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 I begin this essay of ‘who am I’, a comedy in 3 acts, returning to balance 
after completing a G-Breath Council Breath…aahh…ready to begin. 

 

 

The Early Years: Volume 1 (just kidding) 

 

 Overall and since I can remember, I have been an easy-going, fun-loving 
spirit, difficult to insult, who laughs at myself all the time and occasionally gets 
upset at the world around me.  I've always questioned why an event occurred 
in such a way, why someone spoke or acted in such a manner as if life was a 
system that just needed to be broken down into manageable pieces and 
recombined until understood.   

 Wanting to know why, even past the terrible 2's of childhood, 
manifested into a consistent outlook or view when presented with anything 
new, to find the system(s).  While at the same time, always finding ways to 
maximize procedures and reduce the effects of any unavoidable bottlenecks.  
In other words, always consider ways to improve the system to a point of 
excellence, or until thoroughly tested and stabilized for overall efficiency and 
effectiveness.   As well, once the system is understood, you can act essentially 
on autopilot allowing you to spot and deal with effectively and efficiently, 
potential issues as soon as they begin to develop or happen to occur un-
expectantly. 

 Of course, to improve my ability to see systems everywhere, it meant I 
needed to develop my imagination (out-of-the-box-thinking), balance in 



pressure situations, as well being able to act on the fly.  Which are personal 
beliefs/knowings that I still hold dear today, whether or not I was conscious or 
aware at the time this is what I was doing. 

 If memory serves and my ability to read a calendar, add and subtract are 
still operating to factory standards, it was at the age of 4 years old, that I began 
to sense that a lot was wrong with the world and also that there was a lot 
right; I never took the world too seriously following in the footsteps, so to 
speak, of my father and how he reacted to his world.   

 When I was 4 years old (I was born on the 4th day of the 4th month and 
this occurred roughly 4 months after my 4th birthday; I can only remember 
that we had recently move to Uplands, Ontario, Canada and that it was 
summer) the inner voice, the combination of my true essence and what my 
brain was telling me was happening, came to my awareness as ‘me’ when my 
mother was scolding me for riding in a peddle-car that belonged to my new 
friend.  She was telling me the neighbours would call us thieves and that I was 
not allowed to take things that don't belong to me...and on and on, while at the 
same time physically removing me from the peddle-car, grabbing my arm and 
hauling me inside the house as well as giving me little taps on the ass as 
encouragement.   

 No matter that I told her it belonged to my friend and that he said I could 
use it anytime I wanted, unless of course he was.  No matter that he had 
already let me drive it around.  No matter that I told her I knew it was wrong 
to take what wasn't mine. No matter (no mother?) that I had never lied to her 
or stolen anything (if I even understood at the time what stealing or lying 
meant).  Of course, I know now that she was acting out of fear and making a 
show for the neighbours to protect her image (her's/the family's); we had only 
recently moved onto a new military base as I mentioned in parenthesis above.  
Inner-work has shown me that she was living/acting as best she knew from 
what her parents taught her; essentially how to land a role in life starring as 
the victim.  I just had to figure out my role, without a script to lean on, or at 
least I began thinking, without truly understanding, that it was time to send 
the one she was using back for re-writes.   

 

 

 My dad although a career military man always let his hair grow longer 
than regulation, a small example of his true self, showing through the military 



officer façade; he often said to us he would quit immediately if ever he was 
sent to war; he was not your typical Hollywood military officer.  He always had 
time for us, spoke with us as sovereign beings and always did the best he knew 
how.  He taught us to always question authority, or in other words, the world 
around us.  Once, he let Mom give him a brush cut, like she gave Dano, Pierre 
(my younger brothers) and I, to show his camaraderie but we felt so bad and 
laughed so hard, he never did that again.   

 Anyway, back at the ranch, when I told him what had happened between 
Mom and I while he was at work, he sided with me in that he said he believed 
my story and explained that Mom was Mom.  She had lots to worry about with 
the recent move and not being able to speak English in an English province. 
Also, my brother Dan was only 2 at the time and my sister Marcelle, from the 
stories Mom tells, was quite a handful, so according to him, there was nothing 
you could do but be aware and act accordingly. 

 He was a great salesman (communicator/teacher), he even convinced 
my sister and I in our late teens, to recite the gospels that are a part of the 
Roman Catholic mass after the priest came by to visit our mom and just 
happened to mention he was in need.  Our dad led us to believe that it would 
be good practice because, no one could laugh at us if we weren't perfect, it 
'was' church and at some point in our lives we would need to speak in public, 
even if only at our children's wedding, etc.   

 Although at the time I didn't understand it in such terms, but do today 
after reflection, it wasn't a family, it was a monarchy led by someone afraid of 
her world and my role was to protect myself, my true self when in front of 
Mom, by acting out the role she assigned me.   In other words, develop a split 
who I am or deal with Mom and suffer the consequences.  Since my older sister 
Marcelle (my Irish twin - we were born less than a year apart) wasn't having 
any more luck than I was communicating her feelings/thoughts with our 
mother, neither was my brother Dan, I decided to split.  Not that I was truly 
aware of what I was doing at the time, but looking back consciously, this is 
what I did.  So, from then on, I told her what she wanted to hear and kept from 
her what I figured she wouldn't.  This did help my poker game, so thanks? 

 Marcelle and my youngest brother Pierre continue a relationship with 
our mom to this day; however, I believe it's more out of Catholic guilt caused 
by a belief that family comes first, no matter what (there's that no mother 
again...weird...).  Daniel (Dano) the 3rd eldest child in the set hasn't spoken 
with her for many years; he's had enough and doesn't need the pain or 



aggravation.  I've tried many times to connect with her because of my similar 
false beliefs at the time that since she was my mother, I had no choice, but to 
no avail.   

