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INTRODUCTION 
 
 
 
The simple psychic message was delivered to Robin as she sat with me on my deck our first 
morning together, eating cereal. 
 "What?" Robin put her bowl down and turned to look at Lily, my big Maine Coon cat. 
Lily flicked her tail, steadily gazing at a bird perched in a nearby tree. 
 "What's going on?" I asked, puzzled. 
 Robin raised a quick hand. "Hold on a sec." She turned her attention back to Lily, clearly 
listening. Then she turned back to me. "She's saying we need to start with me asking you about 
your grandmother." 
 Grandma? Despite the heat of the morning, I felt a wave of cold chills, the thought of her 
instantly transporting me to the sunshiny room my grandparents shared in the huge, rambling 
farmhouse I was raised in back in Virginia. Grandma lay frozen on her bed, fully dressed as 
usual, a light blanket tossed over her stocking-clad legs. 
 I always walked out of that room feeling drained. Suddenly a familiar sensation of 
suppression filled my being, a smell and taste of my eight-year-old self and a quick flash of 
decades-old fear washed through my body. I tiptoed over to the bed to gaze at my grandmother's 
inert form. She was so still. Waxen. Dead while still alive. Nothing moved except sometimes ... 
something ... behind her eyes ... 
 "What about your grandmother made you so afraid?" Robin asked softly.  
 In a rush I was back.  
 It was 2022. We were on my deck on Maui. The sun was shining. Lily was grooming 
herself. I swallowed hard and raised my eyes to Robin's. "She ... wasn't herself. She was ... " 
overshadowed, taken, possessed ... the words flashed through my mind and Robin nodded 
empathetically. 
 With that, my next conscious soul retrieval session began.  
 Over the space of two (very intense!) hours, with the support of Robin, I claimed my 
eight-year-old self out of my grandmother's energy field and released several dark entities that 
had been with me my whole life. 
 It was not a pretty process or a quiet one.  
 Fortunately, having worked with Robin long distance for a couple months, I knew what 
to expect. I'd warned my landlady and the neighbors that they might hear "strange noises" during 
the week-long personal intensive at my home. But even so, I was shocked at the intensity of the 
experience. I was shocked at what my child-self had gone through and seen. I was shocked by 
the extraction of astral beings.  
 Most of all, I was shocked to have so viscerally verified what I had only recently come to 
consciously acknowledge was true: We are not alone on this planet. And we are not truly 
ourselves. 
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I had been aware of "the Others" long before I started working with Robin and long before I 
started writing this book.  
 As a tiny child I had had hostile visitations and disturbing visions insinuated into my 
dreams, and had experienced countless astral attacks by interdimensional entities on and off over 
the course of my spiritual development. And, of course, I was raised hearing about the Devil in 
church. But it wasn't until the whole Covid mess happened and the negative influence of this 
hidden Presence on this planet exploded into such blatant view that I decided to write about the 
incredibly important yet highly unpopular topic of evil. 
 I'd already found a publisher and was nearly finished with my last major rewrite. But 
something felt "off." I was caught in an old pattern of feeling driven, possessed even—desperate 
to get the message out. I was feverishly writing for long hours every day and enjoying the 
creative process. But I definitely wasn't liking the energy behind the drive. Something was going 
on and I didn't know what. I brought the subject up in a FaceTime conversation with a close 
friend on the mainland and was shocked when he lovingly blindsided me with the answer. 
 "The reason something feels off is because you're being run by the very entities you're 
writing about," Allen said. 
 What?" I exclaimed, shocked to the bone. "But I've been meditating for 40 years! And 
I'm exposing all this stuff!" 
 "That doesn't mean you're not still being interfered with." He sighed, glanced away, then 
turned back to pierce me with a level gaze. "I've seen it for years but just didn't know how to 
bring it up." 
 "Bring what up??" 
 "There's an energy about you, Cate. A vampiric energy. It's disturbed me for a long time, 
and for a long time I thought it was just me being overly sensitive. But it's not me. It's you. Well, 
no. It's not you. But there's something in you ... I don't know how else to put it." He took a deep 
breath. "There's something inside you that wants to feed."  
 To say I was stunned and horrified hearing this would be an understatement. But my 
friend, being a friend, didn't leave me hanging. He offered me a path to do something about the 
situation. 
 "I know someone," he said. "You've heard me talk about her. Robin Duda in Santa Fe. 
She's a soul alchemist who specializes in soul retrieval. I think she could really help you with 
this." 
 

