IMAGININGS OF THE AFTERLIFE
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DEATH IS BAD

am not a scholar, though I have

read a lot of books. When I think I

am speaking from my heart, there
is a good chance I may be speaking
from someone else’s heart. I want these
words to come from my heart and be
felt by you in your hearts. The hearts
of those whose words I have read, your
heart and my heart, now beat in unison.
The rhythm of our collective breathing
is in sync with the expansion and con-
traction of the universe. And I dare to
speak to you about death, dying, and
the afterlife.

Life is good. Death is bad. That sums it
up. Why is this so? Fear? Fear of the un-
known? No one seems to have been able
to declare for sure what absolutely hap-
pens when we die. Let’s assume that re-
incarnation is the way things are. When
we are in the realm of spirit, anticipat-
ing reentering the realm of the physical,
what might we experience? When we
come into the physical realm, we do so
by being born. Birth into the physical
might be perceived as death from the
realm of spirit. Is it possible we might
experience fear of being born? We leave
the realm of the physical through death.
We leave the realm of spirit through
birth. We might choose to alter our
terms from death and birth to one term:
transition. If we accept reincarnation as
the way things are, we are in an exciting
series of adventures into the realm of
spirit and the realm of the physical.

There are metaphysicians who tell
us that death is an illusion. What they
mean by this is that we are not our bod-
ies. Although, as we all very well know,
we spend lots of time and energy with
bodily concerns. When our bodies cease
functioning, and who we really are
leaves, we call that dying. One writer I
read described it this way: “Our bodies

arelovemachines.

When our bod-

ies are no longer

capable of loving,

we leave.” A little over a year ago, the
home I was living in had deteriorated to
an extent that the cost of fixing it would
exceed its value. The way things worked
out, I moved next door.I had my former
home demolished and witnessed its de-
molition. With detached amusement I
watched as broken sections of what had
been bathroom, bedroom, living room
and kitchen were crushed in the jaws of
a monster backhoe and deposited into
a huge dumpster on wheels. I was what
had animated that house. My former
house is dead. My new house is alive.
It’s that simple. It’'s not complicated.
Sorry if that’s no fun. Death is a major
move to a way of being without a body.
The moment we are conceived we begin
the process of dying. It’s the only way to
move on. It takes a lifetime to die. In a
sense, we are terminally ill with life, the
cure for which is death. And the process
is so delicious, filled with drama, excite-
ment, learning, growing, loving, dream-
ing, achieving and finally winding down,
then it’s time for the big move.

What can we do to undermine the ex-
perience of fearing death? Well, I'm
confident that if we pay attention, we
are given information and preparation
to that end. One attention-getter that I
have experienced is reading about and
actually meeting people who have had
near-death experiences. About 30 years
ago, I was given a pamphlet that was an
anecdotal account of a woman who had
died and come back. She went to a place
that was “heavenly.” It was inhabited
by many friends and relatives who had
passed before her. There was indescrib-
ably beautiful music playing and angelic

beings were present. The environment
was flawlessly pleasant. At some point
she had an option. She could stay or she
could return. She returned a changed
woman; most significantly, she no longer
feared dying. About that same time, Dr.
Moody published his first book, Life After
Life. It was promoted as being actual ac-
counts of experiences of a cross section
of ordinary people who had died and
come back. Unanimously, all no longer
feared dying.

So we go through the process of dying.
We leave. Where do we go? Do we have
options? Maybe a more intriguing ques-
tion is: “Where would you like to go?”
Some metaphysicians tell us there are as
many options as there are people. When
we die we go wherever we thought or
hoped we would go. My favorite meta-
physician says, “Wherever we go, if we
find it’s really not where we want to be,
we can make a different choice.”In death,
as in life, we always have choices. That
appeals to me. Another curiosity about
life after life is: who will be there? My
favorite response to that is,”Whoever we
thought or hoped would be there will be
there.”That really appeals to me.

I can hear you asking,”What about heav-
en and hell? What about salvation and
damnation? What about good people and
bad people? What about those things?”

Well, what about those things? You
have probably guessed my response.
Whatever you choose is what you
will experience until you change your
choice, just like here and now. The one
thing we can be confident about is that
here and now will continue whatever
you choose to experience. It will always
be now and we will always be here. If,
after reading these words, you still fear
dying, that’s all right. The actual experi-
ence will quickly replace fear with love.
There is no reason to fear death, dying,
or the afterlife unless you choose to.

