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[bookmark: PREFACE]PREFACE
[bookmark: _Hlk215916287]
This is a fiction, a story that speaks about reality. You may recognize some of the characters hidden behind different names, combined with places and dates that are real, others that are made up and yet also real.
The story may be familiar to you, it ‘is’ what’s happening in the world right now as these words are written but blurred by the fiction. The  perpetrators of the fiction, who are also real, created that blur to confuse you and so many who read these fictional truths will find what they say incredible, even crazy and yet they are hidden in plain sight.
I invite you to be ‘open’ and consider the possibility that what follows is true. ‘If’ you are open enough, this truth will begin to reveal itself to you everywhere.   INDEX





[bookmark: CH1]CHAPTER ONE

For almost a decade the Park Lady showed up in my dreams as a silent comfort, standing at a distance under a huge oak tree. In all that time she never uttered a word and yet when I woke up the next morning, I always felt uplifted.
This dream was different. This time, I was standing right beside her. She appeared to be in her mid-twenties with long white hair that hung down her back, tied by a rose-colored ribbon near her neck. Her dress was pure white, as I had always seen her and came down to her ankles. It was loosely tied at the waist, and she wore no jewelry that I could see.
Then in a vision I saw a huge tidal wave that washed over the entire planet. It was dark and foreboding and I felt myself gasping for air as if I was being swallowed by it. But she took my hand and pulled me up above the waves. I knew despite the danger that I was safe.
“The moment has arrived Jonathan.”
         ……………………………………………………………
As a boy I felt unseen and as a result very much alone. My parents were both successful lawyers who had taken their significant abilities and together parlayed them into a fortune in property development around the world. As a result, our family could be said to be part of the global shakers and movers and were, as a result, constantly active. It was a luxurious life that included endless cocktail parties, private luncheons and cloistered encounters where deals were created and empires built. This left little time for their only child whose interests leaned more toward the arts. Although I had no special talent in that regard, I felt very much ‘at home’ there.
The hustle of the business world left me cold, which did not miss the attention of my parents. Their disappointment in trying to nudge me into their wheeling and dealing world was not disguised and I found them almost completely unavailable for any of my creative pursuits. Nevertheless, in June of 1999, in the last month of my senior high school year something happened. I was about to take a summer philosophy class and part of it touched on the creative process. The course’s suggested reading list included one book in particular that caught my father’s attention. Somehow, he had come across the list and taking me aside with unaccustomed enthusiasm, said,
“Be sure to read this one, you’ll learn a lot”.
That kind of interest displayed toward me was very unusual and caught me off guard. I found it strangely inspiring, perhaps because he had given me a moment of real attention but also because coincidentally it was a book I had already decided to add to my study on the subject. It was a kind of unspoken bonding, and I admit to feeling exhilarated by it. So much so that when I finished devouring the book in question, I excitedly shared my joy with him. He listened silently to my naked enthusiasm, and a slight but definite smile broke across his face as if for him some kind of breakthrough was occurring in his efforts to influence his son.
We were in his study at the time, and he slowly rose from his favorite reading chair, walked to a portion of his well-stocked library and carefully scanned the shelves. A few moments later he handed me three books that he said were on the same subject. 
“Since you found that book of interest you will likely find these interesting as well. They are from different disciplines than the one you read but it’s always wise to get several perspectives on a subject of interest in order to formulate your own unique opinion.” 
I thanked him and he returned to his chair. When he sat down, he said, 
“Come speak to me when you are finished and we’ll discuss the subject.” 
My face must have brightened because the look he gave me was the first one of genuine approval I could remember. To say it was life changing would be a huge understatement. As I departed his library my heart skipped a beat, maybe several and I became lightheaded. By the time I got to my room I literally felt faint and had to lay down for several minutes. The full weight of this brief but unique exchange with my dad was monumental as I would come to realize in the coming weeks and months.
It only took me two weeks to absorb the three books my father gave me and I informed him that I was ready for the sit down to discuss the subject as he had suggested.  His look was very serious as if he was about to sign a big business deal and he nodded.
“I will let you know when, after I speak with your mother so we can see when we are both available.” He told me.
‘Available,’ I thought. ‘My mother will be there too?’
Obviously, this was to be a very significant sit down, the first of many similar ones as I would discover. I imagined myself sitting in a boardroom with me at one end and the two of them at the other end of a very long table like the one they had in their Manhattan offices. But when the time came it was in a casual setting while we were having a Bar-B-Q beside the backyard pool of our family estate. It was one of my favorites places since I loved swimming. No doubt they chose it for that reason so that I would be as comfortable as possible and hopefully receptive to what was about to unfold.
We finished eating and gathered at a table out of the bright midday sun. They had arranged the four books I had studied side by side on the table and paused for a moment before speaking. It was my mother who spoke first.
“Your father tells me this subject appeals to you? She began in a questioning manner. 
It was obvious she wanted to see for herself how sincere I was about my interest in the subject. I straightened up in my chair and took a deep breath before answering.
“It’s fantastic if true,” I began. “They all said basically the same thing, life is not accidental but intentional and the way we think determines what happens … even beyond education, connections, or life circumstances. It’s not that those things don’t matter, but regardless of where one finds themselves, they can create their own reality, literally anything they want.”
They looked at each other and smiled the biggest smile I could remember them smiling in my presence and connected to me. Maybe they smiled similarly when I was a toddler managing some kind of childhood accomplishment like my first words or first steps, but I don’t remember those moments. This was definitely new for me, and I reveled in it for several seconds then asked,
“So where do I go from here?”
There was silence for a while and then my father said,
“That depends on what you want. Anything literally is possible, but first we should be certain you really ‘get’ this.”
“What do you mean,” I asked.
“Whatever it is you want must be more than simply a whim or a casual wish. These kinds of thoughts have a very short lifespan and do not come to successful fruition, that is, the person does not experience the thought manifesting in their day-to-day life.”
“As you have discovered through Quantum Mechanics figures like Schrödinger, Heisenberg, Planck and Bohr and through philosophers like Emerson, Nightingale and Hill, thought is the motivating factor in the creative process. When projected into the fundamental universal wave that underlies everything and every circumstance, an outcome that matches the thought, at least to some degree, ‘will’ eventually emerge.” 
He paused for a moment and took a sip of his beer glancing sideways at my mother with a satisfying look. He was about to continue when she interjected,
“But passion is the key, always passion.”
“That’s exactly right,” he said, “It’s been estimated that the average number of thoughts a person has per day is 60,000, many of them thoughts caught in a loop and repeated over and over again. This process is like an etching machine in the quantum soup that creates grooves or habits in thoughts, words and deeds.”
“We see this everywhere,” my mother added.  “Through lives caught up in behaviors that are usually destructive like unhealthy eating habits, excessive drinking and drug use whether prescribed or otherwise.”
“And,” my father continued, “most of these thoughts are negative in some way. Most are focused on things people do not want or want to get rid of. And, as your mother said, they are usually very emotional thoughts laced with anger and frustration and that combination actually accentuates and expands the very things not wanted”.
“Because,” my mother said completing the thread, “the focused thought when combined with passion ensures that the condition or situation will continue and grow.”
I saw this in a new light and could see this in my own experience. I loved the world of art, music, poetry and literature but I was frustrated that I just didn’t seem to have what it takes to be great in any creative area. I did, however, communicate well with those who seemed to display real ability or at least showed serious promise as I so far understood it. You might say I was becoming a kind of inspirer. I didn’t see this as a feigned attempt at making friends or gaining approval. I felt it was real; I actually enjoyed the dialogues I was having with up-and-coming artists. Even then, at only the high school teenage level, I noticed a lot of frustration blended with often brilliant creative promise. I identified easily with those with what I saw as real potential. In any case, I seemed to have a good ear for listening. But, as my parents had just explained, this propensity was expanding out of the frustration I felt at my own inadequacy. It wasn’t necessarily a bad thing, but it did seem to prove the point they were making.
As I would learn through the Park Lady, the frustration artistic people felt, at least with those I knew, came about as a result of the inability to render fully in paint or music or words what the heart was feeling.
“It’s the finite attempting to describe what is infinite”. She later told me in a matter-of-fact way as if it should be common knowledge. But for most in that world … it wasn’t.    INDEX
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After that first … I will call it – friendly ‘cross examination’ by my parents over my growing interest in the creative process; there were regular almost – classroom sit downs with them, always with both of them present. It was as if they were speaking through one mind, a talent or perhaps an acquired resource they had established that had served them very well in the building of their international corporation – ‘König Enterprises LLC’, 
“We felt it a more poignant translation of our family surname ‘King,” my father once told me. 
With the incredibly busy schedules they each had running König, these regular sit downs had obviously become a project for them, almost like the way they would approach some new property development they were creating as part of the family empire. While that felt slightly cold and calculating I relegated it to the back of my mind as I basked in the glow of the newfound attention and approval I was receiving. At the time I had no idea how impactful the mind’s ‘conditioning’ as the Park Lady described it, could be in sculpting one’s behavior. 
The feeling of being unseen and overlooked had created such a deep groove in my mind that ‘any’ kind of remedy had an enormous impact on how new thoughts and new conditioning formed in my mind, as well as the behavioral shifts and experiences they generated … largely unknown to me while it was occurring.  Later, when the Park Lady became a part of an entirely new life for me, I would discover that the whole of humanity’s existence and experience was orchestrated in the same way until and if it was consciously eliminated.
I was to study many more authors who spoke about the creative process so that I could first see how pervasive this knowledge was, but also as my father had suggested, so that a ‘unique opinion’ or ‘voice’ would slowly emerge for me for what would follow in my life. My parents had made this same deep dive research themselves, and so I was spared the detective work of searching out these “brilliant minds’ as they put it. It soon became obvious to me they were fostering my appreciation of the power of the mind to shape one’s destiny, as they saw it, and I fully embraced the exhilarating feeling of power it was giving me.
The curriculum my parents were creating included more than authors from the quantum mechanics and philosophical areas and touched into various religions as well as giants in the arts, which I particularly enjoyed. My father said that one of the artists that had had the most profound influence on him was Leonardo Da Vinci who said, 
"The noblest pleasure is the joy of understanding."
He explained that that quote had been a key motivating factor in his initial pursuit of the mind and the power of thought.
Later, I recognized a much different Da Vinci perspective, 
"While I thought that I was learning how to live, I have been learning how to die."
I would not have understood that when I began my mind studies but as my relationship with the Park Lady grew, I began to understand the wisdom of these words in complete contrast to all I had learned ‘about’ learning before.
Talking about grooves in the mind in one way or another showed up often in our sit-downs and I began to understand the effect that ‘spaced repetition’ had on creating something new out of nothing.
It didn’t matter what the subject matter was, if an author or a speaker or an artist ‘spoke’ about or wrote about or ‘thought’ about any idea over and over again, a ‘groove’ was being created in this ‘neutral wave’ that underpinned the fabric of the universe and soon tangible evidence of its manifestation would begin to appear in one’s experiences.
The Park Lady later expanded on this in a way I had not really considered,
“The conditioning that defines who most believe they are, acts as a filter for these manifestations coloring them so that they become unique creations of the one who thought them into existence.”
She asked me to consider carefully what that could mean. 
“The advertising industry is particularly adept at this.” My father explained. “Look out for the introduction of new products and you will see it every time. They will saturate the magazines, newspapers, television and radio commercials with catchy slogans and jingles that become rooted in the minds of millions thereby extrapolating and multiplying the ‘root thought idea’ through many other thinkers. This army of unsuspecting allies soon turns a tiny wave into a tsunami and gets fleshed out in monitorable ways through the sale of products, political campaigns for candidates and even new ideologies and belief systems, to name just a few applications. A fad becomes a trend and eventually an assumed way of life all through the flow of attention into these grooves of thought. Arthur Schopnhauer put it another way, he explained, ‘Truth passes through three stages. First, it is ridiculed. Second, it is violently opposed. Third, it is accepted as being self-evident.’”
I wasn’t so sure about the ‘truth’ part, but I certainly could identify with the progression of thoughts becoming ‘accepted’ experiences as this well-known 19th century German philosopher saw it.
Nevertheless, try as I might, I couldn’t help feeling slightly uncomfortable with that since I could see clearly that it definitely opened all kinds of possibilities for manipulation. Again, I pushed this discomfort to the back of my mind. As time passed, however, this uneasiness grew steadily more and more disturbing. 
“Discomfort, or suffering,” as the Park Lady called it, “is the fertile soil in which the flower of Awareness eventually blooms.” 
My mother and father recognized that if I was to fully develop the creative process it must be in an area where I had a real passion or at least the possibility of it. As a result, they focused their fine-tuning sessions with me on drawing out my interest in the Arts to see if that focus contained the requisite passion that was an essential ingredient in manifesting thought. 
They saw that I doubted myself as a serious artist, particularly in music and painting that I had actually tried my hand at. But they were soon to learn through our many ‘classroom-style sit downs’ that I resonated well with people I felt might have a chance at making their mark in the arts world. They encouraged me to bring a few of these classmates to our home to get a feel for how they regarded me. I had never invited my artsy friends over to the family estate because most of them were hippy types that in some cases were very vocal in their criticism of wealth and the entitled elites as they often called them with disdain.
I took the chance, however, to assure them that that world was not ‘my’ world and that I just wanted them to meet my parents who were genuine patrons of the arts, which as it happened was true.
As a result, my parents quickly recognized that I had a ‘way’ with these ‘people’ and they knew they could work with that and turn it into something.
INDEX
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Although our sit downs were taking place in the summer after my senior year in high school and my university had already been chosen, these life-changing weeks convinced my parents that I turned the corner into their world, and they began to carefully steer my education from then on.
Through business connections they managed to get me into the Pennsylvania College: Fullerton just before the first semester began and straight out of high school, despite my lack of qualifications. It had one of the best MBA courses in the US, some said, in the world and although it had very stringent requirements for admission it seemed in my case that was not an obstacle. The admissions board and my parents carefully constructed a unique 2-year agenda where I would be exposed to some of the most influential people in business and finance as well as the Arts throughout the world. I would be directly exposed to power ‘in action’ and would not spend a moment in a course or in this high-level mentorship that was not specifically oriented to the unique career path they were designing.  

My parents wanted me to be crystal clear that absolutely anything was possible through the power of the mind. Of course, I had lived a very privileged life since birth but now I was being shown firsthand just how that life had been created.
Fullerton was four and a half hours from the family estate in the Hamptons but only two and half hours from my parents’ condo near Central Park, in New York City.
That was driving time, but when we needed to get together, they said they would usually organize a helicopter to make the trip much easier and shorter. My parents secured lodging for me with business associates who had a home in the high-end Rittenhouse Square in Center City, Philadelphia, very near the College and soon the inevitable formal introductions into the privileged niche of the business world began in earnest.
Connected people in the Arts, philosophy, literature, entertainment, business, finance and law invited me to formal functions, cocktail parties, power lunches, private parties and even boardrooms where I was exposed to some of the most influential so-called shakers and movers in the country and indeed in many cases, the world. It seemed like no doors were closed to me and I confess at first, I very much enjoyed the seductive nature of it.
As a result of the unusual agenda my parents and the College were constructing, my education was to be mostly informal private tutoring with highly placed people in the specific areas in which I would ultimately find my ‘gift of communicating’ most useful and effective. My classrooms would be actual exposure like the apprentices of old with masters in their chosen profession. My specific profession was not yet clear but together my parents and I felt it would somehow be related to consulting in the Arts … not so much ‘on’ the Arts but ‘with’ the artists to help steer them into their own success and ideally, as I saw it, in their own way.
I would be working with the artists to help them draw out their abilities without the compromise’s success could demand, often leading to breakdowns on various levels circumventing what could have been great accomplishments. At least that was how we began to piece together my life path.
It all sounded very altruistic in those early days and armed with that feeling I dove into the deep end of my parents’ world, naïve, starry-eyed and completely unprepared for the insidious nature of its underbelly.
Before classes began I met with one of my parents’ corporate lawyers and we carved out a draft for a business plan for a company of my own - King Arts Consulting LLC, which he incorporated for me in the Cayman Islands for the tax benefits available there. My parents then had the lawyer make me Trustee of my own home on Seven Mile Beach in Grand Cayman, which would also serve as my company’s Home Office address. I was 18 years old, Jonathan King, CEO of my own international consulting company. To say this was surreal would be an understatement.    INDEX
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The Gibson family originated from Carlisle; a city located in the Northern English County of Cumbria on the border of Scotland.  It was uncertain where their ‘old money’ came from but there was no doubt they held a very prestigious place currently in banking throughout the world.
As I said, their home was in affluent Rittenhouse Square in Center City, Philadelphia. It was a grand four-story brownstone mansion, and I was given lodging in the penthouse because it had a swimming pool and my parents wanted me to feel as much at home as possible knowing that swimming year-round was of great appeal to me. Our pool in the Hamptons had a sliding structure attached that winterized it when the seasons changed, so swimming year-round for me had always been accommodated.
The Gibson’s were rarely present at that residence and could usually be found at one of their other homes which included Monto Carlo, Bern, Switzerland and Majorca, Spain, among other places. Consequently, the penthouse was empty except for a second penthouse apartment on the same floor where Granny Gibson lived, and it was not long before we became friends, to my great joy.
 Although it was the Park Lady who represented the real nature of spirituality, it was Granny Gibson that introduced me to it in an overt way that illustrated its powerful influence as the mind understood it. Of course, I had brushed shoulders with it through a number of my hippy artistic acquaintances but their approaches to it were usually associated with weed and getting high and I kept that part of my association with them at great arm’s length. 
Despite my very distant relationship with my parents during my early growing years, drug avoidance was one piece of advice I had … for some reason taken to heart. I eventually surmised that it was the complete loss of control I witnessed occasionally around my artistic friends that persuaded me to leave that world alone. Control, I would learn from the Park Lady, was a trap, a prison without visible bars, but up until now control was my way of dealing with the loneliness I experienced in my life and the invisible and unworthy way that made me feel.
I compartmentalized my life in such a way that my time at home, which was almost completely by myself except for contact with the servants and hanging out with my artistic friends, were literally two separate worlds. As a result, I spent as little time at home as possible, which further distanced me from my parents.
Virtually no one in my artistic environment even ‘knew’ that I lived a life of extreme privilege. I kept it that way on purpose so that I would not be judged as ‘one of them’. That too was a form of control that seemed to serve me well and I did not want to jeopardize it with drug use.
Granny Gibson and I first met not long after I moved into the Rittenhouse Square mansion and found a ginger cat making herself at home on my bed. I immediately started sneezing as if I was allergic. I had left the door to the penthouse open as I juggled with several shopping bags, part of my moving in preparations, and she must have sneaked in during those acrobatics. My parents had never had animals in the family estate and while I liked cats – other people’s cats, I had not been around them much.
Something about this little orange girl appealed to me right away however, and I was hoping my sneezing was not because of her.
“Mitzy seems to like you”, I heard from behind me. “She’s very choosey so you should feel privileged.”
I turned to see a diminutive fashionably dressed elderly woman. While her clothes were obviously very expensive, they reminded me of my hippy artistic friends and the way they dressed … a kind of comfortable and casual elegance in this case.
“You must be Jonathan”, she added, “and I am Geraldine, but my close friends call me Granny Gibson. Since we are going to be friends you can call me Granny Gibson.”
She laughed and rather than a friendly handshake she took a few quick steps toward me and gave me a big warm hug. I was taken back a little but pleasantly and allowed the moment to linger until she pulled away. 
“There,” she said. “Got that out of the way. Now we’re friends.” 
I smiled and laughed a little awkwardly but delighted at the sudden welcome feeling I was having and the two new friends it seemed would be sharing what was beginning to look like a grand adventure.
“Omega 3,” she said.
“Pardon?” I replied. “Omega 3?”
“Yes, great for many things including inflammation. Rather than giving energy to the idea that you might be ‘allergic’ to Mitzy, take some Omega 3 and see what happens.” Granny Gibson explained.
When she said ‘allergic’ she only mouthed it without sound as if to give it as little energy as possible. As I would learn, she spoke often about the power that words have, especially if they are both thought about and spoken of with high energy. I would also find out that the reason my parents had arranged for me to stay at the Gibson mansion was because of Granny Gibson who, although almost completely absent from family business affairs, was a wealth of information about the mind and thought power. In this way, even my personal time would be exposed to the subject at hand.
What interested me in the moment, however, was the question of how she knew my first impulse was the possibility of being allergic to the cat. I was about to dismiss that thought when she added as if reading my mind,
“It’s a logical idea that you might be allergic to cats but that’s just an idea. Replace it with some idea of a remedy like Omega 3 and the mind will do a kind of work around that eliminates the symptoms, which are really just programs in the mind that can be neutralized.”
I was processing this very interesting idea when she changed the subject and invited me to join her for a cup of tea in her apartment. Before she did, however, she pointed at Mitzy, waggled her finger sideways and the cat immediately jumped off the bed. I guessed that they had a discipline bond and Mitzy knew when to obey. I always heard that cats couldn’t be disciplined but allowed for the possibility that maybe there were exceptions. Again, as if reading my thoughts she said with a twinkle in her eyes,
“We have an understanding,”
I walked the few steps from my apartment to hers and entered the already open door. Mitzy tore past us and under a couch in the living area as we entered it. The room had a faint aroma of some kind of incense and in one corner an enormous purple crystal the size of a small child. The walls were covered in paintings that looked very old but in modern frames. They were mostly seashore and forest scenes. On the coffee table beside the couch Mitzi had run under was a beautifully delicate vase of violet orchids. The room emanated a very cozy and inviting essence and yet something I could not identify was bothering me. I dismissed it as she said,
“Have a seat and I’ll make us a nice relaxing tea.” she said. “You like cinnamon, right?”
I don’t know if my parents knew I liked cinnamon tea and had passed that little personal preference on to the Gibson household. The kitchen staff may have told them. The pool in my penthouse suggested they had made a list of my likes and dislikes, so it was a definite possibility. In any case it was a warm feeling to be taken care of with such close attention to what might make me feel welcome and at home in my new surroundings.
“Yes, very much so.” I replied. I was about to add, “with …” but she beat me too it and finished the sentence,
“With honey … right?”
“Right.” I laughed. “Definitely with honey.”
I was feeling a little euphoric by the time she returned with the tea and sat down in what appeared to be her favorite deeply cushioned love seat. She curled up in it like a cat would and I imagined her and Mitzy lounging there often.
Sure enough, at that moment the cat snuck out from under the couch and leapt onto it, resting her head on Granny’s feet. I was beginning to feel like I was following a script telepathically. Granny Gibson gave Mitzy a few pats and then turned toward me and looked me straight in the eyes.
‘Aren’t you going to ask me how I knew we would be close friends?”
I hesitated for a moment then said,
“Well, as a matter of fact yes, that was going to be my first question.” 
“It was in the cards.” She said without hesitation, pointing to three cards that sat on the corner of a large coffee table between us. “There you are, The Fool card, that’s you representing new beginnings, a journey into the unknown, and The Empress, that’s me, which suggests fertility, nurturing, and abundance. And finally, there was The High Priestess, no its not Mitzi, it’s me again embodying deep knowledge.”
She laughed and pushed a honey pot toward my steaming mug of tea.
“Oh brother,” I thought uneasily, “Mumbo-jumbo.”
Again, it was as if she was reading my thoughts because she quickly added,
“Don’t worry, it won’t bite you in the rear end. Just be a little open and see where it takes you.”
Before I had a chance to consider this questionable idea she added fuel to my skepticism,
“Do you believe in magic?” she asked.
I was starting to feel slightly uncomfortable that I was going to be living next to some airy-fairy old lady when she added,
“What do you think thoughts are?
The simple question was obviously rhetorical, and she began to answer it herself.
“I am not talking about the sleight of hand distractions of a theater magician; I am speaking of real magic that all thoughts are … magic makers. The creation of circumstances and manifestation of things is nothing more than thought slowed down and becoming visible.
You have probably heard that what the human eye can see is only a tiny portion of what most call reality … 1% is a commonly accepted figure. It’s not just Ultraviolet, Infrared light, X-rays and radio waves the eye can’t see, its thoughts as well.”
She paused to let that sink in before continuing. Mitzy had begun purring loudly by then and the atmosphere in the living room was changing somehow. I felt like I was slipping deeper into the euphoria I spoke of before the tea arrived. I was pleased that the tone of the discussion had shifted to the very reason I was there at the nearby world-famous College.
“Nevertheless, thoughts can be identified through various other means such as clairvoyance, tarot cards, tea leaves and a host of other esoteric means, despite much skepticism over such practices. Religion calls it prophesy buts it’s not some divine dispensation bestowed upon special people as many would have us believe; it’s simply the ability to read, in a way – ‘see’, the ocean of thoughts that fill the universe.
Of course, this process has its drawbacks. The individual traits of a person act as a filter, which leads to the problem of interpretation. Again, in religion passages in so-called sacred texts are tainted by these unique characteristics, including the original writings disseminated to followers. We see the result as a wide variety of sects within a given belief system. This applies to science as well, which as you know changes and shifts constantly. Psychology, which is a scientific study of the mind, mental processes, and behavior in humans and animals, is also subject to a wide spectrum of versions.”
Granny Gibson gently moved Mitzy aside and stood up.
“I’ll be right back.” 
I loved where the conversation was going and although I had by then read many more books from a variety of sources on the mind and thought power, the simplicity with which she described what many claimed was a very complicated subject was very appealing.
‘Could it be this simple?’ I wondered.
From the next room where Granny Gibson had disappeared into, I heard,
“Yes, it can!”

“Holy smokes.” I thought. “She really ‘can’ read my thoughts.”
She returned to the living room holding a bound folder and laughed in a kind of nonchalant manner,
“Is that so difficult to accept? The concept of reading minds or for that matter tapping into the entire quantum soup of thought is patently downgraded by most as fantasy or simply mental trickery. What we do ‘not’ believe is also a thought and a self-fulfilling one at that. It manifests the result that it believes it ‘does not’ believe. That’s why so few are able to access more than a tiny portion of the universe of thought ... they have ‘thought’ themselves out of that natural faculty.”
[bookmark: _Hlk207646418]With that, she handed me the folder, which had ‘Accessing the Universe of Thought’ written in magic marker on the outside.
“Take it with you and read it when you feel like going deeper than you have so far.”
There was no author’s name on the cover or on the first page as I opened it. I surmised that Granny Gibson was the author, especially after the brief but poignant conversation we had had so far. Again, these words had not been spoken out loud when she said,

“Yes, I am the humble author and as you will have realized by now – I know what I am talking about.”
“That’s for sure?” I thought.
Granny Gibson just smiled.    INDEX
















CHAPTER FIVE

A few days later was the first day of lectures at Fullerton but as I entered the grand doors of the esteemed college someone standing on the other side spotted me and approached.
“Hi, my name is Clement, Clement Smythe. You must be Jonathan King.” He said in a manner that resembled a chauffeur waiting to pick up a dignitary at an airport arrival area.
“Yes, that’s me.” I replied a little surprised.
“It’s a great pleasure to meet you Mr. King. I am here to assist you.”
I was pleased that I was not going to need to navigate on my own since strangely, I had not received any paperwork about where I was to begin my first day, just the date and time to arrive, which also strangely had come from Granny Gibson.
“The Dean is expecting you Mr. King. Just follow me.” Clement added.
“Thank you, Clement, nice to meet you too but please no Mr. King … just Jonathan is fine.”

“Of course, Mr. King, I mean Jonathan. This way.” He replied.
“The Dean.” I thought a little taken back. “What next, a parade?”
[bookmark: _Hlk210305933]I smiled at the formality but somehow the bow tie together with the school sweater he was wearing seemed a neat fit with his polite manner. Clement was about 30 years old or so, and I guessed he was a graduate that decided to remain in the Fullerton environment in some official capacity. As it turned out he was Dean Amberson’s personal assistant.
Clement navigated us through several corridors of bustling activity as students found their first day lecture halls, auditoriums, and seminar rooms. It seemed none of those were to be my destination. After a labyrinth of twists and turns we arrived at a non-descript door that led into a small room away from the noise of the student throng. It was obviously not the Dean’s offices but a hushed private meeting room where I imagined cloistered rendezvous took place. As it turned out, that supposition was spot on. Apparently, captains of industry, banking and government, to name a few, regularly conducted ultra secret meetings in this thick wood paneled sanctuary over the last 2 plus centuries. As Clement would explain to me later, most of the privileged few who knew about the room and been in it at some point over the years, referred to it unofficially as the Inner Sanctum. Being invited to attend any kind of meeting there was a rare affair with the exception of a few key brokers of power that were not known in the mainstream but operated almost exclusively behind the scenes and out of the limelight.
As I entered the Inner Sanctum a very tall, distinguished silver haired man, perhaps 6 foot 5 inches stepped forward and greeted me warmly, shaking my hand and covering it with the other hand. I had seen my father meet only a very few people in this manner and always with the greatest respect and genuine pleasure … at least it seemed genuine at the time. More likely it ‘was’ obsequious as I would discover the glad-handing regal treatment a select enclave extended to each other was definitely sycophantic. Levels of power, wealth and influence regulated the degree of fawning, groveling and submissiveness that permeated the not so hallowed halls of the elite world I was about to enter. 
I was startled by the Dean’s greeting but hid my discomfort as best I could. The prestigious way in which I was being welcomed into this august establishment was over the top and a bit of a shock and I wondered for a second what I was getting myself into. The informal lifestyle I had lived, far from my parents’ world as far as I knew it, felt like it was about to collapse. Up until now I had experienced a comfortable transition, but this was for certain something else.
I was quickly distracted from my suspicions however, as Dean Amberson guided me to a high back leather chair opposite another and began laughing in a disarmingly light manner.
“I am sure this all seems highly unusual Jonathan, and if truth be told – it is. But your situation is unique to be sure and everything we can do to make you feel comfortable in your new life, I assure you will be provided. I understand you and your parents are in a way only now really getting to know each other and in no way do they wish to interfere with the path you have been living up to now as you embrace and integrate theirs.”
I was happy to hear that but wondered who this ‘we’ included as we both took our seats. Clement brought us a carafe of water and two crystal glasses and laid it on an adjoining table then bowed slightly like a butler might do and quietly left the room. The door closed behind him with a slight woosh as if the room were sound-proofed, which at that point would not have surprised me.
The wood paneling in The Inner Sanctum was very detailed with unique carvings that in the half-light filling the room failed to disclose in any discernable way. The Dean poured both of us some water and somehow managed to settle comfortably in his chair, something I was not yet able to do. Then he took a deep breath as if he were about to embark on a very serious mission and raised his glass in a toast.
“Here is to you Jonathan King on your way into the magical corridors of creativity, wherever that may take you. May it bring you great happiness.”
I couldn’t argue with that sentiment and raised my glass, clinking it to his.
“Thank you, Dean, for the unexpected and warm welcome to this wonderful College.” 
“It’s much more than a welcome to Fullerton Jonathan; it’s a ceremonial greeting into a world of privilege and power you have not known. Despite being born into it, you are not yet aware of the implications of truly being a part of it. From this moment on you will be carefully groomed to take the reins of creative power that few in the world ever draw near to.”
This mysterious declaration was a little too heavy and I nervously adjusted myself in the stiff leather chair, now more uncomfortable than when I first sat down. Whatever was unfolding, it was far more than simply attending a two-year MBA course no matter how prestigious this College was. Something much deeper was happening and I almost felt like bolting out of room. However, as if he could read my thoughts and feelings like Granny Gibson seemed to be able to do, he gestured around the room while waving his arms.
“Don’t be off put by what I just said Jonathan, nothing that you do not feel comfortable with is going to happen. The school and your various mentors are here to help you develop your natural abilities, not to manipulate them.”
‘Manipulate’, that was the very word that crossed my mind as he spoke. I was glad he said what he did but I was still a little trepidatious and as a result my body failed to relax from the tense position it had taken. Then it occurred to me that he had said ‘mentors’, not professors so I asked,
“Dean Amberson, thank you for that assurance. May I ask, what do you mean by mentors? I would have expected you to say professors.”
“I am pleased you picked up on that subtle difference. Mentors are most certainly what the professors will be in your case.”
“Again, more mystery,” I thought.
“You will attend very few general lectures as you might expect. No generic teaching will waste your time here. Your curriculum will be tailored organically to your emerging purpose as it shows up. What pulls your attention will be fostered by the appropriate experts, whether they are professors at the College here or somewhere out in the world, near or far.”
As grandiose as this sounded I admit to being intrigued by the prospect of what sounded like private tutoring by specialists in whatever field I fancied. I had never enjoyed the classroom environment and much preferred private discussions on subjects that interested me.
“We will begin by highlighting ‘focused attention’. Actually, that has already begun in your first meeting with Granny Gibson and the manuscript she gifted you with. And I assure you, it ‘is’ a gift that few have been privileged to read.”
“Is Granny Gibson going to be participating in my education?” I asked with unconcealed excitement.
“Granny Gibson is the chairman of the board of what is to follow Jonathan.”
Dean Amberson paused, folded his hands and grinned from ear to ear. It only took a few seconds before I joined him, my heart racing. Several minutes passed as the Dean allowed me to assimilate what he had just shared and then continued.
“As I said ‘focus’ is the first lesson and an extremely important one of three in the creative process. Most people quickly shift from thought to thought and even cherished desires rarely receive much more attention than intermittent bursts of focus. This is partially why most potential creations never come to successful fruition.”
I listened intently to what the Dean was saying and could easily relate to it, particularly as it pertained to a few gifted friends whose artistic expressions always seemed to come into being. These few were often spacey and distant and not from drug use. They would get something into their head and not let it go until some form of it had manifested.
I nodded my head in a way that seemed to please the Dean. He must have seen that I was ‘getting’ what he was so carefully explaining.
“Focused attention is therefore key to successfully manifesting whatever one wishes to create. However, that is not possible IF the passion behind that focus is not sufficient.” He elaborated.
I remembered in the first sit down with my parents my mother had emphasized the importance of ‘passion’ and I perked up when the Dean began speaking about it.
“One must have a burning desire to create whatever it is they wish to create for it to appear in the outer world beyond thought, that is, as an extension of thought. You could say it’s the fuel in the engine of focused attention, without which the vehicle it is powering will not move.
The vehicle then, or manifestation, is the intention, target or goal … the thing or circumstance that one wants to bring about.” 
Dean Amberson paused for a moment and, holding his hands slightly apart as if he were holding something invisible and precious, he continued.
“In summary, the passionate, focused attention on a desired intention or outcome is the ‘formula’ for successful creativity. Or, as Earl Nightingale put it: Success is the progressive realization of a worthy ideal,’”
Nightingale was a motivational author and speaker, and as it happened I had only just finished listening to the original audio version of his early 1960’s classic – ‘Lead the Field’ the previous week, so that phrase was immediately recognizable. He had died in 1989 when I was 8 years old and now, 10 years later with a new millennium about to roll out as if it was part of a launching pad for the rest of my life, this simple but dynamic guidance was providing a key aspect of the foundation for it.

But what really stood out for me in the Dean’s quote were the words; ‘worthy ideal’. I silently resolved in that moment that no matter where I was being led, whatever I put my mind and thoughts to would always be ‘worthy’. As it turned out, that noble resolution would often be tested.    INDEX
 














[bookmark: CH5][bookmark: CH6]CHAPTER SIX

[bookmark: _Hlk210307416][bookmark: _Hlk210307521]My next mentor, after Dean Amberson and Granny Gibson, was in the world of finance, which was an area I knew almost nothing about. D.J. Dickens [Derek] had been a vice president in a major US bank until the mid-1990’s when the growth of personal computers began to shift from a novelty to a necessity. As the speed of technology increased the Internet, first known by most people as WWW or World Wide Web, opened enormous possibilities on many fronts including major simplification systems oriented to marketing goods and services including leaps forward in communication technology as well as information dissemination, initially through the first search engines.
[bookmark: _Hlk210308223]D.J, as he liked to be called, met me at the City Centre Starbucks, the first Starbucks that opened in 1995 in Philadelphia. The staff knew D.J. well and ran a tab for him there. He never stood in line and simply sat in his favorite seat near the window, which was reserved for him from opening until he arrived. Neither of these things were typical Starbucks policy but the staff made an exception for D.J., one attendant in particular, who eagerly brought D.J.’s regular order to him soon after he arrived, which was a Grande Americano with double steamed cream. He was sitting there waiting for me at 8:00 AM and as I approached he stood up and greeted me with very much the same warmth as Dean Amberson had done the day before. He was dressed very casually in a light blue pastel linen shirt and matching pants and wore very comfortable looking sneakers that also matched but sockless … not at all what I expected, especially since the temperature was in the low 50’s or about 10 degrees Celsius outside. He was rugged and youthful looking, mid-50’ish I guessed and had blond hair, piercing blue eyes and a chiseled face that could have placed him on the cover of any fashion magazine. His voice was gentle, and he seemed totally relaxed as if he hadn’t a care in the world. 
He made no attempt to hide his gayness from me, perhaps even making a point of emphasizing it to see how I would react or at least respond. Most of my artistic-hippy acquaintances were either gay, bi-sexual or experimenting to find out where they fit in. It was, however, in my nature to just go with the flow of one’s personal inclinations as long as they weren’t foisted upon me since I had no doubt that I preferred girls. My neutral non-judgmental stance was appreciated by the community and if anything enhanced my somehow ‘natural’ ability to communicate harmonically within it.

The financial stratosphere in which D.J. Dickens moved had been very good to him as I would soon find out and he emanated the carefree life he lived effortlessly like a hand in a glove. The first thing that really got my attention however was the drink sitting across the table from him, which he immediately identified as a,
[bookmark: _Hlk210308157]“Grande Cafe Latte, double shot espresso with steamed milk and extra foam, correct?” 
I grinned in answer with obvious surprise, impressed that he somehow knew what my favorite coffee was. With the kind of ultra special treatment, I had been receiving since my arrival in town, I quickly chalked this up to another box ticked but received it with the same sincere gratitude.
“Thank you so much Mr. Dickens,” I said, “I confess I am not yet used to the Royal treatment I have been given these last few days. As you likely know, my parents are very well off, and I have wanted for nothing since I was born … except for …”
“Attention.” He interrupted. “You have not been seen, have you, at least not at home?”
I was embarrassed at his directness despite him being spot-on, and he took my hand gently and squeezed it. 

“As the Dean told you, no time will be wasted during your Apprenticeship with us and that includes leaving no stone unturned in matters of the heart.” He assured me staring deeply into my eyes with his penetrating blue eyes.
‘Heart ache, more likely,’ I thought surprising myself with that inner admission. Tears welled up into my eyes, and I quickly brushed them away as he released his hand. 
“These matters are extremely important to recognize both for your own peace of mind but also for the kind of work we feel you will be doing. And yet I apologize if I have been too personal right out of the gate. The last thing I wish is to be insensitive.”
There was that ‘we’ again. ‘Who did that include?' I wondered. I let that go for the moment as we sat down and took a sip of our coffees. I shook my head slightly afraid that the tears would flow if I opened my mouth to speak. He seemed to sense this, and we sat silently for a few minutes, which I was glad for, so that the emotion of the moment might have a chance to subside. Then he began,
First of all, its D.J., not Mr. Dickens. I appreciate the respect but since we are going to be friends, I want you to feel comfortable. Again, the friend’s declaration that Granny Gibson had used as an immediate reference to our future relationship. And like Granny Gibson, he immediately qualified that intimacy.
“I will be your primary financial mentor and will also be handling, on your behalf, a number of matters in that regard so that you are not deterred from your main focus. You could say I will be your ‘go-to’ person in the financial area of your activities. I will explain what needs to be explained but you will not need to become an expert in these matters, except unless you have some special interest in any particular area or transaction. So, in that regard I will give you a cursory overview of the facts as they arise.
You are now a part of a very tight knit Family you could call it, that will assist you in many ways in the coming years leaving you free to place your attention where your passion lies. So, friends I have no doubt we will be.”
There were those key points the Dean had mentioned; passionate focused attention on what I intended to create … and with no distractions or as few as possible as D.J. was explaining.
“The first thing we need to set up is your financial infrastructure, D.J. began, this will include corporate bank accounts, together with certain targeted Trusts as well as brokerage accounts. Your company King Arts Consulting LLC is incorporated in the Cayman Islands, for maximum tax benefits and most of your financial matters will operate from there. You will need to sign a number of papers in that regard, which you can do tomorrow when we fly down. You’ll also be able to get settled into the home your parents set up for you there and meet your maintenance staff who will care for your residential needs, whether you are there or not.” 
To say that I was overwhelmed would be a giant understatement and D.J recognized it immediately.
“You’ll get used to this lifestyle quickly, I assure you, and I will help you with it as well.” He laughed out loud in contrast to the easygoing way he had been communicating with me so far.
“I have been navigating this world for over 30 years and know most of the twists and turns with ‘balance’ being a critical prerequisite, especially for the trajectory you will be on.”
I was grateful to hear D.J. mention this. As I said, I had avoided anything that would interfere with control like drug use and had so far managed to maintain good relationships with the artistic people I knew who regularly indulged. I imagined the distractions in this world that could affect control, which included lack of balance through a host of distractions money and power could provide, and D.J.’s assurance in this regard was very welcome.
Early the next morning a limousine picked me up at the Gibson mansion. D.J. hadn’t told me what time our flight was only to have an overnight bag with me at 7:00 AM. When we arrived at the Philadelphia International Airport, we passed by the main terminal and parked near a relatively small facility that served private jets. The limo drove right onto the tarmac near what I learned later was a Gulfstream V, a private aircraft that could handle long distances, this one configured for up to 14 passengers. Security and passport checking were handled right at the steps leading up to the jet’s door.
D.J was already onboard and was on something called a Magnastar C-2000, which enabled passengers to make international phone calls from the aircraft. He motioned me to sit down across from him and after stowing my bag I slipped comfortably into a deep leather seat.
Again, my favorite coffee arrived within minutes without asking, this time in a fine China cup. As D.J. continued his telephone conversation a very friendly young flight attendant asked me if I would like to look at the breakfast menu. I smiled at her and nodded. Again, I had a feeling I couldn’t identify … something about her that this time felt welcoming.
D. J. was dressed in what looked like a silk short sleeved shirt covered in a red hibiscus design. He had on khaki tan shorts and wore dockers on his feet, again without socks.  All in all, it looked like he was ready for the beach, which I hoped would be on the agenda since whenever possible in a tropical environment, a sandy beach and turquoise water was my absolute favorite place to spend time.
My parents had a condo on Turks and Caicos in the Caribbean and although they took me with them on several occasions, I rarely spent time with them there. Usually, I found the company of some local teenagers and spent most of my time body surfing or playing beach sports. Today I would hopefully find a similar beach where I could swim. That was not certain for what looked like a short business trip. D.J. finished his call and greeted me with a wide grin,
“Ready for take-off Jonathan?” He didn’t wait for a reply. “I mean that in the broader sense.” He continued in a somewhat serious tone.
“As a matter of fact, I am D.J. I confess my excitement after having a chance to digest these last few days. But I am in a bit of wonderment where its leading.”
“That’s the fun part. When stiff agendas are abandoned, there is a certain spontaneity that can make one very lightheaded and even euphoric. Just remember to go with the flow as much as possible.” He added, still serious yet somehow not.
My breakfast order arrived with his and we ate in silence for several minutes. Then, after our second cup of coffee arrived, he asked,
“Do you know what an IPO is Jonathan.” 
“An Initial Public Offering of a company that is officially becoming listed on a stock exchange.” I replied. “But that’s just the definition my father gave me when I asked some time ago. Beyond that, I am not sure.”
“That’s correct Jonathan, and we can get a little more into that another time, but I mention it now for a specific reason.”
I perked up as this sounded like maybe my first lesson with D.J. and I wanted to be as attentive as possible, not just to illustrate that the opportunity I was being given was not ill founded but because of a genuine interest in what was unfolding.
[bookmark: _Hlk215083791]“You will soon learn that the ‘Family’, as I mentioned before, is always on the lookout for talented young people with innovative ideas. More on that later as well. The Family knew this young man named Jeff Blakely from the hedge fund area of finance on Wall Street and when he decided to leave a promising career at just 30 and start an online book selling business called South River in 1994, heads turned.
In the 90’s while rapid investment in Internet-based companies was occurring, his humble online book merchandizing company showed great promise. Internet technology was in its infancy and still too slow to attract many potential customers, but the Family knew from its global network connections that in a few short years the Internet would turn the world on its ear and personal computers would be in every home with speed and efficiency escalating rapidly with almost every passing month.
They watched the company’s progress carefully and knew an IPO was bound to emerge soon. Your parents bought $2,000,000 of South River’s stock in May of 1997, when the IPO launched and set aside $300,000 of that in an escrow account for your future … whatever it may turn out to be. 
In those days they felt you might become an artist, and they had little hope of you coming into the family business with them. Nevertheless, they wanted you to have a solid foundation for wherever you chose to set your sail.
Today, we will be transferring those shares into a Trust, which will be used as a base for what we will build together for you. I will explain how we’ll begin that process a little later”
I listened with more than a little surprise at the forethought and care that my parents had exhibited on my behalf. As I said, I felt very much removed from any kind of family life with my parents and almost expected them to disinherit me when I became of an age where they could ship me off to college and be rid of their disappointing son.

It’s amazing how the mind can invent scenarios that make one suffer that in the course of time do not show up.  

“I can see that what I am telling you comes as a bit of a shock.” D.J. said with a knowing smile.

“A very pleasant one I can assure you. I replied. “It turns out my parents did not see me as the loser I thought they did.” I added meekly.

“Never, Jonathan … never!” He exclaimed. “Naturally, they hoped you might join them in some way in their business, and I can assure you they are overjoyed now that that seems to be happening. But, had that happy event not come to pass, they were and would always have been there for you in whatever way you chose to live your life.”

I breathed deeply and again tears began to well up. This time I let them flow and D.J. smiled with compassion that made them flow even more. The young flight attendant noticed because, with the greatest non-intrusive manner, she handed me a fresh napkin to dry my eyes and quickly departed.

D.J. grasped my hand gently and continued smiling without saying a word. Several minutes later D.J. reached in his briefcase and retrieved a bottle of pills. 

“Granny Gibson felt you may find these of some help.” He said while opening the bottle.

I was about to decline since I avoided prescription or even over the counter medicines of any kind whenever possible when D.J added,

“We know you don’t like taking any kind of medicine, if possible, but this is natural, a herb called Valerian which is very effective for stress or anxiety of any kind, and I believe what I have told you qualifies. The release of a long-held anxiety will take a little time to surface, process and release. Granny Gibson assured me this will help and with no side effects.

We have only been airborne for half an hour and have another 5 hours before we touch down at Owen Roberts International Airport in Grand Cayman, so this will allow you to sleep through most of the remaining flight.”


He handed me a single tablet and suggested I take it immediately.

“Granny’s orders.” He laughed.

I was glad for the help Granny Gibson had foreseen I would need and did as D.J. suggested. I smiled, pushed the electric seat recliner button and placed a pillow behind my head. The jet was incredibly comfortable in all respects, and I quickly fell into a deep sleep. 

Just before I became completely unconscious, I had a momentary vision or perhaps a quick dream. I saw the Park Lady dressed in a long white dress standing beside a tall oak tree. She was very close, no more than 6 feet away and looking directly into my eyes. No words were spoken but I heard very distinctly,

“Our time together is at hand Jonathan. Much will soon be revealed.”

