
                                   

                                

                       

Chapter 1

I was born in the south of England just outside of a 
small village called Calstock in Cornwall. My parents 
owned a small farm. Our house abutted onto the 
neighbours cow stables. My father rented out part of 
our land to a neighbouring farmer to graze sheep. The 
properties were surrounded with low stone walls which 
are typical of the area. On the rest of the land we grew 
flowers for the local market – anemones, gladioli and iris. 
Something about the soil composition produced the best 
Iris in the entire area but when my mother developed an 
allergy to the anemones my dad took a job in the motor 
trade and we moved closer to the city of Plymouth in 
Devon. A few months before my sixth birthday and with 
the help of a ten pound assisted passage from the British 
Government we set sail on the SS Orion to Australia via 
Greece, the Suez Canal, Port Said, Aden, Bombay and 
the Christmas Islands to Fremantle in Western Australia.

At Port Said a Hoodi Guru man (a magician) came on 
board. All the passengers gathered around on the top 
deck. He asked for a woman’s watch which he proceeded 
to wrap in a cloth and smash with a hammer. Then from 
out of nowhere he produced the woman’s original watch. 
He then asked for a woman’s wedding ring which he 
immediately threw overboard. Once again he returned 
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the original item. Then he called for me to join him in the centre. The next 
thing I was aware of was a pack of playing cards falling from my shirt 
sleeves and out of my shorts. For his next trick the magician caused a 
dozen day old chickens to fall out of my sleeves and shorts. I had no idea 
how he did his magic but he was very convincing.

When I think of Westerners worshipping Indian Guru’s who are able to 
materialise gold rings, flowers and holy dust out of thin air I am always 
reminded of the Hoodi Guru man.

We docked in Fremantle during the heat wave of 1961 / 1962 and went 
to stay on  a 20 acre property in Mundaring. The property backed onto 
national forest and the heat, bright sunlight, prickly vegetation and arid 
conditions were in stark contrast to the cool, dark woods of England with 
their delicate primroses and bluebells. I was very homesick but did not 
understand it until I was in my twenties.

Around the time of my sixth birthday in March 1962 we settled in 
Bassendean. The town of Rolf Harris. I had few close friends during my 
childhood and used to play in the bush near the Swan River by myself or 
with my 2 brothers. We grew our own vegetables and took recycling as a 
matter of course. Even though there were no water restrictions we used 
all of the water from the washing machine on the garden.

I walked to school in thongs and went bare feet when I could. Because 
I had started school in England when I was four I ended up jumping a 
couple of grades when I got to Australia which put me amongst a group of 
children who were one or two years older than me. This caused me some 
difficulties and I would have liked to have been put down a class with my 
own age group.

At primary school during sport we used to play flag races and I 
remember using a psychological strategy whereby I would start out 
running for the furthest flag first so that my last flag was the shortest 
journey. Most of the other children ran for the closest flag first which 
meant they had a long run home after getting the last flag. I used to win 
consistently. I have been conscious of using this strategy my entire life 
where I sacrifice now for rewards later.

Another incident at primary school stands out. During a softball race 
when I was sprinting two boys walked in front of me and I got winded. 
It was my first no-mind experience. As long as I was unable to breath I 
could not think. I could see but not think. As soon as my breath started 
again the mind came back in.

My parents did not socialise a lot and we had few visitors. We were 
very English with little physical demonstrations of affection. I remember 
my father telling me that “Children should be seen and not heard”. 
Consequently I bottled up my energy and then when it came time to 
speak I felt very tense and then spoke very rapidly for a few minutes 
and shut up again. In retrospect my repressive childhood provided the 
foundations for me to learn how to motivate and inspire people.
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When I was about 14 years old I was fortunate enough to spend a week 
on a wheat and sheep farm in Quairading Western Australia. I have many 
fond memories of that farm such as kicking my feet in the dirt; the smell 
of the sheep and hay, and hearing the sorrowful cry of a lone crow at 
dusk.

Once I reached 15 my hormones kicked in and I became a wild teenager. 
After my first opportunity to get drunk on beer at 16 I became addicted to 
it and I drank heavily until about 28. Though many people would consider 
it normal for a male petrol-head living in the suburbs at that time. During 
my late teens and early twenties I experimented with a range of drugs 
and became habituated to Benzodiazapams type pills. Addiction to, and 
learning how to withdraw from alcohol and drugs gave me valuable 
understandings.

One weekend when I was about 15 I read an article in the Sunday Times 
newspaper about an Indian guy. The story described how the lecture tent 
kept on falling down and how the mainly German disciples spent their 
time rebuilding it. I looked at the article and said to myself, “I want to go 
there.” But being a 15 year old boy from a poor family with no job I gave 
up the idea. To this day I wish that I had kept the article and that I had 
acted on my desire because it was not until I was about 29, that is 14 
years later did I reconnect with Osho again, and it could have saved me a 
lot of heartache in the meantime.