                                                      
I've written several books in the last ten years, all of them essentially pointing out one thing: The 
life spark in all of us, the living spirit in humans and trees, whooping cranes, wolves, whales and 
wombats—all creatures of the land, sea and air—is breathtaking in its expressed beauty, 
boundless in its glory and endlessly spacious in its possibilities and potential. The purpose of life 
is life itself. No more no less. The purpose of every human being is to simply exult in their 
aliveness and dance freely, expressing the magnificence of life however they feel called to 
express it.  
 Life serving life. Love serving love. 
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 I expressed this message over and over ... all the while ignoring the fact that I had long 
since stopped feeing like I was fully embodying life. I had also stopped feeling the saucy 
juiciness of love. Instead, I was feeling drained. Diminished. Old. Living and writing on fumes, 
depending more and more on memories from childhood being raised on a large farm in Virginia 
to remind me of what was real. 
 Back then my world was filled with LIFE. Ponies and horses, cats and kittens, dogs and 
puppies, cows and pigs and chickens, a farm pond rimmed with algae and full of lazy fish, 
streams and rivers that ran crisp and clear, brimming with frogs and minnows and snakes. Living 
on a farm, life was in-your-face. Unmistakable in its beauty. Thrilling in its variety. Indifferent in 
its heat and drought. Terrifying with its floods and storms and winds. Enchanting in its ice and 
snow. 
 Well through my late teen years, I thrilled to the song of Earth, dancing to her rhythms, 
soaking up the message of growing things. I saw death in the glazed eyes of a stillborn calf or 
foal and saw how nature always refilled the empty wombs and brought new life back again. 
Nothing was ever still. All was movement and everything was connected. The world around me 
shouted "Run! Dance! Laugh! Frolic! Soak me up! Let me support you as you support me!"  
 The trees, the cicadas buzzing in their branches, the hay fields with their heavy golden 
seed heads bent and combed by the summer breezes, the mists sparkling with fireflies that 
cloaked the bottomlands at night ... these things were my nourishment. These things made sense. 
These things were real. Not the dull distanced eyes of my parents who sat drinking bourbon with 
hardened hearts and faces at the kitchen table night after night. Not the shouts, curses and fights 
over money. The talk of sin and worthlessness by the priest on Sunday mornings. The lectures in 
school about responsibility and the importance of paying attention as the blackboard filled with 
nonsense. 
 I spent every waking hour out in nature, clinging to reality as long as I could.  
 But inch by inch, day by day, year by year, it got sucked out of me. Nobody was 
interested in the wild exultant freedom of racing with the wind through tall grasses. No one 
wanted to hear about riding bareback through the snow late on a full moon night, hearing a 
nearby fox give its raspy chilling cry, feeling the heat of horseflesh between my thighs, my 
fingers frigid and numb on the reins. Girls my age talked about boys and parties. About getting 
into the best boarding school. About who kissed who in the coat closet at recess. 
  The outside world overlaid an altogether different energy and message than the farm. In 
the world, life was about looking good and getting ahead in a race of rats. A competition in a 
dog-eat-dog existence where you lived, struggled, had a few good times, a few bad times and 
then you died. Glory, beauty, joy, freedom, connection, certainty, divinity, empowerment, peace, 
genuine community, mutual love, respect and support, compassion ... those things basically lived 
elsewhere in what the religious called heaven and spiritual folk called nirvana or Christ 
consciousness or maybe the 5th dimension.  
 Anywhere but here. 
 By the time I got around to writing my first book at the ripe age of 58, I still talked about 
the beauty and magic of life. I talked about "letting life lead" and trusting the heart. But 
underneath I was one of those spiritual people who had bought the idea that God, divinity and 
spirit were "out there" somewhere and that the whole point of life was getting back to the 
disembodied spiritual state where all was love and light, happiness and bliss. I paid lip service to 
the Earth and embodied living. But like most people I wasn't living it. Like most people I didn't 
even know what embodied living meant. 
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 I remember doing radio and TV shows when my first book Unearthing Venus came out 
and worrying whether or not I was steering people wrong, talking about trusting life and the 
body and letting the heart lead. Even though in the deepest places of my soul I knew these things 
were true, there was so much doubt in me. There were so many contrary teachings and 
influences. So many books and programs telling me not to trust my feelings but rather to trust the 
mind instead. To trust logic. To trust the news anchors on TV. To trust anything but myself.  
 Life is dangerous. Love hurts. The world is corrupt. Trust no one. The body will only 
betray you and let you down. The best you can do is hope there is a heaven somewhere ... a 
haven where life is sweet and pure and good. Trust life? Are you insane? 
 Was I? I didn't think so. But that didn't mean I didn't sometimes wonder if I were being 
led astray. If somehow my focus on Earth and the body instead of heaven was the result of  
the Devil seducing me into illusion and taking others away from the truth of God with my 
earthbound message.  
 Of course, now I know the exact opposite is true.  
 Children—at least those who are not abused from a young age onwards—have the right 
of it. You and I knew the truth at age three. Life is divine. The body is amazing. It is purity itself. 
It's all the beliefs and programs to the contrary that are laid on us from birth onward that are 
false. All the bull from the blackboards, pulpits and news desks filling our heads, leading us 
down the garden path in the wrong direction, away from our goodness, purity and inherent 
wisdom. 
 Which brings me back to my soul retrieval sessions with Robin. 
 For several days, we explored various energetic entanglements with my mother's mother. 
Mom had moved back in with her parents after she divorced my biological father in 1954. By the 
time I became aware of household dynamics, Grandma was pretty much frozen with Parkinson's 
disease, a beautifully groomed, silent statue decked out in pearls and diamonds and lace, 
ensconced in the living room. Although there were maids and such, the family rotated around 
Grandma, tending to her needs, feeding, bathing and dressing her. 
 It's one thing to hear a minister pound the pulpit about evil or to read a book like this one 
