as he studied it, seemed
to remind him of Queen Mab’s house.
“Old Mab’s house was so small I couldn’t go in but had sit on
it,” he said, “Even if I could shrink down some, she would surely
not let me smoke my cigars in there, and there weren’t a lot of
other places on Mab’s knob for a grown human to sit, except for
her house, or a rock that is way too much harder than my softer
parts. My cigar smoking was a problem, but at the bottom, I am
just too consarned big, pardon my language, Child. No, it is nobody’s fault … merely an accident of birth, and there was nothing
to be done about it, other than for me to go back on the water. I
cotton to life on the water well enough so it isn’t exactly an exile
… and out there on the big water under the big sky I am NEVER
too large, just pretty much very small,“
“I want to see the Ocean and I want to get small!” said Lamb.
At that, Captain Sam, stood rather suddenly and replaced the
pipe in his pocket, though the little man-head was still smoking.
“You are already perfectly small, Lamb.” he insisted. “As for
me,” he continued, oblivious of the pipe smoking in his pocket,

“Harumph” went Mr. Sam, clearing his throat for real, as he
pulled a watch from his vest pocket, and flipped it open. “See
here, Child, you yourself need to get BIGGER before you
go out on the big water and get small, if you catch my drift.”
Which, Lamb clearly did not.
“Well burn my britches behind me, what am I saying?”
said Mr. Sam, conveniently changing the subject. ‘I’m due to
start boarding passengers within a very few shakes of your tail,
Lamb. I tell you what: you had better go back ahead and to see
Mab and give her my regards.”
He stood and bowed to Lamb, then backed away a good
distance, as if Lamb were Queen Mab and he mustn't turn his
back on her.
The kitten came loping from the play ship, and ran right up
his back as the pilot went up the ramp. Mister Sam hunched
forward, so that the cat would ride more securely, which made
it look as if he were aging rapidly as he ascended. Lamb could
see that his white pilot britches were NOT burning.

“All ABOARD THAT’S
GOING ABOARD”
called the captain
“ ALL ABOARD FOR
THE OTHER SIDE. ”
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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 habitations - 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 country, and soon found himself with a flock of chickens unbalanced by too
many murderous adolescent roosters. If anyone could wrangle roosters, 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 ...
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until a woman from the past arrived at Dog’s Plot.
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Ghosts Can Be Okay.

By Franklin Crawford

I know there are ghosts. It doesn’t matter if I believe in them
or not. A perfectly logical and self-disciplined academic I dated
feared them because she made me search my house in every room
when we came home at night together — for ghosts.
In truth, she only insisted on the search — upstairs, basement
and closets — because I was sloppy about locking the door to my
house. Or didn’t bother to lock the door. Or left a window open
for the cats. If anybody came in through a window, they were in
big trouble: I had four cats and none of them liked nobody but
me. And I am not someone you want to meet if you broke into
my house.
That didn’t ease her fears.
In any case, it was very sweet: This beautiful and intelligent
child of two atheist parents, raised in the strictest of scientific
households, trained to not believe anything you couldn’t prove
and what you couldn’t prove didn’t exist maintained, quietly, a
healthy fear of ghosts. How refreshing!
Her dad, I imagine he is still alive, was a physicist who studied
fluid dynamics. You know, like, what happens to a pig after it is
broad-sided by the initial blast of a tactical nuke. That kinda of
stuff. She asked her scientific daddy once what existed outside the
known universe.
“Nothing.”

You see? There ARE ghosts.
And even people who are trained
to not believe in them know it.
The interesting thing is, I didn’t believe in ghosts, either. Yet
when my sweetie demanded that I check all the rooms in the
house, my adrenaline kicked in … the attic was a genuinely
scary place in the dark; so was the basement. I didn’t want to go
up or down there unless I was wearing a full metal jacket.
Not once did I encounter a ghost or an intruder. Still, I stalked
each dark corner like an assassin with a telltale heart. My Samurai Louisville Slugger at the ready was, I knew absurdly large
to swing in a confined space. I would have to shove it really
hard into the forehead of the … ghost? – the burglar hidden
behind the gas furnace?
The fact was, she was scared until I did this and so I conducted
a through reconnaissance, returning to bed feeling very manly
but with a slight tetch of the heebie-jeebies.
Ghosts follow me around. I mean, I’m the corporeal record of
my family’s branch: Dad and Mom and deceased bro and all
the relatives from kingdoms past course through my body and
at any given moment, one might materialize and wanna chat.
They mostly wanna chat. The only news they get is from us
warm-bloods.
I got ghosted just last August.

“But what is nothing?”
“It is nothing and there’s no point in talking about it because discussing nothing is a zero sum game.”
This was a terrible way to treat a child who just sat down with
you to watch Star Trek episodes. The non-believing father was a
fan of the show.
I once told her that if she ever left me or broke my heart, I would
come back and bug the shit out of her as a ghost. This really upset
her.
“But you don’t believe in ghosts!” I said.
“It doesn’t matter, just promise that you won’t do it.”
I promised. And a promise is a promise. I will not ghost her,
scout’s honor.

I had a sudden desire for some ice cream. Mint ice cream Klondike Bars. Lumbering down the stairway to the freezer I noticed that my footfalls were heavier than usual and my gait, in
general, weighty and unfamiliar. I stopped midway down the
stairs and the objects along the stairwell, knickknacks and other
pentimentoes all shrank away telescopically. I focused on the
mini-American flag hanging from a lantern at the landing: It
seemed to be flapping. I got it at a Veteran’s Day parade and
suddenly there it was again, a psychic anchor of sorts. I saw the
collection of my oddities as my father might — weird junk. But
the flag was solid and familiar. In a kind of brain cloud I understood I was not just me — the heavy-footfalls, my cumbersome
posture, the tunnel vision: I’d crossed over.
“Dad?” I said.
“Down here son. Just me and your brother.”
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And there they were. My brother, dead since 1971, sat in the big
upholstered chair parked in front of the fake log stove, a glow on
his face. He had a mixed drink in a cocktail glass I don’t possess
with a glass stir stick I don’t own but I recognized both: They
were part of a set belonging to the boozy relatives who enticed
my brother into Sunday debauches.

That was about it for the ghosting. Dad wanted some ice cream,
too, as he would in life, but there was a problem with getting him
to understand it can in square blocks, not a bowl. Besides, he
wanted Cherry Vanilla and I didn’t have that. It reminded me of
the great “spoon wars” he and I had, a half gallon of ice cream,
two spoons, the better man won the lion’s share.

There wasn’t much conversation. I wasn’t scared. Here, indeed,
somehow, was my dad, trying to pick up my cat, who didn’t like
to be picked up, yet allowing ghost Dad to lift him up anyway.