 As I’ve implied, my mother and I have never really had any type of 
meaningful relationship, where I felt she was listening to me, or saw me as 
anything other than an extension of herself.  When I would visit her, she would 
act all interested and ask me what I was doing or what was new and before I 
could get 5 or 6 words out, she was on to the next topic.  This was not a mental 
issue due to age; she has always spoken to me this way.   

 Reading “The People of the Lie” (thanks Andrea), as well other books 
and hours of inner-work has brought me to the conclusion that, although I 
have voiced my issues over many occasions and in many ways, she is still 
unwilling to accept me as an independent being, or change herself in any way.  
I have changed so much, facing my own inner demons, that am I no longer 
willing to accept being made to suffer such ‘violence’ merely because of 
societal ‘norms’.   

 I have spent time with her, when my sister and brother-in-law visit, 
without going into past reactions and will attend to her if she needs or asks, as 
I would for anyone, but that’s it.  Game over, as they say.  My studies and inner-
work have left me balanced, in the sense that familial ties are a construct 
intended to test/limit our behaviour and true self from complete expression.  
As I have said, no longer.  I will only extend my Beingness to those who 
resonate with truth, or at least respect, that I 'am'. 

 My parents' relationship was not, as with many others, the healthiest.  
They divorced when I was in university and pretty much left me without much 
interest in marriage or lasting relationships with the opposite sex.  Except of 
course whenever physical/hormonal influences and opportunity took over.  
I've only had a few meaningful sexual relationships but I have learned so much 
about myself from each one.  I jokingly say to myself looking back: I should 
have stuck with the girl I met my final year of university.  As I mentioned, I 
never considered marriage, to me it was a trap set up by the RC Church.  
Regarding my past relationships that have ended, it was always after inner-
work had shown how harmful the situation was, not only for me, but also for 
my partner at the time as well. 

 I was looking at women through the lens of a single example and 
without knowing it, until recently, I treated women (almost everyone) in my 



life like my mother; tell them only what I thought they wanted to hear for fear 
of losing them, they wouldn’t love me anymore, or to make life go as smoothly 
as possible.  Not healthy to say the least and my experiences proved the point.  
Finding like-minded people, as I have found in PanTerra D’Oro, people who 
are not so sensitive they only want to hear what they want to hear and how 
they want to hear it, but see the truth behind the message, has allowed me to 
share my true thoughts and feelings with my current ex.  Not that we are 
getting back together, but it’s allowing me the chance to develop and practice 
my new mind-set with respect to how I approach women with whom I would 
like to include in my life as a partner, something I know we all need 
physiologically speaking, it’s programmed from our beingness into this 3-D 
expression. 

 My mom would not let my sister date in high school, so somewhat out of 
respect for my sister, somewhat because I had plenty of other interests to 
occupy my time and partly because I was like many young men, out-of-sorts or 
embarrassed whenever I was around women who interested me more than 
just platonically, I only began 'pursuing' women, if you can call it that, in 
university.  All told, I've been a bachelor most of my life. 

   

 

 My early life experiences left me with the intended inculcated mind-set; 
no one can change the world by himself or herself, so why try too hard just 
worry about you.  However, I did see the problems and from time-to-time 
would think about them.  The lessons gleaned from the enneagram clearly 
shows that for years, I was stuck between step one and two; thinking, 
analyzing, learning, but not doing anything beyond that with regards to 
changing the world for the betterment of all. 

 Like the other so-called sheeple (yet somewhat awake in my case as I 
stopped filing taxes, drove for awhile without proper plates and insurance, 
smoked pot in public, you know, a rebel...) around me, I did my job as best I 
could, paid my bills*, drank and smoked pot and cigarettes as a socially 
acceptable way to mask the false reality frustration I was feeling, which of 
course it isn’t.  I dallied with magic mushrooms occasionally, but not so much 
as a tool for spiritual awakening, although it helped, but more for 
experimentation in the comfort of friends, fun, wonderful for my Frisbee golf 
game (I was the Frisbee or it was an extension of me) and another way to 



avoid the pain of reality not being what I knew it should be.  As I began 
approaching the autumn or winter of my days, as poets say, I began to take a 
closer, more serious and sober look at my life; what was it all really about/for. 

- * - Not my University debt and a MasterCard the bank gave me upon 
graduation; around five or six grand but in my mind they had reneged on their 
part of the contract.  I was supposed to receive employment in my field of study, 
like all of the students who passed through the hallowed halls of Queen’s 
University had received upon graduation, since its inception (I never went to the 
official ceremony, I’d had enough of their 'authority').  Instead of a career-for-life 
upon graduation, I had the choice to continue my studies (continuing to believe 
their lies), join the army or learn sales.   

 I had heard that, nothing ever happens without a salesman, so I thought to 
myself, why not try?  I was sick of formal education and in no way willing to 
follow my fathers’ footsteps career-wise and join the military or my mother’s 
insistence to us and everyone we met as a family, that I was going to be a doctor 
and my elder sister a lawyer.  My dad later told me that the government had 
stepped in and cancelled student debts for those caught in the recession of the 
early 1980’s, but, he may have paid it on my behalf and for some reason didn’t 
want to tell me.  He’s dead now, so I guess I’ll never know.  Also, the loans that I 
did get, were made out to Christian A. Ouellet not Christian R. Ouellet, or me.  So, 
as they say a bank error in my favour.  However, something I will/may have to 
deal with for my Status Correction.) 

 

 I never bought into the trap of he who has the most toys at death, wins. I 
lived my life following the main principle of ‘do no harm’, the most important 
‘lesson’ learned from my dad/RC-Church (I never did believe or trust anything 
from this organization but this, as it was the only concept that resonated with 
what I knew to be truth).  I never really planned anything, I just let life happen; 
lived day-to-day, using a chaordic approach to problem solving and life, 
without knowing it.   

