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FOREWORD

This book is the first in a series of books that are a true account of
what can only be described as a spontaneous adventure into the
world of spiritual experience. It is not about traditions, religions,
or other people’s stories. This is my story, a story interwoven into
everyday events of a very broad and colourful life.

This first book describes a life-changing interaction after an
event on the side of a dark North Queensland road in a remote part
of Australia. An event that seemingly appeared out nowhere and
illuminated a view of the world I had never seen before.

While the initial events described here happened in 1997, the full
scope and implications of this life-changing event continue to unfold
even today.

The first book focuses on the first two years immediately after
this event, beginning with the initial entry into this mysterious and
sometimes unfathomable world.

The remaining books in this series will take the reader on the
author’s journey of reconciling and eventually integrating those
initial experiences into everyday life, and describe reality through

the backdrop of spirituality, travel, relationships, death, business, and



philanthropy, and how all that fits into the infinite and mysterious
universe we live in.

Everything written is a true account of this journey and while the
names of some of the people throughout the stories have been changed,

everything else is as unembellished and as factually as possible.



The mystery of life, always unfolding and changing...

‘Existence and our perception of it, luckily, does not require the
agreement of others to uphold it, it simply exists whether others can

see it or not.’

‘Have you ever wondered what holds up the universe, what exists

outside of the reaches of our furthest imaginings?’

‘The fact that we seemly find ourselves on a small blue planet,
circling at exactly the right distance from the sun in a universe that
seems to expand in every direction should in itself be enough to make
even the most important everyday human concerns into trivial and

insignificant events.’

‘The concept of gods is nothing more than a convenient way to explain
away a mystery far greater than our minds can understand; if gods

created the universe, what created gods?’

‘If the Big Bang initiated life as we know it, what created the
opportunity for the Big Bang to happen in the first place and where
did the opportunity come from?”’

‘The planet does not need saving, least of all by us. Life will go on
well after homosapiens cease to exist; if anyone needs saving, it is

homosapiens from themselves.’



ON THE SIDE OF THE ROAD

‘Okay guys, I'm outta here.’

I had just had a shower and a quick bite to eat after a long day
installing roof sheeting and wall cladding on an industrial building
in Gladstone with two of the boys that worked for me. We only had
one work vehicle as we had left the other one on another job site
down south and I needed the one we had to go and check on another
job we were doing in Toowoomba.

‘Hopefully you guys will be right for the next week or so until
I’'m back, eh?’ I said, feeling a bit guilty. They only had two bicycles
for transport, and they had to ride from the caravan park where we
were staying to the job site each day, which was about one kilometre
away. We had set up a couple of secure toolboxes onsite, so at least
they didn’t have to carry any tools with them.

‘Do you want a joint before you leave?’ Brad cheekily asked.

‘Nah, I’'m good,’ I replied with a smile.

By now it had become pretty normal for me to knock back a joint,
even before a long drive like I was about to do. If it were six months
earlier though, it would have been a different story.

Up until that point, my life pretty much revolved around getting
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stoned; I was twenty-seven and had been smoking pot pretty much
nonstop since about seventeen. For the first few years, | smoked
whenever I could afford it, which, on the wages of an apprentice
plumber in the late 1980s, was a couple of times a week at best.
However, by the time I was twenty, | was working for myself and
had a bit more money and a lot more stress, so I pretty much smoked
every day.

I guess you could say I was a functioning pot addict. Even though
I was smoking daily, I still managed to successfully run my roofing
business that employed five to seven people.

In the beginning I was only smoking in the evenings and on
weekends; however, as I became more stressed at work and unhappier
in my relationship, I found it easier to just stay stoned most of the
time rather than deal with how I felt.

In periods of high stress, this resulted in me sometimes even
getting stoned in the morning before going to work and, on most
days, getting stoned as soon as I got out of the car in the evenings
before going into the house. I figured there was no way I was going
to leave my kids and I couldn’t see how my relationship was going to
improve. So I would just get stoned and ignore it all.

