DC’s Autobiography

In The Beginning

My chosen legal name is DC Vision. I was reincarnated on February 19th, 1965 at about 4am EST in Haverhill, Massachusetts, USA. My mother went into labor in Aquarius, and I screamed my emergence in Pisces. I was the youngest of 13 children, some alive at the time, some not. I was an uncle 15 years before my birth. I was the second child born to my mother’s second marriage, where mother and daughter married brothers…which made my sister’s children my cousins, as well as my nephews & nieces. Although it might not sound it, that was a perfectly legal communion.

My parents were not lovers. They were not lovers with one another, and they were not lovers of their children. They arrived in each others’ company years ago very damaged goods. They received an education in love by ancestors that knew nothing of emotional consolation and encouragement. They arrived at each other from a place of necessity, a place of fear.

I am but one of the products of this unbalanced relationship. There was no physical touching in our house. I never heard my mother say “I love you” to any of her children. She was not a monster…she was a product. We are not victims…we are effects of effects of effects. Although having lived 25 years with my father, he died a stranger to me. I knew precious little of what made him wake up each day, and pick up a script that he had grown uninterested in years before my birth. I was a walk-on in his movie.

With that domestic situation it is no wonder that I grew up exploring the 75 acres of old growth woods behind my parent’s home. I had never figured out the need for an entourage of friends, so my journeys into the unknown were always solo affairs. I was a very popular child with my peers, but turned my back on the attention from a very early age. I was on my own channel. The channel my peers were on held zero allure for me. From as far back as I can remember, I was an original thinker. I did not know that there was anything special about that at the time, but have since felt very blessed by my nature.

I was also very blessed with parents that were entirely materialistic. They were not collectors of things, but they were people with no outward expression of philosophy or religion. The town I grew up in in New Hampshire was staunchly secular. Public displays of religious fervor were severely frowned upon. So I was enabled to grow up with a clean slate for beliefs. This is an enormous luxury – ask anyone trying to fit the religion of their parents or culture into their present day awareness.

School was absolutely dreadful to me. I figured out real early on that the system was meant to make good citizens out of you. The rewards were given to those children that demonstrated a good ability to memorize and repeat what they were told to read. You can see why so many seekers of truth are still stuck in this vicarious awareness. Most spiritual people I have met have never had an original thought in their life, and any experiences they managed to have were already pre-labeled and predetermined. The whole human nature trip was not going to work for me.

I arrived not liking this world aside from my explorations of nature. The deeply carved path of school, more school, marriage & children, work & death was simply not appealing to me…and I fought it every step of the way. So I walked through my formative years with labels…lazy, difficult, asshole, jerk, weirdo, space cadet, etc. Most of the years between school and the horse trip were a long line of angry lovers, boring soul numbing jobs, and no interest in social settings. I was exploring inward and outward every step of my life.

So as my PalTalk profile reads: I am not a follower of any discipline, teacher, philosophy, author or religion. I am an explorer by nature – both inward & outward. The early biography is a script. It represents a time that I was not Self aware, but the tools and detachment for becoming awake were already in place. The only thing I could possibly add to that is that I am wide awake, and complete unto my Self. The rest of the story leading up to now is in my writings here…

~ DC Vision


Journey To A Spiritual Life

I didn’t know it at the time, but my life was about to change profoundly. There was nothing extraordinary about the reporter’s interview. It was essentially the same interview I had given over five hundred times. The same questions, and the same rote answers. Looking back, I know I had crossed some imaginary line. I was no longer speaking to the newspaper’s readers, but finally allowing myself to be honest. It may cost me the interview, I thought, but I was tired of portraying myself as what the external world expected of me.

The question the young woman asked was, “So why did you undertake such a long journey in the first place?” I looked at her and asked whether she wanted the rehearsed answer, or the truth. Even she sensed that something different was taking place between us, and flipped to a fresh page on her notebook.

