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We are each so much more than we can imagine. This true story brings you along on the
intimate path of spiritual initiation. It evokes Native American and Incan myths, and legends of
the lost continent of Lemuria. In Peru, the author discovers that an Andean shaman is her Soul's
twin flame. With the help of spirit guides and mystical visions, she brings ancient knowlege and
spiritual power to light. You will laugh and cry and learn.

As a bookstore owner for over 15 years, I have been asked to read scores of manuscripts and
newly published books. The "Eagle and the Condor: A True Story of an Unexpected Mystical
Journey" is one that has deeply touched and excited me. The author has three major elements in
her favor. First, as a clairvoyant and world traveler, by almost any standard, she leads a
fascinating life. Second, divine synchronicity seems to follow her around, dropping magical
events onto her path. Lastly, she is a gifted writer, who is able to communicate the mystical with
the humor and pathos of everyday life. Add the ingredients of a monastery high in the
Himalayas, a Sun Disc hidden near Lake Titicaca in the Andes, legends from the lost continent
of Lemuria, and a Peruvian shaman who she finds is her soul's Twin Flame, and you have the
foundation for a remarkable book. The fact that every word of it is true makes it such a
compelling read that you won't be able to put it down, and you'll be sad when you finally turn the
last page. This is a book that will rise to the top --Sharalynn A. RochaThe "Eagle and the
Condor" gives insight into the modern path of spiritual initiation, and beckons the reader to look
inside to embrace his or her own Soul greatness. The author is an accidental mystic, a
businesswoman, who finds herself part of the unfolding of an Incan prophecy that says when the
Eagle of the north and the Condor of the south fly together, there will be peace on Earth. Her
description of meeting her Twin Flame, an Andean shaman, is deeply authentic and illuminating.
Crowley is a master storyteller. You feel that you are on the trail with her in the Himalayas and the
Andes. It is one of those books that is hard to put down, because it touches you deeply on three
levels. First, it is a compelling, true story of mystical events, ancient wisdom, and adventure
travel. You can enjoy it simply for the pure fascination of the tale and the quality of the writing.
Second, helpful insights and nuggets of wisdom for spiritual growth emerge from nearly every
page. Finally, some of the meditations and details of the actual spiritual initiations are included
so that the reader can experience an energetic expansion in her own consciousness. The book
is a catalyst for spiritual growth. It is destined to become a word-of-mouth bestseller. --Karin
RosenbergYou are immediately engrossed in the true story of an American woman who, in her
world travels, gets surprised by unexplainable mystical experiences. While hiking through
Australia, she "sees" a Spirit Woman on the trail. In a meditation class in Sydney, she is
approached by a spirit named "White Eagle," who becomes her special guide. With a strong



sense of curiosity and the love of adventure, the author, Jonette Crowley, seems to attract the
extraordinary. A Native American elder shows up at her suburban Denver home to tell her of the
prophecy of the unification of the Eagle of the north with the Condor of South America. Weeks
later, she travels to Peru to discover other legends, one about a sacred Incan Sun Disc hidden in
a sacred monastery. With the help of an Andean shaman, whose name means "The Condor,"
she unexpectedly accesses sacred knowledge of the Incas and pre-Incan cultures. The real
power of this book, beyond the incredible and well-told journey, is that the author shares with the
reader the intimate, step-by-step knowledge and keys of ancient initiations that come to her. The
story and the story telling are superb. The fast pace and humor make it a book that people won't
want to put down. Crowley gives a human face to the mystical. The Eagle and the Condor
provides many spiritual answers, yet leaves the reader with a deep sense of wonder and the
sense that there are more mysteries than we will ever know. It will be among the classics in
spiritual and metaphysical books. --Jim Dunne --This text refers to the paperback edition.About
the AuthorJonette Crowley, MBA, Phi Beta Kappa, is a world traveler, adventurer, public speaker
and business/leadership consultant with the company she co-owns Enlightened Leadership
Solutions. She is founder of the Center for Creative Consciousness, an organization dedicated
to spiritual growth and education. She travels and teaches workshops around the world and
reaches thousands of people through regular audio and video webcasts. She inspires people to
climb with her to the top of Mt. Kilimanjaro, to the Everest Base Camp and along the Inca Trail,
always searching for hidden spiritual truths. --This text refers to the paperback edition.
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Praise for: The Eagle and the Condor“I love authentic stories of spirituality, and this one is
wrapped in incredible beauty in one of the most mystical settings on earth. It has a powerful
message that will leave your heart changed forever.”Glenda Green, author Love with out
End"The commitment to serving human kind and all that we are connected to, at the risk of
losing all things dear, including ones reputation, is clearly at the core of this woman's soul. Living
from that place has made her life an adventure from which we can all take inspiration."Lindsay
Wagner, actress“Just like the Celestine Prophecy and Conversations with God brought truths to
spiritual seekers, this book will open many doors on many more levels while reading the
incredible mystical journey of Jonette. Her pure heart and soul will touch and open the hearts of
many. Thank you!”Henriette Reineke, The Netherlands“A fascinating book on the enduring
mysteries of South America and the past. This is a book that will enthrall the traveler
and researcher alike.”David Hatcher Childress, authorLost Cities & Ancient Mysteries of South
America“I love it! It is mystical, beautiful, wonderful, emotional, true, and complete, and it
engages the reader. You have done some magnificent work.”Nancy Mitchell, California“I have
been reading it and can’t put it down. It has been transforming for me. I am absolutely drawn
spiritually and energetically to your words and works. To say it is fascinating would truly be
inaccurate, because it goes so much deeper than that. This is a great book, so well written,
entertaining and enlightening! You are doing a great work for consciousness. Thank you!”Linda
Hansen, Colorado“We are far greater than we allow ourselves to be! A masterpiece that bravely
leads by example and acts as a perfect mirror for those who dare to look at them selves in that
light…”Asena Gurs, Turkey“The Eagle and the Condor is fascinating, exciting, full of unexpected
twists and turns. It’s funny yet filled with wise messages.”Shahid Khatai, India“Jonette is a great
writer. The book encourages me to listen and trust my inner voices and to follow my heart. I was
extremely touched. I could laugh and I could cry.”Gabriela Contreras, Mexico“An amazing book!
It invites you to awaken your heart and illuminate your soul. You feel compelled to follow the
author on her quest to mystical places where physical reality intersects with spirit.”Nancy Prins
Bush, Colorado“Thank you for sharing your personal life story with all of us. I just love reading it
and learning. This book will be a real hit because you write as though you are talking to a friend;
you invite me in as though we are sharing a cup of tea or coffee together.”Deb Moe, Minnesota“I
devoured the book. I could have read and read and read… I’m fascinated! It’s incredible how it
felt like I could have lived this experience. You cannot imagine what this text means to me, it
shines the way I have to walk. My thanks to you is bottom less for having shared this. I love your
honesty, your messages and your laughter.”Anita Muetterken, Argentina“Your experiences are
truly very inspiring. The thread through out is that we are all so much more than we think we are,
and our growth depends on our willingness to accept the expansion and greatness of our
selves.”Toril Storoe, Norway“I really enjoyed reading your magical, inspiring adventures... I find
them exciting, impossible, and very real all at the same time. I appreciate how well you share the