Gerry Cowley is an elder, semi-retired, and
lives in Sarasota, FL. He has been attend-
ing GSV for 10 years. He may be reached at
(941) 400-0922.
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IMAGININGS OF THE AFTERLIFE

or Psychopomp in the Transition Process

he first experience with the “af-
I terlife” that I recall was when my
paternal grandmother made her
transition. I was about 16 years old. In
amazement, I saw that the world around
me continued as if nothing had hap-
pened. A life lesson for me about this
world, but I had little understanding
of the transition
process and what
might be happen-
ing for the person/
spirit making that
transition.

As a 30-some-
thing openly gay
man and Seeker,
I had been back
in touch with my
spiritual practice(s) for a few years:
Reiki, Luminous Body Healing, Sha-
manic practice, energy stones. You
name it and I was into it! I had been
introduced to the term psychopomp in
my shamanic training. Psychopomp is a
term that translates from the Greek as
Guide to the Souls. Shamanic practitio-
ners are often trained in psychopomp
activities as we stand in two worlds for
most of the healing work we accom-
plish. A more popular phrase for simi-
lar activities is“midwife to the dying.”

My most personal experience with
psychopomp activities was when my
maternal grandmother passed away. I
was in Columbia, South Carolina, and
she was in Miami, Florida, where she
had lived for about 70 years. As I write
this, I confirm with her spirit that it is
okay to share my experience with the
group. “Danny, just tell the whole sto-
ry,” was her reply. Since my sister and
I both lived out of town, we supported
our mother by one of us attending the
visitation/funeral and the other attend-
ing the memorial service. Later, we both
participated in scattering the ashes with
our mother in the Rose Garden at Unity
Village. But I digress...

I found out that my grandmother had
transitioned after a day of offering en-

ergy sessions at a local metaphysical
bookstore. That day was filled with in-
teresting people with different sorts of
energetic needs: a fascinating experi-
ence. I had scheduled a second day,
which proved much more quiet, with
few, if any, clients, almost as if the uni-
verse knew that I needed this time for
my own processing. I left the bookstore
early and found a quiet place at home
to focus on my grandmother. My image
of her was that she was having trouble
moving forward, even though she was
carrying a walking stick. She was defi-
nitely distracted, held back trying to col-
lect all of her “stuff” before she moved
on. One of my roles was to help ‘collect
these different bits and pieces of expe-
riential energy. I knew that I was also
present with her to provide encourage-
ment and support.

In particular, I could sense that she
needed additional strength and I sug-
gested that she lean on the Tiger that
was walking along beside her. “Here
Gran, lean on this Tiger, who will help
you on your journey.” Tiger’s presence
with my grandmother confirmed for me
that Tiger is our family ally. My role in
helping to collect things seemed effort-
less. Everything came together in what
seemed like an instant—no struggle at
all. While I knew I was there to encour-
age and support her, it was clear that I
was not to accompany her after a certain
point. Her strength improved quickly
after she touched Tiger’s back and she
was able to proceed on her journey aid-
ed by the love that was being expressed
by all who knew her and were sending
prayers and best wishes to her and to
the family.

This experience remains a powerful
memory because I know that one of my
roles in this life is as a healer. Another,
as I learned at the recent GSV spring
retreat, is as an Anchor of Light. The ex-
perience with my grandmother blended
the two together. I anchored the light
and held that space for my grandmother
to accomplish the preparations for her

journey. I simply held a clear focus: to
assist. And while the energy felt similar
to a shamanic state, it also feltlike a deep
meditation. Just in the flow, I guess.

Men who love men, standing between
the worlds of spirit and flesh, are often
tapped as midwives to the dying. This
traditionally shamanic role as psycho-
pomp is a gift that we can give to our
community and the broader society as
well. Many of the men who read this
may feel a connection to this vibra-
tion, even without having a conscious
understanding of what is happening. I
believe that this is an ancient and core
function of our tribe. Our ancient and
historic role models and allies are al-
ways just a call away: Archangel Mi-
chael; Melchizedek; Jesus; Saint Peter;
Horus; Hermes; Buddha; Ixtab; Odin;
Tayarti; Owl; Dolphin: Raven; Crow; as
well as many others.