“I took the trip because I wanted to prove to myself that I was still alive. My life no longer made any sense to me. I had everything that the television had told me for 25 years that I needed in order to be happy. But I felt like an M&M… I had this wonderful candy-coated shell, but there wasn’t any chocolate inside of me. I didn’t have any noticeable depth, I guess. I had become little more than a consumer, and I couldn’t face another 25 years living like that.”

“I was waking up every Monday morning wishing it were Friday, and soon realized that I was hoping away five out of every seven days. And I was a real stress junkie. I wasn’t happy unless the pace at work was frantic. I was up to four and a half packs of cigarettes a day, 70 pounds overweight, and I didn’t care if I was shortening my life. It’s a slow form of suicide, and there are many of us out there who live this way and don’t realize that.”

A typical interview would last about 15 minutes. That interview at a county fairground in southern Idaho lasted six hours, including a large pizza. She even returned the next day with supplies for my journey, and heartfelt thanks for inspiring her to follow some of her unrealized dreams. From that day forward I have never told anyone what they wanted to hear, and have found it increasingly difficult to engage in small talk (or superficial talk).

The journey referred to was one of the longest horseback rides in recent history. It began in 1991 when I dropped out of the rat race, purchased a Shire draft horse, and logged in nearly 14,000 miles over the next four years and two months. What made such a bold move more astounding, was that I had never ridden a horse prior to undertaking the trip. I chose an unlikely ride on a draft horse, but wanted something that matched my disposition; in other words, liked to eat and refused to run. Louise was perfect, going the distance that a more suitable choice probably wouldn’t have.

I had a variety of animals with me, usually strays, that would join up until I could find them suitable homes. There was Skidder, a Newfoundland-mix dog that paced from New Hampshire to Florida with me, only to be eaten by alligators there. There was Myles, a yellow Lab mix who decided to join up in North Carolina. He traveled 6,000 miles with me to Oregon, where I finally found him a suitable home. I never really clicked with Myles. He was a real strange one. He was always sitting in an open spot staring up at the sky, as if waiting for the mother ship (UFO) to come and get him.

The weather was rarely kind to me. I got trapped by a hurricane the fifth day of my trip in a cemetery in Massachusetts. It was 104 degrees in Washington, D.C. and only 8 degrees in Tallahassee. It rained the whole way, it seemed, aside from a surprise snow storm in June in Montana. It rained so often that the press had dubbed me “The Rainman”, a title that sent drought-stricken farmers in Utah to the fairgrounds I was staying at, bearing gifts, and asking me to please stick around. They hadn’t seen rain in three years, until a black cloud followed me into town.

I camped out at every place imaginable, from zoos to jails, city parks, inner cities, remote outback, and all points in between. It was one of the unusual side effects of the trip, to wake up and take several minutes to remember what state I was in, let alone what town. It took almost a year to cross Texas, and about the same to get from southern to northern California.

The people were friendliest in the Midwest, and the most unfriendly in the southeast. Denver was the best large city for horseback tourism. I also rode through the downtowns of Philadelphia, Houston, San Antonio, Phoenix, San Diego, Seattle, and even took a picture of the White House in Washington, D.C., when the Secret Service allowed me to ride through the Presidential Rose Garden so I could get from the back of the building to the front.

I was, in total, interviewed by more than 600 newspapers, magazines, and special interest publications. I appeared nearly 100 times on television, including the NBC Nightly News with Tom Brokaw, as well as countless radio interviews. I even did a live weather report in San Diego, California. The media coverage helped me to get donations of money, food, and supplies, as well as some great invitations to stay with folks. As I wasn’t independently wealthy, the entire trip was funded by private donations. I refused to take sponsors.

(Photos on website) 

In writing this, it is not my intention to get into much more detail of the trip. For that I could write several books. I wrote this article (July – 1999) because this month it is four years since I last saddled Louise up. I also wanted to share a chapter of my life with my friends and family here in Maine. I hoped to find out what subtle changes such a journey had made in me. I was surprised to discover how much of my present day life was based on the personal growth I experienced those 50 months through 33 states.