I got married when I was about 22 to a woman I did not want to marry. 
This was a very painful time for me (and her) and it took me a decade to 
recover from the depression. For years I thought I was the only fool but 
over the years I have met a number of people who have a similar story 
to tell. But once again in retrospect I gained learning’s that have proved 
valuable for me. I got divorced when I was about 26.

My first part time job was at a veggie shop run by two Italian brothers, 
Nick and Tony, and their families. I loved this job and the family 
atmosphere. Then I took a part time job in a saw mill at Morley Park Box 
and Case Factory. No matter how hard I worked it was not fast enough 
for Frank Bosniak, the Austrian owner, who seemed intent on worked me 
into the ground. The job was also not without other hazards. On the job 
one day I saw a man killed right in front of my eyes. A log got caught 
on the saw teeth and was propelled back at him. It threw him about 12 
feet backwards. The log cut through a ¼ inch cow hide apron that he was 
wearing and split his stomach from one side to the other. I won’t give 
any more details but it was a fascinating lesson in anatomy. He was a 
lowly paid European immigrant in his early forties and I remember Frank 
going to inform his wife of the bad news. There was something about the 
poverty that struck me more than anything else.

When I was 18 years old my granny Saunders came to visit from 
England. Her husband had died some years earlier from a coal related 
illness. She was the first relative I had seen since I had left England 12 
years earlier. She was about 72 at the time She only stayed for a month 
but I loved her very much. She strode up the road, arms swinging, head 
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held high on her daily walk. She said, “No matter who you are always walk 
with your head held high.” Every day she swam laps of an Olympic pool 
and she proudly showed me a newspaper clipping of a competition that 
she had won recently.

Even though she had been on a very low income all of her life, since her 
husband’s death she had managed to save up enough money to go on 
ocean cruises a number of times. She used to play the piano and entertain 
the passengers, and invariably was invited to join the captain at his table 
afterwards. She came with me and some English friends to a workers club 
in the suburbs of Perth and she asked to play the piano. The patrons gave 
her patronising smiles as she walked up the piano as if to say “Dear old 
soul.” But when she played and sung we were all entranced – she was 
great. And so full of joy. Even though we never had a piano in Australia I 
have a memory of her playing the piano in our lounge room.

She also had a great sense of gratitude for small things. She related 
how one of her male friends would visit on a Sunday evening and bring 
a pint of milk. She sounded so genuinely grateful for this small gift – and 
something about it penetrated my heart. When I was about 25 she passed 
away and I was grief struck but none of my relatives or family seemed to 
have any understanding why.

At 17 I started work at the University of Western Australia in the 
Department of Botany as a Laboratory Assistant where I worked for 11 
½ years. Being ambitious and a hard worker I became the first person 
at UWA to be upgraded to Laboratory Technician in less than 5 years of 
service and before 21 years of age. But there was something about my 
drive that was my undoing. The harder that I worked the more work I 
attracted. And once I had established this pattern of behaviour saying ‘no’ 
only got the ire of my superiors and colleagues. Eventually my mind and 
body could take the pressure no more and I burned out. One day I called 
in to say that I was sick. All the sick days that I had accumulated over 11 
½ years I used up in 3 months of sick leave and I never returned to that 
job.

I was now 28 / 29 years of age and had developed Chronic Fatigue 
Syndrome (CFS). And this was years before CFS was recognised as a real 
illness. This period is the pivotal point in my life. The first period was the 
mud and nutrients out of which the lotus was to be born. A few years 
earlier a creative energy in me had forced it’s way to the surface and I felt 
a compulsion to create in every possible way that I could, photography, 
screen printing, arts and crafts, making clothes,  dying fabrics, trying 
to set up businesses, writing, going to the theatre, watching art house 
films, dancing, going to the beach and learning how to surf. I also got 
into existentialist literature. Incidentally I had learned how to read by 
five years of age and up until 49 I devoured books literally by the shelf. 
For example I would visit the library and read nearly every book on 
existentialism. Then once I had finished that section I moved on.

Around 48 years of age towards Christmas I read my last two fiction 
books. I read Death to Chaos by L. E. Jr Modesitt  and soon after  R.E. 
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Salvatore’s The Demon Awakens. Both were sword and sorcery fantasy 
books.  The Demon Awakens  was so complete in every way, except for 
one loop that was not closed, that I had no desire to read another piece 
of fiction after that. Around 49 I read my last non fiction book which has 
remained unread and that was Molecules of Emotion by Candace Pert. 
Now I have no desire to absorb more knowledge at all.