The Park Lady had been visiting me for about ten years and usually when I was navigating some difficult phase of my life. I wouldn’t say that I took her for granted or was casual about these brief and usually encouraging encounters, but I was definitely not shocked … just very pleasantly surprised she was showing up at this auspicious moment in my life. 
I mentioned that it was Granny Gibson who introduced me to spirituality, that is, the mental view of it, but I had never thought of the Park Lady’s periodic appearances in my life as spiritual … perhaps supernatural but not in any way religious, as I thought spirituality was until recently.   INDEX














[bookmark: CH7]CHAPTER SEVEN

In the 15 minutes it took our limo to travel from Owen Roberts International Airport to our George Town Bank on Grand Cayman, D.J. quizzed me on an important piece of information regarding the various transactions we would be conducting to get my business dealings up and running.
“I believe you are familiar with the saying, ‘Don’t sell yourself short, correct?’” D.J asked.
“Yes, I know it well. In fact, it almost became a mantra while I was growing up since as we have discussed, I felt unseen.” I replied
I wondered if we were going to dive deeper into the issue of my life with my parents until recently, but that was not where D.J was headed with his question.
“Do you know the origin of that saying?” He went on.
“Not really. Maybe some psychologist or motivational teacher.” I guessed.
“A few years ago, there was a Gala Charity at your parent’s Hampton property, which you attended. And I am told you spent a lot of time at the craps table with your play money.” He said with a bit of a cynical but friendly laugh and raised eyebrow.
“Yes, that was a lot of fun.” I said, remembering that balmy evening two summers before, on the expansive back patio of the Hampton estate with a few hundred formally dressed, half-baked guests playing casino games in the name of charity. After the games there was an auction that raised serious money for some charity associated with a Foundation my parents had.
“Do you remember the basic betting system associated with craps?” He asked.
“Yes, it’s a very complicated game with lots of ways to bet but the basic bet is on the next roll … or against the next roll of the dice. If a 7 or 11 comes up, you win if you bet for the roll and lose if you bet against it.” I explained
D. J. took over and began to elaborate,
“The bet ‘for’ 7 or 11 is called the Come Out or Pass Line and ‘against’ is called the Don’t Come. That could be referred to as betting against yourself. In the securities game … and I assure you it ‘is’ a game, betting against yourself is known as ‘selling short’, which is where the saying came from.
What this means is ‘if’ you believe that a stock is going to go down in the near future, you can sell the stock even though you don’t own it and then when it goes down, buy it back for less money and make a profit.” He explained matter-of-factly.
“A common way investors do this is through the purchase of options to either buy or sell the security in question. Much less investment is required but if the option is not used or exercised, that money is lost. It’s more a speculation or a gamble than an investment … unless, unless one KNOWS the stock is definitely going down.” He emphasized very poignantly looking me straight in the eyes.
I realized that I was being shown something very important in the world I was entering. Red flags were waving in the distance, but they were obscured by a rush of adrenaline as the potential of this revelation sunk in. The obvious question that rose was,
‘How would one KNOW that a stock was going down?’ This thought flickered in my mind for only an instant before D.J. began to diffuse my initial concerns.
“I realize that that may sound a little ominous and suggest the possibility of impropriety but consider why research is such a valuable commodity when it comes to making decisions, decisions of any kind not just investments.” He began.

That made perfect sense, and it was obvious that the more one knew about a given subject the better prepared they would be to make an informed decision on that subject. 
“I am sure you can see that if an investment analyst has done their work well there is a good chance they will see trends occurring concerning a given stock and make suggestions about that stock for potential investors that could turn speculation gambling into actual informed investing.” He added.
I nodded my head to this obvious process that even with almost no investment know-how, I recognized as what must be a key part of decision making in the investment world.
Immediately, D.J. ramped up what I could see was a very basic lesson in a very complicated world. He mentioned before that he would be handling most of this world on my behalf and that unless I wanted to dig deeper into a given subject, he would provide fundamental details in the simplest possible way. I could see firsthand in real time that he was a master at this, and I was very grateful he would be by my side to smooth the way.
Then D.J. added, seemingly reading my thoughts, “Why memorize the encyclopedia when you can learn how to use the index? This applies to many subjects in conventional education where much time is spent studying but later may never be utilized. Instead, why not surround yourself with experts in areas that are required for the successful fruition of your ideas, but which are not necessarily part of your passion?”
It was a rhetorical question, and I said nothing in reply. At that moment the limo pulled to a stop in front of our destination and what would become my main banking establishment – Cayman International Bank. D.J. told me to leave my luggage in the car as it would wait for us. When we walked through the sliding glass doors, we were greeted by a very fit looking man about D.J.’s age. He quickly stepped forward and instead of the handshake I expected, gave D.J. a hug, which lasted a little longer than one might expect.
“Derek, it’s so good to see you.” 
He spoke in a deep baritone voice. He was a very enthusiastic character that emanated an aura of friendliness that was difficult to ignore or even resist for that matter. I liked him immediately and as he pulled away, I glanced at D.J.’s face and noticed it was slightly flushed. I suspected that the two were closer than just business associates.
Then he turned to me and introduced himself, 

“Greetings Jonathan, I am David Cummings, Vice President of this fine establishment and a dear friend to Derek here. You are privileged to have him as your financial advisor, and I am sure you will get on very well … he’s very easy to like.”
David turned slightly and smiled warmly at D.J., which then made me certain there was something going on between them. I felt glad for them and for myself to be in the company of what felt like such affable and talented men that I would be associated with and hopefully friends with.
“Okay, let’s get started, shall we?” 
He turned and headed toward a winding staircase near the entrance to the bank which led up to a large glass encased office. Not really surprisingly, just after we got seated in his office, my regular coffee order arrived along with D.J.’s and what looked like the same as his for David. They both gave me a quick grin and then David turned to D.J. and asked,
“Have you told him yet Derek?”
“No, not yet.” D.J. laughed. “I wanted you to enjoy the fun with me.
“Aha! Thank you so much … and fun I am sure it will be.” David said loudly with a wide wave of his arms. His suit was obviously tailormade but did not hide the bulging muscles that lay beneath the fine fabric. It looked like he worked out seriously. He had a very rugged handsomeness that body builders often get after years of sculpting. Although, as I said, I preferred girls I definitely appreciated the human body as an art form. In that regard the famous Michaelangelo statue of David was among my favorite sculptures.
“Told me what?” I asked a little nervously.
“Shall I tell him then, Derek?” David asked.
“Please, yes, go ahead.” D.J. replied.
David turned to me and handed me a folder which I accepted. 
“Don’t open it yet, Jonathan.” He said with a broad grin. “Let me explain first. Derek has explained that your parents placed in escrow $300,000 worth of South River stock right after the IPO came out in May of 1997, and there it has remained. We have placed it inside your company King Arts Consulting LLC, which in turn is held inside a Trust.
As a basic point of interest, you should know since over time we will be setting up many similar structures in Cayman Islands Trusts, there is a thing called a settlor. This is the person who creates the trust, places assets into it – what is called the Trust fund and disposes of their ownership interest in those assets by transferring them to the Trustee for the benefit of the beneficiaries.
In this case and likely many more, I am the settlor since I am also a lawyer, and you are the Trustee, as well as the CEO and President of King Arts Consulting LLC, which is referred to here in the Cayman’s in this case as an Exempted Company, that is, exempt from taxes. Your legal address is now, that is when you have signed the papers, your home on Seven Mile Beach here on Grand Cayman, although you will retain your US citizenship and passport.
We will be headed there right after we conclude our initial business. Now, here’s the juicy bit. The original purchase of $300,000 of South River stock has done very well in the 2 plus years since the IPO and if you will kindly open the file, you will see just how well.”
I looked down at the file in my hand and took a deep breath since the way they had set this up, made me certain I was in for some kind of surprise … then I opened it. The first sheet of paper in the file was a summary: Today, September 5th, 1999, at the opening bell on the NASDAQ stock exchange, the South River shares escrowed for King Arts Consulting LLC are worth $10.8 million.
I gasped and held my breath staring in amazement as I reread the sentence over and over again.
“Breathe Jonathan, just breathe,” D.J. said softly. It gets better.”
‘Better?’ I thought. ‘How can it get better?’
Both men sat grinning for a few minutes waiting for the shocking news to sink in and then David began.
“I understand Derek has explained a little about the dynamic growth in what some of us call the ‘dot com’ boom … South River, being a perfect example. However, as the World Wide Web or Internet as it will soon be commonly called expanded, so far there has been more hype than actual real tangible results, that is, profits that reflect and justify the stock valuations. The Family says that this ‘bubble’ as we refer to it, will soon burst and most of the many companies that have been living high on a wave of smoke and mirrors will collapse with many going out of business.”
“Oh!” I exclaimed, a little concerned.
“Not to worry though Jonathan.” D. J. quickly added. “This presents a unique opportunity. Remember the conversation we had driving here from the airport?”
I nodded my head.
“Well, what we are going to do is put that information into action right now. We are going to sell the shares your company has, that is, will have in a moment when you sign some papers … and then we will take a portion of those funds and buy some options to sell shares in some of the companies we are certain will fail when the bubble bursts.” 
The two men looked at me closely to be certain I was taking in the significance of what they were sharing. Then David handed me another file.
“This file contains a summary in very simple laymen’s language, of what has been going on in 6 companies we have chosen to buy these options for. We want you to study, that is ‘review’ these summaries and tell us what you ‘feel’ when you are ready. And I emphasize ‘feel’ rather than think. We will be speaking a lot more about feelings or intuition as your training rolls out since we feel that is where a great deal of your future business dealings will lie.
 Please understand that part of your training will include some financial details, but we do not expect you to become the expert that the degree you will receive suggests you will become. That’s for the sheep.”
D. J. gave David a sharp look, which I could not fail to notice. David nodded his head and began to explain what he meant.
“It’s a little earlier than we had intended to reveal what I am about to tell you, but since I have let the cat out of the bag, here goes.”
Again, D.J. gave David a look and shook his head, indicating in no uncertain terms to cut short what he was about to say.
“Let’s have Jonathan sign all the papers he needs to for now and later, after he has had a chance to settle into his new home here on the island, together we can fill him in on some of the more nitty-gritty details concerning his membership in the Family over a nice dinner in his new home.”
David nodded his head acquiescing D.J.’s gentle admonition but establishing for me who was clearly in charge, at least in this situation. D.J. was my financial mentor but, as it turned out also in charge of painting a bigger picture for me of what it meant to belong to this Family I kept hearing about.   INDEX

 


[bookmark: CH8]CHAPTER EIGHT

During the late 90’s on Grand Cayman the combination of tranquil beaches, beautiful tropical landscapes, and excellent amenities made properties on Seven Mile Beach highly sought after. When we arrived at my new home there, I could see it was much more than the condominium I had expected.
It was, as I later learned, just over 8,000 square feet, plus a smaller outbuilding that housed the maintenance staff. At $2,000 a square foot the entire estate was worth about $20 million. 
“Your parents acquired this home from a distress sale for much less than what it’s worth.” David explained as he began describing the home in rather bland business-oriented terms. “They acquired it as part of a package which includes the rather large parcel immediately adjacent to it. That land is zoned for a resort that they intend to develop and constitutes just over 25 acres not including your home which is set on 2.5 acres. In the deal they struck you could almost say they got this home and its outbuilding for nothing.”

“No need to understand the financial side of it unless you are really interested Jonathan. It’s enough to know that the home and outbuilding belong to another Trust, a Land Trust, again in which you are now the Trustee.” D.J. added.
The limo dropped us off at the end of the driveway where a three-car garage was situated. Before we entered the home, David clicked a button in his hand and one of the garage doors opened revealing a brand-new navy blue 2000 Jeep Grand Cherokee.
Just as I was thinking, “My favorite color.” D.J. said, 
“Your favorite color I believe.”
I laughed and shook my head. Even though I was getting used to the continuous synchronicities of what often seemed like mind reading, it was still a bit of a wonder when it happened.
“No?” D.J.” asked, noticing me shaking my head.
“No, I mean yes, it’s my favorite color. It’s just that I was thinking that very thing when you said it.” I stammered.
“Have you started to read Granny Gibson’s ‘Accessing the Universe of Thought’ yet Jonathan?”

“No, but I have it with me and intended to start it on the flight down here before the deep sleep I ended up having instead.” I answered.
“Well, it will help you understand why many thoughts seem to show up in words almost instantly … as well as in many actual manifested circumstances.” He explained. “You can start it while we are on our way to London tomorrow morning. I will speak about that later at dinner.”
At that moment the sculptured wrought iron double doors that led into the main foyer of the home opened and a middle-aged couple emerged. They were descendants of early Welsh settlers and had a kind of Caribbean British accent that was very pleasant to the ear. They introduced themselves as Mr. and Mrs. Watler transformed from the early Welsh settlers named Walters. 
[bookmark: _Hlk210329907]“Please, if you feel comfortable, call us Dylan and Bethan. We were always very informal with our previous employer … God rest his soul.”
“I’m sorry, he passed away then … were you with him long?” I asked.
“Ten years Mr. King, ten wonderful years.” Bethan said softly with a bit of sadness in her voice.

“Well, I hope we also share many good years together here. Thank you so much for the warm welcome.” I replied.
“The Watlers have been fully vetted and if you find them acceptable, you can keep them on as your home maintenance staff. They can also help familiarize you with the island which their family has lived on for over 300 years” David whispered to me.
“Thank you, David, I have a feeling we will get along very well.” I whispered back.
“Good Jonathan, get the facts but always trust your feelings. They have certainly helped to bring you into what appears to be your calling and will be essential for you to succeed in that regard.” D.J. added quietly.
The Watlers led us all into the home, which I noticed was completely furnished. D. J. explained that the purchase included all the furnishings including the art which had been painted by the owner. He had been a well-known international artist named Frederick Billings and the pieces that were not yet sold were either on the walls in the house or in storage there. He added that in total they added something like another 25% to the value of the house but that he would discuss that subject with me at a later time.
“Billings? Frederick Billings owned this home”? I asked incredulously.
“And the adjacent land.” David replied.
“That’s incredible. I mean he is one of my favorite contemporary artists. He’s world famous … I mean was. That is still is, in the sense of his legacy. Incredible!” I paused to catch my breath. What a privilege to own this home where he lived.”
“Remember, a Land Trust owns the home and its contents, and you are the Trustee in that trust.” David corrected.
“Oh, right … that’s right.” I said. “I’ll get used to how these things work.” I nodded and excitedly began walking around the grand room we had just entered and in which I was already beginning to feel very much at home after the startling revelation. “I can’t wait to tell some of my artsy friends about this place. They will go nuts when I tell them.” 
“They will be able to come and visit when you feel inclined to invite them.” D. J. added. “It was the Billings provenance that tipped the scales for your parents when they purchased this package, not just the potential to develop the land, or the added value it gave the home but for the potential influence it could have on your future career.”
The more I heard about how my parents were involved in my life the more I felt almost ashamed that I had not tried at least to get to know them better. Again, as if my thoughts were being read, D.J. said,
“Don’t beat yourself up about the past Jonathan. What’s to happen, happens when it’s supposed to.”
“But why did it take me so long to ‘see’ them, I mean somehow recognize that they had my best interests at heart?” I intended for that thought to be private, but I ended up saying it out loud … much to my surprise.
“As I said, things show up when they are supposed to.” D. J. replied. 
With that he put his arm around my shoulder in a fatherly manner that I had never yet experienced from my own father. Again, my heart skipped a few beats and for several moments I felt overwhelmed with gratitude for what was unfolding in my life.
The Watlers looked on with great pleasure at the respect their previous employer was receiving but also at the prospect of the relationship they may be about to have with their new employer.
Then David said, “Let’s have a look around shall we. I only handled the paperwork for this deal and haven’t been through this magnificent home yet.”
Despite David seeming to be much more about the business end of my emerging new life, his enthusiasm ‘was’ catching, and I followed him as he explored the home like a child in a candy shop. 
The home had a fantastic gourmet kitchen, which I knew had already received a lot of joyful moments since Mr. Watler explained his wife Bethan had studied at the famous Le Cordon Bleu in Paris a few decades before and that Frederik Billings had a huge culinary passion for food, in fact, the entire process from sourcing to preparation and serving.
“And, he also had a keen desire to learn new skills.” He whispered, his eyes glazing over as if he was reliving some delightful dinner memory he and his wife had shared with the great artist.
“You’ll have your first experience with Bethan’s delicious cooking artistry this evening gentlemen. I know she has planned something very special for the occasion … not that all your meals aren’t special my darling.” He added as he pressed Bethan’s hand lovingly.
“Thank you, darling.” She whispered.
The tenderness of their relationship was not lost on any of us, and I was very happy with the wonderful atmosphere I was feeling emanate from my new home.
“That’s its Jonathan. Always trust your feelings.” D.J. emphasized, again picking up what I was thinking.
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[bookmark: CH9]CHAPTER NINE

Dinner was simple but wonderful and D.J. had invited Bethan and Nathan to join us since he saw how well I was getting on with them. It was a perfect opportunity in a cozy setting to expand a bit before I left for London the next morning, what would become an important relationship over time.
Bethan had prepared a delicious Beef Bourguignon a la Julia Child’s famous recipe. The recipe is traditionally cooked with a Burgundy wine and since Frederick Billings home was stocked with a complete compliment of excellent wines, Nathan, who it turned out had a significant understanding of matching wines with all types of dining, chose a Pinot Noir.
“Pinot Noir is one of the noblest of the red grape varieties in the world.” He explained. “It's the quintessence of elegance and finesse. And this 1986 Tenuta Mazzolino 'Noir' Pinot Noir Oltrepo Pavese from Lombardy, Italy was Frederick’s favorite.”
Both D.J. and David smiled in obvious appreciation of what was being presented with such elegance.
My only exposure to wine included a few sips provided by the kitchen staff in the Hamptons that they snuck into special occasion meals, as well as some nasty house wines my bohemian-art friends used to get wasted on. The legal drinking age in New York state in 1999 was 21 but since I was, as mentioned, almost obsessive compulsive about staying in control, drinking had not appealed to me any more than the weed that those same friends always seemed to have readily at hand. 
The fact that the legal drinking age in the Cayman Islands was 18 didn’t mean I would change that behavior, but I had to admit the wine Nathan had added to Bethan’s delicious meal, really appealed to me as an addition to it. I considered the possibility of allowing myself this pleasure periodically when circumstances like this presented themselves. 
Apparently, Bethan had been filled in regarding my favorite foods and presented us all with an incredible Key Lime pie for dessert.
I discovered this fantastic dessert on a Caribbean cruise I had been on with my parents when I was 12 years old. As usual, I hardly saw them on the cruise and entertained myself finding out how I could eat 24 hours a day if I moved around the ship the right way. On that adventure, Key Lime pie seemed to be available in almost every restaurant experience I had. I ended up eating more than a whole pie by the end of the cruise and it became my favorite dessert from then on.
While we were indulging ourselves, I entertained everyone with the historical origins of the pie and Bethan playfully argued with an alternative explanation both of which were well known to Key Lime pie devotees.
When dinner finished Nathan and Bethan organized coffee for D. J., David and I out on the terrace that overlooked the western Caribbean Sea just as the sun was setting. The discussion D.J. promised earlier for dinner was now going to take place there since Nathan and Bethan had serendipitously joined us for dinner. Nathan lit some terrace flame lighting and returned to the kitchen with Bethan to clean up. We had already thanked them both profusely for the wonderful experience and settled into our coffees at a comfortable table and chairs.
“By now Jonathan, despite your age, you will hopefully be getting used to the over-the-top life that reaches out onto the horizon before you.” D.J. said while pointing to the setting sun. “Of course, it helps that you have grown up in this kind of lifestyle, but I think you will agree you haven’t exactly embraced it until recently, have you?” D.J. began.
“That is absolutely true.” I replied. “In fact, you could say that I did everything to avoid it.”
“We understand your reasons and have touched on them a little bit so far, and Granny Gibson will want to talk more with you in that regard but for now as this new path very quickly beckons, let’s get into some of the questions I am sure you have. You have had what might be referred to as an epiphany of sorts … not the religious kind but a kind of awakening tied to your growing penchant for understanding the mind.”
I nodded in agreement in the fading light, but I knew both men saw that I was intensely interested in what they were about to share with me.
“That state of mind is a prerequisite for what is about to unfold. Both David and I were about the same age as you are now when we were approached to join the Family and I can assure you; we grew up very quickly after we were accepted. We’ll tell you about our stories another time though. For tonight, we want to outline what the Family is and how we see you fitting in … in broad strokes since there are still some unknowns.” D.J. began.
I nodded my head in the dim light and leaned forward slightly, very excited about what would follow.
“I am sure you would agree Jonathan that most people haven’t the slightest idea about the power of the mind, despite the surge of interest both scientifically and also through what might be called ‘motivation’ in these last few decades. But percentagewise, the average person does not know how to consciously create their reality through their thoughts.” D.J. said, waiting for a response.
“I agree completely. These last few weeks have been literally mind blowing, if you will excuse the pun. Of course I had ‘some’ idea about it, that’s why I chose that course in the post-secondary summer classes I was about to attend before entering the college I chose. But with what I have studied since my sit downs with my parents has given me a whole new and greatly expanded appreciation for what is possible. And … that doesn’t include the startling things I have experienced in the last few days with Dean Amberson, Granny Gibson and yourself, which have begun to validate in real terms what I have learned so far, “I replied.
“Good, very good.” D. J. said in a hushed tone while I could see David nodding in the fire lit darkness that had descended upon us.
“More than this understanding is required however for acceptance into the Family and even then, there are many circles within circles ‘of’ that acceptance … yours, at this juncture being the most outer and first circle.” D.J. explained with a degree of seriousness I had not seen from him to that point. “Even after 30 years in the Family David and I are still only half-way in.”
The implications of that profound statement were lost to me at that point but would ultimately and ominously become crystal clear eventually.
D. J. continued. “You have a particular skill or innate ability, you might say that the Family feels could be of great benefit to them and that is your gift of communication, specifically with ‘art-oriented’ people, perhaps even beyond that as we will find out. These people as you know can be very odd to say the least, especially the really gifted ones, lost in their creative abilities one moment and radical and even irresponsible the next.”
“Even self-destructive.” David added.
“Yes!” D.J. emphasized. “And that is where you come into the picture Jonathan, at least in part. You have exhibited a balancing influence within that community that we have been watching for some time and that can be extremely valuable to the Family and indeed the artists themselves, helping them to find their unique gifts and enjoying the fruits of their labors without melting down in the process.”
While I should have been somewhat surprised or even shocked that this Family D. J. was talking about had been watching me for some years, the events of the last few weeks had significantly diluted anything that would normally seem way over the top.
“I think you may be ‘getting’ what I am ‘getting at.” D. J. continued.
“Yes, I am.” I replied. “It’s a very exciting prospect that I could spend my life somehow helping really creative artistic people, express their gifts while they get to enjoy what they are creating in tangible ways. So many of them are somber, self-deprecating and frankly depressed … as well as often depressing to be around. Except in my case, I feel drawn to them and really want to help them, and I believe they can feel that I am genuine where perhaps others are not so inclined.” 
“I believe Jonathan is beginning to understand what we, that is the Family sees as a possible future for him.” David said to D.J.
“I agree David. Would you agree Jonathan?” D.J. asked.
“Definitely!” I replied.
“Okay then.” I feel that is enough for now. Let’s head to bed as we are wheels up early tomorrow morning. We will talk more about this during the flight.” D.J. said as he and David stood up.   INDEX