My brother never touched his drink, I noticed. Back in the day he
pounded them. He appeared to be serene and distracted. Which is
to say, normal.

“Jaysus, look-at the size of this cat, Dougie (my brother). The
boy’s doin’ all right for himself,” My brother replied. “It’s a pretty
nice place Frankie. You’re doing okay.”

I bent down to put food in the cat bowls. When I lifted, Ghost Dad
and Ghost Bro’ were gone. The parting was not sad nor unpleasant, there was nothing creepy in the wake of their departure. I felt
spine shivers, warm ones, nothing like “the willies” I used to get.

The heft of the cat was, to my Dad, a measurement of my status in
the world: You’re doing okay if you can afford to feed a cat like
that. It was the first time I’d seen my dad on his feet since he took
to his hospital bed and refused all treatment for his worsening
rheumatoid arthritis.
I wasn’t doing okay in my own opinion, but there was no point in
debating. I was happy to see them and it was all so … mundane –
hardly a supernatural word.

That was really my dad. That was really my brother. They were
checking up on me. It was so simple and un-ghostly and human,
all I could do was walk back upstairs and remember how much I
missed them all. I had a good cry. Ghosts can be okay.
Franklin Crawford
Tinytowntimes.com
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Avenue of Mysteries
By John Irving

In Avenue of Mysteries, Juan Diego—a fourteenyear-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 consider 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 Philippines, 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.
John Irving
returns to the
themes that established him as one of
our most admired
and beloved authors
in this absorbing
novel of fate and
memory.

Avenue of Mysteries is the story of what happens
to Juan Diego in the Philippines, where what happened 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
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Reiki:
Just The
Facts

Part XIII:
Soul Energy
By Don Brennan
If we are referring to energy healing,
the most appropriate interpretation
for the word “Reiki,” is Soul Energy.
The word now has other associations
in contemporary Japan, having to do
with the ghost world and the occult, but originally it represented the
unity of heaven, earth and man.
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based on earthly experience. There are
no words that truly capture the essence
of the divine. The best we can do is hint
with our references to the divine.
Kanji is based on pictograms that express certain ideas. In order to hint at
something as complex as soul or soul
energy, one must combine many simple
forms to make a much more elaborate construction. These simple kanji
are sometimes further modified into
even simpler forms, when combined
in a larger kanji conglomerate. With
a proper understanding of kanji, one
can read multiple layers of symbolism
within these complex forms. We will
merely scratch the surface here.

Reiki is one of several words in
Japanese that refer to energy healing.
Usui Sensei called his method Usui
Reiki Ryoho, meaning Usui Reiki
Healing Method. One reason he
chose the word “Reiki” to describe
his method of healing is because the
original kanji for the word describes
the spiritual concept so perfectly, so
elegantly and so completely.
The present day kanji has been simplified from the original kanji. New
kanji lacks the more complex symbolism and falls flat in its attempt to
portray the spiritual nature of Reiki.
So we will look at the original kanji
to uncover the deeper meaning.
Basically, the word is composed of
two kanji: Rei and Ki. Rei can mean
spirit, soul, sacred, divine, ghost, occult, mood or atmosphere. Ki means
energy. All human language is inadequate when talking about the spiritual world, because human language is

Rei is made from three simpler kanji.
The top part of the kanji rei, above
the three boxes, is the kanji ame. Ame
means rain. All sky images, like clouds,
rain, birds, etc. are references to the
gods. Ame, here, means blessings from
the universe. Clouds form over the
mountains, condense, and send the rain
that carries the fertile ash down from
the atmosphere. One can think of this
rain as nectar of the gods.
Next we have the three boxes. One box
means eating or mouth. Two boxes

mean communication. And three
boxes mean praying. The three boxes
can also refer to vessels for holding
ritual prayers. But here, the three are a
simplified version of the kanji utsuwa,
which looks like a stick figure of a person with a box on each hand and foot.
The idea is that the human body is the
container for the cosmic blessings.
Below the boxes is the kanji miko.
Now we really get into the heart of all
of this. Miko is a female shaman or
medium. Traditionally, a miko was a
young girl who was known to understand the language of the gods. She
was invited before the occurrence of
her first period to devote her life in
pure service as a priestess, to bring
forth the messages and blessings from
the gods. As such, the Miko acts as a
selfless bridge between the realms of
heaven and earth.
The kanji miko looks like a Roman
numeral “one” with an upside down
“y” on each side. The “y” represents
human being. The top horizontal line
is heaven and the bottom line is earth.
Without the human characters, the
vertical line combined with the lines
of heaven and earth signifies work or
service. With a human being on each
side, balance is represented. The Miko
must balance the duality of human
nature and balance the unity of heaven
and earth within, in order to offer the
prayers that will bring forth the blessings of the gods.
Ki, meaning energy, is made from
two kanji: kigame and kome. Kigame
means ether, steam, vapor or sky
energy. Kome, the asterisk shape, is
the kanji for rice. It is considered to
represent either the rice plant with rice
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grains or energy radiating outwards.
The simple meaning is rice cooked by
steam releases the life giving energy of
the rice. Or it can suggest an unseen
energy. Another way of looking at it
is that kome and kigame represent life
giving earth energy and ame represents the divine energy of heaven.
A common interpretation for the
combination of rei and ki is that the
Miko devotes her life to being a connection between heaven and earth,
offering the prayers that bring the life
supporting energy of rain. The kanji
suggests that the miko stands on the
earth, arms outstretched to transmit
the spiritual blessings to humankind.
We are reminded here, of the great
compassion of Senju Kannon, the
Japanese version of Quan Yin. As a
bodhisattva, Kannon has achieved enlightenment, but decides not to ascend

into the heavens, out of compassion
for all human beings. Instead she remains here on earth, holding the door
open, until the last human has passed
through.
“Soul,” in Soul Energy refers to the
collective Soul of the Universe, the
Cosmic Soul, and not to a personal
soul. Regarding the personal soul,
Usui said, “Everyone who has a soul
can do Reiki.” It is our birthright.
Once the seat of the soul inside the
head becomes active through a Reiki
attunement or some other soul awakening, we become connected directly
to the source of energy, to the Cosmic
Soul. And then we can channel this
eternal, unchanging energy that we
have come to call Reiki.

phasizes our spiritual healing. We
need to balance our human nature.
This corresponds to the devotional
work engaged by the Miko before
stepping into the role of shaman or
priestess. When we have that balance within, and empty ourselves
of our selves, then our bodies may
become the containers for the cosmic blessings, the cosmic energy
that we pass on to others. Once we
have entered that state of childlike
innocence we are ready to let go of
ego and be like the Miko.
© 2015 Donald Brennan