Anyway if I can go back to when I was 5 years of age. I remember 
sitting up in bed and saying to myself, “I am going to write a story.” But 
when I looked at how untidy the words were on the page I felt dissatisfied 
and sort of gave up on the idea. Now at 52 my first book, a recipe book is 
ready to be self published. It has been a long haul and I don’t know why it 
has taken me so long.

Getting back on track though, at the suggestion of my girlfriend Natasha 
I read up on Bali and booked a ticket.  Though I was lucky to actually get 
there because  at 10:00am my friend took me for a good bye drink in 
the airport bar. If I had not been paged over the intercom I would have 
missed my flight.

Indonesia transformed me. It was around the summer of 1983 / 1984.  I 
stopped drinking and using drugs. With a Bahasa Indonesian dictionary in 
my back pack I travelled to Lombok, Java and Madura and hung out with 
the locals. I saw a stark contrast between wealth and poverty. In Denpasa 
I visited a slum where people lived in the mud.  I learned what monsoon 
rain is. I walked in bare feet, slept on the floor a few times; ate at the 
dirtiest back street stalls; ate with my hands while sitting in the dirt; slept 
in cheap warungs; got very sick; got lost on the island of Lombok which 
was transformative in itself; and got concussed when I ran into a doorway 
and walked around the streets in a daze for a few days with fresh blood 
oozing from the wound.  Travelling by myself in a Third World Country, 
I got into some very sticky situations but I survived. Most importantly 
though it transformed my identity. I forgot that I was a Westerner and 
totally identified with being an Indonesian.

A couple of years earlier I had enrolled in a part time Psychology degree 
at Curtin University before transferring to Murdoch. So coming home 
from Indonesia I got stuck into my studies. I was doing well when I felt a 
need to learn how to meditate. Some years earlier I had explored TM and 
Raja Yoga but I found them too repressive. So one day I went down to 
Fremantle to a clothing exhibition. A man dressed in orange and red with 
a string of beads around his neck asked me to photograph him and his 
lady friend. His name was Vishrant.  The next day I visited the Rajneesh 
Centre in Fremantle. The woman on reception offered me a choice of 
two mediations: Dynamic or Kundalini. I remember saying to her that I 
wanted a heavy duty meditation. I don’t know why I said that but the next 
morning at 6:00am I did my first Dynamic Meditation. And that was the 
beginning of the end of my Psychology degree. The meditation spaced me 
out and I had difficulty in concentrating. I spoke to my tutor to ask about 
deferring. He said, “Hang in. You only have 4 weeks to the end of term 
and you are going to get an A.” I ended up not being able to sit for the 
exam so I got an ‘F’.
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The meditation caused a release of endorphins which made me feel 
great but I became dysfunctional. The best I could do was to lie around on 
the floor all day, laugh, eat, sleep and do more meditation. I had my first 
out of body experience (OBE) a week after starting Dynamic. I used to 
get up at 5:30 am in the middle of winter and ride my Ducati motor bike 
through the rain to Fremantle to meditate at 6:00am. Eventually I became 
functional once again but my whole lifestyle changed. I dyed my clothes 
red, bought a flat in Fremantle, took Sannyas and wore a mala around 
my neck with a picture of Osho on the locket. I learned what it feels like 
to be persecuted for your religious preferences. As a group we got a lot 
of flack from the media and there were times when people in the street 
threatened violence.

I involved myself in lots of Sannyasin personal growth groups. These 
were quite different to alternative / mainstream personal development 
groups that I had previously in that the parameters were very different. 
In fact the earliest workshops in Poona caused a bit of controversy from 
those on the outside of the movement.

Around 1985 / 1986 I borrowed some money and went to the Ranch 
in Oregon to be with Osho at the summer festival. (Osho was known as 
Bhagwan Shree Rajneesh at the time.) I had some powerful meditation 
experiences. Doing Dynamic with a thousand meditators I understood 
what it feels like for my body to be moved by a group energy. During a 7 
day Awareness Intensive – Zen Koan Meditation I had the most profound 
experience that I had experienced up until then.

When Osho moved back to India I went to be with him in Poona. This 
was March 1988 about a year before He left his body. Something very 
magical happened in Poona. One morning I woke up to find myself in love 
with Osho. The very same feelings that I get when falling in love with a 
woman. And the romantic feelings lasted for the same period of time. It is 
interesting because I never got closer than 30 metres to Him in discourse 
and I never ever spoke with Him in person. I still love him very deeply to 
this day.