 Sure, I decided to: get a university degree graduating with a BSC(Hons) 
Degree in Life Sciences/Microbiology from Queen’s University at Kingston, 
Ontario class of 1983, learned how to sell, play harmonica at 19, guitar at 27, 
mandolin at 52 and write songs, move from coast-to-coast to change it up, as it 
were (the gypsy spirit inherited from being a so-called Air Force Brat), go back 
to school in my 40’s to learn computers and database administration, go back 



to school in my 50’s to learn law, ‘how-it-all-fits-together’ (thanks ken), etc.  
However, I never saw myself as someone being able to change the world 
(another perfect, intended example of the crown-designed school system).  
Changing myself yes, that I was doing all the time. 

 In my university days I befriended a handful of people who were taking 
many of the same classes I was and at some point the idea came to me that a 
community built by and expressly for a specific/chosen group of individuals, 
far away from outside control, might be paradise on Earth.  Each of them had 
definite plans for his or her future, while I was still searching (for PanTerra 
D’Oro it turns out).  But, I knew the community I imagined would need people 
like them, doctors, farmers, educators, etc.; they thought I was dreaming and 
told me, all in fun, to roll another one and crack another beer.  I never really 
gave it too much thought after that, but have since come to realize, after 
finding PanTerra D’Oro, that my idea had merit; however, now I questioned 
was I ready or even a possible candidate, which pushed me to learn all I could 
and more consciously change myself within. 

 I decided to re-read my “My Gift” as a refresher of who I was 4 (there's 
that 4 again) years ago almost to the day, when I became a member of 
PanTerra D’Oro Society.  I am happy I did, so much of who I am has changed 
since then that in many ways I am no longer the same person.  Working to 
embody the G-Breath Technology is a perfect example of how I have changed. 

 The biggest change has been my attitude towards life.  I now see it as I 
did as a young adult: humorous, wild, exciting, a little crazy, still so much to 
learn, but full of potential and beauty.  Four years ago, I was internally a 
fractured individual having left the ‘big city’ hustle-and-bustle almost 15 years 
before, seeking a more sedate life (in hiding from civilization) to work on my 
music and just live, far away from what I imagined would be utter chaos 
‘should’ the entire system fail, as I always intuited (and was being sold each 
day by the media) would occur, one day.  My five-year relationship with my ex-
common-law-wife was coming to an end; I was calm on the surface (poker-
face experience in action), but angry, frustrated, un-happy inside and losing 
interest with life.  I wasn’t suicidal, but, even my music no longer seemed to 
provide solace or inspiration.   

 So, once again being alone, I began hanging out with my brother Daniel 
(Dano) who decided to join me in leaving the big city, who started bottle 
collecting as soon as he could and never stopped, a textbook definition of a 
functional alcoholic and I fell back into my old routines.  Even after 3 years of 



not: drinking alcohol, eating bread, pasta and grains (my ex was prescribed 
medications for her physical injuries which alcohol is counter indicated so I 
quit in support of her quitting as well as, I was getting tired of the hangovers; 
the price to pay as they say wasn’t worth it, so for me as well).   

 This by my will has changed once again; alcohol and its spirits no longer 
infect me.  I still enjoy smoking/eating marijuana, but I am seriously 
considering ending this as well, or to only use as a health protocol (I’m still 
studying the endocannabanoid system).  Cigarettes are also on my list of 
behavioural changes requiring immediate attention; I’ve quit twice before, but 
as they say, once a smoker, always a smoker; but soon, this week I go from 25 
a day to 20. Two weeks from now, the plan is to reduce again, this time to 15, 
and so on.  On this level I am a reductionist… 

 

 When I became a member of PanTerra D'Oro four years ago I was a 
novice with regards to all of the knowledge provided by our Gemstone 
University and I was eager to learn whatever I could.  Although I was trying to 
embody ‘going to peace’, I was still looking at the world around me as a 
battleground in many respects.  I knew just enough law, as they say to be 
dangerous, but my inner-confidence/self-limitations after providing the 
successful law-fare, all on my own, necessary to win satisfactory remedy for a 
slip-and-fall that my ex suffered two years before I joined PanTerra, blinded 
me to this fact.   

 However, by the time I had to 'appear' before the magistrate because of 
my refusal to quit acting as an attorney without the 'right', I was already once 
again, changing inside.   I went into their court solo and solely for the 
experience and at least was able to voice calmly and with perfect enunciation 
and timing (at times, especially in confrontational situations, it’s as though my 
higher beingness takes over and I speak and act without conscious effort), to a 
bewildered prosecutor, a knowing court clerk and a caught with his pants 
down judge, that whatever they decided in this matter, I was currently in the 
process of changing my status, standing and capacity and that I would deal 
with their actions administratively once completed.  I even smiled, without 
any hint of fuck you, because I truly did not feel it, when the prosecutor using 
his most nasty visual expression and vile vocal tone, practiced I'm sure, told 
me as I was leaving: No one is above the law!  I still laugh almost to tears today 
whenever I think about it...Excuse me while I grab a tissue... 



 The reason(s) I didn't heed their first letter or shot across the bow and 
continued signing the paperwork I was submitting for Anne as a Private 
Attorney (something I had seen with Bill Thornton of 1215.org, the counterfeit 
showing up first) was that: she was collecting welfare benefits at the time, 
living with me as spouse when it came to my health benefits at work, but as a 
platonic friend (my apartment-mate) who 'gifted' things to her from time-to-
time when it came to the Welfare Department.  So I was worried that if I 
claimed to be her spouse in the court records, which I knew the law would 
allow, it was my ‘spousal-right’, I might jeopardize Anne's benefits which we 
needed, or put us both in trouble for possible insurance fraud, or whatever 
else these lawyers decided to throw at us, to try and dissuade us from 
continuing our suit against the city.  Plus, as I now know make lots and lots of 
money, leveraging the door I left open to my BC estate. 