You have to bear in mind that the journey wasn’t about high adventure (although there was plenty of it); it was about discovering what was important in life. It was about reclaiming those day-to-day things that we all take for granted, such as shelter, warm food, a hot shower and true friendship. After meeting nearly a million people, I can assure you that these “luxuries” aren’t as universal as you may think. I can remember thinking I had discovered the Holy Grail in the West because I had finally saved enough money to buy a hotplate, and was going to be able to have hot meals for a change.

One of the most enduring, and endearing, habits that I developed on the trip was to witness the world going to sleep each night, then waking the next morning. Today I spend an hour or so every dawn listening to nature waking up, and repeat the same contemplative exercise every dusk. It is a gift that I give myself each day – a time out from life’s ambitious addictions. On the trip it was especially poignant when I was camped at a city or town park. I was determined to witness the final sound of the day of that particular town, and be witness to the next day’s initial activity.

This discipline may seem a bit strange in a culture driven by the necessitous activity of doers, but until you witness dawn and dusk in silent contemplation, you have no idea how desultory your life has become. I can recall a day in Kansas that I was increasingly disturbed by a deafening sound, and when I focused my attention on it, was surprised to discover it was silence. Today I search out that same silence. The fact is, I’m one of those rare people who isn’t afraid to be alone with his thoughts.

The other gift the trip afforded me was simplicity. I have remained very faithful to the reason I undertook the journey in the first place – a need to keep my life simple. Undertaking such a trip brings into stark reality that there are few things that we really need in life, aside from food, shelter, and friends. I know that I will never return to that place, in debt, where my possessions owned me. I’m still not certain if a stress-free life can be achieved, but I do know that you can make your environment more conducive to peace.

And so this day has brought me full circle, to the greatest gift I ever gave myself – the choice of living my life in the most natural way for me , and not having it dictated to me by a culture that has gone money mad. Independent thinkers like myself will always be criticized for our lifestyle, but it is my life – a fact that I discovered on a four-year horseback trip. And to those critics I will disclose a truth I discovered along my travels: the people most judgemental of others are the ones who are most disenchanted with their own lives.

~ DC Vision


Blessed By Grace (The Calling, First Part)

The year was 1995, and I was four years and 14,000 miles into a horseback journey throughout the US, in a little town called Birch Tree, Missouri, when Grace came calling me. I had maybe another year left to my adventure and goal, which was to make the longest horseback ride in history (21,000 miles). Having never been what anyone would label “normal”, I found it a delicious irony to break the record, since I had never ridden a horse before embarking on my journey.

For several days I had been getting increasingly uneasy. I had never had a spiritual experience, and as an atheist, what I could not see and feel had little interest to me. The uneasiness had a nature to it, in the form of a recurring thought mantra that was haunting every hoof beat, and every hour of my day. It repeated “I need to go home, and I need to go home now!” Having adopted the lifestyle of a vagabond, the idea of going back to my parent’s home in New Hampshire, and the rat race I had escaped from, was the furthest desire from continuing on in my life of adventure.

Finally I awoke in the town of Birch Tree, and the thought was becoming a physical discomfort. I could feel my sanity coming to a boil. I was visited by a horseshoer that morning, and when he asked if there was anything he could do to help me, I responded impulsively that I needed to sell my horse. Louise was a Shire draft mare that I had been inseparable from for four years, and was the closest sentient being I had ever known, so the announcement of needing to sell her was heartbreaking. But I knew I had no choice, even if I didn’t know the source of this knowing.

The farrier led the way in his pickup truck to his home, where he agreed to pay me $500 for my beautiful mare. She was worth thousands of dollars on the market, let alone my emotional attachment to her, but I knew this was to be our fate that June day. I unloaded Louise’s pack into the man’s lawn while he talked with his wife in private. He returned with the check and handed it to me. He said he was going to transport her to his pasture, and when I turned to put the check in my bags, he loaded my horse into the trailer. “Wait, I have to say good-bye to her!” As I walked the hundred feet to the trailer, he drove away.

Confused, and not knowing what was happening, I could feel the atmosphere had changed around me. Sensing something was wrong, Louise began to whinny in a nearly human scream, turning to face me, kicking at the trailer. I began to cry being so helpless, but was immediately brought back to the situation at hand when the wife screamed at me “Get your fucking gear out of my yard, or I will call the police!” I walked imploringly towards her to beg her to tell me what was happening, when she went into the house, slammed and locked the door.