altered state experiences, mixed with the mundane. You write beautifully, and what you have to
share is deeply moving and confirms the magic and mystery that is a part of all life. Thank you
for your courage.”Nancy Mayans, New York“Congratulations!! Your book is beautiful. I couldn’t
stop reading until I finished it. There were many passages that tears filled my eyes, I felt so
connected ... just beautiful. I was especially touched by the passages concerning your
relationship with your twin soul, Mallku. Your description is so real, so alive. I could be with you.
When you commanded the mountain, it echoed inside me. Thank you so much for this beautiful
book and for all you are.”Meggi Erman, Israel“I can’t believe you haven’t been writing books all
your life! It flows so beautifully that I was just mesmerized while I read. You have such an
amazing ability to weave your self so naturally into words. The book captures the mystical and
funny, god like and oh so human in such a way that the reader is actually along on every step. It
felt like I was sitting with my best friends, laughing and sharing our hearts. I was able to walk your
journey with you in another reality.”Susan Nakhleh, Louisiana“I feel very strong for the energies
in the book and especially for the power of the ‘Spirit of the Water.’ It gives me help in finding my
own flow rather than focusing on events.”Ralph Johnson, Sweden“What an amazing story and
experience. I felt as if I was there experiencing it with you. Once I started reading it, I couldn’t
stop. This is highly unusual for me. Much of what you said, I could relate to in one way or another.
I shared your story with a group of my spiritual family here in Chicago. Thank you so much for
helping us to see even more possibilities.”Janelle Brittain, IllinoisThe Eagle and the CondorA
True Story of anUnexpected Mystical JourneyJonette CrowleyCopyright © 2007 by Jonette
CrowleyCopyright Ó 2007 Jonette Crowley. All rights reserved. Up to 250 words from this book
may be quoted or reprinted with out permission, with proper credit given to Jonette Crowley—
The Eagle and the Condor. Do not reproduce by any mechanical, photographic or electronic
process.Published by StoneTree Publishing5380 S. Monaco St., Suite 110Greenwood Village,
Colorado 80111Voice: (303) 689-9318Fax: (303) 689-7666Printed in the United States of
AmericaLibrary of Congress Control Number: 2006930597Crowley, JonetteThe eagle and the
condor/by Jonette CrowleyIncludes bibliographical references and indexFirst EditionPublisher’s
Cataloging-in-Publication(Provided by Quality Books, Inc.)Crowley, Jonette.The eagle and the
condor : a true story of anunexpected mystical journey / Jonette Crowley.p. cm.Includes
bibliographical references and index.1. Crowley, Jonette. 2. Spiritualists—Biography.3.
Channeling (Spiritualism) 4. Self-realization.5. Spiritual life—New Age movement. 6.
Spiritualbiography. I. Title.BF1283.C88A3 2006 133.9’092QBI06-600258Cover photo Machu
Picchu by Marlene TuttleCondor by Image@www.roughwood.net used by per mis sionBack
cover photo Mallku Arévelo by Erin CrowleyCover design by Corey Fowler, Daniel Yaeger, and
Jim BisakowskiBook design & layout by Desktop Publishing Ltd.Edited by Michael Cowger and
Helenita ZieglerDedicated to the memory of:H. Louette CrowleyJohn R. CrowleySuzanne L.
BurchFor their love and wisdom“In your longing for your giant self lies your goodness, and that
longing is in all of you.”Kahlil Gibran, The Prophet“Incremental learning, knowledge that merely
expands on what you’ve always believed, is nothing compared to knowledge whose very



presence renders meaningless all previous ideas.”Jonette CrowleyAcknowledgmentsWriting a
book is a team sport. For me, an extreme extrovert, it had to be. First, my gratitude goes to family
and friends who supported me in my explorations of—every thing. There would be no adventure
in this story with out my fellow travelers and trekkers, first in Australia, then the Himalayas, and
finally in the Peruvian Andes. Thank you for going with me to the ends of the Earth.From the very
beginning of this writing project, I dragged various girl friends to our condo in the Colorado
Rockies to help me edit, and—when my wrists hurt from the keyboard—to type. My deepest
thanks go out to Becca Oldt, Deborah Bergman, Gloria Barschdorf, Marlene Tuttle, and Amara
Whitney for your hard work, insightful suggestions, and most of all for your friendship. Family
helped too. My beloved husband, Ed Oakley, who is also an author, supported, proofread and
was a great help in all the publishing decisions. My sister, Erin Crowley, was a thorough and
thoughtful editor, and sister Maureen Rodwin helped with her comment, “Jonette that section is
just too weird for normal readers.” My niece, Kelly Crowley, typed and edited without slipping any
smart aleck comments into the manuscript. Amy Mac Donald was great at making out my
scribbles. Dear friends read the manuscript at different stages, always improving it significantly:
Jarla Ahlers, Nancy Mitchell, Brad Johnson, Berdine and Muriel de Visser, Yolanda Groeneveld,
Vicki Staudte and so many more. Countless others from all over the world read it and sent me
encouragement and endorsements. I am grateful for the advice of best-selling author James
Redfield, “Take your time, and don’t send it out until it’s perfect.”For professional editing, I relied
on the expertise of Michael Cowger and Helenita Ziegler. Reya Ingle helped with
final proofreading. For help in so many details, I am grateful to Dave Gordon in my office, a man
of many talents. An especially huge hug goes to Ginny Hill, who worked tirelessly the last few
months to edit, type, coordinate, make decisions and pull together the hundreds of details that
go into getting a book out.My greatest gratitude goes to all of you who read this book and allow it
into your hearts. By reading, by learning, by growing, and by loving more fully we make this
wonderful world an even better place. Thank you.IntroductionIf I had known I was supposed to
write a book, I would have taken some notes.So went the dialogue with my inner voice that
insisted I write a book about my spiritual adventures in the Andes. I was back home from South
America for just two days, and writing a book was nowhere on my to do list. What you’re reading
is proof that the inner voice prevailed.I’m an accidental mystic, a normal person with
extraordinary curiosity. I’m a wife, a sister, a business woman who has stumbled along a path of
spiritual awakening, discovering truths that are clamoring to be released from the mostly
inaccessible vaults of ancient mysticism. While this is a very personal story, every paragraph
urges you to consider, what is your story? Trust your truth. Your story, your destiny is unfolding in
the subtle play and patterns of synchronicity, of insights discounted then discarded, and of little
scraps of truth that whisper just below the surface of what you think is your ordinary life. There is
no ordinary life. You aren’t ordinary! You may discover that there is a bigger pattern and a
purpose in your life if you look closely. When I wanted to back off from some aspect of this story
for fear of what others would think of me, I remembered my commitment to being a leader. As far