[bookmark: CH10]CHAPTER TEN

By 9:00 am the next morning, D.J. and I had already had our breakfast and were winging our way across the Atlantic toward London’s Heathrow International Airport. The same flight crew was onboard from our trip down to the Grand Cayman, and as I learned were a permanent fixture of the Family fleet of private jets. I had not officially met the crew yet except for the young flight attendant who took care of us onboard and who on this flight introduced herself to me as Heather Nilsson whose ancestry originated from Stockholm, Sweden.
Heather was 24 years old and had been working in this capacity just out of high school. She was a very petty blond with a bright cheerful smile that instantly made one feel welcome. Her attitude with me at this second meeting was a little more familiar and we talked a bit about our backgrounds when D.J. got on Gulfstream’s phone after breakfast to conduct some business.
I was happy for the opportunity to spend a little time with someone closer to my own age after a few days of so-called grown-up discussions about my future … as wonderful and exciting as that had been. She told me how much she loved her job and the amazing people she met in the time she was with the Family. It was beginning to appear that to be associated with the Family in any permanent capacity, one must be a member ‘of’ the Family.
Without mentioning names, she told me that she had met many high-profile entertainers that everyone would recognize immediately as well as heads of state and organizations including and especially, a lot of top banking people. She usually didn’t recognize most of them to see them but in many cases overheard a title or a distinction such as President or CEO of this or that. She had literally travelled most of the world including countries that most people would call enemies, but when people from these countries met with her passengers, they were usually very friendly, which she found surprising.
She went on to say that she signed a very strict NDA [Non-Disclosure Agreement] and couldn’t tell me any details of her many experiences, but she said she would be happy to discuss what she could, off duty, if I had the time. The invitation was in no way too familiar, and I readily accepted and made a mental note to ask D.J. later if that would be appropriate.
While I waited for D.J. I thought about the encounter I just had with Heather and had to admit there was something about her that very much attracted me, not just that she was young, very pretty, intelligent and experienced well beyond her years but in some other way I could not yet put my finger on. It did strike me though that I saw, that is felt a deep sadness in her that her total personal presentation obscured very well. I decided to give that more attention to see if I could identify what it was since I wanted to really know this person that seemed likely to somehow become a part of my foreseeable future.
When D.J. was done with his calls he came over to where I was seated and asked me if I had a chance to review the file David gave me regarding the companies that they said were likely to become victim to the impending dot com bubble burst.
I said that I had, and he asked me to tell him what I felt about it while reminding me that he didn’t expect any kind of financial opinion but more of an intuitive overview based on what I had read. I was glad about that as the prospect of becoming, even in only a small way, an expert in that area, made me very uncomfortable as I told my parents, Dean Amberson and D.J. already. 
The MBA course I was on for sure made me a bit anxious for that reason. They all had assured me, however, in different ways, that the degree was more of a place card that I would have attached to my future career for those that required such things to validate credibility. They said that it was my unique communication abilities that was the most important thing and that the work I had become excited about regarding deepening my understanding of the mind took precedent.
The file pointed to what the Family believed would include a few companies their research suggested would not survive the impending bubble burst. The ones mentioned were internet start-ups Family Animals.com, Webvehical.com and Scare.com, along with two telecommunication companies, Universe.Com and Planet Crossing and lastly South River.
I explained although the files contained very little, it felt to me that there were massive accounting scandals, inflated assets and debts and likely, outright fraud. It seemed like a dynamic and emerging era in the communications area had fostered enormous greed and as a result compromise of basic principles and integrity. I said that I assumed conduct of that nature was not anything new but felt that in this case it would likely and unfortunately soon bring about great suffering when this dot com bubble burst.
I added that despite this being the case with these companies, I felt South River would come through the bubble bursting phase and go on to become a major internet service. I wasn’t sure why, but I felt it to be the case. This assessment came to me in a flash after reading the file and again in the explanation of it to D.J.. This surprised me since the description was well beyond my actual financial understanding.
D.J. was very pleased with my assessment and said it was almost precisely what the Family felt. D.J. went on to say that investments were currently being made to purchase sell options on these companies in that regard. This included my new portfolio that David was handling with some of the funds acquired through the sale of the South River stock in my newly created Trust. 
“I believe we will all benefit greatly from what is about to transpire Jonathan. This kind of simple understanding is exactly why we all believe your future career will be very successful.” D.J. said with a very serious and intense look on his face. “Your ability to feel complicated information, then synthesize it into simple terms is precisely what the Family believes will help you navigate the art world in a unique and very useful way.”
“Now, I believe you said you were going to study Granny Gibson’s book – ‘Accessing the Universe of Thought’ while we fly to London, so I will leave you to it. Heather will take care of anything you require to make you comfortable.”
Without my having to ask him, D.J. then added that I should feel free to communicate with her regarding anything that will help familiarize me with places we will travel to since she had a lot of experience with the Family in that regard. 
I then turned my attention to Granny Gibson’s book and settled into a second coffee while I read. Over the three months since this major shift in my life I had devoured as many books on the mind as I could and noticed that most included in some way, what I considered the three major components of manifesting: an Intention … focused Attention ON that Intention, energized by Passion rather than momentary whim.
Granny’s book began with this basic principle that so far had escaped the attention of most of humanity. This made the manifestation of one’s life in most cases a patchwork quilt … a hodge-podge of temporary experiences knitted together in a disorganized way with much oriented to what people did not want in their lives and wanted to get rid of. It went on to say that this unconscious attention was in fact accentuating the very things and experiences people did not want because inadvertently they were following the three principles.
That created frustrating loops that people repeated over and over again – literally a dog chasing it tail. And with billions of people living this way, disorder was inevitable. Granny’s book stated that some of those who recognized this almost universal condition, while at the same time being fully aware of how to manifest through thought, felt that they had a responsibility to help steer this collective unconscious confusion into some kind of order and that that was how the Family came into being.
At the time I saw this as highly altruistic and was glad to be accepted, that is, about to be accepted as part of this higher calling. The obvious implications of possible misuse didn’t escape me but the lofty possibilities of shepherding humanity into a more abundant, organized and stable life appealed to me so much that I put these trepidations aside. The book elaborated on ways and means that this guidance could be implemented into every aspect of the human condition excluding nothing and I was fascinated to think that nothing anyone does or is exposed to is exempt from this powerful influence that had apparently been in place in a highly organized manner through the Family since just after the 20th century began.
Another portion of the book focused on what I had already experienced firsthand with Granny Gibson and to a lessor extend with D.J., and that was what I called ‘mind reading’. Granny’s book called it tuning into the collective consciousness both generally, such as what was trending in the world as well as individually where very detailed information could be ascertained. It wasn’t reading the mind like dictation but more of a very focused intuition that could appropriate what was being thought in single flashes of insight.
The recipient of such an exchange, such as I had been, would usually look on this as almost magical communication or call it a kind of telepathy where spoken words were not necessary. The book explained that although similar in appearance it was not telepathy and was usually very one-sided in that the one being so-called ‘read’ was not made aware that it was happening in the obvious way I had been shown. I assumed that the display of this power, as I called it, was meant to get my attention for future use of it in my own work that was to come.
Since I already seemed to have an innate intuitive ability to ‘read’ people, at least in the arts community I was exposed to so far, I could see how this ability could be fostered and expanded.
Then the book touched on something that did concern me. It pointed to this so-called mind reading facility as a door into one’s thoughts that could be influenced by the one tuning in. In other words, thought or ideas or suggestions could be sent, so to speak, into the mind or even groups of minds that could be received ‘as if’ they were one’s own thoughts and, as a result influence behavior. It could be compared to someone under deep hypnosis that is told to cluck like a chicken or perform other acts at the bidding of the hypnotist.
While people in the hypnosis field have said no one can make someone do something they do not want to do such as doing harm to themselves or others, I had always felt that was a self-serving claim that may not be true. 
If what the book was saying was true, and what I had witnessed so far gave me every reason to believe that if Granny Gibson was the author of this book, it was likely true … then the implications were far reaching and potentially very suspicious. I bought into the shepherding concept completely, at least at that time, but this suggested the potential for considerable abuse in the wrong hands.
From what I had experienced so far, everything pointed to the Family being a benign, altruistic global organization with a grand plan for humanity’s well-being, but the implications of this power were a red flag. I pacified myself by making an inner declaration that whatever I learned how to do would always be used for good and never abuse. This allowed me to place this in a kind of sealed pocket of my mind where it could not hurt anyone, at least not through my hands. I also assured myself that at any time I could simply walk away from the Family if I began to sense that things were not as they seemed.
The book did not touch on the ‘how’ of its claims and I assumed that I would learn this from Granny Gibson or other mentors that were assigned to me during my Apprenticeship. So armed with this resolution I accepted what was unfolding with my initial reservations loosely held under a mental lock and key.    INDEX
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With the flight time and time difference between the Cayman Islands and Heathrow, we arrived almost exactly at midnight London time. By the time we moved into our hotel suite at The Savoy in downtown London it wa
s almost 1 am but only 7 pm Cayman time and although we had enjoyed both breakfast and lunch on the flight, we were ready for another meal.
The famous American Bar in the Savoy had a small food menu and was closed at that hour but the chef was informed while we were in flight that we would be looking for a light meal when we arrived at the hotel. As a result, we were allowed into the empty space where everything was already prepared. I saw that D.J. had a friendly relationship with the chef whose name was Alfredo, so when we tucked into a delicious serving of cold meets and Italian bread, he joined us. 
The two men had a pint of draft beer, and I had a coke to wash it all down. Although it was still early in Cayman time, I felt that I would retire early and left them bantering back and forth about the latest soccer matches.
As I approached the elevator Heather walked up beside me, and we entered together. She told me that she and the pilots had just enjoyed a lovely late dinner at the Lamb & Flag pub in Covent Garden just a few minutes’ walk away and that it was their favorite pub whenever they were in London. I said that I had never been to London, and everything would be new to me, so I would check it out if D.J. gave me some free time. She said that they were told the crew would not be needed for at least 2 days, maybe 3 so it sounded like there may be a good chance I would get a bit of spare time. She added with a laugh that if I would like an official tour of the area, she would be happy to take on the job.
I thanked her and said I would leave a message for her if it became a possibility. She got off the elevator before me, and we said good night. I decided to retire early expecting that the next day would be full even though D.J. had not said what we were in London for. As I was preparing for bed, I noticed that the exchange with Heather had left me rather exhilarated and I wondered if she felt the same.
When we met for breakfast on the Terrace of our suite D.J. said he had not explained our purpose for being in London because he wasn’t sure the main reason would be possible. I found that strange but welcoming because that meant that D.J. did some things by the seat of the pants.
“There is a special person we want you to meet Jonathan but he’s not predictable so we are taking a chance it will be possible. In the meantime, I want to introduce you to a close friend who does a lot of business for the Family through the Tate Gallery here in London … many other places around the world as well, but he’s in town now and has a connection with the person we want you to meet.
[bookmark: _Hlk210389564]“Lionel Badgley’s family is from Sussex, and he maintains his family’s ancestral home there but keeps a beautiful Georgian townhouse in Mayfair because it’s close to Hyde Park where he likes to paint in his spare time.”
I could scarcely believe what I was hearing. Lionel Badgley was one of the most famous art dealers in the world and I was going to meet him. It was common for any one of my more serious artistic friends to drop his name as an ideal connection to help them get noticed if only they could just meet him. But then D.J. amped up the shocking news and said,
“Lionel will be one of your mentors for your Apprenticeship, so you will be spending a lot of time with him.”
I was temporarily speechless, and I knew that D.J. knew how I was feeling even though he was acting rather matter of fact about this latest disclosure. He waited until I caught my breath then lightly slapped me on the back and chuckled,
“We are just warming up Jonathan, just warming up.”
I sat there, probably with my mouth open, I don’t remember, shaking my head.
“Don’t sell yourself short Jonathan, when the gift you have is properly cultivated, you will be of great benefit to the Family and of course those who you help achieve their dreams.” D.J. explained in a way that I almost believed.
All I hoped for in my future, until recently, was to follow what my heart was telling me and hopefully it would bring me happiness. Ever since I could remember, the arts … particularly anything on canvas, filled me up. It was true, I did seem to have a positive influence on some of the artistic teenagers I met and hung out with, and I was beginning to understand why. But that had never been my objective, it just happened. This, this possible future career, was something different and the way I was being cared for, even wooed, obviously meant someone, this we or Family I kept hearing about, must believe I had something considerable to offer.
D.J. took a call, nodded his head and said,
“Yes, okay, good. We’ll see you there in about a half hour.” He hung up the phone and said, “That was Lionel, he’s at the Tate and the person we wanted you to meet is with him now.”
D.J. then suggested that since it was a beautiful September day and I had never been to London, I might want to take the opportunity to stroll over to the Tate Gallery on foot. In the next few months, the Tate Gallery would become Tate Britain. The Tate network would then expand to include Tate Modern. The original Millbank gallery, which houses the collection of British art from all the way back to the 1500’s, would then be renamed Tate Britain to reflect its new role as the dedicated home of British art. 
I happily agreed and in the next thirty minutes I got to see Trafalgar Square, the parliament buildings and Big Ben. Lionel was standing at the entrance to The Tate waiting for us when we arrived. He was with a young man, perhaps 5 years older than me who had long hair, a scraggly goatee beard and moustache, smoking what looked like a homemade cigarette and the look of someone who slept on the street … much like some of my artistic friends back in New York.
By contrast Lionel was also about D.J.’s age and like David, dressed very neatly in a three-piece suit … a picture postcard version of a British gentleman. Despite the huge difference between them there did not seem to be the presence of the least discomfort in their acquaintance with each other. I was very pleased to see that since it was exactly the way I felt with my artistic friends.
When the young man saw me, he immediately straightened up and smiled the way an old friend who had not seen me for a long time might smile.  I could feel him surrender the chip on his shoulder that he wore as a kind of protection from a world he mostly disliked, but underneath was afraid of. It was a familiar experience for me that I had never been able to really comprehend but for which I was grateful. He extended his hand and said, 
“Have we met before?
Lionel and D.J. looked at each with huge grins on their faces as if to say this was going to be all they hoped it would be.
“Maybe in another life.” I replied with a laugh as I shook his hand.
“It’s uncanny, I feel like I know you … it’s such a strong sense it’s really weird.” He replied.
Then he let his hand go and gave me a big hug.
“I’m sorry, I never do this sort of thing but it’s like you’re a long-lost brother or something.”
“I understand, I really do. It happens a lot with me, and I don’t understand it either.” I said.
D.J. took the moment of silence that followed to introduce us.
[bookmark: _Hlk210390015]“Jonathan, this is Carmen D’Azusa, Carmen, this is Jonathan King. And Jonathan this is Lionel … ”
“Badgley.” I interrupted. “Yes, I know Mr. Badgley. It’s a huge honor and pleasure I assure you.
“The pleasure is all mine Jonathan, and please, call me Lionel.’ He replied.
It was obvious he was serious and although I was getting used to being surprised, that comment really took me off guard.
“Thank you, Mr. … I mean Lionel. I’m not sure why you feel that way, but I really appreciate you saying it.”
I was about to say something more, although I admit I was a little stuck for words when Carmen whispered in my ear and asked if he could speak to me privately for a moment. The others overheard anyway, and they both nodded that it was okay, so I took a few steps away from them with Carmen and he turned and looked me straight in the eye and said,
“I wasn’t being entirely up front with you Jonathan when I asked if we had met. In truth, I have seen you before.”
“Oh really, when … where?” I asked.
“Not where in the sense of an actual place. When was maybe two years ago in the Jardin du Luxembourg in Paris. I was sketching a lady who was feeding the birds when she stopped and turned toward me. She didn’t say anything … out loud that is, but I could hear her crystal clear in my mind.”
That immediately piqued my attention. I was about to say something, but he continued,
“She told me I would meet this fellow when my world was about to make a major shift and right away an image of you just as you look now popped into my mind as clear as day.”
He paused for a moment looking for a cue from me. But instead of the look of doubt he was likely expecting I asked him to explain what she looked like. He described the Park Lady precisely that I had been seeing for almost ten years and I just nodded my head.
He gazed at me for a moment then asked,
“Have you met her too?” 
“No, not in person in the way you have but in dreams and visons over the last ten years, exactly as you described her.”
“Whew! I was using ayahuasca for a while when I met her and thought perhaps, I was hallucinating. It’s a powerful, psychoactive brewed drink originating from the Amazon used for healing and spiritual practices.”
“Ya, I’m familiar with it. I have some friends in New York who use it regularly.” I said without a hint of judgment. I never made any one of my artistic friends or anyone for that matter feel that I knew better what was good for them. Whatever they chose to do with their lives was their business and as long as they were not intentionally involved in hurting others, I would hang out with them if I felt like doing so. I could see he was sizing me up and that he recognized I was cool with what he was sharing, which seemed to help him open up with me even more.
“The lady in the park started showing up again whenever I used it … in my head I mean, but she never said anything. She was just there, and I can say whenever that happened, I felt great, I mean peaceful – sort of, which is not how I feel when I am straight. I never saw you again in my mind until last week and when I did, she was also there and just smiled at me. So, you can guess how I felt just now when we met.”
“I can Carmen, for sure and I’ll talk to you more about her later, but I think D.J. and Lionel would like us to join them again.”
D.J. had motioned for us to join them so we did and together we entered the Tate.   INDEX
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[bookmark: _Hlk210390847]A few moments later Lionel introduced me to a fellow art dealer who navigated the same world as he did but spent much of his time in London and Paris. His name was Andre Dubois, and it was he who discovered Carmen through his connections at the famous Beaux-Arts de Paris.
“So, this is your new protégé Lionel.” He said with a smile. “I guess we will be seeing a lot of him in the future.”
[bookmark: _Hlk209097547]Lionel nodded and we proceeded into the building. In September 1999, the Tate Gallery had an ongoing exhibition, 'First Woman on the Moon' by Aleksandra Mir, and featured a piece by Vija Celmins called 'Untitled (Source Materials)'. Andre pointed out the piece and mentioned that Carmen had a similar ability as she did to render his art with almost photographic precision … when he chose to.
[bookmark: _Hlk209097584][bookmark: _Hlk210390978]“Vija Celmins, as you may know, is a Latvian American visual artist best known for her photo-realistic paintings and drawings of natural environments and is admired for her meticulous renderings of natural imagery, including ocean waves, desert floors, and night skies. This particular piece is a new inkjet print that features a collage of photographs and clippings gathered by the artist over several decades, serving as the visual basis for her iconic, intensely detailed monochromatic works of natural phenomena.” He explained.
“Yes.” I acknowledged. “I am familiar with her work since I love any art that appears almost like a photograph.” I turned to Carmen and said, “I very much look forward to seeing your work, Carmen.”
He smiled and said that he focused that kind of work mainly on portraits. Lionel added that incredible would be an understatement. Carmen seemed immune to flattery and almost ignored the remark but said that he was looking forward to hearing what I felt about his work.
The three men glanced at each other apparently impressed by Carmen’s unusual familiarity. I noticed D.J. nod his head slightly as well. Something was happening that for me was quite normal but apparently was not the case with regard to Carmen. I guessed that like many serious artists, Carmen lived very much in his own world and which in his case did not include any real interest in the business side end of art, despite the obvious necessity of it to some extent in order to be recognized by those who could help foster their careers.
It was a common dichotomy that often frustrated the lives of many people in all artistic fields … at least at the start until and if they got a taste for the lifestyle that could evolve from success. Those that bridged the gap often sacrificed much of the integrity of their own unique inner muse for the high life that opened before them and went on to produce what ‘sold’, often conflicting with their heart song. In many cases that led to an early demise of their careers and even life itself through the contradictory inner stress that led to meltdowns.
I was beginning to sense what the attraction was with me. If I had some unusual ability to bring balance into the lives of promising artists that would help maintain a steady flow of creative work, the value could be significant to the Family. I had no way of knowing just how significant that was at the time.
As these thoughts passed through my mind I could feel D.J.’s intense focus on me. ‘Was he picking up my thoughts’, I wondered. At that point, with all that had unfolded so far, I felt he probably at least sensed that I was starting to get a bigger picture of how the Family was going to utilize me in their master plan of ‘shepherding’ humanity.
“Did you spend much time in Paris Carmen?” I asked.
“Until recently when I graduated, I have been staying with a commune of artists in Montmartre while I attended Beaux-Arts de Paris. I resonate with the energy and historical artistic influence there … and there is always a backdrop of music, particularly jazz that helps me focus when I work.” He explained.
Lionel mentioned that we would be visiting the Louvre next, which would eventually lead to a world tour for me of famous galleries. I suggested Carmen come with us so I could get a feel for the life he’s been living. He brightened to that possibility but said that he was working on his first show that the Family had organized to launch his career, otherwise he would have loved to go with us. I congratulated him and made a mental note to discuss the show with Lionel and D.J. at a later time.
“Carmen is more than just gifted at remarkable realism, his work actually ‘lives’ so to speak. What I mean is, you can actually feel what the image of the one being rendered to canvas was feeling … is that fair to say?” Andre asked looking at Lionel.
Lionel enthusiastically agreed and again, Carmen was unmoved. I smiled but said nothing, which I could see set well with Carmen. The acquiescent connection between us was not lost to D.J. who was absorbing every moment of the exchange taking place.
After a couple of wonderful hours touring various sections of the Tate, D.J. suggested we get some lunch. He made a quick call and when we reached the entrance of the Tate, a stretch limousine was waiting for us. We headed for Covent Garden where the oldest restaurant in London – Rules was situated, which was established in 1798. The Winter Garden is a key feature of Rules Restaurant, and we headed upstairs where it’s situated. 
Since we were not in a hurry, we all ordered Beef Wellington, which is usually for two and we were five making the divisions difficult, but somehow the kitchen managed to accommodate us. I noticed that no one ordered an alcoholic beverage except for Carmen. In the years that followed I rarely saw anyone in the Family drink when they were ‘working’. 
Though much of the time things were relatively light and relaxed, the attention placed on me was always completely controlled, never swaying away from what was taking place by some outside influence. Over time, I began to feel like a ‘project’ more than a person and as my value to the Family grew, the respect I always felt in the presence of many of its powerful members was stilted and impersonal. Only D.J. let his guard down slightly, showing a little of himself, and yet even in those rare instances I could feel he was conflicted as if he would like to let loose a bit but had to follow some protocol associated with his role in the Family.
During lunch I learned that Lionel would be taking me on a global tour of Galleries and Museums and in some cases meet others who were hopefully like Carmen that had come to the attention of the Family. D.J. mentioned that detail privately and out of the earshot of Carmen, asking me to keep that to myself. I replied that I understood, which I actually did since I was very much aware that so-called relaxed and cozy gatherings like that lunch were very uncomfortable experiences for him as was any business situation he was obliged to participate in. The less he felt ‘managed’ the better is what they wanted me to be aware of and since that applied to me as well, I understood it firsthand. Nevertheless, despite the fact that my current circumstances were the epitome of being managed, in this unique situation, I accepted the necessity of it.
Before we left the restaurant Carmen asked if he and I could meet privately at the pied-à-terre Lionel had arranged for him in Hackney, known for its high concentration of artists' studios, and its grassroots art scene. He told me later that the area was rapidly undergoing gentrification and he would have preferred Shoreditch or Brick Lane, which were becoming increasingly recognized for their artistic energy and street art, but Lionel felt the atmosphere in Hackney was more conducive to the high-end image they were going to create for he and his work.
“They seem to have a handle on what works, who is who and what is happening in the short time I have been exposed to them Carmen.” I told him. “But, if you feel comfortable with it, I would be very happy to be a kind of ‘buffer’ between the Family and your work.”
He said he would be very grateful for that and agreed immediately. As it turned out, that was exactly what the Family wanted me to do with the Carmens of the art world they would introduce me to. Back then I was blind to the under belly of the Family and genuinely felt I was performing an invaluable task that came naturally to me.
Before we split up, I got approval from D.J. and Lionel to meet Carmen later that evening at his pied-à-terre to have a look at the pieces he had been working on since his arrival in London in the early summer. They both agreed that was a very good idea and asked me to report back to them when I returned to the Savoy.
I also asked if it would be okay for me to explore a bit on my own before I headed out to meet Carmen and they said that fit well with their own plans, which included a meeting with a prominent Family member who was in town from Switzerland. When we got to the hotel, I left a message for Heather to contact me and meet for dinner if she had the time and thirty minutes later, she rang my room, and we set a time to meet in the lobby at 5:30 pm.   INDEX
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When I arrived in the lobby Heather was already there waiting for me. She was dressed down in jeans and a blouse with her blond hair down, and on her feet, she wore only sneakers without socks. I embraced the relaxed elegance and casualness immediately since, despite the high-octane feelings of the past week, there was a simmering stress clinging to me as if I had to somehow always be ’up’.
As I said, Heather’s magnetism had already gotten my attention, so, when she took my arm and led me out of the hotel, I admit I felt a surge of adrenalin … not quite passion, but a kind of pride to be escorted by a confident and frankly ‘stunning’ young woman.
The girls I hung out with, not really dated, when I was in high school were great and I loved the company of the artistic kids I chose to befriend, but this was completely different. Heather had been in the thick of world class captains of industry and banking while travelling first class for 6 years and she carried herself with the kind of subtle essence of power that that lifestyle emanated.
I had completely and carefully avoided that same lifestyle, which was the universe my parents lived in until only recently when somehow, I was captured by it through my growing interest in the mind. So, when Heather came into my life, I felt a little more relaxed with my decision to enter what was until then – forbidden territory. As far as I could tell, she seemed to be able to navigate that world and still remain centered within her own private sphere … a kind of relaxed intensity is how I mentally registered it in those early days.
“Are you ready to rough it a bit, Jonathan … come down off the lofty perch you’ve been on this last week and scum it a bit?” She giggled.
“Absolutely I am. Lead the way.” I replied enthusiastically.
We walked past waiting limos to where a row of standard London ‘black cabs’ were waiting for passengers and hopped in one.
“Let this be your official welcome to London in our own ‘hackney carriage'.” She laughed.
The cabby joined in the laughter recognizing someone who seemed to respect British tradition and asked,
“Where to mum?”
“The Cat & Mutton please.”
"Right you are, no problem mum."
“It’s what people are calling a gastropub or at least becoming one. Pub fair with a little bit of attention to higher end dining.” Heather explained.
“Sounds great. I replied. “Interestingly, I am meeting an up-and-coming young artist in Hackney this evening, you should come along. He is supposed to have an unbelievable artistic ability.”
“You mean Carmen.” She said in a matter-of-fact manner.
“You know him?” I asked, surprised but intrigued.
“Our world is huge but tightly knit. D.J. asked me to pose for him when he first arrived here from Paris a few months ago. I assure you; you are in for a treat.” She said with a smile.
“Did you know about my meeting with him tonight?” I inquired.
“For sure. That’s why I suggested the pub we are going to. Carmen is going to join us … that is if it’s okay with you.” She added.
“I should not be surprised by anything by now, but I confess I still am. That will be great, I really like him … we just met but seem to have a sympatico already.” I answered.
“I hear that’s a common denominator for you.” Heather added.
It was fast becoming obvious that very little happened by chance in this strange new world I was entering. What I felt about it from my fishbowl perch around my parents apparently was missing a lot of pieces. At that moment, I was feeling somewhat ashamed of my cavalier judgment all the years I had avoided it, but I was glad that the bandages were being partially removed from my eyes by such wonderful company.
When we entered The Cat & Mutton Carmen was waiting at a table for us with a pint of what I learned was something called Guinness, a stout, known as Guinness Draught.
I would receive other lessons on various categories of beer, pilsners, stouts and ales through Carmen who it turned out was an expert in regard to beer. And I would very soon find out that he was much more than meets the eye, which resonated with me since I preferred feelings over descriptions and analysis.
“Do you know Guinness?” Carmen asked as he raised the tulip shaped glass in his hand.
“No, I’ve heard of it but never seen it or tried it.” I responded.
He handed me the glass and said,
“Give it a go.”
I raised the glass to my lips and took a tiny sip. Immediately my face scrunched into a twisted mask that must have looked like I had been sucking lemons. Heather and Carmen roared with laughter as I handed the glass back to Carmen. In unison, Heather and Carmen both said,
“You either love it or hate it.” and continued laughing at my expense.
I shook my head attempting to escape the shocking taste in my mouth while holding the back of a chair with one hand. Carmen stopped a passing waitress and asked her to bring his friend some water. She took one look at me and smiled knowingly.
“First experience with Guinness I see.”
Heather and Carmen nodded and continued their laughter, somewhat more subdued. Carmen then asked me what I would like to drink and although I had very little experience with alcohol, I felt I would indulge with my new friends.
“Heather, I am sure you know wine pretty well from your considerable experience serving what must be the best available in the sky … please, choose for me.” I asked.
In contrast to my compliment Heather ordered a house Chiante for both of us, and we sat down for brief introductions, which at that point seemed irrelevant. On the wall there was a chalkboard with the pub food outlined and I noticed Shepperd’s Pie was included. That was a favorite of mine for years growing up in New York with a British cook in the kitchen, so I ordered that when the waitress returned. Heather remarked it was one of her favorites as well and Carmen said he would have some too.
The conversation centered around the artistic neighborhood and how Carmen had adjusted to the somewhat different energy of artists in Montmartre and in London. He commented that he mostly kept to himself and his work and that he had not made any real friends since his arrival a few months before. 
“You two are the first real friends I have made so far.” He said, a little sheepishly.
Heather pressed his hand and said,
“It is our good fortune, Carmen.”
He smiled and teared up as I put my arm around his shoulder. He proceeded to get up and headed to the loo as he called it to keep with the local language.
“People like Carmen usually have admirers, some envious and some hero worshipping, but rarely real friends. I am so happy you have come into his life.” Heather said.
“People like Carmen? How so?” I asked.
Heather looked me straight in the eye and said,
“Carmen is a savant, Jonathan. He speaks 6 languages, has a photographic memory and as you have already heard, is a gifted artist. He is also suspicious of almost everyone so it’s almost miraculous that he took to both you and I almost immediately.”
She concluded by saying,
“I confess I feel a kind of sisterly responsibility toward him. Despite our being the same age, in a way, he is still a child.”
I felt the essence of purity in Carmen the moment I met him, and it seemed like that’s what she meant. It was also why I warmed up to him right away.
“I offered to act as a kind of buffer between his work and the world of art business he has just entered.” I told her.
Heather beamed when she heard this,
“I knew you were that kind of person.” Then she leaned over and whispered in my ear, “Please don’t let them get to you.” 
I was about to ask her what she meant by that, but she pulled away and put her finger to her lips as if to say, ‘no more on that subject’, so I did not press her. Nevertheless, I was determined to find the right moment to ask her as I again felt the presence of a red flag.
The food arrived just as Carmen returned from the loo, and we silently dug into the delicious meal. Rather than ordering any more drinks Heather suggested we head over to Carmen’s pied-à-terre so I could get a look at his work. Carmen added that he had a nice French Merlot, which he added came from the Saint-Émilion appellations within the Bordeaux region, then Heather added,
“Carman knows wine too.”
“I’m not surprised at all.” I said.   INDEX
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The Cat & Mutton was a fifteen-minute walk from Albion Square where Carmen lived in Hackney and as it was a balmy evening Heather suggested we head there on foot to give me a chance to see a bit more of London.
When we arrived, Carmen led the way as we climbed to the second-floor apartment and said while turning the key,
“Bienvenue dans mon humble demeure.”
I knew enough French to recognize the welcome and replied,
“Merci bien, mon ami.” I replied.
He turned and smiled, and we all entered. The entrance was small but led to a grand room with a vaulted 12-foot ceiling containing several skylights. The furniture, which I guessed had come with the apartment, was all pushed back to the walls, some of it covered in tarpaulin-like material and the room was set up as his studio. 
One couch had some rumpled bedding on it and while I was sure there was at least one bedroom in the apartment, it appeared that Carmen preferred to sleep there in the company of his creations. It was a familiar setting that I had experienced with some of my artistic friends who communed together, often parentless and in much less affluent surroundings in New York.
In one corner there was an easel turned to the wall as if he had positioned it there to make a revelation of the work that sat on it. 
“Show him Carmen.” Heather said in a whispered tone.
Carmen took the few steps to the easel and slowly turned it so that I could see the magic it held. Immediately, I gasped and began to tear up. It was sublime, a portrait of Heather that transcended mere art and literally ‘lived’ off the canvas. I held my chest and began weeping, so moved was I by the shear ecstasy of the work.
Heather put her arm around my shoulder and whispered,
“Thank you, Jonathan, for seeing … truly seeing.”
Carmen was also weeping, and we joined in a group hug that must have lasted for at least a full minute.
Carmen slowly pulled away and walked over to a shelf which had a portable CD music player on it and turned it on. Immediately a smooth jazz version of ‘Manhattan’ by Dinah Washington could be heard in surround sound. The quaint lyrics and elegant dulcet phrasing of this jazz giant filled the room like walking through a rose garden. As the evening wore on the music continued with this same theme – an obvious compilation Carmen had either made or obtained.
The songs included: ‘He’s Funny That Way’ by Billie Holiday, perhaps the most exquisite version of "While My Guitar Gently Weeps" by Kenny Rankin, "The Nearness of You," by Johnny Hartman and ‘Almost Blue” by Chet Baker to name a few of the muse stimulating timeless jazz renditions that Carmen used while he worked.
Carmen opened the Merlot he told us about and we pulled some chairs and a coffee table from the wall and arranged them near his portrait of Heather. A strange look came across his face as if he was reliving something. Then Carmen began to tell us about an otherworldly encounter, as he called it, that he experienced the day after he finished the portrait.
Just before he began Heather stood up and went over to the CD and turned it up, almost too loud for us to hear ourselves speak. It seemed like she must really like jazz, but I was sensing this action was about something else. On the other hand, Carmen was delighted so I just went with the flow.
“I was walking along the High Street in Covent Garden near Trafalgar Square on my way to The Nations Gallery when a passing man spoke into his mobile phone the single word ‘Paul’. He said it precisely at the moment I was beside him as he passed in the opposite direction. I thought very little of it until I entered the Gallery and was almost invisibly pulled into one corridor after another as if I was on a mission to get somewhere.
After about ten minutes of this very strong ‘pulling’ sensation I was abruptly brought to a halt in front of a large canvas of a Christ scene. I was not familiar with it, and it didn’t seem like the actual image was why I was there. What I was drawn to was the name of the artist on a small description plaque beside the painting. 
Paolo Veronese, an Italian Renaissance painter based in Venice, known for extremely large historical paintings of religion and mythology. He was also known as Paul The Venetian, supposedly some sort of ascended master according to some sources. But what struck me even more than the fact that a few minutes before the man on the mobile had distinctly said Paul as he passed me, was an image of him I later found of Paul dressed in an emerald-green velvet robe … almost an exact replica of the dress Heather is wearing in my portrait … to compliment her green eyes.
To the best of my knowledge Heather had blue eyes but as that thought passed through my mind, she touched one eye and pulled away a contact lens revealing a bright green eye. 
“I did not tell Carmen my eyes are green, nor did I remove my contacts during my sittings with him. He just knew!” She exclaimed.
“Wow, that’s astounding. I have heard of something called the Brotherhood or Great White Brotherhood of so-called ascended beings or masters as some call them. It’s not meant to defer only to men though as there are supposedly women in its ranks as well, I don’t know as I didn’t research it much and only heard brief references to it from some of my artsy friends, often after they had a few tokes of grass.”
Heather nodded then added,
“I’ve also heard a little about them. Once while flying here to London with several university professors, I overheard talk about something called the Theosophical Society. It was interesting and they were all very animated by the subject. One name they mentioned was someone called Alister Crowley who I later looked up but when I discovered he was a really bad sort, I lost interest in pursuing the subject.
One other interesting thing was when they mentioned his name, their voices hushed as if they didn’t want me to hear them. One of them said not to worry because I was under a strict NDA and that seemed to satisfy the others.”
“One of the sullener artistic kids I knew mentioned that he was a follower of some kind of Crowley cult, but his energy and art was very dark, so I avoided him and the subject as well.” I added.
“Anyway, this Paul The Venetian is supposed to be a Christ-like being and my interest is only connected to the unusual way I was introduced to him.” Carmen said. “Do either of you think it means anything?”
I paused to allow a feeling to wash over me. For some reason the Park Lady popped into my mind, and I mentioned it to them. Heather’s eyes widened as I described her and she said that since beginning work with the Family brief visions of someone that fits that exact description had periodically shown up in her life too. She explained it was usually when she was feeling a bit low and always had a calming effect on her. 
Carmen listened to her with great interest and when she finished, he immediately dove into the visions he also experienced with the Park Lady including what he explained to me when we met earlier that day. We all got very excited about this synchronicity and that began a discussion that lasted into the night while Carmen showed me each piece he had worked on.
We finished the Merlot while we discussed Carmen’s art then I said I had better get going as I was feeling a little tipsy since I was not used to drinking. I gave Carmen my number so we could stay in touch and assured him he could call me any time as his life in the fast lane of art unfolded. He expressed his profound gratitude again and we departed promising to all meet up again as soon as it became possible.
When Heather and I arrived back at the Savoy I said I felt like taking a swim mentioning it was one of my favorite things to do and a great way to finish the evening. I asked her if she would like to join me, but she said she was tired and was heading straight to bed. ‘Maybe next time’ she told me, ‘when we are both in the Caymans I could show her the baby mansion she heard I now own, and we could take a proper swim in the Caribbean’. The Savoy had a fantastic 24-hour spa and pool, but I agreed that no pool is compared with swimming in the ocean.
When she got off the elevator at her floor, she gave me an affectionate hug and a kiss on my cheek, then told me to enjoy my swim. When I got to my room to collect my bathing suit the light was flashing on my desk phone, I picked it up and there was a brief message from D.J. asking me to meet him and Lionel for breakfast in his suite at 8 am. As the hour was late, I decided to head to bed and forgo my swim.
As I tucked into bed and closed my eyes, a very clear image of the Park Lady momentarily appeared in my mind. She was wearing a long green velvet dress. INDEX
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Lionel was with D.J. when I arrived for breakfast and as we selected what we wanted from a buffet that had been prepared for us D.J. elaborated on the next step in my Apprenticeship. I would be accompanying Lionel on a world tour of significant Art Galleries and reviewing in depth a variety of art styles from Classical, Gothic, Renaissance, Baroque and Neoclassicism to Romanticism, Realism, Impressionism, Surrealism, Abstract and more. 
[bookmark: _Hlk210934738][bookmark: _Hlk210934790]Our itinerary included The Tate, which we had already toured then on to The Nations Gallery and The British Museum while we were still in London, the Louvre Museum and Musée d'Orsay in Paris, The Uffizi Gallery in Florence, the Capitoline Museum as well as the Vatican in Rome, The  Rijksmuseum and Van Gogh in the Netherlands, The Museo Nacional del Prado in Madrid, The Hermitage Museum in St. Petersburg, then on to America and The Art Institute of Chicago, The Smithsonian American Art Museum in Washington, DC., The Museum of Fine Arts in Boston and The Metropolitan Museum of Art in New York where we would stop off for a few days so that I could visit with my parents. 
We would finish off our tour in Canada beginning with the National Gallery of Canada in Ottawa, then on to Toronto where we would visit The Art Gallery of Ontario (AGO). I would then fly back to Philadelphia on my own and meet up with Dean Amberson and Granny Gibson who both had ‘next step’ agendas for me. The entire journey would take me well into November to round out the intense beginnings of my new life. 
The tour was meant to be an immersion into the world I would be navigating and although I already had a ‘significant feeling’ for several of the art styles we would be covering and I had been to a few of the galleries we would visit, this was meant to be a generic flood of art compressed into several weeks. 
D.J. expanded his description of my next few weeks by explaining what it was really all about,
“Search engines online have been around for almost a decade and soon will expand exponentially, which will make it possible to find literally anything, in detail, instantly. What is coming technologically will blow the global mind and this is one key area in which we will be focusing our direction of your finances in tandem with the Family’s.”
He paused while we began our breakfast, then with coffee he continued,
“Jonathan … you have a special gift that to a limited extent, you have recognized in the few years it has been growing obvious to you through friendships you have developed in the community where you have spent most of your time. People, specifically artistically creative people, feel somehow ‘safe’ with you. This gift is not really explainable, and it is not a ‘learned’ ability … it’s just in a strange way – present. This enables you to help guide these artistic or artsy people as you sometimes like to affectionately call them.
As you know well, artistic people can be highly volatile, often to their own detriment and in the end that can lead to an early demise of their gifts and even their lives. The Family is very interested in the Arts and believes that you can help bring a certain degree of stability to it. With that in mind, we have a blank check to assist you in developing this ability, and I think you will agree, you have already had a taste of that.”
I smiled and nodded my agreement. Indeed, I had, and I had already at that point begun to see where I was headed and felt very good about. While there had been a few red flags regarding issues of control and manipulation dangers associated with this agenda of ‘shepherding’ humanity, I placed these concerns aside for the moment to see how things would play out.
We finished our breakfast and coffee, and I arranged to meet up with Lionel in an hour to continue our tour starting with The Nations Gallery.
“I will see you in Philadelphia when you complete your tour Jonathan and I bid you farewell until then. Of course, if you wish to speak with me about anything I am available to you at any time.”
 He handed me a mobile phone, which was nothing like I had ever seen before and said there is a thing called speed dial on it. My number, your parents, Lionels, Dean Amberson, Granny Gibson’s, David’s, Dylan and Bethan Watler, Carmen’s and Heather’s are already loaded as these will be your main connections for now. With this mobile you can connect anywhere in the world.”
He showed me how to access the list and add more names and numbers then handed me the phone and a charger. I was delighted that he included Heather’s number but guessed that he somehow knew she and I and Carmen were already bonding and that she may be involved with me in some way regarding whatever and wherever that may lead.
Lionel stayed behind and asked me to meet him in an hour to head out to The Nations Gallery. Carmen’s story about Paul The Venetian came to mind when he said that, and I wondered if anything similar was waiting for me there. As that thought passed through my mind, I had a momentary vision of the Park Lady and wondered if I would ever meet her.
However, nothing out of the ordinary awaited me at the gallery. It was, however, very enjoyable to begin my tour in the company of one of the most celebrated art dealers in the world and come to terms with the exciting prospect that this famous person in the one field that had given me the most fulfilment throughout most of my life was to be one of my mentors.
As we navigated the labyrinth of corridors and gallery rooms in the gallery embracing the incredible wealth of creative genius represented there, Lionel pointed to a few pieces he particularly liked but his interest was far more centered on me and what lay ahead.
“We want you to feel as relaxed as possible in this so-called ‘educational’ phase of our work together Jonathan. As D.J. has pointed out, it’s not about becoming a library of information and details about all aspects of art, but rather having at least a superficial handle on styles, artists within those styles, trends and mediums of expression. And, when it comes to marketing, simply refer to me, which should satisfy most people in the art world that you come into close association with.”
Lionel was obviously very confident and aware of his global status in the art world, as one would expect, but his casual reference to it made me feel, as he had suggested, ‘relaxed’ in an area that, frankly, left me cold … as it did with most artists. Leaving the business side of the art world to a seasoned and successful expert allowed the artist to focus their attention on the art itself and all that lay beneath the manifestation of their creations. As long as trust was there, all would be well. At the time, I had no idea how many layers deep trustworthiness or the lack of it went.   INDEX
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As Lionel and I winged our way halfway around the world touring the galleries and museums on our list, he introduced me to other dealers he knew as well as small galleries where many of his clients had showings of their work. In those instances, I usually met with the artists as well and Lionel asked me to let him know if I ‘felt’ anything so-called ‘special’ about any of them. As a result, I met some of the most well-known artists in the world and when Lionel introduced me, every one of them was enthusiastic about getting to know me. Each one seemed to have some kind of foreknowledge of who I was and where I was headed. Nevertheless, not one of them ‘stood out’ in any way beyond whatever fame they had already acquired.
While it seemed, over time, that each person I met had been selected ahead of time for me to meet and begin a connection with, Lionel shielded me in a way from the many invitations I received for private meetings, lunches and dinners, begging off on my behalf based on my tight schedule. That only made them more determined to gain favor with me and while the flattery was seductive, I did not feel it was in any way deserved.
I added each one to the contacts in my mobile and collected a growing portfolio of business cards promising to keep in touch … why, at the time, I had no idea. Lionel always left each one with the encouragement to refer anyone they felt had ‘real’ promise to him for me to review. While that seemed over the top to me, every one of them readily agreed as if I had some special super-human ability.
Before our tour was complete these referrals began to pour in, and Lionel asked me to see how I ‘felt’ about each one – sight unseen. As he continued with this practice, I began to realize how this was part of my training and although unorthodox I recognized the similarity with how I had made ‘special’ friendships with some of the artistic people I met in high school … not so much at first by their work but more so by the ‘feeling’ I got from them.
“By now Jonathan, you may have picked up how the feelings you sometimes get from people who in a way ‘stand out’ or ‘stand apart’ from others is very distinctive for you. Everyone gets these same feelings but for you it can lead to associations where being in your company can enhance their focused attention on their abilities potentially turning them into very significant works of art. Occasionally, people like Carmen, who show great promise, come along and we believe that their future with the Family will be very much fostered by an association with you.”
It was almost like I was seen as some kind of ‘good luck’ charm the Family had discovered and intended to benefit from. As time went on, I felt the tone of it was a bit self-serving, but I resolved to keep my attention on helping the artists play on a level playing field where the most personal fulfilment for them was complimented by material rewards that served their work without destroying them.
In that regard, I kept in touch with Carmen during our tour as he was scheduled to have his first show beginning the first week of the new millennium and was working diligently on assembling enough pieces for it. The show was already being touted as the official Art World kick off of the Third Millennium through the genius of newcomer Carmen D’Azusa. Lionel spearheaded the promotion of this event and was often on calls all over the world, drawing attention to the show through his myriads of global art contacts.
The list of art world dignitaries as well as art journalists and media celebrities steadily grew, and the venue location had to be changed twice to accommodate the expanding roster of invitees to what was becoming an art world phenomenon. Even the Y2K fear-mongers offset their gloomy predictions by touting the idea that at least this massive creative event would take place at the same time as the Millennium shift, to soften the blow of what they said was probably coming.
As the frenzy began to heat up, I spoke with Carmen more often encouraging him to not take too seriously what the press was saying about his show. 
“Just focus as you have been doing on your heart and on what comes through it my friend. Let it flow and what is supposed to come will just show up and turn out perfect.” I told him.
I said that I would be there before and during the show and hopefully Heather’s schedule will allow her to join us. He was very grateful for the heartfelt encouragement and said he hoped the three of us could spend Christmas and the New Year together. I said that I would do everything in my power to make that happen. I shared that with Lionel, and he said that if that is what I felt Carmen needed then it would definitely happen. I called Heather right after he told me that and she was delighted to hear she would be there with us. She said that usually during the holidays she was very busy with Family events, flying here and there and that this would be a very welcome change. I said I hoped to see her again soon, which she enthusiastically seconded.
“At your beach house Jonathan, if possible.” She laughed. “Where we can do absolutely nothing.”
“I’ll ask D.J. if he can arrange that too.” and we said goodbye.
When I fielded the question of Heather and Carmen and I, spending the holidays together in conjunction with Carmen’s first big art show D.J. said it was a great idea, and he would likely spend part of it with us as well since he would definitely be at the showing. I conveyed that to the others, and all was very gay with anticipation. Lionel added his support and said he would very much like to spend part of the holidays with us as well.
This made the tour with Lionel even more joyful for me as I looked forward to what could be the best weeks of my life so far.
When we got to the New York leg of the tour my parents met us at the airport and greeted Lionel as an old friend they had known for years. At first, I was surprised they had never mentioned that fact to me since they knew my penchant for art. Then it occurred to me they withheld that information in case I tried to lean on them to meet him while they were still skeptical about my future. I had begun to realize that nothing the Family did was without purpose and even though they saw early on the growing influence I seemed to have on the friends I had in the tiny corner of the world of art I had touched into, timing was a factor. It felt good though to know that they had been secretly watching my progress so closely since I always felt they had simply written me off. It turned out that somehow, they knew I needed the isolation to allow whatever this special gift I had, to unfold on its own.
I thought I would be staying at my parents’ Central Park condo during our time in New York, but Lionel said we had several important dealers as well as media people to meet that would be present at Carmen’s Millennium showing in London, so there was little time to socialize with family. I was delighted to hear though that my parents would also be attending the showing and likely come over to London at least for New Years eve … perhaps even Christmas since they had business to conduct in Europe around that time.
Lionel and I had a suite booked at the Wallace Hotel, a high-end luxury hotel on the Upper West Side of New York close to the Metropolitan Museum of Art we would be visiting as well as walking distance to my parents’ condo near Central Park. As a result, it suited our purpose well and had the level of sophistication that Lionel’s connections associated with him throughout the art world.
After we checked in, we spent a few hours at my parents’ condo mostly discussing the gallery tour we had almost completed as well as outlining Carmen’s upcoming show. Lionel painted a glowing picture of the influence I was having on Carmen as my first foray into the world I was entering. My parents seemed to have an intimate knowledge in that regard already, which I confess touched my heart since until I showed interest in the subject of the mind, they had never shown any outward interest in me that I was aware of. I was beginning to see that I was totally wrong about that, despite the despair I had experienced.
We then headed for the famous Gallagher's Steak House, a short drive from the condo and enjoyed a phenomenal meal together. My parents and Lionel ordered a bottle of Cabernet Sauvignon to go with the Ribeye steak we had all selected, a favorite of my fathers at that restaurant which he frequented often. I ordered a blackberry Kombucha, which was as close as I could get to red wine in my underage status in the US.
Whenever possible, depending on the country we were in, I began drinking wine with my dinner meals. In retrospect, I think I was trying to appear older than my years to fit in better with the often much older company I was in. The truth was none of them cared in the slightest how old I was. Their interest was riveted on how knowing me could enhance their careers. At the time, I had no idea how the Family was preparing the ground for what they all must have known was coming. Later, when I was with Heather and Carmen alone, I commented on how distasteful the constant obsequious behavior I was receiving felt. They were both obviously relieved that the high-end life of the art world was not tainting me. 
“If anything, my friends, I am becoming an island in the stream more than I was before any of this came into my life.” I declared resolutely.   INDEX
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“There is someone who wants to meet you Jonathan and we will have lunch with him after we finish our tour of the Metropolitan Museum this morning. I will also be introducing you to a few very famous artists at the Met today who are anxious to meet you. When they heard who wanted to have lunch with you, they all asked if they could join us … but, I told them this was a very special first get together with this man and only the three of us would be attending. Of course, they all understood.” Lionel explained.
‘Of course, they all understood.’ I repeated in my mind. ‘Not me, I don’t understand at all.’
When we finished our tour of the Metropolitan and several ‘meet and greet’ sessions with the artists that Lionel had arranged, we headed for The Met Dining Room, an elevated cuisine experience that overlooks Central Park. We were escorted to a table surrounded by several other empty tables, apparently unheard of at the luncheon hour, but normal when Franklin Mendelson showed up. Although Steinway Tower, where the home office of The Dark Mountain Corporation was situated was over 2 miles from the Metropolitan Museum, the President of the company preferred The Met Dining Room for lunch, being an avid lover of art.
As we approached the table where Franklin Mendelson was already seated, he immediately stood up and took a few brisk steps toward us wearing an enormously warm smile. Apparently, he was known for having a gracious charm that often disarmed business dignitaries, politicians, bankers … virtually everyone he met the world over who usually stood in awe of him, or more likely the power that he wielded.
“I’d like to introduce you to Franklin Mendelson Jonathan, President and CEO of the Dark Mountain Corporation.” Lionel said with a faint hint of trepidation that I had not witnessed with him before since it was usually, he that elicited that kind of energy in others.
Lionel had not prepared me in any way for this introduction as he usually did before meeting the many people I had been introduced to on our global art tour. He usually gave me a short resume of each one before the meeting to make it easier for us to have at the very least, an informal but cordial chat about the artist, their style and their current status in the art world. 
“I have been waiting to meet you for a long time Jonathan and it’s wonderful to finally do so.” Mendelson said as if I was twice my age and somehow cloistered away somewhere unavailable for years until now.
He took my hand and held it longer than normal, trying to sense my energy was what I felt. Nothing could have prepared me for the ominous feeling that overtook me as he did. His impeccable appearance, and charming manner could not mask what I was feeling. A sick feeling began to rise in my stomach just before he released my hand. Had he not done so at that moment I would likely have thrown up on the spot. Whether he recognized how I was feeling, I don’t know as his manner did not in any way reveal concern.
As we took our seats he added,
“I expect you are wondering why I would say that I have been waiting a long time, Jonathan?”
I smiled slightly and nodded. I could see that Lionel was very interested to hear what Mendelson’s explanation would be as much as I was.
“Almost 19 years ago your parents and I were enjoying a quiet dinner at my brownstone in Brooklyn Heights when your mother went into labor. We rushed to the hospital, and you came into the world – our world. I should have said, I have been waiting a long time to meet you again as I am your godfather and have been watching you carefully since then.
“Whew!” Lionel exclaimed involuntarily.
Mendelson glanced at him indifferently and continued,
I know you have felt isolated and even in a way unwanted at times, but I assure you I, and your parents have been following your progress with great interest to see if you would come into the Family in the way you are now.”
“I have a certain ‘sense’ you could call it, for possibilities. Some would call it a second sense or even a psychic sense. Whatever it is, for decades it’s been like a crystal ball in many ways that has allowed me to see what is coming or has the possibility of coming. In your case, I saw very clearly that you would be of great benefit to the Family as you approached what some call manhood, that is, now.
As you grew into your teens, I saw your interest in art would likely start to flower and encouraged your parents to, in a way, back off and allow it to grow in whatever way it showed up. For you, I know that made you a bit lonely, but it also fanned the flames that were rising and as I had seen at your birth, you developed in ways we don’t as yet understand, an ability to draw others, particularly creative types, to you.”
While I found what Mendelson was saying fascinating to say the least, the foreboding feeling I had when we shook hands had not subsided. If anything, it had intensified and made me feel like jumping out of my skin. Had it been anyone else I likely would have excused myself and run for the hills. I felt like I had been ‘stalked’ all my life and now the wolf was at the door with a friendly but sinister grin.
“This first meeting Jonathan is a baby step, despite what must be the enormity of the revelation you are receiving from me, but still only the tip of the iceberg. By now you will have come to realize that your gift has profound implications, otherwise we would not have brought you into Carmen’s sphere. As you will no doubt agree, he is a rare entity with enormous potential.”
I did agree with that assessment, but my mind was racing with the greater implications of what I was learning about my life and where it may be headed. 
“Yes, definitely. Despite my relative inexperience, I ‘have’ met a number of very gifted artists with real potential … but no one approaching what Carmen has. He is able to convey life into his work that one can feel immediately whether they understand it or not.”
“But ‘you’ understand it, don’t you?” He said emphatically.
I nodded slightly, without saying a word.
“No bravado either.” He remarked with a smile. “Good, very good. Just as I have hoped for.”
Lionel was staring at us like a schoolboy witnessing some magical event. However, Franklin barely seemed to notice that he was there. In lieu of the global significance that Lionel had and what that must mean to the Family, it validated the deep reservations about Mendelson that was growing steadily worse. If someone that influential could be literally swept aside what other nefarious conduct might await someone in the Family circles … including me.
I felt that Mendelson was interpreting my relative silence and lack of reaction to his shocking news about his association with me as a kind of humility and while that certainly was the case, it was not the reason I said almost nothing. I was falling deeper into my feelings, which was not really voluntary as I had been learning about myself, but a kind of inner reflex when the need for more clarity was present.
Somehow, I was able to discern or recognize that despite what Mendelson had said about his so-called second sight, it was limited, like there was a kind of etheric wall he could not see or feel beyond. I surmised that we shared the same ability but that mine was able to go deeper. In that moment of realization, I distinctly heard what I knew was the Park Lady softly say,
“Into the Heart.”
It was the first time I heard her voice audibly rather than mentally, as if she were sitting next to me and the essence of her voice was utterly sublime. That must have registered on my face because Mendelson beamed as if it was what he was saying that had moved me. I was certain then that his inner vision was limited, and it gave me a slight feeling of security. The feeling intensified immediately as a brief vision of the Park Lady gently smiling passed before my inner eye.
Whatever the Family was that I was being drawn into was most certainly questionable and I resolved there and then to be vigilant, firstly, in not being pulled into any dark corners of it and second, to keep my mouth shut about my concerns to all but those I absolutely trusted, which despite D.J.’s almost fatherly guidance to date, included only Heather and Carmen. My parents remained a question mark.
With our astounding luncheon meeting finished, Mendelson said he would reach out to me from time to time to hear directly from me how I was doing and that I could contact him on his private number at any time if I felt the need. Lionel was again very impressed, I assumed because that offer was not given to many. I thanked him and added the number to my mobile just before we left the table.
“The world is at your feet Jonathan.” Mendelson said as he shook my hand and entered a waiting limousine. Already seated in the back was an elderly man with deep dark circles under his eyes. His face was cold, his eyes blank.
“How did he react to the news?” He asked as he took a puff of his cigar.
“He was visibly overwhelmed, but it seemed like in a very good way.” Mendelson replied referring to the unmistakable glow on my face.
“Were you able to get into his mind?” The man asked.
“No, there was a veil I couldn’t pass. Mendelson said with some frustration. “It’s as we suspected, he’s gone deeper than any of us have been able to reach, apparently spontaneously without really knowing what it’s about yet … and its definitely expanding.”
“He will be useful to us well beyond the art world if we handle him correctly, but if what we now have in place is not enough to control him, we will have to turn up the heat. Do you have a problem with that given the special circumstances with this one?” The man asked coldly.
“I have never let you down before.” Mendelson replied.
“No, not so far … but this is different.”
Mendelson shifted uncomfortably and said nothing.
As the limo pulled away, the sinister feeling rose up in my stomach again and it was all I could do not to throw up. Lionel noticed my face had turned white as the limo drove off and apparently thinking the luncheon meeting had been too much for me, suggested I take a seat on a bench near the entrance to the Met. I did so and placed my head between my legs for a few minutes.
“I’m sure I would react the same if I just learned one of the most powerful men on the planet was my godfather. My god, how does one deal with that kind of information?” He exclaimed as if I had just been knighted by the Queen.
I told Lionel that I would like to head back to our hotel for a swim since that always lifted my spirits and he agreed I should take care of myself to assimilate the earth-shaking news I had just received. I thanked him and said I would like to walk back to the hotel alone. He said he understood and got into a waiting limo.
“I’ll call you later and we can discuss dinner plans, unless you would like to spend the evening alone.” 
On my walk back to the hotel I considered calling Heather and Carmen to discuss what had just happened, but a red flag immediately appeared in my mind. At that moment it occurred to me that if Mendelson and my parents had been monitoring my life so closely for years, maybe I should be careful how I communicate my true feelings with my new friends. I was certain it was not beyond Mendelson to tap my mobile phone … any phone for that matter, and even bug my home, or wherever I was staying. 
I was certain Mendelson could not penetrate my thoughts as long as they remained, in a way – pure. But even then, I decided to watch my thoughts more closely and try not to allow fear to influence me. I did not understand at that time how important that choice was in a much broader sense than even this new revelation about Mendelson and the Family was having on me.
Also, while it did occur to me that I should run as fast as I could from this new world I was steadily being drawn into, something about this path seemed somehow ‘right’. Again, in that instant, as before, I audibly heard the Park Lady say,
“Just stay in the Heart.”
That was confirmation enough and I walked on toward the hotel in silence.   INDEX
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I decided to take Lionel up on his offer to spend the evening alone and have a quiet dinner in our suite while he dined out of the hotel with a couple of artists we had met earlier. The next morning, we flew first to Ottawa and then to Toronto on the final leg of our gallery tour and visited the Royal Ontario Museum as well as the Art Gallery of Ontario, a short drive from the Museum. Just around the corner was the Ontario College of Art, which we walked to in order to meet another well-known artist who happened to be lecturing there that day. 
Since it had been an extra busy day, we had a late dinner with that artist in the famous Acadian Room restaurant in the Royal York Hotel where we were staying.  As it happened, there were a few art devotees having dinner there at the same time, who knew the artist and Lionel and came over to our table to speak with them. When Lionel introduced me, their mouths dropped. Apparently, I was becoming a celebrity throughout the art world mostly without my knowledge. I could see they wanted to sit down with us, but Lionel told them we had some private business to discuss. They did not press the matter, thanked us for our time and slipped away without further ado.
It was becoming abundantly clear to me that what the Family had in mind for me was much more than capitalizing on my innate gift for generating a close affinity with artists showing promise. Something far more pervasive was afoot and people in the know in the art community seemed to already be aware of it. I was tempted to ask Lionel what he knew but since he did not offer any explanation for the art devotees’ behavior toward me, I sensed that he was not the one to ask, if asking anyone was the way to proceed. In all likelihood, the Family planned to explain to me what was going on in their own unique way, so I decided to bide my time.
Sure enough, when I returned to my penthouse apartment at the Gibson’s mansion in Philadelphia there was a message on my bed beside Mitzy who I found out later had decided to make herself at home in my space. Granny Gibson had left my door open for that reason and told me later that Mitzy informed her of this choice. I didn’t question that sort of communication as anything Granny Gibson told me had ceased to surprise me.
The message was to meet Granny Gibson in her flat for dinner that evening where much would be revealed. I guessed correctly that it was her that was going to share with me what was really going on. I arrived at 7:00 pm, dressed informally as the message suggested and handed her a box of special homemade herbal teas she asked me to pick up while on the Russian leg of my gallery tour. She arranged for a friend of hers to leave it at my hotel and I faithfully carried out her wishes.
“Thank you, Jonathan, for bringing these special teas to me, I ran out of most of them a few months ago and have missed them since they each have powerful properties I use from time to time to assist in my work for the Family.” She explained.
She gave me a warm, almost motherly hug as she took the teas from me, set them down and opened one satchel in particular. 
“Ah, here it is. I will make you some of this after dinner before we have a little chat.”
Her flat was filled with the delightful aroma of roast turkey, which I guessed she learned was my favorite meal as we passed through her flat to a cozy dining area I had not seen before. To get there we had to navigate a long hallway that had many pieces of art hanging from the walls. Just before we entered the dining area, I stopped abruptly in front of a canvas containing a park scene with a tiny figure in the most distant part of the painting. It was a woman in a white full-length dress with her back turned. I gasped and whispered,
“Park Lady!”
Granny Gibson stared at me in unmasked surprise then asked,
“You ‘know’ her?”
It took several seconds before I could answer and then almost inaudibly, I said,
“Yes … yes, she comes to me.”
Granny Gibson was visibly impressed, something I had not witnessed with her until that moment.
“While I am not really surprised Jonathan, this puts a different ‘spin’ on things, different indeed” She added whispering, as if speaking to herself.
A few moments later we were seated at a dining table laden with an already carved roast turkey, stuffing, gravy, various steamed vegetables, hot rolls and a choice of chilled Kombucha beverages for me to choose from. Again, Granny Gibson had found out what I preferred to drink and brought it in. She also offered the alternative of a vintage Chardonnay that she was going to have with dinner.
“You are welcome to join me in this exceptional wine Jonathan, but I recommend a clear head for our discussion later.”
I agreed and chose a ginger raspberry Kombucha that Granny Gibson’s cook opened and poured into a crystal champagne glass for me.
“This is Ester my sister,” Granny Gibson said introducing me to the woman serving us who seemed about the same age as Granny Gibson. 
She smiled and nodded her head while she poured my drink. We ate in relative silence, and I confess the quiet dinner in a homey environment was most welcome after the long tour around the art world eating in restaurants, as opulent and grand as that experience had been.
Growing up in the Hamptons in what I felt was isolation from what a real family life was, I took every opportunity I could to eat with the kitchen staff in their humble dining area. Along with the house maintenance people, they had been more family to me than my parents. While I was beginning to understand there was a reason meant to foster this ability I seem to have, I was still processing what felt cold about it and in a way contrived to support the Family agenda.
“Happy Thanksgiving Jonathan.” Granny Gibson said as she raised her glass to toast. 
I had completely missed the significance of the day, already November 25th being so immersed in my tour and the new life that was unfolding at lightning speed. I realized the roast turkey was more likely about the date than because it was my favorite meal. Granny Gibson said that she had forgone coffee since we were going to have some of the special tea I brought with me. We enjoyed some pumpkin pie dessert then retired to her living room where the tea was already laid out for us. There were two separate pots of tea, and I guessed mine was different for a reason.
“Your tea is an ancient blend of Ginkgo leaves, together with a non-hallucinogenic cousin of ayahuasca tea along with Ashwagandha tea and a secret ingredient the inventor has never divulged to me. Don’t worry Jonathan, I am not going to drug you. This particular brew is completely non-intrusive and will help you relax and flow with what I am going to share with you.”
Granny Gibson poured us each a cup of tea from our separate pots and at that moment Mitzy jumped up on the couch where I was seated, curled up beside my leg and began purring. ‘In for a penny, in for a pound’ ran through my mind as I took my first few sips of the delicious tea. Moments later I began to feel euphoric and yet crystal clear. She smiled seeing the tea’s influence had already kicked in.
“It gets absorbed under the tongue before reaching the stomach where your dinner would normally dilute its effects, so almost instantaneous results are common, and there are no side effects at all. What is happening is a greatly increased focus partially as a result of the dulling of all the senses that take attention away to a greater or lesser degree at all times for most untrained people. While you are an exception and already have a very well-focused attention on what is before you, this elixir will enhance that for our discussion.” She explained.
I heard what she was saying as if I was speaking to myself and as she had told me, I relaxed deeply into what was about to unfold, while the rhythm of Mitzy’s purring seemed to bring me into a kind of floating awareness. When Granny Gibson was satisfied, I was ready, she began,
“Jonathan, you have an extremely rare ability to navigate the world of mind while remaining in your feelings, some would say – your Heart. You will no doubt agree that judgment of any kind is foreign to you.”
She did not wait for a reply, but she was definitely correct. I did not have to check myself in that regard, it was just never an aspect of my interaction with people or the world for that matter.
“This helps to remove the normal defense mechanism that kicks in when people first meet each other. People tend to immediately feel in a way - safe’ around you - safe to be themselves. There is no way to exaggerate the value of this, what you might say - defenseless state. People can be molded easily when there are no barriers to impede influence.
“The Family, as you will by now have surmised, are ‘masters’ of the mind and its power to shape circumstances. Your interest in this power is what drew you into what has occurred in your life since it first piqued your attention … as we hoped it would at about this time in your life.”
Again, a reference to the Family watching me in the shadows of my life. The alure of that attention was losing its sheen, replaced by a growing trepidation.
“Through a focused passionate attention on any objective, things and circumstances can be shaped and manifested according to carefully designed plans. And when several minds are brought to bear on a single target in this way, results can occur almost instantly.
For example, as you already know, a fad becomes a trend and grows into what looks like a self-evident fact. The advertising arm of the Family’s global mechanism uses this to harness hundreds of thousands, if not millions of minds to bring about the results they want to occur … whether it be the expansion of a particular branch of one of many industries, political viewpoints or even religious beliefs.”
I was absorbing what she was saying in a much different way now. Granny Gibson was speaking about the mass manipulation of humanity … not merely shepherding people into a more balanced and organized life. The implications were staggering but somehow, the tea’s influence was preventing me from ‘any’ reaction at all. I simply observed dispassionately what could be the most nefarious system of controls I could conceive of.
“Everyone has this ability to shape their world but the lack of awareness of the mind’s power combined with the habitual tendencies and addictions most people have, prevent the required focused attention from bringing wants and desires to successful fruition. Nevertheless, as already pointed out, these same minds ‘can’ be pointed in specific directions through various kinds of influence such as advertising and repetitive messages delivered through the mainstream media arms of the Family.”
What Granny Gibson was outlining, if I read it correctly, was an ‘already existing’ global enterprise that included many aspects of day-to-day society, perhaps even ‘every aspect’, coordinated seamlessly together to control the world. The inferences were shocking, even horrendous if orchestrated by the wrong motives. Based on my previous interactions with Granny Gibson, I felt she may well be picking up my concerns, nevertheless, if she did, it didn’t show.
“There are, however, certain people in the world who are, in a way – immune to the influences I have referred to, and these people tend to be more focused through their feelings, or Heart as I said before. Their lack of susceptibility to persuasion tends to short circuit or at least slow down various objectives that the Family has and for many years, the inner circle of the Family has sought out ways and means to circumvent these obstacles.
“One who bridges both the world of mind with the world of feelings or Heart, can be of huge value to the Family in neutralizing those obstacles. So, you see Jonathan why the Family is so interested in you.”
She stopped speaking for the moment to see how I was reacting to her startling revelations. I could actually sense her probing my thoughts but somehow, someway and for the first time, I began to realize that I was able to block what I did not want her to know. Over these last few months, as I slipped deeper and deeper into the Family world, my reservations were constructing some kind of inner mechanism that cloistered my thoughts and kept them to myself when I chose to keep them private. At that moment, I heard very distinctly and again audibly, the Park Lady say,
“Purity is a veil the mind cannot penetrate.”
That was enough and, in that instant, a plan began formulating or I should say, was being revealed to me.   INDEX










[bookmark: CH19]CHAPTER NINETEEN

The next morning, I met Clement at the College for a tour of the school I was supposedly attending since I had not seen anything except the one room where I met Dean Amberson. We felt it would be useful for me to have at least a superficial understanding of the layout of the College and its various departments so that if and when I met with anyone outside the Family who questioned me about how College life was coming along, I would be able to navigate around that conversation with relative ease.
I made notes on the various professors and their courses that would normally be associated with my curriculum and was given a general outline of content. I was reminded that the degree I would be receiving was simply a place card to be attached to my resume, which would satisfy those who were not in some way involved with the Family but may be important to some project they were using to further their objectives.
I also met with a few of those professors who were associated with the Family who would vouch for my attendance if required. All of them were beside themselves with respect and adoration when presented to me. The fawning attention was almost disgusting, but Clement pointed out that much of what students learned in these institutions worldwide was part of a cookie cutter agenda designed to guide so-called higher learning in the direction of the Family’s agenda. Independent thinking was discouraged either directly or subtly, and black sheep were culled out of the system wherever possible.
If the entire educational system was in a way ‘rigged’, what other organizations … of any kind, were also compromised. ‘Likely all of them; I thought.
The ‘dance’ that was being revealed to me within, to sidestep any trap to enlist me into the ranks of patriotic Family members, was giving me a clear path and understanding of how to ‘seem’ to be a part of the Family and yet retain the integrity of the heart that had been my constant companion for as long as I could remember. With a little bit of silent humor, the term ‘double agent’ seemed to somehow fit what I was becoming.
The tour ended at the Dean’s offices where Clement bid farewell to me and the Dean said next, we would be headed to his club ten minutes’ drive away for lunch and we headed to a waiting limousine outside the College entrance. A number of students gawked at us straining their necks to see if they could discover who this young student was being escorted by the Dean. As we drove away, I spotted one of the professors I had met chatting with a gathering of students, no doubt making up an acceptable story to satisfy them so that no uncomfortable rumors would get started.
“They are being told that you are a nephew of mine that is taking a few classes here at the College.” The Dean said as he noticed me observing the charade.
“Aha. That makes sense, thank you for the heads up.” I replied.
“We have made your genuine role here known to everyone who is part of the Family so that any inconvenient moments can be avoided. Frankly, I was astounded when I heard about your connection with Franklin Mendelson, but it brought additional clarity to the build-up we were given before our initial meeting with you. You certainly have an amazing mandate and a brilliant future ahead of you Jonathan and anything I can do to help smooth the way, please let me know.” 
I felt a genuine essence of sincerity in the Deans’ offer and wondered if he was kept just far enough out of the loop to be unaware of the dark lining of disguises the Family wore. I liked him and considered the possibility of keeping him part of my inner circle after some further consideration over time.
When we arrived at the Dean’s club, I could see that he was held in high esteem there. Apparently, so was I, as the greeting I received felt almost Royal. He had obviously prepared the staff and members for a celebrity of sorts and no doubt a number of them were Family members who also recently learned of my affiliation with Franklin Mendelson.
I could tangibly feel an empire taking shape around me and was very grateful that I was being insulated by forces beyond the purview of most. What lay ahead was almost completely unknown to me, except for the inner knowing that whatever it was I would use what I was being given to serve and uplift and not be pulled into any sinister plans to control the world disguised as benevolently shepherding humanity.
We were escorted into the dining room, and I was delighted to see D.J. was already seated at our table. We greeted each other with a hug, which turned many heads. D.J. shook hands with the Dean like old friends and said he was happy to see his favorite old professor again. Apparently, D.J. had attended the same College some years ago when the Dean was a professor of business administration, and it turned out that the Dean had been the one to introduce the Family to D.J.
We each ordered lunch and while we waited, I could feel many eyes on our table as if the attention would somehow make whoever was looking privy to our conversation. D.J. began speaking first with what would begin to flesh out what I had been asking myself regarding the broader aspect of my role with the Family,
“I am sure Jonathan that you have been wondering what all the … let’s call it ‘drama’, might be associated with your whirlwind entrance into the Family.”
I raised my eyebrows and nodded my head with a slight smirk on my face, not disrespectfully but illustrating the considerable consternation I had been experiencing despite my gratitude. I was careful however, not to show any hint of the certainty I now had that the underbelly of the Family was not completely altruistic.
“You have, I am sure noticed that the Family is fully aware of the ‘special’ gift you have to communicate, particularly with creative people, so we can dispense with more on that subject for the time being, although we will want to elaborate more on that at a later date.
This gift does more than assist us in helping to stabilize the often-erratic tendencies that creative people can display, especially those with great ability such as Carmen. While very important, there is another benefit the Family intends to capitalize on associated with the celebrity status you are beginning to acquire.
[bookmark: _Hlk210932530]I know you are familiar with the term provenance as we discussed in the Caymans with regard to Frederick Billings name and status as it relates to the value of your new home there. In the world we live in today provenance can add value to almost anything. For example, if the previous owner of an automobile was some sort of famous person, the value of the car could be valued at many times the normal asking price simply because people want to have a vicarious association with that name, fame and person. 
That is what is being added in a way to you, to your name and by extension, your company as we speak. This means, for example, in the future when you say something favorable about an artist, such as Carmen, the value of that artist’s work will increase in value … we expect, significantly.”
I could most definitely see how what the Family was constructing would influence the work of an artist and in some way their objectives. It didn’t matter really if what I had to say had any genuine substance, only that if people believed it did, that would be enough. There are so many examples of how this works from a designer label increasing the price of a garment many times that of another without a special designation, to this concept of provenance inflating value, often exponentially.
In the art world, a painting that had only a few brush strokes from the right artist could fetch many millions of dollars. Insane would be an understatement but if someone or some entity such as the Family wanted to take advantage of this crazy behavior, it may be easier to orchestrate than meets the eye.
“I think you can see where I am going with this Jonathan. When your credentials are sufficiently established, a simple word of endorsement by you will escalate the value of an artist’s works significantly, starting with Carmen.”
While it was obvious if the Family owned some of Carmen’s art, perhaps obtained at a fraction of the value it would become, when my endorsement was added, it would be very profitable for them. 
“There is already a swirl of chatter about you in the art world as you are beginning to see and there will be much more in the coming days as the newly formed King Arts Foundation donates the remaining unsold Frederick Billings art collection to The Nations Gallery in London, since London is where Carmen’s Millennium show will take place.
Your new Foundation will own this collection in a few minutes after you sign some papers I have with me, donated to them from your Land Trust, which now holds an estimated value of over $50 million.
 This will strongly enhance your personal public profile as well as your new Foundation’s and it will provide us with major positive media exposure leading to the show a few weeks from now. There is also the significant tax deduction you will then have on the books against future earnings in your Land Trust … and this is where it gets interesting for the Family.
But before I get to that, just to illustrate in real time the influence you are already having on the art world I will give you an example: A few months ago, just before Frederick Billings passed away, the collection you will be donating through your Foundation would have fetched perhaps $5 million through a gallery. A short while after he died the value doubled on that collection along with all his art in existence. This is not unusual for a famous artist’s works after they are gone. However, when the art world learned that you now own his home and his remaining unsold works … and that you would be donating it to the National Gallery, that figure increased again by 500%.
Can you imagine the additional impact it is having on people around the world who already own some Frederick Billings’ art as well as to Art dealers who represent these people. The chatter is earthshaking as we speak. Now add the fact that you are a special mentor to Carmen D’Azusa who is the headliner for the Millennium Art Show in London, and that you will be attending that event, you can see how your global profile in the art world is skyrocketing.   INDEX




