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famed out-of-body researcher Robert Monroe, she
helped to further the understanding of human
conscliousness, and to demonstrate beyond Houbt
that we are more than our physical bodies. Many
of these pioneering sesslons are presented here
almost word for'word, as they were taped, along
with her warm and inspiring observations of Bob
Monroe and the ear ly days of The Monroe Institute
(TMI).
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FOREWOR

Cosmic Journeys is a true account of actual sessions that
were conducted in the research laboratory of The Monroe
Institute beginning nearly forty years ago. Material from many
of these Explorer sessions became the foundation for the resi-
dential programs held at the Institute, including the world-re-
nowned Gateway Voyage.

The Monroe Institute was founded by Robert A. Monroe,
author of Journeys Out of the Body, Far Journeys, and Ultimate
Journey. The work of the Institute today is the result of the
many people who collaborated with Bob during these forma-
tive years in the exploration of human consciousness. Many
educators, psychologists, physicists, psychiatrists, engineers,
and physicians were instrumental in the growth and support
of the Institute. Rosalind McKnight is one of these early Ex-
plorers who volunteered time and curiosity of spirit to ventur-
ing, with Bob's guidance, into other, nonphysical dimensions.

In July of 1985, Bob himself encouraged Rosie to publish
this record of her experiences. He wrote to her,

Rosie, if you wish to submit the material inde-
pendently, by all means do so with my blessing. We've
been friends for a long time. You've helped me and the
Institute through the years in whatever way you
could—and when it seemed you needed help or what-
ever, I've tried to be here.

This is a warm, inspiring, and fascinating book that
illuminates a wide range of’issues. Rosalind McKnight's profound
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experiences will bring to life a clarity of perception and a
sense of the greatness that is beyond our everyday life. You
will feel the incredible energy and the dedication of the Ex-
plorers' research through this author's insights and unique
expression. You will feel the depth of Bob's inquisitive mind
as well as the expression of his heart and soul in this book.

It 1s with heartfelt gratitude that I write this introduction
for Rosie. I thank her deeply for her invaluable participation
in the history of the Institute and for the many Explorer ses-
sions that assisted us in furthering the understanding and ex-
ploration of human consciousness. It is truly an outstanding
tribute to the work of The Monroe Institute and Robert Mon-
roe.

Bob would have been proud of this account and very ap-
preciative of everything that went into bringing it to fruition.

Laurie A. Monroe, President
The Monroe
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I Am More
Than My Physical Body ...






~ 1

TRANSFORMATION

It was Friday afternoon. I walked in the door from work, tired
and hungry as usual, to the telephone ringing off its hook.

"Where have you been?" my good friend Melissa demanded.

"I told you I was doing some temporary work. Remember?"

"That's right; 1 forgot! I've probably left you six messages
to call me back," she replied.

"I just got in and haven't even checked them. What's up?"

"Bob died this morning at nine o'clock," she said so quickly
that I almost didn't understand her.

"Bob who?" I asked.

"Bob Monroe!" she said with an intonation that implied,
"Who else?"

"Oh, wow," I said as I slid down onto a chair in disbelief.
"He's taken his final out-of-body journey! When's the memo-
rial service?"

"Next Friday."

"Let's see," I mumbled out loud. "Today is March 17, so
that puts the service on the twenty-fourth." Then a light went
on in my head. "Melissa, did it dawn on you that Bob died on
St. Patrick's Day?" I asked.

"T've been so busy calling people that I didn't give St.
Patrick's Day much attention," she replied.

"Isn't it an amazing coincidence that Bob died on St. Pat-
rick's Day when 'Patrick' was probably Bob's all-time favorite
nonphysical friend?"

"You're right," Melissa said. "Patrick probably did more to
help Bob get over the fear of death than all of his out-of-body
trips combined!"
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"Thanks for your persistence in calling, Melissa. I have to go. My
cats are staring at me with starved looks in their eyes. See you!"

As I hung up the phone, the reality of Bob's death began
to sink in. I got an empty feeling in the pit of my stomach.
Then I remembered my very intense belief that when Bob
finished his third book, Ultimate Journey, he would probably
return to his lab work, which he loved, and just take "the
journey." But I didn't think he would take it so soon after the
book was written. Only a few months had stood between the
1994 publication date of the last book of his trilogy and his
departure on March 17, 1995.

All week long my mind was clicking into a "life-review"
mode, with experiences I had with Bob flashing involuntarily
across my mind. Our relationship went back 24 years, to 1971.
That was a landmark year for both of us, because so many
things happened that would create the setting for what was to
come. Bob had recently married Nancy Penn. He had just
published his classic book, Journeys Out of the Body. His Whis-
tlefield Research Laboratory was appropriately renamed the
"Monroe Institute of Applied Sciences" (now called The
Monroe Institute).

And after two years of marriage, David McKnight and I had
moved from the New York City area to the Shenandoah Valley
of Virginia, where David took a position with the Virginia Com-
munity College system. David and I were from Ohio but had
met in New York City at Union Theological Seminary, where
we were both working on our Master of Divinity degrees.

The biggest thing about 1971, however, was that Bob and |
met. What was created through the combination of our ener-
gies would read like a science-fiction novel-—almost too amaz-
ing to be true. But a fact I learned in my experience with Bob
is that truth is indeed much stranger than fiction.

The drive into the 600-acre Monroe Institute complex has
always given me goose bumps. I was with Bob and Nancy when
they first drove onto the property. When we got to the top of
the hill where the training center now stands, we were
awestruck. I got a Shangri-la feeling as we viewed the layers and
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layers of mountains for the first time. The one in the fore-
ground, Roberts Mountain, was once part of the Roberts fam-
ily farm. It was as if it was just waiting for Bob to arrive!

Time rolled back as 1 drove up the road to the Monroe
Institute on the afternoon of Bob's memorial service. The day
was crisp, with a very special atmosphere. A recent cold front
seemed to give the blue sky extra depth. A breeze blew my silk
dress gently as I stepped out of my car. A young man was direct-
ing a steady flow of cars into efficient rows in the field beside
David Francis Hall, one of the Institute's main meeting facilities.

Not being alert to signs that had been put up to direct peo-
ple, I walked into David Frances Hall and down the stairs, ex-
pecting the room to be filled with people. I was surprised to find
the room empty, but very elaborately decorated for the recep-
tion. Around the room were pictures and memorabilia of Bob
and Nancy's life. A large picture of them seemed to pull me
directly to it. The reality of Bob and Nancy's passings hit me as I
stood there staring at their picture. I had missed Nancy's memo-
rial service two years before. Tears began rolling gently down my
cheeks as I absorbed the presence of their powerful energies in
the room.

A voice from behind me broke my silent communion with
Nancy and Bob. "The service is out on the hill behind the
building," a lady said as I swung around, startled. She pointed
to the basement patio. "You can go through these glass doors.
You might as well sign the guest book now, because there will
be a long line after the service."

I thanked her and walked through the doors. I looked at the
book where several people had already signed, and slowly wrote,
"Rosalind McKnight—ROMC." ROMC was Bob's code name
for me. I had been one of his longtime Explorers. I felt a sense
of pride, mixed with sadness, as I signed off for the last time.

The mesmerizing view again caught me as I walked out of the
shadow of the building. Chairs were set in rows facing the moun-
tains. Some people were milling around; others were seated. I
was so deeply caught up in my thoughts that I wanted to avoid
small talk with friends. So when I saw an empty spot toward the
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back of the seating area I slid unnoticed onto a black metal chair
that wobbled as I sat down.

For about ten minutes I absorbed the magic of the moment.
Then a hush came over the group. The service was about to
start. I took a closer look at the program in my hand: "A
Celebration for Robert Allan Monroe, 1915-1995." 1 turned the
program over, and there was Bob's "Affirmation." As I started
reading it, I was startled by the sound of Bob's voice as it rolled
out of a loud speaker beside me: "I am more than my physical
body . ..." It was the familiar audiotape of Bob reading the
affirmation. As the taped message continued, I sensed Bob's
living presence swirling up over the crowd, as if in flight above
us, while the echo of his voice seemed to reach out to Roberts
Mountain to include it in his final benediction.

The affirmation Bob's voice was reciting had always been
used in his Explorer and other training programs. Almost every-
one at this celebration of Bob's life had repeated the affirma-
tion many times before, as I had. But the power and reality of
the message struck deep within me at that moment. Bob, now
fully in his more-than-physical body, gave the affirmation re-
newed meaning as it connected with that more-than-physical
reality of my own being:

I am more than my physical body. Because I am more
than physical matter, I can perceive that which is greater
than the physical world. Therefore, I deeply desire to
expand, to experience, to know, to understand, to control,
to use such greater energies and energy systems as may be
beneficial and constructive to me and to those who follow
me. Also, I deeply desire the help and cooperation, the
assistance, the understanding of those individuals whose
wisdom, development, and experience are equal to or
greater than my own. I ask their guidance and protection
from any influence or any source that might provide me
with less than my stated desires.

With The Monroe Institute affirmation as a framework, we
turn to the amazing story of the incredible journeys I took with
Robert Monroe as we explored dimensions beyond physical reality.

18



~2

THE LABORATORY

As I came around the corner onto West 67th Street, I
could see Rosemary talking to the doorman of the apartment
building where I had roomed with her for the past few
months. I did a New York-style double-park in front of them,
and the doorman and Rosemary brought my luggage to the
car. "I'm going to miss you," Rosemary said as we placed the
luggage in the trunk.

"David and I are really going to miss you, too," I said as I
closed the trunk. "This city has served us well these past
seven years. But once we get settled in Virginia, we probably
won't be eager to come back for a while. So, you'll just have
to come and visit us."

"I'd love to come to Virginia," Rosemary remarked as we
walked around to the side of the car. "In fact, I have a friend
there whom I'd like to visit. He also moved from New York.
Everyone's abandoning me!"

"Rosemary, don't make me feel guilty about leaving," I said
as I hugged her. "You'll just have to release Manhattan and
move to Virginia yourselfl Have I met your friend in Vir-
ginia?"