Usui tells us to work on our own healing first, and in particular, he em-
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Thirty third in a continuing series by Sue-Ryn

Now & Then
By Sue-Ryn Burns
The Ghost of Christmas Past lives in a closet
in the house next door. My older brother
lives there and he is the old fellow’s guardian. If it weren’t for Jan’s dedication to
the custom of having a Christmas tree, I
might have lost touch with the old ghost.
I gave up trees about 20 years ago when
a young cat refused to quit climbing and
knocking over the small tree we had gotten. I switched to garlands with ornaments
hanging from them where she could only
appreciate them from afar.
Once a year we haul out the Christmas ornaments
and out he drifts. There’s a scent of old trees and peppermint about him. Sorting through the items in the
boxes, memories drift through our minds. There are glass
ornaments faded from time, some are from a previous generation and every year I consider getting them to an antique dealer
I know before they perish. There is an assortment of handmade
ornaments, gifts from friends, some bought at craft shows, and
some we made ourselves. Some have ancient strands of tinsel
entangled in their hooks, though we haven’t had any of that for
decades.
In another old box, there’s a collection of old “Christmas Garden" items. My mother always made a “garden” under the tree,
as her mother had before her. She crafted with old wooden boxes and milk-paint to create barns, then added rubber farm animals, small mirrors for icy ponds, and a few old lead and wire
skiing and skating figurines. It’s a practice I indulged in for a
few years. I remember a marble tree stand meant to look like a
rock pile with tiny steps chiseled into it on the sides. The family
joke was that it looked more like a pile of “road apples”, but it
would have held up a tree in a gale force wind. I know it came
from the marble yard my maternal great grandfather owned in
Baltimore, but where it ended up as a result of our many moves
is a mystery and there were family jokes about that, too.

Holiday season is laden with ghosts. The flavors, scents and
sounds of the season are part of our being. Old carols and modern
tunes are all infused with past-life places and people. No matter
what challenging situations we grew up in, most of us have a few
cherished holiday memories. If not, it’s never too late to create
some. As a child I recall the season being very busy and creative;
my mother cut intricate snowflakes out of foil wrapping paper
to decorate and share, while my brother’s and I crafted with colored paper, pipe cleaners, glitter, and glue or occasionally
stenciling windows with a product called “glass wax”.
My mother was heavily involved with an extravagant church Christmas pageant, and so my father also did some time escorting us around to
different holiday experiences. There was a lot
of outdoor activity, skating on a local pond,
building snow forts, or sledding on snow
piles in parking lots or down the sides of
overpasses near our suburban long island
home town....returning at sunset soaked,
cold, and smelling of wet wool and flannel that had to be peeled off our pink
skins.
Many of the mail order catalogs that
seem to come in by the bale this time
of year lean heavily on nostalgia.
Some of the old fashioned toys, probably
quadrupled in price, reappear annually and still offer some quiet
creative time. There seems to be no end to the nostalgic holiday
fare available, though in my experience it is frequently not the
same as the original versions, and buying local probably offers a
better chance of satisfaction. A few years back I succumbed to it
and bought a big bucket of plain vanilla meringues. My fraternal
grandmother’s third husband had been a royal baker and made
mountains of those for us every Christmas, and they still hold a
magical place in my heart. Store bought was surprisingly delicious, probably owing to the simplicity of the recipe. They are
now on my “to do” list since we have an ample supply of fresh
eggs.
Ghosts show up annually offering a feast of memories to observe and reflect upon. I know there is a tendency to feel that
“things were simpler back then”, but as an adult I realize how
much struggle was involved keeping it all together and moving in a positive direction. Our family faced some serious economic and social challenges, and I am grateful to my parents for
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their creativity in rising to meet them. We took advantage of
a lot of free things like driving around looking at lawn lights
and Christmas window displays, attending Christmas concerts,
watching TV specials together, listening to Christmas music or
going on wintery walks. The economics of the past may seem
simpler in hindsight, there was a lot less “marketeering” going
on so the pressure to consume may have been less obvious, but
it was there. I recall reaching an age when all I really wanted was
to get through the “ceremony” of it all and go be with my friends
– back before phones connected us to non-stop companionship.
When I examine some of the ghosts who magically drift into
my heart and mind this time of year, I recognize a longing for
the spirit of those gifts of the past and the people who created
them, some gone, some distant, and some that have definitely
been woven into the life I live now. I am grateful for the legacy
of creativity and generosity that have graced my life and hope I
manage to pass them along somehow.
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Elemental Light

Hand Made Healing Oils & Gifts
“Custom wire wrapped jewelry”
& other little goodies
Every item from
Hathaway's
Elemental Light
is original and
one of a kind!

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

Hill Woman
Productions
Herbal Pleasures,
Affordable Comforts
& more
HILLWOMAN’S KITCHEN

HERBAL
RECIPES
Simple & Savory Seasonings, Teas & Baths
To please the body, mind & spirit

appearing at:

Syracuse Psychic Festival
FEB. 20 & 21
Holiday Inn,
441 Electronics Pkwy
Liverpool, NY
Canastota Spring Psychic Fair
APRIL 11-12
Held at The Grey Stone Manor
In Canastota, NY

Sharing, Wisdom, Curiosity, Fun,
Exploration, Education
A Reiki Healing & Learning Center
Offering Reiki Services & More
215 First St. in the Village of Liverpool, NY (Across from The Retreat Restaurant)
The store is open 11 - 7 on Wed, Thurs, Fri and Sat 11 – 4
Sessions are available 7 days a week by appointment

315-461-1022

Healing Inspirations is a holistic healing and learning center located in
Syracuse NY offering Reiki sessions, Reiki training, hypnosis for healing,
Tarot card and psychic/medium readings, NYS licensed therapeutic massage and a lovely store featuring items with healing energy like sage, incense, candles, card decks, crystals and stones, jewelry and other and gifts
with positive intention.

Clayton Spring Psychic Fair
MAY 2-3
Clayton Opera House,

call 800-600-3831
to request a brochure or visit our
website at hillwoman.com

http://healing-inspirations.com/

Betsy Sams

Owner Betsy Sams is a Reiki practitioner, hypnotherapist and past life regressionist who shares the space
with several other independent holistic healing practitioners. Each person has her own business and unique
gifts but all have a common goal of offering sessions
that promote balance and knowledge in mind, body
and spirit.

Betsy welcomes you to explore and experience many of the different sessions and classes offered to assist you on your path of personal discovery
and knowledge in a place that is filled with peaceful energy.