[bookmark: CH20]CHAPTER TWENTY

While I listened to D.J. outline the broad strokes of how my name was sweeping the globe in the art world, and I guessed throughout the Family, it sunk in how deeply imbedded in the Family’s world I now was. I had given much thought to where my life was headed since I recognized the doggy credibility of the Family, but everything up until this luncheon with D.J. and Dean Amberson had been preparation … this was ‘real’ and as he spoke I could feel my body starting to shake.
D.J. And Dean saw it as well and the conversation ceased abruptly. The Dean handed me a glass of water and told me to take a few sips and breathe deeply. There was a flutter of concerned conversations starting to take place around our table and the Dean raised his hand to bring about a calming influence on those who had noticed … but ‘I’ wasn’t calm inside.
Then from deep within I could hear the soft voice of the Park Lady speaking to me:
“All is well Jonathan … all is well.”
That was all I needed to get hold of myself. I did as the Dean suggested and allowed him and D.J. to believe his simple assistance had been responsible for my renewed composure. But it was definitely the influence of the Park Lady. At that moment I decided that whenever I felt unsure of myself or was in any trouble, I would consciously reach out to her for help. Instantly, I felt a warm glow envelop me as if to assure me that I would be helped whenever I called on her.
“I suggest we leave the rest of this somewhat staggering conversation for later and allow what I have shared to sink in a bit more before we continue. Let’s just have a nice lunch and agree to meet again when you feel up to it Jonathan.”
Dean Amberson nodded his head in agreement and put his hand on my shoulder in a fatherly manner, which I confess felt very good.
“Thank you … both of you. I appreciate that very much. Maybe later tonight we could meet again.” I suggested.
Both men agreed and we all spent the next hour in relative silence enjoying a delicious meal. When we departed the club, I said I would like to return home for a swim and a nap and said I would call D.J. after I woke up. They agreed and said they would both make themselves available for that evening if I felt up to it. The Dean instructed his limo driver to take me home and we said goodbye.
“Do you think he is ready for what is coming D.J.” The Dean asked as the limo drove off. 
“I have seen what the kid can do Dean; he is amazing and far more capable than he realizes as yet. Fortunately, we have over a month until the Millennium Show, so I believe he will be ready to take his part in this first major step by then. Perhaps, a week in the Caymans would be a good idea.”
The Dean immediately agreed, and they went back into the club to discuss details. Later that night, as I had suggested, we met in my penthouse, this time with Granny Gibson present. She greeted them like true family members and a cozy feeling filled the grand room where we were gathered with Mitzy curled up beside me on a loveseat.
Both men smiled as they watched the cat make himself comfortable. They looked at each with a kind of extra confirmation that all the pieces were falling into place around me as the Family had planned.
“I am now in second place.” Granny Gibson laughed. 
Ester, Granny Gibson’s sister served coffee all around and D.J. began speaking first,
“The three of us as your closest mentors, feel it’s time for you to take a bit of a break from the intense pace you have been living since midsummer and felt that a week in the Caymans at your new home would do you good.”
I immediately perked up at the suggestion and before I could mention it, D.J. added,
“Since Heather and you will be working closely with Carmen leading up to the Millennium show … and, helping him deal with the exploding fame he will be exposed to right afterward, we feel it would be of some value for you two to get to know each other better in a relaxing atmosphere where you can sort of brainstorm while recharging your batteries.”
They paused a moment to see how I would react, perhaps wondering if I had any other interest in Heather, but I simply smiled and said I felt that idea was a very good one.
“Heather, as I found out in London, already had formed a kind of sisterly relationship with Carmen while he was painting an exquisite portrait of her. As you know the three of us spent an evening together and I feel we formed a bit of a symbiotic relationship together that frankly, I think I can say, we all enjoyed beyond the successful art business aspect we are now focused on for Carmen. So yes, I agree completely, spending a relaxing week together with Heather I feel will be of great benefit … and for sure, a welcome rest.” 
“Good, very good,” Granny Gibson said with a degree of authority that suggested she was more in charge than I may have suspected. “Then its settled, tomorrow, you and D.J. will fly down to the Caymans with Heather and spend a week together … a little relaxation, a little fun and a little business. While you are there D.J. can expand on the discussion you had earlier.”
A wonderful aroma filled the room at that moment as Ester brought in a warmed-up strudel and another round of coffee. We dug into the delicious dessert, joked a bit about Mitzy’s new affection for me, then broke up for the evening.
Early, the next morning we were winging our way south and I noted that Heather was not acting in her usual capacity as part of the flight crew but was seated as a passenger with D.J. and myself. We had greeted each other cordially; without any hint of the deeper bond we actually had, and I hoped there would be ample opportunity to expand upon it in the next few days.
When we arrived at Owen Roberts International Airport D.J. said he and David would join us later for dinner at my place as Dylan and Bethan were planning a special dinner for us all as a kind of cozy reunion.
“Heather will be staying at your place Jonathan so that it will be easy to spend time both relaxing and planning any strategies that come to mind. Lionel, I know, will be in close touch during the week through group calls to discuss the escalating activities that are expanding around the Millennium Show and to get our ongoing collective input in that regard.”
We said goodbye for the moment as Heather, and I entered our limo headed for my beach house. Seated in the back facing toward me and her back to the driver she made a silent gesture indicating we should not speak. I took it to mean … not speak about anything we would not want overheard and I nodded in agreement with my eyes.
After we arrived and Heather had been introduced to the Watlers, we unpacked and got dressed for the beach, which we had agreed upon during the drive from the airport, would be our first ‘port of call’.
Heather suggested we wade out into the surf several feet up to our waists and listen to the sound of the waves for a bit. When we made it that far she turned toward the sea, which I followed, and said,
“I recommend we leave any private conversations for the water where the sound of the waves will drown out anything we speak about even from their targeted mics.”
“Targeted mics?” I said in surprise.
“Yes. We should expect that everything we say is being listened to and recorded … everything. Even lip reading will be used from video recordings whenever sound is distorted, so when we do speak about private matters, we should face away from the shore as we are doing now … but not for too long as that could be seen to be suspicious.”
“Damn! That’s heavy.” I said, then asked, “Is that why you turned the music up when we were at Carmen’s place?” Heather just nodded and continued.
“I cannot impress upon you too strongly Jonathan that now that you are in the deep end with the Family, you cannot be too careful. These people are ‘very’ serious and as you have seen, very powerful. But it’s a two-edged sword and if they suspected we were not completely on board with their agendas, things could get very uncomfortable for us very fast.”
“I confess, you are scaring me a little.” I replied nervously.
“I am sorry but it’s necessary, I have been navigating these murky waters for several years as you know and in all that time, I have never let my guard down for a second.”
Heather was beginning to paint a much more ominous picture for me than she had in London. But rather than pressing for details, I felt I would just let her tell me what she felt for sharing as I was feeling she had prepared this disclosure for some time, perhaps until she found the right person who was in a position of power with the family but wished to retain their integrity and would not sell out for any reason - someone like me. A moment after I had that feeling, she confirmed it, and I wondered if she too had the ‘mind reading’ ability Granny Gibson and D.J. had displayed.
“I have been waiting for someone like you to show up for the last four years Jonathan. I was looking for an uncompromising authenticity, a genuine altruistic focus for world service combined with an independent mind that could not be bent by the many ways the Family has of binding people to its agenda. I feel you are that person.”
I did not answer immediately and let the brief but profound implications of what she had just said sink in.
“I hope so Heather. I really hope that I am that sort of person.”
“It’s no surprise you are so humble about it.” She replied as she took my hand and squeezed it.
“I will elaborate later. Perhaps after dinner when D.J. and David have gone we will take another swim in the dark and I will fill in some of the missing pieces you would not get unless you were a part of the Family’s inner circle … that even the Dean, D.J. and David are not yet privy to.”
I almost asked her how she knew what they did not know unless she was a part of this inner circle, but again, I resisted, feeling sure she would let me know everything I needed to know for what was coming … whatever the hell that was. All I knew was that whatever I had gotten myself into was surrounded in mystery and shrouded in dark agendas disguised in a humanitarian garment. 
Now that Heather had made it clear, it was definitely dangerous, I wondered how much my parents knew and if they were part of this cloistered inner Family circle. My musing was interrupted by Heather catching a wave and body surfing into the shore. I waited a moment for another wave as that was one of my very favorite things to do in the ocean, and a moment later joined her on the shore.
“My wave was bigger.” I quipped.
“No, it wasn’t mine was bigger.” She laughed as she kicked water at me. 
This play went on for some minutes, and we both laughed and laughed, more as a release than anything, then we trudged through the warm sand toward the house, and I said I was going to take a rest before dinner and consider what she told me. She agreed that it was a good idea, and we retired for an hour before joining the Watlers in the kitchen. We both helped set the table for all six of us, as they were invited to join us and then we heard two car doors open and close out in the driveway.
Immediately Heather turned and looked at me in alarm. I felt it too.
“Something is coming Jonathan, prepare yourself.”
Without thinking I turned my attention inward and called on the Park Lady for help. Instantly, the room was full of a soft warm glow. I could see that Heather and the Watler’s could feel it too, but as it grew in intensity, I could actually ‘see’ the light. I turned toward Heather and realized she could see it as well. She had a look of surprise and delight on her face as if she knew I somehow had something to do with what was happening. Just then, the door opened and D.J. and David walked in followed by Franklin Mendelson.
“As you can see Jonathan, we have a surprise for you. Your godfather is on the island for a few hours and took this opportunity to look in on you.” D.J. said with a big grin.
Mendelson did not wait for introductions but took command of the moment as I was certain was his custom. He took a few steps toward me, extended his hand and greeted me like we had known each other forever.
“Jonathan, so good to see you again so soon. And this must be Heather Nilsson, I have followed your career with us for some time and would like to thank you for your valued service.”
Mendelson, took her hand gently, smiled at her for a second then glanced over at the Watlers.
“Aha, if that tantalizing aroma is any indication of your culinary expertise Mrs. Watler, Jonathan is very fortune to have you and your husband here to manage his new home and take care of him when he has time to visit it.”
Mendelson was in complete control of the little unexpected gathering, except for the cloak of what I can only say was some kind of unknown ‘protection’ present in the room. Had it not been there, I believe the atmosphere would have been much less cordial, if my first encounter with Mendelson was any indication.
“As you know Jonathan your parents’ company is going to develop the land adjacent to your home that they acquired at the same time, and I wanted to have a look at it and the plans for the private Family resort it will begin constructing in the next few days. D.J. and David can fill you in on the details while you are here since your Land Trust will be one of the investors in the project.”
Mendelson turned toward the door and without a backward glance exited as quickly as he had entered the house. D.J. and David followed him and explained they would be back in about a half hour after showing Mendelson around the property. 
The protective glow remained in the room until well after D.J. and David had rejoined us and David commented on the unusual feeling he was having since he first entered the house. The Watlers almost said in unison that they felt it too and wondered what it could be.
“Mr. Mendelson is President and CEO of Dark Mountain Corporation and has a very dynamic presence … maybe it was that.” D.J. suggested.
David nodded in agreement and the Watlers were visibly impressed to hear that such a famous individual had just been present in the house. Heather glanced over at me and smiled with a knowing look that told me she understood what they were feeling was from a much different source.
Meanwhile, as Mendelson’s limo headed toward the airport, he made an international call,
“I have just left Jonathan’s home after reviewing the property, which will suit our needs very well.” Mendelson said.
A cold voice on the other end asked,
“How did he react to your unannounced visit?”
“The entire atmosphere was flat; there was no reaction at all from Jonathan or any of them.” He replied without masking his obvious surprise. 
“Perhaps you had your energy dialed up too high and numbed them.” The voice suggested.
“Maybe, maybe … but” Mendelson paused
“Maybe what Franklin, maybe what.” The voice demanded.
“Maybe … he has what we have been looking for, for so long.” He replied softly as if he was talking to himself in wonder.
“I want you to make this a priority. If you are right, you know how important this discovery could be to the Family.” The voice said with a degree of intensity that Franklin rarely heard from him.
“Yes, yes, of course. I will take care of it.” Mendelson spoke with a tone of servitude that no one in his sphere of influence had ever heard or could ever be permitted to experience.
Moments later Granny Gibson answered her phone.
“I have just spoken to Franklin mother; it may be as you have foreseen after Jonathan’s reaction to the painting in your hallway.” The voice was completely different, almost tender, definitely respectful leaving no doubt as to who was in charge.
“Excellent,” She replied. “Excellent! I will see you here later for dinner and we will discuss how to deal with this in case it turns out to be true.”   INDEX













[bookmark: CH21]CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

[bookmark: _Hlk210935215]That night while Elliot Gibson and his mother discussed the possibilities of what may soon unfold for the Family regarding me, D.J., David, the Watlers, Heather and I enjoyed a delicious Chicken, Alfredo, Fettuccine with an excellent 1997 Italian Alto Adige Pinot Grigio from Frederick Billings’ cellar that came with the house. For dessert they devoured a baked Alaska with their coffees. 
Before leaving D.J. and David enjoyed a cognac and cigar on the deck while Heather and I helped the Watlers clean up. We were feeling mellow having allowed the gentle essence of the Park Lady’s influence to wash over us all night and it felt like a little simple housework in the kitchen blended with the mood perfectly.
“We’ll be on our way now,” D.J. said through the door that had been left open to allow the evening breeze to flow through the home. The entire property had been outfitted with some sort of electronic anti-mosquito equipment so that such a delightful evening could be enjoyed in this way when the mosquitos were at their worst.
There were few drawbacks for those living the ideal tropical life in the Caymans, but mosquitos could definitely be one of them.
“Take a couple of days to relax you two then we will meet again to continue our talk from the other day. We will also spend some time going over the plans for the Family resort development as long as we are here and can physically walk you through the designs. It was scheduled to begin tomorrow but we have had it delayed for a week to give you some peace.” D.J. explained.
We both thanked D.J., said good night to them both and headed to our rooms to change for the evening swim we had discussed earlier. When we waded into the water as before, we both turned our backs to the beach and for several minutes enjoyed the night sky above the sea before us in silence. The mellow essence of the evening was still with us, and it felt like there was no rush to dive into what would likely be a very heavy discussion.
Then Heather began, “First Jonathan, I should tell you that D.J. has had me released from my flight duties and assigned permanently to you. In their minds I will be a kind of assistant to the services you will be giving the Family, beginning with Carmen and the big upcoming event on January 2nd, 2000. That is partially true but more than that I will be a mentor to you representing what is called the Global Association, and their master plan to take down the Family.”
I was slightly surprised but delighted to hear this and immediately felt a sense of relief that I would have a ‘real’ ally that was on the same page as me, and who obviously had answers for my growing list of questions.
“I hope that meets with your approval.” she asked.
“Approval, my god … I am overjoyed. These last few months have been great but grueling on every level, more so since I began to realize things were not as warm and fuzzy as has been presented to me.”
“Very good, I felt you would feel that way, but I wanted to be sure before I tell you what you need to know.”
She hesitated for several seconds then began,
“We are deeply imbedded in a war Jonathan, not the kinetic kind the world is used to, but an almost invisible war. If one was religious, they would call it a war between good and evil … and I assure you, the Family ‘is’ evil incarnate if we use that definition. I have been working with the so-called good side since about two years after I joined the Family, or you might say ‘light’ side opposite the darkness they represent … more generic terms I prefer to use.”
I mentally joked with myself not long ago that I was becoming a sort of double agent, but here was Heather telling me plainly that is precisely what she is. I was very grateful I was still feeling euphoric otherwise the impact of this revelation would have disturbed me much more than it was.
“And I want to impress upon you again Jonathan, in the strongest possible terms, you must be very careful, not just in the way we are being right now out here in the waves, but in the way you present yourself in every situation. You must never give the slightest indication that you suspect, or now actually know, that the Family is ‘not’ the benign entity it claims to be.”
I simply nodded my head, which in the half-light Heather could probably not see, but I thought, now that I knew she had some intuitive abilities, could likely feel as she proved true in the next moment.
“Good, that’s very good.” She said. “Okay, so what’s really going on with your involvement in the Family?”
“Here it comes.” I thought as a surge of adrenaline pumped through my body.
“They think you may be a conduit between the Family, the dark side as I said, and the light side, which is known as the Global Association I mentioned a minute ago. What we experienced tonight when Franklin Mendelson made his surprise visit … and I assure you that was a pantomime with a specific agenda attached to it; was an indication of the gift you possess that they want access to. 
Although I have never actually met him before this evening, I knew of him as everyone in the Family does. He is one of the most powerful inner circle members of the Family and has an enormous mental focus that can literally paralyze a person on the spot if he chooses to use it that way.”
“When I first met him at lunch with D.J. and the Dean the other day I immediately felt sick and had the Park Lady not spontaneously intervened I would likely have either fainted on the spot or thrown up.” I exclaimed.
“We will want to discuss the Park Lady in depth Jonathan. As you know, I too have had a few vignettes with her since I joined the Family, but it seems like you have a far more intimate relationship with her, if I can use that term. It is likely she is somehow tied to the gift you have.” Heather remarked.
I then explained the incident in Granny Gibson’s hallway and her reaction to what I told her regarding the Park Lady. Heather stopped speaking for several seconds then cautioned me again.
“Granny Gibson presents herself as a wise and kind old matriarchal figure in the Family, but I long ago learned that the ‘devil wears a friendly grin’. I don’t mean actual devil – so-called, but certainly a very dark wolf in sheep’s clothing. I have not met her personally either, but throughout the years I have been with the Family I have heard many rumors about her being a key member. So, from now on be very careful what you share with her.”
I did not have to consider what Heather was saying at all, I simply trusted her and said a silent gratitude to her within for having her in my life and for what was to come. In that moment she took my hand and squeezed it, which confirmed what I suspected about her ability to read minds. She then continued but in a different direction. 
“I was recruited by the Family right out of high school, much like yourself, in my case when I was 17. My parents had been with the Family for many years in the transportation industry, not commercial passengers but still human cargo. The transportation was supposedly related to humanitarian organizations such as rescue missions after natural disasters, but that was just a front.
When they found out it had to do with human trafficking, they were both killed in a plane crash, which a member of the Family explained to me was due to the Global Association, who they claimed were a nefarious organization. The Family said they took care of their own and invited me to join them in the position I have been in since then, which I agreed to. They used my parents’ death as an incentive to seek out retribution, which at the time was my primary motivation for what would follow.
Heather then suggested we swim a little bit and head back to the house so that there could be no suspicion whatever that we had gone into the sea to talk privately.
“They may not be able to hear what we are saying out here but for sure they are monitoring our movements and likely using night vision in that process.”
Despite what Heather had so far explained to me combined with the red flags I had experienced on my own, the gravity of the situation and extreme ways and means the Family employed to control their various activities was still hard for me to integrate. It wasn’t that I didn’t believe her but that such things were the fodder of movies and fiction novels. Nevertheless, I took Heather’s warning seriously and resolved to just push through the incredulity of what I was learning.
“We’ll come out here again tomorrow, maybe before breakfast, and I’ll tell you more.” Heather said as a final word on the subject for the night.
Early the next morning before our swim-talk and breakfast D.J. called and said that at 11 am he would call back and that I was supposed to look in a drawer beneath the cabinet where the large screen TV was located and find a special fob that plugged into the remote-control unit. I found it and made the attachment. 
“When you answer my call, turn on the TV and turn to channel 3. We’ll see you then.” And he hung up.
I told the others what D.J. had said and everyone but Heather wondered what he was up to. She then explained what she thought was coming,
“If it’s to do with any kind of technology, the Family is always years ahead of the curve in that department and its likely something that is not yet on the market. Since we are talking about the telephone and the TV, my guess is that we are going be speaking to D.J. ‘on’ the TV.”
The Watler’s and I stared at Heather in disbelief, but from what I had learned so far, it really made sense that such an invention had already become a reality and that the family had a piece of it, so I settled into the excitement of the experience we were about to have. After a delicious breakfast spent with the Watler’s at the kitchen dinette, we again helped them clean up then organized ourselves with a second coffee in the Grand Room where the TV was situated with only a few minutes to spare before the call. Moments later the call came.
“Hello Jonathan, are you ready to be amazed?” D.J. laughed.
“Absolutely. We are all seated here with bated breath.”
“Turn on the TV and press the button on the fob at the same time.”
I did as he asked and instantly the TV screen brightened to show three squares with D.J., Lionel and Carmen each in one of them. D.J. began speaking and we could hear him through the speakers on the TV.
“As you can see, our call is both international and audio/visual. It’s a new tech that will not hit the market for about 5 years but which the Family has been using for over a year. There can be as many as 10 different locations on a single call and that will soon increase to a hundred, which very much suits the Family’s purposes as you can imagine.” 
“But can you see us as well and if so, how?” I asked.
“There is a tiny camera at the top of the Television set that is picking up the four of you seated on the couch together. I suspect Heather set that up as I am guessing she figured out what we were up to and arranged to have you all seated close together.”
Heather grinned and nodded her head.
“Smart girl, as usual.” D.J. laughed.
After the excitement of witnessing our first international audio/visual conference call calmed down a little and introductions were made, D.J. said that the main reason for the call was to introduce us to the futuristic technology so that we could more easily and efficiently work with Lionel and Carmen whenever we wished as preparations heated up for the coming Millennium show.
“The Family has installed the appropriate televisions in many hotel suites around the world that members frequent and there is a code associated with these rooms to indicate rooms to book where they are available. Of course, all Family offices globally already have the tech installed. Lionel for example is in one of our offices in London while Carmen has his own special television in his London pied-à-terre and David also has his own here on the island at his home and in his offices at the bank where we are speaking from right now.
“Carmen knows how to initiate a call and until you return to London, which by the way will be right after your little holiday on the island, you and Heather can connect with him this way. By the way, congratulations to Heather for her well-deserved promotion as your personal assistant Jonathan.”
Carmen was beaming as D.J. said that as it no doubt filled him with relief that his two new friends were now officially part of a team he trusted and could rely on to help him through the happy storm that was quickly brewing.
“Perhaps we could have a call together later today, Jonathan?” He asked.
I agreed and Heather nodded then we set a time that would occur after another swim later, and the call ended with D.J. saying he and David would be coming over two days hence.   INDEX
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During our pre-breakfast swim together with another after the conference call, Heather filled me in on what she had been doing for the Global Association and the Family for the last 6 years.
“During my clandestine tenure with the Family I have been used in conjunction with what is known as a ‘honeytrap’. It’s a system used to blackmail people the Family want to use in some capacity that insures their cooperation. Some of their victims are actual voluntary members of the Family and happy to be so since the rewards as you have seen Jonathan can be considerable. In those cases, this system is a kind of backup in case a member ever gets cold feet with anything related to the Family’s various dark ways and means of handling their interests.
“With the non-voluntary victims, it’s simply a sword held over their heads to get them to cooperate in some capacity. I can assure you this list is massive and global, covering every area human society exists on the planet. From the mind control and programming sector, which includes Main Stream Media, advertising and education, to the food and shelter industries encompassing agriculture, food processing and distribution, real estate and construction to corporatocracy, which is an economic and banking, political and judicial system controlled or influenced by business corporations or corporate interests, to the so-called health care and pharmaceutical industries … the Family has been in control of all of it for almost 100 years. 
“This control has become fine-tuned and highly coordinated since mass communication came into existence expanded from newspapers and magazines to radio, then television and now the fledgling internet with its rapidly expanding unique and powerful surveillance and mind manipulation capabilities. People in key positions of each of these areas and much more are all controlled through some kind of bribery/honeytrap blackmail … or worse. The Family will use whatever means necessary to ensure these puppets perform as required – no exceptions as my parents found out.
“My involvement in the honeytrap blackmail was as a kind of madam that set up targeted candidates in questionable activities, usually clandestine sexual connections, which were filmed, recorded and then used to manipulate and guarantee compliance, often in performing services completely against their beliefs in the various areas I mentioned.
“I personally never got involved but was a conduit, making introductions, a very easy service to perform in my capacity as flight attendant on private corporate jets. Eventually, I also headed up the coordination of others like me around the world on the many other jets in the Family Fleet, that is, until the last few days when my duties took a 180-degree turn and are now completely focused on supporting the Family’s interest in you.
I was taking in this incredibly dark narrative as best I could and very happy that I was standing in the saltwater under a clear blue sky since this combination had always had a soothing and calming influence on me from early childhood. But I was having trouble wrapping my mind around the sinister work Heather had been contributing to the Family. She must have picked up my thoughts or at least my concern and said,
“It’s only natural that you would be concerned and confused that I could be a part of the activities I have described, but keep in mind, at the beginning I believed the association was responsible for my parents’ deaths and I wanted to ‘hurt’ them and in some way help to bring them down. I looked on the victims of these blackmail files as perpetrators to similar crimes and that I was performing a valuable service to the Family to defeat these monsters. 
“Unfortunately, I didn’t know that I was working for the real monsters until the Global Association approached me and gave me undisputable proof that it was the Family that had sabotaged the aircraft my parents died on. They then laid out many details about the Family and their agendas as well as what my parents had unknowingly been involved in and how they had tried to get out of the Family but were found out. Then, they offered to work with me behind the scenes. Since that time, I have been working both sides of the fence, much as you will be now that you are learning the truth about the Family.
“By the time the Global Association came on the scene I had almost total access to this massive global network of compromised individuals, which I passed on to them so that whenever it suited their purposes, they could in turn also use them to affect a kind of double control over these puppets, without the Family’s knowledge. A grand chess game to be sure with the eventual outcome guaranteed in favor of the Global Association.”
I considered what she was revealing, and it struck me that since ‘switching sides’ so to speak, Heather still had to play the same role, knowing many of the people her efforts helped to blackmail were largely innocent and were placed under the Family’s control because they could be of use to them. The guilt must have been excruciating. Again, she picked up my feelings and added,
 My only consolation has been that I was providing the Global Association with an invaluable network of whistleblowers whenever they required critical information about the global Family network. Additionally, many of these same people who held and or still hold key positions throughout the world, were and are being used in a double capacity as well … in favor of the Global Association’s agenda. That instrument has been and will be enormously important to what is being put into place right now to ensure the Family’s complete collapse.”
Heather must have noticed I was beginning to feel overwhelmed despite the therapeutic environment and said,
“Just a few more details regarding the call with Carmen and we will head in for breakfast and continue later today if you feel up to it.”
I was glad for the pause but was even more determined to hear every detail associated with this high-octane doggy life I had been pulled into. 
“Carmen and I agreed on a code we would use when it was okay to speak about certain subjects or not. Since he and I have also had exposure to the Park Lady I feel it’s a good subject for us to speak about openly, especially since it’s directly tied to the Family’s interest in you. When they realize all three of us are tuned into the subject through direct contact, the relationship we share will become of greater importance to them. Nevertheless, you and I need to keep it strictly esoteric with Carmen and, at least for now not mention anything to him about what we have been talking about. He is a beautiful being but under the wrong circumstances could become highly volatile and that would be of great danger to each of us.”
I understood completely what she was saying and nodded my agreement.
“What’s the code so I can participate too?” I asked.
“Not to speak is pulling on an earlobe and to speak is rubbing the nose. Be consciously aware not to do either of those things involuntarily. If you have to scratch your nose for instance, bend over and do it so he doesn’t get confused.”
I laughed and said I could see how that could easily happen.
After we changed from our second swim, which was far less chatty, the Watlers brought us a second coffee and departed for their cottage adjacent to my home. We sat on a sofa opposite the large television against the wall in the Great room and waited for Carmen to call, which he did a few minutes later. We did as before and organized the call to come through the television and waited for Carmen to speak.
Since our meeting in London the three of us kept in touch by three-way calls once a week to monitor his progress regarding the impending grand event on January 2nd. Lionel came on with me when we were touring galleries together and periodically on a few of our calls to provide us all with updates on the progress of the organizational details for the event. Since he was in London, he met with Carmen almost daily to be certain he had everything he needed so that his work would continue unimpeded in any way. 
Added to that, I called Carmen at least once a week to monitor his wellbeing and act as the buffer I had promised I would be. Usually, these calls were simple small talk meetings that friends might share over coffee at a café. Sometimes, however, they would be to simplify and tone down something Lionel had explained to him that had to do with the business and promotion side of the show and the frenzy that was likely to follow. 
While he understood these things were an important aspect of the career and high-profile status the Family were building for him, he really didn’t care to hear about it unless it was absolutely necessary. I spoke with Lionel on more than one occasion in this regard and he promised to speak less about these things to Carmen, explaining while he was well known throughout the art world, this was easily the biggest project he had ever been a part of and sometimes got caught up in the excitement.
Today, however, would be a different kind of call. Carmen had a draped canvas standing beside him and immediately began to explain something tied to its creation that he was excited about.
“Yesterday, I finished this piece. It’s a landscape I have seen in my mind since my first contact with the Park Lady.”
Meanwhile, unknown to us, Granny Gibson in her apartment, Elliot on a private jet over the Pacific Ocean and Mendelson sitting in his office in New York were watching the three of us on their own screens. When Carmen mentioned the Park Lady, they immediately shifted in their chairs and glanced at each other with definite anticipation on a separate screen that connected them.
“Wonderful Carmen, we are excited to see it.’ Heather chimed in.
“Before I show it to you, I have to tell you about a dream I had last night.”
Heather and I leaned forward with renewed interest.
“It was literally or felt like minutes after I finished the painting. I lay down on my couch to rest for a moment but drifted off immediately. Suddenly, I was ‘in’ the painting and walking toward the Park Lady. It was as vivid and real as anything I have ever experienced.”
Carmen then pulled the drapery away from the canvas to reveal an exact duplicate of the painting hanging on Granny Gibson’s hallway. It was precisely as I had seen it but much larger. In this rendering a second figure could be seen slightly hidden behind her.
“That’s you Jonathan.” Carmen said. “I didn’t recognize the figure in my painting as anyone in particular until the dream happened. As I approached her in the dream, I could clearly see that it was you and the Park Lady and you both greeted me as if we were all family.” Carmen stopped for a moment and took a heavy sigh then teared up and after a few moments began speaking again.
“It was sublime, indescribable in the beauty of what I felt. It was as if I had been lost and when we greeted each other, I was home.”
Both Heather and I were crying by then and just nodded as we held hands, both of us wishing we were with Carmen and could give him a big hug.
Granny Gibson, Elliot and Mendelson were all grinning with a kind of greedy passion that suggested they could feel they were at the end of a very long search for something powerful they could use to complete the Family’s plans.
“Carmen, I am so happy for you and feel exactly as you do … we ‘are’ family and that includes Heather as well.” I said as tears streamed down both of our faces.
“Then the Park Lady said, ‘It’s ‘all’ a dream’. After that I must have fallen into a deep sleep as I did not awaken for almost 10 hours … and I am usually a very light sleeper. Do either of you have any idea what it might mean?”
I was about to explain what happened the day before when Mendelson showed up but caught myself since that would lead to questions Heather and I had agreed not to go into with Carmen. Instead, I said,
“I don’t know Carmen, but I have had similar feelings whenever the Park Lady shows up and so far, there have been very few words … but always a wonderful and as you have said ‘sublime’ feeling. We’ll just have to wait and see my friend, I feel this is only a beginning.” I explained.
Heather nodded in agreement, and we changed the subject for the rest of the call ending with our excitement to see him the following week.
“It will be so good to see you both, especially since we are so close to the show date. I have most of the pieces ready for the show but have a couple I am still working on that I need to finish. It will be great to be able to relax my focus a little with some free time with you two.” Carmen explained.
“It will be a wonderful few weeks leading up to the show Carmen especially since we will be able to spend Christmas and New Years with you.” Heather added.
The call ended with the exchange of love all around and Heather and I both let out a giant sigh at the same time, then began laughing, both in release and in joy.   INDEX
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The next morning, since Heather and I had two days before D.J. and David would be coming over to continue the discussion we had cut short as well as show us the plans for the Family resort my parents’ company would be building next door to my home, we felt for heading into George Town, which is about a 15 minute drive from Seven Mile Beach in the Caymans.
Heather had been there many times and was used to driving on the left side of the road, so she took the wheel of my brand new 2000 Jeep Grand Cherokee and we headed into town. I had almost no tropical clothes with me, so we decided to do some shopping and then find a nice place to have lunch.
Heather took me to a popular high-end shop called Kirk Freeport to gather the clothes I needed and then we wandered around mostly window shopping for an hour before settling into lunch at The Wharf on the waterfront.
Even though it was unlikely the Family had arranged surveillance of us in George Town, Heather and I agreed we would keep all our private conversations in the surf. As a result, most of what we talked about was, in my case, my early life cloistered within opulence but living relatively but contentedly a rather austere life in the company of my bohemian artsy friends. In Heather’s case her earlier life with her parents who were often gone to some remote place to rescue children, as both she and they believed, while nowhere near the high net worth of my parents, enjoyed a somewhat high-end lifestyle provided by the Family right up to their demise.
A very pretty girl but also extremely self-assured in part due to her keen interest in her parents’ humanitarian focus, she was too strong for most kids her age and consequently spent much of her time studying for the philanthropic work she intended to do to follow in her parents’ footsteps.
As a result of the Family’s offer to join them, despite her grief mixed with anger at their tragic passing, she decided against further education in university and headed straight into the Family work. This was colored and tainted by her desire to see justice done to the Global Association and her self-assured attitude became a hard shell, sheltering her from any serious relationships.
Nevertheless, she retained the fundamental altruistic motivation to serve humanity and when the Global Association provided a clear picture of what the Family’s orientation really was, her determination to serve expanded and provided her with the requisite resolve to live a life of duplicity that came with significant personal risk. 
As she pointed out, she had a periodic encounters with the Park Lady that as it turned out, served to soften the hard edge she began developing since her parents’ death and when the Global Association outlined what they learned was happening with me, she was determined to be part of it if at all possible.
Heather explained the hidden aspects of this information during our next excursion into the waves, having touched only lightly on her background while we lunched at The Wharf. As we swam and talked, she explained that the next morning we would meet her primary contact in the Global Association, which would eventually lead to a much clearer understanding of what we and literally the entire world faced if the Family was not dismantled. She said that the stakes were far higher than I could imagine and the key role that was unfolding for me in the Family presented a unique window of opportunity for that critical agenda.
The following morning, rather than walk directly into the sea to continue our discussions, our morning swim began with a walk down Seven Mile beach for a few hundred yards. On our way back a man playing ball with a child accidentally kicked it in our direction and Heather, with amazing dexterity stopped it like she was a professional soccer player. It turned out that soccer had in fact been her favorite sport in high school and she had developed some serious skills. This added to the credibility of the encounter in case there arose any question about this new person she was talking to.
As we headed back to the beach in front of my home the man and the child kicked the ball back and forth between them until we told him we had arrived home and that she and I were going for a swim. The little boy asked if they could join us and Heather said sure if it’s okay with Jonathan. By that time Heather had given me enough eye rolling body language to ensure that this was not a chance meeting, so I immediately agreed.
The little boy threw the ball as hard as he could into the surf then ran in after it. The man yelled for him to wait but the boy just splashed his way to the ball, so the man ran in after him. We laughed and waded in toward them as the boy caught up with the ball and threw it our way. I caught it and threw it to the man and that began a round robin of ball throwing which went on for some minutes. 
Eventually, the boy decided to play on the beach and left us but well within eyesight if he needed the man for any reason. That left the man standing in the surf next to us and Heather immediately introduced him as Roger Redding, her direct contact with the Global Association.
“We should not take too long out here together Jonathan, but Heather and I wanted to make this initial connection so that we could establish a link. Now that you have met me, Heather will explain how we communicate so that, when necessary, you will be able to reach us directly if you are not with her. “Roger explained.
I thanked him and we all turned and headed in. I made a point of asking if he and the boy, who he explained was his nephew, would like to come in for refreshments but he said they needed to get back to the resort they were staying at as they were going to be checking out very soon. Roger told us that he had suggested to the boy whose name was Jimmy, that they have one more time on the beach and consequently their so-called spontaneous sojourn with us tightened their schedule. We said goodbye to them both and headed into the house.
We both decided to take a nap before dinner and there, in a vivid experience that followed, I had my first major encounter with the Park Lady that changed me forever. The moment I shut my eyes I fell into a kind of reverie much like the euphoria we had experienced when I called on the Park Lady for help just before Mendelson’s surprise visit.
Again, I was in the park where I saw the Park Lady standing beside a giant oak tree many times over the years. Except this time, I was standing right beside her, much as I appeared in Carmen’s painting.
“The moment has arrived Jonathan for you to understand what has been unfolding with greater clarity.” She began, again, as Carmen had described it … as if we were family.
“The communication we seem to be having is only possible for a Heart that has been purified to the extent that what the world has to offer has lost much of its ability to seduce one into its grasp. This occurs over many, many lifetimes and cannot be forced. It arises through suffering such as the constant disillusionment the world’s highs and lows provide.”
I heard of reincarnation through my artistic friends but didn’t give it much attention. However, since the Park Lady was obviously referring to experiences that ‘must come’ from such a concept, I simply accepted it as true. Somehow, in the state that I was in, it was as if she was explaining something I already knew.
“You will now begin to remember much that has not been necessary for this life experience until now.” She said, obviously reading my mind. Actually, it didn’t feel like the kind of mind reading D.J., Granny Gibson and Heather had displayed with me … it was like her mind and mine were connected.
“ONE, is the accurate term Jonathan. We are ONE. To be connected would mean separation was possible, but it is not. ALL, is ONE.”
Somehow, I understood, but without a linear, logical explanation that the mind usually requires to accept or reject information. ONE, somehow, I knew, was ALL there IS. My Awareness was expanding rapidly as these thoughts passed through me. Suddenly, the entire concept of ‘me’ began to unravel. How could ONE ‘have’ anything? To be ONE it must be all inclusive, without associations or connections of any kind. These ideas must just be ‘appearances’.
“ONE ‘appearing’ as many. Jonathan.” She said. 
But now, there were no words or even thoughts in the way I had always experienced them. There was a silent ‘knowing’ or ‘awareness’ kind of communication, far beyond mind-thought and with absolute crystal clarity. She smiled with the most gentle and joyful expression I had ever experienced. It was as if she too was experiencing this revelation or memory.
“ONE experiences IT SELF Jonathan. Everything.”
Could I be experiencing this kind of awakening both as Jonathan and as the Park Lady? This concept instantly arose and dissolved, and I somehow ‘knew’ it was true. 
“While the ONE or ONE SELF is trapped in an individual identity, it requires what it calls ‘outside’ guidance from a source or sources it believes can help it navigate what it considers to be a very challenging world. These guides can take limitless forms that resonate with each one’s challenges or conditioning … that which defines the body-mind-identity most call ‘me’.
“It has been said, ‘when the student is ready, the teacher appears’. That teacher, usually many over many lifetimes, is the perfect guide for each student that is ready. For most, and for a long time as people measure time, it is through suffering, often body issues but also life’s circumstances. Less painful direction shows up when one is sufficiently open, you could say – humble, to receive it directly as you are at this moment.”
It suddenly occurred to me, that is, showed up in my awareness, or just awareness seemed a better way to say it … that ONE ‘appearing’ as many must mean that what was appearing was somehow not real, or was it some kind of morphed expression of ONE. This was the first feeling of non-clarity I had since this unique experience began.
“The ONE SELF you really are [all are] is empty nothingness with infinite possibilities. In order to experience these possibilities, there must be a stage to play on, where IT can act ‘as if’ IT ‘is’ these expressions of ITs infinity. You know this as the universe and all that is contained within it including the body-mind-identity IT has been ‘wearing’ as Jonathan King.”
The implications of the ONE SELF ‘wearing’ IT SELF as Jonathan King exploded like a volcano in the awareness, I was now experiencing communication through. This meant, it seemed, that this one called ‘me’ was not real, did not exist in reality. Had I not been in the euphoric state I was in, I feel I would have had some kind of meltdown.
“What you are now experiencing is the only real death there is Jonathan. The realization that the part you ‘as’ the ONE SELF has been playing as Jonathan King is a fiction … as is every ‘thing’ and every ‘circumstance’ in and as the universe. It’s a Grand Dream Jonathan. It is not real and yet because it emanates from and within the boundlessness of the ONE SELF, it is real. This is a Divine Dichotomy that cannot be comprehended, it simply IS.”
I was silent for a moment, not the silent communication we had been sharing but whatever the equivalent of ‘thoughtless’ was in this state, in awareness. Then, like a curtain being pulled aside I realized that my entire life experience was also a dream somehow emanating from the ONE SELF I was slowly accepting I am. If a dream, then no more important than a so-called nighttime dream.
“Exactly so.” The Park Lady confirmed. “Nevertheless, this does not mean apathy or indifference should dominate your experience. Compassion is a natural extension of Love, Real Love that is another name for the ONE SELF, like a facet in a diamond through which pours an essence that some call ‘self love’. This is not the conditional love the mind of ‘me-ness’ refers to, but the normal expression of the ONE SELF toward ITs inherent perfection.”
Again, it was as if I was simply remembering what I already knew.
“As the ONE SELF, awareness of IT SELF is normal and as the veils of forgetfulness fall, that awareness is simply revealed – not learned as if something new. We will speak of what causes this forgetfulness at another time, again remembering time too is a dream.”
Then, I awoke and yet my first feeling was that I had just left real ‘Reality’ and come back into the Grand Dream the Park Lady had referred to. As that sense washed over me, I heard one word,
“Yes.”   INDEX
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The euphoric feeling had not, however, dissipated, in fact it was much stronger than the aftermath we experienced after the Mendelson visit. Heather met me in the hallway as I wandered out of my bedroom and said,
“Something is happening Jonathan. I …”
She stopped in mid-sentence when she saw my face. Later she told me it was radiant as if surrounded by a glow the physical eye could not see but which she could feel. There was a deep silence as I navigated my way toward the front door of the house, opened it and almost glided out toward the sea. I was wearing only boxer shorts, but they served well enough as a bathing suit as I entered the surf.
Heather was concerned that in the daze I was in I might hurt myself when I entered the water so, still wearing pajamas, she followed me in. When the first wave hit me, I stumbled in the shallow water and fell to my knees. Heather was at my side immediately and placed her arm around me waiting to see what I would do next.
“Heather. What … what’s happening. How, how did I …” I mumbled.
“Take your time Jonathan, just take you time and breathe.” She said, but the sound of the surf drowned out her voice. 
The surf, the water itself, was different. It did not feel separate from me. At that moment I had no memory of the dream I had just come out of but the ecstatic state that had obviously accompanied the dream, which felt normal while in it with the mind absent, was overwhelming as the mind began to gradually come back into the world, I had always thought of as real.
“I feel like I am everywhere Heather … everything.”
I looked at her face but in some strange way, I felt like I was looking at myself, the same as the feeling of oneness I was having with the water. She and the water were beautiful beyond anything I had ever experienced. I made no attempt to understand it and simply reveled in it. Fortunately, Heather too made no attempt to bring me out of whatever I was experiencing and later told me that she felt softly and gently ‘pulled’ by it.
I don’t know how long it lasted, longer than we usually spent in the surf having our private conversations, but Heather felt no concern about the extended moment feeling that in the likelihood we were being watched, this unique incident would only enhance what the Family was hoping was true about me … that I could be a conduit to defeat the Global Association.
When the inner circle of the Family later viewed the video of what had happened since I arose from my nap, they were like a gaggle of noisy geese that had just found a cache of delicious food. Their collective greed devoured the moment, and they doubled down in their resolve to capture the invisible power I seemed to have and use it against the Global Association. At that moment I had become their number one priority.
The blissful feeling mellowed somewhat as wave after wave splashed against my body, and I was finally able to speak to Heather about the dream or vision or whatever it was, that was coming back to me. While she seemed to understand and agree with everything, I told her, I could tell that the ‘knowingness’ of Oneness was still a concept for her and not an actual experience as I was now aware of.
“Heart knowing, Jonathan, is the key to real Freedom.” I heard softly but clearly despite the noise of the surf.
It came to me somehow that the revelatory experience with the Park Lady had somehow opened what would become a steady kind of communication with her. No mind-instigated prelude would be required any longer. I could simply speak with her, and she would reply if it was appropriate to do so.
As I explained the dream-vision-experience with the Park Lady to Heather, I noticed a kind of ‘confidence’ I had never had before. It wasn’t like some prestigious possession that enhanced my identity … just the opposite, it diminished the sense of an individual ‘me’. Again, it was just simply ‘knowing’ that what I, or more accurately - awareness was now aware of was true.
When we returned to the house the Watlers were nearly done preparing dinner. Both of them turned as we entered the kitchen, and a look of happy surprise came across their faces.
“It’s been a beautiful day and you two seem to have felt it too, my goodness, I have never seen two people who loved the water more.” Bethan laughed.
“It’s almost like you brought your joy with you.” Dylan said. “I can feel it in the air somehow.” He added with a look of confused delight.
Heather smiled and nodded her head without any attempt to explain. The Watler’s were in a way ‘outsiders’, civilians you might say, neither part of or aware of the Family other than its title for some organization we belonged to, or the Global Association or the invisible war they had been waging for decades. ‘Best to keep it that way’, she thought.
I was still between worlds and just nodded as I headed to my room to change for dinner. Heather did the same.
The rest of the evening was much the same as I floated in and out of a semi-ecstatic state. I would learn later that others, so-called others, who had crossed the bridge into Freedom as I began to call it, had spent weeks in this trance-like state before coming back into the world of dreams, IN it but no longer OF it.
In my case it continued through the evening and on into the next morning. When Heather greeted me, she could see that I was still ‘floating’, as she called it. Nevertheless, she said,
“I think breakfast is almost ready Jonathan. If you feel sufficiently composed, maybe we could join the Watler’s.” 
I nodded and a few minutes later we both sat down at the kitchen dinette with the Watler’s. I had almost no appetite and only nibbled while continuing to float in and out of a euphoric state. The Watler’s looked concerned and quietly asked Heather if I was feeling alright since I had been acting strangely since before dinner the night before.
“Jonathan has a lot on his mind.” She whispered to them. “So much has happened in the last few months and there are many details to prepare for the upcoming Millennium Show in London in a few weeks.” She took my hand and squeezed it, and I just smiled a half smile from some distant space I was floating in.
“He is very fortunate to have such a capable and caring assistant to help him navigate his new life.” Bethan said. Then she changed the subject and asked if we would like to have a Bar-B-Q out on the deck later when we finished our business with Mr. D.J. and David.?”
Heather gave me a sideways glance and rolled her eyes up and down as if to say that that would be a good idea and then said, 
“Yes, great, wonderful. It’s been a long time since I had a Bar-B-Q, and I am sure Jonathan will love it too.”
I nodded my head, hardly aware of what was going on, and the Watler’s said they would make the preparations, but it was obvious they were concerned for my welfare. Later, as Heather helped them clear the table, I went out on the deck and sat down still floating in and out of worlds. As the three of them washed up, Bethan took the chance of asking if I was on any kind of medication.
“No, not at all.” She assured them. “Jonathan dislikes anything that alters perception or diminishes control, even prescription drugs. He’s fine, really. The Family has handed him an enormous mandate and already, his name and growing celebrity covers the entire world of art.”
Dylan said that when he saw the art that remained in the house until recently had gone and where it went, they were delighted Jonathan had chosen to donate the art bringing their previous employer and dear friend Frederick Billings’ status to such a high level of respect in the art world.
“Jonathan is a great lover of Frederick Billings work and saw this as a unique opportunity to share it with many more art lovers around the world than he already had. If you own any of his art, you may know that the value of it has grown exponentially since the donation was made.”
Bethan looked at Dylan and smiled. 
“No, we didn’t know that and yes, we have a few pieces he gifted us with over the years, but we would never part with them.” She said.
“What’s a few?” Heather asked.
“What is it dear? I have not counted the pieces on the walls of our cottage, but it must be at least 20 don’t you think?” She asked
Dylan nodded his head and said with great pride,
“22.”
Heather rolled her eyes and exclaimed,
“Even if you never sell them, you are both very wealthy now. If you ever wanted to, they are very real collateral and can be used as such without selling any of them.” Heather said seriously.
“We really don’t know much about matters of money but it’s good to know, thank you for telling us.” Dylan replied.
“If you ever need help in that department, our two guests this afternoon are both experts in that department, and I know would be happy to assist you.” Heather assured them.
Both the Watler’s thanked her at the same time and said, they should head into George Town to pick up some food for the Bar-B-Q. Heather got up and said goodbye until later, hoping that I would come down somewhat from wherever I was before D.J. and David arrived. As soon as they left, I said,
“I feel for going into the water if you care to join me.”
“Maybe with bathing suits this time,” She laughed.
When we got in the surf in our usual way I immediately started to fill Heather in on what I had discovered.
“The encounter I had yesterday with the Park Lady was unique compared to the years of what I will call – ‘preparations’ I was exposed to. This experience took me across a bridge that I will never return from to the old version of Jonathan.”
Heather listened deeply realizing something wonderful had happened and grateful that she was somehow ‘close’ to it with the new so-called job the Family had given her. She knew that although she could mentor me in the many things she knew about the Family and how it worked, I would be guiding her in far more profound ways. 
“’Of myself I am nothing’, is a familiar saying from the Christian religion … only not understood by many since all religions foster the imprisoned state humanity is in through the belief in separation and the fear that emanates from it.
What it means is that the personal identity is a fiction and what lies beneath it is Reality. I will not be mentoring you, I will simply BE and your awareness will use that as an example of what is true to the extent that you are open. This is true of anyone who is exposed to Truth.”
Heather realized that I had picked up on her thoughts, an ability she had struggled for the entire time she had been with the Family to develop, believing it would give her more leverage in dealing with the Family. She redoubled those efforts after she met Roger Redding and learned what was really going on. Now, here I was, overnight somehow able to do the same thing.
“Don’t think it’s amazing I am now able to read thoughts Heather. When one dwells in Truth, in what the Park Lady calls the ONE SELF, everything that is possible within the world is accessible.”
Heather could feel something incredible was indeed happening, she told me, when we met in the hall after our afternoon nap yesterday.
“When I was with the Park Lady it was as if I was experiencing ‘everything’ all at once. It’s like looking at an entire tapestry from a distance rather than examining each thread as the mind tends to do. Now that I am, let us say, ‘back in the mind’, it’s like living in two worlds where what I have always known still seems real but what ‘is’ real sort of wraps around it and exposes the illusion it is.”
“Do you know why you are so important to the Family Jonathan?” She asked.
“Yes, it’s very clear now. Granny Gibson was exposed to the Park Lady many years ago. She had the same opportunity I had, and all eventually have when they are ready to experience reality. But with that revelation comes great temptation. There is a story, again from the Christian religion of Jesus spending 40 days and nights being tempted by the devil after his baptism. This is misunderstood by most. It simply means he saw the Truth that the world, indeed the entire universe, is an illusion – a Grand Dream and that he could manipulate it in any way he chose if he allowed the mind [the only devil there is] to remain in charge of his life.
“He realized he could ‘have’ anything he wanted within the dream if he surrendered completely to the mind. He also realized that what one could have could be taken away since everything in this Grand Dream is based on the belief in separation and separation always has beginnings and endings. He realized that he ‘was’ already All That Is and needed nothing. That is the great realization when one awakens from the dream … ‘that’ is Freedom.”
Heather was trying to take in everything I was saying and while she understood the content of it, accepting it through the mind is ‘not’ the same as being truly aware of it through the heart or the ONE SELF-ness that all are. Nevertheless, she could surrender into it and that is what she resolved to do as I spoke.
“Surrender, Heather, is a direct route to the Freedom I just described and will bring it about very quickly as the mind measures time.”   INDEX
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I would have continued explaining what was revealed to me, but a sleek luxury automobile rolled into my driveway. D.J. and David had arrived, and Heather and I agreed to continue the conversation when we could.
“How is the vacation going D.J. yelled from the shore.”
“It’s wonderful!” Heather yelled back as a huge wave hit us both in the back and knocked us over.
D.J. and David began laughing as we struggled to stand up and soon, we were greeting them at the water’s edge in genuine light-heartedness that they could not possibly fathom was coming from much deeper. A moment later another car arrived with the Watlers who immediately asked if D.J. and David could stay for an early Bar-B-Q dinner.
“Do you have enough food? David asked.
Bethan said that they had anticipated there might be more than the four of us for dinner and so they purchased extra.
“That’s great” D.J. said, “David and I would love to join you. It’s been forever since I enjoyed a Bar-B-Q with friends.”
“That’s what I told them this morning.” Heather laughed, trying to somehow shake herself free of the lightheadedness she was feeling as a result of the events of the day so far. She felt the need to regain the self-control she usually had while in the company of anyone in the Family. It was a self-preservation instinct that had grown since the double-life she was leading began. 
“Are you two okay with just heading next door to the property so we can start going over the plans for the development as well as your part in it?” David asked.
I said that would be fine as Heather and I put on some flip flops and beach shirts.
“Let’s do it.” I said with a new kind of authority none of them had heard from me before. It actually surprised me at first, but I quickly remembered that the old Jonathan was gone and whatever was taking charge now was just as new to me as to them.
D.J. stared at me for a second but caught himself. Obviously, he and David had been briefed about what had been happening with me and were likely instructed to see how these events would affect me. As a result, they did not change their behavior toward me as a fledgling apprentice. Nevertheless, I could feel nothing would be the same from now on.
We walked the short distance from my beach to the vacant land adjacent to it that my parents had purchased along with my new home and David located a table that surveyors must have left behind. He spread out the plans for the development, and we all faced the land as he began pointing to where various aspects of it would be built.
“The resort will be an ultra-private luxury development exclusively for key Family members. There are about 25 acres that will accommodate 10 villas with 2 acres each including extensive landscaping, a private pool and a jacuzzi. The remaining 5 acres will be for restaurants, entertainment and meeting rooms, a grand pool and spa as well as administration facilities. Out on the beach there will be boating facilities for sports and fishing.
“The estimated cost will be $100 million USD, and the entire project is set up jointly under your parents’ company Konig Industries LLC. and by a Land Trust and corporation under King Arts Consulting LLC. Your company’s end will be 30% or $30 million.” David explained with a big grin expecting me to be as astonished as I had been when he and D.J. first informed me about the details concerning my holdings on my last trip to the Cayman’s.
Instead, I replied with a degree of confidence that surprised them again,
"Thank you. I assume that since I don’t yet have that kind of money available, your bank has loaned my company the capital, somehow tied to the impending dot com collapse you explained to me in your offices David.”
David looked at D.J. and back at me, raised his eyebrows and said,
“Quick learning Jonathan. Exactly so … very good, very good.”
“The actual development begins when we leave, I believe you told us. When is the project expected to be finished and ready for business?” I asked as if the entire thing had been my idea.
“I believe we have a new business tycoon in the making here Derek.” He exclaimed turning to D.J. again. “No later than this time next year if all goes well”
“By then the dot com collapse should be well under way, if I remember correctly and my company’s participation should be fully funded, correct?” I asked.
“That’s correct my friend.” D.J. said with a smile and a degree of pride in his voice. “The Family will pay a monthly rental to your joint venture umbrella company which will easily handle the mortgage and all maintenance costs, so it’s a turn-key investment which will appreciate significantly as Seven Mile Beach’s exclusive location becomes an attractive area for the elites of the world to visit or live on.”
“Well, I think we have seen enough for now.” I said as if I was conducting the meeting. “Perhaps we could go back to the house and finish the aborted conversation we had with Dean Amberson.”
D.J. and David could not help looking at each other again, wondering what had happened to me. They held that gaze a little longer than they would have liked to and then just agreed.
When we gathered in the great room, the Watlers brought coffee then headed outside to get the Bar-B-Q started. When D.J. was satisfied they were out of earshot, he began. “As we were explaining, your growing celebrity has circled the planet, much more so in these last few days since word of your art donation reached the rest of the art world. Lionel has been swamped with requests to attend the Millennium Art Show on January 2nd, and Carmen has been left almost completely alone so that he can totally concentrate on finishing the pieces for the show. I know he is anxious to meet up with you two in a few days to reunite and make your own preparations.”
“We very much look forward to that as well.” Heather interjected.
I nodded with a smile.
“So that just leaves the bit we did not get to cover.” D.J. said.
“If I may, I think I have a feeling for what my role is going to be.” I interjected before he could continue.
Both D.J. and David looked even more surprised and before they could respond, I continued,
“If my art donation and my association with Carmen’s Millennium Art Show can affect the value of Frederick Billings’ life work so quickly and so much, then anyone in the art world I point my attention toward can expect the same thing to happen to their work, on some level.” I did not wait for a reply but continued,
“I suspect that my endorsement will be in significant demand if that is true. The Family can pick and choose what artists they wish to give that endorsement to and in return likely ask for a number of pieces from each of them as compensation. When the artists’ work receives the expected high profile, the price of their art will grow exponentially providing the company with huge profits.
“How am I doing so far.?” I asked rhetorically.
Both men grinned and nodded but said nothing.
“Now, I expect that holding onto large quantities of valuable art may be a useful collateral just as my short sales of dot com stocks are at the moment, but my guess is that they will usually employ the same donation tax benefit scheme that was set up for my Land Trust related to this house.”
“Exactly Jonathan, exactly!” David said with a huge laugh. “He’ll be teaching us soon D.J. I think.”
Heather’s eyes were rolling and D.J. was laughing quietly and nodding his head.
“Maybe we should just ask Dean Amberson to give you an honorary degree right now and dispense with the college façade.” D.J. quipped, half serious.
“That would mean I would no longer need my penthouse in the Gibson brownstone mansion, and I feel Granny Gibson and I still have some things to talk about.” I said matter of factly.
“Ho-ho! D.J. couldn’t contain himself. “And we thought we might be moving too quickly for you Jonathan, were we ever wrong on that count.”
“It seems to me that after the Millennium Show there will be a lot of light shining on me and that I should be ready to hit the ground running.” I said in an inquiring tone as if I didn’t really know.
“We expect there to be a flood of requests for you to consider artists for endorsements from every corner of the planet. Frankly, we were worried you might not be up to it, but that concern has slipped right off the table.” D.J. replied.
“Okay, then all I need to know is what your protocols are for dealing with these requests and now that you have assigned Heather as my assistant, I am sure we will not let you and the Family down. Also, I am guessing that Lionel will be part of our team, is that right?”
“You will have whatever you require. There are many Lionels around the world and they will be clamoring to be a part of what is about to unfold.” David answered.
“But not all of them are part of the Family, are they?” I said. “I expect that will be a minimum criterion.”
“Yes, spot on Jonathan. An absolute minimum.” D.J. said.
“Now … I am guessing that the Family is looking at me for more than this little art-tax scheme. The communication gift I have could be useful to them in many ways, I suspect.” I inquired
“As a matter of fact, yes. ‘That’ has come up, and we were hoping to speak to you about it if it was not too overwhelming for you, but I think David we can agree that ‘nothing’ seems off the table now.” D.J. said.
“I agree completely, completely!” He exclaimed.
Heather saw where I was going with this and knew that if the Family brought me deeper into their worldwide agenda, we would have access to a lot of intelligence that would be valuable for the Global Association. She jumped in and said,
“If I can be of service in any regard with Jonathan’s expanding Family duties, I would feel privileged to be his assistant in that regard.”
“As a matter of fact, Heather, we were going to discuss that with you before we got into this with Jonathan, but since we are already talking about it and you have volunteered, that is exactly what we were hoping for.” D.J. responded with a smile.
“We suggest you make Jonathan’s home here your new legal address instead of the P.O box you have been using in New York for the last 6 years and wherever he goes, you go as well. Then, even if you are separated for a time and you wish to take a break, you have an actual bricks and mortar address that is not too shabby, to rest your head in.” D.J. offered.
Heather looked at me to see how I felt about that and could see that that was precisely what I wanted. Somehow, there was a sense of protection she could feel emanating from me that felt more real than anything she had ever felt with the Family in the first two years or after that with the Global Association.
“We are agreed then.” I said with the new authority in my voice that was still a little difficult to get used to for Heather … welcome but difficult.
Here was a fully matured man in a 19-year-old body. The old Jonathan was nowhere to be found and as much as she liked that Jonathan, this one was attractive in a way she had not felt since her first love affair in high school … but even that comparison paled by comparison. In that moment she decided to let go and trust her feelings despite the hard shell she hid so well but which was a suit of armor no one had been able to penetrate since her parents were taken from her so brutally. Unseen by D.J. and David, I took Heather’s hand on the couch we were seated on and quickly squeezed it, illustrating that I had heard her thoughts. Her heart swelled for a moment as she felt a surge of joy and exhilaration that had escaped her for several years.
INDEX
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Just then Dylan entered the room and invited us to join them out on the deck as soon as we were finished our discussion. I said we were done, giving no room for further conversation and again, clearly in charge but without the normal control oriented personal agenda attached as is often the case with the mind. David smiled uncomfortably, even though the meeting had come to a logical conclusion, he was clearly uneasy that it was me that was making the decision. D.J. gave him a look that said it all … ‘let Jonathan lead’. It was not a big thing, and I suspected that even though he had no idea what really happened to me, he wanted me to become comfortable in my new shoes.
We all got settled out on the deck and Bethan asked what we would all like to drink. Everyone except me asked for a beer, preferring to choose from a selection of Kombucha that she had in one of the coolers they brought. At that moment I realized I would never drink alcohol again, not due to my previous concerns about losing control but because I knew it would interfere with the inner focus that was now a permanent aspect of my attention.
Heather then changed her mind and decided to join me. She asked which flavor I wanted, and I asked her to choose for us both, which seemed to please her. D.J. and David both noticed something different in Heather’s behavior toward me and grinned without attempting to hide it from her. She blushed, which could still be seen through the tan she had acquired during our stay in the Cayman’s. Nevertheless, I could feel that she was not at all concerned about hiding the obvious feelings that were quickly taking hold within her.
She handed me a bottle and smiled warmly, and I thanked her in a way that acknowledged I was feeling the same way. Then Bethan changed the temperature by asking Heather where home was. She looked at me and then at D.J. and David and we all nodded,
“Here,” She replied. “This is my new home.”
Bethan turned and looked at Dylan and back at Heather.
“Well, I am sure Dylan will agree, we are delighted to hear that.” 
He quickly agreed and a kind of unspoken celebration began. Neither Heather nor I knew where we were going with this, but it felt right. The Watlers laid on steaks and chicken, shrimp and scallops, baked potatoes and corn on the cob and of course hamburgers, which I asked for and to be cooked burnt. 
“What!” She exclaimed with mock indignation. “I can’t do that and call myself a proper Le Cordon Bleu chef.”
“What I really mean is very well done but except for Texas, nowhere I have ever been have cooks, burger flippers or genuine chefs like yourself known what that means. I may have sent more burgers back than anyone on the planet.” I laughed.