"I don't think so," Rosemary replied. "But I know you and
David would appreciate meeting him. His name is Robert
Monroe. Most people call him Bob. He's a very unusual man.
He has just remarried, but I haven't met his new wife,
Nancy."

"It would be great if we lived close to the Monroes since
we know almost no one in Virginia," I said as I waved a driver
around my illegally parked car. "Where do they live?"
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"In a town called Afton, Virginia. And I have no idea
where it 1s," Rosemary replied.

I opened the car door and pulled out the Virginia map.
"We might as well hold up traffic a little longer," I chuckled as
I spread out the map on the hood of the car.

"Okay, let's see where Afton is in relation to Bridgewater,"
I muttered as I looked for the city listing. "Yes, here it is, one
finger-joint away! Wow, that's not far at all. Probably less
than an hour's drive from Bridgewater."

"Well, that settles it," Rosemary exclaimed. "I'll come!"

"Il be there sooner or later," she called as I drove away.
Through my rear-view mirror I saw her waving as I turned off 67th
Street onto Broadway and headed toward the Lincoln Tunnel. It
would be my last drive out of Manhattan as a New Yorker.

After a short time in the little town of Bridgewater, we
moved to Oak Hill Farm in Mount Solon, an old rural com-
munity nestled next to the mountains. I had seen an ad for a
farmhouse renting for $100 a month. Being used to New York
City rents, I thought it had to be a misprint—or that there
were no windows, electricity, or indoor plumbing!

When David and I rounded a bend in the road and viewed
Oak Hill Farm for the first time, we were astounded. There,
sitting elegantly on a hill, was my picture of a lovely southern
mansion, with two-story pillars and a huge oak tree in front.
Other beautiful trees surrounded the house, which was on 22
acres of gently rolling hills. This idyllic farmstead became ours
for the next seven years and the rent never rose above $100.
The house did, by the way, have windows, electricity, and
running water—as well as thoughtful, attentive landlords.

When our friends in New York City learned about our
newfound treasure in the country, entertaining a steady
stream of visitors became a major activity.

One day the phone rang and a voice said, "Sooner is here.
When can I come?" I was elated to hear Rosemary's voice.

"Our guest room is yours whenever you arrive."

"What about the weekend after next?" she asked. "I'm
going to rent a car and drive down."
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I was thrilled. "I'll get directions to you in the mail today,
Rosemary!"

"Great," she said. "And I'll call Bob and Nancy Monroe to
see if we can visit them while I'm there."

When I hung up I realized that our absence of a social life
had been almost as challenging as our environmental adjust-
ments. Social contacts were very important to David and me,
and our few months in Virginia hadn't given us enough time
to develop a circle of friends. Actually, I was feeling a sense of
loneliness and isolation. The thought of meeting some new
friends with mutual interests was exciting.

It was a crisp November day in 1971 when Rosemary,
David, and 1 drove over Afton Mountain for the first time.
When we arrived at the Monroe's estate—"Whistlefield
Farm"—we passed a prefab building and circled around a lake
before arriving at the main house.

As I stepped out of the car, the view was so breathtaking
and awe-inspiring that I temporarily lost my sense of reality. A
favorite scene in the deep reservoir of my fantasies is that of
layers of mountains towering on the horizon. From the time I
was a child growing up in the flatlands of central Ohio, I
would transpose low-hanging clouds into an image of endless
mountain ranges. Gazing upon such scenes always gave me a
feeling of deja vu. And here, in real life, were the mountains
of my dreams! Goose bumps rose on my neck as I sensed
something very special about the energies of this setting. Was
it a premonition that on this stage my future would be played
out?

As we moved up the walkway, Bob stepped out on the
porch. He and Rosemary hugged each other warmly, obvi-
ously old friends. Then Rosemary turned to introductions. My
first impression of Bob has always remained with me. He had
a rare mystique that completely set him off from other people.
In a casual, gentlemanly manner he held the door, inviting us
to come in and make ourselves at home.

Bob's wrinkled attire presented a sharp contrast to his
wife's stunning appearance as Nancy walked in from the
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kitchen to greet us. The two of them were always the odd
couple as far as dress was concerned. Nancy was the perfect
southern hostess, and dinner in their formal dining room was
more than we had expected for our first social visit in Vir-
ginia.

When we moved to the living room after dinner, Bob
looked at Rosemary and commented that a book she was
featured in was doing quite well since its publication earlier
that year.

David and I looked at the two of them in a quizzical man-
ner, and Bob began to chuckle and relate the story of their
first meeting.

"Rosemary, wouldn't you agree," Bob asked, "that our
meeting could probably be listed in the Guinness Book of
World Records as the most unusual first meeting ever to take
place?"

"Absolutely, Bob. But I didn't plan to sit on your lap the
first night you visited my apartment!" Rosemary continued in
mock irritation. "I simply forgot that that chair was assigned
to you for the evening."

"What a way to treat a first-time guest!" Bob replied in a
teasing manner. "However, it was good you sat on my invis-
ible lap, Rosemary, because that made it much more eviden-
tial when I reported my out-of-body visit to your apartment. It
actually turned out to be one of my most successful and hu-
morous experiments. That's how you earned your own special
niche in Journeys Out of the Body."

Rosemary's face was aglow as she said, "You really blew me
away, Bob, when you called later that night and described my
apartment, the number of people in the group, where we were
sitting, and how we were dressed, as well as the fact that I'd
mentioned working at a cancer hospital—and, of course, that
I sat on you!" Bob leaned over a coffee table and picked up a
copy of what would someday be a classic in the field of out-of-
body travel. He autographed the book and walked across the
room, handing it to Rosemary. "Even though you may already
have a copy, I want you to have this one from me. You earned
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it. I want to thank you again for being willing to use your
group and apartment for one of our out-of-body experiments.
You were quite brave to offer, since I hadn't even met you
when we set up the experiment."

"Thank you, Bob. It was quite exciting to finally meet you
in-the-body!" Rosemary replied. "Your friendship has always
meant a lot to me. When I read the report of the experiment
and then learned that it went into your book, I was a little
embarrassed that my posterior faux pas was put in print for
posterity." Everyone laughed as Rosemary continued, "But I
always meant to ask you, Bob, how did it feel when I sat on
you?

Bob chuckled as he said, "Well, your action sure added a
lot of weight to the experiment."

David was captivated by the conversation and asked Bob
when he first started going out-of-body.

"I began to 'go' out of my body in the fall of 1958," Bob
replied. "And I might add that no drugs or alcohol were used
to precipitate the event."

"Did you have many other happenings as exciting as the
'Rosemary Event'?" David asked.

"My book is full of them," Bob continued. "But the time I
woke up in a body that was laid out for viewing in a funeral
home was my most frightening experience. And you'd better
believe I didn't stay around for the viewing! I didn't even look
back to see what the body looked like." Though the experi-
ence may have been frightening to Bob at the time, he was far
enough away from it to view it humorously. We were all
laughing as Bob interjected, "Well, I'm not going to tell you
more. You're going to have to buy the book, David. And I'm
completely out of copies. When we get them in, they disap-
pear as quickly as I do when I leave my body. Since you live
across the mountain, why don't you order one at your local
bookstore? The publisher is Doubleday."

"Il do that on Monday," David replied, as he wrote the
information in his pad of perpetual notes. "But you can talk
about the nature of the work you are doing here at Whistlefield,
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can't you, Bob?" he asked, putting his notepad back in his
shirt pocket.

"Of course," Bob replied with enthusiasm. "We have just
changed our name from Whistlefield Research Laboratories to
the Monroe Institute of Applied Sciences. The best way for
you to learn about our research is to come over to the lab and
let us hook you up so you can personally experience what we
do here."

We were all so excited about the possibility of learning
firsthand what Bob was doing that Rosemary volunteered to
come back again in January. So we set a tentative date for our
laboratory experience. Rosemary arrived in mid-January and
David and I were happy to see her. At Whistlefield, we pulled
into the parking lot surrounding the prefab building we had
passed on our first visit. We had no idea at the time that this
was the first laboratory of the Monroe Institute of Applied
Sciences, soon to be recognized worldwide.

Bob greeted us at the door and immediately took us on a
tour of the facilities. The chalet design and layout of the
building gave the impression of walking into a laid-back ski
resort. Bob escorted us through the living room, with its iron
stairway circling up into the Institute library loft, past a
kitchen and offices, and on down a hall toward the laboratory
itself

As we walked down the long hall toward what Bob re-
ferred to as his Control Room, I noticed a change in the
atmosphere. 1 felt tingly all over. The atmosphere was charged
with very unusual energies. I couldn't analyze or understand
my feelings. The air felt electrified as we moved down the
hall.

We peeked into three experimental chambers Bob pointed
out as we walked by. He didn't pause to tell us what these
rooms were for, because he seemed eager to get to the Control
Room. In pied-piper fashion, we kept pace behind him.

[ was pulling up the rear of our group, and by the time I
walked into the Control Room, Bob was in his chair, twirling
knobs. It reminded me of a scene out of Star Trek. T was so
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awestruck that if Bob had announced that the Monroe Star-
ship Enterprise was ready for takeoff, I would have gone along
without batting an eye—in fact, I would have been one ofits
most eager passengers!

[ carefully watched Bob's face as he continued flipping
switches and pushing buttons as if he were indeed preparing
for takeoff. I was so mesmerized that he startled me when he
suddenly swung his chair around and asked which of us
wanted to go into one of the experimental chambers for a
session. We all eagerly volunteered.

"Bob, is there a name for these booths?" I asked as we
walked back down the hallway toward them.

"These experimental chambers are called CHEC Units,"
he replied.

"What does CHEC stand for?" I asked.

"Controlled Holistic Environmental Chamber," he said.

David chimed in, "I think Bob is giving us a fancy name for
a room with no outside interference."

"You got it," Bob said as he motioned each of us into a
unit. I heard Bob greet someone in the hallway as we exam-
ined the water beds we would be lying on. One of his lab
assistants had just come by at the right moment. I heard Bob
ask him to wire us up for the experiment, and then Bob
headed back to his Control Room.