about astral entities and vampiric agendas. It's one thing to go to a spiritual retreat and have some 
guru casually mention "negative forces" and how you should wrap yourself in white light and 
think happy thoughts to keep them at bay. It's another thing altogether to recognize in the midst 
of a soul retrieval that the reason you spent so much time at age five hiding in the bushes outside 
the house in terror was because you had seen the black astral snake-beings crawling all over your 
grandmother, coming in and out of her mouth and body as she sat paralyzed in her gold 
wingback chair in the living room—disease and other things ruling over her life and body, 
stealing her voice and very soul, influencing everybody in the household while exuding an 
energy of remorseless cold indifference.  
 My eight-year-old-self hadn't been able to perceive them anymore. I was too grown up by 
then. But it was plain to my five-year-old eyes that the snakes were also sucking the life force 
out of my mother and grandfather. And when my alcoholic stepfather-to-be showed up and 
married my mom, it was easy to see he was possessed as well. 
 But it wasn't just others that were fed upon. 
 It took two more visceral, unnerving sessions with Robin—fundamentally exorcisms—
for the whole story to come out and the astral beings attached to me along with it. Basically, I 
had been attacked, fed upon and penetrated by these beings as a child. Then, when my 
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grandmother, who was a highly arrogant and greedy woman, died when I was thirteen, her death 
coincided with a stupendous decision on my part.  
 Up until my freshman year in high school I had resisted all attempts to "educate" me. I 
was a disastrous student whose only desire was to be back outdoors with the sun on my face and 
the wind in my hair. Why I wasn't held back a grade several times is beyond me. But once 
imprisoned in boarding school, separated from the farm and my beloved horses and nature, I 
gave up. I gave in to the social and parental pressure to study. I consciously decided to buy into 
the mind and scholastic success and aim for "the good life" that was supposed to flow from those 
things as an adult.  
 With that coldly pragmatic decision, my energy field shifted from innocence to align 
more with my grandmother's avaricious persona. Part of my soul—part of my free-spirited 
nature—left me. When she died, the astral horde that had feasted on her had more room to enter 
me, driving me ever further towards previously disinteresting materialistic pursuits.  
 Then, at nineteen, a second event occurred that cemented the situation. 
 I was home from college on summer vacation, staying in the wing of the house where my 
grandparents had lived, sleeping in grandma's old bed. To put the situation bluntly, I was caught 
by my stepfather sleeping with our horse trainer—a man I'd had a huge crush on since I was 
twelve. It was a violent episode involving nakedness, gunfire and much screaming and drama. 
Fortunately, no one was killed or went to jail. But the trauma was acute, triggering another part 
of the "real me" to split off and hide in the unconscious. 
 In shock, I took refuge in my room, back in grandma's bed. There I calmed myself by 
making another choice—a choice I had no idea was being pressed to me by astral forces taking 
full advantage of the emotions of the moment—a choice I had no idea was deeply aligned with 
my grandmother's callous psyche. "Nobody knows me. Nobody cares what I want. To hell with 
them. To hell with everybody. I'm just going to use my parents and take what I can get and not 
care about them or anybody or anything. Nobody can hurt me if I don't care." 
 With that decision, I went numb, and the vampiric energy my friend sensed 40 years later 
settled in to stay.  
 So, how did it manifest through me?  
 I'm still figuring out the whole story, but fundamentally this Force is what relentlessly 
drove me to desperately seek success in the world, hungering for the approval and approbation of 
others. (The key words here being "desperately" and "hungering.") Truth is, I cared deeply what 
the world and others thought of me because, with that decision that night at nineteen, I had 
stopped caring about myself.  
 Disconnected from my heart, disconnected more and more from nature, I had no internal 
resources to lean on. Which meant I had to feed off external sources—food, sex, the love and 
approval of others. The entities and my own emptiness drove me to sleep with men I didn't love 
or even care about. I was driven to drink and smoke to excess and engage in lots of other self-
destructive habits. Most of all I was driven to "be somebody" in the world. 
 Surely success and money and fame would fill me up? 
 To be clear, I'm not using this as an excuse to play victim and say I was not responsible 
for my life choices. I'm not playing "The Devil made me do it" card as the old saying goes. No. 
All I'm saying is that these parasitic beings were now part of me, doing their best to get me to 
augment their energetic food supply by doing self-destructive acts that triggered me into feeling 
shame, guilt and other yummy emotions.  
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 I'm also not saying there's anything wrong with desiring success or having a strong work 
ethic. There's nothing wrong with engaging in sex without love and drinking and smoking and 
doing drugs. That's all a matter of personal choice. But then that's exactly my point. All those 
actions weren't strictly flowing from just my personal choice. Like so many people around the 
world, I was "under the influence" and didn't know it. 
 The energy of feeling driven to get this book out was just one more example of me not 
quite being at the wheel of my own life. Feeling driven was actually my own creative energies 
being deliberately stimulated by this Force so they could be used as an energetic food source. 
 "But wait!" you might say. "If you're writing a book about exposing evil, why would this 
Force drive you to finish and release it?"  
 Great question. Which brings up another point. The astral Force I'm talking about is 
subtle and manipulative and has an advanced grasp and use of quantum thought technologies. 
But it is completely lacking in emotional intelligence. In its arrogant, rather robotic way of 
functioning, if it can use my energies around the book as a passing snack on its way to 
accomplishing its overarching agenda, it will do so.  
 It doesn't care about anything else.  
 Frankly, considering this Force's complete lack of imagination and creativity, it's 
astonishing how perilously close it has come to accomplishing its goal by thoroughly infiltrating 
our world through religions, spirituality, philosophy, psychology, socio-economic and political 
systems and entertainment.  
 But we'll get into all that shortly. 