For me, the journey to the “afterlife”
starts with the psychopomp activities,
or guiding the soul to the next chapter
in its glorious tome. What comes next?
Being in Spirit! We have been in Spirit
before—that expanded feeling of be-
ing part of everything and everything a
part of us. Only when we come to learn
and play on the third dimension in this
world do we squeeze our consciousness
into a single life form. To me, the “after-
life”is a place to celebrate all we accom-
plished in this life. There, we share our
brilliant colors of experience, as Kryon
would call them.

I am honored to be a part of this tribe
and grateful for the gifts of love, peace,
acceptance, touch, stimulation, and
release that being present with you
brings me. Stay in the light and expe-
rience the “afterlife,” or being present
with all things, in your every moment!

SassyCat TigerHeart (known as Dan
Elswick in the third-dimensional world) is
a healer experiencing the light in Columbia,
South Carolina.
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rowing up in rural North Geor-

gia, I was exposed to the domi-

nant Appalachian world view
of a land across the river where all trials
cease. This literalist world view of inevi-
table suffering in the present world with
a hoped-for time of rejoicing and reward
for the faithful after death permeates the
folk culture of the
mountain South.
I heard it so often
that I have surely
been affected by
it, although now
far removed by
education  and P
time.  Probably
on my deathbed YAt Hayle
I will hallucinate 4 4‘ 4
just those scenes.

Nevertheless, my particular church
group was less literalist and not funda-
mentalist. From them I got a different
idea of time and eternity as described in
Jesus’ teachings beginning in Matthew
5. That is, the Kingdom of God begins
in the now when sincere hearts open
to God’s loving reality. This kingdom
continues in the heart of the believer
throughout this life and into the next.
Jesus called it the Kingdom of Heaven
and its principles were rather shocking.
Blessed are the peacemakers. The meek
shall inherit the earth. Greater love has
no man... Therefore, death represents
only a transition into a richer experience
of God’s presence and the presence of
all beings in whom God’s love reigns.
It is definitely a spiritual reality that we
can participate in to some degree in the
current life space. It is not even remotely
related to earthly politics or nations and
rulers. It is a totally different quality
as well as quantity of life. When I was
studying for the ministry, my fellow stu-
dents and I would have long discussions
about the difference between eternal life
(life in a spiritual realm) and life eternal
(everlasting). This line of thought also
has influenced my imaginings about
whatever lies beyond or continues.

Experience has also been a teacher
about present and future reality. As I
have matured over the years, I have par-

ticipated in many funerals both as a min-
ister and a friend. I have been with the
dying and have become more comfort-
able with death as a normal part of liv-
ing. Sometimes I can sort of understand
the old-timers when they talk about
death as rest. In fact, many liturgical tra-
ditions present death as rest at the end
of a long spiritual journey. On certain
days, when multiple demands of care-
giving, working, and serving the com-
munity get a bit much, I can understand
a desire for a simple state of peace and
rest. Some of my favorite musical com-
positions, especially Mozart’s Requiem
in D Minor, are various renditions of
Requiem (rest). Some of them mix the
desire for both light (lux perpetua) and
rest. I think that there is probably a uni-
versal human longing for some sense
of purity, purification, or oneness as a
culmination of spiritual growth across
the lifespan. Hinduism allows the indi-
vidual soul to merge at the end of all the

| do not really conceive of
an afterlife, but rather a
continued life in a different
form: some kind of transition.

reincarnations and upward karma back
into the universal soul. Not really all
that far from the Christian return of the
spirit to God the Creator.

Some sort of merging or return is
about where I come out these days in
my thinking. I do not really conceive of
an afterlife, but rather a continued life
in a different form: some kind of tran-
sition. Merging back into the godbeing
would be fine, or being absorbed into
an overwhelming light would be fine,
or just floating away into some eternal
music would be grand. I really do not
see anything concrete like the stories of
mansions over the hilltop or the streets
of gold that I heard about as a child
growing up in North Georgia. Man-
sions, gold streets, or even an earth-like
heaven with no evil or suffering? NAH!!