I was sitting nervously on the side of my water bed when 1
heard the technician say something to David and then close
his door. As he came to my door, which was still open, I was
flippantly thinking: Perhaps in good, Star Trek-style, they're
going to beam us up into another dimension. Little did I know
how accurate my thoughts were on this momentous occasion
of getting wired into CHEC Unit 2 for the first time.

I was prepared to lie down when the lab technician asked
me to take off my shoes so that he could attach electrodes to
the toes of my left foot. He did the same to the third finger of
my left hand. Then he placed electrodes behind my ears. |
made a mental note to ask Bob what these wires were all
about—if and when we got out of these eerie booths! New
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experiences can elicit fear, and I wasn't exempt from this
sometimes unwanted emotional monitor we were born with to
keep us out of trouble.

The technician put a set of headphones on me and asked
me to lie down on the water bed. He placed a microphone
directly in front of my mouth. My nervousness inspired a mul-
titude of anxious thoughts and questions. I wondered what 1
would do if someone yelled, "Fire!" while I was wired into this
soundproof room. I managed to relax somewhat in spite of my
apprehension and the equipment that was attached to me. My
pulse quickened when the technician walked out, closed the
door, and left me alone in that silent room of total darkness.

I lay there anxiously awaiting what would happen next
when a tone sounded in my right earphone. Bob's voice broke
in, announcing, "You are now hearing a tone in your right ear.
If you are not hearing a tone in your right ear, please turn
your headphones around." Mine were on correctly.

As I became more and more relaxed, an ocean-surf sound
rolled gently into my ears and moved back and forth inside my
head. It was a strange feeling that I had never experienced
before. As the sensation of movement became more promi-
nent, it began to feel as if ‘a slow-motion tennis game were
being played inside my brain.

When this energy movement subsided, I went into a
deeply relaxed state. The soothing quality of Bob's voice,
along with the intoxicating sounds, seemed to do a job on my
nervous system. I could feel every cell in my body applauding
this opportunity to relax after several days of entertaining our
New York guest.

The next thing I remember was Bob saying, "And now you
are back, wide awake, alert and full of energy." It took me a
few seconds to figure out where I was. I thought, Good heav-
ens, I flunked my first experiment!

Then Bob announced over the microphone that when we
were ready we could leave our CHEC Units, but he suggested
that we take our time coming back. I took him at his word.
Don't know how long I lay there before I got up. I was thinking
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that my body was more relaxed than it had ever been in my
life. I wasn't sure what sounds Bob had put in my ears, but my
body certainly reacted favorably to them.

By the time I got out of my CHEC Unit the whole crew
was having coffee at the opposite end of the building. I fol-
lowed their laughter. When I walked into the living room, my
other two exploring companions, David and Rosemary, were
talking excitedly about their experiences. As they talked, Bob
nodded knowingly as ifto say, "Yes, that's a typical experience
people have."

David beat me to the question when he asked Bob what
the electrode feedback told him about us.

Bob looked at him and in a teasing tone said, "Let's see
how smart you are."

"Try me," David replied.

"Well, what is an EEG apparatus?"

"Doesn't that register brain-wave patterns?" David asked.

"Yes, we of course have electrical patterns in our brains,"
Bob replied. "And I can look at my EEG instrumentation and
read what your brain is telling me about your body's activity.
But I'll wager you don't know what an EMG machine is."

"Watch your step, Bob," I cut in. "You are challenging a
magna cum laude graduate of Harvard, with a major in psychol-
ogy. I'm sure he's retained some of his hard-earned knowledge."

I saw a gleam in Bob's eye; he was a person who always
acknowledged credentials.

David quickly replied, "Actually, I don't know what an
EMG is."

Bob, with something of an "I got you" tone in his voice,
told us that the EMG is a muscle-tone apparatus that registers
pulse rate and body voltage.

Then Bob turned to me and said, "The machines very
clearly told me that you went sound asleep."

I was stunned and embarrassed. I didn't think anyone
would know I'd fallen asleep if I didn't say anything. My face
turned beet red. Needing to find some excuse other than my
tiredness, I said, "But Bob, it was those crazy sounds that you
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rolled around in my brain that did it. I have never had anyone
play slow-motion tennis in my head before. What in the world
were those sounds?"

Bob had a satisfied look, telling me I had asked the right
question. "I've been experimenting with a new sound system
to help subjects stay awake," he announced.

"Well, I sure bummed out on that one," I said.

"I'm still working out levels and frequencies," he contin-
ued. "You are a perfect subject if you're willing to come back.
I'd like to do a series of sessions with you."

"I'd be happy to. David and I decided that I get to stay
home and be a 'kept woman' while he works. I haven't been
able to stay at home since my Dad supported me." Everyone
chuckled as I excitedly continued, "I have the time and would
love to come, even on a regular basis."

David nodded, happy that I had found something both to
get me out of the house and to keep me out of trouble.

Bob went on to tell us about his research. "The sound you
heard comes from a binaural-beat-frequency stimulation that
sets up a Frequency Following Response, or FFR. It holds the
subject in a certain state of consciousness between wakeful-
ness and sleep for extended periods of time."

"How does it do that?" David asked.

"By controlling the brain wave frequency," Bob explained,
"we can help the subject relax, stay awake, or go to sleep. It
takes hundreds of hours of testing responses while 1 adjust
pitches and look for changes in the monitoring instruments.
And I'm always looking for volunteers to help me develop and
perfect this sound system."

David looked at me, and then said, "She'll be a good test
subject, Bob, because she loves to sleep! If you can find tones
that keep her body relaxed and her mind awake—for any
period of time, you'll really be onto something."

"That's exactly what we're striving for, Mr. Magna Cum
Laude. How did you guess?"

"No guessing needed; it just seemed logical," David re-
plied, mimicking Bob's teasing tone.
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Bob got more animated as he went on. "Now, let me tell
you what we've discovered about our FFR sound system. We
use headphones to isolate one ear from the other. When we
send a different sound pulse to each ear, the right and left
brain hemispheres act in unison to produce—that is, they
'hear'—a third signal, which is the difference between the
signals in each ear. For example, if you hear a sound measur-
ing 440 hertz in one ear, and a sound of 434 hertz in the
other, the signal your whole brain will generate will be 6 cy-
cles per second—the difference between 440 and 434."

"So 'hertz' means cycles per second?" I murmured, trying
hard to understand.

"Yes," Bob continued, "but it's not an actual sound that
is generated. It's an electrical signal that can be created
only by both brain hemispheres acting and working to-
gether. The hemispheres synchronize, and we call this
process 'Hemi-Sync'—which is short for hemispheric syn-
chronization. Once learned, your brain can retrieve this
newly learned Hemi-Sync signal on its own at any time. In
our normal waking state, both sides of the brain are usually
not synchronized; they are not working together. So, Hemi-
Sync is like putting a new program into your brain so that
both sides function together."

"Are these binaural beats, as you call them, ever encoun-
tered in nature?" Rosemary asked.

"Usually not," Bob said. "Beats are rarely encountered, be-
cause in nature, sustained pure tones are rare. But beats do
abound in mechanical devices. This is a part of what noise
pollution is all about. I'm sure you have flown, haven't you,
Rosemary?"

"Oh, yes," she replied. "I just got back from Egypt."

"Did you ever get a funny feeling in the pit of your stom-
ach when the jet engines start up?" Bob asked.

"I always do," Rosemary replied.

"Well," Bob continued, "jet engines operating at slightly
different speeds can produce a very strong beat, often recog-
nized only as a feeling in the pit of the stomach."
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"Well, that's a relief," Rosemary said with a sigh. "I
thought I had a fear of flying. I wasn't even aware of why I got
that feeling in my stomach."

"Two blowers running at different speeds in a house or
apartment can set up the same Hemi-Sync effect," Bob added.
"Uncontrolled beats of different frequencies can be the cause
of a lot of stress in overpopulated areas. That's why I am
experimenting so avidly. I'm striving to come up with Hemi-
Sync sounds that are conducive to human growth and the
fulfillment of potential. Beats can be used to our advantage
when frequencies are determined precisely."

David interrupted with much interest: "So this newly gen-
erated signal of 6 hertz, or 6 cycles per second, creates a new
brain-wave form."

"Exactly," Bob said.

"Can the subject's consciousness state be altered by merely
changing the sound pattern?" David asked.

"Absolutely," Bob said. "People go to ashrams for years to
learn to meditate. But we can put them in the same medita-
tive state in minutes by using our Hemi-Sync process."

"So, Bob," I asked, "when the sounds move back and forth,
what kind of cycle makes me feel as if someone were playing
slow-motion tennis in my head?"

"When the beats are very infrequent," Bob replied. "When
they're fewer than about 3 cycles per second, you will experi-
ence the sounds as moving back and forth in your head, as
you express it."

"This is revolutionary," I exclaimed. "And it's exciting for
us to meet you at the beginning of your experiments, Bob.
Who knows where this might lead?"

Bob smiled and reached to shake my hand. "I'm glad to
have you on board, Rosie. This could be a long-term relation-
ship. We have a lot of work ahead ofus."

"When do we start?" I asked.

"We'll have to wait until spring before we can work to-
gether on a regular basis," Bob said. "I've been invited to
Esalen at Big Sur, California, to conduct a weekend workshop
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using our new methods and techniques. So we're getting
ready for that. We haven't done anything like this before. The
workshop 1s in March, so give me a call the first of April."

My mind was racing as we drove back over Afton Moun-
tain. Little did I know then what I was getting myself into. Or
I should say, little did I know then what I was getting myself
out of!
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EXPLORERS

My first April in Virginia was exhilarating. As I came to
the top of Afton Mountain and started down the steep incline
on my last lap to the Monroe lab, my foot automatically hit
the brake at a "scenic view" sign. I parked my car at the
overlook and wondered if I should pinch myself to make sure I
was still alive and in my physical body. The view was so
breathtaking that for a moment the thought crossed my mind
that perhaps I had actually died and gone to heaven.