Because life up in the house felt like it was shit most of the time,
I would often sit there in the garage with my mates or on my own,
smoking and contemplating life.

I didn’t have a religious bone in my body and aside from
wondering if maybe there was something to this Karma thing, had
no interest in spirituality thanks to my mum’s enthusiasm towards
embracing the alternative life and moving us to Nimbin when I
was ten. Nimbin is considered one of the birth places of the hippie
movement in Australia and is still home to a strong alternative
community dominated by alternative thinking and a desire to break

the ‘system’.
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Being seen as a hippie back in the 80s, especially when I finished
my last two years of high school in Kyogle, which back then was
about as red neck as they come, was not much fun for me. However,
sitting in my stoned haze, some pretty strange things would often
pass through my mind. Like thinking how cool it would be if we
could change bodies as easy as we could hop into someone else’s car.
You know, like take someone else’s body for a spin.

I also wondered what held up the universe — as in, what’s at the
edge of space? what holds us up? and lastly how did all this come to
be in the first place? The Big Bang is a bit of a poor explanation in
my mind; I was more interested in what was it that allowed the Big
Bang to happen in the first place, assuming of course the Big Bang
even happened at all.

As my life sucked most of the time from my perspective, I also
wondered what sort of sick joke it was to be born into the world only
to suffer for seventy or eighty years and then drop dead at the end of
it all.

Life just didn’t really make sense to me, and I wondered what
the point of it all was. I really wanted to know how and where did
everything commence. Not just how we got here; I wanted to know
how any of it got here.

Aside from the crazy thoughts, 1 also noticed that my feelings,
which seemed closely tied to my emotions, would sort of swell and
recede, to the point that I could just about predict how I would feel
in advance. As I started to feel the good feelings swell inside me, |
knew that within a few days I would feel depressed or heavy again.

At least | knew there was a cycle and that [ was not endlessly caught
in only one feeling.

Upon realising this, | began trying to control the movement of my
internal feelings, particularly good feelings. I thought if I could try

and hold that good feeling at a lower, more stable level, then maybe |



4 ANDREW PRICE

could prevent the bad feelings that came after it.

I did get better at prolonging good feelings by holding them low in
my stomach, sort of trying to suppress them, but inevitably the good
feelings would well up inside to the point I couldn’t hold them and
they would rise up through my body. Once those feelings welled and
slipped past my efforts to keep a lid on them, [ knew it would be only
a matter of time before I would hit bottom again and another cycle
would start.

Trying to manage and control all those feelings got me nowhere
in the end, so after months of suppressing them, I took the opposite
approach by relaxing my body and pretending it had the consistency
of jelly with no contractions inside it. As the good feelings began to
well up, I would let the good feelings radiate out evenly through me.
This was certainly much easier to do than trying to control them as I
had been previously, but it was difficult to do it consistently.

In any case, pot was a big part of my life that seemed to help with
all those roller coaster feelings. I think the relationship with pot was
stronger than my relationship with my partner; it even felt female to
me. | was sure that [ would still be smoking when [ was seventy years
old. So, you can imagine my surprise when around six months prior
to being in Gladstone, I was sitting in my office out in the shed and I
refused myself a joint.

When I say I refused myself, I was sitting there doing some work
and had just rolled a joint.

I was just about to light it when I heard, ‘You don’t want that.’

I looked around and said to myself, ‘what do you mean I don’t
want that? I always want a smoke’, and promptly ignored it and had
it anyway.

After the first encounter with this voice, I entered into an ongoing
battle with it over the next weeks until, much to my dismay, it finally

won, and I found myself refusing a smoke.
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I didn’t stop straight away; slowly but surely it wore me down and
became so annoying that [ got the shits as it got the better of me. The
end result was that days between smoking became weeks and then
eventually months, which was very strange for me, and the boys would
often ask in jest if | was okay.

‘Are you sure?’ Brad asked. ‘It’s a long way from here to the
Sunshine Coast if ya gonna be straight,” he added with a smile.