“Okay, okay. I understand.” She said with a laugh and took a homemade patty and put it on the grill. “Burnt burger coming right up.”
The Bar-B-Q was filled with laughter and small talk, which was okay with me. I noticed that the Grand Dream, as the Park Lady called it, was already beginning to weigh a little heavy on me and I sensed that many things I took for granted as part of day-to-day life were losing appeal, including hollow conversation.
Instantly, I heard her speak to me about this new feeling I was having.
“The dream is filled with shadows called conditioning and from that - fear. These are like garments people use to define who they believe they are. One who is truly aware, as you are quickly becoming, naturally radiate truth like a spotlight and unless someone is open or becoming open, like Heather, they will feel very uncomfortable in your presence unless shrouded in the protection of illusions … such as insignificant, vacant and often deceptive communication. You will soon learn how to navigate IN these trickly waters while not becoming OF them.’”
This communication was different than normal mind-to-mind talk. I ‘felt’ it in one flash that held the total meaning. From then on, that would be how I became aware of what was needed in the moment. It was ‘not’ so-called mind reading or mind talk, it was simply how awareness became aware of what was ‘next’.
 I silently expressed my gratitude for her guidance and then turned my attention back to the Bar-B-Q. Despite the lightness in the moment, I was feeling a little anxious to have a serious talk with Heather about our future in the Family, the Global Association and now, together in some way.
“Just let it flow Jonathan; all is in perfect order, you will be shown. You will always be shown.” The Park Lady said.
I smiled and nodded my head which D.J. noticed and asked if he had missed something. I knew he was fishing as I could feel how curious he and David were to understand the changes I was going through. I laughed and answered him with partial truth,
“Things are definitely changing fast, aren’t they?”
It was not the answer he was hoping for, but it would have to do. He laughed and nodded his head as he took a long swig of his beer and then raised the bottle toasting his acknowledgment.
After the Bar-B-Q D.J. said that he and David had to be going and that he would see us in a few weeks in London before the big event. He mentioned that Heather and I would be travelling alone to the UK, but that Heather was fully capable of navigating the bibs and bobs of the trip by herself. David handed me a few papers to sign regarding the property development and then we all said farewell to each other, and they left. As David’s new 2000 Bentley convertible Azure drove away, I asked Heather if she would like to go for another swim which she readily agreed to.
We waded out to our normal spot to conduct our conversations, however, Heather obviously needed to release some tension associated with the quickly escalating feelings she was having and began swimming around, diving under the waves coming up for air and repeating the maneuver over and over again. Then she started to body surf and since that was one of my favorite beach activities, I joined her. I immediately noticed the joy I was used to experiencing in that activity was somehow much more all-inclusive. Just as the dazed aftermath of my life-changing encounter with the Park Lady, the water was now a part of my awareness.
As Heather and I surfed side by side, she too became part of this awareness … all was ONE. Heather must have felt the shift too because as we waded back out to deeper water, she took my hand and squeezed it slightly, then asked,
“Is it happening again? “I feel different.”
“Yes, it is.” I answered without further explanation.
The water play had somehow broken the low frequency we had all just shared and the feeling of joy, that came naturally to me while body surfing, somehow opened me up to the same Oneness awareness I experienced before.
“Soon, you will need no catalyst.” The Park Lady said.
I smiled serenely and stood beside Heather in silence for a few moments, then entered a conversation that would change our lives.
“I feel we should become partners Heather, officially as the world calls it in marriage.” I began. “It doesn’t matter how it appears, when something is supposed to happen, and love is present, time means nothing. The Family, I know has wanted this to be part of their plan for ‘using’ me and they will be delighted and fully supportive, although a superficial fuss will be made with all the expected comments.”
Heather, turned and tightly embraced me,
“I feel it too Jonathan. Even though its fast I know it’s the right thing to do.”
We stood in the water that way for at least a minute then broke away. The magnitude of the moment and the fact that we were being watched would allow us a little longer to stand in the waves and talk without arousing suspicion.
“I have lived very much alone with regard to romantic relationships, except for a few superficial encounters with my artistic friends, so you could say I am a child in that department. However, I now know, since the world most call reality is quickly falling away for me, what is thrown around as love, is not real love. That love is laden with conditioning and control and is always tainted with a ‘me’ agenda, no matter how subtle.”
Heather was holding my hand tightly as she listened to me and I knew she was ‘getting’ what I was saying.
“While I am sure the physical aspect of our union will be very beautiful, the love will and is what is important. Love is ‘all’ that is important and what our union will bring to the world of dreams will, I feel, somehow touch many in ways we may never know.”
At that moment both of us had the same vision of the Park Lady in the scene where I usually saw her. There were no words, only a silent blessing of what was unfolding. We hardly noticed the tears streaming down our faces when the vision dissolved. We turned and again embraced. After a few moments we broke away, and I felt what I can only say was a strong ‘pull’ to discuss the life we were about to share as it related to the Family and the Global Association.
“I understand that the idea that the world, indeed the universe is a dream, a Grand Dream that most of humanity believes is rock solid reality, may be acceptable to you as a mental concept, but it is the Heart ‘knowing’ that brings about a state of Freedom, real Freedom that is not something one ‘has’, but what they Are … another name for the ONE SELF which is All That Is.
“For whatever reason, when I had the intense encounter with the Park Lady the other day, I spontaneously entered that ‘knowing awareness’ … I became it. That is, I remembered that it is what I have always been, it is what ‘all’ are and will eventually remember.
“The world in which we seem to exist is actually an illusory ‘story’ built up out of the conditioning that defines the body-mind-identity most call ‘me’. Each one’s world therefore is a projection ‘of’ that identity … that false self. The fact that there are many aspects of the world that seem the same to everyone simply validates the similarities of many pieces of this conditioning mosaic each false self has. Through many incarnations this tapestry of conditioning is archived into what many call a soul and from which parts of that archive are brought together in new lifetimes in the Grand Dream.
“Ultimately, and eventually the dream becomes, you could say, ‘boring’. The false self becomes satiated with the highs and lows of happiness and sorrow that are the natural outcome of the core belief in separation, which ‘seems’ to be in opposition to Oneness, and attention is turned inward where the Truth dwells. That turn eventually leads to the Awareness I now have, although I still have what may be called some conditioning baggage to release.
“Our approach to this almost invisible war that is going on between the Family, and the Global Association will emanate ‘from’ this awareness and will be much different than the collective mind approach that has dominated all wars, from world class wars to tiny skirmishes that people have in day-to-day life.”
I had much more to say but was brought to an abrupt halt there. I just knew not to push anything and allow the flow of life to be guided by this awareness, whether I understood what was happening or not. In this way there was no grasping after outcomes, just the calm and silent knowing that all was unfolding perfectly.
I turned again toward Heather and embraced her, and we kissed for the first time. In that exquisite moment I knew truly that all was well as if we were savoring a single blending of threads in a magnificent tapestry. When we pulled apart, I said,
“We’ll talk more about this but for now, let’s go back into the house and share our news with the Watlers.”
Heather smiled and nodded her head then added,
“And, whoever else is watching.”
It was almost funny but not really. Heather had warned me to be very careful in every moment with what we said and how we acted as she had been for 4 years since the Global Association came into her life and she began living a double life. I knew despite the inner awareness I now had which was expanding quickly, this kind of behavior could be exceedingly debilitating. I also knew that it was hatred and a deep seeded need for retribution that had fueled Heather’s passion to live that duplicitous existence or else she would have melted down long ago. That dark motivation would have to be transmuted if our work together and our union was going to succeed.
A chink in the shell that this influence had forged around her had occurred or this union we just agreed on could not possibly occur. I knew that genuine Love was the transforming power that would bring that about, but still, even in the state of awareness I was in, I could feel a little trepidation, a sign that the conditioning baggage I told her I still had was present. ‘That’ was the vulnerable spot the Family would look for and try to exploit.   INDEX
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The five-star hotel had been cleared of all guests, and every employee thoroughly vetted and replaced for the weekend event wherever a question was present concerning their ability to be discreet in every way.
Every one of the 135 Family inner circle attendees at the 1999 annual gathering were of the same bloodline and had checked in and were now seated in a grand ballroom. On the elevated stage before them sat 13 members of the Family who represented the leadership of every conceivable aspect of the umbrella of control it had over the world and humanity.
The first five representatives included the controlling principals of virtually all heads of state globally including all royal families … this included all political parties as well almost all aspects of the global military complex, another for all religions including the so-called New Age category, another for Big Pharma, medicine and health care, which was actually sickness care, another for real estate and construction and the last for agriculture, mining and food processing. The second five included transportation, banking and finance, and the three all-important mind control and manipulation arms, education, entertainment including movies, novels, sports, gaming, prostitution and addictive substances and communication which encompassed mainstream media in general, which in turn included newspapers, magazines, television and radio, the quickly emerging Internet and finally advertising.
Seated in the three central seats and isolated by yet an even higher stage was Frederick Mendelson the CEO of Dark Mountain LLC. which controlled corporatocracy globally, Elliot Gibson the Master member who headed up Science and technology and the Grand Master in the center – Granny Gibson who oversaw the entire Family and their globalist ONE agenda.
Behind the stage was a huge screen with the word ONE emboldened in the middle representing the unified world control that was the Family’s primary objective.
Outside the hotel no recognized news or journalism representation was present except for a few fringe reporters who were considered questionable chasers of conspiracy theories to most who were even aware of them.
The first to speak was Elliot Gibson who delivered a concise but thorough summary of the year’s progress by the Family toward its ONE agenda. He highlighted the escalation of the seamless coordination of every department represented by the 13 leaders on the stage and pointed out that during the two-day event each one would provide an in-depth report on the year’s activities.
Then, he became very serious and drew himself up as if to seem taller and said he wished to touch on a deep concern he knew all Family leaders present had been having since a significant event called The Harmonic Convergence occurred in 1987.
“We at the head of the Family realize many of you are concerned about the ancient prophesy that the world is entering a New Era where the Family’s central purpose and focus cannot possibly survive. And we know that during the latter part of 2001 a window will open for that New Era to begin taking shape in earnest.
“Nevertheless, be strong in your resolve to serve the Family’s agenda, we have devised a plan of enormous proportions that will gain the attention of everyone on the planet and galvanize them, through our communication’s persuasive mechanisms, to thwart any possible setbacks that have been predicted.
“As you know, nothing is etched in stone that the combined and focused collective mind of the Family cannot alter. Together we will circumvent this cosmic event that has been foreseen and keep our agenda on track and secure.”
Elliot then sat down to thunderous applause. When the room was once again silent, Frederick Mendelson took the podium and provided another brief summary of the Family’s combined holdings through Dark Mountain that encompassed almost every major corporation on the planet to some extent. He explained that the tightly coordinated infrastructure the Family had created over the decades since the beginning of the 1900’s was rock solid, totally integrated and running smoothly in every way.
“The fledgling Internet we created is about to experience an enormous shake up and as many of you know, this presents a huge opportunity for financial gains on the downside through the short selling most of you have put in place. This will also allow the Family to acquire many of the dot com companies that we wish to keep in place in some way, for pennies on the dollar.”
The audience roared and clapped its approval with a standing ovation.
“When the Internet search engines and social media instruments are firmly in place access to personal information will be all inclusive … no one will be unknown to us and with the flick of a switch this mechanism will allow us to shut down or expand any enterprise we wish to influence. This will apply to every citizen on the face of the planet when it reaches the AI status we are creating at this moment. Nothing will be hidden from us.”
Again, now on their feet, the audience responded in rapturous and greedy peals of laughter, applause, foot stomping and chair rattling.
“In the next 10 years toward the end of the first decade of the new millennium, we will implement what will be called crypto currency and through which all financial activities on the planet will begin to flow over the following 15 to 20 years. The fortunes you all now enjoy will look like kindergarten by comparison to what you will hold when this occurs …”
Mendelson was cut off by the biggest combined approval chaos so far, which lasted for several minutes and when it finally calmed down, he finished by saying,
“And at the same time the Big Pharma arm of the Family’s global operations will provide an opportunity to exponentially expand your fortunes even more while significantly reducing the global population through a fake pandemic we will implement combined with lethal injections disguised as cures that our mass media influences will sell to the unsuspecting masses … who will actually ‘support’ us in their own destruction.”
With that he sat down, and the uproar again burst into a wild frenzy, which Granny Gibson instantly ended with a wave of her hand a few minutes later. She had taken the podium and allowed the unfolding drama to reach a crescendo before cutting it off both with her powerful presence and with the mind power she had developed so thoroughly.
Now, the ballroom was in dead silence as the gathering of puppet-masters illustrated their deep respect for the Family’s Grand Master. Granny Gibson slowly surveyed the small group as a stoic schoolmarm would her class of pupils. When she was satisfied there was not a wrinkle of imbalance in the room she began,
“The Family’s many controlling mechanisms are in place and growing dramatically as every corner of world events is tied in some way to our master plan. Wars and sickness continue to be our key profit centers as well as quickly escalating returns from human trafficking with its many profitable divisions, assisted greatly through the global network of thousands of miles of deep tunnels, facilitating easy movement of these assets. Some of you will have benefited from the transportation aspect of these tunnels in the last few days, having arrived here in only a few hours from the other side of the planet on our high-speed maglev trains.
“Weather control has become an art in the hands of our tech experts and continues to be a highly useful instrument for disrupting any geographic region we choose while expanding fear, our greatest tool of control. This combined with the targeted biological engineering of humanity through the manipulation of agriculture including our ongoing aerial chem-trail project in tandem with many different food processing technologies now in place in virtually every major food corporation worldwide, ensures a deeper level of control than we have experienced thus far.
“This plus the vaccine agenda begun just over 200 years ago through the brilliant imagination of our forebears. This particular tool in our arsenal will be incredibly useful in a plan being hatched now for the late teen years of the next millennium. It promises to reduce the global population on a scale never dreamt of and … to reiterate the importance of what I said before, through our mind-control divisions - by the victims themselves.
“Finally, the pharmaceutical arm of our operation has almost completely succeeded in eliminating the natural medicine industry that dominated health care for hundreds of years. The medical universities and colleges have all but deleted any training in that regard and foisted upon the physicians of the world a total reliance on the allopathic use of drugs and surgery as the only reliable method to deal with sickness, which as we know, actually perpetuates it.”
Granny Gibson fell silent for a moment and while her news was momentous not a single rustle of response could be heard. No one dared to make a move that might displease the Grand Master, so great was her control of the Family’s leadership. She manipulated the proceedings deftly like a master puppeteer. 
“Now, my esteemed Family members, I have news of a great weapon we have recently acquired. While it has been in the works for almost two decades, the outcome, until now, has been uncertain. Nineteen years ago, our brother Frederick Mendelson here became a father to what will soon become one of the most powerful people on the planet”
Despite the silence in the room, an even deeper void now permeated the room. No one in the room except Granny Gibson, Elliot Gibson, Mendelson and Jonathan’s parents had any knowledge of this momentous news.
“Due to the gravity and sensitivity of this power, Frederick here was obliged to step back and allow others, including the mother to foster the care of this dynamic energy.  He sacrificed the fatherhood role in favor of service to the Family.”
She spoke as if the personal identity known as Jonathan King did not exist, only the power that could be wielded through him was of interest. 
“A select few of you know that in my early years I too was exposed to the same powerful energy of which I speak. I was presented with an opportunity to embrace some unknown existence ‘as’ this power in an ephemeral way or utilize it tangibly in this world. I chose the latter and have embodied that power ever since in the role of your Grand Master, helping to construct the Family legacy we now enjoy.”
The audience, no matter what their trepidation, could not contain the pride they felt and got on their feet in wild applause. Granny Gibson allowed the gathering to express this expected response for a few minutes then, again waved her hand bringing about instant silence.
“Jonathan King, a true member of our bloodline, is already known to a few of you, especially those of you connected through a personal interest in the art world. The natural evolution of his abilities recently came to a head and allowed us to step in and steer his life into the Family arena. This is now about to expand exponentially through the Millenium Art Show in London on January 2,000, two weeks from now.
“At this point, Jonathan has not made the same choice that I made, and this provides us the all-important ability to infiltrate the Global Association in a way that has never been available to us before. The Association will have already become aware of Jonathan and will attempt to recruit him and although he is immune to the normal coercive measures we use to exploit compliance from useful candidates, only yesterday he became engaged to one of our trusted operatives – Heather Nilsson, that many of you have met on your travels around the world over the last 6 years.”
There was instantly a low hum in the room as the magnitude of this revelation began to dawn on most of the attendees. If Jonathan could be inserted into the Global Association as a double agent, the usefulness to the Family’s agenda could be enormous and Heather was the fulcrum through which his compliance would be possible … not through the normal blackmail-threat system they usually employed but through her direct influence as a long-trusted agent of the family and her romantic involvement with him.
“Her contribution as a honey-trap Madam over the years had brought many high-profile individuals into the ranks of the Family’s global web of world control. She is trusted, invaluable and highly knowledgeable in coercive techniques and now with her direct romantic connection to Jonathan, her influence will become beyond value.
“As you may suspect, this instrument is still in its early and vulnerable stages and must be handled with the utmost delicacy so that the normal fear mechanism we utilize to ensure compliance does not enter the picture. You could almost say that love will be our weapon, despite our knowledge of that nebulous subject. 
“Your part in this grand enterprise will be to open doors for Jonathan in whatever capacity you can so that his global profile and influence places him on the world stage well beyond just the art world. This will ensure that the Global Association takes him under their wing and opens the door to key figures in the Association that have been unavailable to us before.
“A few of you with genuine art connections have been given invitations to the Millennium Art Show and this will give you the opportunity to begin that process in your particular areas of the Family agenda. You will be contacted with specifics during this weekend’s event. All hail to the power behind the Family throne.”
The entire audience came to its feet and raised one arm and repeated: ‘All hail to the power behind the throne’.   INDEX
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[bookmark: _Hlk212574056]The next morning, having informed D.J. and by extension, the Family about marriage plans, Heather and I stood on the tarmac before a sleek new Bombardier Global Express, a top long-range private jet known for its impressive range and performance. 
“The Family wasted no time after hearing our news and has placed this brand-new jet at our personal disposal Jonathan. I feel we will find it fits our needs very well as this new life we are about to embark on unfolds.” Heather exclaimed with a laugh as she swung her arms across the extent of the pure white flying machine from several feet away as if she were a corporate advertising spokesperson.
On the tail fin were the letters J & H. My heart swelled as I looked at the designation representing our union. I took Heather’s hand and squeezed it and stood for well over a minute feeling the metaphoric symbolism the jet represented for us as well as for the Global Association.
“I will explain in more detail when we are airborne for a while. Just follow my lead.” She whispered in my ear. Heather knew that such private moments beyond the electronic ears of the Family’s constant surveillance of me would now be accepted as romantic interludes within a newly formed relationship.
Minutes later we were thousands of feet above the Caribbean Sea on our way to Heathrow airport in London. Breakfast was served by a flight attendant I had not met before named Cassandra Breton. Heather also introduced me to the first officer Brian Harrington and the captain Wayne Craig who were also new to me. The Family had a very large fleet of jets around the globe and so it did not surprise me that I had not met this flight crew before.
After we finished our meal Heather said she was very tired, probably the result of coming down from all the excitement of the last few days and that she was going to lie back in the recliner chair opposite me for a while and rest. Then she rolled her eyes in a gesture for me to do the same. I understood the direction and said,
“I think I will join you. I feel the same.”
We both lay back comfortably and pretended to fall asleep. Under the table Heather had taken off her shoes and tapped my ankle five times with her toes, which I took to mean to continue this charade for about five minutes. While my mind didn’t really understand what was going on, the awareness that I now knew I really am was steadily taking over as the guiding influence of what I was getting comfortable thinking of as an avatar called Jonathan King. In this state, I knew something important was about to happen.
Cassandra placed blankets on both of us and retired to the back of the aircraft and took advantage of the situation to close her eyes for a while as well. Instead of faking sleep, I fell into a deep reverie and found myself with the Park Lady in her usual place in the park, this time sitting on a bench with me.
“By now Jonathan, you have begun to understand that I am not some projection or outside guide or guru here to lead you into a special realization. This garment you call the Park Lady is a comfortable way for the awakening awareness to become used to communicating with IT SELF. 
“The mind, which is a product of thought, is founded on the core belief in separation and this means it is always seeking ‘outside’ for connections to make it feel safe and secure. As its influence fades and the Heart or awareness you and all really are begins to emerge through the opening that humility and surrender create, that same need for guidance temporarily requires some kind of entity to gently lead it to the full awareness that there ‘is’ no outside ‘anything’.
“Nature has no personal volition of its own, and what the mind calls ‘free will’, is ‘real’ only insofar as it is a dream within the Grand Dream. Consequently, in many cases Nature appeals to this emerging awareness as a conduit for the Light of Truth or the ONE SELF. Many who approach the gate of true awakening find the concept of a Nature-entity, such as me, appealing during this transition back into the remembrance of Who they Really Are.
“Over many lifetimes, which are also … just dreams, the stubbornness of the mind, seduced as it is by the glamor of the world-dream, loses its attraction to the dream, satiated by the roller coaster of happiness and sorrow, which I have already touched on with you.
“This suffering brings it metaphorically to its knees in surrender and the opening I referred to occurs allowing the Light of Truth to begin a far more powerful influence over ITs slumbering SELF, who has been imprisoned within what you are now calling - the body-mind-identity or avatar.
“Does this mean that I will no longer be able to communicate with you … that is, my True SELF, as the Park Lady?” I asked with a slight twinge in my heart.
“You may communicate with your True SELF ‘as’ the Park Lady as long as you are drawn to do so. There ‘are’ no half-to’s in Truth.” She reassured me. 
It was as if a bond of Love had so developed from the many vignettes with the Park Lady I had during my childhood, increasing steadily up to this moment, that to leave this representation of Truth behind would somehow ‘break my heart’ … whatever that actually meant.  
“In the various religions you see everywhere deep devotion to characters like Jesus, Buddha, Siva/Shakti and many others by minds deeply immersed in the dream. It is their ‘lifeline’ so to speak to reality or what many call god by many names. Even after full awareness returns, these entities often come up in their experiences. They know IT is the ONE SELF communicating with IT SELF but still use these sublime disguises for whatever their purpose is in the moment.
I understood but was very happy that if I chose, I could communicate with the ONE SELF I AM through her. She smiled serenely and shifted attention toward the world I was steadily more and more seeing only as a stage play … as she had quoted before: ‘IN the world but not OF it’.
“This world-dream is as I have said, founded on the belief in separation. In order for it to even appear, this separation illusion must exist. It creates a ‘from here to there’ phenomena, what most call time and space. From that the manifested world of things and circumstances, indeed the entire universe most believe is reality.
“This also means that none of what goes on in this illusory projection can be reconciled … that is ‘fixed’ in the way sleeping humanity attempts to bring about. The myriads of opposites that emanate naturally from this separation concept, ‘are’ the threads of the fabric of the dream and will always be present in it either in high drama conflict, confusion and chaos, or in relative balance which the mind calls peace.
“Such a phase has now begun and is expanding quickly as what many are calling an Era of Peace and Light. This is a 2,000-year period in clock time within the Grand Dream, which repeats alternately twice between two periods of 11,000 years. The entire 26,000-year cycle is called the Precession of the Equinoxes. While it too is a dream within the Grand Dream, the thought form that it is has repeated over and over again to the extent that no amount of mind power within it can destroy it.
“The Family represents an 11,000-year phase which was dominated by a patriarchal influence and this phase is now collapsing since the 2,000-year era began in 1987. What the world calls the solar system will be totally engulfed in this phase in the last days of 2012 and nothing can prevent that from happening … as the dream it is.
The Park Lady ceased speaking for a moment as I fully absorbed what she had shared. I could feel what was coming next but simply remained silent to hear it from her.
“Life, in any form, seeks to preserve itself. You see this as the instinct to survive such as not placing your hand in a flame or exercising caution in high places. This is not to be confused with the constant fear which emanates from the belief in separation that dominates the existence of the false-self-body-mind-identity most call ‘me’.
“Similarly, this patriarchal influence instinctively wishes to survive and as a result pushes back aggressively when threatened, as is the case now. The Family represents the remnants of 11,000 years of patriarchal dominance as I said and although it ‘appears’ in complete control of the world-dream, in reality, its days are literally numbered.
“Nevertheless, the story on the stage of dreams must play out and the emerging new ‘balancing influence’ of this New Era will and is interacting with these ‘end-days’. As you now know that influence is represented by the Global Association of which you are now a part. Without meaning to point to the character known as Jonathan King as ‘special’, he has a key part to play in it.”   INDEX
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At that moment Cassandra tapped us both on the shoulder, and we opened our eyes. There was a look of shock on Heather’s face, which Cassandra noticed as well.
“Are you alright Heather, I have been trying to wake you two for several minutes?” 
Although in shock, Heather had a glow around her entire body that I could now see. I could tell that Cassandra was feeling something as well, but she was too preoccupied with making sure that Heather was okay to inquire into what she was feeling. 
“Yes, yes.” Heather stammered. “I was in a deep dream, but I am coming out of it now. No need to worry.” Heather answered.
“Okay, I am very glad to hear that, I was beginning to get a little worried.” Cassandra said. “Let me know when you are ready to fill Jonathan in on what’s going on.”
Heather nodded and said, ‘Just give us a few minutes to come to and then we will start. Some water would be great in the meantime.” Heather replied.
Although I wondered what she meant by filling me in, at that moment, I was much more interested to hear what had really been happening with Heather. I didn’t have long to wait and as Cassandra headed to the jet’s galley, she whispered,
“I heard the entire exchange with you and the Park Lady. It was as if I was standing a few feet away from you two on the bench.” She hesitated for a moment as Cassandra returned with two bottles of water and glasses.
“I’ll leave you two alone until you call for me then I’ll go get captain Craig.” Cassandra said. Heather nodded and waited for her to move out of earshot.
“As I told you, I have had a few little visions over recent years of the Park Lady, enough to be open to what you and Carmen told me about your experiences with her. But this … this was incredible, and so vivid, like in real life.”
“Much more real than in so-called real life, I can assure you of that.” I said. Did you understand what she was saying?”
“Yes, yes … it all made perfect sense to me like I have known it all my life. And it explained so much I have wondered about the Family and the Global Association. But in a way, it kind of makes the whole idea of taking the Family down less important.”
“That’s right, less important in the way the mind sees things since it is always trying to ‘fix’ the world, as the Park Lady explained. But still, important as part of the process of balancing the opposites in this New Era phase the world dream has entered. We are IN this stage play and have a part to play in it. It’s up to us not to be caught up in it by identifying with it as if its real … to not be OF the play as she said. That is what traps the ONE SELF we, everyone really is in the illusion of an individual identity.”
Heather nodded but I knew she was still processing what she had experienced through the mind, not at all the same as the full-blown awareness of it without reference to linear details. Nevertheless, this was obviously a major breakthrough for her and now that we were to be coupled in an intimate union, the awareness I was experiencing as an unbroken flow, what some call Beingness, would steadily help to dissolve the conditioning for her that manifests the illusions the mind calls reality.
I felt that she was stabilized sufficiently to reveal whatever it was Cassandra was talking about and suggested she continue with that. Heather signaled to Cassandra that we were ready, and she let captain Craig know it was time. The two of them joined us in the seats beside us and immediately Captain Craig pointed to a small round opening on the cabin wall, then another and another.
He explained that each one was a highly advanced camera and a microphone and that there was a dozen more strategically placed throughout the jet and several more outside the plane to pick up conversations on the ground.
“The Family has technology that would be considered science fiction in today’s world … but the Global Association possesses it as well, in some cases, even more advanced. In case of point, at this moment the Family tech people that are monitoring us at this moment are witnessing you two sleeping here as you were as well as Cassandra doing the same in the back of the jet. 
“The same is the case with me and our first officer Brian since when we filmed these minutes on a loop, the two of us placed the plane on automatic pilot, sat back and pretended to rest as well. To their eyes everyone on the jet is either asleep or quietly resting. The entire loop is about 20 minutes but since it appears virtually the same throughout, and I assure you we reviewed it to be certain, we can play it over and over again without arousing suspicion.
“When the Global Association learned that this jet was being placed at your exclusive disposal, they quickly arranged to install the equipment required to provide opportunities for you two and anyone playing a double role with the Family and the Association, such as us, your permanent flight crew, to communicate safely. This greatly enhances our connection with you and Heather, as well as other operatives we will connect you with moving forward.”
“It has been a huge challenge for me to maneuver safely these last four years and ‘this’, I can assure you is a tremendous gift for me.” Heather added.
I took her hand and squeezed it gently and smiled warmly.
“I am so happy to hear that. I feel things will get much easier now.” I said.
Captain Craig looked surprised at the quiet confidence I expressed and said so,
“I have heard some remarkable things about you Jonathan, even a few prophetic references over the years about you coming into the Association around the turn of the Millennium, but I confess, like most, I was very skeptical. But at this moment, somehow, I don’t understand, I think they may be true.” The Captain said.
“I heard the same things, Wayne.” Heather added. “And I didn’t believe them either … but, but if I had any doubts at all, in the last few days, they are gone.” 
The Captain looked at her in anticipation, hoping he would be permitted to learn the details, then resumed what was basically a first indoctrination into the Global Association for me.
“Both the Family and the Association has been monitoring you since your birth and I assure you; you have been anything but alone. I say this because I know that you have often felt very much alone.”
I wondered how he knew that but felt that at this point it no longer mattered.
“The fact that you are part of a select group with the same pure bloodline as the Family’s inner circle, made you a prime target for them. To ensure you would have both a tightly observed environment to grow up in and experience the abundant lifestyle inner circle Family members all enjoy, they switched out Franklin Mendelson as your godfather instead of the real father he is and placed you with the King’s.” Your mother of course is your real mother and that made the charade easier,
Captain Craig stopped short seeing the look of surprise on my face. He realized that I didn’t know and became very upset with himself that he had let me know in this almost cavalier manner. I felt the presence of the Park Lady at that moment and what would have been a deep shock not long ago, quickly settled into a calm observation of what I had just been told. I was quickly learning this was the way of the Free in navigating the world of dreams.
“Please don’t beat yourself up Captain Craig, nothing is ever out of order no matter how imbalanced it often seems. Everything in the world is perfectly orchestrated to bring us Home.” I explained.
“I am not sure exactly what that means but I very much appreciate you saying it.” He replied. “Oh, and please call me Wayne. I will continue then. Heather has herself been like an orchestra conductor these last 4 years helping us to integrate many double agents into the Family through her honey-trap role. While the Family believes they have control over these people, that covers virtually every area of their extensive influence, in actuality, these people have been specifically placed within the Family’s global network to clandestinely disrupt their activities, usually in small ways but periodically in more aggressive ways such as exposing key members to the Global Association so that they can be taken off the battle table.”
He paused for a moment to get my reaction, but I simply nodded my head in understanding without comment. I could see that Captain Craig realized I was understanding what he was saying, so he continued.
“Whatever it is about you Jonathan that is different I personally don’t understand, but I know your value to the Family is historic … as well as to the Association.”
Heather was about to jump in with her feelings on the subject, but I indicated I would explain.
“As you know I am about as green as you can get to be in such an … let’s call it, esteemed position with both sides of this global conflict. And to most people, far too young to be in such a role. But it is not any expertise that I may be lacking that is needed, but simply the, shall we call it – energy, I represent to them … the Family I mean.
“Let us say there is a battle of good against evil going on and I seem to be a pliable tool now in their possession that is somehow ‘neutral’, as the Family sees me. In Truth, that is much more fact than fiction but not in the way they are experiencing it. They believe the mind can control every ‘thing’ and every ‘circumstance’ and they have become absolute masters at it. No matter what one feels about their creations, they ‘have’ manifested a powerful empire.
“However, there are those on the other side, in the Association that they have not been able to get to. People in key positions that cannot be or that they have not been able to bribe, threaten or seduce and who are willing to lay down their lives for the cause they believe in – the total destruction of the Family. Or put another way, what they call peace on earth.
“The Family believes that I am the catalyst that can reach these ‘unattainable’ pawns because of this so-called - neutral energy, I mentioned. This is why they are so invested in me and now Heather as well. They will seek to use our union as a coercive instrument, if necessary, to ensure my compliance with their agenda. 
“However, they will find it unnecessary since I will comply on my own, bring many of these key people into their ranks and in the same stroke, plant some of the highest-ranking members of the Association deeply into the Family as double agents.”
I stopped there and the cabin was completely silent except for the hum of the jet engines. Captain Craig looked at me in amazement. He believed when he sat down that he would be outlining my future role with the two opponents and discovered I understood it better than he did. Heather couldn’t hold back and added,
“I know, incredible. Jonathan has access to information in ways I am only just recently beginning to understand. I feel so privileged and at the same time joyful that he,” She paused and turned to me and took my hand. “That you are in my life.”
We both teared up at the same time, and I stood and leaned over the table and gave her an awkward hug. We both laughed, then the other two joined in the gaiety of the moment. When we sat down, I said,
“Let’s end this masked conversation for the moment and allow me to open the door for what they will consider the next step.”
Captain Craig simply followed my suggestion, but I knew inwardly he was scratching his head at this development. It was obvious he and the first officer Brian and Cassandra were to be one of our most frequent go-betweens with the Association, but things were moving far faster than he had expected. He didn’t expect me to be standing in the poised authority and understanding of circumstances that he just witnessed. However, in no way was he annoyed, only surprised and delighted.
When Heather and I were again alone, I began the first steps of the dual role we would be playing together.   INDEX