I got out of the car and stood on the stone retaining wall.
The song, "On a Clear Day You Can See Forever," ran through
my mind. Miles and miles of rolling hills, flatlands, miniature
dwellings, curved roadways, and spring-blossomed trees seemed
to whisper messages of beauty and joy as they spread toward the
horizon in the sweeping scene below my tingling toes.

Exploring has been an innate part of my nature. Travel
and other forms of adventure have always been at the top
of my list of priorities. In my fifth year, when our family of
eight moved to Eichelberger Avenue in Dayton, Ohio, my
first act was to climb to the top of an old windmill to find
out how far I could see. The exploration came to a rapid
halt when my father's firm voice demanded that I retreat,
very slowly, back down the rickety steps. When my feet
landed safely on solid territory, I received my first repri-
mand for being such a fearless explorer. But the uncomfort-
able swatting of my posterior didn't even begin to dampen
my adventuresome spirit.

I was still high with excitement about the view when I met
Bob at the door of the lab.
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"I thought you had forgotten about our appointment," Bob
said as I followed him down the hallway to the Control Room.

"I'm sorry I'm late, Bob. But I just had to stop and see the
view on the top of Afton Mountain."

"That's a gorgeous view, to be sure; But let's see what kind
of view you will get from inside your head," he said as he
began twirling knobs and flipping switches.

My eyes got as big as saucers as | watched with fascination.
I do not have a technical mentality, and I had no idea what
this Control Room was all about. I didn't hear anyone walk
into the room, but felt a presence behind me—and turned to
see John, Bob's lab assistant, standing there.

"John, you can wire Rosie up in CHEC Unit 2, where she was
before," Bob directed as John motioned for me to follow him.

"Before you leave, Rosie," Bob said, "I just want to men-
tion that I'm adding something new to this session. I have an
affirmation that I used with the group at Big Sur in California,
and I would like you to use it at the start of our sessions. I'll
read it to you and let you repeat it after me this time. When
you come out of the booth, I'll give you a copy to take home
so you can memorize it for our future sessions. This is an
experiment that I'm mainly trying out on you for now."

"Great," I replied. "I'll gladly do whatever you suggest."

When John closed my CHEC Unit door, I wasn't as nerv-
ous as I had been on my first visit, and the darkness was
beginning to have a familiar feel. Then sound overrode my
other senses as marvelous tones began to pour into both ears
through my headphones. In a gentle voice, Bob started read-
ing the affirmation one sentence at a time: "I am more than
my physical body ..." I repeated each line of the affirmation
after him as he continued. Then he asked me if I could hear
the tone in my right ear.

"Yes, I can, Bob," I replied.

When he asked if I could hear the tone in my left ear, I felt
as 1if my voice were trailing off in the distance.

Then Bob gave me instructions to give him verbal feed-
back about what was happening. This was the focus of Bob's
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research. He could tell from his instruments what was hap-
pening in my body, and he could get a readout on my brain
waves. But he couldn't tell what was going on in my mind.

It was like a dream research lab. The researcher can tell
when a person is dreaming, but not what he or she is dream-
ing. The same was true in The Monroe Institute laboratory.
Bob could always detect when something was happen-
ing—but he did not know what was happening until I
told him. So we had a buddy-system setup. No matter
what happened, we were always to keep verbal contact if
at all possible.

I had made it a point to get a good night's sleep the night
before. Now I found myself getting more and more relaxed,
but I was determined not to fall asleep this time. Then every-
thing began to feel weird in my head. I was going through
what I later referred to as a "thick state of consciousness."
That was the best way I could even begin to describe it: my
energy felt thick and heavy. When Bob asked me how I was
doing, my voice even sounded thick and heavy to me as I
slowly answered, "I'm doing fine."

Then I went into what seemed to be a black-out period,
which I later interpreted as my consciousness changing gears.
When I came out of this blackout state, I experienced a new
level of awareness. I felt a sense of detachment from my physi-
cal body. My physical heaviness had disappeared. Indeed, I
suddenly experienced my consciousness as existing outside my
physical body.

I don't remember looking back and seeing my body lying
there as some people do in out-of-body experiences. Nor did I
notice a "silver cord" trailing behind me, as others have expe-
rienced when leaving their bodies. But I was intensely aware
of feeling more free than I had ever felt in the physical body.
My mind also was very clear. I felt as if I were pure energy, as
if I could move anywhere instantly, just by the mere thought
of being there.

I suddenly had a strong sense of presence with me.
Immediately, two forms of "light" appeared. T began to
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feel waves of energy being directed toward me. I knew
intuitively that this was some kind of support system, but
I didn't know what it was.

From the instruments in the Control Room, Bob knew
that I was in an out-of-body state. In a quiet and gentle voice
he asked, "Can you tell me what is happening?"

I began to describe to Bob what I was experiencing. (I
pause to note here that Bob and I have the same initials—for
Robert A. Monroe and Rosalind A. McKnight. So in all tran-
scripts of our recorded conversations, "RAM" was used to
indicate Bob's words, and "ROMC" became my official Ex-
plorer designation.) The following is my first report of what I
experienced, in answer to his query.

ROMC: "I feel relaxed and far away. I am very comfort-
able. There is a coolness coming in around me. Two beings
are taking my hands. They are helping me, giving me security,
and talking to me. They are going to take me to a certain
level; and on the way I will go through a dark area. They have
put a kind of blindfold on me and are communicating without
words that when I get up to this other level, it is going to be a
lot lighter. I am to wear this blindfold as I work my way up.
Now I am experiencing a floating feeling, as if I'm gently
bouncing on a cloud."

(At this point my new "light friends," holding my non-
physical hands, began moving me away from my physical
body. I realized that they were actually helping me out of my
body, and would then lead me to their level, a dimension of
which I was consciously unfamiliar.)

RAM: "Can you communicate with these people?"

ROMC: "Yes. They seem very gentle. Both of them are
holding my hands to help me out of the body. They seem very
warm, and I feel good about them."

RAM: "Ask these people what their relationship is to you
and to me."

ROMC: "Okay . . . (pause) They communicate that they
are on the same consciousness level that I am on. T have
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been with them on an unconscious level in the sleep state.
And now we will continue our work in a conscious state."

RAM: "Ask them what we can do to help you improve this
communication."

ROMC: "Exactly what you are doing is the right thing. I
must take it slow and not be afraid. This is important in
getting started."

RAM: "Ask them if they have any special messages."

ROMC: (pause) "They answer that they would like to take
me out of my body and to another level. They also would like
to communicate back through this vehicle."

RAM: "Ask them what name or names we can use so that
we can renew such communication."

ROMC: "They say that names would stand in the way, as
they are in a different dimension than that of the earth. They
will always be with me when I am ready to work with them. A
name would block communication."

RAM: "Ask them what other procedure would be a good
one to follow at this time."

ROMC: "They would like to do some work in helping me to
get in and out of the body, until it feels more comfortable. They
are working on the physical aspect, and would like for me to do
some deep-breathing exercises to assist in the process."

RAM: "Are there any instructions for these exercises?"
ROMC: "Yes..."

Instantly an amazing thing happened. Instead of perceiv-
ing these instructions as coming from the light beings, I
simply began experiencing the exercises I was to go
through. 1 told Bob that they were going to take me
through the exercises step-by-step. Human breath and the
breathing process seemed to have a great deal to do with
the transition between the physical and nonphysical dimen-
sions. At this point, I perceived my "light" body to be di-
rectly over my physical body. What was more strange was
that a third dimension of my self was observing my other
two bodies going through this process!
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I began explaining to Bob that I was being instructed to
build an "energy balloon" around my physical body using a
breathing technique. I was instructed to visualize myself in
the middle of a very large balloon, and to experience my
physical body as floating lightly in the middle of this balloon.
Then the beings instructed me to feel the energy circling
around my physical body as I slowly breathed in and out. I was
to build the energy balloon with the energies of my own
breath. As the breathing process took place, I would expert'
ence myself floating gently in the middle of my energy bal'
loon.

After relaying this to Bob, I began actually experiencing
the energy encircling me. I felt myself getting lighter and
lighter. From a third dimension, I saw my light body floating
up out of my physical body, and from the second—Ilight—di-
mension, [ experienced it. My light body looked like a glowing
yellow balloon, with a dark background behind it. It was al'
most like viewing an object moving into outer space.

When I reached a certain point in the breathing process
and my light body began floating above my physical one, my
two glowing friends stepped in and took me by my "light"
hands, and moved me further away from the physical level.
Suddenly, I was no longer an observer of this process, for my
conscious awareness shifted from outside to inside my light
body.

So much was happening to me that I was unable to analyze
or evaluate it at the time. I was merely having these experi-
ences and describing them as they happened.

When Bob asked me if there was anything else the two
light beings would like to discuss, I instantly perceived the
purpose of our communication. I knew that throughout our
series of sessions they were going to take me to different lev-
els. Levels of what, 1 didn't know. I was simply to take one
step at a time and follow their guidance.

Trust, and dispelling all fear of the unknown, would be
crucial for me in these journeys. I knew at a deep level that
these explorations were of major significance, and that my
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ability to report my experiences back to the earth plane was a
vital part of the mission. On a personal level, I knew that
these sessions would be important for my growth as I broke
through to new levels of awareness.

Suddenly, my light friends told me it was time to return.
My first journey was over, and they were asking me to move
back into the physical level of reality. I told Bob what was
happening, and he instructed me to come back slowly when I
was ready. He suggested that I count myself back to my nor-
mal state of physical consciousness. As I came out, I again
experienced the "thick" state, like shifting gears back down
into low. I counted slowly from ten to one. Then my eyes
popped open, and I felt wide awake and alert.

I don't know how long I lay there thinking about what had
happened, as one does with a dream upon awakening. As I
moved further away from the experience, it grew less clear in
my memory. While I was in the nonphysical dimension, the
physical one was unclear and hazy. Now that I was back in
the physical realm, the nonphysical universe was indis-
tinct—part of being back in the "thick" state of conscious-
ness. It was somewhat like coming out of a dream—except
that my nonphysical experiences had seemed much more real
than a dream.

After I lay there quietly for awhile, Bob asked if I would
like to listen to some music while I was "coming back" into my
normal state. I agreed, and he put on a gentle jazz recording
that very quickly centered me in my physical body.

