
Two police cruisers slip silently down the middle of the long dirt driveway toward my family’s three-

story brick home. Pine trees, 100 feet tall, are staggered along either side of the driveway as if javelins 

were thrown down from heaven, just missing these intruders. I peer out to see them through a small 

side window beside our white front door. 

I run upstairs, out of breath, and enter my sister’s bedroom. Vinyl wallpaper covered with foot-long red 

roses surrounds me on all sides, but this situation does not smell sweet. Panicked, I open the second 

story window that faces the river. 

In the distance, under a cluster of pine trees, is a granite platform covered with pine needles. A prior 

owner in the late 1800s built it as his throne. I imagine him sitting like a dignified statue gazing down 

upon the waterfall while he contemplated life’s intricate ways. 

If I could jump out far enough, I could grab a branch of the giant pine tree near the house. I squat like a 

bird on the window ledge, pausing to ask myself, “Is this the right moment to allow The Guru to have full 

control of my body?” It seems like a reasonable solution and an easy way to escape this predicament, 

but deep down my soul suspects that to surrender itself to another spirit is breaking some sacred 

spiritual ethic. But then again, why not? 

Ten minutes earlier, I was sitting in the lotus position on top of a four-foot-long, gold-framed antique 

mirror that I had taken down from the bathroom wall and positioned on the edges of the tub. It felt as 

though The Guru sharing my body for the past ten days was ready to blast out of my third eye. I had 

positioned the Waterpik shower-massager to direct a strong half-inch beam of water toward my third 

eye, which I was intently focusing upon. I became distracted by anticipating a jolt as The Guru departed, 

and I was suddenly overcome by fear. I envisioned a sudden blow of pain that might throw me into the 

shower wall with tremendous force. I found myself beginning to scream as long and loudly as is humanly 

possible in one breath. Although this eased my fears of imminent bodily harm, it didn’t occur to me that 

my screaming would raise the concern of my mother, who immediately called the police. 

Perching on the windowsill with my heart beating rapidly, I make my plea. “Guru, take over complete 

control and get me out of this situation!” 

What happens next is hard to explain. It’s as though I am looking through a periscope. I can’t see 

anything to the left or right unless I turn and face that direction. Jumping to the tree branch seems more 

challenging now, but begins to look more realistic when it comes into focus through my tunnel vision. I 

leap from the window ledge and catch hold of the branch. 

Life is looking better, I fantasize about taking a nice easy float down to the soft, pine needle-

bedding…but before this happens, I hear a crack! and a snap! My descent suddenly turns into a crash 

landing. My ankles feel slightly sprained, but they still function. Deciding to run, I discover it’s not that 

easy with tunnel vision. I see a foot here, a branch there…look out for that tree! I make a quick left turn. 

There’s a steep, fifty-foot descent to the river. I find myself airborne, somewhere near the granite 

platform, floating or flying, a big rock heading my way. I feel the impact, hard against my skull. Blood 

trickles down my cheek. I feel numb, sick, and woozy. 

Time passes: ten minutes…ten days…or ten years? As if in a dream, I stand up and wade through the 

waist-high ferns. I feel like a cornered warrior, forced to retaliate. 



I come back to something resembling reality when a tranquilizer is injected into my hip. This wakes me 

up from one dream and puts me into another. I first notice the smell of hot vinyl seats. Then I realize 

that I am locked in the back of a police car and have pepper spray in my eyes and a black mesh sack over 

my head. I feel blood on my face and hands, and my ribs feel cracked or broken. It’s painful to breathe. 

My right shoulder has a bloody scrape where I was dragged on the ground. I feel chains on my lap that 

lead to a set of handcuffs around my wrists and a pair of ankle cuffs below. I have been captured like a 

prisoner. 

But this is not fiction. These events are real. What happened during those ten minutes after I crashed 

into the rock until I was brought back to reality in the police car? I reveal the unusual events during the 

ten days preceding this scene, and the amazing spiritual journey that unfolded during the ten years 

thereafter. 

 


