
 

Gloopyôs Big Adventure 

 

Look Your Heart in the MirrorÊ 

 

I do things like nobody else, sometimes.  Spring break at Daytona Beach, I had a head of 

lettuce left over in the fridge.  I looked down from my room balcony to the swimming pool, 

five stories  below.  There was a grandstand of people watching a belly flop contest.  I rared 

back and threw the lettuce full speed torpedo style straight down into the center of the 

swimming pool.  The crowd saw something  hit the water.  During the quiet seconds of 

anticipation, I crouched and hid behind the balcony wall.  I had no idea what would happen.  

I peaked over the wall just in time to see the leaves of lettuce simultaneously appear at the 

waterôs surface, spread out and gently floating in perfect symmetry.  The pool transformed 

into a lilly pond right before the spectatorsô eyes.  I had invented lettuce water ballet and 

won the belly flop contest, without even getting wet.   

 

In the case of Look Your Heart in the Mirror,Ê I wanted to throw my soul full speed into the 

depths of the human condition and find a piece of undiscovered knowledge.  I wanted to be 

a hero, find hidden treasure, discover a new truth that could cure the ills of society that 

hindered me from living a full life.  I knew there must be someth ing out there, somewhere, 

that nobody had found.  

 

I declared and narrated my superhero adventure on the internet.  My pen name was 

Gloopyboy.  Gloopy means stupid in Russian, but I thought it meant clever.  My first 

humbling was finding out the S on my chest stood for Stupid.  

 

My on -line mantra was ñReality is God, when you pretend or lie you cease to exist you die.ò  

I knew intuitively that ultimately, essentially, we are pure beings.  If we are true to our 

being, to the bottom of our soul, we will be nat urally perfect and our life will be joyous, 

free, and innocent.  Polite societyôs ever changing standards, morality, and judgments were 

clogging the flow, stunting and debilitating human life and evolution.   

 

I was in your face, clever and profound, vigorous and passionate, both in writing and in 

action, blasting societal norms and repression.  At first I was very popular.  I trounced the 

opposition in entertaining debates.  I had a girlfriend while I was married, openly.  I 

gloated.  People started to tal k.  I was, by society standards, stupid and reckless, but really 



I was just trying to be real.  I got fired.  I was ashamed.  I cloaked part of my soul, 

pretended to be OK.  I went into real estate, and quickly excelled.  I felt euphoric.  I loved 

it, but my mission demanded I be real.  Real to me meant doing what I wanted to do, 

despite societyôs standards.  I got caught misbehaving.  I lied to save my job.  I pretended 

to be innocent, but I was a liar.  More and more of my soul became cloaked.  Eventually  I 

got fired anyway.  My mantra was true.  When you pretend or lie, you cease to exist, you 

die.  My spark was gone.  My wife divorced me.  I was not a hero.  I didnôt have what it 

took to change the world.  I completely forgot about my mission and just wanted to be a 

normal person.  

 

I had accepted two people deep into my life whose values were completely opposite to 

mine.  She was a society girl, totally into appearances, climbing the ladder, no interest in 

anything remotely intellectual.  He was a barfly , easy going and cool, very smart, but 

purposefully destroying himself through intoxication.  They didnôt have any deep inner 

questions, they were content with themselves, successful, confident, and popular.   

 

They must be right in some way, I thought, they must know something I donôt, so I muted 

my deep convictions, cloaked my soul some more and let them lead the way.  He became 

my best friend, constant companion, mentor and high stakes business customer, he always 

drove.  She became my all time most priz ed beautiful and loved girlfriend.  We talked for 

hours every night for a year.  Unfortunately, he and she happened to have the world in 

common and lived on the same lake, 300 miles away from me.  