Right now, I simply want to thank and commend you for starting this journey with me.  
You don’t have to be a conspiracy theorist to see the ugliness of what’s happening around 

the world today. Things aren't going well for H. Sapiens, and it is high time we understood the 
reasons why and "got" that's it's not all our fault.  

We have been "under the influence" and didn't know it. 
But that's rapidly changing. Humanity may have been mentally and emotionally hijacked 

by this Hidden Presence for thousands upon thousands of years as it successfully lurked in the 
shadows. But now it is being exposed because its agendas are finally out in the open for all who 
have the eyes to see.   

These are scary, exciting "breakthrough" times, and Cracking the Matrix is all about 
dispelling the illusions that keep the breakthroughs at bay. The first illusion I want to crack, 
however, is any comparison between what I'm talking about in this book versus the movie The 
Matrix.  

In the movie, everybody was living in a virtual reality. The physical world they 
experienced wasn't the real physical world at all. That's not the case with us ... yet. We're still on 
the first step—the implementation of a mental matrix—a consensus thought reality this anti-life 
Force has created in order to drive people into the secondary and then final stages of the plan.  

A thought matrix that essentially cancels out love, caring and connection. 
A slave mentality program designed to create a docile global citizenry that 

unquestioningly accepts whatever authority tells them to believe, think, do and say.  
This book primarily focuses on exposing: 1) The nature of this malevolent Hidden 

Presence, 2) the reasons why we have not clearly seen and understood it, and 3) the thought 
matrix it has created that is driving us toward choosing our own eventual demise. 

The material in this book isn't easy. On the other hand, it is highly enlightening and 
sometimes even entertaining. By the end, I guarantee this crazy world will make a lot more 
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sense. Better yet, by the end you should feel capable of navigating your life with far greater 
confidence, integrity and even ease 

My hope is that it will also strengthen your sense of personal power, safety and self love. 
Doing so will enable you to embody the fullness and richness of life, which will then enable you 
to stand up for life. Which is the prerequisite for stepping into the New World that has been 
prophesied for so long, while dodging the dark reality being prepared for us. 

Right now, together, you and I are standing on the threshold of a totally new creation—a 
totally new way of living and being in the world. Despite appearances, our future is beyond 
bright. The New Earth is assured. All we have to do is 1) see the illusions that imprison us, 2) 
recognize our true nature, and 3) understand that the negative Force that has influenced this 
world for so long is NOT US.  

Seriously, that's the gist of it. 
Evil has no place here. Original sin and human corruption are stories of the mind matrix. 

Stories we've been sold, bought into and then perpetuated. But the truth is we are pure beings of 
love. That is our true nature. And we don't have to do anything to become this or earn this. We 
don't have to do anything to arrive at this state.  

You can't become what you already are.  
You can only, finally, lay down all the illusions that keep you from seeing Who You 

Really Are: LOVE itself.  
Once you do that, you're on your way. Once you see Who You Really Are, heaven and 

Earth will move to support, deepen and enrich your understanding. That's what's happening to 
me. I saw through the matrix. I saw Who I Really Am and wrote about it. I stood up for myself 
and for life. And life keeps supporting me and strengthening me in that journey, bringing me the 
insights, the people like Allen and Robin, the situations and the opportunities to move ever more 
deeply into the truth of Who I Really Am. 

Life supporting life. Love supporting love. All of us supporting each other. 
That's how it works. 
 

                                            
Last but not least, I'd like to close this highly personal introduction with a little follow-up story. 
 Lily, my cat, has been sick for a couple of years with an "incurable" autoimmune disease 
called feline stomatitis. After much frustration working with three holistic vets to no avail, I 
asked a homeopathic physician on the mainland (a woman I had interviewed several times for 
magazine articles on various alternative health topics) if she would be willing to work with her. 
Anna, bless her heart, instantly agreed.  
 By the time Robin arrived on Maui, Lily was six months into a homeopathic protocol and 
responding nicely. However, she was in a healing crisis phase while I was going through the soul 
retrieval work. At one point Robin warned me that she might decide to check out while she was 
there. 
 "Why would she die now?" I asked, gently rubbing Lily's ears as she quietly purred in 
contentment. "She's doing so well with the homeopathic remedies." 
 "She's tired of the negative energy." 
 "What?" 
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 "The same vampiric energy that's been feeding on you has drained her as well through 
you. And she's tired." 
 Oh my God.  
 Tears started in my eyes and my fingers became even more tender as I caressed her fur. 
"Please don't go Lily," I whispered, throat tightening. "I mean, you can if you really really want 
to. But I'll lighten up. I promise. Just gimme a chance to shift this stuff. Please?" 
 As of this writing, two months later, she's still with me, getting better every day. 
 As of this writing, two months later, so am I. 
 Life force is returning as I get free of old negative energies. My step is lighter. The trees 
are starting to talk to me again as I walk past. I've volunteered to work on a farm feeding forty 
goats and sheep and dozens of horses, rabbits, and turtles. My mind is less burdened. I'm no 
longer worried about this book and no longer feel driven to save humanity with its message. Best 
of all, I'm well on my way to not needing other people's acceptance and approval of my words 
and work to fuel my sense of self-worth.  
 I still have moments of struggle and uncertainty. Old patterns surface to be dealt with 
and, yes, astral entities occasionally show up seeing if there's room and food available at the Inn. 
I know I have a lot more clearing work to do. But OMG, what a difference there is in my life 
already! 
 I have knowledge and awareness. I have tools. I have support and a clear vision. 
 I'm spending less and less time looking at the old, pain-wracked world with all its 
deliberately created turmoil and insanity. Instead, I'm spending more and more time with my 
face turned toward the amazing future those of us with the temerity to engage the matrix and 
crack through it are creating together. 
 The New Earth has always been inevitable. It's lain dormant in our hearts for eons. 
 Now it's time for us to be free enough to come together and build it. 
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CHAPTER ONE: A WAKEUP CALL 
 
 
 
The world is currently in the after-throes of a global pandemic. Personal liberty is under attack, 
democratic nations are becoming more autocratic and totalitarian. Global media censorship is 
crippling the free flow of scientific and medical debate. Politicians spew Orwellian "double-
speak." Nobody knows what’s true and what’s not. Families, congregations, clubs, towns, states, 
political parties and nations are violently split asunder.  

Why is this happening? 
What's really going on? 