as I can tell, there is no other way to lead than by example. I hope this story entertains you,
makes you laugh and cry, challenges you, and awakens you.The meditations, ceremonies, and
spiritual initiations included here can carry you along into the energies and wisdom of ancient
mysteries. They are a gift of light to you.Jonette CrowleyDenver, ColoradoIf you wish to order the
Eagle and the Condor Companion Meditations and Spiritual Initiations Audio Set, which
contains the meditations and ceremonies as they were recorded live in Nepal and Peru, go to or
or phone (303) 689-9318. The set is avail able on CD, audio tape, or as digital down loads.1An
Incan ProphecyAn ancient prophecy, shared by indigenous people through out the Americas,
says when the Eagle of North America and the Condor of South America unite, the spirit of
peace will awaken on Earth. After waiting for millennia, many native peoples believe the time is
now.It’s the morning of December 21, 2004, and I sit in the front car of the tourist train passing
through Peru’s Sacred Valley to Machu Picchu. The train’s horn sounds a warning to a dozen
hard-hatted men laboring to clear fallen boulders from the right-of-way. Gashes from too much
rain punctuate steep hills of cactus, bougainvillea, and a place where some one has planted
calla lilies. From the window, I gaze across the Urubamba River. The Inca Trail, which I had hiked
just four months earlier, cuts into the hills that are beginning to turn green from seasonal rains.
Stone terraces built long ago, still in use by native farmers, ascend from remnants of an Incan
bridge. As we approach the jungle near Machu Picchu, the eucalyptus forests—leaves dripping
muted green—give way to rich, native cascades of vegetation. I just left Mallku and now travel
alone, one of many day-packed tourists on the train to Aguas Calientes, the town at the foot of
Machu Picchu. Is it only four months ago since I was here? This time is differ ent. I am not
leading a group, and today is the summer solstice in the southern hemisphere—the second
most important day of the Incan calendar.What does the prophecy of the Eagle and the Condor
really mean? Is it only a myth? If the time is now, how will we know? What about the legend of
the golden Sun Disc of the Incas—did it originally come from the lost continent of Lemuria? Is it
hidden in Peru’s Lake Titicaca as some believe? What does this all mean for us today? More
over, what can these ancient legends possibly have to do with me? Now I know that we are
deeply woven into ancient myths—an intrinsic part of prophecies and their fulfillment. Yet we
hurtle through life, oblivious to the greater vision we are creating, until the pieces finally come
together. The journey that today ends at Machu Picchu has taken me more than twenty years of
traveling across Australia, Africa, Nepal and finally South America. In hind sight, I can see the
pieces, like shards of stained glass form into an incredible picture, the Eagle and the Condor
prophecy only a part of it.2An Otherwise Normal LifeFor the first thirty years of my life, voices
didn’t pop into my head and I had no unusual visions. At the age of twelve, my second sight
consisted of my dressing up like a gypsy and pretending to tell fortunes to neighborhood kids
using a pack of playing cards. Growing up in suburban Denver, the eldest of a large, Catholic
family, I went through all the phases typical of a young girl deciding her destiny. In second grade I
wanted to be a nun; in fourth grade a missionary; by sixth grade a teacher. Excelling in school
and altruistic by nature, I settled on being a pediatrician. Of course, I would become none of



these. During those years at home, we went to Mass every Sunday and Confession after Mom
reminded us how mean we were to our siblings. Like all good Catholic children, we had contests
to see who could recite ten Hail Marys the fastest. Then, in eighth grade, I took a radical turn
from the church’s teachings. Virginia Tighe, a mother of one of the students in my junior high
class, came to our school to tell us about her past life experience. Several years before, during
clinical hypnosis, Mrs. Tighe began speaking in an authentic Irish brogue, providing verifiable
facts about the life she had lived in Ireland as a girl named Bridey Murphy. The book, The Search
for Bridey Murphy,1 written about her case, became one of the first popular works that provided
evidence that we have lived other lives in the past.Once I heard this fantastic story, it was easy to
become a believer in past lives. I began to doubt much of what I hadlearned in Catechism. I
questioned, “Why don’t Catholics believe in past lives? Why do you have to be Catholic to go
to heaven?” Mom prayed for me and asked me to talk with a priest about my many doubts. I did,
but his answers didn’t sway me. When I went to college and was away from home, I stopped
going to church. What could be better? I attended the University of Colorado in Boulder in the
1970s—hippies, drugs, campus streaking, Transcendental Meditation. Yet as a straight arrow, I
steered clear of the first three and couldn’t afford the fee to learn TM. There were always
philosophy courses, classes in comparative religion and thought-provoking books to quench my
growing curiosity about the spiritual world. Mostly, I spent my college days in the library,
organizing sorority parties and campus events, or getting involved in national politics. When my
plan to be a doctor was dashed by my inability to learn calculus, I picked Environmental
Conservation as a major. It allowed me to take all the science and economics courses I enjoyed,
while still believing I could save the world. After graduation, my dream of making a difference
began with a move to Washington D.C. to work as an intern in the U.S. House of
Representatives. Even in the idealistic seventies, an environmental major wasn’t the meal ticket I
had hoped it would be. So after a summer of politics, I enrolled at the University of Missouri
to get an MBA. From there, every thing progressed quite logically on a fast track. My first job was
with Andersen Consulting. My next job—I was twenty-five—was as the national Executive
Director of the sorority I had pledged in college. I loved every day of it—the work and the women.
I enjoyed the challenge of running a multi-million dollar organization—that is, until the day the
board of directors fired me. My youthful idealism, not yet tempered by business experience or
organizational savvy caused me to push for change too quickly. “Jonette, you are much more
suited for the business world, not a non-profit,” was the summation of the president at my
dismissal. Heartbroken from my first career failure, I plotted an escape. “Let’s hitchhike around
New Zealand and Australia,” I excitedly suggested to Mary Fran, my traveling buddy from
college. Waving good bye to worried parents, we donned our over stuffed back packs, and within
days were standing on the side of a road north of Auckland, our thumbs out to catch a ride. For
over six months, we camped, hiked, slept in train stations and youth hostels, and discovered the
joys of young sojourners in friendly, English speaking lands. Sydney, with its breathtaking harbor
and waterways, famed Opera House and sparkling weather was a jewel we saved for the end of



our journey. Standing in the summer sun on the main plaza, my heart was filled with the city’s
gleaming beauty. “I could live here!” “Be careful what you ask for,” says the old adage. How could
I have known that the Universe had heard my off-hand request? After picking up our mail at the
general post office, we found a trendy pub for a Friday evening brew and to meet a friend-of-a-
friend—a business man. This was our last night in Australia so Mary Fran and I celebrated.
David, the businessman, asked me, “What do you do for a living?” Since hitchhiking couldn’t
possibly be the correct answer, I puffed myself up to reply, “I have an MBA and was a
management consultant.”“Hmm,” he considered, “I need some one to help run my
companies.”Another beer, some in-depth discussion—as in-depth as you can get in a popular
pub on a Friday after work, and I had myself a job interview. The only trouble was that the
interview would have to be in the U.S. since I was flying home the next day. I must have made a
good impression because I was back in Colorado only a week when David called to arrange an
interview in Los Angeles. Have you ever noticed that when the Universe is serious about
granting your wish, nothing can stop it? Within a month, job contract and work visa in hand, I
returned to Australia to live. Slowly, I made friends in the world Down Under. I worked for David
for a year, obtained permanent residency and then moved into the field of soft ware consulting. I
was single, a yuppie in one of the world’s most magnificent cities, sharing a flat on Sydney
Harbor. It seemed that I had found my niche.Your Path Is Made by WalkingWith the freedom of
the outdoors singing in my blood, I got away whenever possible with friends to back pack and
camp in the New South Wales wilderness. Once, we were lucky to spot a koala. Another time we
saw a herd of wild horses, “brumbies” as the Australians call them, grazing near our tent. I never
would have imagined that the end to my otherwise normal life would have occurred on one of
those camping trips. Something so strange and other worldly happened that its significance only
became clear twenty years later when I hiked the Inca Trail. Our trek that Easter weekend was to
the Blue Gum Forest in the mountains west of Sydney. Here, vast stands of eucalyptus, or gum
trees, grew so straight and tall that the earliest settlers logged most of them to become masts for
sailing ships. However, this particular forest was too far inland for the ship builders of 200 years
ago, so the trees stood elegant and sacred. They are called blue gums because their papery
bark is so bright white as to actually shine with a blue tint. The midday sun dappled through the
dancing, fragrant leaves, down onto tall grasses on the open forest floor. I was in a reverie hiking
in front of a group of my friends. As I tramped peacefully along the trail, another, more ethereal
world appeared beside me, much like a split screen television. I found myself simultaneously
inhabiting my ordinary reality and a mystical, nonphysical realm. It was as if there were two of me
—a physical Jonette and an etheric replica. In that other dimension, an apparition of a beautiful
woman with long, straight hair, dressed in white, sat on a rock in a clearing. Her hair was white
but her face was not of an old woman. Everything about her was magnificently luminous.
Telepathically, she beckoned my etheric self to walk toward her and set my pack down so I could
rest. Her angelic gaze lovingly filled me. After several minutes of soul connection, the Spirit
Woman indicated that it was time for my ethereal double to continue. I understood that I was to