I rummaged through my gear with no idea of what to do, when after a few minutes had passed by a police cruiser pulled up to the driveway. I explained to the officer what had transpired, and since I had taken the money for Louise, they were in their legal rights to kick me off the property. The officer drove me and my gear back to the park I had spent the night in, and dropped me off.

“Before you go, could you please tell me where his pasture is so I can say good-bye to her?” “Son, he doesn’t own a pasture. Look, I know you are upset, but you might as well know…you sold your horse for meat. He is a meat dealer for the dog food circuit.”

I don’t know how many hours I sat there in shock, but I finally mustered enough strength to use the pay phone to call a woman several towns back that said if I ever needed anything to call her. She arrived a few hours later, and brought me and my gear back to her home. After making some phone calls, I sold her my saddle to pay the difference on the plane ticket. A day later I was back in New Hampshire, in a state of absolute deflation.

My father and I were strangers, even though we had lived in the same home for 25 years. He never talked about his formative years, but having been raised in orphanages (given to the state by his mentally ill mother) I can only imagine at the horrors he lived through internally and externally. The only time he allowed himself to be free was when he was drinking. He was a weekend alcoholic, who worked 25 years as a blue collar painter for a missile contractor. One face in a mile long building of 10,000 employees.

The only bright spot in his life was when his crazy son decided to take a horseback journey. He had little comment about the trip leading up to, and departing, but a magical thing happened in his mundane life. Co-workers started walking up to him and asking if the man on the horse they had seen on the news the night before, with the same last name as him, was related? After a few months, and numerous questions, my father got a small section of the bulletin board at the shop, where he posted copies of the newspaper articles I sent to him and my mom. He started wearing baseball caps and tee shirts that I sent him from locations around the country where I stopped.

Every day he was greeted by lots of people at work, and asked about my welfare, and whereabouts. He began to live vicariously through my travels, and found a sort of fame in the clippings and video tape sent from news outlets around the country. Over the four years I sent 600+ newspaper articles, copies of television appearances, and audio tapes of radio interviews. He received over 300 baseball caps and tee shirts, which he wore proudly each day. He fielded questions from an intrigued work force.

When I was back in the same house with him, the old silence came back. He was on summer vacation, so we spent some quality time together, and slowly he became comfortable with the idea that I was home, and that his vicarious attention was over. We spent a great week together. Thursday evening something happened which changed my life. My father walked up behind me, sober, and kissed me on the cheek. “I love you, and want you to know I am very proud of you, and am glad you are here…home safe with us.” It was the second time in two weeks I was shocked into silence. My father had never told me he loved me before.

Those were the last words my father ever spoke to me. The next morning he and my mother went to Maine for a week to visit family, and I got a call that night that he had had a severe heart attack, and was not expected to live. I rushed to Maine to help my mother cope with the situation, spent 12 days with my father’s unconscious body, and held his hands as he died. I was the only person there in the nursing home with him that early morning, as it was too painful for everyone to watch him slip away.

Those events led to my calling. When the dust settled, spirit began to communicate with me about my life’s next adventure. To this day, it humbles me to know that I was given that gift of being with my dad for the last three weeks of his life, and to have finally heard the words spoken from his lips that released 30 years of personal pain.

Sometimes even fools and crazy people are blessed by Grace. A few months later a friend phoned to tell me they had done some research. There was an old sorghum farmer one day who went to a meat auction in eastern Missouri. He loved draft horses, and loved to look at them wherever and whenever he got the chance. He spotted a magnificent Shire draft mare enter the auction ring that day, and something impulsed this man to pay money he didn’t really have to buy this horse. He brought her home, and let her loose in his pastures. He just wanted to wake up each day and see a big draft out there while he drank his coffee. She died a few years ago having lived eight more years, fat and happy in this man’s field.