Around 1990 I broke up with Viharo who I had been with for a few 
years. Even though I loved her there was an energy inside of me that 
took me elsewhere.  I knew I needed to start a business. So I started 
promoting psychologists. I promoted the first NLP Practitioner Certification 
in Perth in 1991. I found the close proximity to my family and some old 
friends was holding me back so I moved to Byron Bay. Business was too 
difficult in Byron so I moved to the Gold Coast. I had no formal training 
nor role models in business. Add to this a lack of capital and poor health, 
I found it very challenging. But I persevered. I did not really know what 
business I wanted to be in. I read all of the business and marketing books 
I could find. I practiced my business skills when ever I could. Sometimes 
I took a job but I had little physical energy or motivation to work for 
some one else. Burning out at UWA was really the last time I ever wanted 
to have someone else control my energy so I continued to look towards 
self employment. But as I said with little capital this is a great challenge 
for anyone. I remember it took me years to get the money to buy a fax 
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machine. I always managed somehow to scrape by but there came a time 
when my health was so chronically poor that I lost most of my friends and 
I did not have the time, money or physical health to pursue a relationship. 
Lack of money also meant I  had little access to good medical care – 
virtually nil.

I had experimented with vegetarian / vegan type diets for 20 years. 
Then one day after nine months on a raw vegan diet I saw a life sized 
coffin in front of my face with me in it and felt a feeling of death. I knew 
I had to act immediately so I visited a student acupuncturist friend who 
helped me change my diet. My health improved but I still hung onto the 
low fat, high carbohydrate, high soy type diet. Ill health slowly isolated 
me from my network of friends. My health deteriorated badly again. I 
remember one night about 9:00pm being able to just walk 200 metres 
down the road and back. 

Sometime later I saw the coffin in front of may face again. I remember 
getting down on my knees in my home office and praying to a God I did 
not believe in. Somewhere around that time I decided to end my life. Even 
though I had been suicidal on and off since a child this was the first time 
when I felt I would follow through. I made a phone call to my exgirlfriend 
Viharo who still lived in Fremantle. I could not speak. I just cried and she 
listened. She really listened to me. I had hit rock bottom and from that 
moment on my life began to improve.

I had a feeling that learning Chi Kung and Tai Chi might help. I 
remembered how Milton Erickson the Medical Hypnotist who when he 
overheard the doctor tell his mother that he would die before morning 
from polio, brought all of his effort into exercising just one finger. He went 
on to become world famous. I was not as debilitated as Erickson but was 
in a similar situation so each day I exercised my body a little more at a 
time. I got books from the library on Chi Kung and taught myself some 
exercises. After a year I started Tai Chi with Wally Simpson under the 
shelters at Burleigh Primary School in the evenings. I was still very ill but 
after a year my health had much improved and I became an example of 
what Tai Chi could do for some one.

Even though I had improved health it was still not good by any 
standards. I began researching elective surgery for a medical complaint 
that I had. And this was a big thing for me because I have an aversion 
to the medical profession as a result of ‘adverse reactions to their 
treatments’.  And then one day in the park at Burleigh foreshow – it must 
have been about 2002 –  I came across an old Naturopath friend Kyle 
Grimshaw-Jones who suggested I buy a copy of Nourishing Traditions by 
Sally Fallon. 

I dropped the vegetarian, vegan, high soy, low fat, high carbohydrate 
attitude and learned to embrace traditional nutrient dense foods such as 
raw milk, butter, cream and kefir; consume pasture fed lamb, beef, liver, 
heart, and chicken with the fat; make gelatinous bone broths; eat fatty 
fish and saturated fats such as lard, beef fat and coconut oil; bake my own 
sourdough bread and cakes; and culture sauerkraut and lacto fermented 
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beverages.  My health dramatically improved but it still took me about 4 
years for me to recover from some of the damage done by the vegetarian 
/ vegan diets. During that recovery period I immersed myself in learning 
about traditional nutrition and shared this knowledge every couple of 
months at a Sunday afternoon workshop teaching others about traditional 
nutrition. I also set up a website where I posted my recipes.

Slowly I picked up where I had left of some years previously and around 
2004 I worked once again towards delivering NLP and Zen Meditation 
workshops. I had run meditation classes on and off since about 1991 
but had formed a belief that it was not possible to make an income from 
selling meditation. I also had the belief that a lot of people were against 
meditation. Those beliefs held me back. But I still had an energy that 
wanted to express itself through me.

Over the years I had a number of significant dreams. In one dream 
Osho’s face represented a cave and out of the cave came a smoke and 
I  breathed it. The energy that went with it is best illustrated by the New 
Seekers song made famous by the Coca Cola advertisement of the early 
1970’s which goes something like: “I’d like to teach the world to sing in 
perfect harmony. I’d like to buy the world a home, And furnish it with 
love…”

Then one day I realised that a number of people had been very 
successful in selling meditation and I don’t mean just the Gurus from 
India. There is Silva Mind Control, Alpha Dynamic and Robert Kiosaki’s 
Money and You.  It slowly dawned on me that I had been my own biggest 
obstacle in life. So I began to systematically move myself out of the way. 
That is the ‘I’ and my conditioning.

