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hen I was out by myself in the
mountains, I liked to think he was
somewhere in the trees. I hiked up
the canyons, over the ridge, and
under the pines to a place where
an old cabin had been. It was only a stone chimney and
foundation, all broken down. I tore out long grass for a
bed, then stepped through the doorway, a gap in the stones
with no walls on either side.
I could hear dogs barking, far away, when I closed my
eyes. I heard the stream nearby, its liquid sounds. And I
heard my name. Francine, Francine.
A fragmentary excerpt from The Raccoon and the Letter.
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He stood in the doorway. Wearing his dark blue Cub Scout shirt, the
patches on his pocket and his jeans with holes in the knees. Colville Young.
He pretended to knock on the door, then stepped inside and stretched
out next to me on the bed of grass. We were ten years old, eleven. He was
shorter, and his arms were too long for his body, and his hair was almost
white, even lighter than mine.
High above, the aspens’ leaves slapped, the blue sky bright between
them. I listened to Colville’s breathing, trying to match mine to it. My
shoulder felt his shoulder, even though we didn’t touch. I turned my neck,
his ear so close to my mouth. When I moved my fingers, down along my
side, they touched his, and we both pulled away.
Eyes closed, we listened to the stream, its liquid sounds the voices of
Undines, the nature spirits who served water. I imagined all the Elementals looking down at the two of us, on our bed of green grass. They were
the servants of God and man in the planes of matter, which is where we
were living, where they protected us. The Undines in the water, and the
spirits that served the fire element, called Salamanders. Elementals of the
earth were Gnomes. Those of the air, Sylphs.
The thoughts we had, out in nature, were actually the Elementals making their wishes seem like ours. We built tiny homes for them, filled with
quartz crystal, in the little caves of the splintery cliffs. The Elementals
were part of the reason our parents let us play alone out there. Our parents, they had so much to do, so many preparations to make. It was fortunate for everyone that we had spiritual protection.
Colville and I followed deer paths, and we had our own paths, too. We
walked side by side and then he went out in front with a stick, in case of
rattlesnakes. As we came over the ridge, a dry wind slipped around us, and
we started down the other side. The sky was wide and everywhere, full
of things we could not see. Sagebrush and cactus grew up the rock walls
toward us. Far below, cars and trucks slid by on highway 89, back and forth
to Yellowstone Park. The dark river ran along next to the highway.
When we forked over into another canyon I caught a glimpse of Mount
Emigrant, far away, where the pattern of the dark trees and the white snow
made a kind of sea horse. I always looked for that. When I saw it, I knew
I was close to home.
Around us, gray metal doors cut into hillsides. White ventilation pipes
hooked out of the ground. Down the slope I could see people loading all
the supplies we’d need into half-buried boxcars and, farther away, some
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adults atop a greenhouse, fighting with heavy plastic sheets that were
blowing up and down. The rickety houses and trailers we passed were all
painted shades of purple and blue.
Colville was talking about the Messenger’s teachings on robots, and
about space colonization, about the Mechanized Man, Atlantis, and the
Soviet Union. I couldn’t keep up with his
talk, and I didn’t try. I watched the sky. I
Colville was talking about
knew that Forcefields were drifting by, like
floating minefields in the sea, that they
the Messenger’s teachings
could shift our moods and our energy so
on robots, and about space
quickly. It made me feel vulnerable and
colonization, about the
also like I had to stay focused, to keep my
Mechanized Man, Atlantis,
energies in the right place, my attitude and
intentions good all the time. That’s what I
and the Soviet Union.
was trying to do, what Colville was trying,
what the Elementals were helping us with.
The country opened up as we came out of the canyon. It was so windy
in the open; we always had dust in our mouths. We kept walking, past an
old tepee my dad had set up, past round oil tanks that were waiting to be
buried. People would live inside them, once the world all around us was
no longer here.

!$1
On All Saints’ Day we dressed up as Ascended Masters, as Sylphs and
Undines and Salamanders, all the Elementals. We paraded in front of the
Messenger and she announced the best costume. The construction men
built special rooms to look like the retreats of the Masters. They took one
of the rooms in the shelter and covered all the walls and ceilings and floor
with pink insulation, so it was like a kind of strange cloud. We couldn’t
have sugar, so we didn’t get any candy. That year of the shelters, the men
carved these little hearts out of rosewood. Instead of candy we were given
these perfectly smooth hearts to keep.