Revisiting this essay 15 years later, I feel it necessary to let it be known that the spirit contact and guidance lasted for only a few years. It was the level of awareness that I had been at when I was initially called. At some point, if one is to advance to the highest states of Self awareness, external guidance has to be replaced by inner guidance and knowing.

~ DC Vision


Making Contact (The Calling, Second Part)

All of the sounds, smells, and textures of the dock that night coalesced into one taste. Sitting there, on the spot my father had fallen down some hours earlier with a massive heart attack, I was offering myself to the night. I had passed tired some time ago, having driven over 500 miles to and from the island, our home in New Hampshire, and the hospital in Bangor. I excused myself from the strained faces of those comforting my mother later that evening, and drove down to the docks where I had always found peace from the busy world.

I was drifting along into a daze when I felt my body begin to sway in circular and angled patterns. It felt like a warm celestial hug, so I went with it, as the water lapped against the boats, and the Mark Island lighthouse provided the heartbeat between the sounds of fishing boats creaking at their moorings. The swaying seemed vaguely familiar, but my eyes were so heavy, and my mind so exhausted with the day’s events, that any intrigue was pushed away in favor of letting go of finding focus.

As sometimes happens in daydreams, the symphony rose abruptly in volume and screeched me into wakefulness. My body continued to move of its own accord to some rhythmic dance that was beginning to find its way to my consciousness, but before I could raise any concerns over the possession of my upper torso, a harbor seal’s head broke through the surface of the water. Even though having one’s body taken over by a strange force would seem to be a primary concern, I was absolutely transfixed on the seal.

“You’re not supposed to be here friend”, I told it dreamily. Harbor seals it was well known did not come into the harbor or dock areas after dark. It was slightly after midnight. He didn’t seem impressed with my observation, but slowly made his way towards me, keeping a steady stare on me. I began to chit chat with him, as if it were the normal thing to do, and finally became aware of my body’s odd gyrations. The moment I became conscious of it, it ceased.

Silence then enveloped me aside from the seal’s movements just below me as it inched ever closer. All other sounds and smells retreated to the background. “I don’t understand”, I told the seal sadly. Slowly I got up and walked back towards the car, looking to the side of me at the seal that was following my progress along the shoreline. “I don’t understand. I want to go to bed. I’m going back to the trailer and go to bed. I’m sorry.”

I had no earthly idea who I was speaking to, but the words came out of my mouth to someone…or something. The seal made a ruckus as it splashed away, and I drove back to the tiny trailer I was to sleep in for the next few days as we waited to find out my father’s fate. The doctor that was on the docks that day with his grandson fishing, held my mother’s hand when she arrived just after the ambulance, and told her that my father would not live 2 weeks, and that she needed to get prepared for it. His advice seemed sage, as my father passed 13 days later.

Another long day of running people back and forth from the island to Bangor to see my father in the hospital room. I did the only thing that I knew to do, which was be supportive, and run whenever someone needed a ride, or something from the cafeteria. My mother was in a slight state of shock, but as most women of her generation, she had witnessed enough tragedy to know the routine.

She seemed steadier than everyone around her, although we all were surprised to see my father, a robust and easygoing man lying in a hospital bed dying. He squeezed my hand the day before, and seemed to recognize me, but hadn’t shown any signs of consciousness since. The doctor said he was suffering a series of strokes and that there was nothing anyone could do, but pray for his peaceful departure. That said, and not wanting to be left alone with my thoughts, I made busy all day until the 4th of July fireworks display that evening in town.

I stayed off to myself that evening on the big town dock, not wanting to answer the thousand questions regarding my father’s condition. I watched the humble fireworks display with half interest, but had never missed a display for as long as I could remember. It was a far cry from the huge display I had made plans to attend in Haverhill, Massachusetts before all of the chaos set in over my father’s abrupt change in vacation plans. I stayed behind in New Hampshire to grieve over the end of the horse trip, while my folks went on their annual trip Downeast to visit my mother’s family.