When I came out of the CHEC Unit, I was amazed to see
that it was dark outside. I had lost all track of time. It seemed
that I had been in the CHEC Unit for about 20 minutes. But
when I passed the clock in the hallway, I realized I had been
in the session for nearly two hours! The effects of leaving the
physical time/space dimension boggled my mind.

Bob was still concentrating on his instruments when I
stepped into his Control Room. I could tell by the energy in
the room that he was excited by what had happened. Since
he was experiencing my journey as it was taking place, even
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if secondhand, it was as new and revealing to him as it was
to me.

He turned to look at me, and his eyes gleamed with excite-
ment. When he asked how I felt, I realized that I was tremen-
dously energized by what had happened. In fact, I felt as if I
were floating a few inches off the floor!

Another result of our session was that I was extremely
hungry. Bob was also hungry, having put as much energy into
the session as I had. He suggested that we drive to his favorite
restaurant atop Afton Mountain. This would give us a chance
not only to satisfy our appetites, but also to talk about what
I'd experienced. I was game; David had to teach a college
class that evening, and I wasn't expected home for dinner.

When the waitress asked for our order we weren't ready;
we had been so busy talking we hadn't looked at the menu.
As I began examining the menu, I suddenly became aware of
a man standing beside our table.

"Fancy meeting you here," the man said as he slid a piece
of pie in front of Bob.

Bob pulled the pie toward him and picked up his fork as he
said, "It's good to have a friend in the kitchen. Rosie, this is
George Durrette, my part-time manager at Whistlefield.
George, this is Rosie McKnight."

George and I nodded to each other as Bob went on to say,
after swallowing a bite of pie, that he had been trying to get
George to quit his job as kitchen manager at Howard Johnson
to work as a full-time manager for him.

"But Bob, if I quit my job here you wouldn't be able to test
our specials directly from the kitchen any more," George said
proudly, retying an apron string that was slipping down his
waistline.

"I can get my favorite pie anytime, George. But I can't get
my work done at Whistlefield without you," Bob replied with
a pleading look. "And by the way, George, Rosie is the latest
addition to our Explorer Team."

George extended his hand and said, "It's a pleasure to
meet you, Rosie. Welcome to the team!"
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After George excused himself to get back to work, I looked
at Bob and asked what he meant by an Explorer Team.

"Oh, yes," Bob said. "I forgot to mention that you have just
joined a group of elite regulars at our research laboratory. I
put a lot of people through the lab. But only certain ones are
selected to work with me as Explorers."

"Wow, Bob," I said. "After falling sound asleep the first time,
I feel lucky that I passed the test my second time in the booth."

"You not only passed the test," Bob replied. "You get an
A+ for your performance today. You're a natural Explorer. |
was amazed that you went so deep in only your second ses-
sion. I didn't expect that. My main goal during today's session
was simply to find some electronic frequencies that would at
least keep you awake. As it is, I think we have the potential of
being longtime Explorers together."

As Bob talked more about his Explorer Team, I realized
that he was somewhat secretive about his other Explorers. He
didn't want us to meet each other because he did not want us
to compare notes. But he couldn't help telling a little of what
was going on with the other Explorers.

Our visit to Ho Jo's became a regular event after each
Explorer session. I learned that there was a husband-and-wife
team, Explorers TC and JCA, who came once a week for their
sessions. TC was a physicist and seemed to have a very differ-
ent type of session than his wife, who was a social-services
executive.

TC was unable to report experiences while they happened.
He would go through the experience, come back and report it
in detail to Bob, and then go back to see what else was hap-
pening—or to try to get an answer to one of Bob's questions.
His information was much more technical than mine, perhaps
because he was a physicist. His wife, JCA, had the ability to
report events as they took place, just as I was able to do.

One night during our Ho Jo's outing, Bob began talking
excitedly about SHE, a female Explorer who worked in a very
unique way. A guiding energy came through SHE, identifying
itself as Miranon. Bob explained that Miranon usually talked
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with him while SHE was verfturing out into the nonphysical
universe. Miranon and Bob had some grand dialogues, but
SHE never gave details of her own personal explorations
when she returned to her body.

During one session SHE got so far out that Miranon be-
came concerned, and had to excuse himself to go after her!
Bob waited for fifteen minutes, with real concern, to learn
what was happening. When Miranon returned, he said that
SHE was enjoying her new freedom so much that she was
debating about whether to come back into the physical realm.
He told her that she had to come back, since that was part of
her contract with her physical world. She soon returned to
her physical body, much to Bob's relief.

I asked Bob about the guiding forces, and whether they
were common to his Explorers. He explained that everyone
who traveled to levels outside the physical realm ran into
some type of guiding force. One Explorer might interpret the
guiding force as a presence. Another might be guided by a
voice. Still another Explorer might see an energy form similar
to—or different from—the ones I saw. A guiding force might
appear first in a robe and later as pure light, explaining that
the robe was only necessary because the Explorer expected
some type of physical form.

Titles or names did not seem to be important since these
guiding energies operated in their own ways without regard to
how they were interpreted or what they were called. An Ex-
plorer might refer to the energy form as an angel, Jesus, a
guardian, an inner-self-helper, a guide, a higher self, a control,
a universal consciousness, an invisible helper, a super ego, or a
guiding voice. It really didn't matter. What we name them
from our physical perspective seems to have nothing to do
with the nature of the guidance.

"Bob, this brings up an important question,” [ said. "If a
person doesn't know about or even believe in guidance, 1s it
still possible for the guiding force to get through to them?"

"Absolutely," Bob said with a chuckle. "Knowing about or
believing in out-of-body travel doesn't determine whether a
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person goes out of the body or not. I had never heard of
out-of-body travel when I first started having my experiences.
I didn't have to believe in the experiences to have them. I just
had them—and I truly thought I was losing my mind.

"Let me tell you about a scientist friend of mine whom I
talked into having a session in the lab once," he continued
with animation.

"My friend was willing to be hooked up in the lab because |
used a technical and scientific approach. Even though he
started out as a reluctant subject, he really got into the ses-
sion. Now here was a man who believed in nothing beyond
the physical realm. But during his session he described himself
as being guided into a dimension quite foreign to the one with
which he was familiar. He encountered beings of a different
nature, and when he came to the realization that he was on
an unidentified flying object, apparently from another dimen-
sion, he freaked out and came back into his body instantly."

The scientist's rapid reentry into the physical realm was
clearly precipitated by fear. Fear can have a positive protec-
tive purpose. But when misdirected, fear can also be a deadly
enemy of the human race, a blockage that can keep us from
being fully human and fully alive.

Bob said with a faraway look that the scientist was so
shocked and confused by his experience that he refused to
come back for another session. "He didn't believe in guid-
ance, out-of-body travel, or UFOs, so how would it be possible
for his reality to handle such an experience? The way he
handled it was to deny that it ever happened. It's a shame
that his scientific mind didn't have a desire to explore itself."

After about a year of Explorer sessions, Bob decided to
bring his Explorers together for a "Fly-In" one weekend. I was
fascinated to meet those I had heard about. Bob's purpose was
for all Explorers to go out-of-body and have a "rendezvous."
Two Explorers did bump into each other in a nonphysical
dimension. But I didn't have any dramatic happenings that
weekend—except for meeting the other Explorers. And
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meeting them in the physical world was as exciting to me as
meeting them out-of-body!

Looking back, I realize that my "Invisible Helpers" had a
specific plan laid out for our research and explorations, and
Bob's weekend rendezvous didn't fit into that agenda.

Bob always called me a real trooper because I had no fear
of moving into new and untapped zones. As our exploring
sessions continued, the out-of-body phenomena became more
and more intriguing. Like Bob's mystery scientist, I was having
all kinds of unusual experiences. Our sessions became increas-
ingly fascinating because we had no idea where they would
lead, and we were always surprised by the results.

I began to realize as the sessions unfolded that they were
designed from a higher level than I myself could understand.
There was a progressive pattern in the explorations and Bob

and I were more than eager to cooperate with the planned
events.
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INVISIBLE HELPERS

When you have a good team, you can accomplish anything. I
was soon to learn that I had an amazing team of Invisible Helpers.
They were obviously familiar with human psychology, having
decided to assign just two light beings to work with me during
the first session, and then to bring in others when I was more
familiar with the process. Either they didn't want to overwhelm
me with too much to comprehend all at once, or they wanted to
see how well I would work with Invisible Helpers. Or both.

I need to clarify here several of Bob's technical terms that
apply to the session that follows. As Bob experimented with and
created various levels of Hemi-Sync sounds using his binaural
beat and Frequency Following Response systems, he was able to
create specific inner states—"focus" states—to which he gave
numbers. A great deal of experimentation lay behind the tech-
nology, and the states he was able to induce were the miracle of
his extensive research. They are as follows: "Focus 10," in which
the mind is awake but the body is asleep; "Focus 12," in which
a person has expanded awareness; "Focus 15," in which levels
of "no time" are reached; and "Focus 21," in which one moves
into other energy systems.

When I got settled in the CHEC Unit one day in an early
session, Bob ran through the preliminaries, concluding with
having me repeat my affirmation mentally and letting him
know when I was finished. Then I went into my usual exer-
cises as the session began.

RAM: "Reel time: 28 minutes."
ROMC: "An energy pattern is building up around me, and

45



Cosmic Journeys

I am ready to work with some energy inside this compact energy
ball. I am told to build a bar of energy to cleanse my physical
body and get out all impurities, starting with my head."

RAM: "Very good. Do it carefully and thoroughly."

ROMC: (pause) "I've finished. I'm ready to continue."

RAM: "Now let your whole self move into this state of
expanded awareness we call 'Focus 12." Let yourself move into
12 with the method you have learned."

ROMC: (pause) "At '12' I went into a relaxed state—almost
unconscious. It is a very relaxed state. I felt the presence of
someone. This presence seems to be waiting for me to go into a
more deeply relaxed state. I felt the energy balloon begin to rise
and float. I was floating inside; I got the feeling that my physical
body was going to let go of this energy balloon with my energy
body inside, and that it was going to float on out into a weight-
less atmosphere. There is an energy presence, or maybe more
than one energy presence, here working with me. And they are
going to ... I'm not sure what they are going to do."