 Why, 2500 years after Gautama Buddha brought lessons of enlightenment and 2000 years 
after Jesus walked the earth teaching about love and eternal life, is humanity floundering like an 
elephant in quicksand, sinking fast?  
 Why, despite thousands of religions and thousands of spiritual teachings pointing out that 
human beings are non-physical spirit beings, have we never caught on to the reality of the 
situation? Why, despite science's corroborating discovery over 100 years ago that matter and 
pure energy are the same thing, do we still not get it? 
 We are eternal beings of pure love who have chosen to experience the most miraculous 
thing in the cosmos: Life in an energy body that is created to seem physical, dwelling on a larger 
energy body called a planet (and a stupendously beautiful planet at that), having all kinds of 
exciting adventures. But instead of acting like the unlimited beings of spirit we are, we're 
trundling around in a daze, believing we're nothing more than walking talking lumps of clay.  
 We think we're dumb animals that have to be trained and led and whipped into some sort 
of shape in order to be made presentable to a God that presumably created us as perfect ... but 
then we obviously screwed that up, so here we all are, reaping our just yet terrible desserts. 
 We've taken this sad, impossibly wrong story and run with it for millennia trying to make 
up for our awfulness. And yet now, two decades into the 21st century, despite all our efforts to 
be good, despite our desire to evolve and change, despite great knowledge and technological 
know-how and a million self-help books, we seem to be devolving, teetering on the very brink of 
self-destruction.  

Why?  
 From my introduction, you already know the answer. Humanity is, and has been for some 
time, in the grip of a powerful, intelligent, anti-life Force—an all-pervasive evil influence that 
has thrived on this planet, sucking most of humanity into its orbit, much like a blackhole 
swallows everything that comes within its gravitational grasp, including light.   

Priests and shamans, psychics and mediums, medicine men and women, witch doctors 
and televangelists have all been pointing out the existence of this hostile Force for ages. But for 
people growing up in the 20th and 21st centuries, this is a difficult picture of reality to swallow. If 
we think about it at all, for most of us, evil is nothing more than a concept … a vague threat 
associated with sermons from the pulpit and horror movies like The Exorcist, The Omen, 
Constantine, and Hellboy ... to name just a few. 
 It wasn't until the start of Covid, when a confluence of “coincidences” in the form of 
global events, books, videos, conversations and interviews collided with spiritual teachings and 
hundreds of my own face-to-face encounters with negative astral beings, that I woke up. 
Confronted with a perfect storm of information, I could no longer hold the illusion together that 
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the world's rapid degeneration was all humanity's fault. The ah ha! was sudden, but it came as a 
natural result of a lot of little pieces coming together over a long period of time.   
 So, why haven't human beings, as a whole, seen this Force and dealt with it?  
 Good question. And the answer is really quite simple if multilayered. 1) The beings 
plaguing us are etheric and non-physical. They are only visible in the astral realms and when 
they work through us. 2) We have been programmed to believe this degenerate, anti-life Force 
originates within us, so we don't spend any time searching for outside causes of our dilemma. 3) 
Nobody likes to look at scary stuff except in the movies. And last but not least, 4) these 
technologically advanced, spiritless beings have created a thought matrix of lies, a false reality 
for us to live in that keeps us relatively oblivious and fundamentally cooperative with their 
agenda. 
 But the matrix is rapidly unraveling. Ever since the Wachowski brothers (now sisters) 
delivered the movie The Matrix in 1999, pretty much everybody in the world with media access 
knows the basic plot about humanity being hijacked into a computer simulation. Millions, if not 
billions, of people can identify the following lines:  
 Morpheus: "The matrix is everywhere. It is all around us. ... It is the world that has been 
pulled over your eyes to blind you from the truth." 
 Neo: "What truth?"  
 Morpheus: "That you are a slave, Neo. Like everyone else you were born into bondage. 
Into a prison that you cannot taste or see or touch. A prison for your mind.” 
 The idea of living in a virtual reality (VR) world did not originate with the Wachowskis. 
Back in 1935, American sci-fi writer Stanley Weinbaum published a short story, "Pygmalion's 
Spectacles," that described exactly that scenario. In 1962, cinematographer Morton Heilig created 
the first VR machine called the Sensorama.1  
 By 1999, VR was old hat for engineers and programmers involved in the aerospace and 
defense industries who used virtual reality for military training purposes. And, of course, for 
those familiar with the Eastern spiritual concept of "maya," The Matrix plot fit nicely into many 
a discussion about whether the world itself is illusory or whether it's our human perceptions 
about the world that are off-kilter. 
 The VR issue heated up until April 2003, when a Swedish-born philosopher with a 
background in theoretical physics, computational neuroscience and artificial intelligence by the 
name of Nick Bostrom wrote a paper called "Are We Living in a Computer Simulation?" that 
was published by The Philosophical Quarterly.2  
 Bostrom's paper postulated that an enormously advanced technological civilization could 
well have the computing power to simulate different realities that would possibly be projects to 
examine and better understand the actions and choices of animal ancestors in the past—in other 
words us. Those of us residing in the simulation would most likely never discover what was 
going on and never realize we were not living in what's called "base reality."   
 Then, in 2011, the simulation idea transitioned from concept to apparent reality. 
 James Gates, Ph.D., the Toll Professor of Physics and Director of the Center for String 
and Particle Theory at the University of Maryland in College Park, was working in the area of 
supersymmetry—a space-time symmetry where the equations of Force and the equations for 
Matter are exactly the same.  