!$1
For the big services and the conferences we drove south from Glastonbury,
along the Yellowstone River, twenty or so miles to Corwin Springs, where
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the headquarters were and the Messenger lived. This was in our station
wagon, my father driving and my mother leading the Archangel Michael
decrees, for protection. Maya and I sat in the back; behind us and in front of
us drove other cars from the Activity, our combined energy keeping Entities
and Forcefields at bay. If a motorcycle passed, we sped up our decrees, got
louder. No person with any Light rode a motorcycle, only Fallen Ones who
liked the vibration between their legs, the noise
and the smoke. You had to be careful not to let
There were even places, such a rider look into your eyes.
Colville said, where army
If it was summer we went up above into the
tanks were hidden, ready mountains, to a high meadow full of energy,
to protect us. the Heart of the Inner Retreat. In the winter
the services happened in a big building, a chapel called King Arthur’s Court; it held only the
adults, so we children were split up by age and taken to trailers where we
were fed and could sleep until our parents were finished.
This night that’s where we were, in a trailer. The women called to tend us
bustled around the kitchen, where all the cabinets and doors had to be completely shut at all times, to keep dark spirits from getting in or coming out.
Above the door that went outside was a picture of Cyclopea, the all-seeing eye
of God. A right eye, blue, with rays shooting out. It never stopped watching us.
Colville lived here at Corwin Springs; he’d moved away from us months
before. His hair hung down in his eyes so he was always shaking his head
now and he had new friends. He didn’t sit with me. He sat right behind
me, his back almost touching mine, so I could hear him talking.
I could tell by my feelings that I missed him, his family, all the space where
his family had been and we hadn’t moved into their rooms. I ate my rice and
bean stew and listened as he talked about the shelter up at the Heart, how his
father had shown it to him even though he wasn’t supposed to. The shelter
would hold more than seven hundred people, and there was another underground place for animals. We’d need animals, after the blast, ones that hadn’t
breathed fallout or radiation. There were also storage rooms full of coins,
since paper money wouldn’t be any good, and a concrete vault where all the
Messenger’s Teachings and dictations would be kept. There were even places,
Colville said, where army tanks were hidden, ready to protect us.
The trailer was crowded. Kids cried, some talking in a language no one
understood. Some of the adults tried Spanish, and that didn’t work. They
decided the kids were Dutch. No one spoke that.
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After they took our plates away, the adults wheeled a television out on
a cart. The service was broadcast on a closed circuit from King Arthur’s
Court, and the adults wanted to watch it. They told us to play quietly with
the jigsaw puzzles and the geography books. We half obeyed, whispering to
each other, looking sideways at the screen. At first there was only silence;
people filed in, sitting in a special order. They meditated with their hands
on their knees, their palms facing upward. The altar had a huge picture of
Saint Germain and one of Jesus Christ; between them was a bigger picture of the Chart of Your Divine Self, all blue and purple and white rays,
the little person at the bottom with the Crystal Cord reaching up from
his heart, up to ascension. Below that was a long golden table, covered in
flowers. Soon, the people on the screen began to decree.
Along the trailer’s floor, mats had been rolled out for us. As the decrees
came in their rhythm, over and over, they lulled us all toward sleep.
Colville lay on a mat near mine, drawing something on a piece of paper,
stretched out on his stomach, whispering to himself. I was working on
a puzzle of three puppies, black and white, playing in some flowers. On
the screen, the whole crowd was decreeing. I could hear it outside, too,
from other trailers and maybe even from King Arthur’s Court, half a mile
away. Hail Saint Germain! Hail Saint Germain! Hail Saint Germain! They
raised their hands and chanted louder.
		
