Introduction and the First Story in the Series
The Art of Happiness: A series of stories

about how ordinary people make a difference.

The following series of short stories illustrates how “ordinary” people can contribute to our understanding of happiness and what we can learn from them. They tell of triumphs of the human spirit that often dawn in the midst of adversity and give a boost to the well-being of others. Their lives illustrate the art of living in a global world, clarify scientific and other principles at work and point to how, without harming others, all  can become winners and contribute to a world that works well for all.

Robert Rasmussen and the Art of Freeing and Directing Energy
(a story in three parts)

Part One: Robert’s Near Death Experience

I first set eyes on Robert Rasmussen, sitting in the passenger’s seat of a small pick up truck. He was on his way to a radio interview with Elizabeth Gips. 

Elizabeth was a well-known Santa Cruz personality, who invited her radio audiences to explore the exciting cultural changes affecting their lives. In California, the seventies were burgeoning with creativity as West met Eastern religions; and the sciences and spiritual traditions blossomed and cross-fertilized one another. 

Little did  I realize then that both Robert Rasmussen and Earl Lane who was driving the pick-up truck were to become two of my dearest friends and that both were to teach me different things about working with energy to improve my own life; and how this could contribute to building a global community that was inspired by mutual caring.

When I think of either of them now, I smile with sheer joy. So much, have they taught me about infectious, heart-warming happiness.  

Let me begin with Robert’s story, as I saw him first in the pick-up truck.

 “Elizabeth Gips asked us to give you a ride”, he said as, with a tranquil gesture, he pushed the door open and invited me to get in.

Rather doubtfully, I eyed his large girth that spread generously over most of the remaining seat. Did he expect me to jump onto his lap? My English reserve held me back, but just for an instant until my curiosity got the better of me. 

I was eager to witness this interview. Robert Rasmussen was a renowned healer up and down the California Coast. It was rumored that, besides having the power to cure people who had been given up by traditional Western medicine, he also knew how to use his powerful energies to influence life events. I was vaguely familiar with the scientific theories that explained how that could be done, but I was brimming with curiosity to meet this remarkable man. 

I clambered up and instead of plunking myself onto his generous lap, I deftly squeezed in between Robert and the door of the pick-up truck.

Immediately my unease vanished and I felt fully energized. Perplexed I searched for a reason. It was Robert’s energy. Powerful yet mellow, it filled the whole truck, and penetrated my body from all sides This was the first time I actually experienced the energy he would later teach me to use.

During that radio interview, Robert shared how, after being clinically dead, he had come back to life to discover that he could heal. His personality had moreover undergone a huge change. Afterwards, I had so many questions, I did not know where to start. But to my disappointment, Robert could not stay and I doubted I would see him again.

Yet, a couple of weeks later our paths did cross. I was drinking a cappuccino in a local coffee shop when the door opened and there he stood, blinking, a perplexed look on his face. His eyes roamed the sofas and overstuffed chairs that were strewn around coffee tables. Then his eyes lighted on me. He looked surprised but I could tell that he was glad, as he ambled toward me.

“So that is why I walked 14 whole blocks! I was hoping we would meet again but had no idea you’d be here.” Robert always followed his hunches, I was later to learn.

“I hate walking”, he added and I noticed he was slightly out of breath. He sank his considerable bulk next to me onto the sofa which, I swear, sank several inches.

We must have sat sharing for 3 hours or more. He told me about his life and how he had changed after returning from death. Much later I was to learn how he increased his own life energy and the ways he had learned to apply it. 

He had always had psychic powers, he said. At the age of four, he would win at cribbage because he was so good at “guessing” other players’ cards. 

“Actually, I would just step out of my body and take a look!” he said, “I thought that that was what everyone did. The others were convinced I was a genius!”

As he talked, I was mesmerized by his eyes—so infinitely gentle. Large and limpid, they could have belonged to a woman. He seemed totally unafraid to allow others to look deeply into his heart. As I got to know him, I realized, so securely was he rooted in his own sense of truth, he could afford to remain open and loving while remaining totally open to others.

“Have you always been so gentle?” I asked him.

He grimaced. “Hell no! I was quite different, before my death.” He hesitated. With an impatient nod, I coaxed him to continue.

“For instance, I had been drafted during the Second World War straight out of school. When the war was over, I was desperate for a job and so I went to the Rail Road Postal Service and asked the man behind the counter.

“You have no experience”, the local manager said, and he dismissed me with a glance. 

“I was furious. ‘I have just spent four whole years risking my life for my country. Surely you can find something!’ I shouted.

“Protected by bars behind the counter, the man did not even look up. I thrust my hand through the bars and grabbed him by the neck. Do you realize what I am saying? I demanded. He could not argue and I landed the job… No, I am definitely more easy going now”. We laughed and I got up and ordered two more cups of coffee.

Robert started a family straight after the war and then, under pressure of earning a living for a wife and five small kids, he took a job in advertising in San Jose, California.  

“This was probably the absolutely worst time of my life. I caught pneumonia and as I lay there, deathly ill, my wife asked me for a divorce. I died out of pure misery”. To my surprise, he chuckled.

“Did you really die?” I asked. 