 
1 https://virtualspeech.com/blog/history-of-vr 
2 https://academic.oup.com/pq/article-abstract/53/211/243/1610975?login=false 
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 In the course of his research, Gates discovered computer code—strings of bits of ones 
and zeros—buried in the equations that scientists use to describe the cosmos. "It's a special kind 
of computer code ... not just random ones and zeroes," says Gates. "It's error-correcting codes for 
accurate transmission of digital data. ... Some of these codes are a special class of codes called 
'block linear self dual error correcting codes.' These are the codes that we find buried in these 
equations. ... It's quite remarkable. We have no idea what these things are doing there."3 
 Ever since computer codes were inexplicably discovered hidden in the scientific 
equations describing reality, the "Are we living in a simulation?" debate has exploded, with 
scientists and corporate titans like Elon Musk weighing in saying things like, "The chance that 
we're in base reality is one in billions."4   
  Hmmm.  
 Whether we're actually in a simulation or trapped in a mental matrix that manipulates our 
perceptions about the world, I don't know. And frankly, I don't think it makes any difference.  
 What's important is to deal with what we do know.  
 And what we do know is that, like Neo in the movie, most of us have felt all our lives that 
something isn't quite right here on planet Earth. Deep down we sense the world is not supposed 
to be this way—this hurtful, this joyless and nonsensical.  
 And yet what else is on offer?  
 The magnetic pull that guides you to go sit quietly in nature. The communal closeness 
you feel with family and friends. The kindness and concern you feel for people you don’t even 
know. The tenderness and compassion you extend to animals. The awe you feel seeing a 
dewdrop reflecting the morning light.  
 None of this is supported. 
 Nothing of this is encouraged. 
 Global cultures are somehow perfectly constructed to steer us away from expressing our 
innate goodness and loving nature. Materialism, money, media, porn, drugs, war, politics, 
poverty, Covid, fame, power, prestige—all of these things seem skillfully and purposefully 
designed to keep you and me stressed, frightened, and at each other's throats. 
 Via one program or another, society relentlessly keeps us from discovering and 
expressing the beauty and unfathomable power that lie within each of us, sending us down a 
different path than the one our hearts would actually choose if left unmolested. Within the 
imprisoning web that has been spun, the precious song we were each born to sing is squashed 
before it can rise to our lips. And we despair that there is so little meaning and love in the world 
around us.   

So, what is the evil Force that created this program? How is it getting away with it? Is 
humanity complicit? How? Are there humans aligned with this evil Force deliberately carrying 
out its agenda? What can we do about it? Is there hope?  

Answering those questions is what this book is about. And I'm not going to make you 
wait for the most import answer of all:  

   
           It is inevitable that this vampiric Force will soon be sent slinking 
   back to whatever anti-life source it sprang from uncounted millennia ago. 
 

 
3 https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=bp4NkItgf0E&ab_channel=PHREK 
4 https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=2KK_kzrJPS8&t=142s&ab_channel=Recode 
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 But here's the deal. A necessary part of making that happen is us waking up to this 
Force's presence and no longer blindly supporting its goals. We must embrace a larger picture of 
reality and understand all the various players, forces and dynamics involved in life on planet 
Earth. Most of all, we must remember Who We Really Are and start living from our true nature. 

 
                                                       Spirit 

 
And if a part of you quails at the thought of accepting that an evil Force exists; if part of 

you is frightened at the prospect of facing evil square on; if you would rather cut and run; if you 
would rather count rosary beads or call on Jesus or Allah or say a mantra or pull a curtain of 
white light around yourself and wish it all away; if you would like to believe that nothing like 
this could possibly exist, I totally understand.  

I've been there. With the exception of the rosary beads and calling on Allah, I've done all 
of that. We've all been doing all those things and ever so much more for thousands of years, 
desperately trying to figure out what's wrong so we can fix it, and we're still sliding into the pit. 
 Unfortunately, none of our old beliefs and actions have gotten us anywhere because they 
are all based upon one simple, erroneous belief: That it's us that is the problem. That it's us that 
need to be fixed. 

This is the foundational lie. 
This is the core program the evil Force has designed and pressed to us. And, being the 

powerful creators that we are, by accepting this lie, it is us who make the lie into a reality. 
As Batman's sidekick, Robin, would say: "Holy nightmare, Batman, what can we do?" 
Well, first and foremost: See the lie. 
From personal experience I can tell you there is something deeply, quietly, authentically 

transformative about turning to face your greatest fear. And let’s face it, humanity’s greatest 
unnamed abyssal fear has always been the darkness and what it contains.  

But here's the thing. Once we face evil it dissolves. Not because we were powerful 
enough to overcome it. But because once we face evil, we see it for what it is:  

 
                                                  NOT US 

 
Evil doesn’t belong on this planet. It’s not a part of us because it’s not frequency specific 

with Who We Really Are: Spirit beings of pure love.  
Love and evil are like oil and water.  
It’s like two magnets repelling each other. It's life versus anti-life.  
Once we see evil for what it is and stop adopting it as part of us, we finally see ourselves 

as we truly are and set ourselves free. 
   That is when we step into our power.  
 That is the "Open sesame" to the long-prophesized New Heaven and the New Earth.
 Are the times dire? Yes, they are. But we are waking up. People are seeing through the 
matrix. The Ancient Presence among us is losing its grip. Like vampires in the movies, they 
cannot stand in the light of day. Being seen, they fade away. 
 So, let's throw open the window. 
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Chapter One Key: Stop and remember you are spirit 
 
I was sitting here trying to come up with a way to begin this journey out of the matrix. Finally, I 
stopped, closed my eyes and just sat, silent and unthinking. And it hit me, that is exactly the First 
Key. 
  

• Next time you're faced with a conundrum, a puzzle, a choice ... stop for a moment. 
 Don't try to figure things out immediately. Take a breath.  

• Now ask from your spirit nature, "What's best to do here?"  
  
As citizens of planet Earth, we have been assiduously programmed to believe we are purely 
physical, and that our only choice is to do things the hard way—to wrack our brains and toil and 
sweat and strain throughout our lives.  
  