Then I noticed a trend emerging in society. From the 1980’s to 2000 
being a Osho Sannyasin was not really accepted in society. But then I 
noticed Buddha statues were becoming more prevalent in a wide range 
of shops. Even K-Mart had Buddha statues featured in a display at the 
entrance to their store at the Pines Elanora. And mainstream people were 
positioning Buddha statues on their verandas and in their front gardens. 
I could see that a shift in consciousness was occurring and I knew it was 
time to act.

Over the years I have accumulated an office full of half completed 
manuscripts, boxes of notes, course outlines and manuals that I had 
written. Then I reviewed the goals that I had set every year for 20 years. 
Some of the goals I had achieved or worked towards while other stuff was 
just not what I really wanted. But there was a theme running through 
these notes. So I reached inside and got in touch with what my essential 
energy really wanted for me. This is another way of saying what God 
expects me to achieve in this life. I looked at where my energy naturally 
wanted to flow and began to bring myself in alignment with it. Then it was 
simply a matter of taking action and working with my essential energy 
towards its logical destination. No longer was I setting goals based upon 
what I wanted or what family, friends and society might expect from me 
but just doing what I felt existence expected. It is as-if existence presents 
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an outcome for me and all I have to do is do the hard yards and work 
towards it. Simple!

From 2004 – 2006 I went through my course outlines and manuals 
and designed a new workshop format. At first I ran separate meditation 
and NLP workshops. I even had separate email lists but slowly the two 
workshops became more like each and then over Christmas 2006 I 
integrated the two workshops as I could no longer keep them separate. I 
came up with the title Zen and the Art of Living.

And then people were talking about the film, The Secret. So I watched 
it. I had mixed feelings about it. In one respect it was very hyped. In my 
opinion the author had not done even a cursory search of the literature 
on the Laws of Attraction. The field of NLP systematised that back in the 
1980’s. And she made out that the information had been hidden by men 
who controlled the world. In reality it has been the priests who have kept 
information from the people. For thousands of years the common person 
could not read or write. (In India the Sudra’s were denied access not only 
to the temples but they were prevented from reading the scriptures.) 
When the common person did learn how to read he/she did not always 
learn the language that the scriptures were written in. Even now I 
understand that Catholic masses are still given in Latin. 

But I could see how The Secret was able to touch a chord in a lot of 
people. So I allowed this understanding to influence my presentation of 
Zen and the Art of Living. Zen and the Art of Living combines Osho Zen 
Meditation and NLP techniques to help the participate follow their own 
essential energy and achieve whatever is important to them.

Making a broad generalisation when you learn a meditation technique 
or exercise you are not really shown what to do inside your head. Some 
people can spend decades and not change significantly as a result of their 
meditations and yet others are transformed in a short space of time. 
So back around 2002 I decided to apply my NLP skills to modelling the 
discourses of Osho.

NLP is a method of transferring excellence from one person to another. If 
we use the example of a successful sales person who runs a sales training 
program. Most of the graduates from the course will be distributed under a 
bell shaped curve. Most will only be average while 2% will be as successful 
as the trainer. This is because being good at something does not mean 
you know how you do what you do. However NLP allows us to systematise 
a successful persons skill so that we can teach it to others. The feedback 
from Zen and the Art of Living is that the participants, whether they are 
novices or seasoned meditators, all learn at a much faster rate than would 
be expected with traditional methods of instruction.

I even  heard Osho say once that the consciousness of an Enlightened 
Master is so far evolved that they have forgotten what it is like to be 
human, hence it can be challenging for them to give clear instructions on 
how to meditate. He went on to say that the best meditation instructors 
were often those who had an evolved consciousness but still had one foot 
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in either world, so to speak.

Currently I am working on publishing some books. Once they are 
finished I plan to work on making DVD’s to back up the training manual 
that goes with Zen and the Art of Living. The natural progression from this 
is to build a meditation school somewhere on the Gold Coast. 

(Chapter one was written 13/06/2007)
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Chapter 2

Reflecting back upon my life I see that some of the changes that 
occurred matched the development of the seven subtle bodies.

1. physical body, conscious mind. 
2. etheric body, emotional body, unconscious mind.
3. astral body, intellect, collective unconscious mind.
4. mental body.
5. spiritual body.
6. cosmic body.
7. nirvanic body.

Each subtle body develops over a period of about 7 years. When you 
read the following chapter keep in mind the time periods of 7, 14, 21, 28, 
35, 42, 49, 56, 63, 70 years of age.

We moved from England to Australia just before I turned 6 years of age. 
We left the freezing snow of England to arrive in Perth, Western Australia 
during the heat wave of 1961.

Up until my 15th summer I had lived a sheltered existence but then I 
experienced an overwhelming urge to get out into the world and explore 
life with an intensity that I had never experienced before. That summer 
was almost like compressing my first 15 years into 3 months. It was 
intense.