I AM the Violet Flame
				
In action in me now
			
I AM the Violet Flame
				
To Light alone I bow
			
I AM the Violet Flame
				
In mighty Cosmic Power
			
I AM the Violet Flame
				
Shining every hour
			
I AM the Violet Flame
				
Blazing like a sun
			
I AM God’s sacred power
				
Freeing everyone

The decree came fast, in circles. With every time around, the energy rose.
The more voices, the more vibration, the more Light to send out into the
world. The Violet Flame decrees shook the bad thoughts and feelings from
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us, and situations, and other people, far away. If our thoughts vibrated with
enough power, we could see and understand things that had been beyond
our range before, like how dogs can hear whistles at high frequencies. If we
could balance the dark with our Light, so much more would be visible. For
instance, all the Elementals and angels that surrounded us.
I slowly slid my mat closer to the television. I leaned in toward the
screen and stared into all the tiny, decreeing faces, listened to their voices.
Sometimes in a service the Light would come down so powerfully that a
person would just collapse. I could see that happening, here and there in
the crowd, and I leaned close, squinting to be sure it wasn’t my mom. I was
always afraid that she would be taken by the spirit. My father, he loved to
decree. Once I heard him say that decreeing surrounded by hundreds of
people for twelve hours straight was better than putting two hits of acid on
his tongue. What he meant was that it took his soul out of his body, happy,
closer to where we all came from.
Someone whispered my name, then. It was Colville, still flat on his
stomach, sliding closer. He whispered, his voice along the floor, telling me
that the two of us were not supposed to be apart, but that it was because of
his brother. He said that the Messenger had been talking with his brother,
even though the baby wasn’t born yet. The baby would be special, a boy of
great Light, necessary in the coming trials. I nodded. I told him I believed
it and I did believe it. We both went silent, watching and listening, so close
together again.
All the decreeing had finally cleared enough energy that the Messenger
could appear. She entered the stage in a white gown, floating almost, sitting on a blue chair while things settled. Then she stood and crossed the
blue stage, flowers all around, crystal chandeliers overhead. There was no
sound at all until she spoke.
She called everyone dearly beloved friends, Keepers of the Flame. She
warned that not enough Violet Flame had been called forth to reverse the
tide, to transmute or stop her prophecies. Her voice echoed. She said that
she had been on Atlantis and Lemuria and that she was still here, loving
us. Her face was fixed, staring; and then her voice went deeper, into a kind
of monotone, as she dictated from the Ascended Master Saint Germain.
Through her he told us that we should stay close to the shelters, to listen
to the news. He seemed to be promising something, to know something,
and to not quite say it to us. He told us to give up earthly attachments, to
be willing to leave everything behind.
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I closed my eyes because it hurt them to stay focused on the Messenger
too long. I smelled propane, heard the baseboard heaters’ rattle. I wasn’t
afraid. I trusted my parents, even if our shelter held only seventy, not seven
hundred people. I knew we were prepared. Stretched out, I listened, the
puzzle pieces close to my face, the smell of cardboard. When I looked up
again, the Messenger was still talking, now swinging a large sword through
the air, slicing through the energy, piercing the planes where dark Entities
lurked, waiting to do us wrong.
The Ascended Masters could only
The Ascended Masters were
speak to us through the Messenger.
once people like us who had
She spoke in their voices, dictated their
thoughts and feelings with her voice.
simply shone a little brighter,
When the Masters communicated, it was
a brotherhood of spiritual
at such a high vibration that only the
beings who ascended.
Messenger could hear them. And even if
you could hear or see a Master, your body
would be shaken apart by the energy, the vibrations. The Messenger was the
only one, so their voices came through her to us.
The Masters could see everything, too, and they would tell her. How
much meat you ate, or if you wore red or black or had it in your house,
if you were an unmarried man and spoke to a woman for more than five
minutes, if you listened to rock and roll, if you decreed or did not decree,
if you were prepared for anything that might come, if your Light was shining or if it was dim.
The Ascended Masters were once people like us who had simply shone
a little brighter, a brotherhood of spiritual beings who ascended. Instead
of staying in the higher planes, they came back to work with us to make
life on earth better. There were hundreds of them, and each had different concerns, and we had to learn from each of them. The ones we mostly
talked about were the Masters of the Seven Rays, the colors of the visible
spectrum. Saint Germain was on the seventh ray, the Violet Ray, and violet
light had the shortest wavelength, the highest frequency, the most energy,
the greatest ability to change matter. Saint Germain was the most handsome one, with his blond mustache, his hair swept back, and his calm, pale
blue eyes. He had been in Atlantis, as well, and in his embodiments he’d
lived as the prophet Samuel, and Joseph, Christopher Columbus, Merlin
the Magician and Francis Bacon and plenty of others. His ray was also
called the Freedom Ray, which is what made him so interested in America.
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While we children slept in that trailer, the dictations, the decrees, the
voices entered us, our dreams, taught us. I don’t know if I slept. I’d taken
my shoes off, or someone else had; I stood, barefoot, and wove my way
unsteadily through all the other kids, asleep on the floor. The adults were
still watching the screen, whispering decrees. They didn’t notice me.
I went into the bathroom and shut the door. I did not turn on the light.
The one window was iced, frosted over, and when I turned the handle the
ice cracked and the window came open, a little at a time. Cold air sliced
in; I was awake.
The snow had stopped falling. Squares of yellow glowed, the windows
of other trailers, where people were still listening to the service. Moonlight
shone down, glowing on the white slopes.
The Messenger’s voice was everywhere, traveling all through that
lighted landscape. I couldn’t make out the words she was saying. It felt
special that thousands of other people were so quiet, listening between the
words, listening to the words. There was this wonderful hush of attention,
this echoing voice that everyone in all the miles around us was straining to
hear, that was focusing us all in this amazing way. All up the white slopes
into the dark trees, the night sky, the canyons where the narrow roads
went, five miles away into the Heart of the Inner Retreat, where the shelter was waiting, where men were probably working at that very moment.
Later, much later, our parents came for us. They picked us up, bundled
us up, carried us out to our idling cars with the heaters blasting. It had to
be hours after midnight and my parents didn’t seem tired at all. They were
energized, full of energy. I could feel the wild vibrations in their arms. The
air around us felt like everything was about to happen.
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