My father’s “I love you” to me the night before their departure kept repeating itself in my mind. It had been the first time he had ever spoken those words. I was confounded over the timing…as if some part of him knew it would be our last shared words together. This was really too much coming right on the heals of the completion of a four-plus year horseback adventure that ended just as abruptly, and with just as much eerie timing a week earlier. I was not equipped to fathom what was happening to me. Every time the meeting with the seal the night before tried to slip into my mind, I pushed it away, feeling the space between my ears was at full capacity.

I returned to the trailer exhausted at ten o’clock that evening. My plan to stay full throttle to keep the world crashing in on me, at bay, seemed to be working, so I settled into another hopefully deep night of sleep. I was just about there, when my right arm shot up out from underneath the covers from the elbow to the fingers. I was too exhausted to do anything about it, except slightly register to my fading consciousness that it had happened. Several cold fingers pressed on my index finger, and lifted, and pointed it skyward.

Then my pointing finger began to make swaying movements and gyrations in the air above the bed. As it was keeping me from that last step into unconsciousness, I finally awoke enough to say to whoever was playing with my hand, “knock it off!” My eyes opened slightly when I realized my first attempt didn’t work. My finger was being guided around in all sorts of odd movements by the person tormenting me. Eyes half open I began to let the intruder know that I wasn’t amused, when I registered the fact that I was the only person in the tiny trailer.

The light was dim, but by the outdoor flood lights from my sister’s home I could easily make out the fact no one was playing with my hand. The problem was that I could feel fingers gripping my pointing finger, and it was moving around as a result of whatever was doing the gripping. Every hair on me neck stood up, and my body immediately covered with goosebumps. Before I could run screaming out of the trailer into the night, a powerful force washed over me, and suddenly I found myself very calm, and completely devoid of fear.

In this state of calm, I focused in on the movements of my pointing finger, and after some thought, recognized it as the same type of movements my upper body had been making the night before sitting on the docks, chatting with the seal. I was about to go off on a tangent in my mind about how weird my life was becoming, when clear as day I knew what the movements were, and the air sucked audibly into my lungs. “Oh shit, they are letters. It is spelling out words!”

“Hello?” I asked ever so squeakily into the night air. The movements of my flying finger stopped on a dime, and with the force of chalk to a blackboard my finger wrote out plain as can be “Hello.” What do I do? I had a thousand things racing through my mind, none of which helped to explain the phenomena I was experiencing. I was an atheist after all. These sort of things only happen to religious nuts!

“Umm…Who are you?” I asked with a little more volume than was necessary. “James” wrote out the reply. “James who?” I asked more intrigued now, thinking at least it wasn’t an alien or something.

“James Mahoney”, wrote out the force gripping my writing finger. “Who are you” I asked, thinking the name sounded oddly familiar. “Your great-great-great grandfather” wrote my finger. Ahhh, that was it! My mother’s mother was a Mahoney. It was a family name I had nearly forgotten, as my grandmother had been dead decades before I came along.

“What do you want?” I asked, thinking there really wasn’t much to this once you got the hang of it, and didn’t freak out, realizing how screwy it would appear to anyone who happened to look into the trailer from outside. “I have a message for you” it scribbled out in its matter of fact way. “From who?” I asked the air. “From Pops” it replied with my finger.

The tears let go with the nickname that everyone used for my father. I hadn’t realized the impact of his closing in on death for me until that moment. Through sobs and flowing tears I managed “What is it?”. James wrote out “Four things when you are ready.” I pulled myself together out of fear of missing out on this strange communication with this ethereal interpreter linking me with my father’s near dead body ninety miles away in a lonely hospital room. “OK, I’m ready” I said gently, and tried to keep up with James’ pace and script.

“I am not in any pain.” Pause. “I am going to die.” Pause. “This is supposed to happen.” Pause. “This is so you can begin your work.” I had just enough time for the messages to sink in, and was about to ask questions, when my arm dropped back down to the bed. “Hello?” I ventured to the night. “Hello?!!? James? Pops?!!?” Nothing. I had a million questions that needed answering, and was left with the faint sound of Mark Island lighthouse bleating out its reliable blast in the distance. The heartbeat of the island. I can hear it faintly now as I type this eight and a half years later (2004), keeping its measure of my evolving Self awareness.