[bookmark: CH30]CHAPTER THIRTY

We asked the Captain to continue the video loop for a few minutes longer so Heather and I could speak privately.
“I am very much looking forward to seeing Carmen again. It’s going to be very busy I am sure from here to January 2nd but lots of fun too.” I said.
Heather agreed as she got up and shifted her seat to sit beside me. She took my hand and lay her head on my shoulder with a deep sigh.
“I confess, I am still in a bit of a whirlwind with what has happened in the last few days Jonathan, and now with this vision I just had, I feel kind of muddled, even mystified, if that is the right word. My life for these last 6 years … especially the last 4 with my very intense duties in the Family has been stressful. But now, I feel hopeful and if I am honest with myself, happier than I ever believed possible … at least for someone in my position.”
“I understand completely my love, if I may call you that.” I asked.
She squeezed my hand tightly and said,
“I love it!
We stared into each other’s eyes for a moment then kissed. I was feeling a kind of joy I had never experienced before and knew it was somehow a blend of, again, as the Park Lady had said, living IN the world but not OF it’. I was both observing ‘and’ participating in the dream but not identifying with it. I knew myself ‘as’ the ONE SELF savoring the dream moment without attachment to it.
I came close to this feeling a few times since I crossed the bridge into Freedom as I liked to put it, but this moment was more intense, and I felt a sense of deep gratitude that words could not express. Then I heard the Park Lady say, ‘Nothing real can be put into a frame since Truth is without borders – boundless’.
We pulled away and continued to look deeply into each other’s eyes without a word. For some minutes we were silent. Then I motioned to Cassandra to end the video charade and immediately I could actually ‘feel’ the Family watching us but knew what they would experience would be nowhere near the depth of what we were experiencing.
“Now, something you may or may not know is that January 1st is my birthday. I feel it would be a wonderful time for us to take our so-called vows.” I said with a grin.
Heather’s face brightened and she wrapped around me like a warm blanket.
“Yes, yes, perfect and right before the Millennium Art Show with Carmen. I know he will be head over heels about it too.”
“Okay, it’s settled then. I will contact D.J. to make the arrangements. And we can tell Carmen in person later tonight at dinner.”
I knew the Family would be all over this idea and no doubt ideas were pouring out of the select onlookers about how to get as much value out of the event as possible. Granny Gibson would have the final say on how it was to be handled but I was sure Heather’s declaration of witnessing through a vision, something that was very likely associated with me and perhaps the Park Lady would be of greater interest to her. So, after we came off the ‘loop’ as the Captain called it, we made sure Heather repeated that she had experienced the vision so that the Family would know.
If Heather too was experiencing the Park Lady, it would be doubly important that they watch any changes in her behavior that could disrupt the Family’s plans or conversely enhance them. I chose to circumvent any possible challenges in that regard and said,
“Now that you have had this direct encounter with the Park Lady, you will understand why it is vital we assist the Family’s agenda in any way we can.”
That comment was sufficiently oblique to ensure Granny Gibson would lean into this new development with additional emphasis that supported Heather and I, but without indicating the underlying meaning it held. I knew wheels were turning at that moment and that the Family would capitalize on the good fortune they were for certain feeling. They’d be considering the additional cautionary arrangements required to ensure that we would not know we were being watched since it would be very easy for loose lips to give away information they should not yet know about. For that reason, the information they had just gotten and would continue to receive, should be kept tightly within the few who were currently allowed to observe their surveillance of us … and that did not include D.J. or David who had not yet been invited into the inner circle despite their long tenure.
Heather called Carmen from the limo as we drove from Heathrow to the Savoy hotel and arranged to meet for dinner. He suggested something new to celebrate our reunion and Heather said that would be great as it was to be much more a celebration than he knew. Naturally, he asked what that meant and she just giggled and said,
“You’ll find out. We’ll meet you at 7:30 pm at that pub I once told you I would like to try out … remember?” She said, wanting to hide the location from whoever was listening. That way they would not have time to set up monitoring equipment.	
Carmen was about to say Ye Olde Cheshire Cheese pub, which was a classic English pub near the Savoy, but sensed that Heather was intentionally hiding the location from me as part of whatever was going on, so he just said,
“Yes, for sure. I remember. See you there.”
 It was only a 15-minute walk from the hotel, but Heather didn’t want to give the Family even that amount of  time to figure out where we were going, so we took a cab and got there in 5 minutes. We both pulled on woolly jumpers, pants and runners and departed about 7:20 pm for our 7:30 pm appointment.
Carmen was already there and instead of a pint of beer, he had arranged a few bottles of Kombucha since Heather had informed him that neither of us was drinking alcohol any longer. The pub management knew Carmen well and had obtained it for this special occasion. On the table was a small cake with three candles in it and he lit them as soon as he saw us enter the pub.
“My beautiful friends.” Carmen said above the din of the pub as we approached his table. “I am so, so happy to see you again. And luckily, I remembered this was the pub you were talking about.”
We all teared up and embraced when we met as slight applause was heard from nearby tables. One patron asked,
“What’s the occasion mate?”
Heather looked at me and grinned and said,
“Our wedding.” And I added.
“On my birthday January 1st.”
Carmen’s jaw dropped as he gasped. 
“Wow. My god, I can’t believe it. I mean, no, I can believe it, and I am so happy for you. And all that together with our reunion too.”
“And you hopefully as my best man.” I added.
By then the entire pub had leaned into the conversation and a giant welp of applause together with much cheering ensued. The manager came over to the table and said, 
“Whatever you want, it’s on the house tonight. Friends of our famous artist friend here are also our friends and with such special news, we at the Ye Olde Cheshire Cheese pub are delighted to be a part of it.”
While not really obsequious, it was definitely a good business decision on his part to give us such a dramatic welcome since it was obvious the publicity about the Millennium Art Show was all over the city. But Carmen pushed the envelope and said,
“Let me introduce Jonathan King, the one responsible for the huge publicity the Millennium Art Show already has received and for lifting my career into orbit.”
The cheering and applause increased and remained so for several minutes. Meanwhile, in the corner of the pub a local art dealer was approaching the table. Carmen knew him from before his name was in lights and had not noticed him until he saw him approach. While he was happy to see him again, he would have preferred that our reunion be private, but since that ship had obviously sailed, he decided to allow a brief meeting.
[bookmark: _Hlk212811521]“Jonathan and Heather, let me introduce Sebastian Andrews from Fyvie, a village in Aberdeenshire, Scotland. It has more cows than people I am told. Seb owns a little art store near my pied-à-terre, and he was a great supporter of mine when I first arrived here in London. I haven’t seen him since I became a hermit artist in the last few months preparing for the Millennium Art Show. It’s good to see you again Seb.”
“And you too, Carmen. So good to hear about your impending breakout on the world stage.” He replied, with genuine sincerity. “I just wanted to say hello. Please don’t let me intrude.”
I could feel there was a reason we were meeting Sebastian as I now knew that there was no such thing as coincidence, and so I invited him to sit with us. Heather and Carmen both glanced at me in slight surprise, but both knew if I was welcoming him to the table, there was a purpose. 
Heather had explained to me that whenever she needed to communicate with the Global Association, it was in noisy pubs where conversations that appeared impromptu could be arranged. The Family could set up someone to monitor her conversations in a pub if they knew about in advance, but not if it just happened without warning. These types of communication were arranged through secretly passed messages over the last four years and had served her well. So, this quick, unscripted meeting was a perfect set up to talk openly.
“Tell us about yourself Sebastian, or should we call you Seb as Carmen did?” I asked.
“Thank you for inviting me to your little party. Yes, Seb is fine. I will just stay for a moment.” He said politely in a thick Scottish accent.
Just then a waitress came over to the table and asked what we all wanted.
“Seb, please join us. What will you have?” I asked.
“Really? I am honored. Well, in that case I see you are drinking one of my favorite beverages. Some of that would be great.”
“Please, miss, could you bring another glass for our friend here and then we will give you our orders for dinner.” I said.
We all looked up at a chalk board menu on the wall and decided what we would have then gave it to the waitress when she returned. By then, I was sensing why we had met Seb. 
Without understanding the financial mechanics of what David and D.J had set up for me through the various business papers I had signed, I felt that anything they and the Family put in place for me could be taken away … somehow, if things went sideways. By then, with what I knew about the Family and the fact that D.J. had emphasized I did not need to understand the financial aspects of what they were creating for me, I was certain this new feeling and our meeting with Seb was related.
“What do you know about what is happening with Carmen, Seb? I asked.
“Well, what most of the art world here in London knows, and I am sure basically everyone around the world in art circles knows … this Millennium Art Show is the biggest thing in the world of art at this moment. And, from my experience this means Carmen’s work will fetch some pretty amazing numbers in the process. After that, anything he produces will be snapped up at huge prices even before he makes a single brush stroke.”
“That is very accurate Seb, spot on.” I replied.
“Now for reasons I cannot divulge at the moment, we would like to set up a private arrangement with a trusted contact in the art world.” I hesitated for a moment to see what feelings I would pick up from Seb. 
Heather and Carmen were silent but I could feel the wheels turning. They both knew that I was not the same person they each had first met. My expanded connection with the Park Lady had somehow changed me and all they could tell was – somehow, I ‘knew’ things. While that was correct, they could not yet realize that the Jonathan identity was all but gone and the so-called ‘knowing’ was who I had become, or more accurately – remembered I am. It was not something I ‘had’ but something I was … and I knew ‘all’ were this same ONE awareness but were asleep to this knowing at the moment, just as I had been.
“Are you suggesting I have something to do with this?” He asked with a degree of incredulity as one would expect from such a new acquaintance.
“That is what I am suggesting, yes Seb. I have a sense for who to trust.” I replied.
Both Heather and Carmen nodded at the same time.
“Well, again, I am honored and much more than surprised – shocked even that you would offer me some part in this when you hardly know me.” He said almost in a whisper.
“If Jonathan is offering this to you Seb, I assure you, he knows you better than you know yourself … as you will soon learn if you agree.” Carmen stated with an authoritative voice.
 “I assure you, you will find our association with you, life changing.” I added.
“I am beginning to see that.” Seb laughed with a bit of a confused expression while scratching his head. “So, tell me, how can I help?”   INDEX
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“What I am about to tell you must be kept in absolute secrecy Seb. It is literally a matter of life and death.” I waited for his reaction to this ominous remark.
Seb looked at Carmen, then at Heather and then at me. He could see we were completely serious.
“Are you in some kind of trouble right now that I can help you with?” He asked with deep concern.
That was the response I was expecting as the others looked at me with a slight smile.
“Let me ask you this … are you acquainted with any wealthy people in the art world that like to acquire high end art secretly and keep it for their own enjoyment, anonymous to the world?”
“Anonymous usually means these kinds of art owners are not well known, but in reality, they are known … they simply don’t admit it if asked. They have rooms that no one is allowed to see where art and artifacts of all kinds are kept, often famous so-called ‘lost’ pieces for their eyes only. 
“Although I don’t have access to anything that might interest these people, I know of a few. They are always super wealthy and bored, looking for something special to give them a ‘jolt’ since they have or can have anything they want, but because of that, I believe life has lost its interest for them. Crazy but in a way sad.”
“Yes, that is the way of the dream.” I said.
Seb’s attention peaked when I said that.
“Yes, it’s like we are in a dream that eventually disappoints us in every way.” He mused out loud.
Heather and Carmen both smiled and waited to see what I would say to that.
“When you ‘know’ that it is a dream, you will be Free.” I said.
“You sound like someone who may actually know.” He suggested it as if it was a question.
“He does Seb. He does.” Carmen said.
“Well, now you’ve really caught my interest. Art has always been my life’s passion but this subject, this has pulled at my heart strings for decades and lately it’s been taking over as my main focus … almost like I have no choice.” He explained as if in a quandary.
Carmen placed his hand on Seb’s arm and with the deepest sincerity said, “Jonathan can help you sort that out mate.”
Seb had a look of astonishment on his face as if something within had just been revealed to him.
“I don’t know how I know, but I believe it.” He whispered.
Heather took my hand and squeezed it under the table.
“This is how it works, effortlessly, one brick at a time, the circle of Love and Truth, which are the same thing, expands.” I said.
The table was silent for a full minute, then I shifted to what was coming to me.
“Do you still have family in Scotland Seb?” I asked.
“Well, no, but I do have a small farm in Fyvie that was left to me by my parents that I rent out. From time to time, I go up there to take in the country and recharge after the bustle of London gets to be too much for me.” He replied.
“Good, very good.” I said. “Here is what I am suggesting. You will become one of Carmen’s dealers. We are associated with a powerful global organization that will handle most of Carmen’s work as well as other artists I will endorse in the future. But since you are Carmen’s friend, I will arrange to have you added to the list as a minor player.
“You will sell what we provide you with in the normal way, which as you can imagine will have a very large market, so your commissions will be significant and your reputation in the art world will expand greatly. On the side however, Carmen will provide you with sketches for pieces he has produced, which you in turn will sell to these people who wish to remain anonymous. 
“However, you will not accept payment that has any kind of paper trail. You will ask for payment in silver or gold in hard small denomination currency. These assets you will store in a safe place on your farm and there it will remain in case of any kind of emergency to be divided among the four of us  
I paused there to let what I had said sink in … for the others as well.
“This powerful organization, is that where the life and death possibility comes in?” Seb asked as if he was now part of the clandestine operation I was suggesting we create.
The three of us nodded our heads as one. We could see that Seb was really ‘getting’ the seriousness of the situation.
“Tell me, is there any kind of protocol? I mean, I assume you have to be careful in more ways than just this particular operation.” Seb offered.
“Even this conversation is a protocol as it is taking place spontaneously in a noisy pub.” Heather explained. “I have been at this for four years and this has been my main way of communicating that the organization in question does not hear or know about.”
Carmen had not been read in as yet about the dangers he was now a part of, and I could feel the discomfort he was experiencing.
“I am so sorry to hear that you have been exposed to danger for so long my dear.’ He said to Heather.
“We did not want to alarm you Carmen with too many details while you were laboring with the Millennium pieces. But and I am sure Jonathan agrees, this is a good opportunity to fill you in.” Heather explained.
I nodded and looked from Carmen to Seb and back to Carmen.
“Tell us everything you guys. I want all the details.” Carmen said resolutely.
Seb nodded his head to this, and they both waited as if they were about to be read in to top secret information, which was not untrue. Seb had already eaten but he nibbled at some chips on Carmen’s plate as the three of us had our dinners. Between bites Heather and I brought them both totally up to speed including the new video communication system the Family had introduced us to as well as the surveillance we were not supposed to know about.
“It’s incredible Seb.” Carmen said. “I could speak with and see Jonathan and Heather as clear as day on my television when they were in the Cayman’s.”
Seb shook his head,
“I have felt for a long time that we were being watched and from what you are telling me, it’s much worse than I imagined.” He said, sounding very exasperated.
“As concerning as it sounds, rest assured, the Family’s plans will ‘not’ come to fruition, but it will become much darker before the tide turns, especially as the Internet expands and virtually everyone gets plugged in and exposed.” I explained.
Then, I spoke about the New Era of Peace the world had entered and although it too was part of a Grand Dream, it was more firmly manifested in repeating cycles than the dreams within dreams that were taking place within it, such as this current struggle between the Family and the Global Association.
The current skirmish between what the world would call dark and light or so-called good and evil is simply the play of opposites in a new narrative. In order for the universe to manifest, this play of opposites must exist. It is the belief in separation that brings the entire show, the whole dream universe into being.
Separation creates a ‘from here to there’ phenomenon, which also generates the illusion of time and space. And from these, manifestation of thoughts seems to create the universe and all that ‘appears’ holographically within it … such as the body-mind-identity most call ‘me’. Then, within this Grand Dream, a myriad of stories emanate that allow the ONE SELF we really are to experience ITs infinite potential.
“This makes so much sense Jonathan, and I am very grateful, so very grateful that you, all of you have come into my life. I feel like I am somehow born again.” Seb said.
“Even the idea of being born or dying is a dream Seb, there ‘is’ only ONE SELF and it is not divided by such fantasies. First let’s agree that we ‘have’ an agreement. Carmen will start the process with you after the Millennium Art Show, which I will arrange for you to attend, and after we have had a chance to explain to the Family your relationship as a minor dealer for Carmen’s art. 
“If you have an opportunity to communicate with any of these anonymous art buyers you can tell them you may have something for them by Carmen in the near future, that must remain ‘off’ the market. Since you will have both clandestine pieces as well as on the market pieces available to you, you should start to come into contact with many of these collectors. Then, even if they speak to others about it, it will not be suspicious. Once they know you are a source for totally ‘private’ pieces, and not just for Carmen, they will keep that part silent. Just trust your feelings about who to speak with.”
Seb understood the gravity of the agreement and told us he would be very careful.
“Now, as far as regular communication between the four of us, Heather, what do you suggest?” I asked.
At that Heather became very serious.
“I will lay out a protocol for us all in the next few days but for now, I cannot impress upon you how dangerous these people are, and I assure you, Jonathan and I and now Carmen are being watched 24/7 everywhere we go.” She turned toward Carmen and said, “You see why we did not want you to know about this before it became absolutely necessary, as it apparently now has?”
Carmen was silent for a while, as I mentioned, he very much disliked any idea of being controlled let alone being watched 24/7. Nevertheless, the gravity of what he had just learned took precedent over even his passion for art, as if he had just been given a life purpose of real value.
I picked up on this feeling and explained it to everyone,
“There ‘is’ only one real life purpose and that is the full remembrance or awareness of the ONE SELF … everything that seems to be oh so important is only a thread associated with that.”
“And you have experienced that awareness Jonathan?” Seb asked.
“I AM experiencing IT as we speak Seb. However, for those who have crossed the bridge into Freedom as I like to call it, there is still some conditioning, what I refer to as ‘Freedom with baggage’ at first, then ‘Freedom with echoes’ and finally ‘Freedom with whispers’ just before full and absolute unbroken awareness of the ONE SELF.
“In the story of Jesus on the cross, at the very end his last words were, ‘It is finished’. This was the moment of full and absolute awareness that all will eventually experience. At the moment I have Freedom with echoes. 
“This means the conditioning that defines who we believe we are, is well on the way to being gone or dissolved. For me, this, what I will call process-less process, was mostly accomplished in other lifetimes … but even that, so-called reincarnation is also a dream or series of dreams within the Grand Dream.
“This conditioning is made up of ‘attachments, expectations and identifications’ which together form the fabric of one’s world experience including the manifested body-mind-identity, as I said, most call ‘me’.
This was more than I had explained to either Heather or Carmen until then and they listened with rapt attention as much as Seb. I paused for a moment and Carmen inquired,
“So, all the spiritual practices we hear about are about getting rid of this conditioning, right?”
“Yes, but most are involved in the myriads of disciplines which are steeped in the belief in separation, despite what they may say they know. They speak about something called ‘ascension’, which is basically the personal identity growing out of its limited belief system and into a so-called divine being.
“That concept suggests there is a personal being called me that somehow gets better and qualifies for or grows into a godlike entity. That is still separation. What really occurs is the conditioning that manifests an identity that veils the ONE SELF – dissolves and the ONE SELF remembers ITs ever Present SELF … the identity, in other words dies and that is the only death that exists … still a dream though.
“That is the real and subtly hidden reason that death is so feared. It is the deep underlying and invisible fear of being nothing, of not existing. But the ONE SELF ‘is’ Nothing-ness IT SELF, with infinite potential, which as I have explained, is experienced through the illusory holographic universe.”
Everyone was silent, a silence that could be felt beyond the din of the noisy pub.
“Whew!” Carmen said.
“I second the motion.” Seb said.
Heather just squeezed my hand and stared deeply into my eyes that reflected the Love I had just expressed.
“All of what I just explained ‘is’ Love – genuine Love, the Love we all are, with all ITs infinite facets of expression.
“So, the really nasty things that happen to everyone, they are somehow part of this infinite potential you speak of?” Carmen asked.
“Yes, to experience this infinite potential, separation must manifest and separation expresses itself in the total swing of the pendulum from dark to light. This is why many who return to full awareness, which is beyond the swing of this pendulum, have usually experienced the darkest of the dark in order for the pendulum to swing to the lightest of the light before letting go of both, before dying to a personal identity.”
“This seems to explain what I have heard about nonjudgment.” Seb said. “If you know none of this world is real, just a kind of movie or as you say, a dream, then what is there to judge, correct?” Seb asked.
“Yes, that is right, however for some that generates a kind of cold and indifferent apathy toward the dream and as we can all agree, we ‘are’ here ‘in’ the dream. To whatever extent one is aware of what I have explained, when we are faced with stories that are harsh, such as poverty, homelessness, sickness, broken hearts and much more, compassion is the natural expression of the Love or ONE SELF we are.
“This compassion is actually the aware SELF ‘extending’ IT SELF, the Love IT is, to ITs slumbering counterpart imprisoned in a personal identity. If we find ourselves in such situations, which is a daily occurrence at some level for everyone, we extend that compassion in whatever way the moment offers. But afterward, we let it go. We don’t start a movement or some sort of activism, which fosters attachment and identification conditioning. That is for the mind of separation. Its fine, but not for the Free.”
“But then what of this work Heather has been doing for years and that you, and for that matter all of us are now involved with?” Seb asked. Both Heather and Carmen looked with interest to see how I would answer that question since it seemed a direct contradiction to what I just explained.
“The mind thinks in terms of past and future. The SELF lives in the moment. Right Now, in ‘this moment, we are discussing Truth ‘and’ the Grand Dream, specifically as it relates to a story called the war between two opposites - the Family and the Global Association.
“That’s it. No future and no past, although the ‘now’ moment discussion may include references to both, it’s still occurring only now. The concept I laid out about Seb’s involvement is another story within this story. It’s not a doing, we are not living it, we are discussing a story, a possible, even probable story, but still, just a story occurring now.
“It may or may not become a Now moment, but not this Now. If the mind, with its conditioning enters the story and identifies with it, it will start anticipating, that’s called expectation conditioning and that fosters the dream of separation. And from that arises suffering or fear of what might be.
“But if the SELF remains the directing force, IT will steer each moment … IN the moment, ‘without’ the need for thought. It is subtle and seemingly very fast so it can seem like a personal idea, but once one surrenders to ITs guidance, what you may refer to as inner guidance or more commonly known as intuition, these moments have the ‘appearance’ of a story with the linear steps stories have.
“While it may seem, we are ‘attached’ to a story called this new concept with Seb, or the bigger story called our clandestine involvement in the war between the Family and the Global Association, we are not, or more correctly, we should be vigilant to remain neutral to it. There is a story called the future of these things, but we are not attached to it. If the next moment finds us still IN that story, that is still living IN the moment. We can drop it there without any further involvement because we are not attached to outcomes, that is, ideally not attached to outcomes as is the case when one is truly Free.”
I could feel a shift in Heather. She had been IN this war story for 6 years and now it seemed I was giving her an ‘out’ from it, while remaining IN it. There was a release occurring within her and she began weeping, almost uncontrollably. I put my arm tightly around her while Seb and Carmen drew up close to her so that the rest of the pub patrons did not see what was transpiring and cause a scene.
“I think I understand what’s going on here.” Carmen said as he too began crying. 
Seb had a look of wonder on his face as if he had entered a whole new world. It was a look of surprise to be sure, but more a sweet and sour kind of happiness, as he explained later.
“I suggest we leave our joyful gathering here and pick it up whenever the next opportunity presents itself … probably in a similar but different pub.” I said.
“Maybe once you talk to Lionel about Seb’s involvement with me it will give you an excuse for the four of us to get together again soon.” Carmen suggested.
Despite Heather’s continued weeping, she whispered through her tears,
“But it must be spontaneous so that the family cannot prepare to have us watched.”
We all nodded our heads in agreement and after several more minutes of comforting Heather, we got up and left the pub.   INDEX
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“Do you feel we should attend this marriage between Jonathan and Heather?” Elliot Gibson asked his sister, Granny Gibson. Frederick Mendelson lowered the glass of champagne he was sipping from and indicated he was wondering the same thing.
“No, definitely not. Both of you carry a very powerful essence as you know and we want this event to be uninterrupted in any way by conflicting energy flows, particularly since Carmen will be present and knows almost nothing about what is really going on.
“It is imperative that the next day’s Millennium Art Show comes off without a hitch since it will set the stage for that part of our agenda throughout the world. This serendipitous opportunity to tie one of our most valuable and trusted operatives to Jonathan through what, at least for now, appears to be a romantic attachment, must be allowed to unfold naturally so that we have a definite hold on Jonathan.
“None of us have been able to penetrate deep into Jonathan’s mind, in fact, if anything he has been harder to read since we brought him into the Family. “I admit, ‘this’ concerned me, but now with Heather tightly attached to Jonathan, we have a work around and can influence him through her if need be. We will need to be extra careful with this delicate new opportunity but if her excellent work with us these last 6 years is any indication, we should be able to gain her full cooperation if we handle it correctly. Do nothing in this regard without checking with me first.” She said authoritatively.
Both men, as powerful as they were within the Family, were like putty in her hands and almost meekly acquiesced. 
……………………………………………………………………………
A few days after arriving back in London Jonathan and Lionel met at a converted garment warehouse facility in Hackney not far from Carmen’s pied-à-terre. Carmen had been back and forth with Lionel for a few weeks as they set the stage in the huge facility for the Millennium Show. This was the third and final possible venue location chosen for the show, which Lionel was finally satisfied with and would properly accommodate the large gathering that had been hand-picked to attend.
“Every piecmostlye roster has already been sold Jonathan, some to a few of the attendees to the event, but most to Family members who are also art collectors from around the world. The total sales came in at $125 million but we expect with the tsunami of publicity through our global advertising and media sources as well as an enormous amount of expected word-of-mouth publicity that the total value will escalate far beyond $300 million within days of the show.
“The Family has retained a number of pieces to use in our donation-tax benefit scheme after that amount is eclipsed toward the end of their fiscal year end in September 2000. Carmen created those pieces as the price of doing business with the Family and has agreed to provide them with a number of new pieces each year going forward as their association with him continues.
“Carmen’s end so far is $40 million and your consulting company received 10% or $12.5 million. The rest gets distributed to dealers representing buyers and fees related to producing the show and promoting it globally. D.J. and David have set up a Trust and corporation for Carmen similar to yours in the Cayman’s. D.J. has asked me to have you explain the dot com short selling opportunity to Carmen to see if he wishes to invest part of those funds in that way before the balloon goes up in that market, which by the way the Family estimates to be sometime in March, 2000.
“D.J. feels that since you have been filled in with this upcoming opportunity and how it works that coming from you, he will understand and perhaps accept the concept easier than he would if it was coming from him. It was very difficult for D.J. to explain anything to Carmen about the money side of this all important first step for Carmen.” Lionel said expressing some of the exasperation that D.J. must have felt.
“Yes, I know. Carmen told me. I assured him that D.J. knew what he was doing and that I would ask him to allow me to explain financial and business details to Carmen from now on.” I explained.
“Oh, so it was you who suggested this?” Lionel said with surprise. “D.J. didn’t tell me that. I wasn’t aware you understood these things well enough yet.”
“In the flurry of activity over these last few months, I managed to squeeze in a little basic money-matters education.” I replied casually. The real source of the guidance I needed on any subject would remain silently in the background to all but the trusted few I now called friends – Heather, Carmen and Seb.
Lionel accepted my reply, but I could feel that it disturbed him that I seemed to know more than he thought I should. Obviously, as a long time Family member, he was aware of the manipulative techniques they used to control those they felt useful to them. Coercion, threats and blackmail were the more overt methods, but ignorance was a more subtle method they employed. D.J.’s and Davids’s assurance that I didn’t need to waste time studying and acquiring knowledge about things like detailed financial matters, I knew now was part of that ‘ignorance-suggestive’ manipulation.  
However, studying of any kind was no longer an issue. If there was something I required that I did not know about, the ways and means to bring it into my awareness would effortlessly show up. Allowing the inner guidance to actually ‘guide’ had lifted an enormous weight from my shoulders when I crossed the bridge into Freedom.
Lionel explained the meticulous preparations he had made for the Millennium Art Show and indicated that as I requested, the throng of art dealers, critics and journalists as well as pure art business guests, would be kept from inundating me prior to the show. He said that at most the promising   artists we had selected on our global tour and invited to the event, would be allowed to get close to me. However, at the show itself, I ‘would’ need to make myself available and I replied that I understood and agreed.
“Oh, and by the way, here is the ticket for Carmen’s friend Sebastian Andrews. I was surprised he was the only person he asked to be given an invitation.” Lionel commented.
“Carmen is very selective about who he associates with, and Seb was very supportive when he first arrived in town.” I replied.
“Seb?” Lionel asked in surprise. “I wasn’t aware that you knew him too.”
“Actually, I only just met him by happenstance at a pub when Heather and I had dinner with Carmen after getting back into London the other day. Very nice guy from Scotland that has a small art shop in this area. I am glad Carmen has a friend nearby in the art business that sees him for who he is and not for what he can get from him.” I explained.
“Well, he’s going to benefit from that friendship anyway. I understand Carmen has asked that Sebastian be given access to a few pieces of his to market.” Lionel added.
“Yes, he told me that, and why not? He supported Carmen before he knew anything about what was coming for him. He should receive a little thanks for that, don’t you agree.” I asked already knowing how Lionel felt about it after our global tour.
He illustrated that he certainly was qualified in every way to have celebrity status around the world as an art dealer, but he also showed me how self-serving he was, and it was no surprise that the Family used that foible to exploit him as they did with everyone that served their purposes.
“Yes, yes of course he does.” He replied halfheartedly.
Meanwhile, Heather begged off the meeting with Jonathan and Lionel in order to make preparations for the wedding, which she and I chose to take place at the stroke of midnight on December 31st, with my birthday and the beginning of the new Millennium the minute after.
Since my Foundation had just recently made the high-profile Frederick Billings art collection donation to The Nations Gallery, she felt they may be helpful with what decided for the event. It was in no way meant to be coercive, but since the connection existed it made sense to ask. As it turned out when they heard about her impending marriage to their recent benefactor, they were head over heels to help.
[bookmark: _Hlk213097356]The gallery was also sending a representative to the Millennium Art Show and she was introduced to Heather as Beatrice Andover, the person who had coordinated the Foundation’s donation. The two exchanged enthusiastic greetings then sat down for tea and scones in the gallery’s café.
Beatrice was very excited about helping to coordinate the small gathering Heather outlined for the wedding and promised to lay out a plan that would work around a particular detail Heather asked for. Beatrice, however, made it clear that this would be a wedding gift from her and the gallery and would take no suggestion of compensation when Heather offered.
“Leave it to me Heather and in a few days, I will have everything arranged for you.” She said with a gleeful laugh. “It will be small, simple and beautiful. You have certainly chosen a wonderful location for this special event Heather.” Beatrice added.
When Heather told me what she and Beatrice were planning to flesh out our vision for the event I was delighted and felt Carmen would be too in light of the special request she made. Then we discussed our guest list. Carmen would be my best man and D.J. would stand in as the father figure for Heather. Our new friend and colleague Sebastian would attend, my parents would be invited since they would be in town for the Millenium Show, and finally Lionel would attend.
There was no thought about Granny Gibson or Mendelson, who I felt would not choose to ask for an invitation for the same reasons Granny Gibson gave Elliot and Mendelson. The balance of energies between dark and light was sufficient with just those people attending and would be complemented by two neutral influences – Beatrice and a Justice of the Peace to preside.
Both Heather and I knew that even this sacred moment would be monitored by the Family but also felt the environment she was creating would more than compensate for the dark and heavy influence the Family always brought to any occasion.
We outlined the event to Carmen and Seb later that night at yet another cozy pub near Carmen’s place – the Old Ship Pub. When Carmen learned what Heather planned as a special addition to the wedding, he was almost in tears with joy and felt that there was something unknown but indeed very special about our auspicious union.   INDEX
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My parents arrived in London from Paris late December 30th and met Heather and I for dinner at the Savoy together with D.J. and Lionel. Heather was well known to them from many flights taken where she attended to their inflight needs and they greeted her both as an old friend and esteemed Family member but also now as the daughter in law she would soon become.
The energy between my parents and I was virtually 180 degrees different than most of my life with them. The months following my breakthrough in June had been frankly very happy for me, to the extent I understood happiness at the time, but ‘now’ they exhibited an overt respect for me, not just as a son who was far exceeding their wildest expectations, but also as one of the most revered new Family members. To say they were glowing would be an understatement and the fact that Heather would be my wife, who they had great regard for, for her valued Family contributions, was the icing on the cake.
It was a bitter-sweet reunion since it was laced with Family agenda motivations and would have been a tough pill to swallow had I not come into the awareness of my True SELF. In that light, as close as I had been to the ‘story’ of Jonathan King and the King family, I experienced it almost entirely as the narrative in a dream that it was … ‘almost’, but still I felt the influence of some conditioning that had not yet dissolved and with it … a little sting.
Although I had no conversations of any kind about Heather’s real job in the Family with anyone in the Family, I was certain they suspected she would have told me about it. Nevertheless, she and I decided not to speak of Family business at any time unless we were specifically approached about matters concerning their agendas. We had already begun to function as one with regard to our own personal security and that of our two new cohorts Carmen and Seb, and the less we offered we felt the better.
Most of our conversation covered details about the wedding the next evening and the Millennium Show the day after but also touched on the property development in the Cayman’s and if we had settled into our new home there yet. Both Heather and I assured them we were delighted with the home and our wonderful caretakers, the Watler’s, and thanked them for the generous gift of it as well as the opportunity to participate in the Family resort project next door. I also expressed how grateful I was for the funds they had set aside for me and placed in South River shares right after the IPO.
“We are very happy that investment has worked out as expected for both you and us and know that D.J. here and David will take excellent care of parlaying the proceeds into a much bigger fortune.  In that regard we understand you have become somewhat savvy about financial matters Jonathan, which we were surprised to hear given your dislike of such things in the past.” My father said.
“It seems that whatever is required to fulfil my purpose just comes to me now dad.” I replied in an almost matter of fact manner, stating the truth without drawing attention to my new awareness.
My mother looked at my father with a degree of amazement then at D.J. and Lionel who were both nodding their heads.
“We have heard you have developed some kind of inner sense or knowing that just appeared out of nowhere Jonathan. It’s been spoken of a lot in the Family for as long as I can remember and is revered as the pinnacle of all mind development teachings we know of. Can you tell us how that came about?” She asked without masking her confused delight that her son had achieved what no one in the Family had ever done.
“It’s not mental mom, it’s beyond that and no, I have no idea how it happens … it just started to show up during our holiday in the Cayman’s.” 
I knew where it came from and that it was always there, but Jonathan King had to be out of the way for that innate ability, that Beingness to be revealed. ‘That’, however was not something I would be explaining to anyone in the Family.
She just shook her head in wonder and began to laugh quietly as tears ran down her face. Then my father said,
“I cannot begin to tell you son how proud we are of you.” 
These were words that would have brought me to whatever I may have thought heaven was at another time in my life experience, but now they were just the words of a dreamer speaking about dreams. And yet, that little sting I was feeling was still there – stinging.
The next day Heather and I were invited to take a drive with D.J. for a surprise. He was very tightly lipped about it until we arrived at Kensington Palace Gardens, an ultra-luxury real estate area in London. Our limo stopped in front of a very large three-story mansion and when the three of us approached the door it opened and there stood Mendelson with a bouquet of flowers and a big grin.
Instantly, I could feel the protective influence of Park Lady as it was no longer necessary to call on her when the need arose. Although, I knew that in the awareness of the ONE SELF we all are, the Park Lady was really a visible representation of the SELF that satisfied the ancient belief in ‘otherness’ … which, to the mind was always required to validate something like a godlike figure ‘outside’ one’s self.
I knew this and yet, this sense of the Source of All That Is being embodied in a form such as the Park Lady, or simply sensed, was still very comforting to me. She ‘was’ me and I was her and we were this Source – this ONE SELF, but while one navigates the Grand Dream, such dream entities can make that navigation easier … at least when one is new to the awareness of their True SELF as I was.
“Welcome to your new London home, a wedding gift from the Family.” Mendelson said with a huge laugh. 
Heather took the flowers, and we entered the most sumptuous home I had ever seen. It was a Victorian mansion that rivaled even my parents’ Hamptons estate in New York.
“This particular mansion has a pool and spa on the third floor Jonathan, which the Family knew you would approve of and it comes entirely furnished, but you can change anything that doesn’t suit you and Heather. I don’t think it would be too over the top to say the house is ‘palatial’, a fitting addition to the Kensington Palace nearby.
“The Family recently picked this up in a fire sale as we like to call it and suggested it would be a useful residence for you two whenever you are in town. Of course, you can stay wherever you wish when you are in London, but this should be a nice back up when you want a little privacy.”
Mendelson was as gracious as he was sinister describing the gift as if it was a tool without regard to anything resembling hominess or coziness. He led us into a grand living room where he introduced us to our staff, consisting of a butler, two maids and a cook.
“There is a gardener that comes in regularly to take care of the grounds as well. You can get acquainted with your servants later as I don’t have much time and have to get back to the airport. I am sorry I can‘t attend your wedding or the Millennium Art Show as I have business to attend to in Asia, but I am sure they will both be very successful.”
His manner was curt and formal without a hint of warmth, and I was glad we would not have to be subjected to his icy presence much longer. I could feel that he was totally unaware of how imprisoned he was in the mind, cut off almost altogether from his true essence. I silently extended a blessing to him as I caught a glimpse of his true state in a fleeting vision as a bedraggled wreck of a man huddled in the corner of a prison cell clad only in rags. 
Such is a common hidden element buried deep beneath the fancy dress, false smiles and opulent surroundings of the rich and famous. And this is what so many aspire to not realizing the rocky road they will traverse through this particular façade if they achieve it.
This is not to say one cannot navigate the dream world in grandeur while remaining aloof from its seductiveness. It is the allure of and submission to grandiosity that traps the ONE SELF in the limitless disguises the mind invents in its endless search for what has never not been present.
With that he simply walked past us and without even a simple goodbye, exited the house to a waiting limousine. Here was my blood father, the head of the most powerful company in the world and likely close to the top of the Family. If anyone needed further proof that the Family was dark, just being in Mendelson’s presence would be enough. However, I required no such verification.
D.J. had a half smile on his face as if he wanted to apologize for Mendelson but was conflicted in that regard for obvious reasons. He suggested we look around the house and perhaps have a light snack while we were there, but I said Heather and I wished to make final preparations for our wedding that evening, so we headed for our limo to return to the Savoy.
On the way-out Heather and I spoke briefly to the staff and promised we would spend some quality time getting to know them and the house while we were still in London. They all wished us well and congratulations on the evening celebrations and the major event the next day. We all extended a Happy New Year to each other then departed.   INDEX
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Heather and I arrived at The Nations Gallery at 11:30 pm on December 31st, 1999, 30 minutes before the new millennium, with Carmen and Seb. Beatrice met us at the front door and locked it behind us. The gallery was ours for the next hour. She escorted us through a maze of hallways and rooms dedicated to specific artists particularly during the Renaissance period considered a time of cultural, artistic, and intellectual ‘rebirth’ from about the 14th to the 17th century.
As we approached the room where the brief ceremony would take place the exquisite theme song from the movie ‘Somewhere in Time’ by John Barry could be heard. It was a fitting reference to the illusion of the world-dream. As we entered the room immediately, we could feel a profound essence extending from the paintings of Paolo Veronese, also known as Paul the Venetian, that filled the tiny room.
This symbolism was not to draw attention to the Christian theme that dominated his paintings or to the so-called ascended master Paul the Venetian, as he was also known and was said to be, but to the sublime devotional focus that his art represented. All religions and spiritual beliefs emanate and support the belief in separation, which is the foundation of the Grand Dream, and must at some point be dropped in favor of emptiness and silence, the indescribable essence of the ONE SELF.
Devotion flows through all belief systems and despite the deep sleep that beliefs induce, is a lifeline to Truth. This was symbolically represented by this room’s energy and the reason; I felt that Carmen had the ‘Paul’ experience in the same room a few months prior.
My parents, D.J., Lionel and the Justice of the Peace were already present when we arrived. Heather was wearing the beautiful emerald, green dress she wore for the portrait that Carmen had made of her and my mother gasped when she saw the radiant beauty she exuded.
There were no preambles required nor special so-called holy vows that in traditional marriage ceremonies rarely came close to pure observance. No promises that could be broken would be made and no special dispensations from made-up spiritual authorities required. 
The simple and genuine un-conditioned Love that ‘is’ another name for the ONE SELF was already present and was, in truth entering a unicity with IT SELF embodied in the disguise of two body-mind-identities. In no way did this description diminish the Love the entire event truly represented.
D.J. took his place with Heather to her right representing the father figure.  My parents stood to my left. Carmen stood directly to my left as my best man and Seb stood to the right of D.J.. Beatrice stood slightly to the left and behind the Justice of the Peace. Beatrice quietly adjusted the sound system and the music changed to the sublime theme from Out Of Africa, also by John Barry.
It was as simple as ‘Do you take …’ and moments later we were pronounced married. The heart of Love needs no elaborate explanations, only a sincere devotion to IT needs to be present for this symbolic act to hold genuine meaning.
My mother’s face was stained with tears, and I wondered how deeply imbedded in the dark corridors of the Family my parents had fallen. I knew her tears were real and that what she shared with my dad included more than the money and power their empire represented. My dad was harder to read. It felt like he was wrapped in a straitjacket that he believed there was no escape from and this constrained his every expression. 
I could feel a sincerity emanating from D.J. that endeared him to me much like how I felt about the Dean. Two captives of the Family snare who still held onto a semblance of heart. In Truth, it is impossible to depart entirely from the Heart, which is not about a physical organ but the presence of the ONE SELF, one’s true identity, hidden behind the many masks the body-mind-identity wears. How many masks one wears determines the degree of forgetfulness of the True SELF as well as the depth of ITs imprisonment in the Grand Dream.
Lionel wore many more masks than anyone in the room, even more than my dad. He was a solid Family patriot, a key player in the art world but relatively small time in relation to the real corridors of power in the Family, one who could easily be discarded under the right circumstances.
As I said, these energies were offset by those of Carmen, Seb, Heather and I with Beatrice and The Justice of the Peace being relatively neutral. However, just as the brief ceremony was ready to disassemble, literally a minute from midnight, the Park Lady appeared, that is to me, Heather and this time also to Carmen and Seb. So intense was the radiation of Love that my mother lost her footing and had to be held up by my dad, who I noticed was in a state of confusion. 
Everyone at the gathering experienced the Park Lady’s presence at the level they were able to receive it, but no one was exempt. I was so happy that Carmen and Seb were privileged to experience what was now my moment-to-moment experience. To say that this unexpected visit was life-transforming for everyone would not be an exaggeration. For me it was simply the ‘way it really is', nevertheless – sublime. This kind of epiphany event leaves a seed that ultimately ‘will’ grow, and I knew each one present was profoundly blessed to be there.
As we exited the gallery the sky was ablaze with the explosions of fireworks, a fitting symbolic tribute to what had just taken place.   INDEX
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Granny Gibson sat alone across from a huge screen in her media room. The space was filled with audio visual equipment years ahead of anything the world was aware of. From this control center she could monitor privately or in group conference calls virtually anyone in the Family. Decisions that were urgent could be made on the spot and executed both above and below ground where much of the Family’s darkest activities took place.
This time her attention was riveted on the wedding proceedings that were taking place. She was looking for any weakness that could be exploited to more tightly bind me to the Family’s agenda. To her the union between Heather and I was a powerful weapon if the need arose but anything else that may arise was not to be missed and Granny Gibson saw plainly that my mother’s love could be used as well should events dictate a strong hand going forward.
She preferred not to use these traditional means of compliance with me since she felt the delicate dance between mind and Heart could be disturbed if excessive fear tactics were employed. She believed that key Global Association operatives that had until now been unavailable to the Family’s coercive methods, could be swayed into its web of tyranny through my influence and did not want to disturb this opportunity through the harsher tactics the family usually used.
The only challenge she still had not been able to master was penetrating my mind. It was relatively easy when we first met but as I became more embedded into the Family and the agenda that was carefully constructed and now surrounded me, access to my mind had completely dissolved. She could only guess that I had experienced something with the Park Lady that brought that about. However, she was determined to break whatever that barrier was and placed the Park Lady painting from her hallway on an altar surrounded by symbols and magical articles, as she saw them, in an attempt to reach me.
Later on, that first day of the year 2000 when none of the Millennium dark predictions forecast by media fear mongers at the behest of the Family, had come to pass, the city settled into traditional New Years Day family celebrations. My parents were not leaving until the day after the Millennium Art Show and my mother took the opportunity to arrange an elaborate dinner at the Savoy for all the wedding participants except Beatrice and the Justice of the Peace who had their own family events to attend.
Her first choice was to make it happen at our new home in Kensington Palace Gardens, but the timeline was too tight, and the staff had made their own personal plans. The Savoy took the reins and orchestrated a sumptuous dinner in a small private room with a cozy fireplace. The eight of us gathered around a circular table as if we belonged to King Arthur’s court, a fitting metaphor, and relaxed into the evening with live Christmas music playing in the background.
This first day of the New Year and of Heather’s and my union had a joyous family feeling that could not be darkened by the underbelly of what we knew was occurring in our lives. I knew that even ‘this’ moment was being monitored by the Family, but only I knew that what was to be, how the world was unfolding into an Era of Peace and Light, could not be destroyed by the last dying gasp of a patriarchal era currently dominated by the Family.
The veil between the mind and the Heart cannot be penetrated ‘by’ the mind. It can only be experienced by the mind when in its true role as servant to the Heart within the Grand Dream after it has died to a personal identity, but never can it influence the purity of the heart or ONE SELF in which it lingers for a short season of illusions.
Granny Gibson was offered this funeral pyre many years ago but instead chose the ephemeral trinkets of the Grand Dream. She long ago lost any connection with the pristine awareness of the Heart and lingered in the lower levels of simple mind control. True intuition is the conduit between the slumbering ONE SELF, trapped in a body-mind-identity with IT SELF in full awareness. While one is focused on the world, believing it is reality, only periodic vignettes or flashes of insight when one is totally ‘open’, are experienced through the intuition. Losing oneself in gardening or exquisite music are examples, but even then, the deeper experience of an epiphany or a satori occurs only when genuine surrender is present. Otherwise, simple access to the collective consciousness ‘cloud’ is all that is available.
An insight of where lost keys can be found, a hunch about a future probable event, a phone call from someone you just thought about … these kinds of mind phenomenon events are what most call intuition but are still behind the mind veil that hides Truth. As adept as many Family members had become in the manipulation of the mind and their ability to manifest in the world of dreams, none came near to Truth, always present but out of reach to the outward turned attention.
My mother was seated beside me and my father beside Heather. As we ate our dinner, she touched my hand periodically in a way she had never done before. I knew that my parents had intentionally kept their distance at the Family’s request so that hopefully the so-called pure bloodline that dominated its leadership would show itself through me in the powerful way they had intended, without any family sentimentality potentially interfering. As it was now, the Family was very pleased with what they believed they were seeing develop in me. 
This then was the first time my mother had the opportunity to express her natural love for me in a motherly way. My father, as I mentioned, was more constrained but I could feel beneath his carefully controlled and austere façade that he was feeling the same way. I silently blessed them and hoped that at some point they may be released from the icy grip of the Family.
Lionel made an effort to extend his help and influence to Seb but I knew he felt it was beneath his lofty status in the art world. However, here was a chance to illustrate his support for Carmen who was a key player in the Family’s agenda, and he was not about to mess that up. D.J., I could sense was actually enjoying the little family gathering and did not seem to be constrained by whatever hold the Family had on him. It was a very unusual but welcome gathering for all of us at the level each one was capable of experiencing it. I could feel this family energy, which Heather had lost 6 years before, was very welcome and I was very grateful that even in this mixed energy, it had returned to her.       INDEX
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The big event arrived, it was January 2nd, 2000 and most of the privileged attendees arrived at the converted warehouse in Hackney. The media was exclusively Family controlled, as was most of the mainstream media around the world and they were mingling among the guests’ taking pictures and videos and interviewing whoever cared to say a few words about the paintings, the event and Carmen, which was most of them. They knew the proceedings would be in every major and minor art publication in the world as well as most global newscasts later in the day and wanted to take the opportunity to put their faces out to the largest audience they had ever been exposed to in most cases.
While I would have preferred to stay in the background and allow Lionel to headline the event with Carmen and his magnificent creations, I knew the Family wanted to take this unique moment to ensure that everyone present was introduced to me for the future agenda related to the art-donation-tax scheme I would help promote for them. I had already met a number of them but not many of the press people who were all over themselves to collar me for private interviews.
This went on for over two hours until Lionel and Carmen walked to the center of the room where the main piece of art had been hidden by a glimmering silk covering. Heather had only just arrived as we planned and walked into the room on a red carpet that led to the painting just as it was revealed. She wore the emerald green dress that she wore for the painting which was revealed in unison with her arrival to a raptured audience. Camera lights flashed and thunderous applause erupted into a cacophony of noise and adulation.
This main event at the Millennium Art Show lasted for several minutes as the media grappled with each other to gain Heather and Carmen’s attention and a chance to obtain a photograph with them. I stepped to the back of the throng several paces and when I found a corner I could dissolve into for a moment to take a rest from the intense energy of the room, I was tapped on the shoulder. I turned and it was Roger Redding, Heather’s Global Association contact that we recently met in the Cayman’s.
“The Family will know that we have met Jonathan so greet me as such.” He whispered.
“Hello Roger.” I said. “It’s nice to see you again so soon. What are you doing here.”
For the benefit of the Family’s monitoring of me, Roger said,
“I had no idea who you were when we met but when I mentioned your name to a brilliant artist friend back home in Washington D.C., he lit up like a Christmas tree. While I am not a big collector, I have a few of his pieces simply because I liked them. I have known him since my college days and after we graduated, he quit a promising career in finance to become an artist, a bold choice to be sure.”