Metaphysical Times

A Ghost Story
By Rhian Ellis
In the year before my mother died, I began to see ghosts. I
had never seen any ghosts before, and I was fairly certain I didn’t
believe in them, but I kept an open mind. In fact, I wanted to
see them. I wanted my ideas about the world, which were mostly
practical and utilitarian and more or less safe, to be blown sideways. I wanted to see something I didn’t understand. This is probably a common feeling.
When it did happen, I was in bed and it was at night. I wasn’t
sleeping. But I was in the state of mind in which things are strange
and shifty. When I was a kid, a Chinese doll on my dresser would
sometimes dance in the nighttime shadows, her tiny silk fingers
waving. I knew she wasn’t really dancing, but I also knew she was,
in a way. Both can be true. So it was not entirely unbelievable, this
ghost.
He was black and white, not quite touching the floor, but not
hovering above, either. His feet just disappeared into a blur. He
was about five foot five and dressed in a uniform of some kind, a
ragged one, and he looked like he had been shot in the face. His
jaw was loose and hanging. He couldn’t talk but he was trying
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to; his eyes were pleading; he wanted to say something. I didn’t
understand and he seemed to know it and was upset. I hid my
head under my blankets. When I pulled them down again he was
gone.
For a few days I wondered who the man could have been.
He looked like a soldier, an old-time one. Our house was built
before the Civil War, but the family who lived there at the time
were farmers and survived the war, which was fought far from
Dryden, New York, anyway. Maybe he was a WWI soldier, or
maybe he didn’t belong to the house at all. Who says ghosts have
to be attached to houses? Maybe he belonged to me.
But what did he want to tell me?
***
This was in 2013. After several years of ordinary upheaval and
strife things were fairly settled with my family and with me. I was
getting work done. My kids and husband were fine. My mother,
who was in her sixties, was almost five years out from a diagnosis
of a particularly nasty type of uterine cancer—and the surgery,
the chemo, the radiation—and was doing really well. Pretty well.
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She and my sister were fighting and not speaking, which drove
me, a person who avoids conflict at all costs, nuts. My mother
was also losing weight, which, she said, was deliberate.
“I feel great!” she crowed. We talked on the phone every
Sunday, a habit leftover from the time when long-distance calls
were an expensive indulgence. This regular but limited contact
gave structure to our relationship, which might otherwise dissolve into hysterics and tears. “I can feel my hipbones. It’s wonderful.”
My mother, never obese, had been on one diet or other since
I could remember. Sometimes she’d lose some weight; mostly
she didn’t. She had the same body as every woman in her family, who were part of a long line of short, sturdy Welsh farmer
wives. I suppose she didn’t want to look like a Welsh farm wife.
When she was young, working as a secretary and living in a flat
in London with three other girls, she was so poor all she drank
was milk, milk from bottles with the cream on top. She enjoyed
talking about this time. She and her room mates covered the
walls with tinfoil because the flat was cold and also because it
looked kind of sexy. It was the sixties but they weren’t hippies.
More like Mods, I think. I have a picture of her in white boots
and lots of eyeliner. One of her roommates dated Mick Jagger.
But anyway, I didn’t tell her about my ghost. We were close,
but I didn’t tell her anything, really.
***
The next ghost was a woman. She wore a long skirt and her
hair was gathered behind her head. She was leaning over my
bedside table and staring out my window. It felt like she was deliberately ignoring me. But I had the sense that she was waiting
for someone, someone who might or might not ever come. I was
incidental to her.
The ghosts both gave me the feeling of being loosed from
time. Often I have a similar feeling when I drive my car over
a crosswalk; what if time folds over, and I run over someone
who was in the crosswalk at a different time? What if that’s what
ghosts are, evidence that time doesn’t necessarily run smoothly,
in one direction? Don’t physicists say that time is an illusion, that
really, everything is happening all at once? If that’s true, then of
course there are ghosts. We’re walking through each other all of
the time.
***
In the winter my mother came down with a cough, and also
some kind of shoulder pain. The very act of telling this story
presages the ending. I would not be telling it if it did not lead
to a particular finale. But in living it we didn’t know what that
finale was. Looking back, I can’t believe I didn’t know, that she
didn’t know, that we all didn’t. The coughing was terrible; our
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hour-long talks shrunk by half.
Because she and my sister still weren’t getting along, I didn’t
go home at Christmastime. I told myself I was on strike; when
they got their shit together I’d visit. My mother didn’t seem to
mind much. Visitors made her anxious, even just me. And to
be honest, I didn’t want to see how much weight she’d lost.
My mother was shrinking; my ghosts were shrinking. The
next ghost was a cat. We have cats, but this wasn’t one of them:
it had a collar. Our indoor cats do not wear them. But our previous cats, killed on the road that takes speeding, distracted commuters past our house, did have collars, and I felt certain that
this ghost cat was one of them. It was probably Sandwich, the
stupidest of all the cats, walking in circles on top of my dresser,
not trying to communicate anything, because what could Sandwich possibly tell me? I was the one who scraped him off the
road, the one who kept the secret of his death’s disturbing particulars from everyone else.
I wasn’t happy to be reminded of Sandwich and the irresponsible pet-ownership that killed him, and I wasn’t happy
that the ghosts were animals now. An animal ghost is barely
distinguishable from a hallucination, isn’t it? Ghosts mean
something; hallucinations don’t. Worse, the next was a small
fox, about the size of a baby squirrel. It sat on a pile of books
near the bed and paid me little heed. Foxes had been plaguing
my chickens, picking them off by twos and threes, but this one?
A chicken could carry it away in its beak. If it was a real fox, that
is, and not a ghost fox. Not a hallucinated fox.
***
My father called one afternoon at the end of March, 2014 now,
to say that my mother was in the hospital. Horrible stomach
pain had sent her to the emergency room, where they discovered that a giant mass had ruptured her spleen, and that there
were other tumors, including one in her lung, another in her
liver, possibly one in her brain.
The last email I’d sent her said, How’s your cough? I’m worried. I don’t know if she ever read it.
I drove four hours to meet my dad, then we drove another
hour to the hospital.
***
Here follows much medical detail, much confusion, creeping