 

He wore a jacket with the word ñLoveò on it.  She had the sunniest smile on earth.  He got 

me and her under his spell, he seemed truly good, almost infallible.  He turned one of my 

bright ideas into lots of money, I revered him.  She gradually lost interest in me and turned 

to him after he drove her one time from Seattle to see me.  My heart ached in agony.  I 

could do nothing.  He had told me early on he was going to screw her, that he was 

enormous with diameter.  I didnôt take it serious at the time, because he was such a slouch, 

but the phallic image was forced into my mind.  He began to abuse me.  I told her what he 

said about screwing her, which seemed to make him even more attractive to her.  He had 

me where he wanted me.  He turned terrible sending purely evil shock voltage into my 

heart and mind like lightni ng from the blue sky he struck; out of nowhere.  ñSuck my dick.ò  

I froze in denial, men had suggested such  things, never abusively, but I figured if I just 

ignored it, it would go away, heôd get the message, NO.  But, over and over again, every 

time we were alone, he struck, each time the shock value amplified.  Heôd look me in the 

eye and lick his lips, or avert my eyes to his open crotch, or slurp.  It was piercing pure 

evil, excruciating impossible.  Deeper and deeper I froze in terror.  More and more 

desperately I needed her to stop liking him.  But the opposite happened.  The more 

pathetic he made me, the less she cared about me.     

 

Then the abysmal annihilation, as I drove the golf cart, out of nowhere a deep penetrating 

command from the boss, ñBend over, Iôll drive.ò  I felt it happen.  Murder.  Death billowed 

all through my soul, sickening beyond description, I crumpled inside, completely gone.  I 

was dead on the spot.  I wondered how I could EVER recover.  

 

My body and mind were electrocuted and a bominated. She dumped me.  I developed an 

extremely severe case of Complex PTSD.  Over the incubation period of the disease, I 

became pure chaos, a rabid dog, inhuman, a monster, especially to my two boys.  I got 



fired again, and basically went very crazy.  I was ostracized, maligned, ridiculed, vilified, 

and literally stamped upon by ALL society.   

 

One of the things I did as part of my mission was to watch people at dance clubs.  I wanted 

tos olve the riddles behind mating sex and the powerful emotions an d dysfunctional life 

created by same.  I lived in Germany two plus years, there everyone stands around the 

dance floor until they feel like dancing.  I went out all the time.  I got used to doing that.  I 

didnôt even remotely think that standing around the dance floor might look weird, but it did.  

Another thing I did was to take tons of pictures of kids for an ad I was hired to create for a 

new magazine.  I wanted to observe and capture on film the exuberance of youth, where 

did it go in adulthood?  Tons o f people saw me taking pictures of kids.  Once I was 

deranged, I tried really really hard to still be the same me, to do what I did.  I still stood by 

the dance floor.  I still tried to be outgoing and gallivanting.  But the derangement in my 

eyes and my crumpled posture from being in shock sent red alert signals.  People decided 

in their mind that I was a stalker, a pedophile, a sex offender, a rapist, etc..  If I tried to 

dance or even talk with someone, within seconds someone else would come and tell her  I 

was a sex offender.  I was kicked out of places.  People lied about me like it was OK to do 

because I was crazy, and who cares about a crazy person.  This went on relentlessly for 

two years.  Imagine.  

 

Despite my insanity, I designed high profile state of the art real estate projects, truly better 

than anything out there, by far, but no one would invest, because I was psycho.  My heart 

was shattered over and over again, every time I had a high hope; failure, rejection, misery.  

I went broke, became a beg gar, and lived in inestimable torment, paranoia, derangement, 

bodily chaos, unprecedented HELL for what seemed like forever.   

 

I had to recover.  It couldnôt be that hard to do, could it?  I was a very smart guy and just 

wanted to be good.  I started to read books.  I read ñSoul Without Shame,ò by Byron 

Brown, over and over again till it fell apart.  It referred to A.H. Almaasôs work, which I 

found a couple years later at Hastings, thank God, it saved me.  I went to dozens of 

Landmark Education self improv ement seminars.  They helped me realize how twisted I 

really was, but came nowhere near actually healing me.  Someone advised I read Deepak 

Chopra.  I had seen him on TV many years ago, but I was Christian then, so I figured what 

he was saying must be spooky devil stuff.  ñThe Way of the Wizardò was in the library, I 

checked it out.  It said, ñWhen you seek, begin in your heart.  The cave of the heart is the 

home of truth.ò  I looked in the mirror at a broken, frantic wretched psychopath.  I looked 

at my he art.  I closed my eyes, and let the life from my heart fill my being.  I said, ñthis is 

meò to the life in my heart, the same way I normally think it about my image in the mirror.  

Oh my God!!!  I was innocent, free, full of love and joy, it was ME!!!    Frozen energy 

immediately released from my guts.  My mind exploded in light, ñTHIS IS GOING TO 

CHANGE THE WORLD!!! ò  It was not a thought, it was REALITY.  Look Your Heart in the 

MirrorÊ.  Mirror Jewelry.          