keep on walking through the other worldly forest. With her thoughts, she communicated that my
non-physical self was to leave my backpack—also etheric—with her. Spirit world or not, I was
miffed at the idea of leaving my pack behind. “After all,” I thought, “I’m already traveling light. My
tent, my stove, my food are pared down to the very basics.” It was clear I couldn’t win a telepathic
argument with the Spirit Woman in white, so I reluctantly agreed in the invisible world to walk on
with nothing. Yet, I tried to negotiate with her, “Since you won’t let me take my back pack with
me, can you at least tell me which way I should go?” I could see no paths or markers in this other-
dimensional forest.In her gentle way she indicated, No deal. She would not tell me which way to
start out; only that it was time for me to leave. She spoke into my mind, Your path is made by
walking.I wasn’t pleased to be told by a spirit being that I could take nothing with me and that I
would have no one or no path to follow. Yet in that other, simultaneous dimension, I followed the
Spirit Woman’s bidding. My spirit self left my etheric possessions with her in the mystical
meadow, striking off into the woods with out a path, in a direction of my choosing. Even today,
my main complaint, as a spiritual explorer, is that most of my knowledge comes from inner
guidance. Some times it would be easier to follow a guru or teacher; to have some one else tell
me what to do. Maybe the woman in white was showing me that each of us must discover our
own way and walk our path with confidence. On the other hand, perhaps this was a personal
spiritual test and that my agreement to continue unencumbered and follow no known path has
made all the difference in my life.After a few minutes, the luminous Spirit Woman and her ethe
real world disappeared. I continued hiking in the normal physical reality, still carrying my physical
backpack. Since then, I’ve often wondered, “Who was she?” She was certainly angelic, but she
wasn’t an angel. The answer to my persistent question would have to wait until I arrived in the
Andes, more than two decades later. This was the first time, but it wouldn’t be the last that I had
Spirit enter my otherwise normal life. For the time being, I kept the incident to myself. My hiking
friends were mostly business associates who probably wouldn’t understand that while I trekked
in front of them, I was participating in mystical communications with an invisible woman.3White
EagleLike most of us, I’ve come a long way to understand the things I now believe. When the
incident in the Blue Gum Forest occurred, my spiritual explorations had consisted of a couple of
visits to psychics and reading Carlos Castaneda’s early books. I had always wanted to meditate,
but never took the time to learn. In the 1980s there was a popular, personal growth course in
Sydney called “Self Transformation,” which included a segment on meditation. Since my friends
were all going, I signed up too. At the introduction, the facilitator told us we would be learning the
fundamentals of an easy mantra technique for meditating. She explained, “By the end of the
class you will learn to meditate with a crystal on your forehead or third- eye.” I didn’t hear any
thing else she said because my mind catapulted to this crystal-on-my-fore head idea. “Crys tal?
Does that mean Waterford?” In my naiveté, I pictured myself holding a wine goblet or a glass
vase to my head. This was all going to be very interesting. I glanced around at the hundred or so
people in the audience. They didn’t seem to be struggling with the notion of holding a glass to
their fore heads to meditate. They all looked normal. Besides, it was too late to get my money



back. Learning to meditate was the single greatest gift I have ever given myself. Much as reading
is the basic skill that allows us to know our world, meditation is the tool that enables access to so
much more. Meditation helps you become more of who you already are. By the end of the
course, I had purchased a clear, quartz crystal to hold when I meditated. I had come a long way
already! Twenty years later, I can casually discuss other dimensions, parallel realities, the lost
continent of Lemuria, and twin flames—ideas that I might have condemned as crazy back when
I lived in Australia. While my beliefs might now be somewhat out of the main stream, each step
I’ve taken has been fully supported by the previous one. My own experiences have stretched my
belief systems, yet no single step seemed flawed.I committed myself to the practice of
meditation with the words of our instructor ringing through my ears. “Meditation is the practice of
sitting quietly; it’s not about what you get. Only meditating teaches meditation.” My favorite
explanation was, “Prayer is talking to God. Meditation is listening to the answer.” I wasn’t very
good at it; usually I spent the allotted twenty minutes thinking about my shopping list, planning
work projects or nodding off.Because I found it was easier to stay awake if I meditated in a
group, a friend suggested I attend a weekly class at a Spiritualist Church in a Sydney suburb.
The basis of the Spiritualist move ment is the belief that spirits can communicate with us. To me,
it was a whole new world. Yet, growing up in a Catholic family, we did pray to saints; and in
college, I did believe the ghost stories friends shared in front of the fire place at the Chi Psi
fraternity. By expanding my normal frame of reference, I could entertain the idea of mediums, or
channels as they are called. Thirty people came to the orientation for classes at the Spiritualist
Church in Enmore, a working class suburb of Sydney. It was 1985. As we sat in a circle of chairs
with our eyes closed, the instructors used their intuitive abilities to choose which students should
be in the beginning classes and which could join the on-going, advanced group. Since my
purpose for being there was remedial meditation only, I was astonished to be one of the four
people to be tapped for the advanced class! The psychic instructors apparently saw something
hidden in me that indicated I was ready for advanced spiritual work. That weekly group had met
together for more than a year, learning skills in psychic readings, clairvoyance and channeling
spirit guides. I felt out of my league in every way. During the second class, I was so surprised by
what happened that I later admitted to a friend, “This meditation thing is really powerful!” I was
sitting in silence with my eyes closed as Marcia, the instructor, led an opening prayer. I barely
followed Marcia’s invocation because an inner vision of a pretty, Asian woman was impressed
sharply on my mind’s eye. I was frustrated because I couldn’t get her out of my vision and
couldn’t figure out who she was. This was just the kind of distraction that made me such a poor
mediator in the first place. As I struggled to get my thoughts clear, I heard the class room door
open and Marcia say, “Hi, glad you made it. We’ve already started.” The new comer apologized
for being late. It was her first time to join our class. When I opened my eyes to see who had just
arrived, I was amazed to see that it was the woman whose face I had envisioned so prominently
just minutes before! In another class at the Spiritualist Church, Marcia came up to me while I
strived to meditate. “Hello friend,” she said, speaking to a spirit that she could ‘see’ with me. I felt