horror. She almost died from the bleeding spleen, which the
hospital had expected would stop bleeding on its own, then,
two days after the surgery to remove it, she had a stroke. No
one checked on her for several hours, and then it was too late to
reverse it, or treat it, or whatever it is they do.
On the neurological floor they were unaware of the tumors
and the fact that she was clearly dying of them, and they treated
her like a stroke patient. That is, they didn’t want to give her pain
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medication or anything that might dull her mental state, which at
first was catatonic anyway. When they removed the spleen and the
tumor they also removed most of her stomach. She was obviously
in pain, though she couldn’t express it.
When she finally could express herself, after a few days on the
brain floor, she said, I want to go home.
No, said the hospital. You have to go to a nursing home, a
rehabilitation center, you need full-time rehab. Your judgment is
bad. You’ve had a stroke. You can’t go home.
This made her cry.
You are in charge of your own life, I told her.
I don’t feel like it.
You are, I said.
We took her home.
***
For ten days my father and I took care of her, in the house she
and my dad built when I was in college. We put the hospital bed in
the living room, so she could see out the sliding doors to the field
below the house. Every year she put halved oranges and grape jam
on the deck railings for the Orioles; her idea was if they found the
food as soon as they arrived in town they’d nest nearby. She had
to be ready; she loved birds. So did her mother, and so do I, and
so does my son.
Because of the stroke, which was in the right side of her brain,
my mother had some delusions. For instance: she did not recognize her paralyzed left side, particularly her arm, as being part of
her body. Take this horrible thing away!, she’d tell us, meaning
her arm. I tried to imagine what an arm would look like, lying on
your bed, when you believed it couldn’t possibly belong to you.
We tried to keep it covered with a blanket. They’ll think we stole
it from the hospital. Please, there are boxes in the cupboard above
the washing machine. You can put it in one of those and take it
back where it belongs.
Birds played a part in her delusions, too. There were snow
buntings outside, she insisted. I didn’t know that bird. Maybe it
was true. Nasty shrikes, she said, were chopping off the heads of
the Snow Buntings and hanging the headless bodies in the trees.
Look!, she said, indicating the window. See them? The bodies in
the trees?
I looked out. Bare Wisteria vines near the window, and beyond them some trees still leafless, then the road, and across that
the neighbor’s hay field. What was she looking at? Nothing looked
like a headless bird.
Do you see those white coffins? Out there in the field. Why
are they white? What are they doing there?
***
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During the time I stayed at my parents’ house, when my
mother was sick, I didn’t see any ghosts. Their house is fairly new
and feels that way. However, slightly uphill from the house, just
past the big white pill-shaped propane tank, is a tiny cemetery.
The white marble stones are sunk deep into the clay soil and bent
against the prevailing winds and the names and dates are mostly
gone. It’s hard to imagine who could have lived here in the 1840s.
Snow blows right off Lake Erie and drops here, at the first big
ridge, and every year my parents would get four, six, ten feet of
snow on their deck. Imagine scratching a life out here, surviving
the winter, with no Shur-Fine, no Conoco station, no Whisky
Hill Saloon and their Thursday Night Ribs special. People died
in batches in the old days. Cholera, grippe, typhus.
So no, I saw no ghosts there, but I felt haunted—haunted
non-stop. In the basement where I slept was the family’s detritus:
photographs of half-forgotten people, china and silver inherited
from someone or someones, childhood toys, a freezer full of food
my mother had stashed away. Her Christmas decorations, her
craft supplies. The town, a mile or two away, had a volunteer fire
department, and many nights my sleep—and everyone’s sleep—
would be disrupted by the desolating wail of the fire siren.
At night I wished she would die. I never could tolerate her
suffering. When I was little she’d tell me how much she missed
Wales, her parents, her childhood there. I couldn’t stand her unhappiness then and I hated it now. Most of all I hated her knowing that this was the end.
***
After ten days I’d set up the visiting nurses, the home health
aides, the occupational therapists, and decided to go home to my
kids and husband. The morning before I left, Ruby, one of the
aides, and I sat with my mother in the living room. I held her
hand. She understood that I was leaving but that I would come
back soon. The sun was out. It was near the end of April. She
cried. I saw my parents in the sky, she said.
A couple days later, late in the evening, she became unresponsive. My father called me to ask what he should do, but I had
my phone off. By the time I got the message he had called 911. In
the morning I got in the car and headed westward. I was about
halfway there when my father called again to say she had gone.
I didn’t stop driving. I called some people, kept driving, felt
strange. After some amount of time I noticed that the highway
exit numbers were wrong. Exit 4? There was no Exit 4 on Rte 89.
Somehow I’d gotten lost. Welcome to Dansville!, said a sign. I’d
never even heard of Dansville.
There was a map in the back of the car. I stared at it. I couldn’t
figure out how I had gotten to where I was. It was like a dream
in which important points of logic are skipped over, or as if I’d
slipped through a portal where impossible things happen. For
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example, it felt impossible that my mother was dead. It still
feels that way, when I think about it.
***
After the fox, I only saw one more ghost, and this one could
hardly be counted as a ghost. It was a tiny, postage-stamp-sized
rooster on top of my digital alarm clock. I watched it prance
and flap its wings. It didn’t look much like the one rooster I
knew, Jimmy, a Buff Orpington of advanced years whom I had
recently found dead in the coop.
I had a feeling this would be the last—could they get any
smaller or sillier?--and it was, so far. So, what to make of them,
my ghosts?
Here’s what I’ve come up with: Maybe at times of intense
emotion, grief or ecstasy, confusion or fear, we are pressed up
against a kind of permeable membrane, beyond which is everything that is not now, here. You can push your fingers through,
perhaps your whole arm. You can feel forces pushing back at
you. You can just barely hear things, almost see them, maybe
especially at night.
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And who knows, maybe this other place is inside your own
head.
I’d like to see another ghost. I’d like to see my mom again. I’ve
asked, tried to call her into the world for a moment or two. But all
that comes back to me is a radiant silence.