He took a sip of his coffee, grimaced and reached for the sugar bowl. “ I was clinically dead for 8 minutes! It felt like an eternity. All pain ceased and I was drawn toward a brilliant white light. Just like Elisabeth Kuebler Ross described later in her research.” 

I realized I had been holding my breath and took a gulp of air. Many years later this was what would be referred to as a Near Death Experience.

His voice softened as he spoke, “I followed the light and came to a horseshoe table—around it wise men from all sorts of religions. I was feeling this exquisite sense of peace; and then the most extraordinary thing happened. In what seemed a flash I relived my whole life, but not as I had experienced it on earth. I felt everything from the perspective of other people. That was a shock. I had no idea that I had hurt so many. I now realize how easy it is to be oblivious to what others are feeling.

“It was deeply humbling. The whole thing took place so fast and when it ended, I had completely changed. I was so sensitive. I felt everything that I saw, as if I were the other. After that, I was never able to hurt others again.” 

Wistfully, he continued, “Sitting at the end of that horseshoe table I was so terribly happy—perhaps for the very first time in my life. I felt so very alive. At the same time, through this extraordinary sensitivity, everything was so vibrantly beautiful.” For a moment he seemed to have left me and be wandering far away in some dream.  Finally he continued, “I desperately wanted to stay, but was told firmly that I had to go back. 

“I pleaded with them, promised to do anything not to have to return to my life. But they insisted that my task on Earth was not finished yet.

“In short, I had to return. When they revived me, my life had completely changed. My wife and I got divorced and I discovered to my amazement that I had the ability to heal—a  crazy situation...” He smiled.

“Go on”, I prompted as his voice petered out. “What happened?”

“There was this young girl… so very beautiful, yet everybody laughed at her because of her bow-legs. I was rather conventional in those days and did not go around fondling anyone, let alone strangers!”

I laughed outright. “So now you have changed?” I asked mischievously.

His eyes twinkled as he replied, “Now people actually pay me to have a hands-on approach.” Serious again, he resumed, “It was crazy—I asked her whether I could stroke her legs. She must have felt that I really cared, because she said okay. To my utter amazement her legs straightened out, right there under my hands. It was then that I realized that with the powerful energy I had felt since my return had come an ability to heal.”

“But how did you explain that?” I asked, dying to know more. 

“I have thought about this a lot”, he confessed, “All I can think of is that once I had really felt how I had hurt others by building walls, I did two things: I dropped the defenses. That unleashed this immense energy. 

“Then I vowed never to hurt others again. That intention was what gave me the sensitivity to what others were feeling—first emotionally and then, through my experience with that young girl, I realized that I intuitively also knew what was going on physically in areas I could not even see. Ironically, I thought my defenses would protect me from pain. In fact, they actually caused it by blocking my capacity to both receive and give love. 

With Robert’s mention of walls and love, I suddenly felt sad. My personal quest was to help create a world in which all could be happy, in their own individual ways. I was part of a global network, also active in the UN, and we were all acutely aware that—understandably—people suspected others of wanting to control them. And before they would drop their defenses enough to even hear one another’s point of view, a powerful atmosphere of trust would have to be built. After my experience of Robert’s energy I had so hoped he could help.

 “So to get over our fear of being hurt by others, we have first got to die, go to heaven and then return?” I asked flippantly, trying to hide my disappointment. 

Perhaps Robert read my thoughts, for he softly began telling me that he had since taught himself to increase his energies and could teach me to do the same. “I must admit that I have hesitated to teach this until now. You see, this energy must be handled with great respect for the course other people’s lives need to take. We may never try to impose healing on others, ‘cause deep down everyone knows which of life’s challenges they must face and when it is time for them to die.”

“You mean people know? I asked incredulously

“Not consciously”, Robert answered. “But unconsciously. I was clinically dead—remember?—and to everyone’s amazement, I came back to life. I have healed people who were dying. Tests showed they were cured. Then suddenly they would die anyway and no one knew why—not even their doctors! No! I am convinced that each person is the king or queen when it comes to the course of their own lives and it is up to us, as healers, to serve the course that, deep down, they want to take...

“Queen of my own life”, I smiled, imagining myself in that role. I felt myself grow in stature and inner beauty. I felt light, graceful and in control. At the same time my heart opened up and I looked around. Without our noticing it, twilight was falling. People were lounging around in little groups, sipping their coffees and talking. Suddenly, I felt a surge of love and from the bottom of my heart I wished that they would each be granted to live their personal calling, as both Robert and I were priveleged to do. Little did I realize then that those two steps were intimately related: feeling in control of ones own happiness and wishing others well as they sought to do the same.

A year later, Robert kept his word. Developing healing energy involved directing awareness to each body part until—almost  cell by cell—energy floods in. Although the power of my energy never compared to his. Honey, his wife-to-be, later teased me that I would indeed never equal Robert’s healing capacity without also equaling his weight.

Earl Lane who, when we first met, had been driving the pick-up truck, would later explain to both Robert and me how this energy can contribute to the world as a whole. Today, I use what Robert and Earl taught me at the UN to make a difference on the world stage.

Despite his enormous contribution to humanity, Robert was to die poor and ravaged by diabetes. I sometimes wonder whether he did not in part invite his own death in order to enter the reality he had glimpsed during his Near Death Experience.

(Parts two and three will focus on how Robert taught us about the physical and mental uses of his extraordinary energy.)
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