 However, one thing I have always been able to do is, to change my mind 
with respect to anything, once I see the error of my previous misconception. 
So, within the first few months to two years of joining PanTerra, I read every 
book, watched every video I could get my hands on like: the GU material, David 
Hawkins - Power vs Force, a lot of Ekart Tolle’s works, Nassim Haramein,  
Stitchen, Wes Penre, Michael Tellinger, Graham Hancock, etc. , essentially 
digesting all that I could.  I began to see the enemy construct within being a 
large part of my unhappiness more clearly and I began the serious and 
conscientious inner-work to remove it. 

 I mentioned the G-Breath earlier and although I still have plenty to learn 
and to embody as a consistent daily routine and health protocol, it has become 
a wonderful tool for reprogramming my default reactions to stimuli.  
Combining this technology and my previous inner-work, I am now able to 
quickly, usually within milliseconds when it does pass through my conscious 
defences, control the triggered adrenaline rush that is produced when the 
body is presented with a fight-or-flight situation, no matter the level or quality 
of the so-called danger. It’s all relative, as they say. 

 My intention, which I vocalize before beginning my G-Breath Source 
breath, is to be calm, curious, caring, confident and content.  The goal is: to 
remain content yet calm by being curious not fearful or reactionary to any/all 
stimuli, while maintaining a confident and caring attitude towards others.  Of 
course, as I’m writing, the ‘c’ word ‘consistent’ comes to mind, so my Source 
Breath continues to develop.  I’ll have to fit it in when I get a chance.  The idea 



to use words that start with the letter 'c' came to me as a way to synchronize 
with my first name, Ralph… 

 Loud sounds like an unexpected car horn, used to get me jumping.  Now, 
because of intentional G-Breath Technology, I merely think to myself, what 
was that as I turn toward the sound to investigate?  I thought to myself that at 
58 years old, how many loud sounds have actually hurt me so far? (Besides 
possible damage to my ears, much of it self-inflicted listening to music...)  
None!  So, why was I jumping and ready to fight/flight, whenever I heard one?  
It didn’t make sense.  Sure, I should be curious, perhaps this time there was 
reason for concern, but until I investigated, how would I know?  Subconscious, 
involuntary/learned reactions of the past, were not helping, they were hurting 
and therefore needed a second look - inner-work.   

 My current job as night-audit/reception at a local chain hotel franchise 
has provided me with plenty of opportunity to test my development.  In fact, 
I’ve noticed that since I began more conscientiously working on the enemy 
construct within, the universe no longer seems to ‘tease’ or test me, as it were.  
I am more and more at peace each day and this energy infects those around 
me to such a degree that I see less and less expressively irate customers and 
the few times that I do, they calm down the nearer they get to me, so that by 
the time they have finished voicing their concern, they seem to be in a 
cathartic sense relieved to have found me and speaking with the tone of a calm 
and emotionally controlled being somewhat embarrassed by their childish 
outburst.   

 Even customers dealing with overflowing toilettes (again less and less 
often) are almost, if not completely laughing about the situation when they call 
the front-desk to ‘complain’ and have no issues cleaning it up themselves and 
even coming down to reception to pick up the tools, or moving to another 
room when available, if they prefer. I work alone on weekends when there is 
no concierge or cleaning staff, except on-call and for security reasons I need to 
stay close to the front desk.  This goes as well for people I meet when shopping 
for groceries or walking to and fro.  It’s wonderful; I remember and feel more 
and more like what I felt when in my late teens and early 20’s. 

 When I think back, I can’t seem to remember any truly angry customers 
for at least 2 years now, where as others I work with seem to encounter them 
all the time.  I don’t think it’s my memory failing either; many are the same 
guests I dealt with while on my shift hours earlier.  Oh yes, there was the one 
fellow, a 50-ish gay lawyer (no judgement, just facts that show, he was a paid 



enemy constructor with a chip on his shoulder, as my dad used to say) and 
regular customer who complained one time that CNN was not broadcasting, 
which was obviously a problem with the TV cable provider or CNN, not me or 
the hotel.   

 This time he called the front-desk, extremely upset that the hotel’s cable 
system did not provide TVA, a French TV station out of Montreal, Quebec 
(which he knew, being a regular client).  To him, this was not only a personal 
assault, but also an assault on the French people of Canada and for some 
reason I was responsible, or at least deserving of his prideful, professionally 
practiced pontificating.   

 This guest was French, so we spoke ‘to’ each other in French, but in 
translation under poetic license, I told him very calmly, clearly, with all the 
care I could ooze through the telephone line by the power of my voice, that I 
completely understood that this was obviously unacceptable and that all he 
needed to do was to be patient a moment longer while I transferred his call to 
the owner, who I felt and explained was the more qualified person to answer 
his concerns, as I was merely a front desk clerk with very limited powers to 
change hotel policy.  He quickly said no that was all right.  I knew he would say 
no I had set him up to do, just that.  This fellow as I mentioned was a regular 
customer and knew the owner, he was merely acting out and looking for 
someone to fight with and as the saying goes, this was not my first rodeo.   

 Inside I’m laughing at his immaturity (ignore-ance) and the fact that I 
used to respect then hate now laugh at lawyers, but I remained calm and 
invited him to come to the lobby where I would immediately check him out of 
the hotel, at no charge because of the unacceptable inconvenience he was 
enduring/suffering; his reply of course was no.  I’ve always known that words 
are more powerful than fists; now I knew (or remembered) that idiots will be 
idiots, but don’t let that interfere with your happiness, see them as the enemy 
or join in their reindeer games. 

 My many years of experience in various sales/customer-service 
positions and industries, which began in 1970, when at age nine I canvassed 
the neighbourhood and ‘contracted’ with five neighbours to pay me $5 to cut 
and rake their lawns when needed, has helped me as well to remove the 
enemy construct within; as I am able to communicate effectively, so the ‘other’ 
person quickly feels inside that they are speaking with someone who cares 
and is responsible, but like everyone rightfully demands, must be dealt with or 
spoken to with respect.  As well, I’ve always looked back at all my sales 



interactions, to see what I could have done better or differently, which helped 
me create more and more sales, or in this case is helping me create less and 
less enemies. 