 

It took a whole month till I remembered my  mission to find something no one ever found 

before.  Six months later I realized I had painted a road map for my soul twenty years ago, 

while I was learning Russian as a soldier in the army in Monterey, CA.  I was invigorated by 

the environment, my strength was at an all time high, I was really going somewhere.  I 

painted my ideal world and I painted what I thought purity in human form (spirit) would 

look like.  I painted the Spirits of Coeur dôAlene 15 years before I ever saw Coeur dôAlene.  



The resort, ( upper left corner) the sidewalks, the lake, Independence Point, spirits 

gallivanting in the night.  It was all there.  There was an extraordinary significance to my 

entire life unfolding, juxtaposed to the fact that I was a deranged beggar.   

 

The first night I arrived in Coeur dôAlene, intending to move here from Denver, I went to 

city beach beside the resort with Brett Terrell, Mike Harris, and Dustin Ainsworth.  There 

were some people about to skinny dip.  It was night time.  I peeled my clothes and jump ed 

in.  I was almost 40 years old, not in very good shape, but I knew I had found my destiny.   

 

 
 

The Spirits of Coeur d ôAlene 



The Coincidences  

 

I cannot believe what I am about to write.  It is beyond coincidence and impossible.  But 

wait a minute.  Itôs true. 

 

When I looked my heart in the mirror, a tidal wave of energy flowed up through me from 

my guts and light filled my  consciousness.  I had been in a dark agonizing torturous hell for 

a long time.  The light came and words formed in my mind, but somehow not of my mind: 

ñTHIS IS GOING TO CHANGE THE WORLD!!!  Look Your Heart in the MirrorÊ, Mirror 

Jewelry.ò 

 

It took 8 -9 months till I got the first sterling silver LYHITMÊ pendant from Cheryl Burchell 

and Silverstone Manufacturing.  On a special day soon after, I finished preparing and sent a 

prospectus to Starbucks, offering them the exclusive right to sell LYHITMÊ pendants and 

greeting cards.  It was mid afternoon when I got home and found the October 20 issue of 

The Rolling Stone in my mailbox.  I wanted to go somewhere, to  sit and digest what I had 

accomplished.  I put the magazine in my bike basket.   

 

I aimlessly rode, first past a friendôs house, then I thought Iôd go to Taco Bell.  But, when I 

saw Pizza Hut along the way, something led me in there.  I was in intuitive mode, given the 

momentous occasion.  For the first time in my life, I went to Pizza Hut by myself.  

 

I sat down and ordered salad bar and finished the first plate.  I opened The Rolling Stone to 

the story ñKid Cannabisò and the first words I read were ñused to work at Pizza Hut in 

Coeur dôAlene.ò  I was dumbfounded.  But in a way, I wasnôt.  Such coincidences of a 

smaller magnitude had been happening to me more and more regularly.  I showed the 

employees and a couple sitting next to me the article.  

 

The next story I opened up to was a two page spread of Paul McCartney on a humble black 

bicycle that looked almost exactly like the one I had parked outside.  I knew that I was 

onto something very significant, it was absolutely impossible, but true.  I floated out of the 

restaurant on clouds.  Something magical was going on, but I was the only one aware of it.  

It didnôt change the fact that I was a beggar, living each day on pins and needles, near 

death from anxiety.   

 

A few weeks later I was telling my landlord, who lives in Rescue, CA, near Sacramento, 

about the coincidences.  He said, ñI have tickets to see Paul McCartney in 3 nights.ò  My 

landlord happened to be the only other person, besides my jeweler, who had a LYHITMÊ 

pendant!!!  He had Rescued me from home lessness and sure death by investing in 

LYHITMÊ, Inc. and letting me live in the house way past the time I should have been 

evicted.  I suggested he give the pendant he had to Paul McCartney, through security at 

the arena.  I donôt know if Sir Paul actually received it, but I do know that I was deeply 

profoundly affected by the mature and settled melodies he played at the Super Bowl in 

2005.  It was truly exactly what I felt our culture needed.  A deep bond formed in my heart 

that day with Paul McCartney an d his music, and then this truly incalculable coincidence.  

 

 



 
Ro lling Stone Magazine, October 20, 2005  

 