~ DC Vision



The Promise of Release (The Calling, Third Part)

We received the phone call very early in the predawn that the man who gave me life was beginning the final stage of dying. I went to him as I had for every day for nearly two weeks, and sat holding his hand. I was the only person that had the courage to be there, because my father was well loved, and no one wanted to remember him in that way. The room was dimly lit, and the nursing home was silent for the most part. Outside the window a single crow landed on a wooden bench seat and looked in towards us.

I talked to my father about doing what I could to get my mother through the past ten days since he had his major heart attack, and series of strokes. I assured him that I would do what I could to see that she was safe, and settled into a new home there on the island, where her family lived.

I became aware in a moment that the hand I held was cold, and that the rhythm of his breath had changed to a more laborious intake. I had never held the hand of a dying person before, and there I was holding my father’s. I needed to memorize every little nuance. I looked out the window, and saw there were four crows in the courtyard, all looking our way, and holding a vigil.

I began to say all the things that life as fiction had not allowed me to. I expressed how I wished we hadn’t been such strangers to one another all those years living under the same roof, and that considering his formative years, that I knew he had done the best he could…and that I understood. I knew the man loved his son: he had told me for the first time the night before his heart attack, which had lifted a tremendous weight off of my life.

His breath became very laborious, and settled into an obvious struggle of whatever he was at essence, trying to wriggle free of what he believed he was in form. I looked up through teary eyes and saw that there were now several dozen crows in the courtyard, all keeping their attention on our little room.

As I looked in amazement, in singles and pairs several more dozen began to land and take up their presence in the mix. In the background of my awareness I realized my father’s breathing had become very loud, and his hand was quite cold, and suddenly the crows let off with a tremendous cacophony. I looked up to see them prancing about, flapping their wings, and cawing vociferously. Suddenly my back became rigid, my head flung back, and everything turned to light. I cried out to my father to go to the light, and began to sob uncontrollably in joy. What was this indescribale lifting sensation, and light filling my being. I felt myself feet off the floor, but couldn’t open my eyes through the tears, and couldn’t hear through the crows screaming their own joyful collaboration.

I reached the zenith of lift, and light, and let out an orgasmic sigh…then slumped back into the chair. When my senses came back to human, there was no breath coming from my father’s lifeless body. My eyes opened to see an empty courtyard…the crows had left and were taking him home. I began to cry and laugh at the same time. The nurse came in and mechanically reached for his pulse, found none, wrote down the data on his chart, then walked towards the door. She turned at the door and said, “now everything is going to be fine, dear, no need to be so sad.”

“No, not sad…it is wonderful…beautiful, can’t you feel it?” I asked. She gave me a curious look, and walked out the door. I drove to the copper quarry that day, a place that I went to to be alone, and just sat in wonder at not only the mystery of life, but the promise of release at death. Suddenly the world didn’t seem such a terrible place.

~ DC Vision


DC’s Passing Aug 24th, 2012

I received a communication today (Aug 26th) from James, DC’s student and nephew.

Aerist, Its James. I am very sad to tell you that DC ‘s body has passed away from a Heart attack At 3:30pm (EST) Friday 24th. He has been the closest person in my life and I will miss him very much. I think it’s time to talk on the phone sometime soon.  I am sad to think that you need to hear this or that it has even happened. I was really looking forward to the work we were going to do this October. More than half of his belonging were in boxes so I guess it was just his time. I saw him yesterday. So we should get in contact. Send me an Email and we can talk. I would like that. Bless you Aerist.

Sincerely James

DC was, from last winter, very much looking forward to his passing, and what the future held in store for him. The death of his body held no fears for him, and his affairs were always in order.

Do register on the site and leave a comment here, if you are so minded.

Aerist.
 