 I am fully aware that a child of nine should be concerned with and 
utilizing his or her time and efforts involved in pursuits more suited to that 
age than having to make money.  Believing I needed to create my own money, 
so I could buy what I wanted, but the family budget never seemed to provide, I 
now know as my inner being fighting for autonomy in anyway it could.  What 
I’m saying is that this is only one example of what I have worked through 
regarding the ‘tensions’ within me; and those that arose from interactions with 
family members over the years, no matter how much we loved and respected 
each other.  As Cory Herter (G-Breath, Immortality OS) has taught us, our 
minds have only so much space for information and unless the negative 
charges that naturally build up in every human relationship are not discharged 
in a healthy manner, problems develop, sometimes ending the relationship. 

 It is the concept of respect toward others at all times, which has changed 
my mind and allowed me to deal with public servants like the police without 
going into enemy construct.  I don’t get a chance to test this often, but my last 
encounter with a policeman at the hotel, who was on-the-job, not just a check-
in, went smoothly and was over before I knew it.  Plus, I’ve always been able to 
speak with anybody no matter his or her outward appearance or attitude even 
diffusing the tensions in those with the intent to cause me bodily harm by my 
voice, actions and intent, the few times that this came into my awareness.  

 Respecting my immediate family and their chosen path in this life, I no 
longer discuss with them what I have come to inner-stand since beginning my 
lessons like two maggots fighting in dead earnest between naps, four years 
ago, as I love them, know they are not ready and are on a different Path than 
mine.  My brother Pierre is perhaps the closest to understanding because of 
his chosen career, but his enemy construct is very strong and he’s one of those 
people who say: I’ll look at it if it happens, but I doubt it, my life is fine right 
now.  He's a junior diabetic, one of 12 or so children in Cornwall, Ontario, 
where we lived at the time who 'contracted' diabetes the same year.  He 
recently had a kidney transplant (our cousin Eric was the best match) getting 
him off of the kidney dialysis machine so has suffered and sees himself as a 
victim that has done better than most to live with such a, in his mind, lifelong 
debilitating disease leading to early death, at who’s door he was knocking 
pretty hard before the kidney transplant.  However he's a qualified 



professional (who like me is easy going, can laugh at himself), a talented and 
experienced ITIL* - Internet Technology service management consultant and 
would, in my opinion, be a definite asset to our IT Department, if not or if ever, 
a member of our society. 

*  ITIL is the most widely accepted approach to IT service management in the world. ITIL can 
help individuals and organizations use IT to realize business change, transformation and 
growth. 

 

 

 

 

 With all of the educational material that I have focussed my time 
learning and embodying recently, I have had little time to consider or develop 
my own plans, as others have done, with respect to creating my own 
community that resonates with the spirit of truth/PanTerra D’Oro.  So, I really 
have no personal plans or concepts in mind that I want to develop at this 
point, besides completing my ES/SC courses, recording my songs in a proper 
studio, continuing the inner-work and following my passion to help others if I 
can, in other words, to be of service to truth and our Society, like helping 
kevin.wayne with his Ghost River project in Calgary, Alta.   

 That being said, I have always enjoyed being a part of a project or 
endeavour, doing whatever was necessary, without ego, to accomplish the task 
or goal.  For example, my immediate supervisor, Rose Carty the head DBA 
(database administrator) for the Data Centre I worked at for a couple of years 
in Ottawa as a Jr. DBA, organized and created Music For Life Fundraising 
Concerts, which eventually became a non-profit raising money for the fight 
against cancer and with which she wanted help to expand into other markets 
besides Ottawa, Ontario, Canada. 

 Her fundraising organization was just over a year into becoming a 
reality when I joined with the intention of assisting Rose, from where I now 
lived, Campbellton, New Brunswick. I saw a few things that I could do as I saw 
no one else was doing them, such as taking on the role of meetings-scribe 
recording the meetings and providing transcripts.  I also helped out by dealing 
effectively, professionally and efficiently, with a pesky representative from 
SOCAN, Canada’s answer to protect the rights of composers and the like, who 



was trying to convince Rose that her fundraising organization needed to 
provide his organization with a part of the proceeds.   

 One phone call and a letter and we never heard from him or his group 
again.  In synchronicity, I meet my cousins’ friend who worked for SOCAN here 
in New Brunswick only weeks after sending the letter and she told me that of 
course he had no right to do what he did, especially as I thought, the bar’s 
licence would cover any songs played that were not originals, by 
singer/songwriters invited to perform and expressly asked to showcase their 
own songs (part of Rose's goals was also to help singer/songwriters/bands 
find a venue to play originals); something they happily agreed to as no one else 
was providing them anything of the sort.  

 During the two years I was with Music for Life Fundraising Concerts, I 
was able to raise just over five thousand dollars for the cancer wing of the 
local hospital where I now live, by orchestrating 2 singer/songwriter concerts 
at a local restaurant/bar. 

 Although I tried to get volunteers to assist me produce the concerts, I 
wasn’t able to find more than plenty of promises, my brother who sat at the 
door selling tickets for a few hours, two of the people who worked for the 
fundraising department of the hospital who’s cancer wing we were donating 
the proceeds and Rose Carty, who came down from Ottawa, Ontario, in 
support as well as part of her overseer duties.  As it turned out, it was all we 
needed. 