Rhian Ellis
1309 Ellis Hollow Rd.
Ithaca, NY 14850
Author of After Life available at BarnesandNoble.com
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HAIBUN: FOR THE GHOSTS
OF MY PARENTS IN AUTUMN
In October, leaves down, the long lawns underfoot,
high season long past. No more the mower,
the rake over tennis court sand, the skimming net
to sweep the pool. Summer guests gone.
Flower beds asleep. My parents pull the leaves into
great heaps for burning.
Smoke scent lifts me, child
racing to the burning pile:
mother wipes her tears.
Father pokes the flames.
Flannel shirt and unshaved jaw,
cigarette unlit.
Their work yokes them. Outdoors to keep the grounds,
early mornings scrubbing kitchen pans, late nights,
dining room closed, yet the business makes demands.
As a child, my words are careful not to interrupt.
I stand back and see them straining.

Leaves bright and dry, light
upon my back, a huge bundle –
my parents’ absence.
Heaping leaves high:
a mountain of leaves I built
a mountain of leaves!
Return to the earth:
leaf pile shifting, settles,
memories sift through.

PETER FORTUNATO
from Late Morning:
New and Selected Poems

He flashes angry
counting cash, slams the drawer:
empty room ringing.
His laughter leaning
on his rake, face flushed by fire,
my mother smiling.
Hissing Italian
she scrapes names to call him from
the bottom of a pot.
I am an only child and memory is my consolation
now that they are both gone. I note how quietly the
leaves fall this autumn,
October golden and mild until the end.
Not with the rattle, nor with the drum,
they dance their deaths in silence.

Peter Fortunato is a poet and artist, a writer of
fiction and non-fiction, who holds a Master of
Fine Arts degree from the University of North
Carolina – Greensboro. He is also certified as a
hypnotherapist by the New England Institute for
Neurolinguistic Programming. He taught writing
at Cornell and Ithaca College for many years and
has been a Buddhist practitioner for most of his
life. His Web site is www.peterfortunato.wordpress.
com His recent book of poetry, Late Morning: New
and Selected Poems is available at http://www.
amazon.com/Late-Morning-New-Selected Poems/
dp/1600478395/ref=la_B001KIX0X0_1_1?ie=UTF
8&qid=1367263594&sr=1-1
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An excerpt from – Dog's Plot The Book of William
by David S. Warren
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FEBRUARY 17, 2008

The Red
Hand
and the
Magic Slate

On a windy April day six years ago, I was paddling along the
flow between Lake Bonaparte and Mud Lake when I saw two
crows flying erratically over the swamp and fighting over (or
maybe struggling together to carry) what I recognized as a human
hand.
The weird thing - as if that’s not weird enough - is that the
hand itself was trying to get away; and succeeded at one point: fell
into the cattails; and then the crows snatched it up again and flew
on, rising and dipping over the outlet.
I might have concluded that I was only mistaking a fisticlump of fish entrails for a flailing hand, but I knew better. I knew
exactly what hand it was,......though I hadn’t even thought of the
Red Hand for many years; had rather put it out of my mind.
Taken way aback, I stopped paddling and let the canoe drift,
until the wind had pushed it into the alders of the far shore.
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It was the Red Hand: the hand that, years and years ago, when
I was more or less a boy and still new in the Warren household,
had taken over my Magic Slate.
In my first years with the Warrens, I didn’t speak at all, but I
was an intent listener to all talk. When there was conversation, I
would sit on the floor near by, drawing blocky shapes on newsprint as if I were transcribing something. Sometimes though, I
would give it up and start to bang my head on the floor. As a result of the head-banging, my forehead often had a couple of red
swellings like incipient horns. So I am told. I don’t remember
that, but I know the feeling, and my forehead does seem to me
to have distinct corners now.
I was brought to the table for meals, but usually finished
quickly and slipped to the floor. I always preferred to be out of
or below the general line of sight. I stayed under the table with
the dog Binker (unless she had not already been banished to the
kitchen for farting) and I was tolerated there as long as I stayed
off the family feet and until, as often happened, my head-banging became interruptive and threatened to do me harm.
Then Daddy Warren would take me up to the bathroom,
strip off my clothes and put me in the tub. He usually added a
few rubber toys and, on the stool beside the tub, my more-orless waterproof, Magic Slate - the waxed cardboard with a pressure sensitive coating which took an impression when I marked
on it with a wooden stylus. When the sheet was full of my markings and I wanted to continue, or when I was done and wanted
the record erased, I pulled up the plastic sheet, which left a clean
slate. I loved that part of it. The tool suited my natural reticence.
Or un-natural reticence.
In my first years with the Warrens I spent half my nights in
the tub, and the other half in the bed Grandfather Failing made
for me, which trundled under Davey’s in the day time.
When I was not marking on it, I kept the Magic Slate under my little bed, and I never, ever, left any of my private marking for anyone else to see; but one morning I pulled the Magic
Slate from under the bed and saw writing on it. Not mine: it
was in longhand. Although I was starting to puzzle-out comic
book script, I could not even begin to read longhand. But Davey
could. I gave it to him and he read it to me.
“The Autobiography of the Red Hand.” I remember that was
the first time I ever heard that word, “Autobiography.” But even
now I can hear Davey saying it: “Audobography” he said, as if he
had never seen or heard the word himself.
The hand, according to itself, had once been that of an Irish
chieftain.
The Irishman had been captain of a boat in a race from one
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island to another, and as they came near the finish, his boat was
about to lose the race.
So he chopped off his left hand and threw it to the shore.
The hand arrived ahead of all other boats and all hands
aboard, so it won the race for its boat, then fell into the sea.
That was it.
I didn’t like it. I didn’t want it in my slate. I pulled the cover
sheet.
But the next morning I brought the Magic Slate out from
under my bed, and it was again covered in script. This time the
script was smaller.
I was not happy about this, but again, I gave the slate to
Davey for him to read aloud.
On that page, the Hand began an independent life, scuttling
across the ocean floor like a human crab.
Davey wanted to show this to Mama Dot, but I reached over
and pulled the sheet to restore the blank slate. Then I took it
back and tried to tear the thing into pieces, but couldn’t, so I
rolled it
up as much as possible and did my best to flush it down the toilet. That didn’t work either, but Davey mopped up the spill with
our bath towel and put the tortured slate into the waste basket.
After that disturbing experience, I didn’t write another
thing for thirty years.
Mostly, I only composed sentences and paragraphs in my
head, and repeated them to myself alone.

Dog's Plot
The Book of William
By David S. Warren

is available at
metaphysicaltimes.com
amazon.com
and stores here and there
throughout NY State.
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.

Metaphysical Times
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ANTIQUE
V I N TA G E
THRIFT

repairs • restoration
rebirth • reuse
Second Story Rose is located in
downtown Aurora route 90 on
the second storey of Shakelton’s Hardware

mnethawarren@gmail.com
secondstoryrose.com
Visit us on Facebook

Metaphysical Times

How Should
I Work With
My
Spirit
Guides?
By Corbie Mitleid
Six examples of possible spirit guides are shown: an
angel, deceased relatives, Buddha, an alien, a lion, and a
famous person (Socrates).
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When I talk about Spirit Guides, I talk about those
discarnate beings that help us move along on our Earthwalk with compassion, wisdom, and often advice. But
there is a big difference, for me, between spirit guides
and angels, and people can often mix them up. Here is
the formula:
ALL ANGELS ARE SPIRIT GUIDES
NOT ALL SPIRIT GUIDES ARE ANGELS!
Our guardian angels are with us from birth to death;
they do not change. But spirit guides are like our teachers. We don’t have the same ones from Kindergarten
through our Ph.D. courses, because our needs change in
terms of learning, complexity of lessons, and life direction. So, too, do our spirit guides change as we grow
spiritually. They can come in many guises: human, animal, angelic, “ET,” Other (elf/faery/elemental), or even
simply energy signatures.