So, rest for a moment and realize that that is not how a beautiful spirit approaches life. 
  
I'm not saying you won't ever have to work again. I'm not saying you'll never write another To 
Do list or make plans. I'm just saying the first step to regaining awareness of your spirit nature 
is to start acting like a spirit being instead of a spiritual person. And the way to start doing that 
is to turn to spirit first for answers.  
  
It may take a while or no time at all. But the answer will become apparent.  
 

• Just pause, remember your true nature, and ask for what you need to come to you. Then 
let it go.  

• Don't sit and sweat. Don't tap your toes, impatiently waiting for "it" to arrive. It's not 
even important that what you ask for shows up. That's not the real point here. The real 
point is that:  

                  
                                You acted like a spirit being instead of a human being. 
  
This simple shift in day-to-day decision-making is what triggers a rearrangement of self-identity, 
which then opens the door for more and more information and grace to flow your way.  
  
The more you do this the more easily and quickly things will happen. And remember, you're 
asking, not as an inept weak human begging God for something, but as a Great Spirit turning at 
last to your own nature, recognizing your own power and infinite resources, opening the door to 
what needs to come to uplift you and help set you free. 
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CHAPTER TWO: MY NAME IS LEGION FOR WE ARE MANY 
 
 
                                                        
Until I was 16, my mother dragged me to the local Episcopal church twice a month on Sunday, 
not because she was all that religious, but because she wanted to make sure she was doing her 
duty raising a proper God-fearing Christian daughter. At that point I convinced her I’d absorbed 
all the religion necessary to make me a good person and escaped from church completely. But by 
age thirty, recovering from a divorce, drinking too much, overstimulated in a high-stress career 
in network television production, relatively depressed and completely rudderless, I realized 
something was deeply missing and that nothing in the outer world could fulfill me.  
 At that point, it seemed the only other logical path to follow lay inward.  
 For several years I wandered from spiritual teaching to spiritual teaching, exposing 
myself to a wide variety of messages, most of which blended together talks about angel guides, 
meditation, chakras,5 the "Higher Self," and various methods of "realizing God" (consciously 
uniting with the divine). One teacher, however, stood out from the crowd by casually saying 
during a retreat one day, "By the way, when you die, for God's sake whatever you do, don't go to 
the light."   
 What? I thought. Don’t go to the light? Everybody goes to the light.  
 New Age spirituality was all about the Light with a capital "L." We were beings of Light. 
The Light was our salvation. Every story of a near-death experience involved people talking 
about the amazing love, beauty and magnetism of the Light. The Light was where family and 
friends and your dog went when they died. That's where God resided 
 Why not go there?  
  I’m paraphrasing here, but basically the answer was: Because that light is a false 
projection and not the light you’re looking for, which is within you.  
 Because the beings that created that false light designed it as a trap.  
 If you go to the light when you die, you will be stripped of your memories—all except 
your crappiest moments which you will be shown over and over again while these non-physical 
brings feed on the energy of your sorrow, regret, anger, guilt and shame. When done, they'll 
cavalierly toss your soul back to Earth to enter another body where they will continuously feed 
on all the negative emotions experienced during that life—negative emotions that they program 
the conditions on Earth to produce—and then do the stripping/feeding process again at your next 
death.   

And on and on and on.  
 As the early 20th century British poet and historian Robert Graves described it in his 
poem "Instructions to the Orphic Adept: "  
 
 So soon as ever your mazed spirit descends 
 From daylight into darkness, Man, remember 
 What you have suffered here in Samothrace, 
 What you have suffered. 
 After your passage through Hell’s seven floods, 
 Whose fumes of Sulphur will have parched your throat, 

 
5 Energy centers in the body identified by Eastern medicine and metaphysics 
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 The Halls of Judgement shall loom up before you, 
 A miracle of jasper and of onyx. 
 To the left hand there bubbles a black spring 
 Overshadowed with a great white cypress. 
 Avoid this spring, which is Forgetfulness; 
 Though all the common rout rush down to drink, 
 Avoid this spring!6 

 
 I remember being horrified receiving this teaching. Reincarnation was supposed to be an 
opportunity for continued learning and growth as a soul, not some vampiric energy recycling 
system.  
 But the story didn't stop there.  
 Apparently, the beings perpetrating this had been on Earth for a very long time, were 
non-physical yet capable of taking form through us and apparently lived mostly underground. 
They had achieved a high level of energetic technology by which they constantly beamed 
negative images and low frequency messages around the world—frequencies designed to foster 
war, division and turmoil as well as trigger intense emotional pain and suffering in humans. 
These emotions they used as an energetic food source. Their ultimate agenda was to terraform 
the planet into a hotter, drier climate and alter our genetics to make our bodies more serviceable 
for their own use instead of ours.  
 I didn't know what to think hearing all this. But I trusted and admired the teacher giving 
the information, so I decided to poke around a little bit. This led to studies on the seamier side of 
things—ancient aliens, crop circles, cattle mutilations, alien abductions, and subterranean serpent 
beings preying upon an unsuspecting humanity.  
 Needless to say, I didn't sleep very well for a couple years doing such reading. Not only 
was the content frightening, it was disturbing how much of the information actually seemed 
decently researched. Let's just take the topic of undiscovered subterranean civilizations for 
example. An idea that initially sounded absurd, I was startled to discover just how extensive and 
relatively unexplored subterranean systems are on this planet. 
 The underground city of Derinkuyu in Turkey is believed to have been created around 
800 BCE (or much earlier) and was discovered in the 20th century. It is 18 stories deep, fitted 
with thousands of ventilation shafts and waterways supplying air and water to rooms at each 
level of the site. Capable of housing over 20,000 people it is connected to another underground 
city miles away called Kaymakli.7 
 There are all sorts of legends about subterranean passageways connecting the Giza 
pyramids to temples in Luxor. An ancient unknown civilization referred to as the Gizeh people is 
reputed to exist over 500 feet below the surface of the Giza Plateau.8 Some tunnels are said to 
connect Giza to other underground cities in Eastern Europe and the Balkans. 
 In the small village of Casal Paula in Malta, in 1902 workmen discovered a series of 
underground rooms now called The Maltese Caves. Legends say they contain passages 
connected to rooms as far away as the Catacombs of Rome.9 