 So, I basically did everything else from: finding singer/songwriters 
available for the night I wanted to do the show (easy: throw a stick anywhere 
in town and you hit one, so be careful) and organizing the show schedule, 
hiring a sound man/system, setting up my video camera to record the show, 
speaking with the hospital staff to inform them of what I wanted to do, 
speaking with local business owners to get them to donate things we could 
auction off to raise money (picking up said things), dealing with the bar owner 
and his staff, dealing with the local media to promote the event, dealing with a 
local printer to get free printing for posters and event tickets in return for his 
name appearing at the bottom, getting a float for the door-person, buying 
supplies like balloons, every party needs balloons, posting the posters, etc. 

 I enjoyed every minute of being with Rose’s group as I was using my 
skills for a good cause, providing songwriters a venue to showcase their 
material, I was never really sold on the need to fight cancer especially with 



current medical procedures; however, I began, at the same time, to investigate 
cancer as well as other topics and I soon learned that although I was a better 
person for having been a part of Rose’s team, continuing to fund the current 
medical industry was not something I wanted/would to do any longer.  There 
had to be another way.   

 I’ve also helped plan and execute a few family reunions; where from 30-
100 of us meet yearly; as well as singer/songwriter jams every Thursday 
evening for a couple summers at the community amphitheatre where I now 
live as well as being the official meeting organizer, score tabulator, email 
distributor of said scores with rhetoric and analysis provided at no extra 
charge, for my family's yearly Piscine de la Coupe Stanley (our tongue-in-
cheek, broken French version of a hockey pool for the National Hockey 
Leagues' Stanley Cup Playoffs; I've even written a song about it, “Mr. Hockey”; 
my first with a bridge, not just verse and chorus; my song writing skills were 
improving, I was so proud...). 

 Music has always been one of my greatest passions, so I do see myself 
getting involved in any way I can and if they’ll have me with the other 
members who enjoy making music, whether in the studio, by the camp-fire or 
Society event as a performer, or as a gopher-in-training, key grip, promoter, 
host, coat rack, whatever.   

 With the help of a friend, Paul Savoie, who knew more than I did about 
music and recording music, we recorded 12 of my originals and had Punch, 
Kick and Judy Productions Co. Ltd. produce a CD, artwork and all back in 2010 
(We had planned to re-record my vocal tracks, but ended up playing with the 
software to ‘adjust’ it instead).  Meaning I have a ‘little’ experience but 
thoroughly enjoy recording sound.  I own a personal video recorder as I 
mentioned, which I also enjoy using and I’ve played with a little bit, 
editing/DVD-production of a video I took of my cousin’s wedding, as my gift to 
the couple.  I’ve also toyed with ideas for music videos for my 30 or so, songs.  
From time-to-time the idea of being a talent scout has popped into my brain, 
so who knows, chaordic events will tell.   

 If you can’t find Punch, Kick and Judy Productions Co. Ltd. using any 
search engine, the reason is, it’s imaginary and Youtube removed whatever I 
had posted...  My late friend Randall Davis, who taught me how to play guitar 
as well as the basics of song writing and I, formed a ‘band’ called Punch, Kick 
and Judy (a name I came up with inspired by Punch and Judy of Napoleonic 
times) that only ever played ‘live’ or in public at work parties.  I was Punch 



playing rhythm guitar and harmonica, Randy was lead guitar/rhythm and the 
chef’s wife Laurie was Judy.  To us it was too funny; if you said the name fast 
enough it sounded like we were endorsing punching and kicking Judy.  Randy 
later came up the name Dick’s Hangout for the band name, another play on 
words, so I came up with the idea to create an imaginary production company 
called Punch, Kick and Judy Productions Co. Ltd.  This was all in fun but deep 
down, a desire?  When we would play at the restaurant parties, I always 
introduced us:  Please welcome, direct from a sold out show at the Holiday Inn 
in Sudbury, Ontario, Dick's Hangout!!  Brought to you by Punch, Kick and Judy 
Productions Co. Ltd.  Randy and I were really the only ones who got the joke. 

  

 

 A few years after my dad died (he was not Y2K certified), I entertained 
the idea of quitting smoking for health reasons; he was a lifetime smoker and 
became a ‘victim’ of a ruptured colon, brought about by cancer.  I had used 
Zyban, a pharmaceutical anti-depressant that had a side effect that smokers 
seemed to quit smoking after a month or so on the drug, successfully before, 
having quit smoking for about 7 years.  But, I was bottle collecting pretty hard 
at the time, still suffering from the loss of my dad, and soon began feeling 
something not normal developing on the right side of my abdomen about 3 
weeks after beginning to take the drug.  So, I stopped Zyban immediately, but 
kept smoking and drinking.   

 Over time the symptoms became somewhat worse; I could feel ‘it’ or the 
pressure of it, increasing as well as the added benefit of inflammation of my 
left foot, my groin and lymph nodes under the arms from time-to-time.  This 
was also one of the reasons why I left the big city of Ottawa (not really so big, 
but I was used to living in small military housing developments) and decided 
to move to northern New Brunswick, the home of my most immediate 
‘ancestors’.  I figured a more sedate lifestyle with less stress might improve my 
‘condition’.  My mom was living there as well and I felt it was time to try once 
again to have a meaningful relationship with her.  However, a new problem 
developed, I now became more sedentary as I no longer had anyone that I 
knew to play tennis, squash, golf and frisbee golf with.  I was quite active with 
sports in Ottawa; actually all of my life to this point and my 47-55 beats per 
minute resting heart rate soon rose to the normal 70+ or so. 



 The symptoms I described so eloquently, just ask anyone in a white lab 
coat, have come and gone, increased or decreased over the last 15 years or so, 
but essentially remained.  I know that we are all holographic bio crystalline 
projections of our consciousness (true spirit or spark) recreating the 3-D 
world around us moment by moment, so at times it's as if I have no symptoms, 
until I actually think about it; like every time I wake up from sleep.  This reality 
and the research I’ve done on my own and with the guidance of the Health and 
Awareness chats convinced me that it was time to take a serious look at my 
health and wellbeing, not only for myself, but if I truly wanted to be of use to 
our Society.  Even though I had lived with 'it' for many years without really 
trying to 'fix it'; life was again worth living to the fullest and I wasn’t in shape 
to perform at my best.  I knew however, that this with my will would change. 