Metaphysical Times
In my own life, the original spirit guides who came in
when my abilities “broke open” in 1994 were gentlemen
with whom I was very close two incarnations ago. We
were pilots together, had trusted each other with our lives
in a very dangerous war, and it made sense that those I
trusted then would help me through a tough “beginner’s
learning curve” this time.
These guides have, if you will, stepped aside now. They
remain as friends and I still have contact with them on a
comforting level, but my main teacher now is my personal
angel. My late father is also a spirit guide of sorts when
it comes to assisting folks with medical challenges: Dad
was a terrific and incisive internist/cardiologist beloved by
all his patients, so he’s actually having a good time sticking with his former profession. One who came in more
recently was a respected Arapaho chief in the late nineteenth century.
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Not Use shelf, because it’s NOT a guide or an angel:
➢ it chastises you in a sharp or mean fashion, “putting you
down”
➢ it pumps up your ego at the expense of someone else
➢ it tries to “guilt” you into doing something
➢ it encourages you to do something that is illegal, immoral, harmful or against your highest good — something
your gut knows is wrong or not in your best interests.
If you get anything like that, it’s your ego talking to you,
and not anyone outside you. Ignore it!
Lastly, remember that they are not necessarily here to help
you with small decisions – whether to purchase the blue
car or the red car, or to date John or Bob. Your angels and
guides are here to help you navigate your time on Earth to
your best advantage – but you are still the one who determines your road.

Now, how did I know I really “had” these people? Generally, they give me information I could not have myself. At
the time of his contacting me, I knew virtually nothing
about the Arapaho people and their history. Everything
this guide told me about himself was on target and verifiable, as were the reasons he chose to come to me at that
time. My father uses medical terminology that I would
not know, and asks questions through me of my clients
that I would not know to ask. So in these cases, I trust that
I was making a true connection.
Conversely, for these same reasons I would urge caution
you if you believe you are getting someone like Princess
Diana or Whitney Houston or Robin Williams as a spirit
guide. These figures are too well known, too much in
people’s consciousnesses now, and in a great sense too
much in people’s fantasy lives for you to be able to trust
what you are getting. If the spirit guide said it was a famous person who is contemporary in any way, or someone you’re a “fan” of — living or dead — I would say it is
highly unlikely that they are contacting you.
There are some very specific things, however, that a spirit
guide or angel WILL NOT do. If you hear these kinds of
things from that little voice in your head, put it on the Do

Corbie Mitleid
I’ve been a psychic, medium and channel
since 1973. I’m a featured channel in Robert
Schwartz’s breakthrough series, YOUR SOUL’S
PLAN and YOUR SOUL’S GIFT. Also, I’m a
Certified Professional Tarot Reader (Tarot Certification Board of America), a member of the
American Tarot Association and an ordained
minister of the Sanctuary of the Beloved (Order
of Melchizedek).
Corbie Mitleid
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It is a
Wonderful
Life
Indeed.
By Kris Faso

Typically the fall nights are losing their lush summer
air. More and more they are becoming raw, preparing for
the starkness of winter. Yet this year… there have been some
sweet nights for locating a power spot beneath the Moon to
just sit on the Earth and commune with the Spirit.
I breathe and relax into my body. Every inhalation I take,
I contain it fully within me. I think about how the fresh crisp
night air feels internally – awakening, alive.
With every exhalation, I feel gravity and allow my body
to drop a little heavier each time. From my head to my toes,
I bring attention to all of myself with every breath. I listen to
every sound, which only deepens my senses and clears my
mind while my body relaxes further. And as my mind
empties, as all thought subsides, I sink deeper into my being
and expand outward. Eventually I transcend the space, as my
weight merges within the environment.
It is at that moment of expanding all my senses, that I
notice my Spirit, and I see I am not alone.
There, on either side of me, sit two (familiar) Spirit
guides. A third Spirit, as I was told, was a Teller - a Teacher
Spirit. When I say it was told to me… it is literally more
like just knowing. You see: in Spirit, the communication is
without words. As Spirit, or consciousness, communication
is by thinking and knowing. Imagine communicating with
our minds. It feels just like it is already known.
When the Spirit guides informed me of the Teller,
I let the Spirit know that I could detect it by its luminous
body. Yet I was curious to know what the Spirit contained (if
anything). I asked the Teller to describe itself.
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“I am a discarnate entity, indeed a supernatural
force of nature,” replied the Spirit. “Like you are now…I
am the animating essence that once inhabited many
bodies of men and women alike for the sake of fulfilling
my reincarnation cycle. I am still what once was an
indivisible part of the human experience of body, mind
and spirit. And as Spirit, as this life force, I contain the
essence of that which is my Soul.”

The reply was profoundly simple and resonated
deeply within me. And like a wave, I felt a pulsation of
this resonance from the core of my being ripple outward,
connecting me with everything).
I inquired about the Spirit world.
The teacher told me that the Spirit world is a place
of transition, facilitation, and rest, and that all Souls,
whether in a reincarnation cycle or in transition of a system
of probabilities, will engage in the Spirit world for the
assessment of our progress accordingly. And this assessment
is a stage within the greater migration from body to spirit
and takes place in Spirit world.
As I pondered what the Spirit referred to as a system of
probability, the teacher spoke…

“Within the afterlife, once the transition is complete,
individuals may prefer to rest, reincarnate or move on
to the system of probability. To experience a system of
probabilities is indeed unique. However most will fulfill
the individual reincarnation cycle as a preference for
organized, logical structure based in a past, present, and
future time frame. And indeed there are those who prefer
their lives to be in an organizational pattern of association,
one of an intuitive experience. These individuals may
prefer a system of probability. An experience of the Spirit
where there is a complete divergence from life as you
know it physically. Either way, the Spirit world is indeed
much less cumbersome and freeing to the entity.”

As the teacher spoke, the words filled my ears with a
strange density that sank deep into my being and for a split
second felt like large rods anchoring my body, which I could
not feel but only associate. I asked about the transition.
“Indeed.” Said the Teller, and relayed that the common
experience is unique to each individual.
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“The transition is easier for some, and for others much more
challenging. Where for instance, one clings to the physical
world or decides they cannot leave the body behind. And In
the case of this challenge, there are indeed Facilitators that step
in to help one through the dilemma. They assist individuals to
wake from their illusion. They may adopt the roles of those
people one so desperately clings to that help them maintain
the dream of still being alive within the body. However, in
their role as facilitators, it is to their advantage as it gradually
allows them to awaken one from the dream”.