It was the kind of story I like to hear and had it not been for what I knew about Roger I would have simply enjoyed knowing more about his friend, which as it turned out was part of the scenario Roger and the Association had contrived as my first toe-dip into my dual role with them and the Family.
“The noise in here is not sufficient to mask our conversation but I am wearing a tech device that I have just turned on. It is taking that noise and accentuating it so that it totally obscures our discussion … so, we are safe to talk openly but not for too long.” Roger explained.
“Here is the gist of what the Association has in mind. I will become a so-called victim of the Family when they find out that I am employed in one of the Association’s fake international financial operations – Q17 Capital Investments LLC. Naturally they will not know that I am actually a key player within the Association’s top ranks or that I am Heather’s handler and have been for four years.
“You will explain to them that I am in trouble from a gambling problem I have … a story that the Association will create for the Family to check out. You will explain that I have seen a legal way out of my problem if you promote my artist friend and the value of his art radically escalates, as Carmen D’Asuza’s has. Then the pieces of art I possess from my artist friend will bail me out when I sell them.
“You will further explain that my value to the Family, as you see it, is through my access to sensitive Association information hidden behind the company façade. At the time you met me you didn’t realize that value but later Heather, who was in the same conversation told you the company was an Association ‘front’ she heard about through her many connections in the Family. Of course, when you mention the name of the company the Family will know of it and become very interested in adding me to their global list of compromised and coerced operatives.
They will agree to my suggestion for you to promote my friend’s art provided I become an inside man for them in the Association’s company, ‘and’ prove myself with some useful information. Once they receive that intel, and record the transaction, they will believe they have a hold on me as they do on thousands around the world. Then, I will be inside the Family … the first of many such arrangements you will help orchestrate.
He suggested we say goodbye for now since our conversation would by now have come to the attention of the Family and since they couldn’t hear it, they would try to find out what it was about. Sure enough, across the room I saw D.J. on his mobile phone and felt that it was likely regarding my conversation with Roger. A moment later, D.J. located me standing away from the crowd and approached me.
“Whew, what a triumph, eh Jonathan.” He exclaimed with hands waving around the room.
“Just as you and Lionel said it would be D.J.. I am very happy for Carmen and of course the Family.” I replied.
“And you Jonathan, and you. Whoever didn’t know your name … ‘and’ influence in the art community will definitely know it by this time tomorrow. If you think the attention and offers we have received so far are significant, you haven’t seen anything yet.” He added.
“By the way, I saw you trying to escape the crowd here in the corner … can’t blame you at all after a couple of grueling hours of photos and interviews, but I noticed one of the guests found you. I was surprised you gave him the time of day when I am guessing all you wanted to do was catch your breath.” D.J. inquired casually as if he was just curious.
“You are absolutely right D.J., but I actually knew this guy. Heather and I accidentally met him and his nephew on the beach in the Caymen’s last week. Serendipitously, he mentioned my name to an artist friend of his and that is what prompted him to seek me out here at the show. I don’t know how he managed to get a ticket but here he is and …” then I laid out the story Roger had provided for me.
“It occurred to me that ‘if’ this is of interest to the Family, I may be of greater value to them beyond the art world. As you might expect since I became a member of the Family, Heather explained to me what she has really been doing for the last 6 years for the Family. It’s a bit distasteful but I can see how it’s a valuable method of gaining control over the Association. 
“This opportunity seems to be cut straight from that playbook.” I added with a tiny bit of inquisitiveness but more so speaking with the authority D.J. had experienced in my manner of late.
D.J. raised an eyebrow as he came to grips with the foresight I seemed to have that was tied directly to the Family’s agenda for me since I was born. He knew we were being monitored and could almost visualize them doing a dance to the tune of this major news.
Granny Gibson, Elliot and Mendelson were on an international conference call from different parts of the world while they watched the proceeding of this day’s important event. In unison, all three broke out in gleeful laughter when I made this declaration. Yes, they had planned this very thing, but rarely did things go according to plan, especially one that was 19 years in the making. They allowed themselves a little celebration with a champagne toast and then immediately began discussing an escalated strategy to fully capitalize on their good fortune.
“We will begin with this Roger Redding fellow after we thoroughly check out his story, then I feel it will be time to bring Jonathan, Heather and D.J. together with me here for a serious discussion on their futures with the Family.” Granny told the others.
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D.J. and Lionel would have liked to have a celebration dinner party after the wildly successful proceedings of the day, but I informed them the day before that Heather and I and for sure Carmen and Seb would want to completely disappear to recuperate when it was done. As it turned out their presence was required in the expanded conference call Granny Gibson and the others were on to help orchestrate the next steps of the extraordinarily good news they just received.
Heather and I, Carmen and Seb had secretly passed notes to each other after the wedding to arrange for what would seem like an impromptu get together far from the possible intrusion of art or press people that might spot us after the Millennium Art Show.
Heather and I agreed to meet Carmen and Seb at The Dove, an historic pub, located on the Upper Mall, near the Thames in Hammersmith. Seb told us it had a charming atmosphere, as well as a verandah with views over the river. We took cabs instead of limos to draw less attention and paid the drivers extra to drive around for a while to throw off any paparazzies that might try to follow us. Both cabbies were delighted to be part of the escape plan, and we all had a great time finding our way to The Dove, winding through back streets like spies on the run.
When we arrived, The Dove was full and noisy and Heather said she was confident that even if the Family had managed to follow us, they would not be able to monitor our conversation without the appropriate preparations. We soon tucked into some delicious pub fare and toasted with Guinness for Carmen and Seb and something called 0.0% ABV lager, Barbican in champagne glasses our waitress managed to find for us. The early days of beer with no alcohol were pretty tasteless but Heather and I found it appropriate for this occasion.
We got a few strange looks from people as we sipped beer from these glasses, otherwise it seemed like no one recognized us … at least not yet. I explained the giant leap forward that would be in full gear by now due to my meeting with Roger Redding and Heather was delighted that her handler of 4 years was to be somewhat more available than he had been.
Of course, Heather and I and Seb were very happy for Carmen despite the intrigue that now surrounded his life’s work, and we savored the sweetness of the moment together as the good friends we had become. Carmen and Seb explained the plan they had for sneaking sketches out of his flat and into Seb’s hands which involved appearing to scrap them into the garbage. It was not unusual for eccentric artists to destroy drawings when they became frustrated with their work and Carmen had added that to his routine to make it seem part of his normal behavior.
He would set that particular rubbish aside in bags that could easily be mistaken for canvas carriers and when he delivered a few finished pieces to Seb to market in the normal way, Seb would separate them out for the exclusive buyers he was getting to know better. We expected Seb to also be monitored but not as closely as Carmen since Sebs activities in his little shop would have much less importance to the Family. 
Nevertheless, Seb had a special section set aside for sketches of all descriptions where he would casually throw Carmens and later add them to his clandestine art for the anonymous buyers. It wasn’t perfect but even ‘if’ this side deal was discovered, Carmen’s lofty status was sufficient to pass it off as an attempt to take back a little control of his now very closely guarded life, a story that, if need be, I could sell to the Family.
Everything seemed to be falling into place for our work supporting the Global Association and we allowed ourselves a little sigh of relief as we again toasted the moment. I savored it with the others but did not in any way identify or attach to it. I experienced it as a ‘balancing’ of opposites in the world dream story and observed it as a patron sitting in a theater audience would a stage play. What would follow was unknown and I was increasingly embracing the unknown as I sunk deeper and deeper into the awareness of the ONE SELF.
The next day D.J. confirmed that the Family was extremely interested in my suggestion regarding Roger Redding but even more so in the expanded possibility of this kind of activity becoming a part of my work with them. He told Heather and I that Granny Gibson wanted to have a face-to-face discussion with the three of us as soon as possible and that we should invite Roger to accompany us on our new Bombardier jet when we returned to the US to begin the process of this first venture into my new contribution to the Family agenda.
On the flight to the US D.J. would have a chance to begin discussions with Roger about his artist friend and touch on a price to be paid for what amounted to a bailout for him. D.J. would then refer him to someone in the Family that would handle the nasty side of the trap being set up to ensnare him. It would all seem harmless that my primary mentor was helping to make arrangements with him. In this way I would be kept at arm’s length from the trap.
D.J. explained that the Family did not want Heather and now me to be directly involved in what he referred to as the ‘dirty work’, first because they wanted to avoid even the slightest hint that Heather and I were anything but high profile art promoters, and secondly, because the energy associated with that end of the Family agenda might interfere with the gift that I had. It was ironic that such a dark and sinister entity as the Family would have such insight into precisely what that energy ‘could’ do, despite their not knowing we were a few steps ahead of them and protected from that influence.   INDEX
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Roger expressed his gratitude for the unexpected private jet return home with us after I introduced him to D.J. on the tarmac. He mentioned that he had seen D.J. at the Millennium Art Show and assumed that he was part of the show since he seemed to be making introductions throughout the event. 
He went on to say that he was a little surprised that I responded so quickly to his suggestion that I promote his friend, despite the brilliance of the art he showed me in small reproductions he brought with him to London.
“Jonathan’s global celebrity is well deserved Roger. He has a unique insight into what will gain global appeal in the art world. Although Carmen is the first overt example of this, he has chosen a number of other artists who along with their work will soon be internationally known and sought after.” D.J. explained.
Roger continued to play along with the charade he and the Association had set up but on a personal level, marveled at the rocket ride I experienced to bring me to such an important status in the Family so quickly. However, like our new and exclusive flight crew, he recently discovered the Family employed the paternal services of Mendelson over 19 years ago to bring me into the world for the precise purpose they believed I was now about to embark on. That incredible long-range plan ‘did’ somehow make my meteoric rise to fame and power in the family make sense.
While Heather and I shared breakfast alone, D.J. spent breakfast becoming acquainted with Roger, at least the Roger that Roger presented to him. He explained some of the details related to my promotion of his friend’s art which would be similar to what I was involved with in Carmen’s case and then told him the organization behind us would require a favor from him, which of course Roger, in his dual role illustrated he was expecting.
D.J. was pleased that Roger was astute enough to realize that our support would not be free. He went on to say that he would be contacted shortly in that regard as he did not get involved in those particular details. This was true, since D.J. did not get his hands dirty in the work he performed for the Family.
Heather and I discretely observed the interchange between Roger and D.J. and later when we could talk openly remarked to each other how ironic it was that both of them were lying to each other in the name of a successful outcome for their side. I explained that ‘this’ was the way the belief in separation manifested contrast and while it appeared as though there was a good side and a bad side, the ways and means for both sides were always compromised … ‘unblemished and genuine integrity is ‘not’ possible in the dream landscape’ … that is, by dreamers I explained.
While D.J. and Roger were talking and eating breakfast D.J. began to yawn. Roger laughed and told him that his yawning was ‘catching’ and although he had a good night’s rest, he felt for having a bit of a nap. D.J. said he felt the same, and that maybe it was because of the ‘comedown’ after the intense preparations for the Millennium Art Show. So soon after finishing his coffee Cassandra cleared the table and stowed it, then both men leaned their chairs into a comfortable reclining position and lay back to rest.
We watched closely and when we were certain D.J. was asleep, we pretended to do the same, as did Cassandra and the two pilots, the same way we had done on our first trip together. Not long afterward Captain Craig gently touched us both on our shoulders. Cassandra had spiked D.J.’s coffee and assured us he would be out for a few hours. Captain Craig said the video loop was playing so the Family would see all of us sleeping while the jet flew on autopilot. Brian Harrington, the First Officer, had accompanied him and sat beside us with Cassandra in the next row.
Roger and Captain Craig, who apparently had been working together for several years, sat across from Heather and I. We began bringing them up to speed with every detail that occurred since our last flight and our brief meeting with Roger on the beach. We explained that the first order of business would be a direct and we were sure, very serious meeting with Granny Gibson about our future.
The four of them seemed very pleased that the narrative with Roger had gone so well and that it looked like it would open the door for a steady flow of high-level double agents to infiltrate the Family.
“We know that what the Family is planning is extremely dark leading up to total world dominance by 2030. It’s not just the abominable activities the Family are already involved in, but a progressive depopulation agenda designed to reduce world levels to about 500 million people with all but a relatively small number of Family members being enslaved to serve them.” Roger explained.
“They will use many extreme methods to accomplish this between now and then, but we are preparing the ground for an elaborate and overt reprogramming of the collective consciousness of humanity to neutralize the hypnotic spell most people are under right now, a process that took the Family almost 100 years to accomplish. And we will need most of that time up to 2030 to accomplish our plan.
“There is a very special individual that is being groomed as a world leader to help the Global Association execute this plan as we speak. He will be the ‘face’ of integrity that cannot be bribed, threatened or blackmailed and as he begins to become visible, the Family will do everything in their very extensive power to eliminate him from the invisible battle we are waging with them right now.”
“That will begin in 2013 after the completion of 13 baktuns in the Long Count Mayan calendar on December 21st, 2012. I added.
Captain Craig, First Officer Harrington, Roger and Cassandra looked at me in shock. 
“We have heard something would begin in 2013 that was the beginning of a slow global disclosure roll out of the existence of the Family and its nefarious plans but did not know about any cosmic significance attached to it. Roger exclaimed. “How do you know this.”
Heather interjected, “Jonathan knows things Roger … he just knows.”
Only the steady hum of the engines could be heard for a full minute. There didn’t seem to be anything appropriate to say, so Cassandra broke the silence and asked,
“Can you tell us anything else Jonathan?”
“There are many cycles that repeat throughout the universe and in 1987 a new cycle began, one some refer to as an era of Peace and Light that will last 2000 years and will be in full operation by 2012.” I responded. 
I went on to explain the Presession of the Equinox to them in basic terms. Without going into detail about the ONE SELF and the Grand Dream, I explained that this was a phase where what many will call ‘peace on earth’ will seem to exist.
“So, the success of the Global Association is assured then, is that what you are saying?” Captain Craig asked.
“It will ‘appear’ that way, but what is really happening is a ‘balancing’ of opposites, call it good and evil if you wish but it’s not Real Peace. Nevertheless, when an era ends, such as this patriarchal era that is now dominated by the Family, the collapse is usually very destructive, so there are some very challenging times ahead, as you said, despite the happy outcome.” 
Everyone except Heather seemed conflicted. Good news and bad news forecast together was bittersweet and without any clear picture of what it might entail. As a result, feelings were mixed and confused. I had a bird’s eye view, like an overview that is somewhat cloudy, for the next few decades with some fuzzy details, since outcomes that were probable have many details that bring about those events and are always nebulous with many possibilities for the way the day to day activates play out.
“Please rest assured everyone, the balancing of these two opposites ‘is’ guaranteed for the era that is now quickly coming into being. Nevertheless, the work we are just about to undertake for the Association is a very important part ‘of’ that balancing, since forgone conclusions still require action.”
I knew Heather understood what I meant but that the others did not, only that what I was predicting sounded hopeful based on what they heard about me.
“I can tell you that the biggest challenge before us is nudging the current level of global consciousness toward the understanding that what they have been told since childhood is mostly not true. This could be considered a ‘first level of awakening’ and will be shocking for most.”
“What are the other levels of awakening?” Cassandra asked. The others perked up waiting for my response.
I could feel a moment had arrived for me to go deeper, at least for these four who would likely be spending considerable time with Heather and I in the future. What they were about to hear would shake their beliefs; however, the inner guidance was clear that I should continue.
“What I am about to share may seem like mumbo jumbo and that is fine, but I can assure you, the gift I seem to have and the rather spectacular rise in the ranks of the Family these last several months, arises from it.”
I paused for a moment so that they could prepare themselves for what I was about to say.
“The next level of awakening is the realization that the world, indeed the entire universe is a dream, no different than nighttime dreams except it appears as if there is a continuity of events. There are many so-called spiritually oriented people that believe this, but for most it’s just an idea in the mind and ideas are always changeable … call them opinions or perspectives if you like.
“When one ‘knows’ this is true, they are what may be called – Free. I call this Freedom with baggage. The baggage is made up of the conditioning that is responsible ‘for’ the entire dream, including the body-mind-identity most call ‘me’. In turn this conditioning is made up out of one’s attachments, expectations and identifications. For example, I am a doctor, and I am proud of it and I expect to live a prosperous respected life.’ That statement includes these three types of conditioning and is worn very literally as a garment that veils who one really is. 
Multiple this by hundreds of other conditionings and you have a person ‘and’ the entire world they experience, including every detail, every circumstance. Since most of these ‘made up’ people share many of the same conditionings, their worlds tend to look similar, and yet, each one’s world is unique to them. When this second level of awareness or awakening occurs, most experience a ‘pull’ to awaken fully to what ‘is’ real. However, the conditioning baggage also pulls and for some time – clock time, they dance at two weddings, waffling back and forth between illusion and vignettes of truth.
“Eventually, they become satiated with the world they know is not real and make a decisive choice, what I call, the NO MATTER WHAT choice to be Free. When this occurs, Freedom in a way reaches out and the ‘pull’ becomes very strong. Most of those making this choice rather than getting cozy and comfortable in some utopian spiritual lifestyle, find their lives becoming much more difficult as they ‘stand in the fire of who they are not’, that is, they face the conditioning which then shows up faster and faster to be dissolved back into nothingness. 
“Often these ones live very cloistered lives, very much cut off from the so-called ‘maddening crowd’. No doubt you have all read about or perhaps even known of these kinds of people, monks tied to monasteries, hermits, or even seemingly weird loners that live extremely austere lives. This process, I will call it, usually takes many lifetimes to bring one to a state of purity where most conditioning has gone from Freedom with baggage, to Freedom with echoes to Freedom with whispers of conditioning only.
“This involves what is called reincarnation of a soul, both of which are also dreams, into body after body before total awareness, where conditioning ‘and’ the identity called ‘me’ is gone, except as an avatar to navigate within the dream – ‘if’ they remain in the dream for some reason. Some call this ‘ascension’ or ‘self-realization’, but both terms suggest this ‘me’ entity becomes god-like, when in reality, it simply dies and the Real ONE SELF we all are is revealed as ever-Present. This is the third of three awakenings.
“The ONE SELF ‘is’ the only reality and has used the dream or Grand Dream as I call it, to experience out of ITs nothingness with infinite possibilities, IT SELF.”
Cassandra was the first to speak when I had finished.
“Are you saying that you have had this third awakening Jonathan?”
“Yes, however, I still have conditioning with some echoes, but yes.” I responded. The ‘work’, if you want to call it that, was largely done in many previous dream lifetimes and I awoke recently spontaneously. That is how, without knowing the actual ways and means, which is not necessary, I rose so quickly to the position in the Family I now hold.” 
“And … in the Global Association too.” Roger added. ‘I assure you; they have been watching your progress very carefully and while I doubt many if any know of what you have just shared with us, they very highly value what you are bringing to the table.”
“Thank you, Roger, I understand and appreciate that but must say, as our beautiful brother once said: ‘Of myself, I am nothing … it is the ONE SELF [father] that does the work.’.”
“Are you saying that you are like Jesus?” Cassandra asked, almost indignantly, suggesting she may have a belief system associated with him.
“Jesus also said: ‘Know you not that you are gods’, as well as ‘I have nothing you don’t have, I just don’t have anything else’, meaning conditioning. He as well as others like Buddha and Lao-Tze were/are just like you but had sufficiently dissolved the conditioning attached to their so-called personality or ‘me’ identity, that the ONE SELF they were and are and ALL are, was revealed while the individuality died.
“This is everyone’s destiny and the primary purpose for incarnating.” I replied.
Again, everyone was silent, but I could feel the uneasiness of this revelation, particularly in Cassandra.
“I realize this is very difficult to take in and it may never fully resonate with you, but that is not important. Everything in each one’s experience is orchestrated to bring them Home to Truth, with no exceptions.” I explained.
“So, the monsters behind the Family and its horrendous plans and methods are included in what you have explained?” Cassandra asked, now very agitated. I could feel that she had experienced something very dark at the hands of the Family as did Heather, and which needed expression. Her work for the Global Association helped to provide that outlet.
“The loss you experienced and the grief you feel will not be neutralized by bringing down the Family, as justified and satisfying as that may feel. It seems completely appropriate in the narrative that plays on the stage of dreams, but the heart of truth, the ONE SELF you are, is neutral, always seeking balance in the dream world and being neutral, has no judgments of any kind. It observes the dream as the illusion it is to experience IT SELF totally, from the darkest dark to the lightest light and always ‘as’ the Love IT is.”
Cassandra began weeping and as I was in the aisle seat, I got up and put my arm around her. The cabin immediately lit up in a brilliant soft rose-colored light that all could both feel and see and soon she shifted into a deep breathing calm. Later, Heather told me that she was aware of the presence of the Park Lady, which I said I too had seen but, in my case, everything had seamlessly blended into one with and as the light.
Some minutes passed before we were all in our seats again as before, but no words were spoken, and I knew each one would never be the same in whatever way they were ready to receive what had occurred.
“Please, do not look on me as if I am something special in any way. I AM simply the ONE SELF, as are you and all. I simply remember this always. For whatever reason, I remain in this body or what I refer to as an avatar called Jonathan King, and follow, in every moment, what the ONE SELF directs.”
At that moment we could hear D.J. rustling in his seat and the First Officer and Captain moved quickly to the cockpit. Cassandra, got up slowly and returned to the seat she had occupied when the video loop began and along with Heather and I, we all resumed our sleeping pantomime. D.J. must have been affected by the spike in energy in the cabin that just occurred and awoken from his drug-induced slumber.
He struggled to his feet and half-awake mumbled that he had just experienced the most beautiful dream but couldn’t remember it. Heather got up and quickly went to his side to steady him and sit him down again.
“That sounds wonderful D.J., but just take it easy, you are not fully awake yet.” She told him.
He slumped back into his seat and again fell asleep. Cassandra had a glaze over her eyes that soon closed, and she too fell into a deep sleep. While the Captain and First Officer were no doubt feeling slightly euphoric as well, their years of experience would kick in, and they would either leave the jet in autopilot and fall into a lovely sleep themselves after switching off the video loop or shake themselves and resume flying the plane.
Heather and I returned to our seats, and I put my arm around her and held her gently. She sighed and I could feel her drop off to sleep as well. At that moment the Park Lady appeared to me.
“Those monitoring your activities have witnessed the brilliant light in the cabin and at their own level registered the event accordingly. In each case they will feel a sense of intrusion into the control they believe they have over the world and be agitated by it. This makes them afraid and confused. This could be dangerous as sleepers tend to attack what they do not understand. However, they will give you a wide berth since your value to the Family comes first.
“Simply continue to extend the love you are and all will be well.”
She smiled with such a deep radiation of joy that I felt almost swept away in ecstasy by it. And then her image faded.   INDEX
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After stopping in Washington D.C. to drop off Roger Redding we flew to Philadelphia then Heather and I took a limo straight to my penthouse apartment at the Gibson’s brownstone mansion in Rittenhouse Square in Center City. When I showed her the pool, she immediately suggested we go for a swim to rejuvenate ourselves. The reason was more than therapeutic however, because at the end of the pool there was a waterfall that would mask our voices if we stood close enough to it.
We swam around for a while and then sat in the jacuzzi for several minutes before heading to the waterfall to speak privately. Heather commented on what had happened on the flight and asked what to expect when we got together with Granny Gibson.
“While I have a sense for what will happen in the so-called future, my attention is focused on the dream world from moment to moment. The broader picture of the Grand Dream can be seen much more clearly in most cases, such as what I outlined regarding the new era of peace and light that is now occurring. This is due to the preponderance of consistent thought by humanity for eons and this brings about all but inevitable outcomes.
“What may occur in this sit down with Granny Gibson is not clear, except in the general sense that the Family, of which I now know she is the supreme leader, is very excited about what I and now we can do to further their agenda in a significant way.
“However, your underlying motive for working with the Global Association has been directly tied to what happened to your parents. The Family still believes you blame it ‘on’ the Association and that has kept you safe and under their wing. However, Granny Gibson has enormous mind-power and ‘if’ she probed deeply into your mind looking specifically at that narrative, she ‘would’ see the truth.
“I have no wish to alarm you, only to make you aware of that unlikely possibility since the Family is very pleased with the service you have rendered these last 6 years and have no reason to distrust you, especially now that we are united.
“Nevertheless, I will ask for a cloak to be thrown over your mind when we meet her, and much like the door that is closed to her regarding my consciousness, it will be for you as well.
“Simply go with the flow of it my love. All will be well.”
“Thank you darling, I trust you.” Heather said without a hint of fear present.
We moved back to the jacuzzi to speak openly and chatted generally about the success of the Millennium Art Show, Carmen’s immediate future and this new fellow Roger Redding who seemed to be a promising addition to the Family’s plans.
“He may be the best candidate I have been associated with since I started to bring operatives to the Family.” Heather said, elaborating on the unfolding charade with Rodger.
A few hours later we walked the few steps from our penthouse apartment to Granny Gibson’s and knocked on the door. When Ester opened the door Mitzy jumped into my arms and began purring. Certain animals can walk between worlds so to speak and despite the extreme darkness Granny Gibson masked so well behind her powerful mind control in the world of dreams, Mitzy was deftly able to negotiate between the light and the dark.
We had already eaten so Ester asked if we would like a coffee or tea. I said I would love a cup of cinnamon tea and Heather said she would have the same.
“With honey, please” She asked.
I looked at her and smiled just as Granny Gibson entered the room. 
“Two peas in a pod I see.” She remarked with a little laugh. “The same way Jonathan likes it.”
“I didn’t know that.” Heather said, turning toward me.
“No surprise my love, no surprise.” I said with a smile as I took her hand and squeezed it.
I could feel Granny Gibson taking in every innuendo for any sign of things she could use to control us now and in the future.
“Mitzy certainly seems happy to have you back Jonathan.” Granny said. “And it looks like she likes you too Heather. It’s such a pleasure to finally meeting you dear, after the invaluable service you have rendered the Family … particularly given the special circumstances, and so, congratulations you too. What a happy surprise.” She lied.
The cat had curled up now, almost squashed between Heather and I on the couch. Heather said nothing but stroked Mitzy around the ears which made her purr even louder.
“So … progress we did not expect Jonathan. Very significant progress.” She lied again since it was the very reason I was first conceived 20 years ago.
“We have vetted Roger Redding and are satisfied he is legitimate and could be of very real benefit to the Family. Today, he will find out what we expect of him in return for helping to bail him out of his gambling debts and that will seal the deal once he provides us with some useful intelligence.”
“I am pleased to hear that. It was a pleasant surprise to hear his story at the art show combined with the added details Heather was able to supply about the ‘front-company’ he works for tied to the Global Association. That’s when it occurred to me there may be a way I and now we, could be of greater service to the Family through similar scenarios.”
Granny Gibson was savoring what was the culmination of a 20-year plan she and Mendelson had cooked up hoping that the pureblood that he and my mother possessed would produce an offspring of great potential power when influenced by the dynamic mind control powers he and Granny Gibson possessed.
Despite her inability to penetrate my mind since I crossed the bridge into Freedom, she and Mendelson felt confident their grand project had succeeded. The only thing remaining was how to orchestrate events to maximum advantage.
“The Family agrees completely and here is what we have in mind. Once we have Roger Redding firmly in hand, because of the significant position we believe he holds in the Globa Association, we will ask him to begin sifting through high level operatives for any who have weaknesses we can exploit. Once he provides us with agents we feel could be of greatest value to the Family, we will look for ways to serendipitously have you interact with them.
“Due to your significant and growing celebrity in the art world, it will be simple for us to inject you and Heather into power circles of every description around the world. That will give you a presence that we can manipulate into introductions with these possible candidates that will not in any way seem suspicious.
“From there, your communicative skills will go to work creating opportunities for us to bring these key people into the service of the Family.” 
This would mean contact with Roger Redding would be more easily accessible, which would serve us well. Granny’s plan was very feasible and with what was really going on, it would allow us to cherry-pick the right operatives to inject into the Family’s global web.
“That sounds like something that will definitely work. Just point us where you would like us to go and we will do our part.” I replied with an authoritative demeanor I could see surprised but pleased her.
“Wonderful, wonderful.” Granny said with satisfaction. “You have no idea, really … no idea, how happy I am to hear that.”
“Now, a little surprise.” She laughed.
Ester entered the room with a key lime pie and placed it on the coffee table with our tea. I had not seen Ester smile before this moment as if that was not part of her purview, but I detected a tiny curl around her lips. I felt when I first met her that she was in some unknown way, a prisoner of Granny Gibson’s, but now, as I observed through the lens of awareness, I could feel the depth of despair she was in.
“Ester obtained Bethan’s recipe for what I believe is your favorite dessert and prepared it specially for this meeting.” Granny Gibson said, concealing the satisfaction she had with this tiny bit of control she felt this gesture gave her over me.
While I would very much enjoy the dessert Ester had prepared and I knew with genuine love, there would be in no way any attachment conditioning that Granny could attempt to use to manipulate me even with this small but seductive delicacy.
“Thank you so much Ester. What a beautiful gift and surprise this is.” I took her hand and gently squeezed it and for a moment, out of Granny’s view, her face lit up. I smiled back at her, and I could see a tear start to form in her eye. I silently extended love to her and let her return to the kitchen so as not to in any way bring about some dark consequence from Granny Gibson for having been too familiar with me. 
I could feel that the hold Granny had over Ester was long standing and had something to do with what Granny Gibson felt was a betrayal on Ester’s part. Ester’s servitude and solitary existence was her punishment. It felt like when Granny Gibson made the choice to use her expanded awareness for personal material purposes rather than to fully remember who she really is, Ester wanted no part of it.
It was a small example of the depth of darkness Granny Gibson had fallen into and with the powerful position she had attained in the Family, likely showed up in every facet of its sinister web. Anyone who defied her paid a heavy price and unless they still held some significant value to the Family, in all likelihood, they were eliminated, as were Heather’s parents as well as someone in Cassandra’s life.
Our meeting ended with an open-ended approach to what we had discussed and would be more fine-tuned when Roger Redding started to provide names for the Family to pursue.
“Wait for us to contact you wth the next potential operative and in the meantime work with D.J. and Lionel to begin preparations to promote Roger’s artist friend.” Granny instructed.   INDEX
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The next day I introduced Heather to Dean Amberson at his club over lunch and brought him up to date on everything since our last meeting. The Dean was as gracious as I remembered him to be and expressed delight that we had found each other. The atmosphere was much the same as it was in our last meeting, if not more intense with several of his fellow club members, all of whom had significant credentials, approaching our table wanting to meet me and my new bride.
Normally, the Dean would not have allowed the intrusions, but the Family instructed him to introduce us to anyone he felt could further its new objectives with Heather and I. That included almost everyone in the club, indeed most people the Dean knew.
[bookmark: _Hlk214025942]“There is a dinner party tomorrow night that I think you two should attend. There will be many influential people there that could benefit your part in the Family agenda. It will take place at the home of Dennis McClintok who is a state, Senator. We are almost certain he is a part of the Global Association and know he is a bit of an art collector as well, so that will be our starting point, who knows where it might lead. It’s a formal affair, so dress for the occasion.”
As it turned out Senator McClintok’s home was only a few minutes’ walking distance from the Gibson’s brownstone mansion, so Heather and I decided to walk in the brisk January Philadelphia weather to the event. Heather looked beautiful in a full length creamy white gown, and I wore a basic tuxedo with a white bow tie, which until recently I would never have considered wearing, not the tie or the tuxedo.
Senator McClintock, who was in his late 60’s, was speaking to a gathering of what looked like other politicians in his study and when he saw us enter it with the Dean, immediately excused himself and approached us.
“Hello Bryant, good to see you again. And you must be the new bride, the most beautiful girl at the party.” He took Heather’s hand and kissed it then turned to me. “I have been hoping with you living so close to my home we might run into each other and when the Dean told me he was bringing you two along as his guests I was overjoyed. 
“Welcome, welcome … come with me and let’s talk. Bryant, you don’t mind do you, I’d like to speak with these two alone?”
It all happened so quickly that the Dean had no time to think and just said,
“Yes, of course. I want them to meet several of your other guests here, but please go ahead.” He turned to me and added, “We’ll catch up a little later.”
With that, the Senator turned and escorted us out of the study, down a corridor and up a narrow set of steps to another room. After we entered what looked like a boardroom, he closed and locked the door and flicked a switch that was inside a concealed panel. There was a brief hum and then nothing.
“This room is a large Faraday Cage, so the Family can’t monitor us hear. Roger here has filled me in on everything.” 
From another but larger door sized panel, Roger Redding entered the room. He smiled and we exchanged greetings.
“We meet again.” He laughed. “How did your session with Granny Gibson go?” He asked as we all sat down around the boardroom table.
We didn’t have time to act surprised and simply filled them both in on what had transpired.
“Excellent, as we hoped. I will give the Family a list of possible operatives that can be compromised, and Senator McClintock’s name will be on it. Jonathan, you will explain you and Heather just met him and had a confidential conversation with him about a piece of art that had been stolen years ago and that he knows where it is and wants to negotiate a behind the scenes sale through your growing number of influential connections in the art world.
“The piece of art is world famous and was indeed stolen as part of many art pieces taken by the Nazis during WW2. The Global Association recovered it some time ago along with a lot of other art objects but kept it secret to be used for just such an occasion as what you will propose to the Family.
“The Senator has held a key role in the core of the Association for decades as a military general and has been a major contributor to its master plan to take down the Family. They do not know about that aspect of his connection to the Association, only that he is a state Senator, but they will be head over heals to acquire him as an insider double agent based on that status alone.
“Through you Jonathan, the Senator will conduct a clandestine sale of this particular piece of art worth many millions of dollars, and the Family will then step in and use that to blackmail him into joining them.”
Heather and I took in everything Roger was explaining and simply acquiesced our agreement with a simple – ‘okay’. Then, the panel door opened again and a tall man about the Dean’s height entered the room. He was in his early fifties, very handsome and carried himself with great confidence. I recognized the man immediately. I first saw him about 10 years before at a small business meeting my parents conducted at their Hampton’s estate. He was a real estate developer of significant repute and from then on showed up often. 
In those days I paid little attention to what my parents were up to, but I remembered distinctly that he had a very strong self-assured presence. 
“Good evening, Jonathan, I don’t know if you remember me. I have done a lot of business with your parents in the real estate area developing various projects. My name is Aurther J. Hart, Aurther J. some people like to call me for some reason, but my friends just call me Hart, and I hope that we will become very close friends. And you must be the new Mrs. King.”
He turned toward Heather, smiled and bowed slightly. 
“So good to meet you, Heather. Jonathan will need a strong woman like you by his side for what’s coming. By the way you two, your parents have allowed me, through one of my companies to buy into your resort project in the Cayman’s, so we are already partners.”
I smiled, as the meaning of this meeting washed over me before the inevitable revelation was given to us.
“So, President, that’s on the horizon for you Mr. Hart.” I said matter of factly.
Roger looked at the Senator and then at Hart, then back toward Heather and I. The look of astonishment was quickly followed by a roaring laugh that all joined in on.
“Roger told me a little about your deep conversation on the trip here from London the other day and now I see that there ‘is’ something about you, something I would very much like to get to know.” Hart exclaimed.
“2016, that’s the Presidential election phase Hart will run in.” Senator McLintock said. “The other generals and I suggested an immediate coup to dismantle the Family, but Hart convinced us that the collateral damage to the country, which would spill over into the entire world, would be catastrophic.”
“It would have the appearance of a dictatorship and there would be anarchy and perhaps even civil war.” Roger added. “Hart thinks everything should be by the book, by law despite the fact that the legal system is corrupt, as is every department of the government and every aspect of society.”
“Both here and across the world.” Hart said. “We are at war, an invisible war that only a few of us are aware of and at the root of that war is ‘perception’. The Family, through its communication systems such as education, advertising and the mainstream media, have succeeded in dumbing down most of humanity.
“Firstly, most people are totally unaware of this war, of the insidious presence of a puppet-master Family that controls virtually all areas of day to day life, and second, the fine tuning of this mass mind control has created what is called ‘cognitive dissonance’, where despite the inner conflict concerning the state of affairs in the world, almost everyone in some way and to some extent actually supports the judas goat that is leading the sheep they are to the slaughter.
“The Family worships the mind, they may have different names for it, in some cases even referring to it as a supreme being, in those cases you could call it an evil or satanic god. But in one way or the other, they revere the power of the mind and anyone who has so-called mastered it to some extent, such as Granny Gibson, is held in high esteem.
“So, you can imagine how you are looked on by the Family. Someone who seems to possess a power even beyond the mind is already considered a demi-god by most Family members … that’s millions of people around the world Jonathan. And the hierarchy within the Family beginning with Granny Gibson, her son Elliot and Frederick Mendleson, your blood father, believe you are their new ultimate weapon.”
“Our first order of business, even before this greatly expanded infiltration of the Family with as many  high level double agent operatives as possible, is to ‘shift’ the global perception of what is really going on.’ The Senator added.
“That will take time and that is why I will not run for President until 2016.” Hart explained. “Mainstream media is the most obvious place to start but to do that it too would need to be infiltrated, and that is part of our initial plan. But the expanding presence of the Internet presents the best new and subtle outreach that will touch everyone on the planet. 
“In the media we have journalists who present the news of the world or are supposed to.  While in print we have daily columns that are read by millions with the same purpose. Currently, most of them are cookie-cutters of Family directed information, which is skewed to meet their agenda. In the years to come this will become patently obvious with news throughout the world saying the exact same thing … even word for word like an advertising mantra to buy certain ideas. However, again cognitive dissonance will cloud mass awareness of this most self-evident deception. It will become so pervasive that a newscaster could say ‘I am lying to you and you will like it and accept it and spread the news’ … and millions would comply. It is insane to be sure, but not an exaggeration.
“So, as I said, the Internet will provide a backdoor gateway for what is really happening with eventually hundreds of thousands of voices, mostly would-be journalists with small followings, to actual professional journalists who have integrity with enormous numbers of followers, who will find an honest avenue to express themselves, springing up everywhere. There, we will reach the masses and gradually shift perception toward the real state of affairs in the world.
“And this same new medium will be sufficiently powerful to ensure my election in 2016.
“Unfortunately, suffering is the most powerful influence for changing what one believes and waking them up to what has been hidden. In that regard, the Family’s influence will be allowed to expand in the many avenues of controlled tyranny they already possess as well as several more that will soon come online. 
This means collateral damage in large numbers, but nothing compared to the numbers the Family have planned, nor would result from a military coup if we chose that route to take down the Family. When my administration begins the Global Association headed by hundreds of patriot generals, will begin to expose the source of corruption behind the global suffering caused by the Family. And, together with thousands of double agent operatives strategically placed in their ranks, we ‘will’ destroy the Family.”
“Thank you, Mr. Hart, for the overview. I can expand on that regarding you personally. What you have taken on will take a very heavy toll on you. The Family will drag you through the mud in every way possible to discredit you, but what ‘is’ to be is inevitable and ‘will’ come to pass.” I assured him as if I was one of his trusted advisors.
Hart looked deeply into my eyes, took a deep breath and said,
“I believe you Jonathan, and please, call me Hart. I can feel what you say somehow beyond the meticulous plans we are constructing, and I would like to spend some time with you and Heather to try and understand where this is coming from … if that is okay with you two?” 
“Then perhaps the resort project in the Caymans is the perfect cover for us. Maybe you can think of a way to set that up.” I suggested.
The Senator and Roger both agreed and said they would discuss it with Hart and let us know shortly. INDEX
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When we returned to the party the Dean asked where we had been and we filled him in with the stolen art story Senator McCLintok gave us. The Dean couldn’t believe the good fortune we already had, so I explained that the global celebrity status I now had from our Foundation’s donation of the Frederick Billings art together with the Millennium Art Show’s wild success would bring many such opportunities to the Family without our pursuing it.
“In fact,” I said, “In most cases it will carry far more weight if I do not pursue possible candidates for the double agent operative scheme the Family has. What you have done tonight is expose me to potential candidates who may seek me out.”
This I knew would allow the Global Association to cherry pick the potential infiltrators they wanted to insert into the Family with ease. They would just need to know ahead of schedule what dinner party or cocktail party or private luncheon, etc. Heather and I would be attending and make sure they had the right person there and we would then play our part in the ruse. He saw the sense in that and said he would discuss it with D.J. later that evening.
He then began the introductions of the many elite figures at the dinner party he felt we should meet. When he was satisfied, he had accomplished his original mission we went in for dinner and immediately afterward, said our goodbyes to him and the Senator who winked at us at the front door as we left for home at the Gibson mansion down the street.
Heather and I wasted no time heading for the swimming pool when we arrived in the penthouse, stripped off to our underwear and dove in. Both of us shared such a love for the water that our bodies felt instantly rejuvenated when we entered it. This particular pool had been constructed as a saltwater pool, far better than a regular chlorinated pool and in sync with Nature.
We swam around for a while then stood beside the waterfall so that we could talk in private.
“How are you feeling my love?” I asked Heather. 
Her new role with me and the Family had so far been very much as my new wife and a side companion and I could feel she was beginning to relax somewhat from the years of very careful double agent work, so I felt for focusing only on her for the moment to pursue that thread.
“I am so grateful darling that life has handed me this gift of you and I. I believe if I had continued by myself in the role I was playing, I would have eventually turned to stone. It was all about revenge and as satisfying as the work was in that regard, it was heavy and lonely.” She said with a crack in her voice.
I drew her near, and we hugged silently for a few minutes. I kissed her gently then pulled away waiting for her to continue. Tears ran down her wet face, but I could feel the joy beneath her release.
“Whatever fate has in store for us, I’m with you darling completely and so very, very happy to be. I don’t know what I can do to help you with what is coming but I will be there for whatever it is.”
I drew her near to me again and we kissed for a while. Still holding each other tightly I said,
“There are no accidents in the dream world my love. Everything dovetails into one purpose, the full remembrance of the True SELF we all are. We will face the darkness of the Family but beneath every breath lies love and we can choose to breath that in and extend it to even the worst of the worst who do not know what they do and suffer far deeper than those they seek to control, manipulate and destroy.”
Because of the constant monitoring we knew we were under, we had as yet not made love since our agreement to join in this beautiful union we were gifted with. Although wishing was something I no longer experienced, I did feel something like it used to feel.  Then I had a brief vision of a Faraday Cage like the Senator’s where we could truly be alone. Heather picked up on this vison and said,
“The room the Senator took us to would be very welcome right now darling.”
We both laughed and hugged even closer.
“Everything will play out perfectly for us my love, exactly as it is supposed to be.” I whispered.
Before retiring for the night, we noticed the landline phone in the Grand Room was flashing so Heather picked it up. There was a message from Granny Gibson to join her for breakfast the next morning at 9 am.
“Here we go,” Heather said. “I guess Granny Gibson has grasped the value of your suggestion and wants to discuss details.”
“Yes, my love. That’s what it’s about. I expect we will be doing a lot of travelling very soon.” I add.   INDEX
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Ester answered our knock on Granny Gibson’s door and greeted us with a smile I could feel was genuine. Despite the deep sorrow that hung like rotting fruit from a tree it clung to, I could feel the joy she felt that we would be in her vicinity for a little while. I could sense that she too had the power to read minds but had long since been cut off from the world by her sister.
As this awareness washed over me her face brightened and I knew she could feel the light I was extending to her. It was a look of astonishment but intense joy as if fresh air had just entered a musty prison cell that was closed for eons. I even caught a glimmer of some undefined hope.
“Good morning, Ester, so nice to see you again.” I said as I took her hand and squeezed it gently. 
I dove into her eyes to shine light on that hope that it may become a flame. Heather and I could hear her gasp ever so slightly, but it was enough to confirm she had registered what we were offering her. The mind plans but the heart waits on Its own timeless expressions, and I knew that at some point a door would open for her freedom from the clutches of her sister’s cruel control, if not in this dream lifetime, in another.
Ester laid out a buffet style breakfast on the enclosed terrace that adjoined her Grand Room. Granny entered as we came across the terrace and waved her hand with a flurry and a warm smile.
“Go ahead you kids, pick what you want and let’s talk.”
I chose a traditional breakfast of pancakes and bacon with butter and syrup. Apparently, Granny Gibson had also discovered I like bacon very crispy as there were separate plates with different levels of crispness. Heather took some scrambled eggs and toast, and we joined Granny Gibson who said she had already eaten.  A moment later my favorite coffee arrived along with a plain Capuchino for Heather.
“I hope we got everything you two like.” Granny Gibson said, already knowing the answer.
I grinned at her and said,
“You know you did.”
She nodded as if we were sparring and allowed herself a tiny laugh.
“So, another success, and so soon? Why am I not surprised.” Granny said.
“It will be that way wherever we go I feel.” I answered in a cavalier manner.
By now Granny Gibson had accepted that this Jonathan was very little like the one she first met just a few short months ago, but she could not go there. That kind of discussion was too soon as it would inevitably lead to things she knew, such as the Park Lady and her own experiences of long ago. She was not about to expose herself in any way to me while she was still struggling to find a way to control me.
“I have spoken with Dean Amberson, D.J. and Lionel about a broad stroke’s itinerary for you and Heather … basically a world tour, much more extensive than you’re art tour with Lionel. There are a multitude of invitations as you know, to visit and stay with the world’s elite, many more than just artistically oriented people. 
“It seems the word is out that you have a special kind of influence, not just in the art world, but which could touch into any field of interest. This is much more than the hype we intended to generate through our various communication systems, it’s real and is feeding upon itself since what large numbers of people believe with passion is always validated with some kind of mirrored results. But you know that better than I could have ever taught you, don’t you Jonathan?”
She was fishing for feedback about what it’s like to live ‘as’ awareness, or by whatever label she placed on the life she turned her back on.
I turned slowly from my pancakes, took a sip of my coffee and gently smiled, without a hint of surrender to her solicitation. She waited in hope, but when I said nothing, she changed the subject and became much more formal.
“I expect we will be experiencing a flood of potential candidates over the next few months, and oh, by the way, the Senator is with the appropriate people in the Family as we speak and Roger Redding has already capitulated to our demands, somewhat reluctantly I hear, but that was to be expected. 
“Your itinerary will likely be influenced a great deal by the names Redding provides us with. D.J. will be in touch with you this week in that regard.”
She stood up, seeing we were finished breakfast as if she had things to do and was going to have Ester see us out, but then turned and said,
“I almost forgot. Jonathan, are you familiar with a man called Aurther J. Hart, he has been doing business with your parents for a decade?”
“Yes, I vaguely remember him. As you know I was not interested in their business dealings until recently.” I replied.
“Well, they have split their company’s shares in the resort project in the Caymans with one of his companies, so he is now part of your own business dealings. He wants to fly down and review the property with the architects and construction people … he’s a consummate and meticulous professional in real estate development. Anyway, he asked to meet you as he’s obviously hearing great things about you.
“I think it would be a good idea to spend a couple of days down there with him. He’s extremely well connected and although not part of the Family, he could be of use to it. If anyone can get to him in some way that benefits the Family, it’s you, you two I mean now that you are a team.” She added out of feigned courtesy.
“That sounds good, we both love our new home and of course the beach and water, as you know, one of my favorite things and as it turns out, Heather’s as well. And thank you so much for the fancy home in Kensington Palace Gardens, I am sure we will have a lot of use for it as things begin to heat up.” I added. 
“That’s what we thought too. Just let us know if there is anything else you think will help us with our plans going forward.” Granny replied.
I knew she meant it since nothing would stand in the way of the long laid plans they made for me that were now coming to fruition better than hoped for. We thanked her as Ester led us to the door, when she opened it Mitzy torn from wherever she was hiding, past us and into our penthouse which I had left open. Ester gave an almost soundless laugh and wished us well. 
“We will be seeing you soon Ester.” I whispered with a gentle smile. Heather pressed her hand, and I knew she had picked up the thread of what I was feeling.
Heather grasped my hand and squeezed it, then gave me a knowing look that spoke volumes. She understood what it felt like to be imprisoned by the Family, despite the lofty lifestyle she had experienced in the process and here was a project she could see herself getting involved in directly.
That night D.J. called us and congratulated us on a successful interchange with Senator McClintock that he said the Family was very pleased with, then confirmed our meeting with Hart in the Cayman’s. 
“He actually asked if he could hitch a ride with us down to the property. His jet is being used at the moment for something in Europe.’
“Absolutely and he is very welcome to stay with us if he would like something a little cozier than a hotel, and more convenient to the property development next door.’ I replied.
“I had the same idea and told him I would suggest that to you two. But again, you are ahead of me.” He laughed.
Just on the same wavelength my friend, that’s all.” I laughed as well.
“I can ‘t make it this trip as I have things to do with the work you have just handed me with Roger Redding and the Senator. But David will be available for anything you may require.”
“Thank you D.J.. Let me know when Mr. Hart is available to travel.” I said.
“Will do.” He said and hung up.   INDEX
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Two days later Heather and I and Hart were winging our way down to the Cayman’s and after Cassandra served us breakfast we initiated our ‘private conversation protocol’ or PCP as we had begun to call all such communication.
In this case the flight crew were not invited, only part of the pantomime. I explained to them that while Hart was not a part of the Family or the Global Association, his involvement in Heather and my activities was ultra-sensitive and private - for now. This was completely true since Hart’s role in the Global Association was a future plan and even the slightest slip by a member of the Association regarding him could jeopardize that agenda. Only Roger, Senator McClintock and a few people we had not yet met, were privy to what was to come.