nothing. Marcia continued to address the being, “Welcome. What is your name?” I still felt
nothing. However, in the spirit of ‘nothing ventured, nothing gained,’ I opened my mouth to see
what would come out. My name is Melissa. I’ve come to bring you flowers, I answered in a child
like voice. That was it. Two emotions swept through me. One was excitement that I had
successfully channeled, and the second was disappointment that I channeled some little girl
and not great wisdom and deep truth. I didn’t allow myself to channel in class again and for the
most part forgot about it. Several months later while meditating in that same group, I saw in my
inner vision a Native American Indian chief dressed in white, ceremonial regalia. Marcia’s spirit
guide was an Indian so I hoped this fellow was my guide. I began to try to guess his name,
“White Cloud? White Feather?” I must have been off base, so he made it easy for me. The inner
vision of the Indian trans formed into a huge, white bird—an eagle. I knew he was telling me his
name was “White Eagle.” As quickly as it came, the vision dissolved. Thinking it unimportant, I
didn’t mention the experience to anyone. A month or so after the episode with White Eagle, one
of my friends in the meditation group presented me with a small book. Unwrapping it, I was
shocked by the title and the hair stood up on the back of my neck: The Quiet Mind: Sayings
of White Eagle.2“How can this be?” I thought to myself. I had never heard of White Eagle. No one
knew about my vision of the Native American. This was too much for my analytical mind to
accept. Frankly, I thought it was creepy! Quickly I perused the little book, long enough to
discover that White Eagle was an evolved being who had been a Native American. From the
‘other side,’ he was a spirit guide channeled by Grace Cooke, an English woman.3 It was too
weird, too much of a coincidence. I packed the book away and didn’t pick it up again for a year. I
wasn’t prepared to ask the bigger question, “Why did White Eagle come to me?” It seemed that I
was stumbling onto a spiritual path. Or was I being pushed, in spite of myself?Despite my
ignorance, the die had been cast. Now I knew who White Eagle was, and although invisible, he
was very real to me. After his first appearance in my mind, I never again saw White Eagle as an
Indian or an eagle—but experience him only as an essence of golden light. In the two decades
since we’ve met, I’ve learned that White Eagle has been a spirit guide to hundreds of people
around the world. Spirit guides are often North American Indians—which seemed strange to me
since he first came to me in Australia.Sojourn Through AfricaAfter living in Sydney from 1981 to
1986, my traveling feet got itchy again. An Aussie friend, Jan Roberts, and I quit our high-tech
jobs to take a year off from work. We joined an overland camping expedition traveling for six
months through fifteen countries in Africa. To entertain myself in the evenings around the camp
fire, I brought along a deck of Tarot cards and a how-to book for under standing the symbols.
Practicing on my fellow travelers, I soon found my words were more accurate when I ignored the
book and just used the Tarot cards to trigger thoughts. As we floated on a banged-up barge
down the Congo River for three days, I read Tarot cards for the African traders and the ship’s
captain and his wife. Raymond, one of our fellow overlanders, translated my words into French,
the main language of commerce in central and western Africa. The cards became a
conversation starter that enabled me to connect with the local people. In Algeria, I was invited



into a home to do a reading for a traditional Moslem mother and wife. Never once did I consider
my ability to sense things about people as anything more than coincidence. We traveled slowly
in a canvas-covered truck from Nairobi, Kenya to London, England. Through out the months on
the road, I did my best to meditate. I assumed White Eagle was my personal spirit guide
because I often experienced warm, loving feelings that I associated with his presence.A Very
Short MarriageAfter so many months living out of a back pack, at age thirty-three, I returned to
Mom and Dad in Colorado. I was ready for a home of my own and a permanent relationship…
and I needed a job. John was a friend from my college days. We dated briefly when he
vacationed in Sydney in 1981, but with an ocean between us, the relationship languished. Once
I was back in the States, our romance blossomed. In August 1988, a year after I left Africa, John
and I were married. I moved to his home in southern California and landed a great job as a
consulting manager for a prestigious soft ware company. It all should have been
wonderful. Wrong. My first night as a wife in my new home I slept on the couch. When we
couldn’t agree on house hold decisions, John told me, “I’m the boss. I need to make all our
decisions… with your input of course.” I lay in bed for a day, not knowing how to move if I couldn’t
make my own choices. Within two weeks of our honeymoon, we were in counseling. The person
I had always been rapidly crumbled as I tried to keep the marriage together. I had waited so long
to get married and now I was failing miserably. “Why did he marry me, of all people, if he needed
a subservient wife?” I asked myself endlessly.The therapist helped me see that the better
question was, “Why did I think I needed to marry him?” I was ashamed of the answer. In my
eagerness to be married, I was blind to the warning signals of unwinnable personality
conflicts. Defeated in every way, I moved out in January. My heart and soul were bruised and
battered. I was always petite, but now I didn’t feel like eating. My weight dropped to 100 pounds. I
cried constantly. A health condition that lingered from my African travels worsened, causing my
short-term memory to fail. I was constantly tired. I couldn’t grasp concepts or think as quickly as
before. Divorced before the thank-you cards for the wedding gifts had been written, I was now
too sick to hold my new job. I needed a sabbatical from life. I was in the void, that place in which
the old way of life has crumbled and the new is waiting to be born. For many, the void, or
emptying out of life’s previous structures, happens as a result of major spiritual epiphanies. For
me, the void preceded my rapid spiritual awakening and it paved the way for new ways of
thinking and being.White Eagle SpeaksThere is a Zen saying, “When the student is ready, the
teacher appears.” That was what happened to me after my marriage fell apart. Synchronistically,
a flyer came in the mail from Sanaya Roman and Duane Packer, successful authors who offered
a weekend work shop called “Being a Writer.”4 The thought came, “A writer? Yes! I can turn my
African journal into a novel!” I quit my job and hopped on a plane to San Francisco for the
seminar, eager to begin my new life as a writer.In the work shop, we were asked to visualize a
symbol for our writing project, some thing we could use to empower our work. Because my book
was to be based on my camping expedition through Africa, I expected to envision a pygmy or an
elephant. Instead, a gigantic crystal that emanated light appeared in my mind. It felt grand,