This scenario, said the Teller, was common to such a
tragedy or shock of passing and otherwise for the most part, any
transitional scenario is indeed relative to what individuals have
immediately on their minds, according to desired thought and
belief patterns that shaped their lives.
The teacher continued. “Those who have a firm belief

in the afterlife will immediately find the transition rather
smooth and intriguing. And of course when the Spirit reaches
the point of transition where all his or her past life history
comes into view, oh my… what a moment! And ( just prior
to the assessment), it is always accompanied by a flash of the
true essence. And that can be very refreshing indeed. And of
course for the complete assessment, one would have access to
all their records.”
Before bringing attention to my breathing and my body, I
was reminded that after our assessment we may rest or choose
to come back and that no Soul is expected to do anything other
than what has been decided upon.

"One may choose to revisit past lives. If one chooses to rest,
this is where one may make contact with loved ones, enjoy
the company of past lives, of thought outside the physical
plane,and enjoy a host of pleasure outside of the cumbersome
body.”
My attention returned to my body just as my eyes opened,
and recalling the final words of the teacher, I smiled…
Indeed, it is a wonderful life.
As always,
Peace on your journey,
Kris
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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 depressed and I had to notify help for her and now I am going to go
there. I just thought you should know how amazingly accurate you
are.
Christine.
.

Questions about Past, Present, Future
Are you interested in Communication
with Ancestors, Family on the other side
Call Kris 315-483-0074
Kris
I came to you at a psychic fair in Rochester, NY on March 6,
2010. You mentioned my father Ed, who had passed 8 years
earlier and he was there with us. I never 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
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
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.
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Watchwords

Rue, bloodroot edge
paths through the woods--dear
ground of being, dear water and fire
dear thrush and ash-a ravine where the wisest course
is to settle to the bottom
to flow on
--dear framework of the ages
dear horror and beauty
dear moon and sun-a firmament of wanderers.
It sparkles, the world at the end.
Those of us with mouths stagger
what we can’t keep saying.
Others lock their tears in flesh,
stand up to fate, to cold earth settling
until privacy lets a sigh shudder forth.
The bravest compost mums and lilies
and tell friends each time the hurt brushes
its cobweb across their fingers.
These are our ways of saying
we are:
That folly unhinges a door.
That struck trees bloom.
That sound is slow, waves break
faster than we hear them.

“Watchwords” first appeared in Anima
Mary Gilliland
172 Pearsall Place
Ithaca, NY 14850
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BEDTIME
Day speaks to day, knowledge
night hath to night declar'd.
There neither speach nor language is
where their voyce is not heard.
Psalm 19, The Bay Psalm Book
She reeled to bright
midnight, mild and electric,
in love, plain as she is
sleeping, maybe his pushy eyes
would quiet if she let him
hold her like that once,
jumpy one, brief light in
the window as a car passes,
the curtain furls, in his dream
half out of sleep he calls her
beautiful, come again, they grow
big together and all his parts,
by turns, accede to his breathing,
beautiful, the world is slow,
called in the morning she will
get up among plain things,
say in her thoughts, what
clothes won't he see me in,
black tights and dim plaids,
on this hot day, stop, his shut
eyes when he leans hard
and says·, her unspoken part,
wait, the night air, the creep
of time while she
barely stirs, we are speaking,
this is all about speech.
Bedtime
Chris MacCormack

Metaphysical Times
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I can read your hands
over the phone.

email gc@metaphysicaltimes.com
to set up a phone reading or
an in-person reading in Aurora, NY.

Georgia E. Warren

Metaphysical Times
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We Mean Business
In New York!

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

• Fields of Gold
Sue Beehm
Waterville, NY (315) 861-5917
email: sbeehm@gmail.com
• Mary Gilliland
Poet, mg24@cornell.edu

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

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

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

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

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

• David Bennett
http://www.DharmaTalks.com
757-685-9902
• Josiah Booknoodle
https://www.etsy.com/shop/ProfessorBooknoodle
• 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

• 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

• 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

• 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

• 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

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
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404 North Main St. North Syracuse
315-214-0200 • 800-750-4113
OPEN: WEDNESDAY – SUNDAY

Metaphysical Times
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• 26th Annual Original Syracuse Area •

Psychic Festival
PERSONAL READINGS
Over 25 Readers Tested and Certified

Saturday & Sunday
February 20 & 21, 2016
Sat. 11 am - 9 pm, Sun. 11 am - 6 pm

Holiday Inn - Liverpool, NY
Exit 37, NYS Thruway - Liverpool, NY

Free Lectures with admission
Tarot - Crystals
Auras • Jewelry • Gifts • Books
In accordance with NY State law we must state:
All readings are for entertainment purposes.

Call for information

315-468-2050

Presented by
A Step Beyond Enterprises
Admission $8 • $1 off with this ad

Metaphysical Times
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Greetings from the

Metaphysical Times & Friends
Oren Pierce
B.A., B.S. , M.S.G.

Osteoempathetic Healer • Stylist • Oracle
Consultations, Investigations, Badminton

Cell 315- XXX- XXXX

orenpierce@metaphysicaltimes.com

Psychic Readings
REIKI & MORE
(315) 633-5546

The
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Metaphysical Times Publishing Company, LLP
Georgia E. Warren &
David S. Warren
metaphysicaltimes.com
PO Box 44, Aurora, NY 13026

Hathaway’s
Elemental Light
Hand Made Healing Oils & Gifts
“Custom wire wrapped jewelry”
& other little goodies

www.reikireadingsandmore.
barb@reikireadingsandmore.com

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

Signs of Spirits

repairs • restoration
rebirth • reuse
Second Story Rose is located in
downtown Aurora route 90 on
the second storey of Shakelton’s Hardware

mnetha@gmail.com
secondstoryrose.com
Visit us on Facebook

Animal Communication
Reiki Healing Spiritual Guidance

Sally

Sandra

Intuitive – Psychic Tarot
Spiritual Guidance
Channeling – Reiki

ANTIQUE
V I N TA G E
THRIFT

315- 458-2430 • energy-light.com

SARINA

By Appointment
(315) 437-1414
9:00 am to 9:00 pm est

Clairvoyant Psychic Medium

www.signsofspirits.com
signsofspirits@gmail.com

sarinaoracleof light @ gmail.com

Oracle of Light
(315) 706
706--6824
Recipient of The Edgar Cayce Legacy
Channeled Readings • Angels • Spirit Guides
Parties • Phone Readings • Classes • Events

Reiki with
Don Brennan
315-468-5060
lifecenterforwellbeing.com

22 Years of Active Experience with Reiki

Metaphysical Times
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