“Thank you two so much for the ride, I will return the favor whenever required. In fact, you may want to arrange that from time to time since my converted 747 private jet is free of any clandestine audio/visual listening devices that may compromise your very tenuous relationship with the Family.” Hart explained.
“Thank you, Hart, ‘that’ would be very much appreciated. Heather here had to be incredibly careful for the last 4 years in that regard and now both of us find very few moments when we can speak openly as we all are now.” I said, as Heather rolled her eyes.
“I can imagine how difficult that could be for newlyweds.” Hart added with no need to elaborate.
“Well, let’s take maximum advantage of the time we have now to speak. He suggested. To begin with, I feel this real estate deal we now share with the Family resort should be one of many. It’s tied directly to the Family, but we can create deals that are just our own and that will distance you from the Family when and if required but also tie we three closer together and justify many side trips that do not directly involve your work with the Family. 
“Although, I am guessing wherever we go, people will be lining up to connect with you in some way Jonathan … and now you too Heather. Lots of these sharks and vipers and bloodsuckers will try to come through you to get to Jonathan and you will have to be very attentive and sharp to deal with what is coming.” Hart warned.
“Heather’s work with the Family has made her a consummate expert in that department Hart. But we both are open to fine tuning when available.” I responded knowing that as a world class billionaire developer and businessman he had all kinds of dream-expertise we could borrow from and learn about.
“Excellent, I can well imagine it’s been really rough on you Heather but extraordinarily valuable.” Hart added while Heather smiled and nodded her head in appreciation.
“But now I would like to hear more about what you say the world is really about. Roger filled me in as much as he could and as well as he understood, but I’d like to hear it directly from you.” He asked.
I repeated all that I had explained to Roger and the flight crew on our recent flight, but I was ‘pulled’ to elaborate on what I was seeing play out in the future that involved him personally, which touched on most of the significant world changes that were coming.
“When one comes into the awareness of the ONE SELF and the body-mind-identity most call ‘me’ falls away, almost completely as in my case, the world is never seen the same again. That one sits in the audience as it were, of a theater called the world-universe, and dispassionately observes what is playing out on the stage of what they now know is a Grand Dream.
“The attachments, expectations and identifications are gone or mostly dissolved, and the passion turns to ‘compassion’ for the great suffering that underpins humanity’s journey through the dream they call reality.
“At the turning from one era to another, in this case from a patriarchal era to an era of Peace and Light, the collapse of the last era is at first dramatic and very traumatic. So far, this last century has been traumatic but not overtly tied to one particular entity that ultimately holds responsibility for that trauma. In this cycle that entity has been the Family. During the last cycle, which was the Atlantan shift, the so-called elites held another title.
“Within the dream, which manifests due to the belief in separation, these cycles are endless as the myriads of opposites play within and against each other. In this cycle the Global Association is opposite to the Family … both illusions within a Grand Dream that seems totally real. And now, as the planet ‘and’ solar system fully enters an era of Peace and Light begun in 1987 with total emersion occurring December 21st, 2012, this phase, although inevitable, will be fraught with conflict, chaos and confusion.
“You Hart will be the visible ‘harbinger’ of that shift in eras. It is and will be mostly behind the scenes as it is now until just before your run for President in 2016, which you will win. Your administration will not be confined to the US but be an invisible global leadership, as the Association behind it is now. However, on the face of it, it will rally US patriotism within the growing ranks of the discontented and be an example for the entire world population which will also begin to awaken to what has really been happening.
“Then you will win in 2020 for a second term, but the Family will be allowed to ‘appear’ to win the election at the last moment. The evidence will be obvious and overwhelming, but the mainstream media will spin a convincing story that will fan the flames of the cognitive dissonance that blinded the masses to overt tyranny for a century. You will appear to be defeated by a puppet President that an open eye could easily see could not possibly win or lead the country.
“However, you will still be President, the real President and be sworn in privately as Commander in Chief to run from behind the scenes through the patriot military or Global Association. The puppet government will shoot themselves in the foot over and over again so that the deepest sleepers will begin to awaken to the pantomime as suffering on every front expands, not just in America but worldwide.
“The rest of the world will face the same Family agenda, but without the direct benefit of your administration, wholesale destruction on every front will occur. While this will exponentially expand humanity’s suffering, as I said before, suffering has always been the way deep sleepers come to their knees and begin to open to the guidance within.
“This destruction will also set the stage for a total collapse of the world economy and lay the foundation for a reset of all currencies from the smoke and mirrors fiat currency to a gold backed currency system or what the Internet will tout as the QFS or Quantum Financial System. A new digital currency system tied to what will be called Crypto or Crypto Currency will be the structure through which this new economy unfolds. This system will bring sovereignty to every individual on the planet who will literally become their ‘own’ bank.
“You will have your finger on the pulse of every aspect of the major world shift and as a result will be reviled and attacked relentlessly by the Family who will try to take you down at every turn. Your life will be in high drama but with most of your work, that is, the work of the Global Association, continuing behind the scenes well into your third term which you will win in 2024.
“These are the broad strokes of what is coming and while they are inevitable, the actual ways and means are open ended, changing in every moment. Heather and I will be with you during the first phase leading up to your first run for President, but our involvement will need to be kept very close to the breast as your business partner in, as you have suggested, various property developments.
“What I have explained is esoteric and not for the masses as yet since this kind of spiritual philosophy would destroy any chance of you succeeding if you promoted it. The Christian religion will fill that aspect of the story most people will attach to you. Now that you have heard the truth, it cannot be unheard and will gradually become more and more apparent ‘as’ the only truth, beyond all concept of religions. There ‘is’ only ONE SELF ‘appearing’ as many and the universe and all within it is a projection on the screen of consciousness within IT.”
I stopped speaking at that point and waited for Hart to respond. He slowly looked far away for several seconds then back at me then to Heather then back at me.
“We certainly have our work cut out for us then, don’t we. I feel we should ensure that the current status you have cannot be interrupted by any whim the Family may at some time try to impose on you to get you to comply with their wishes. I am sure they are very high on you at the moment but if they can’t find a way to control you which usually works for them, they may tamper with your financial structure if you ever step out of line.” Hart explained as if we were a business project.
His manner wasn’t cold, just the opposite but he was used to working very much in the mind and the wheels were turning as he considered options. At that point I felt for explaining the scenario we had worked out with Carmen and Seb. His eyebrows went up and he laughed.
“I see you are already ahead of me in that department. But let’s devise a broader plan to make you truly independent of the Family if and when it comes to that. I will give it some thought while we are in the Caymans and lay something out for you that ties us together in joint property development projects  before we separate from each other. Hart suggested.   INDEX
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The Watlers prepared our Cayman home for our guest and laid on a hearty dinner of beef tenderloin, gravy, baked potatoes and a variety of vegetables together with a Caesar salad which Bethan prepared at the table. As usual, Heather and I invited them to join us, which I could feel Hart appreciated. Being a man of the people, his grand status never got in the way of interacting with anyone. I could feel that integrity was the single most important criterion he looked for and wherever it showed up, he welcomed it.
Hart had never taken a drink in his life, nor had he indulged in cigarettes or illicit drugs of any kind. But he did have a robust appetite, and we could all see that he savored life to the full in the moment. When he saw Heather and I choose from several Kambucha drinks Bethan had on a side table, he asked if he could try some too and after sampling a few of them, he declared it would from then on be added to his table wherever he dined.
We explained our swimming PCP technique for private discussions on the trip down to the Caymans and after dinner Heather, Hart and I took to the surf for a discreet discussion.
Tomorrow I will meet with the architect and construction manager to review the resort plans and make some suggestions. You two are welcome to join me since I think we will be involved in many real estate development projects in the coming years and it will be helpful to have a basic understanding of the industry.
“Both Heather and I feel the same and welcome the opportunity to learn in the hands of a professional who has tangible evidence of his expertise.” I replied.
“Excellent, and there is no reason we can’t enjoy ourselves while we save the world.” He laughed.
I knew his remark was tongue in cheek, but I could also sense that beneath the surface part of him wanted to believe it. Hart had a combination of enormous self-confidence, what most would call ego or arrogance, and humility … a rare marriage that transcended the typical superiority delusion that defines self-importance, so prevalent within the Family.
He would need to be extremely resilient for what was coming and I gave thanks that we had met so long before he became a highly visible force for real change … dream change that is. While I would be neutral, as Heather was beginning to slip into, the only real influence we would bring to the relationship would be love, in whatever way IT showed up. The mind with all its learned ignorance was always slanted and tainted by the pull of separation, which could ‘never’ bring about genuine peace. 
“I suggest you bring the Family up to speed with our plans to form a property development company while I get our legal department to prepare the papers immediately.” Hart explained.
“Yes, we agree. I have already arranged an audio-visual call with D.J. and Granny Gibson for later this evening in that regard.” I added.
“Ahead of me again I see.” He laughed. “Great, and perhaps I should be on the call as well or do you think they will want to discuss Family business with you?” He asked.
“They can arrange a separate call for that if they wish. This will simply be to let them know the direction Heather and I are headed in.” I replied.
He nodded and smiled and I could feel the delight he had that I was taking charge of our future despite the powerful grasp of the Family.
We had dinner in the late afternoon and even after our swim it was only 7 pm. I arranged it that way so that we could hold our call that evening before bedtime and at 9 pm the three of us sat on the sofa in front of the television to wait for the phone to ring. The call came at exactly 9 pm and introductions followed since D.J. had not yet met Hart. Granny Gibson was well known to Hart, and they greeted each other as such. Then we settled into what we wanted to cover.
We discussed forming a relationship with Hart and that we had laid the foundation for that. We told them that Hart had already instructed his lawyers to draw up the papers. 
“Heather and I feel that this union will greatly expand our capacity to serve the plans we already have in place and bring us into contact with many more possible candidates for the things we want to accomplish.” I began.
“Do you need any help from me?” D.J. asked.
This was the first time I initiated any business dealings without him or David being involved and I knew what I said was raising a red flag for him.
“I am confident that Hart and his people know precisely how to make the appropriate arrangements D.J. They can forward copies of all documents to you and David when they are ready.” Granny Gibson said before I could answer.
D.J. simply acquiesced without speaking.
“Tomorrow, I will be spending some quality time with the architect and construction manager for our resort project here, while educating Heather and Jonathan a little bit in property development since that will form a significant part of our relationship and other projects going forward. I ‘can’ tell you that I am very pleased to be working with these two and feel it will smooth the way for many profitable deals in the future. I don’t pretend to understand what magic Jonathan possesses but I definitely welcome it into my various enterprises.” Hart explained.
Granny Gibson was taking in the unfolding events carefully and dissecting all possible outcomes. While she could see that Heather and I would likely be operating this venture on our own, the potential rewards for the Family were enormous and she had total confidence that I could navigate these uncharted waters just as effortlessly as I had done with everything else so far.
Hart had avoided all overtures made by the Family for years and even if he remained aloof from its formidable clutches, his global influence could be exploited indirectly with our involvement. While her preference was to always have Family influence directly attached to anyone they were associated with, if there was ever an exception, this was it. Still, the lingering angst concerning a firmer hold on me lurked in the back of her mind.
“We have each agreed to fund what will be called King’s Hart Enterprises LLC held within a trust of the same name, with $100 million a piece. Jonathan outlined the very wise investment you made for him D.J. shorting key stocks for the upcoming dot com collapse and that the investment in the Cayman resort project his company made came from funds borrowed against the expected gains thereof.
He will use the same process to fund Heather and his end of this partnership. My lawyers will have couriered the appropriate papers to you and David by this time tomorrow to go ahead and set that up for us.” Hart explained.
There was no room for discussion offered to either D.J. or Granny Gibson and while they both recognized the invaluable connection Heather and I had just made for the Family, the authoritative manner in which they were being told was completely foreign to them, or at least to Granny Gibson who had no hierarchy in the Family above her.
The imposed silence stuck in her throat, but she sucked it up in favor of the gift we had just handed the Family … ‘another gift, and so soon’, she thought. Mendelson’s and her long-awaited reward for creating this entity called Jonathan King was finally paying off, and the rules of this game would be different and partially unknown until they showed up, as in this case.
“We are delighted to have this new arm’s length connection with you Hart through Jonathan and Heather’s ingenuity. I know it will be mutually profitable for everyone concerned.” Granny Gibson said.
She did not know to what extend Hart knew about the Family and was sure that neither Heather nor I would have told him anything about it. But that really did not matter. She knew I would meet many influential candidates through this new partnership that could be coerced into the ranks of the Family and it was that which was most important.
“My company’s annual board meeting comes up next week in New York and I would like Jonathan and Heather to meet with its members to get the ball rolling. Then, I think I should introduce them to a key connection I have in Abu Dhabi where there is a hotel and shopping center concept possibility that could become our first project together.” Hart explained.
Granny Gibson was silently head over heels with this prospective entrance into an area the Family had some business interests but not nearly as much as they would like since they saw it as a future hub for a steady flow of the world’s elites … elites that could be exploited. 
“That sounds very promising Hart. Please let us know if there is anything we can do to help … anything at all.” Granny Gibson said.
“I very much appreciate that Granny. We will let you know.” He responded with feigned enthusiasm.
Heather and I thanked her and D.J. and ended the meeting. Two days later Heather and I were business partners with Hart and were heading to New York City with him where we would spend a few days at my parents’ Hampton estate before attending the board meeting.   INDEX
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The board meeting Hart invited Heather and I to was basically an excuse to get us to New York where we could spend some quality time with Senator McClintok and Roger along with several of the other generals, of which there were 300 worldwide, most of whom masqueraded as business executives. About one third led overt military lives ‘as’ generals. It was time for us to meet the inner circle that made up the Association and hear more about their plans to take down the Family.
While we knew the Family would use all their resources to keep track of Heather and I, working this closely with Hart meant there would be many opportunities to conduct secretive meetings where the Family’s reach did not extend, such as the Senator’s Faraday Cage room. Just such a room was directly adjacent to Hart’s corporate boardroom. 
We were escorted into that room 2 hours before the board meeting, which we later attended for show. Senator McClintock began introducing Heather and I to the top 20 of the 100 generals that were present in the room and who had gathered there with the express purpose of meeting us. Finally, we sat down in the front row of a theater style seating area and a man called General Howard Rutledge stepped up to the podium.
“On behalf of the Global Alliance, I take great pleasure in welcoming and introducing Jonathan and Heather King into our ranks. Heather, as you all know, has been a valued operative for the Association these last 4 years and at great risk to herself. We thank you Heather for your excellent service and congratulate you both on your recent marriage. We wish for you both great happiness together.”
There was thunderous applause and we stood and bowed slightly to the gathering.	
“It goes without saying how delighted and encouraged we are to have you two as part of the vanguard of our mostly invisible war with the Family Cabal. We know many opportunities now exist to plant high level double agent operatives within that vicious and tyrannical global scourge.”
The general’s tone was full of scorn and wrath that left no room for doubt about his preferred methods. Had it not been for Hart’s intervention, General Rutledge’s plan as one of the top 5 leaders in the Association, was a full-blown coup, first in the US then quickly escalating to the entire world to take down what he called the Family Cabal in a series of coordinated decisive and deadly strikes.
Hart’s acceptance as the future visible leader of the Association in the role of President of the United States was contingent upon the entire enterprise being handled judiciously within the law … as corrupt as it was. In this way the inevitable and massive collateral damage to humanity would be kept to a minimum. At the very least that would avoid anarchy and civil wars across the planet with the very real prospect of nuclear exchanges.
All but a few of the 300 generals agreed, the others reluctantly who had personally experienced great loss at the hands of the Family Cabal with general Rutledge as one of those. Then, very solemnly, a curtain was opened revealing a large screen, the lights were dimmed and he said,
“I apologize for what you are about to see Jonathan and Heather, but at this stage it is important for you to know the full and unvarnished extent of the evil you are fighting.”
What followed was a kind of documentary that illustrated in no uncertain terms, the atrocities the Family were responsible for. It began with the formation of the Federal Reserve in 1913, preceded by the sinking of the Titanic to assassinate three key banking rebels who opposed its creation. It was not a federal entity but a private structure that basically gave the Family its foundation through the printing of fiat currency out of thin air.
Next the Family Cabal orchestrated the First World War which they funded on both sides and killed off at least 24 million people, military and civilian combined. This was immediately followed by the Spanish flu, which they also created. That enterprise killed as many as 100 million people exacerbated by enforced toxic mask wearing and vaccines. This was actually early research into ways and means that would contribute to their 2030 agenda of reducing the world’s population to 500 million, most of whom would be slaves to a tiny elite tyranny.
The Family Cabal set the stage for the collapse of the stock market leading to the Great Depression from 1929 to 1939 and provided a multitude of opportunities for them to buy up world assets for pennies on the dollar and open the doors to the Second World War, which they also funded on both sides, generating enormous profits.
Combined with their early 20th century financial manipulations was the formation of Big Pharma that saw the suppression of long trusted natural remedies replaced by the manufacturing of synthetic prescription drugs. This was combined with a highly structured medical educational system that slanted totally in their favor promoting drugs and surgery as modern medicine as well as a dumbing down educational system that created cookie cutter slaves to unconsciously align with the Family Cabal’s agenda. 
They fostered their agenda through the control of the mainstream media globally which had a meteoric rise in influence through the introduction of television, which the documentary said would grow exponentially as the Internet expands. Advertising had a similar effect through the spaced repetition of marketing mantras touting products and services that were not needed but became essential as this mind manipulation system expanded.
Everything that people were exposed to on a daily basis was to turn humanity into an obedient slave race that would eventually be culled down to a fraction of its current size. Behind their insidious ways and means lay a far darker underbelly consisting of human trafficking, satanic rituals, cannibalism and tens of thousands of miles of underground tunnels crisscrossing the globe where slavery, sadistic practices and abominations of unimaginable proportions is taking place at this very moment.
The documentary droned on for an hour with more and more explicit descriptions as well as images and videos taken by special military forces that were involved in the invisible war with the Family Cabal all around the world. Finally, the film ended and the lights came up.
“Again, we are sorry you had to witness this but it’s important to see what is really going on to fully understand how important this fight really is.” General Rutledge explained gravely. “We are literally speaking about the survival of humanity.”
The General departed the stage to the echo of foot stomping, a traditional practice in the ranks of the Generals when they gathered for updates and special presentations like this one. It occurred at the end of such meetings as a sign of solidarity.
Hart said goodbye to the General and then escorted Heather and I into the boardroom. That meeting took an additional two hours and while dry and didactic, for the most part, illustrated in no uncertain terms the meteoric rise of the Hart Brand globally and the success it was having on every front. 
The Hart logo had become almost a household name which blazoned across the top of skyscrapers, hotels and luxury condominiums worldwide, making Hart a billionaire in the process. The fame and glory associated with his meteoric rise from the mid 1970’s originated from an enormously confident  ego and power-oriented focus, but which would become a fine-tuned undeviating instrument that would help him take on the critical role the Association and he were structuring for 2016. It was obvious that somewhere within the forging process of his empire Hart’ s heart had been significantly impacted by the Family’s abominable agenda, especially I felt, the abduction of, trafficking of and mass murder of children worldwide.
That heart wrenching influence shifted his laser like focus on success to saving the world, beginning with and particularly the children.
After the board meeting Heather and I joined Hart in a private dining room to have lunch and discuss the events of the day so far. While Heather had far more exposure to the Family than I did, the explicit details we witnessed in the documentary had shaken her and she excused herself from the board meeting to a bedroom Hart’s assistant provided next to his personal office. 
“Thank you, Hart, for allowing me to take in the documentary information on my own.” Heather said. “I knew how dark the Family was for years and heard many stories but to witness some of it in actual images and videos is another level of horror to deal with. Especially the children … what has been done to millions of children defies description especially when you see it with your own eyes. I cannot imagine how difficult it must be for the soldiers who are involved in rescue missions to see up close and personal the depth of depravity and evil humanity is capable of.
“You are absolutely correct, some of them simply melt down. But there is medical technology that would seem like science fiction if the world was to hear of it today. The nickname for it is ‘Med Beds’ and it has the ability to completely erase memory for those that cannot deal with what they experienced. 
“These advanced machines can also totally restore the body to perfect health without the slightest intrusiveness and within hours. There are also versions of these machines that can retrogress age as much as 30 years. However, to introduce this technology to the world before the Family is destroyed would bring on a collapse of the entire medical profession and disruption is one of the Family’s primary instruments for separating people. They are masters of dividing and conquering.
We also possess free energy technology that was suppressed by the Family when Tesla was about to introduce it to the world in the last century. It has been perfected and will, at some point, help the Association to revolutionize the world. But again, this must be withheld from the world until the Family has been taken down for the same reasons.
“The foundation of that takedown is what some in the Association refer to as the QFS or Quantum Financial System, as mentioned before, which will replace the fiat currency based Federal Reserve system. This highly profitable smoke and mirrors financial concept, when eliminated and replaced with a totally transparent and asset backed system will bring about the swift demise of the Family from within.
“There are a multitude of moving parts that must be dismantled and restructured for this to occur and the Association and I must be in the seat of power of the Presidency, to bring these changes about in an orderly manner that the world can accept, despite the radical difference between the existing system and the new system. It’s a matter of the collective mind of most of humanity accepting the enemy it knows, even when that means remaining in chains. Restructuring the collective consciousness that even now embraces those chains is the greatest challenge the Association faces.
“I believe you can see how this aligned with the three terms I foresaw for you … and perhaps more than that. Beyond that is not yet clear.” I added.
“Yes, exactly. The Association has not yet looked at the scenario you laid out or should I say, forecast, but it makes sense as a possible scenario, radical to be sure but so is what is going on beyond the understanding of almost everyone on the planet … so radical methods must be undertaken that bring about radical change … but without major collateral damage.” Hart replied.
“There will be some though.’ I said. “And it will be significant but nowhere near what the Family is planning.”
[bookmark: _Hlk214627363]We finished our lunch and Hart suggested we use his jet for the trip to Abu Dhabi. 
[bookmark: _Hlk214627301]“It’s about a 12-and-a-half-hour journey and they are 9 hours ahead of us here in New York so if we leave later tonight, around 6 pm, we will get there in the late afternoon and have a chance to get situated in the palace where Sheikh Abdullah bin Sultan lives and rules from.
"Then we can join him and a few of his advisors for what I am sure will be an extravagant dinner before we discuss the business proposition I have in mind for our new company and the Sheikh’s government. We can review those details during the flight.” Hart suggested.   INDEX
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It was a relief for Heather and me not to have to initiate our ‘private conversation protocol’ – PCP on the flight to Abu Dhabi. The flight was the longest in terms of hours, where we did not need to be on guard with what we said and Heather expressed her deep gratitude to Hart in that rega
“Whenever possible, my people will ensure that we have similar environments so we can all relax together. I too must be careful not to give away that I am working with the Global Association since my own business interactions with the Family are far reaching and would change instantly, if they knew I was not neutral. Hart explained. 
On the sides of Hart’s private corporate 747 jet the Hart logo covered at least a third of the aircraft’s length. The jet was sumptuous and had been completely overhauled inside for maximum comfort. We settled into the dining room which was world class and could rival the best restaurants, soon after boarding, then enjoyed the best airborne meal I had ever experienced.
“As we begin this new relationship, I feel it is important to emphasize a very important aspect of what is to come as it relates to how we are seen in the business world.” I began.
“How so?” Hart asked.
“You have spent most of the last 25 plus years building a world class brand that will be a key part of your run for President. What the three of us build together therefore needs to be kept well below the radar of that existing image. In fact, association with us should be as quiet as possible except where it is essential.
“To the Family, Heather and I are a weapon to expand the Family’s global web of compromised operatives at the highest levels possible. While they have and will accept this business relationship with you because they feel it will exponentially expand the scope of these kinds of possible candidates, they will want to keep us, that is believe they are keeping is on a short leash.
“Secondly, at some point you will obviously make it clear that you are focused on taking them down and if they feel that we are too deeply entrenched with you, that will jeopardize every operative the Association puts in place through our combined efforts … not just their credibility but for certain their lives as well. Heather and I will need to appear just as surprised as they are when you make your intentions clear to the world.
“This means that the people we bring to the Family in the next several years must seem to come as directly through our influences as possible, people we managed to zero in on due to the significant exposure to high profile candidates that we obtain through our association with you.”
“Yes, I see what you are saying clearly and agree.” Hart said.
“The name we have chosen – King’s Hart Enterprises LLC has a powerful energetic essence that underscores the integrity of our purpose, but it need not be highlighted publicly. We will simply show up as trusted partners in various deals with the Hart brand always being front and center in our deals.” I added.
Hart nodded in agreement then became very reflective for several seconds. He was about to give words to what I was feeling about the change that shifted his ego into a Heart trajectory.
“You know, to be perfectly honest, I have lived a pretty self-centered life until recently, but when I was exposed to what has been and is being done to millions of abducted children every year by the Family, my heart broke … and is still breaking. Of course, there is a bigger picture here that includes all of humanity, but it’s this unimaginable travesty that is occurring with the children that is screaming through every fiber of my being more than anything.” He said with a crack in his voice.
Heather placed her hand on his as she began to tear up. While I saw no sign of tears in his eyes, I noticed his breathing had become very irregular. He took a deep breath and continued.
“Granny Gibson was born in 1913, the year the Family officially came into being in their current and highly organized global status. She’s 87 years old but appears to be about 65 at most. The reason for this is an elixir called Adrenochrome. It’s supposed to have almost magical health and age-regressive properties and is priced accordingly as the most expensive drug in the world by far. Her sister Ester is 91 but looks to be about the same age as Granny Gibson. They are the daughters of one of the original bankers that set up the Federal Reserve.
Heather knew about this prized liquid but not how it was obtained, and asked Hart if he knew.
“Of all the horrors associated with the Family and as I have said, especially the abuse of children, ‘this’ tears me apart the most. There is something about extreme fear and children’s adrenaline that combines to create this elixir, and they use torture to bring this fear about and then harvest the adrenaline through the child’s blood. Obviously, this eventually kills the child.
“Millions of Family members use this on a regular basis and that requires millions of children.” Hart choked up at that point and had to stop speaking for several minutes.
“At some point I want to speak specifically about Ester.” Heather said.
I nodded but Hart was still shaking and could not speak. Finally, he was composed enough to continue.
“We have not spoken of the importance that the Family places on the purity of bloodlines, but I can imagine you have heard about or read that the Royals around the world are extremely focused on this as their marriages attest to. And as you may expect, most of the Royals are a part of the Family with a history of tyranny that can scarcely be imagined.
“You two may already know this but if not, it’s time you do. Ester is Frederick Mendleson’s mother and as a result your real grandmother on his side. Your mother’s real father is Elliot, the brother of Granny Gibson and Ester, making him your real grandfather. It also means that Frederick Mendleson and your mother are first cousins and that you are a pureblood in the Family’s eyes.
“I do not know what Granny Gibson’s original idea was regarding bringing you into the world through this union, but I have heard it had something to do with a choice she made many years ago tied to someone called the Park Lady. In any case, they saw this potential offspring as some kind of possible wunderkind that, if all went well, could catapult the Family’s plans into an almost guaranteed success by 2030 and the Association suspects that the Family believes you Jonathan represent the successful fruition of that agenda.
“It doesn’t really matter if they were in some way correct, what matters is if they believe it is and that unknown to them, you are actually working for the Association.” He concluded.
“To begin with, no I did not know about the actual family lineage, but I am not surprised. When one lives in awareness, whatever is required in the moment is provided. Obviously, I did not need to know about this until now.
“Regarding the Park Lady, I have been aware of her presence for over 10 years and Heather for the last 4 years. The short description is that she is a physical representation ‘of’ awareness, the awareness that I now live in and ‘as’ always. The mind identifies with and needs external representations of its ideas and beliefs as we see for example in religious symbols and key figures like Jesus and Buddha and a multitude of others.
“However, when one has crossed the bridge into Freedom, these symbols are no longer required unless for some reason they represent a joyful representation of an inner knowing. In my case, I am very grateful when that knowing shows up as the Park Lady.”
Heather nodded her head and smiled in agreement.
“It’s an extremely beautiful experience Hart, I can assure you.” She whispered.
“What I can tell you regarding this long standing plan to bring me into the world and into the Family is that the opportunity to surrender to True Freedom was given to Granny Gibson at a young age, as it recently was with me and she chose to use the power of the mind to create the world she now lives in and rules as the Family’s leader. This is represented in the story of the temptations the devil, which is the mind, gave to Jesus and which he refused.
“She and Elliot and Mendelson somehow believe that under the right conditions, the mind can ‘control’ let us call it, the spirit, which is actually the ONE SELF I have spoken about already, and that since I have crossed the bridge Granny Gibson refused, through me, they can defeat the Association and rule the world according to their 2030 agenda.
“In other words, if the Family represents the mind and I represent the spirit and they control me, they can dance at two weddings and win. What they do not know is that the mind, the world and the universe are all illusions projected on the screen of consciousness within the boundlessness of the ONE SELF. Even the concept of ‘control’ is a dream, and that dream is entering a new era that cannot be changed by their most rigorous mind persuasions … what might be called black magic, which is simply mind control oriented to darkness.
“They are on a fool’s journey, but that journey is still a mine field for the planet and humanity as the old era collapses and the new arises. There is much danger and suffering ahead for everyone, on both sides … which is the way the dream always plays out as the friction between the opposites that define the world grinds incessantly against each other. 
“In the new era that grinding will simply reduce down to a minimum which most will call peace. But peace is not something one ‘has’, which can be taken away, IT Is Who we really Are, another name for the ONE SELF, and that lies beyond the world dream.’
“What you say makes sense but for me, it’s just a happy idea. For me, the grinding opposites seems to be my fate, and I must be vigilant and sharp if we are to succeed.” Hart commented.
“I assure you, the new era ‘will’ arise and that will appear to be success on the part of the Global Association, but what it really is, is balance between the opposites. Nevertheless, we will do our part in the process since we ‘are’ here in the Grand Dream with you and the Association.” I assured him.
The discussion ended there and Hart said that his assistant would show us to one of the jets bedrooms where we could spend most of the flight. We said goodnight and followed the assistant to our room. Heather and I had never been completely alone without surveillance since we met, even in the waves since there were cameras everywhere. For that reason, we had not yet been intimate, and this opportunity offered us that moment.
We lost ourselves ‘in’ that moment and for a while the world of dreams dissolved for both of us.   INDEX
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Hart’s jet was greeted by a number of the Sheikh’s dignitaries and at the end of a long red carpet by the Sheikh himself. He extended his hand to Hart and said ‘As-salamu alaykum’, which means ‘peace be upon you’ and then he repeated the same thing to me and Heather. For a moment he looked into my eyes with a kind of confusion then released his grip and bowed to Heather in an unexpected show of respect. The three of us responded to the Sheikh’s greeting with ‘Wa alaikum assalam’, which means ‘and upon you be peace’.
We were escorted to a long line of limousines and entered the first one with the Sheikh. When we arrived at the palace we went through another ceremonial greeting as we were introduced to several special guests the Sheikh had chosen for our business discussions. Standing off to the side was an old woman dressed in colorful robes who I could immediately feel connect with me. I nodded slightly without drawing attention to her as we entered the interior of the place.
For the next few hours various traditional ceremonial activities took place including a dinner with more courses than could be counted. The three of us were very surprised when we were offered a selection of Kombucha and later found out one of Hart’s aids had coordinated the gesture with their counterpart in the Sheikh’s employ. The Sheikh was delighted to see our surprise and laughed with us as we over acted out our joy.
Before Heather and I were taken to our suite Hart took us aside and cautioned us to remain vigilant with our communication as the Family had many of its members in minor roles as servants virtually everywhere in the world as part of its spy network. Heather seemed very much aware of this and simply nodded. I thanked him and said goodnight.
Several minutes later there was a knock on the door and it was the old lady I had seen earlier. She said we could address her as Sayeda Noor. I could feel at once that she had understanding and I greeted her as such in silence, then said,
“It is a joy to meet you my sister of the Light.” Which was the revered meaning of her name. 
“May I present to you my wife Heather.”
She looked at Heather for several seconds then nodded her head and in almost perfect English said,
“I see the hatred has almost left you my dear and you are quickly slipping deeper into the void of the great Truth.”
Heather immediately teared up and without asking if it was appropriate, embraced the woman who welcomed the response. The moment was intensely joyful and soon we learned that the old woman was an Ayurvedic medicine woman of the Vedic tradition and a trusted and valued member of the Sheikh’s personal health practitioners. While the Sheikh was a Sunni Muslem, he quietly studied the Vedic scriptures under her tutelage and had come into a level of awareness that he kept to himself and her only, although it significantly influenced his leadership. I surmised that was why he looked confused when he first met me.
“We are blessed to have you in our lands my brother and sister and know that you will be surrounded in the Light of Love in your every step of life.” She said with reverence.
“Thank you, sister. We are ONE and remain as such in all that unfolds in the Grand Dream.” I grasped both her hands in mine and bowed with respect.
“If there is anything you need, please reach out to me through the Sheikh.” She offered
Heather hugged her again and we said goodnight.
The next morning the three of us and the Sheikh met alone for breakfast, which was surprisingly western. Apparently, the Sheikh had spent part of his education in both Oxford and Yale and occasionally indulged in the menus of both countries that he had come to enjoy while living in the UK and the USA.
“My Al mutabbib, which means herbal medicine healer in our country, holds you both in high regard.” The Shiekh explained. 
“And we hold ‘her’ in high esteem as well. I believe you know what I mean.” I replied.
Hart looked at the Sheikh and then at me and back at the Sheikh. He had known him for several years and never heard him shower anyone he just met with such praise.
“Don’t look so surprised my friend.” He said to Hart. “Don’t you realize what you have here? Jonathan is a Brahmarshi, a sage.”
“Of myself, Sheikh Abdullah, I am nothing.” The one called Jonathan is merely a shell now. It is the ONE SELF that animates this avatar body.” I explained
“We are honored to have you bless us with your presence and welcome any project that you and Hart may bring to our table.” He replied.
“I am as you are, as are all who may still slumber a while in the Grand Dream. I and my wife Heather are here to support Hart in the great task that lies ahead for him.” I explained.
“I would hear more of this great task then, if I may be permitted.” He said looking at Hart.
Hart was slightly stunned by what was unfolding and gave me a quick but penetrating look. 
“I am quickly learning that my friend Jonathan and his beautiful, brave and talented wife Heather have come into my life and my plans for the future as a great gift” My friend.
“Just so.” My friend, the Shiekh replied. “Just so.”
Later that day we met with several of the Sheikh’s business advisors as well as just as many of Hart’s and a three phase development involving a 5 star hotel with the Hart logo, a grand high end world class shopping plaza adjacent to it and a plush condominium would be the first of several deals we would do together both there in Abu Dhabi as well in other parts of the world.
The first two phases were budgeted for $300 million USD that would be split between King’s Hart Enterprises LLC and one of the Sheikh’s companies. The third phase would be decided upon before the first two were completed, forecast to be a three-year project.
Most of the next few hours was conducted between the Sheikh’s and Hart’s advisors so Heather and I excused ourselves early on. The Sheikh asked if he could join us and give us a tour of the palace. We immediately agreed and asked Hart if he wished to join us. 
“Thank you but I want to be certain every detail of our project is clear. In any case I have had the tour and know you will love it. Enoy.” He replied.
“If there is anything I can say about my old friend Aurther J. Hart that really stands out is how meticulous he is to detail, that and his impeccable integrity.” The Sheikh said as we departed the gathering. But, again, I am very interested to hear about your future together with Hart. If there is some way I can be of service I very much wish to do so, especially if it brings me into frequent contact with you two”.
Hart explained the previous evening that the Global Association very much wished to have the Sheikh join their ranks and that we were free to fill him in on as much detail as we felt was appropriate.
“Thank you, Sheikh Abdullah. Is there a place in the palace that you know is totally secure from any possible audio/visual monitoring?” I whispered.
He nodded his understanding and took the lead toward a door, which led down a long flight of stairs to a corridor. Before descending he motioned for an attendant to take our cell phones. The stairs led to another door behind which was a large bedroom sized room cut directly into solid rock. We entered and although undecorated in any way, was comfortable. 
“This room has been used for over a century for private and secure meetings and is swept daily for any kind of surveillance devices.” He explained. 
“Thank you, Sheikh, that is very good to hear as it would be very dangerous for us to tell you what we have to say if there was the slightest chance of being overheard.” I replied.
“Aha, just so, just so. I understand. Please sit down and take as much time as you require to explain.” He assured us.
We spent the next 2 hours filling the Sheikh in on the Family and the Global Association as well as what had occurred in both our lives, before and after the dramatic shift in my consciousness. He was wide-eyed and responded enthusiastically on several occasions, most likely far from the usual demeanor of his status but as if he had been released from the constraints they had on his daily existence.
“I see, I see. I understand. So, a significant component of your part in this great play, if I may call it that, is to secure acceptable candidates for the Family to coerce into their ranks but who actually will be working for the Association. Is that about right?” He asked.
Both Heather and I nodded our heads and said yes in unison. The Sheikh looked like a child in a candy store and yet very serious.
“I believe I can be of significant assistance to you, my friend. May I call you that?” He asked as an afterthought with sincerity.
“It is our honor and pleasure to call you a true friend.” Heather said before I could speak.
“Then, it’s settled. I will speak with Hart and ask him to provide whatever clearances are required to join the Global Association.” He said solemnly. “I will not let you down.”.
No one of the many Royals who knew him would likely recognize the man who sat across from us at that moment and I was delighted for him that he was able to be so humble and simple behind the mask of his current role in the Grand Dream.   INDEX
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Several more ceremonial protocols followed before we departed the country and while they could have seemed superfluous to the casual eye, much symbolic meaning had been mixed with and beyond what was normal. These kinds of special gestures are recognized by those in similar positions throughout the world and silently speak volumes that the spoken word or text do not reveal.
It would be unequivocably apparent to those the Sheikh wanted to know around the world that we three were esteemed guests and friends and that we should be treated with equal respect if existing friendships were to endure.
Such unspoken communication guaranteed doors would fly open to us everywhere and in places that may normally remain closed. This meant that rather than pursuing, we would be pursued and multitudes of opportunities would simply appear for us to choose from. Hart confessed that although he had struggled and negotiated and competed his way into billionaire status in the property development arena, what we possessed now was a currency more valuable than gold. It was an intangible ‘wild card’ that could be cashed in for anything we set our sights on.
“I can assure you my friend that there ‘is’ no such thing as luck, chance or coincidence. What is meant to be ‘will’ be. The mind is the magician in the Grand Dream, but the Heart – the ONE SELF, is the author. Circumstances will now align perfectly for you to take your seat of power that will lead to the collapse of the Family and the laying of the foundation for an era of Peace and Light for the world and humanity.” I explained.
“Veronica, your new partner, will be at your side through all that is unfolding and will align perfectly with the expanded image you will require that goes well beyond the powerful brand you have created so far. 
“Many who call you friend today will viciously turn against you as they see themselves exposed by the surgical instrument of integrity and transparency that you will bring to your administration. The sewer of tyranny around the world that has lain hidden beneath the surface for a century in a highly organized fashion, will be flooded out to the surface for every deep sleeper to witness.
“The Family will try to smear your name in every way possible. When that doesn’t work, they will invent false stories to turn the world against you, but you will stand tall through it all. They will use the law as a weapon blocking your decisions and executive orders at every turn. They will try to destroy you financially and attempt to impeach you … but again, you will stand firm and continue to rip the bandages off the cancer of deceit that has controlled the world from the now corrupt but once hallowed halls of governments, judicial systems, banking and investment systems, entertainment and news mediums as well as the whole of corporatocracy. 
“It will be a hurricane that sweeps aside every grinning mask of lies leaving only the most courageous few who stood fast and refused to succumb to threats, coercion and blackmail, even at the risk of death. Those who scream the loudest when your leadership is about to succeed will expose themselves as complicit with the enemy, many of whom you will have praised as friends and allies to place them squarely in the crosshairs of Truth.
“As the moment of triumph draws near the Family will no longer hide behind the pretty costumes of deceit that have seduced the masses but will parade their true colors in ways that defy imagination. “Poison will be sprayed from the skies that all can see, deviated sexual preferences will become common topics of conversation in the media and taught to children in schools from the very first grades, illegal aliens will flood the borders without resistance throughout the entire world, plagues will be introduced along with fabricated cures that massacre hundreds of millions and social identification requirements will attempt to confine the masses through a fake climate scare.
“Everything will be designed to divide and herd the masses toward the cliff like sheep so that the Family’s 2030 agenda may succeed … and through it all, you will stand tall, inspire an awakening world and bring it into the Light of a new world.” I finished my summary of what was to come, and Hart remained silent looking past me into a void as if to say, ‘I can see it, I can see it’.   INDEX
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For the next 15 years Heather and I worked side by side Hart and the Global Association providing double agent operatives to the Family from every walk of life at the highest levels, all under its unsuspecting gaze. Politicians, business tycoons, CEO’s of major corporations, religious leaders, top entertainers of every description, heads of investment and banking institutions, military personnel at the top, media and advertising executives … the very heart of day to day society’s shapers and movers were corralled through every conceivable means of influence the Family could contrive to flesh out the spider’s web of global control, and place within it.
Each of these carefully selected Association agents constituted a network of sleeper cells that it would one day utilize to expose every dark corner, every sinister agenda of the Family’s stranglehold on humanity’s existence. Many of these double agents risked their lives providing critical information during those years leading up to Hart’s first run for President and especially afterward. Some would later come out as whistleblowers, apparently on their own and through their own research but deeply embedded in the ranks of the most trusted agents working for the Association. Some would indeed be silenced by the Family as more and more disclosure dripped into the consciousness of a sleeping world to help shake them out of their manipulated slumber.
Stolen elections blanketed the planet, while fake pandemics seemingly validating the need for drug cures, which were actually toxic instruments of death used to eliminate millions in wholesale genocide that even its victims would support in their mind-controlled ignorance. Laundered trillions, unchallenged drug and human trafficking to name only a few of the Family’s weapons, were used to imprison and slaughter the unsuspecting sleeping masses. 
While the Internet and social media exploded, mind control and manipulation became easier and more insidious than ever before. Nevertheless, the social media instruments, both great and small, that were conduits for the Family’s mind manipulations were also vehicles for the dissemination of genuine investigative journalism that reached the billions who gradually shifted away from the droning repetitive and deceitful language of mainstream media.
When the election manipulation mechanisms that were used globally by the Family to insert their puppets into political offices at every level for decades, failed to prevent the election of Hart as President of the United states in 2016, the Family panicked and created a witch hunt to destroy his presidency even before it began … but that too failed.
In 2020 Hart won the election by a landslide but as I had outlined for him years before when we met, the Global Association ‘allowed’ the Family to steal it at the last moment through a patently obvious fraud, that placed a fake President in a fake entertainment industry created White House. CGI, body doubles, silicon masks and a host of expert special effects experts created a pantomime cartoon leadership of the most powerful leader in the world from behind the scenes and the sleeping masses bought into it.
With this last gasp attempt to breathe life into their failing 2030 agenda, enormous damage was done to the country and world during that contrived and elicit presidency, while Hart was inaugurated as the genuine Commander in Chief behind closed doors. Through the massive clandestine machine the Association had assembled for decades and with the help of Hart’s triumphant presidency, as well as with the invaluable assistance of the double agent operatives, tens of thousands of the Family’s armies worldwide were arrested and faced swift military tribunals with instant and harsh outcomes for most.
Then, in 2024 Hart again won the Presidency in an even greater landslide that began the end days of the Family’s reign of terror. In the first year after his second inauguration [actually third], Hart and the Association created what would be heralded for hundreds of years as the greatest worldwide leadership in recorded history. During that time a new financial system based on hard assets replaced the smoke and mirrors fiat currency system laying the foundation for a massive redistribution of wealth to the masses around the world and for a level of abundance never seen before for all.
It would take years to clean up the destruction left in the wake of the Family’s nefarious reign of terror, but the reconstructed world would see technologies, suppressed for decades emerge and bring the world into what would have been thought of as science fiction only a few years before. Health could be totally restored and age extended well beyond previous levels. Energy was free, clean and safe, transportation was also clean and inexpensive and living conditions became almost paradisical with vastly increased leisure time to pursue one’s heart desire without the constraint of ‘have-to’s to survive.
In the year leading up to Hart’s first run for President, Heather and I with Hart’s help, organized with the Association to fake our deaths in a crash of our jet in a remote mountain range. There could be no possible threat to the operatives we had helped infiltrate the Family nor could they be seen to favor Hart’s obvious and long-standing allegiance to the Global Association. We had long since created a home on a remote tropical island well beyond the reach of the Family and in which we could live the cloistered life of two beings who had crossed the bridge into the Freedom of the ONE SELF.
Heather’s attempt to somehow save Ester from the clutches of her sister Granny Gibson, however, were prevented by Ester’s death. We never found out whether it was by natural causes or by the whim of her wolf in sheep’s clothing sister, who along with Elliot and Mendelson were eventually arrested for crimes against humanity as many thousands of inner circle Family members had already been.
Just before Hart’s first run for President and our leaving the world stage, D.J. and David were invited into the inner circle of the Family. The day after the macabre initiation ceremonies D.J. was found wandering the streets in a daze with a wild look on his face. He soon found his way into drug addiction which he succumbed to not long after. David was never seen again after that.
Carmen and Seb and their families were kept in the loop with us since our first meetings and continued to be deeply devoted to the inner life. The bond we formed with them continued into our new life together. They were frequent guests in our home as was Hart and the First Lady Veronica.
As the years passed the world gradually slipped into the New era of Peace and Light where a level playing field existed for everyone. Many thrived in the vast new arenas of opportunity offering greater and greater comfort and security to all, while a few chose the inner life of Self Discovery where the world of dreaming dissolved into the boundless awareness of the ONE SELF.
Across the planet the Arts became a way of life for almost everyone as an occupation or as an integral part of day-to-day living combined with whatever vocation they chose. No one went without and nothing was impossible. The manipulated dumbing down educational systems of the Family were replaced by an intuitive based one where knowledge was not about accumulating facts but of staying attuned to the constant flow of spontaneous guidance from moment to moment fostering this natural faculty.
The world-dream, manifested as it is through the belief in separation still functioned through a constant flow of opposites, however the pendulum of this inevitable interaction was reduced to an almost invisible friction where what the mind calls ‘peace’ seemed to exist. In that calmer environment the possibility of shifting from the head to the Heart became fully accessible to everyone.   INDEX
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There is nothing but Consciousness, ONE Reality, the God SELF YOU Are that ‘all’ is within and is within all. 
Behind the slurred speech of the drunkard, is Consciousness
Beneath the lowest form lies Consciousness
Under the disguises of the cruelest examples of humanity, Consciousness is
The great, the small, the beautiful, the disgusting … everything is animated by Consciousness, projected on ITs blank and Empty screen the objects that IT alone inhabits as ONE
YOU are Consciousness, none other … no temporary individual person that comes and goes with the tide of times
You are this ONE, this Beautiful Awareness, this Exquisite Emptiness that becomes All That Is
You play, you laugh, you weep, you die only to return in another and another and another garment more spectacular than the last
There is no end to YOU, nor beginning only the illusion of time and space and separation deceive YOU for a brief moment before the dawn of Truth once again rises and YOU remember Your True face … the indescribable, unspeakable, unknowable and boundless Love YOU Are as Consciousness   INDEX
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[bookmark: _Hlk16258586]As a successful entrepreneur until 1999 John traveled for decades around the world speaking to tens of thousands of people about Personal Development before leaving everything behind and surrendering totally to Self Discovery.

John shares his acquired understanding of the false- self-identity together with his personal experience of thinking  through the Heart, which returns you to full Conscious Awareness of Who You Really Are through his 33 books and regular Blog articles and videos.    INDEX
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“I’ve been reading spiritual books for decades. I’ve read most of the best authors, but none has been as lear as John’s books.” - Rod Spain
“John writes from his Heart with such incredible inspirational power.” - Wendy Embleton Huber
"I'm reading one of John’s books and have discovered he is the most profound writer I've come across in many years." - Deanna Lockhart 
“Amazing writing. I feel it in my Heart.” - Irina Isakov 
“Such clarity and simplicity in your ability to communicate the Truth.” - Christine Van Hoose 
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