lofty… meta physical. “How can a towering, radiant crystal have any thing to do with me?” I
asked myself, bewildered. The next surprise of the seminar came when we were to connect with
our inner writer. I expected words to flow forth on how to organize the Africa book. Instead, I said
these words aloud: This is White Eagle. The book you will write is a gift of light.“Who invited
him?!” I asked myself. He had never popped in unexpectedly before, and I hadn’t channeled
since that day in our meditation group in Sydney four years earlier. “He must have the wrong
person,” I thought. After all, it was the darkest time of my life. Nothing was going right, and I
certainly didn’t feel the least bit light! Yet, some where in that vision of the crystal and the words
of White Eagle, I felt the truth behind his message. Shortly after the writer’s workshop, I relocated
to Vail, Colorado, to live with my sister Erin who was man aging a ski lodge. It was an enchanting
place to heal, both physically and emotionally. On a gloriously clear autumn day, for which the
Rockies are famous, I started to hike up the mountain behind the Vail high school. Evergreens
and the spicy fragrance of fallen aspen leaves scented the cool, high altitude air. The trailhead,
rutted and muddy in spots from the previous night’s thunder shower, required careful navigation.
I saw the outline of boot prints made by a hiker in the past few days. Then some fresh paw prints
caught my attention. “A big animal,” I thought. Immediately that part of my mind that always
knows the truth sent out the single message: Bear. However, my logical mind refused to consider
the possibility of a bear and countered with its own thought: “This is the print of a very big dog.”
Without a second thought, I chose to believe the big dog theory and continued on the gently
climbing path. For another half hour I hiked in an exalted, safe reality, breathing in the aroma of
the mountains. My comfortable world, where only friendly dogs make large paw prints, consoled
me. Until, on the trail ahead of me, standing on hind legs, looming ominously was: The Bear!
How could I dare to be shocked? The bear left a clear print to announce his presence on the
trail. How could I choose to believe my mind’s invention over what the intuitive part of me knew to
be true? It wasn’t the first or the last time I had convinced myself that some sign on the path
couldn’t possibly be what I knew it to be. I constructed logical but erroneous explanations to
avoid considering the implications of one truth or another. Since that morning, the sign on the
path has never again been a bear, but it has often been some other, larger truth that I was not yet
ready to see. On the trail, I made a loud racket so I wouldn’t surprise the bear and quickly turned
back down hill. Suddenly, a latté seemed more desirable than a hike. A few weeks later, as I sat
alone in my sister’s living room, a surge of energy swept through me: White Eagle. Excited, I
found myself standing and speaking as if I was addressing hundreds of people. I grabbed a tape
recorder and began to channel: This is White Eagle. You on Earth are standing on the threshold
of a great and beautiful emergence. It will eclipse anything that has occurred before. The
Renaissance and the Period of Enlightenment in your history are nothing compared to the power
that is waiting to be born in your life time. So much is happening and it is at your feet. You who
are listening are the activators. You are the people whose minds are open to a new dawn. I bow
to you. More than at any time before, the future is in your hands. I am here to tell you that your
hands are capable. Each of you has a unique set of talents, skills and experiences so that you



are the perfect holder of these dreams. You will take the essence of dreams and mold them into
form. My friends, you are not just doing the ground work, because the seeds have already been
planted. The sense of immediacy is so strong. Great things are happening. Listen to your hearts.
Each of you has a different part to play and your message is sounding in your soul. The light is
so powerful. I honor you deeply as spiritual brothers and sisters. You are more than caretakers
on this Earth. You are life givers. Go now, listen to your hearts, and give back life. Thank you.I felt
unsettled by the fact that White Eagle had so much to say and seemed to be speaking to so
many people. Nevertheless, I quickly began to understand; I was supposed to take White Eagle
public! My first spiritual partnership was born. In the beginning, I practiced by doing channeled
readings for friends. They asked questions and White Eagle astounded us with clear and
accurate answers. Later, I experimented and found that the readings worked as well on the
phone as in person. One day in 1989, I received an invitation from Sanaya Roman and Duane
Packer to participate in their first series of classes: Awakening Your Light Body. It sounded
intriguing—get your self to a higher vibration, make breakthroughs in your emotional and mental
bodies, become more connected to your soul… All of those things I certainly needed right then. I
was stuck in a deep, black hole. However, my rational self argued, “Don’t be silly, Jonette. Why
awaken something that you didn’t even know was asleep? Besides, how can you possibly afford
to fly to California for three weekends, stay in hotels, and pay for the seminar series?” I couldn’t.
The rational side had won—for now.The idea just wouldn’t let go of me. In a fit of exasperation, I
reread the invitation packet and asked White Eagle if it was something that I should attend. It is
one of the most important things that you can possibly do, came his answer. “Then how will I pay
for it?” My rational side was in an argumentative mood. With your engagement ring, was White
Eagle’s reply. So I sold my diamond and signed up for the course that would change my life. My
brother bought the diamond and thought fully replaced the stone with a cubic zirconium so no
one would know the difference. The series for wakening Your Light Body was three, four-day
weekends of meditation and energy processes. After about 80% of them, I could remember
nothing. People talked about incredible journeys—I fell asleep. Still, something seemed to have
shifted, or opened up. The hurt and pain in my life began to dissolve. The dark hole got lighter. I
felt more content. I worked with the tapes of the class between workshops, again, sleeping
through most of them. Yet strangers commented on the calmness around me. Acquaintances
told me that I looked radiant. Something magical was clearly happening.Looking back at that
period, I’m amazed at my blind faith. I was fortunate to have friends, David and Carol Shouldice,
who were much more knowledgeable than I was about the world of spirit guides and channeling.
They supported me in every way. Carol and I organized my first public event with White Eagle.
We rented a meeting room, posted fliers, and I began the transition to my calling as a channel.
The entire time part of me thought I must be crazy. Here I was—an MBA, a Phi Beta Kappa, a
consulting manager, previously a Catholic, and now I presumed to speak on behalf of a wise,
dead Indian. “How can I explain this to my family, not to mention my sorority sisters?!” My Mother
wasn’t so sure about this shift in my career pursuits, since all of this was out side her normal



paradigm. One day while she sat in the family room at her sewing machine, I explained to her my
interest in channeling. She asked the question that I’ve been asked many times since, “How do
you know this isn’t from the devil?” “Let me read you something from White Eagle,” I answered.
After reading to her the graceful, beautiful, channeled words that I had recorded and transcribed,
I asked Mom “Does this sound like words of the devil? Have I ever said anything that sounded so
sweet or holy? Does it sound like me?” “No,” she admitted readily.I paraphrased a quote from the
Bible, “You shall know it by its fruit.” We both agreed that the words and ideas I was bringing
through were good and kind, not devilish. Mom, out of her incredible love and open-mindedness
expanded her traditional religious beliefs to accept, respect and eventually support my foray into
the spiritual world. That day, I made a deal with her: “I will stop channeling immediately if any
thing ever comes out of my mouth that isn’t uplifting, high and holy.” Laughingly I added, “And
you can disown me if I change my name or start a religion.”4MarkI've always been a practical
person. I was filled with questions about how channeling and the belief in an unseen world fit into
modern physics. After reading every book I could find to decipher the relationship between the
worlds of spirit and matter, I wasn’t any closer to understanding. Therefore, I peppered White
Eagle with questions about the nature of reality. Evidently, he didn’t think he was the best guide
for the job, so he brought in Mark. On a Colorado midsummer’s evening in 1989, I sat with my
friends Carol and David practicing my new skill of channeling. Unexpectedly, I found myself
slipping through a tiny tear in the fabric of consciousness. Little did I realize that this crack would
open to create a path that many would explore in the following decades. Suddenly a vast and
over powering presence engulfed me. “This is not White Eagle,” I thought, as I tried to hold onto
my equilibrium. My heart raced. I was on fire with an inner heat. I felt weak, shaky and scared.
With great difficulty, I opened my mouth. A new and powerful entity spoke: I am Mark. I have
traveled a great distance in terms of energy. I come to bridge a gap between dimensions
unknown. My world is on the other side of time, the other side of matter as you know it. I have
come to birth new ideas. I have come in response to the thought requests of the world. I am a
teacher and a student of the cosmos.That was it. The entity who called him self Mark was gone. I
could no longer hold on to the immense force field of energy. White Eagle returned to pull me
together and share his insights on what had just happened. I channeled this explanation:You
must begin awakening to different realities in order to activate the expansion of consciousness
that will allow you to know God. The ultimate goal of Mark’s work with you is to help man kind
evolve to states of harmony, oneness, and the creative, infinite energy that you call God.White
Eagle went on to explain that this work would not merely be an intellectual endeavor but
experiential:The experiences will be powerful. Imagine having a tremendous, mystical encounter
in which you feel joy, bliss, oneness and harmony beyond description. When you come back
from that, you will know that a supreme change has taken place. Though you may discount the
experience with your words and logic, you are not the same person and cannot be.This all
sounded as if I had volunteered for some cutting-edge consciousness work, and although I felt
apprehensive, I was ready to pursue it. I later asked Mark, “Why me?”Two reasons, he said into