At 17 years I commenced work at the University of Western Australia 
(UWA) as a Laboratory Assistant and was promoted to Laboratory 
Technician at 21 years. I was the first person at UWA to be promoted to 
Lab Technician with less than five years of service.

One of my duties was Departmental Photographer which required 
technical skill but gave little opportunity for creativity. Overtime I 
developed an interest in art, painting, drawing, silk screening, kirlian 
photography, and before long exploring my creativity became a 
compulsion. Creating was something that I just had to do. In a way the 
intensity around 28 years of age was similar to that of my 15th summer.

I was 28 years old when I handed in my resignation at UWA and had 
no idea of what I could for a living. I left that job not so much because 
I wanted to but because my life energy compelled me to move in a 
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new direction. I had begun part time study for a Psychology Degree at 
Curtin University when I was 25 years and had developed an interest 
in meditation. Soon after leaving UWA I met up with a group of Osho 
Sannyasins in Fremantle and jumped straight into a morning meditation 
routine. I got out of bed, with great difficulty around 5.00am, to ride my 
Ducati motor bike to Fremantle to participate in a one hour physically 
cathartic meditation known as Dynamic Meditation at 6.00am. Eight 
months later I was initiated into Sannyas with Osho.

At 36 years of age I sold off most of my possessions, fitted out a 
Toyota Hiace Van as a camper van, packed in all my worldly possessions, 
said good by to my friends and family and drove out to Midland and up 
over the Darling Scarp. I drove up towards Kalgoorlie and then down to 
Norseman and out along the Nullarbor Plain. As I entered the Nullarbor 
Plain Desert I remember seeing a sign which said to the effect that the 
next petrol station was 600 miles away. I was travelling alone, had food 
and water, a petrol stove, a bed in the back of the van, clothes, my 
surfboard, computer, stereo hi-fi, NLP books and some tools. Everything 
I owned was in the back of the van. I remember stopping somewhere by 
the side of a desert road and changing the sump oil. Not sure what I did 
with the oil, whether I buried it or disposed of it later at a service station.

There is one section before you get onto the Nullarbor Plain on the 
Western Australia side of the border, towards the coast that is absolutely 
beautiful. There are a lot of craggy limestone outcrops and the area is 
sort of flat with small mounds and hills. The rainfall is low and because of 
the harsh conditions the vegetation has a bonsai effect. It is one of those 
places that hopefully will remain a wilderness for eternity.

On the Nullarbor Plain I saw a number of Wedge Tailed Eagles that 
had landed to eat a dead kangaroo on the road. They are magnificent 
creatures with a wingspan of about 2 metres. I stopped at one location to 
take a closer look and disturbed one in a gully to the side of the road. It 
was only a few metres away from me and it laboriously got airborne and 
landed on an electricity pole with a group of others.

As I approached the Victorian border the weather got very cold and 
windy. I turned in a north easterly direction up through Horocks Pass into 
the hills. When I woke up in the morning there was ice on the ground. I 
had not seen ice since I was a little boy in England. It was about minus 
7 degrees below Centigrade. Driving through those hills I passed a petrol 
station with a sign declaring that it was the highest petrol station in 
Australia.

As I approached the East Coast and drove down from the hills towards 
Ballina it was like entering a warm bath. When I drove into Tweed Heads 
one evening in the winter of July 1991, it was raining and very humid. A 
total contrast to the cold dry weather of Perth.

Around 49 years of age I read my last few books. I had started school 
at 4 years and 9 months and quickly developed an interest in reading and 
writing. As a 5 year old I remember sitting up in bed one evening with 
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the decision to write a book. I wrote a few lines then paused to reflect 
upon what I had written. It was what you would expect from a 5 year old, 
the letters were big and the lines slopped down to the right. I remember 
discounting my effort and think I put off the book writing project for a few 
decades but I never stopped reading. From five years of age up until 40 
I always had my head in a about 6 books at the same time. I would visit 
the library and read entire genre’s of books. For example, once I had read 
a book shelf full of existentialist books I then moved onto something else 
and I never ever went back to read a book from that genre again.