RAM: "Ask them what they are going to do next."

ROMC: "Okay. I sense the presence of four helpers with
me, including the two who were with me the last time. They
are standing around me, and I have a very good feeling in
their presence. They're here to keep me balanced and work
with me in the body, and out. A fifth presence, an energy
being, is now with them. They're going to try some experi-
ments with my energy body. This last energy being is going to
work through my body and implant energy. It's like a yin and
yang energy."

RAM: "Would you like to do this?"

ROMC: "Yes. The energy being wants to project a ray of
light into my energy body while I am going through this very
relaxed state. Let's see what happens. Now I am watching and
experiencing at the same time." (pause)

"The four helpers lifted my body out, and T felt light and
really good. The light ray that was projected into my energy
body was energizing and protective, and had a lightening ef
fect on my body. Then I sensed that the energy being was
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talking about how they would experiment by using my body as
a transmitting set between dimensions—and that I will be
able to step out. They talked a little about that before, but I
just saw how it will happen. I will be able to step out and be
with these helpers—and still be able to observe, if I would like
to. I got the feeling that I could stay and listen, or I could do
some exploration. They are very warm, friendly helpers."

RAM: "Do they want to do any other experiments now?"

ROMC: "They would like to use the light beam to commu-
nicate through my vocal cords, and I am to observe."

RAM: "Okay. Do what they suggest and see what hap-
pens." (pause)

ROMC: (in a different voice) "I am speaking through
these vocal cords. I would like to speak to this young lady as
she observes what is taking place. The physical body is seem-
ing to heat up very rapidly. Sometimes it will be in a cool
state; at other times it will be in a heated state. The molecules
of the energy body, which are working through her physical
body, are vibrating at a more rapid rate. Therefore, at this
time there 1s a feeling of heat surrounding the body. I am
going to show this young lady how it will work with the ener-
gies of her physical body, and protect and keep it in its most
pure form while I work through her."

RAM: "Thank you for your care in working with her."

ROMC: "I am going to change the level within this body,
from the heated state to the cool state. The balloon of energy
which she has built up around her can be rapidly changed for
various purposes. I want her to be aware of how we work with
the energy levels. She will experience a coolness. I want this
young lady to experience the various energy sensations, so
that she will understand and know how I will work, and how
we will work together. We will cool the molecules that sur-
round and fill this body. It is being experienced at this time."

RAM: "Go with the flow, and report back what is happening."

ROMC: "The young lady will understand what is happen-
ing when we project light into her energy body which you
might call her 'soul.' There will be a feeling of warmth. As she
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gets relaxed and begins to float above her physical body, she
will experience the coolness, and a feeling of complete secu-
rity. These will be the physical experiences from level one—of
the heat state—to the second level of the cooling-off stage,
where she will feel light and airy and relaxed. At this point
she will be able to go out to explore. Where she explores will
be decided when the time arrives."

RAM: "That's fine."

ROMC: "We will work on these levels first, as we have done
before, with the breathing and the building of the energy balloon
around her body. Then she will know that she is going gently
out of the body but will always be in complete control. She is
always there to observe and to speak at any time—or can even
choose to step into other dimensions. There will be those who
will help her into these other dimensions. While this is taking
place, we will bring information through these vocal cords, but it
will take time. As she learns and grows, it will improve."

After a pause the voice again directed itselfto Bob: "It is a
privilege to be working with one such as you. You have been a
guide to many souls who need to be released into greater
knowledge areas. This is a special experiment in creating
knowledge connections. It could not be done were it not for
you—with the knowledge you bring, and with the great light
and confidence with which you surround the whole project
that you are working on."

RAM: "Thank you for your kind words."

ROMC: "As you know, there are numerous dimensions of
knowledge; knowledge can be understood from many perspec-
tives. We will tune into knowledge from multidimensional
levels. I am working at this time on a dimension within the
consciousness of this particular being. As the dimensions of
her awareness are opened, I will work fully and freely on a
level of consciousness of greater light. I have others working
with me who will communicate as we reach different dimen-
sions and levels."

RAM: "We will look forward to working with the others
you speak of."
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ROMC: "At this time, I am able to tap into a particular
level of consciousness of this dear being who is allowing us to
work with her. I can work on many levels of consciousness,
and there are more beings who will come with knowledge
from other levels. We will not say 'higher' or 'lower.' They are
light dimensions. As we break through into the various levels,
it will become easier to bring through knowledge. I am work-
ing now on the level where this entity is at present, but we
will work together through various levels."

RAM: "How do you work with these levels?"

ROMC: "I will always be the one to communicate first, to
help open up various states that she must experience to get
her into the level where communication can take place effec-
tively. 1 will always be the one who will begin, because I am in
touch with her first dimension; from that level, there will be
an opening up into other dimensions."

RAM: "How can we get in touch with you?"

ROMC: "We exist outside of earth time. Your communi-
cation 1s a thought-form, and the thought can be the signal.
Just think that you are ready for the communication process
to take place. If all situations are right, we will be able to
communicate immediately. You are doing the perfect per-
formance for this particular body—because it is very impor-
tant for this soul to feel confident, and in this most relaxed
state."

RAM: "Are there others working with her as well?"

ROMC: "Yes, there are others who are working with her. I
speak in pterins of 'we,' because each time that I come, we
come as a group. There are others who are the assistants, and
who will always be there to bring the energy levels up, and to
work. We say that you are doing exactly what 1s necessary to
help the situation to be in that perfected state whereby the
energies can be released into other levels of consciousness."

RAM: "Thank you. I'm glad to know that I'm doing the
right thing."

ROMC: "You are doing just what you can, and that is
important. You are helping this dear soul to be able to open
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up into other dimensions—and you are doing it in a wise
manner. She is very comfortable. We're creating the energy
around her with movement, and this keeps an energy flow.
Now there is a cool flow around her, keeping her relaxed.

"We will move out of her energy area now. Each time that
she works, she will work in a special energy area. The area,
and the energy, is built up through her own internal circles of
energy or energy systems, and from her own base. And now
we will help her to come back fully into her own body. It is a
privilege. Thank you, dear friends."

After a pause, ROMC speaks in her own voice: "I feel very
relaxed. I've been observing everything. It's interesting. I was
standing right here with the four helpers, observing, listening,
and learning."

Throughout the many sessions that I did with Bob over the
next eleven years, my Invisible Helpers were always there
guiding, directing, and evidently planning the sessions ahead
of time, even though there is no "time" as we know it in their
dimension. They said that they were working with me in the
body and out. I have come to realize that they have been with
me since I first placed my tiny foot upon this planet.

I can look back and remember many times when they were
there guiding and directing me, especially when I was in
trouble—which was not infrequently. The important message
here, of course, is that we all have guiding forces working with
us, whether we realize it or not. And a great many people, of
course, are aware of the existence of such help in their lives,
frequently at key—and unexpected—moments.

Often these unseen helpers are called angels. My Invisible
Helpers are my angels. I can remember a song from my child-
hood that spoke of "angels watching over me." It said, "One is
at my right hand, one is at my left hand, one is at my right
foot, one is at my left foot." These words seem literally true to
me, for my personal life has been affected dramatically by the
guidance and help of angelic beings of light—my Invisible
Helpers.
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I never really thought about what we look like to these
kind helpers from another dimension—until something quite
strange happened in the lab one day. Bob and I tried to stick
to our schedule of regular sessions, though it was difficult at
times. Bob seemed to love the Explorer sessions more than
anything else he was doing. I was always amazed at how pa-
tiently he would wait for my responses during the sessions.
Sometimes I would get into the "thick state," and instead of
coming out on the other side, would fall asleep. I always felt it
was easier to be an Explorer than to do his job of monitoring
the sessions. But he treasured his role even when nothing
seemed to be happening.

On one occasion when I had to miss our scheduled meet-
ing, I called to let him know that I wouldn't be coming that
day. When I arrived for our next session, Bob asked me to
come into his Control Room and sit down. He had a grin on
his face and a twinkle in his eyes.

"What's up, Bob?" I asked.

"You'll never believe what took place the day you missed
your session."

"What happened?"

"A female psychologist from the Washington area dropped
by for a visit that day, wanting to learn more about our work. |
spent several hours that afternoon showing her our methods
and techniques. But I could tell that she was still skeptical
about the program. I finally decided it might help her if she
experienced some of the Hemi-Sync patterns for herself."

"So, you put her in a booth?"

"I sure did—yours!" Bob replied, shaking his head in disbe-
lief as he recalled what happened next. "She agreed to
try—but fully expected that nothing would happen. And as
skeptical as she was, I was doubtful myself."

"Well, what happened?" I asked, finding it hard to contain
myself

"She had been in the booth about five minutes, listening
to the Hemi-Sync sound on the earphones, when her voice
came through the intercom speaker."
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At this point Bob pressed a "play" button, and the tape of
their session began.

PSYCHOLOGIST: "There is someone else in the booth
with me."

RAM: "Are you sure?"

PSYCHOLOGIST: "Of course I am sure. As a matter of
fact, there are four of them."

RAM: "Are you sure there are four?"

PSYCHOLOGIST: "I can perceive them very clearly.
There are two at my feet and two at my head."

RAM: "What are they doing?"

PSYCHOLOGIST: "They are trying to lift me out of my
body, ifyou can believe that."

Bob hit the "pause" button and turned to me, saying,
"Suddenly, I knew the answer as I looked up at the clock. It
was ten minutes after five on Wednesday afternoon—the ex-
act time of your regular session. And the same booth. I
couldn't keep from laughing, and was about to explain to the
psychologist what was happening, when I thought better of it."

Bob hit the "pause" button again, and the dialogue contin-
ued.

RAM: "What are they doing now?"
PSYCHOLOGIST: "They have stopped trying to lift me
out of my body. And they are arguing."

Stopping the tape again, Bob laughed. "I really had diffi-
culty keeping a straight voice!"