 It was a couple of years after joining PanTerra that I began to eat better, 
replacing bread, pasta, grains, coffee, alcohol and pop with fruit, vegetables, 
nuts and distilled water (I still eat meat, but am open to vegetarianism).  
Within a month or so I dropped from about 190-195 pounds to my university 
days weight of about 165-170 pounds and my Molson muscle (a fatty 
protuberance in and around the gut area affecting many Canadian males…) 
completely disappeared. (Molson is a beer brewing company in Canada).  I felt 
great (as my research into gut flora and its affects on mental well being have 
shown I would), or at least much better and I wasn't falling asleep right after 
eating like before; but I was still not exercising like I knew I should.  It was at 
this point that my couple-relationship with my ex, Anne Godin came to an end.   

 The inner turmoil I was experiencing began to infect my newly 
developed eating/drinking habits, as I mentioned before.  In my mind I was 
the victim once again.  However, I have continued my inner-work and so, no 
longer drink alcohol, coffee or pop, I’m eating much better again, drinking two 
cups of chaga daily as well as other detoxifying tea blends, with only the 
occasional pizza pie or bag of Lays salted chips (both of which will end soon as 
sources of so-called comfort food; their spirits continue to have influence over 
me, due I know in part or in whole, because of a gut flora imbalance needing 
further attention; because I know I'm not a pet needing treats). 

 I have a few health issues with my teeth and gums as well; due in part to 
bad habits and life-style, but as well due to the mercury amalgams I let 
dentists install, in their misguided efforts to prevent further tooth decay.  I 
know as well that this oral dis-ease is also associated with the inflammation 
and pressure in my abdomen.  From what I’ve discovered researching the side 



effects of dentistry, I’ve come to the determination that although I may be able 
to reduce my gum disease by brushing with Himalayan Sea Salt'ed water, 
eating better and rinsing with salt water, the most important thing I can do for 
my oral well being, is to as soon as possible get the amalgams removed; 
something we all know is not covered by health insurance. 

 Listening to the Dr. D audios that Andrea so kindly and generously 
shares, I am slowly but surely, beginning to exercise again, at least 1-3 times a 
week for about 20 minutes at a time, for the last month or so.  My routine 
includes doing Paida Lajin for my neck/back to relieve an old injury coming 
back in my later years because of how toxic I have become and my inactivity, 
the clam exercises for my abdomen, legs, thighs and hip areas; I’m even up to 
25 push-ups and 5 minutes of gut crunching.   

 As well, following Dr. D’s instructions, when sitting I continue to remind 
myself to squeeze my buttocks and move my legs, so as not to stiffen up, as 
well as try to remain conscious of my posture. I’ve also used MMS2, calcium 
hypochlorite salt protocols, recommended by Jim Humble a few times and at 
present my lymph nodes under my arms and in my groin and left foot, only 
inflame a bit, whenever I eat pizza.  Do I need more proof how unhealthy it is 
for me?  Not really, but my gut imbalance cravings are difficult to ignore, 
especially around the full moon. (self-limitation/gut flora imbalance? - more 
work needed)  A size 0 capsule one quarter filled of MMS2 has also completely 
cured any cold or flu symptoms I may be experiencing within hours, as long as 
I swallow it soon after symptoms develop. 

 

 I know, I know…You're thinking slow down, with all that change your 
going to hurt yourself, plus it's not scientific changing so many variable at 
once…but like everything I’ve wanted to change or learn, it’s day-by-day and 
moment-by-moment combined with continuing reflection on what I could 
have done differently, until new habits or mental magnetic fields are 
sustained.  It’s his nature they will say, which to me means these are his habits.  
So, a new ‘nature’ requires new habits, which requires intention combined 
with effort, spaced in time.   

 Like everyone else, the more passionate I am about an idea, topic or 
project the more time and energy I seem to find and focus.  I learned how to 
play rhythm guitar within a month, at a high enough level that my friend 
Randy could play lead to as well as writing my first song “Saanich Harbour”, 



spending at least 6 hours a day, each day practicing.  I was also inspired by the 
old joke: How do you get to Carnegie Hall?  Practice. 

 Other examples focussing my attention include my early sales career.  I 
found myself in Calgary, Alberta the summer following my 2-month sojourn to 
the Hawaiian Islands post university graduation with my school and class-
mate Michael Marek, who had been there before, to visit a girl I had befriended 
while she was on holiday in Honolulu at the same time and my uncle and his 
family who also lived there.  You’ve gotta love family, cheap room and board… 
I had never lived in Calgary and was interested in pursuing the girl I 
mentioned, so I began looking for a job in Calgary and found an interesting ad 
in search of people to ‘provide families with educational materials’.  What I 
naively thought was something other than door-to-door encyclopaedia sales.   

 I was impressed by their use of colourful language and felt that I could 
learn a thing or two from these people.  Within a month, I was running the 
Calgary office and leading a team of 4 salespeople (university students on 
recess for the summer) all over British Columbia, Alberta, Saskatchewan and 
North Ontario, selling books.  Maybe it was the juicy territory, but in part I 
know it was my efforts, drive and enthusiasm to learn everything I could about 
sales/communications and my ability to teach others what I know, which 
gained me the top sales manager award at that end of summer company 
banquet, out performing seasoned veterans. 

 

 

 

 The other major changes that I have gone through have 
developed/grown from my work with removing the enemy construct within as 
well as my education since becoming a member of Gemstone University.  
Essentially, I now completely inner-stand and want to emulate the power and 
logic of Ken and Andrea’s teachings and intentions to change the world for the 
betterment of all; the universe seems to send me confirmations daily.   