my mind. First, because you are naïve; you don’t have rigid belief systems, dogma, or a lot of
preconceived notions on how the world should work. Second, you are willing to teach what you
don’t know.That second part, teaching what I don’t know was very difficult for me. It was
uncomfortable to allow myself to channel about things I didn’t fully understand, yet I chose to
trust what was coming through. I was, and continue to be, a conscious channel, which means I
am fully aware and actively partner with Mark and White Eagle to find the right words to
speak. Mark asked me to channel him every Tuesday evening with David and Carol assisting me
to hold the tremendous spiritual energies. I hated Tuesdays. I’ve always been proud of my ability
to articulate my thoughts, and I’ve always agreed with what came out of my mouth. Suddenly I
was speaking of complicated states of consciousness that I didn’t know any thing about. My
desire to control, edit, or at least to understand what I was saying must have been slowing Mark
down. He came up with a very creative solution. He requested that on Tuesdays I spend the
night at Carol and David’s home. We were told to set our alarm for 2 a.m. so that I could channel
Mark when I was too sleepy to try to control what he wanted to say. I still didn’t like Tuesdays!
Once we graduated from the middle of the night routine, a small group of friends met weekly for
our learning sessions with Mark. The greeting, ‘Welcome students,’ which issued sternly out of
my mouth, was the signal that Mark was ready to lead us on magical meditations or explain the
intricate physics of the universe. Through Mark, we experienced the nature of reality beyond our
senses. We traveled in consciousness to dimensions similar to those that Jane Roberts wrote
about in her ground breaking books channeled from Seth.5 As my confidence and my ability
with these new energies grew, Mark requested that we expand the number of students in our
group. When he said we needed fourteen people, fourteen eager spiritual pioneers were
there.Being a channel for Mark is an extremely difficult experience to explain. His energy is so
vast that, for the first many years, I could only channel him when a group was present to help me
hold his immense vibration. It’s strange to refer to Mark with a human pronoun like he or him,
because he is more of an energy field than a spirit guide or being. In fact, Mark has never existed
in a physical reality. Since that first evening, I’ve channeled Mark for groups in the United
States and Europe, helping individuals breakthrough the limits of linear thinking and lift the veils
to their own power and understanding. Mark doesn’t just talk about possibilities; he partners with
me to transport people to levels of awareness so that we can experience insights far beyond
words. Because this kind of experiential, energetic teaching links directly to personal
experience, the truths discovered are uniquely our own. Mark provides tools of awakening to
encourage us to travel beyond the limits that have held us in the past. With Mark’s guidance, we
experience our minds as limitless, fluid, and vast.I consider myself an explorer of the outer
edges of human consciousness. Those edges grow to the extent we can stretch our abilities. On
a few occasions, I’ve probably gone further than I should have. Once, during an amazingly high
meditation, I heard an inner voice that seemed to be coming to me from a vast distance, Jonette,
this time you’ve gone too far. I managed to pull myself together to re-emerge unscathed back
into my normal state. However, in the future I was more careful not to push too hard for



growth.Two years later, I could easily go to that same expanded state of consciousness and
bring others along to what Mark called the ‘sixth dimension’ or ‘the place of miracles.’ The
abilities of the collective human consciousness are developing so quickly that a state I could
attain only in a mystical experience, could now be accessed by many people within a couple of
years, or some times only a couple of months.Nothing, and EverythingOne example of how
Mark created a space, or an energy field for me to move beyond my past limits, came in the
mid-1990s. I was channeling Mark for a spiritual growth seminar when an extraordinary yet
simple event took place. I had a direct experience of what I called ‘God-consciousness.’ It was a
spiritual experience unlike anything I had known in previous meditations. The work shop title “A
Week end of Transcendence,” should have given me an inkling that breakthroughs were in
store.Mark and I began the meditation process by leading our group of twenty-five people into
high states of enlightened human consciousness. He then asked us to expand our awareness to
the level of the Creator/Creation. I had never before experienced such a profound state of infinite
beingness. I sat spellbound. I had thoughts, but they were nothing; emotions, but they were
nothing. Indeed, there was nothing to see, nothing to learn, nothing to do, nothing to remember.
This place was no-thing, yet every-thing. What I remembered most was the lack of meaning in
this space. When I tried to understand what really mattered, nothing mattered. My experience
was infinitely small and gigantic all at once. It went beyond words, beyond describing or
understanding. I didn’t sense a being, a light, a force, or even a power. I simply was. When the
meditation ended, I sat with my head in my hands. I could find no thoughts, no voice, and no
explanation for what had just happened. I struggled to find meaning. Why did I feel I needed to
understand some thing in order to accept the experience of it? Did understanding something
make it real or true? What then was I to do with an experience that was so far above
understanding that it had no meaning that was applicable to my ordinary world?I became filled
with emotions: gratitude, fear, fearlessness and guilt. First, I sobbed in gratitude. I was humbled
and deified at the same moment: “Did I really touch the Creator/Creation? Did I really touch
God?” Even while my soul communed with the consciousness of Masters, my human emotions
had been petty. Early in the meditation, I heard some one making noise in the kitchen and I felt
angry. I prayed that I could get where I needed to go in spite of my negative thoughts. By the
grace of God, I did.“Is there a lesson here?” You see, as a teacher, nothing had real meaning to
me unless there was a lesson to share. What did it mean if I could gain access to such a holy
state, even if I was angry? It may have meant the part of me that gets angry was not big or
important enough to impede my progress to the Divine. I didn’t have to fix my emotions or have a
perfect personality to know God. My rational self questioned, “Did I really experience God?” My
answer was, “Yes!” I experienced God as much as I was capable of at that time. How did I know?
Because, just because. Emotions other than gratitude came bubbling out: Fear. Did this mean
I would have to live differently? If so, could I? Moreover, if my life didn’t change, of what value
was the experience? I knew that answer. The experience was so whole, complete and profound
unto itself that it didn’t matter if I changed or not. It was nothing. It wasn’t about learning some