RAM: "What are they arguing about?"

PSYCHOLOGIST: "The four want to lift me out. And now
there is a fifth that is arguing with them that they should not."

RAM: "Do you want them to?"

PSYCHOLOGIST: "I don't think so. Now they have
stopped arguing and they are going away. So, I guess there is
no problem."
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RAM: "Well, just relax a bit and I'll get you out in a few
minutes. Are you comfortable now?"
PSYCHOLOGIST: "Oh, yes, I am fine."

I was amazed. And Bob and I began laughing so hard we
could hardly talk.

"What did she say when she came out of the booth?" I
finally asked.

"Well," Bob replied, wiping tears from his eyes, "I left her
in the booth for a few minutes, and the instrumentation
showed she was relaxing into a light sleep. After a brief time I
awakened her, and she came out very refreshed. But she was
obviously bewildered by the experience—and she made a val-
iant attempt to stay skeptical!"

"So, did you tell her about my sessions?"

"I did," Bob replied. "I showed her our session schedule
with your appointment for that afternoon. Then I played a
recording of the 'lifting out' technique of one of your ses-
sions."

"What did she say to that?" I asked eagerly.

"She was almost speechless," Bob answered. "She seemed
actually stunned, and left here very puzzled and preoccupied.
But her skepticism had dissolved somewhat—at least tempo-
rarily."

"Did you hear back from her?" 1 asked.

"No, and I don't expect to," Bob replied, still laughing.

"I don't blame her. It must have been a shock for her to
meet five spooks on her first visit to the Institute!"

Bob was chuckling as he continued. "Can't you just picture
the dialogue among your helpers? One says, 'This is her." An-
other one says, 'No, it isn't her." A third disagrees, with, 'I'm
sure it's her." A fourth helper says, 'She doesn't fee/ the same.'
Then with the encouragement of a fifth helper, all of them
realize at once, 'Oops, wrong one!' and drop her!"

We were now laughing so hard at this imagined scene that
my sides hurt. Finally I said, "Bob, I thought the helpers were
all-knowing since they are from a higher dimension than ours.
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Do you suppose they have certain limitations in perceiving,
just as we do with them?

"Obviously," Bob replied. "They must see us as some kind
of energy form, just as you see them as indistinct 'light' be-
ngs.

"Wow, " I said. "That's incredible. I had never thought
about how they must be perceiving me. To them my real body
would be my soul or light body, the part that's like them. That
may be what they see. So, I'm actually a soul that takes on a
physical body. Cool!" I added, "Do you suppose they arranged
this whole incident to teach us something?"

"If so," Bob replied, "they obviously have a good sense of
humor! They've indicated clearly in your sessions that the
physical body is an illusion here when you're born, and gone
when you die."

"And where are the billions of beings that walked this
planet before us?" I pondered.

"They're in their real bodies—their soul bodies," Bob re-
plied. "Your helpers are trying to teach us to see things from
the perspective of true reality, not our illusion."

"You know, Bob, we really do have everything turned
around here on earth. We look at the physical world and call
it 'real' when it really isn't, and we look at the spiritual dimen-
sion and perceive it as unreal, equally erroneously. Perhaps
this 1s what Paul meant when he said, 'Now we see things
through a glass darkly, but then face-to-face." When we're in
our 'thick' state of consciousness, our daily life mode, things of
the spirit are unclear. But when we perceive from our 'soul-
body mode,' it is like seeing face-to-face."

"That makes sense," Bob replied. Then he turned around
abruptly to prepare for our Explorer session. We had gone
from hilarious laughter to philosophic musings and back to
work in a short time. Our sessions normally triggered deep
conversation, since we were continually challenged with new
thoughts that arose from them.

As Bob started switching on his Control Room instru-
ments, he interjected, "I do want to add that it's difficult for
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us to change what we were taught to believe. Our science has
taught us that only what we can see and measure is real.
What you don't see, feel, or touch doesn't exist. These Ex-
plorer sessions are truly opening my eyes to a different way of
perceiving. Let's see what they have to say today! Get into
booth 2, and John will get you wired up—even though you
seem to be 'wired up' already."
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RAM: "Reel time: 23 minutes."

ROMC: "I heard a voice that said, "We are working on a
delicate wavelength and want you to pick up this dictation.' 1
am to report as it comes through. As I repeat the words, the
energy keeps flowing, and they are able to continue the con-
tact with this flow."

RAM: "Just relax and go with the flow."

ROMC: (speaking for the helpers) "It is important to use
this flow to build up the energy level. The voice is a special
energy. We want to describe the different processes by which
and through which there is communication. The basic form of
communication, which is the mind, is on a wavelength that is
on a very high rate of vibration on the earth level."

RAM: "Is the communication the same between humans
as it is when we talk with you?"

ROMC: "The communication that takes place between the
minds of those who are in the earth atmosphere is on a wave-
length that is different from the communication that takes
place from the levels beyond the earth atmosphere. There are
various levels of energy. That is what we want to discuss."

RAM: "What are those levels?"

ROMC: "In the earth atmosphere, thought radiates from
the human mind at a certain rate of vibration. Thoughts are
energy, and as they come into being they are immediately
dispersed into the atmosphere. Thoughts are powerful, and
are at an extremely high frequency. They are limitless in their
ability to travel and penetrate, and can affect the earth level
in many different ways."
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RAM: "How does it work?"

ROMC: "Within the human system, there are several lev-
els of consciousness. They are the physical, etheric-substance,
emotional, mental, and spiritual levels. These five levels con-
trol the many points of energy throughout the physical sys-
tem. The key to the effectiveness of this energy system is the
way in which it is utilized. The effectiveness has to do with
the ways in which the mind is trained."

RAM: "How is that?"

ROMC: "Humans are taught what to think instead of how
to think. Basically, there are no limitations in the physical
universe. The mind that is taught what to think is taught
belief systems with limitations. Therefore, there are limita-
tions. This is the power of the human mind. It becomes what
it thinks itself to be. This is why it is so important to re-edu-
cate the human race to the full potential of the human com-
munication system."

RAM: "What is the full potential of the human mind?"

ROMC: "Humans who are taught how to think would
discover that the human mind is capable of traveling into the
depths of every type of universe, to tap into all knowledge
that exists. At the base of every human system is the very
principle of universal knowledge. Every cell in the body is a
pattern of the whole, and is a universe in and of itself. All
knowledge exists therein. Every human system is capable of
tapping into that source, which is its very being. When this
knowledge is understood, the human mind and human soul
are then freed to explore the depths of all possible universes,
which are all within."

RAM: "How does the body relate to the mind?"

ROMC: "The body is in no way a boundary. It is just an
encasement—a storage place for the human system to energize.
But there is one important factor to take into consideration. All
systems must be 'go.' Thought, or emotional levels, can in and of
themselves block the communication flow. When everything is
synchronized and flows freely, the mind can function at its vari-
ous levels, opening up new vistas in human consciousness."

58



Rosalind

RAM: "How does out-of-body travel fit into the overall
scheme of things?"

ROMC: "Out-of-body travel is a term used to describe the
manner in which the energy body, or soul, can function in the
other dimensions of its own being. The freedom to move into
other dimensions has to do with vibrations of the overall sys-
tem, and this varies, depending on the balance of energies."

RAM: "How can we tap into these levels of knowledge?"

ROMC: "There are different ways in which souls can tap
into various levels of knowledge. It is important for each per-
son to know that his or her vibratory rate is completely differ-
ent from any other's, just as all fingerprints are uniquely
different. Each soul has its own soulprint and special form of
communication."

RAM: "What are the levels of communication?"

ROMC: "One level is the sending out of thought. Thought
is an energy more real than your physical body, because every
thought you have goes somewhere. You think of a person,
alive or deceased, and they pick up the thought instantly.
Thought can travel into all levels inside and outside of time."

RAM: "It certainly makes one stop and think about think-
ing! In fact, it gives relevance to the assertion, 'l think, there-
fore I am.""

ROMC: "Yes, indeed. Another level of communication is
the receptive, where, when all energy systems are 'go,' com-
munication is picked up on the mental wave-level from the
time and timeless dimensions. The timeless are the dimen-
sions from which we communicate. It is hard for humans to
understand timelessness when they are locked into time."

RAM: "This is why you tell us that we are merely to think
about communication with you, and you are there?"

ROMC: "Exactly. There are one-way and two-way com-
munication systems. We on this dimension are able to pick up
rapidly all that happens on the earth plane because we are on
a higher vibration than the earth level. Those on the earth
level who vibrate on a rate close to that on which we function
can tune into our dimension readily."
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RAM: "So, what is your purpose in communicating with us?"

ROMC: "It is our basic purpose to get the communication
through to the earth level that there are no limitations in your
dimension, other than those that you put upon yourselves. This
is the important basis of the training you do at your Institute.
You make it possible for people to get into the free flow of their
own existence, and to explore the limitless boundaries of
higher universes, which actually are all within each being.

"This concept is difficult for humans to understand, since
you are locked into 'spatial' concepts, as well. In reality there
is no time and no space. A special flow of energy is released
when you work on the assumption that there are no limits in
the human communication system. Those who are able to
freely get into the flow of their own existence are able to get
into this limitless level of communication that exists outside
of what you consider to be time and space."

RAM: "What about death on the earth plane?"

ROMC: "Souls who are in the flow of their own higher
attunement know that there is no death. Death is merely a
word created in the physical language to describe something
not understood. Therefore, death is merely a word that de-
scribes an experience. Death, in itself, is not a reality. Death
can best describe those souls whose systems are at a stopping
point, a level of stagnation."

RAM: "Is anything in the universe ever really destroyed?"

ROMC: "Those who are in the true flow of higher energies
know that nothing is destroyed. There is no beginning and no
end, because there is no time and no space. That which we
see and touch, including our human loved ones, vibrates into
and out of the earth time/space level of consciousness. Be-
cause we cannot see or touch something does not mean that
it does not exist. Death is only transformation from the physi-
cal to the etheric-substance body. Therefore, the word 'death’
is a separate entity in itself, created and used by humans to
describe the hidden mysteries of existence. Death is not a
mystery for those who are in tune with their own life flow.
Death is just another beautiful life experience."
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RAM: "Thank you very much. It would be helpful if you
could explain to us the transformation that takes place when
the physical body is no longer inhabitable. What happens at
that point?"