Around 49 years of age I read my last few books. Molecules of Emotion 
by Candace Pert was never completed. The last two books that I read 
were Sword and Sorcery. The Death of Chaos by L. E. Modesitt Jn. And 
The Demon Awakens by R.E Salvatore. I was so satiated from reading 
The Demon Awakens that I have never read another fiction book since. 
I have continued to read a few NLP technical books which are necessary 
for my professional development but that is about it. I also took the same 
approach with films as I did with books. I would visit the video shop and 
hire all the videos of a certain genre. Once I had watched enough art 
house films that was it, no more. When I saw Pulp Fiction I went back 
and watched the first film in that genre, True Romance, then I watched all 
the similar type Pulp Fiction films and was finished with it. As I write this 
in 2013, I have not watched television in ten years, and I have only ever 
watched about one film a week, sometimes going for a couple of months 
between viewings. Over the last couple of years the only films that 
have interested me are action films like the Jason Bourne series. What I 
appreciate about the Jason Bourne type action films is the independent 
rogue individual who challenges everything for the truth, and perseveres 
relentlessly until he finds the answer to, “Why? And Who?” For me this is 
about meaning and identity. In addition I admire Bourne’s ability to be in 
sensory based experience and pay attention to the specific details in his 
immediate environment. For me this type of action hero lives very much in 
the present.

Being very much a creator type personality which in some ways is the 
exact opposite of the Jason Bourne type, I come up with an idea and 
take action on that idea before I have had time to reflect upon what it 
may take to do and to complete the project. So in the year 2000 when I 
was 55 years I looked at all the partially completed projects and made a 
decision to complete them one by one. 

So to that end I put aside all workshops and put my energy into 
completing a series of publications that I begun some years earlier. A 
year later I had still not made significant progress however the feeling 
arose in my mind that I there would soon be the need to travel. At every 
opportunity I stopped by a travel agency to look at a map of the world and 
wonder about possible destinations. In addition I felt the urge to update 
my wardrobe and routinely visited the local shopping centres to do so. I 
got out the travel list that I had used in previous years and systematically 
ticked off each item as I acquired it.

January 2012 I still had not completed the publications. My health had 
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also deteriorated such that I found it difficult walking up the 17 stairs to 
my home unit. I removed grains from my diet and my health began to 
improve but I was exhausted.

So in April  2013  at age 57 years I flew to Sydney to attend a three 
day NLP workshop. On the way to the Gold Coast Airport the taxi driver 
told me about his son who had just spent two weeks in Thailand, Macua 
and Hong Kong for less than $2,000.00. This motivated me to think about 
travelling to Asia to take some time out to work on my publications. It was 
just an option but I was now very much open to exploring a new lifestyle 
that would allow me to be in my energy and express who I am.

I was exhausted before I even got on the plane, and whereas most 
people would probably have cancelled the trip, I got myself on the plane 
and made it to the workshop. I should mention here that when most 
people talk about feeling exhausted it is just a temporary thing which 
they get over after a good nights sleep or a weeks holiday but I had 
suffered chronic fatigue since 28 and now it had developed to a state of 
exhaustion. I felt much like Buddha in near total exhaustion before finally 
giving up the search for truth. I knew that I was not totally exhausted as I 
still had some energy to keep moving, so I persevered.

The workshop was held in central Sydney from Friday to Sunday 
8.45am-5.30pm.

I made it through the first day and then around 6.00pm I remember 
feeling so hungry, so low on energy, so fatigued, and I was not familiar 
with the city and all I knew was that I needed to find something to eat 
and then get back to my hotel to rest. But having food allergies I could 
not just eat anything so I had to search for some healthy food. 

As I walked across the main intersection in central Sydney hundreds of 
people criss crossed hurrying to their destinations. I was in the middle, 
and  I felt like I could just drop from exhaustion onto the road way, and 
that it was possible that I could just die there and then. 

I made it across the street but found nowhere to eat so I wandered 
back across the road. I asked directions from a number of people and 
eventually I found myself in the Queen Victoria Building, which is a long 
shopping mall type construction with multiple basement levels that lead 
via walk ways into the basement of other shops and to the Central Railway 
Station. Someone directed me down some stairs into a basement area 
which was more like the scene from a horror movie so I exited from that 
and found my way back up to the level of shops. 

It was a bizarre experience. I had no idea where I was, most of the 
food shops had already closed, I needed food, just the act of walking was 
tiring but eventually I spied a food stall. I had laryngitis and could barely 
whisper to the stall holder, “Is that a meat pie?” He nodded, I then asked, 
“Where am I?” Most times when someone asks you this question you 
realise that the person just wants directions but when the man looked at 
me, he paused for a few moments sensing that something was not quite 
right, then he told me how to get back out onto the street. In a way the 
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question that arose in my mind encapsulated all of the following, “Where 
am I? Where did I come from? Where am I going?” And most importantly, 
“Who am I?”

This event was transformational for me. It changed my life. The 
understanding arose that life is precious, that each moment is precious 
and not to waste life engaging in activities or conversations that have little 
value, and as my health may never improve  that I should just make the 
best of things and squeeze the juice from life.