Life is too rich and complex and the
good stuff is not even material, mostly
love and caring and being with people
one loves. So, I expect any afterlife to be
much more abstract and spiritual than
the common folk tales one hears from
television evangelists. Eternal light suits
me fine. Now, how would I imagine it?
Well, my imaginary model would be a
village of people who love each other,
definitely a GAY ambience, with lots of
natural beauty (mountains and water-
falls) and creativity and color (rainbows
and rainbow banners). Music of course,
singing, dancing. Sort of like an eternal
GSV Fall Retreat, but not having to go
back down the mountain. Did I say SEX?
Of course, but I am not at all sure what
that would be like with glorified spiritu-
al beings. (Oh, there was that sweet little
angel in Guadalajara some years ago).
Well lots of togetherness and merg-
ings, at least. So, in my imagination, you
would be there with me and all my lov-
ers and loving persons, just carrying on
shamelessly. Shamelessly, I said. Of this
I am completely persuaded: There ain’t
no homophobia in heaven!! Wow! I can
see it now. Come on over into Canaan
Land! Did I say Wine?

Pat Boyle is Professor of Social Work and
Dean of the School of Social Work at Dalton
(GA) State College. Pat has been an ordained
minister since 1980. He continues to serve
in community ministries, especially with the
frail elderly. He may be reached at dboyle@
daltonstate.edu.

Please feel free to suggest
future themes for Visionary.
Here are some
upcoming themes:

* Removing Judgment
* Forgiveness

For questions, comments, suggestions or
submissions concerning Visionary please
contact Al at
visionary @ gayspiritvisions.org

13



14

Poems — Michael Chavez

River

The great Mother Mississippi
Falls into the valley

Pushing into the abyss

Of the rift in the land

Mud so grand, oozing south
To the mouth of the womb.

Her presence is felt here.

Soon, we shall see the Moon

Shine on the twists and turns

That barges feint as their fuel burns
Smoking against the flow

That tumbles and rumbles

Forever as they tow

Masses of material and grease and things
Towering over the grasses and corn
As the Grandmother sings

In low tones

With others, all on their porches

Bones keep memories of when strangers came
With torches

And hoods

And still, the barges tote goods

And bads

Up the lonely channel of water and dirt.

| fly over it with others in flannel and the occasional skirt.

Not thinking

But sinking into my seat

Not knowing

But flowing with the bottom of the River
Thriving and silty,

| shiver at the thought of getting into my car
And driving home

Past the Dome and the bar

To civilization.

—Peregrine, September 2005

Peregrine is an initiated witch from Atlanta. He celebrated

his first Short Mountain Sanctuary Beltane in 2006, where he
experienced another initiation. His friends and co-crafters who
nudged him to the Sanctuary—especially Meadow, Aeolus, El,
and Jimmy B.—and his new friend Do, are the inspiration for
his poem. It is dedicated to them and to the magickal wishes
bound to the Maypole.

Sanctuary

It is here that things are sharpened.

Sloping forest, falling toward me,

Out of the clinging clouds.
White shrouds
The mud before they boil and fade
In the extending shade
Of the wet-strewn dusk.
Musk and crescent moon;
Silent, silty and salty,
Seasoned by the undying scent
Of woodsmoke.
| choke
On my chanting as | see
The rays, weak, wizard-white
And slanting
To bless the knoll
And the pole.

There is not contrast between dirt and
skirt
Play and decay
Drum and cum
Circle and miracle.

All seeps together as one
And yet sharpening is done.

The axe strikes at the ended year
By so many, and by so many not here.
Fear
Is let out in screams and chops
And laughter
That lingers after
The everpouring blue smoke stops.

The sickle swipes and, with a mean tickle,
Wipes away
The May
Of ancient hope.

With a rope
And a thud, and a cheer
That comes with a tean
The tree that anchored us to the sky
Falls with a sigh.

All the ribbons glitter in the slippery sun
And still, sharpening is done.

The rain beats a stream into a moat
But | remember best the smell of goat
And the thundering music of fireflies
And the taste of wine that toasted
death
That lingered innocently, giggling
At the outrageous beauty
Of hot, bearded breath
In his ear.

The rain comes juicy-fast
And | run
But even now, from the past,
Sharpening is done.

—Peregrine, May 2006



A scrapbook from

THE I 1™ ANNUAL RZY SPIRIT VISIONS
5 , tzocat

,2008

May 16-18

Mikell Camp
Toccoa, Georgia

Photos by Lem Arnold