ROMC: "When this process of transformation takes place,
it 1s a shifting of basic energies from the physical home base
into the energy levels of the etheric body. The soul will go
into the dimension of its highest vibratory level."

RAM: "Are there souls that don't get out of the physical
realm?"

ROMC: "There are souls whose energies shift into the
etheric body, but whose mental or emotional levels, or both,
keep them in the physical realm of vibration. These are souls
whose mental or emotional vibrations are at the rate of the
earth vibrations. And because they are locked into certain
earth-level concepts, or emotions, they stay in this earth-level
of consciousness until they are able to release the special
thought-forms that confine them. These are considered to be
'earthbound' souls—or ghosts, as you call them—because of
their attachments to the physical energies of the earth."

RAM: "So, do all souls have guiding forces that work with
them the way you are working with this energy?"

ROMC: "Absolutely. Our purpose is to work on all levels
to release souls into the higher level of their own freedom."

RAM: "Explain further what you mean."

ROMC: "There are certain universal principles on which
the human communication system functions: Like attracts
like. You are what you think. There is no God that punishes.

"There is a built-in system, which operates on basic laws,
that controls the human energies. There i1s a God-force in the
universe, the highest energy, the highest consciousness level
of existence, constantly working to guide you back to your
true natures. There is no before and no after, these are merely
confining concepts, or thought-forms, manifested in the earth
realm of existence to create the illusion of time. There is only

now in the reality of existence."
RAM: "What about life after death?"
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ROMC: "When you speak of life after death, this is a
misnomer. If one is dead emotionally, mentally, or spiritually
before the physical body is dropped, that same consciousness
level will still be in operation in that soul upon transforma-
tion. We continually work with all souls to bring them into
their higher level of transformation. Hell is a state in which
souls are locked into levels of stagnation. We will work with
all souls from the earth plane until they come into their high-
est level of light transformation. There is only life. Your life in
the body is the same as your life out of the body, or after
death."

RAM: "So, you are saying that I am more than my physical
body in that I am always alive somewhere?"

ROMC: "Certainly. One can live in the timeless level of
reality within the body as well as out of the body. That is why
we are saying that there are no limitations, even while in the
physical body.

"Now we must step aside, dear friend. Continue in the
mode in which you are presently working—mnamely, to help
souls to become freed and released into the higher natures of
their own being. Thank you."

RAM: "Thank you very much for coming and sharing,
(pause) Count yourself back down slowly, and let me know
when you're back." (pause)

ROMC: "I'm here."

RAM: "How do you feel?

ROMC: "I feel great!"

RAM: "Where were you when this dialogue was taking
place?"

ROMC: "I was right here with my Invisible Helpers. It was
so fascinating that I had to stay here and listen, even though I
could have gone out exploring elsewhere."

Interestingly, at the beginning of this session I saw a "tape"
with words on it flowing by, and I received the impression
that I was to read the words as they moved across my vision.
But after the session got under way, the energy seemed to

62



Rosalind

increase and I wasn't aware of seeing and reading the tape any
longer.

This session was very powerful. We didn't realize how
strong the energy was until we got outside. Bob describes the
event in his book, Far Journeys (p. 49):

When we got into our cars parked outside some
twenty feet from booth 2, we found that the batteries
were dead in all three cars. They jump-started quite
easily, as it was a summer night, and stayed in charge
afterward. Cars parked on the other side, or sixty feet
away, were unaffected. Thus, we learned we had better
not park too close to booth 2 during certain experiments.

This situation actually happened several times because we
would simply forget to park far enough from booth 2 only to
find our car batteries dead upon leaving. As Bob stated in Far
Journeys, "Exactly why this took place and still does so—we
don't know."
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Because I Am More Than
Physical Matter, I Can Perceive
That Which Is Greater Than the

Physical  World.






~6~

MORE  THA
PHYSICAL MATTER

My Invisible Helpers spent many sessions preparing me for
our journeys into other dimensions. They taught avidly and
worked endless hours of earth time on my energy body. In
order to move freely into other dimensions my energies had to
be clear, so there was a lot of cleaning up to do.

One day when I was driving to the Institute for my session
I had the feeling that something very special was about to
happen. My energies were exceptionally high. Little did I
know that I was about to launch upon my first major journey.
Apparently my helpers, in their master plan for me, had deter-
mined that on this day I would come to understand clearly
that I was more than physical matter.

It seems they wanted to impress upon me that the material
world in which we live is merely a "reflection of the real
world," as they termed it. They chose to put this point across
by launching me on a very strange journey of reality distor-
tion, so that I would indeed learn how abstract and unreal life
in the physical realm is. And when I say they "launched" me
on this unusual journey, I mean just that.

As I got hooked into my CHEC Unit, I was feeling such ex-
citement and anticipation that I found it difficult to relax—until
the soothing sounds of ocean waves came through my ear-
phones. I mentally repeated the affirmation, and it wasn't long
before I went into my level and moved through the thick state.

As I mentioned earlier, sometimes I would get stuck in
this state—and simply fall sound asleep. This was always
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embarrassing, with Bob waiting patiently in his Control Room
for something to happen. After a period of time, he would say
in a gentle voice, "Is anything happening?" As often as not |
would reply groggily, "I don't think so"—and continue sleep-
ing. I rationalized by convincing myself that at these times I
needed sleep more than anything else. Perhaps 1 did.

Sleep, however, was not on the docket for this particular
session. Suddenly, I felt a great surge of energy, as if I were
literally being launched into space. This incredible burst of
energy left me breathless and speechless, and I was unable to
report anything to Bob until my pace slowed. It seemed as if |
was moving rapidly through a dark tunnel. Strangely, it also
seemed as if [ was standing still. It was a paradox of simultane-
ously feeling movement and nonmovement.

Then, just as suddenly as my launch had occurred, I was
suspended in a space of absolute stillness and isolation. An
eerie feeling came over me, and I knew then what it would be
like to be the last person on earth!

I desperately wanted to believe that my Invisible Helpers
were with me, but they certainly didn't make themselves
known. I seemed completely lost in an endless space. I experi-
enced a sense of separation from all my earthly support sys-
tems.

Those few moments of absolute isolation seemed like an
eternity. Then I realized that my Invisible Helpers had guided
me into this particular space and experience for a reason.
They wanted me to become aware of my need for detachment
from the earth energies. This space was like a cleansing center
to prepare me to enter a very different dimension.

At this moment I had a vivid memory of an experience I'd
had one night while sleeping. I remembered moving out into the
expansiveness and darkness of outer space. I felt called toward
the unknown, and to the stars beyond. But at the same time I
was frightened—even petrified—because I was being drawn
away from any familiar territory. Had this nighttime experience
been a preparation, designed by my Invisible Helpers, for my
present state of lonely separation from all I knew?
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As I was just beginning to resign myself to this new feeling
of naked isolation, I suddenly experienced some kind of en-
ergy capsule starting to surround me. Like a protective shield,
it replaced my feeling of abandonment with a sense of secu-
rity. I realized that this unique pod had been formed around
my energy body by my Invisible Helpers, both to protect and
to prepare me for a "higher octane" transportation mode.
Without it I knew that I simply was not capable of the journey
about to take place. A great surge of energy suddenly radiated
within and around me. I could feel that I was very much
running on "high octane" and was ready for whatever was
next.

My Invisible Helpers did indeed have a sense of humor.
Having found myself encircled by an energy space capsule, |
began making voice contact with Bob back in the CHEC
Unit. As I brought him up-to-date, a helmet with a "12" on it
floated before my eyes and was placed on my head. I sensed
that it was a symbolic gesture.

As 1 described it to Bob, I heard a chuckle from the Con-
trol Room. We both realized it was an indication that I was in
Focus 12—and was ready to "helmet up" for an important
journey. By this time my space capsule was becoming ex-
tremely cozy, and all my attention began to focus on my im-
mediate surroundings.

The next thing I knew the energy changed. My capsule
was changing direction. I looked out, and there it was—an
incredible view of planet Earth from outer space. Suspended
below me, it looked no bigger than my own space capsule.
Then we picked up speed and began moving toward that
distant, tiny ball known as planet Earth. Light, dark, and radi-
ant colors were shooting out from it in all directions. I realized
at once that, viewing it from another dimension as I was, I
was actually seeing the earth's aura—or energy form.

It seemed as if [ was, in fact, seeing the "spiritual body" of
the earth. My helpers were clearly showing me that the earth
was indeed a living entity—that it, like me, i1s more than
physical. At the same moment I could see planets shining in
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the darkness beyond, and I remembered that the earth is but a
tiny atom in an immense system of bodies, each with its own
spiritual body.

As we continued moving closer to the earth, the radiating,
colored lights surrounding it became more and more prominent,
emanating in every direction. I wondered what my Invisible
Helpers were going to do with me next, and assumed they would
drop me off on our way through the earth's atmosphere.

"On our way through," however, took on literal meaning:
We went right through the earth's surface, the way a neutrino
penetrates solid matter as though it didn't exist. I wondered if
I had been transformed into some kind of subatomic particle,
or if I was traveling on a ray of some type. The thought
occurred to me that our etheric energy bodies probably consist
of particles more subtle than any known atomic or subatomic
particles that make up our physical plane.

As we penetrated the earth's surface, it became dark. Then
we moved through levels of color like the spectrum of the
rainbow. Next, we were in an area of molten lava. I sensed the
outside of my capsule growing very hot, but I knew it was a
secure cocoon around me.

Much movement was now taking place on the outside of
my capsule, but I was experiencing a strange sense of weight-
lessness, timelessness, and stillness within it. It was as if two
time zones were touching, but that the time zone in my cap-
sule and the one I was traveling through were at opposite
ends of a spectrum. I perceived that the earth was on a much
slower vibration than my speeded-up light vibration; para-
doxically, th