 


Comments
DC’s Passing Aug 24th, 2012 — 7 Comments 

Aerist on August 26, 2012 at 3:17 pm said: 

I’ll leave the first comment. On the Tuesday before DC’s passing we were chatting on the phone, and he was telling me that his still-expanding awareness seemed to have changed direction somewhat, but he didn’t have the words to describe it yet. He said that rather than going from here to there, he wondered if there was coming here.
 During that conversation I told him I had been playing with the Tarot, and had asked the question “DC?” He said “and the answer was?”
 The past leading up to this time: 3W, which I interpreted as a good foundation laid in a creative project, which is going well, and with recognised potential. More hard work will follow.
 The present: Death, which I interpreted as the end of one period of life, the letting go, and the moving on to a new period. We wondered if this had to do with his move to Blue Hill, scheduled for next week, and what that presaged. Actually, it meant, literally, the body’s Death.
 The Future if the present is dealt with appropriately:10C which is complete emotional fulfilment, although with the cards I was using (The Mythic) I commented that it showed a situation being raised to divine status.
 I think we can wish DC well on his onward and upward journey with confidence.
 Love and blessings, DC, my dear friend and teacher. Go for it (although you have never needed anyone to tell you that before!) and, if it’s possible, give us a wave from time to time.


Cre8ting on August 27, 2012 at 1:41 am said: 

My dearest friend and teacher. One of the very few people that actually could see past the facade that others call life and personality.
 He is never afraid to do and that his empathy made him unique:)
 We shared the enjoyment of music and dancing and having fun in a manner that was both clean and innocent. Please send my regards and hugs to his sister & kitties. Aerist thank you for being there for him and James now it is your time to step up to the plate.
 Love and Blessings and I know he is around [smiles]
 Cre8ting


tinalynnroberts on August 27, 2012 at 2:58 am said:  

Corvus was an interesting character. I enjoyed his company, I spent a year with him on paltalk. I’m sad to hear of his passing, he waited so long to get his apartment and passing away only a week away from the great move, so sad. Im glad that he wont have to suffer from pain any longer. Best wishes on your journey Corvus, I will think of you when the crows are calling. Best wishes to his sister also.


seraphina12 on August 27, 2012 at 3:00 am said: 
I met DC in his chat as-well, i haven’t talked to him in a long while and feel bad cos i didn’t get to say bye, we love you DC! see you on the other side buddy!! I’ll meet you in the truck stop! i know you’ll be the handsom bloke sat at the bar!


kristiina108 on August 27, 2012 at 4:54 am said: 

So it seems that letter to the body really was a farewell-letter. Had a strange dream this morning, before seeing your email, Aerist. Don’t know what to make of it. Godspeed to DC, wherever he is heading.

 
Anna Quietthunder on August 28, 2012 at 9:29 pm said: 

WOW! I just talked to Corvus a few weeks ago, he had been on Paltalk and had his room open and something called me to come on Paltalk which I do not do often and he was there so I stopped by to chat with my old friend and Brother. I am sad to hear he has moved on to the next realm. As I sit here I can feel his presences as if saying, “Will you all quit fussing for christ sakes! It was just a body!” I am going to miss him in this world. He read me some of his new writing and I told him it was the best stuff he had written and I loved it. He was getting ready to leave and wanted to make sure he left what he needed to for those who had the eyes to see, the ears to hear, and the open hearts to feel what is in those words. Thanks Corvus for spending a short time with us all. We will see you soon old friend and Brother.


Psi Rogue Trooper on September 17, 2012 at 1:18 pm said: 
I just wanted to share my memories of DC Vision/Corvus as a talented, humorous lover of music and nature. We spoke on Pal of life, travelling, people, corvids and nature and one of my favourite ever pictures posted on his profile was of the baby crow – so cocky, inquisitive, full of life and superior. DC Vision well named himself Corvus for he had all those attributes and more – a bright and genuine light in the world. Despite whatever state of ‘readiness’ DC may have been in I shall miss him on Pal, as will many. Safe journey, DC.


The Long Riders' Guild

News! - Summer 2012

2nd September 2012: The LRG is extremely sad to report the sudden death at the age of 47 of Founder Member, DC Vision.   Although Vision had previously never even mounted a horse, he set off on his beloved Shire mare, Louise, in 1991 and completed a 14,000 mile spiritual odyssey through the United States.