And that was just Friday evening. The next trial was the sounds of trains 
and city traffic. My seventh floor hotel window faced out onto the entrance 
to Elizabeth Street railway station. As the trains entered and departed 
the station they sounded a horn that was ten times louder than any car 
horn –  every fifteen minutes from 4.30am to after midnight. Not only did 
train horns, car horns and the constant sounds of traffic keep me awake 
but on Saturday night there was a military helicopter involved in some 
sort of drill. It manoeuvred very precisely about one hundred feet from 
the ground along the street and then hovered about 10 feet above the 
top of a building near the railway station. Military personal descended by 
rope to the roof top and then disappeared into the darkness. After about 
20 minutes the helicopter carefully flew back along the road between the 
buildings;

Even though I was exhausted I was determined to enjoy every moment. 
I rode on the monorail a number of times. On one occasion I found 
myself in a cabin with a group of German tourists. They were having a 
great time, laughing and joking. I could not understand a word that they 
said yet with their happy laughing faces they invited me to join in their 
experience.

By the end of the second day my lower back was wrecked which meant 
that I could not sleep on the soft hotel bed, as it did not give my back 
enough support. At home I sleep on a firm cotton futon. As luck would 
have it there were two beds in my hotel room so I used the linen and 
pillows to make a bed on the floor. I slept much better that night. At the 
workshop I took every opportunity to lay on the floor to get some rest 
but then found that trying to get back up to be a torturous experience. I 
needed to position myself near a chair or table of a suitable height and 
then drag myself carefully into a vertical position.

The realisation arose that if I was to recover that I needed to make 
some major changes in my life. That my identity needed to shift, that 
who I was needed to evolve, that I needed to redefine who I am. That I 
needed to access resource states. That I needed to absorb the life energy 
that was there at every opportunity. For example, one day I visited a 
Woolworths Supermarket and noticed how refreshing it felt to be around 
the fresh fruit and vegetables. Then as I progressively moved along each 
section to the refrigerated section, the frozen food section, the packaged 
and canned foods and down towards the laundry items I noticed two 
things. The first was that most people were down the fruit and vegetable 
section, and the second was that I experienced less life energy down 
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towards the laundry section. So now you know why the supermarkets 
position the fresh fruit and vegetables at the front of the store – because 
we are naturally attracted to the life energy that we find in nature.

So getting back to the story, that weekend in Sydney was absolutely 
amazing. I was exhausted, I had laryngitis, my lower back was wrecked, 
I could barely walk a few hundred metres on the flat but I still had to 
walk up and down hills to get from my hotel to the workshop venue and 
back to the train station. Yet everything that I saw, heard and did was a 
rich fulfilling experience. I was in a strange city, vulnerable, and I was in 
a state of awe and fascination. If possible I would have happily continued 
travelling in that state around the world with no thought of ever going 
back to my home on the Gold Coast. Once again I was totally motivated to 
travel. 

That weekend transformed me. I became very much aware of how 
precious life is, and most importantly how short it is. We only have these 
few moments. I thought of all my partly completed projects. These would 
all go to waste if I died and a friend or family member would have to 
sort through my possessions. I did not want to die like that. In the back 
of my mind was an image from the film, Blood Diamond, in which the 
protagonist Leonardo DiCaprio has been mortally wounded and finds 
himself on a hillside in Africa. He is totally exhausted and has only a few 
minutes to contemplate the beauty of the hillside and make a phone call 
to his girlfriend – a relationship that he did not have time to consummate 
because he was too busy chasing diamonds.

These thoughts motivated me to sort through my possessions and get 
rid of anything that was no longer of use. Over a number of weeks I 
cleared out an enormous amount of things, which had value, but had no 
real value to the new me. I was going travelling, one way or the other. So 
at 57 years I was driven by much the same energy that compelled me to 
travel overseas when I was 28. It was a time for a change. I had to do 
something different. I needed to build a team. I needed to find people to 
help me complete some of my projects and I was going to do it no matter 
how poorly I felt – always in the back of my mind that if I followed my 
energy I might renew and revitalise my health.

Over the next few weeks my health gradually improved and then 
deteriorated again so I reworked my goals and within a few hours had 
rekindled the real Abby Eagle. I was back on track and totally motivated to 
achieve my goals. From that moment on I had a renewed energy but after 
a number of weeks I developed a strange neck problem, my eustacian 
tubes became blocked and my ears constantly popped – inside my head 
it sounded like I was in a forty four gallon steel drum, and my voice 
was raspy and crackly like a ninety year old. It made it challenging to 
work at my job and talk with people. This went on for weeks on end and 
then in a casual conversation with one of my Naturopath friends, Diane 
suggested that I try oregano oil for my blocked ears. Oregano has anti 
microbial properties and another Naturopath some years previously had 
mentioned that I may have bugs growing in my sinuses so that evening I 
took three drops of oregano oil before dinner. Within minutes not only did 
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the eustacian tubes and the raspy crackling voice disappear but the neck 
problem did as well. It was a miracle. 

(Chapter 2 was written 27/07/2013)
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