thing or changing any thing. It didn’t matter.Another emotion was present too: Fearlessness. I felt
that I no longer needed to worry whether I was doing the right thing. “Am I doing the right work?
Am I doing it well enough? Fast enough?” It didn’t matter. The only one it mattered to was me,
and I don’t really matter, for that matter.I experienced guilt also. How could I achieve this state
even though I ate meat, even though I didn’t meditate daily, even though I was just angry? Right
and wrong, I realized, are inventions of the human mind that keep us from God.I was both
amused and annoyed when one of the students asked me later, “What is the difference between
the Higher Self and Soul?”I wanted to shout, “It doesn’t matter! Who cares? Who cares!?!” The
part of us that needs to analyze will never get it! There will never be enough information or right
answers for that part of us! Our constant human need to understand and evaluate the mystical
may be the very thing that keeps us from it.At dinner that evening, a friend asked me, “What
were the two or three things you learned from your experience?”I had to say, “Nothing.” I
appreciated why people who had near death experiences often kept them to themselves. There
was really nothing to say that was in the same realm as the experience. I learned nothing. There
was nothing more to say than this: It is.Despite those thoughts, I realized I created all the
meaning, conclusions, lessons and insights after the fact. The experience itself needed no
explanation. This was how Mark fulfilled the first words that were spoken when he came five
years before. Imagine having a tremendous, mystical experience… When you come back from
that, you will know that a supreme change has taken place. Though you may discount the
experience with your words and logic, you are not the same person and cannot be.Mark teaches
by taking us to the threshold of our own wisdom. Sometimes, we’re dropped there without
explanation, or without need of any.While I channel Mark for regular classes, White Eagle has
always been my primary spirit guide. It is White Eagle who gives me personal advice when I ask,
and White Eagle I channel in private readings for clients. Although Mark and White Eagle are
always there when I call, they never come except in response to specific requests for assistance.
With such wise and wonderful spirit helpers, you might think that I rely heavily on them in my day-
to-day life. Call me stubborn, but I most often hang onto the childhood philosophy, “I want to do it
myself!” When my way hasn’t worked, I call on White Eagle for a higher perspective.
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R. A. Davis, “A BOOK WHOSE TIME IS COME. The most helpful thing about Inayat's somewhat
negative review is that it illustrates the hangups that act as impediments to our spiritual growth.
That reviewer felt repelled by the sexual current between Jonette and Mallku. Why? They never
really "got it on" physically; the Tantric use of sexual energies for spiritual purposes is older than
Shiva and Shakti. It's not necessary to excise the three lower chakras in order to attain spiritual
purity. That only leads to the Palace of Klingsor, and invokes, I'd think, rather bad karma.How do
you think we got here, in these bodies? Was there no grunting, sweating, moaning in the act
that brought us to this place?Now we come to the book itself, and the central question all
Seekers should ask: Does this book reveal spiritual truth or is it in part channeled by evil beings
who want to divert us from the Path? Each of us must answer for ourselves, not for others.My
own experience with The Eagle and the Condor was positive--and then some. I found the
various elements of the story to be internally consistent. Each of these resonated in my being. I
also found Crowley's personality frank and honest.As a bonus, I discovered this stuff works.
Before retiring the night I finished the book, I did a simple invocation to Pachamama the Earth
Goddess. Woke up at 3 am after a dream in which I drove a globe vehicle around in strange
terrain; riding shotgun was a striking woman with ash-blond hair. There was much more to the
dream, but it's personal & wouldn't do anybody else much good.Eagle & Condor is, for me, a
book to keep close and re-read often. I think it can create doors for readers where none seemed
to exist before, and unlock existing doors for other readers.”

Sonq'o, “Great Guidebook For a Spiritual Trip to Peru. Originally I bought this book at the Cusco
Aeropuerto in 2007 as I was leaving. It was fun to get more information from Jonette Crowley
about how the sacred places were used for initiation. My next trip I located the steps behind
Machu Pic'chu's Intihuatana and had an amazing experience myself.”

Margaret A. Harrell, “Breathtaking sweep and storytelling in a mystical journey. This is a
beautifully told story on many levels. It's an travel-and-adventure narrative that is a true story of
mystical insight and evolution. It carried me along in the sweep of it, the surprise, and the
message to follow your star, be yourself, trust yourself. It was also fascinating for its focus on
sacred sites. A highly recommended book. I'd want to follow her into further journeys.”

RockyMountainMo, “Inspired me to trust my instincts!. This was a truly remarkable book about a
woman's spiritual awakening. Her natural style made it feel like I was with her on her journey. I
found myself laughing and crying. The way she trusted the things that happened to her inspired
me to be more trusting of my own path. The part about her meeting her twin soul was especially
illuminating, because something similar had happened to me.The author's words helped me
understand my own emotions and how to put them in a bigger context. It was a great read.”



E.M. Jalph, “The best of two worlds. This beautifully written account of a woman's mystical
journey shed light on the quandry of how to bring Heaven to Earth for me. I felt my energy shift
as I vicariously experienced the initiations Jonette went through. Having often felt the power of
'unseen forces' in my life, I loved the reenforcement of reading about others' experiences. This is
a marvelous story and the down-to-earth manner in which it is presented makes the blending of
the mystical and the domestic quite believable and appealing.”

William Evans, “loved this book. Loved this book. I love the fact that Jonette makes it very clear
that she is a normal human being that who, often much to her surprise, has been exposed to one
of the great spiritual journeys of not only modern times but even one for the ages. It has that ring
of innocence and truth that should not be missed.”

Lemma Edinburgh, “A great read without a doubt...but. I did enjoy this book though I had to think
that despite her saying she had met her twin flame, as soon as she saw his cramped
accommodation in a wee flat in Cusco she definitely decided she wasn't giving up her life in the
U.S. any time soon. Dress it up anyway you like, the shaman got the message and can she
wonder their exchange of energy went on only through the air not physically from that point?
Reflecting further on this book, what I am left with is a disturbed feeling about the rich 'West'
coming in and using these people (shamans etc) as another commodity to consume. The
inbalance between the authors lifestyle and purchasing power and the shaman's living on very
modest means is discomforting to me.One reviewer Mystic Jaguar is concerned that the
shaman may have been abusing his power by getting involved sexually. If sexual exploitation
was going on I would see it as the other way, the author wanting to complete her experience with
her 'twin flame' but when push came to shove what was she actually practically prepared to give
up or share with him in return?It is all very well getting all dewy eyed about mystic Inca land, but
these people a lot of them live in poverty by our standards. What do you/did you leave behind in
exchange for being enriched spiritually?”

Terrance Fullerton, “Life changing journey. Well written personal epic, highly recommended
reading.Jonette. details a journey of both mind and spirit. to a deeper awaking of her
consciousness and reveals her true soul purpose in this life time.”

R.H.C., “Interesting energy at work.. I had a somewhat personal interest in the 2 main people
and their energy work although it made Peru sound a very cold and desolate place which almost
put me off going there. However, I did visit and had a totally different type of experience. I think
one needs to understand about earth energy and healing energies to really appreciate this book.”

Honore Troy, “I found this book very informative. It is to .... I found this book very informative. It is
to be hoped that all the experiences Jonette had and the things she did soon have some
noticeable effect on our society.”



Jasmine, “excitement as I follow her in reading!. what an amazing real life divinely guided
journies!”

The book by Mark A. Noll has a rating of  5 out of 4.5. 65 people have provided feedback.
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