 Of course, I will always have work to do, inner lessons to learn, but I feel 
that I am more ready than ever, to become a functioning part of PanTerra 
D’Oro, not merely a continuing student.  I believe my involvement in the: chats, 
with the Document Editing Team and the 5CRandD group, helping to 
transcribe the Ontario Seminar as well as donating what I could when I could 



as requested, has shown me (others) that I am becoming more active with 
respect to doing my part to assist our Society manifest its intentions.  Not that 
I ever doubted the intention of our Society, it’s more that my belief system 
limitations and ignorance where holding me back.  I was more concerned with 
first and foremost, getting myself out of the matrix, thinking that this action 
would help others (my family in particular), see the error of their ways, beliefs 
and most importantly their unconscious acceptance of the status quo.  No 
longer as I now know because of chaordic reasoning that it is all the same 
thing and merely the enemy construct within, blinding me to this fact. 

 If I had any respect for the concept of money, I’d be in California right 
now.  I’d at least own a car and have the funds to be able to drive to Quebec 
City 6 hours away, pay for food and lodgings, &c., where I am most likely to 
find the closest dentist qualified to remove my mercury amalgams.  I'd also 
have the proper and tested supplements to effectively detoxify, be a patient of 
Dr. D’s, the list goes on; but my limitations with regards to money have left me 
awaiting activation for these areas of my life.  I spent money when I had it and 
didn’t when I didn’t have it, but I always seemed to get what I thought I needed 
at the time. 

 Today, I am aware that I am not alone, that it took years to get this 
unhealthy and so it will take time, again day-by-day and moment-by-moment, 
for me to get back to premium health and excellence.  Although I might be like 
Bill Murray at the start of the movie Stripes, out of shape, I know I will return 
to being active physically as in my youth.  Tennis anyone?  I ask, because after 
seeing on Youtube the 97-year-old lady swinging the racket again, after she 
started 'grounding', I was truly inspired and searching for an outlet to plug 
myself into, as it were. 

 You may have noticed a common theme of me and my buddy did this or 
did that; I like many, find it so much easier to be consistent, improve and have 
fun when joining others in similar activities; I'm so happy my new buddy is 
PanTerra D'Oro!! 

 As I re-read this for the umpteenth time adjusting as I go, I am reminded 
of the effort I have put into making sure I consistently take my time with 
whatever I am doing at the moment.  Do it right once, the first time.  The old 
pressure-cooker ideology of time no longer applies or exists, unless we let it. 



 I also just thought to mention that I've signed an affidavit stating I am no 
longer participating in the communal lotto ticket pool at the hotel where I 
work; I sure hope this wasn't holding up activation... 

 The idea of moving to Costa Rica and being a part of building our living 
university and media centre to me would be paradise; actually, I'm already 
there my avatar just hasn't caught up yet, collapsing time lines, or so I've 
heard.  I’ve had a little experience living with others sharing housing at 
university and for many years after with friends or family.  Even helping if I 
can in Sierra Leone interests me.   

 My other main passions so far, include but are not limited to or listed in 
any particular order: learning, researching, writing, teaching, food 
production/service, media, education, being in the great outdoors, being with 
like-minded people, the animal kingdom, health, canoeing, golf, tennis, skiing, 
chess, movies, reading and the plant kingdom.  So, I would love to be of service 
in any of these areas, as well as continue my/our efforts adapting the US based 
knowledge for the Commonwealth countries and all others world wide, 
transcribing the Ontario Seminar and working with the Document Editing 
Team. 

 Essentially, I’m tired of and have learned all I can from long cold winters, 
I’m ready to try living where it’s always warm.  (I spent two months in Hawaii 
after graduating university, and was not happy when I had to return to 
Vancouver, Canada home of some of Canada’s harshest winters…just ask any 
of the locals.) (I’ve even had people like Dave, the chef I mentioned earlier, 
who often told me: Chris, what the hell are you doing in Ottawa…I see you 
down south somewhere on or very near the beach.)  kevin.wayne is 
developing his Ghost River project in Calgary, Alberta, Canada and I have 
offered to assist him, so I guess I may not be done with winter after all. 

 

 In closing, music, good-hearted laughter and silliness have been 
essential protocols for sanity maintenance my entire life...Combined with the 
lessons learned from ken and andrea as well as my continued inner-work I 
find myself more and more at peace each day/moment.  For example, when 
clients ask me if the restaurant that seems to be a part of the hotel is closed on 
Sundays, I say:  Yes, welcome to northern New Brunswick where we are at the 
service of tourists, only when we feel like it.  It seems to work better than Yup, 
crazy right and they stick me with having to tell people the bad news.  Both 



provide the same information, the restaurant is closed (not that a locked glass 
door where it is easy to see no activity inside and a sign isn’t obvious enough) 
and, but...well I'm sure you don't need me to continue, this is long enough and 
there's still Volume 2 to come... 

 

Please share this essay to any and all at your discretion: anything contrary to 
the pope and his magically derived UCC can and will be dealt with, anyone 
having issues while reading it, has inner-work to do, as we all, planet-wide are 
coming to inner-stand.  Thank-you, for taking the time to read this essay, 
which I hope will allow you to get to know me, who I am, in a nutshell or a 
comedy in 3 acts, so to speak.  I look forward to returning the favour. 

 

 

Did I pass? Am I on the right side of the Bell curve?  Is my essay better than 
jolly's or the Trunk Monkies that applied… 

  

Below is a copy of a “lost-at-sea, please notify police if found”, photo of me at 
17 or 18.  Don't laugh, or be intimidated by the red hair and blue eyes, or the 
printing artefact showing the fading puppet string/force directed at my pineal 
gland or 3rd eye...it was the 1970's and unless I’m a sleeper awaiting my cue, I 
am not affiliated with the Anunaki.  Plus, their influence over me is obviously 
fading just take a closer look. 



 