“Yeah, I'm sure,’ I said, with a bit of a laugh. ‘It’s been a while
since I’ve had any and it would probably put me to sleep.’

Driving and me had always been a curious thing, I loved it. I loved
cars, | loved driving fast, I loved driving long distance and I loved
driving at night. Being that I was stoned much of the time, I had learnt
to drive as well in an altered state as I could when [ was straight. This
was not without some effort though, particularly when I was doing
a long drive. It seemed that the combination of driving fast and for
an extended period, which took a lot of concentration, resulted in my
perception doing some pretty strange things.

The weirdest was the feeling that my body would start to feel
like it was being stretched to the point where it sort of felt like I was
literally sitting in the back seat of the car. The first time it happened
I didn’t know what was going on and thought that maybe there was
something wrong with me. My reaction times to turning and braking
where all over the place and it was incredibly hard to focus as it felt
like my arms and legs where so long that there was a lag to actually
get them to move.

I wasn’t the sort of guy that would go and see a doctor, so I just
had to learn to live with it. As I got used to it, I learnt to sort of work
ahead of myself and respond well before I needed to until it became
almost normal. I became so good at it, even at high speed, that no one
in the car with me when this happened even suspected that anything

was different, yet for me, I felt sort of stretched or expanded. I had
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of course put all this down to the pot I smoked and had dismissed it
as one of those inexplicable things that just happen. This had been
happening for years now, and I didn’t really think about it or consider
it unusual anymore.

The stretching was always confined to the limits of the car — not
that I had realised that at the time, though. It was a slow process that
would take time to set in, but once it landed it would often last for
as long as I was driving. Once I was out of the car it would dissipate
within a few minutes, and I would back to normal and forget it had
even happened.

‘I’1l see you boys in a week or so, eh?’ I said as | jumped in the car
and drove away.

It was about 7:30 p.m. when I pulled out of the caravan park and |
had a five- or six-hour drive in front of me, so I settled in and focused
on the road ahead. About two hours into the drive and completely out
of nowhere the most inexplicable thing happened.

Without any warning my awareness exploded. There was no slow
burn, nor was it confined to the limits of my car. I just simply had
the experience of exploding in every direction like a bomb going off.
The shock was so immense that I automatically hit the brakes and
pulled the car over to the side of the road and sat there in shock and
disbelief. It was like my perception had expanded and now somehow
encompassed a new additional layer of reality over and above my
usual senses. The effect was that of simultaneously experiencing both
the normal visual world I had always been aware of and a new world
where I could see that everything was woven into one single fabric
that was not separate in anyway.

As the particles of myself raced and expanded in every direction,
the world I had always known as solid and steady fell away and was
replaced with a fluid world that I had never seen before. In a sense,

it was the same world I had lived in my whole life; however, I could
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now see everything interacting with everything else.

When [ say I could see, it was not exactly like the way I normally
saw stuff, it was more like I could tell it was there, the same way
you can tell when someone is standing nearby in the dark. If you look
directly at them, they disappear; however, when you look slightly to
the side of them, you can make out their silhouette quite clearly.

I jumped out of the car and rolled around on the ground laughing
in total disbelief that I had not been able to see this before. It was the
most amazing thing [ had ever seen.

The boundaries of myself had disappeared and I was literally
dispersed, connected to and fluidly moving with everything. I could feel
it all. I could see I was part of the trees, the grass, the planet, the stars,
the galaxy... Wherever my attention went, I was there, | was everything.

I felt like I had become waves of electricity, pulsing through
everything. My hair stood on end as I realised that everything was
actually me and that I was everything. I stood there aware that even
simply standing on the earth, [ was actually standing on myself and
that everywhere I looked I was there, it was all me.

To say I was connected completely fails to adequately express
what was actually happening. To reduce what I was experiencing to
that would be like saying my heart was connected to my body rather
than my heart is part of my body. The word ‘connection’ seems to
imply that it is also possible to be disconnected, and that simply is not
possible. There is no possible way to be separate to anything, never

has been, never could be, and never will be.