 
6 Translated from the Timpone Grande and Campagno Orphic tablets 
7 https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Derinkuyu_underground_city 
8 https://thinkaboutit.site/underground/egypt-underground/ 
9 https://www.bibliotecapleyades.net/arqueologia/esp_malta02.htm 
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 The village of Liyobaa located in the province of Zapoteca in Mexico contains temples, 
several of which are subterranean, one of which is referred to as The Cavern of Death. Sealed off 
by the Mexican government, it is said to connect to miles of subterranean chambers. In South 
America an ancient system of underground cities is believed to extend throughout the Andes 
mountain range of Peru all the way to Lima and down to the Chilean border.10  
 Several underground cities are rumored to be located in or near the Himalayan 
mountains, including an underground system of caves near the Tibetan capital of Lhasa. 
 America is no stranger to rumors of subterranean civilizations either. 
 In 1885, the New York Times apparently ran a story about an ancient underground city 
found by coal miners in Moberly, Missouri.11  There are all sorts of reports of alien beings, 
reptilian and otherwise, inhabiting underground cities below the Superstition Mountains east of 
Phoenix.12 Vast underground complexes have been reported in California, Pennsylvania, Arizona, 
Arkansas and Utah. And, of course, in the Grand Canyon region, Hopi legends refer to ancient 
ancestors who lived underground, uncomfortably close to an even deeper underground complex 
inhabited by a lizard race.13 
 It was all definitely food for thought.  
 But strangely, as macabre as some of the material got, there was never any talk about evil 
per se. That, it seemed, was a topic best relegated to religion. About the only reference to evil 
that I ever ran across in my early years of spiritual study was the book The People of the Lie by 
the psychiatrist M. Scott Peck, Ph.D. In it he talked about the nature of evil and how it reveals 
itself through people. From what I recall, his foundational opinion was that it manifests as a 
conscious desire to inflict pain on others in order to receive pleasure from witnessing their 
suffering.   
 As a psychiatrist, he didn’t spend a lot of time placing evil in any sort of spiritual context, 
and I somehow failed to associate his insights with the possible presence of an advanced race of 
underground beings and their energetic cannibalism. I just filed the information away and never 
really thought about any of it again.  
 Until now.  
 

 
The Great Deceiver, the Slanderer, the Tempter, the Evil One, the Angel of the Bottomless Pit, 
the Father of Lies, the Great Enemy. Those are just a few common descriptors of the presence 
I'm talking about.  
 For the ancient Greeks it was the Archons—the rulers of Earth who were malevolent, 
sadistic beings controlling the thoughts, feelings and actions of humans. For Christians it’s Satan 
or the Devil, Belial or Beelzebub. For the Hebrews it’s Abaddon. In Islam it’s Iblis or 

 
10 https://ia801705.us.archive.org/35/items/brugger-karl-the-chronicle-of-akakor_202012/Brugger%20Karl%20-
%20The%20chronicle%20of%20Akakor.pdf 
11 https://www.ancientpages.com/2022/03/21/riddle-of-the-ancient-lost-city-beneath-missouri-a-puzzling-discovery/ 
12 https://www.bibliotecapleyades.net/sociopolitica/esp_sociopol_underground18b.htm 
13 https://www.bibliotecapleyades.net/branton/esp_offlimits_6a.htm 
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AshShaytān. Buddhism teaches that we are not inherently evil, but that we create evil because 
Mara—the demon who tempted Siddartha and who is “the personification of the forces 
antagonistic to enlightenment” is whispering in our ear. 

The Gnostic text Pistis Sophia calls the antimimon pneuma (evil principle) an illness that 
has attached itself to humankind. Because it does not have a physical form, this illness uses us as 
vehicles to manifest its desire, creating a physical reality to its liking. The Apocryphon of John 
calls it a “counterfeiting spirit” that numbs and toughens human hearts, closing us down, making 
us small and twisted like itself with the intention of eventually creating a prison-like reality that 
it can rule over forever.    

For the Hawaiian kahunas the presence of an evil malevolent force destructive to 
mankind is called the ‘e‘epa. For the Cree tribes in America the evil whisperer is wetiko. To the 
Algonquin tribes it’s windingo, a hunger-driven cannibal. For Chinese and Tibetan Buddhists, 
it’s the hungry ghosts of insatiable desire whipping us along the trail to self-destruction.  

According to the book Wetiko, by Paul Levy, Swiss psychiatrist Carl Jung called this 
deceiving force “antimimos, the imitator and evil principle” and equated it with the Antichrist. 
The Russian mystic philosopher George Gurdjieff called it “the machine.” Sri Aurobindo, an 
Indian philosopher and guru, termed it the Hostile Forces.14 Hollywood portrays these entities as 
vampires. Modern-day philosophers and science fiction writers often refer to these Forces as the 
mind parasites.  
 ... 

 
14 Wetiko: Healing the Mind Virus That Plagues Our World, Paul Levy, Inner Traditions, 2021 


