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Prologue 
K i d a p a w a n ,  T h e  P h i l i p p i n e s  

 
 
 

The shadows were growing long in Kidapawan. Gracia 
reclined lower into the bus seat and rested her head wearily 
against the window. It was a four hour bus ride from 
Cotabato City on Mindanao’s southwest coast to Davao City 
on the eastern shore. Kidapawan was only halfway along 
that journey. 

It had been a tiring week for Gracia. She had started 
her college course in catering and hospitality only two 
months earlier and for several days she had been 
undergoing intensive on-the-job training in Cotabato City. 
Now, she was heading back to Davao for a day off; 
tomorrow she would turn around and endure the four hour 
trip back to Cotabato.  

Even for a resilient and energetic sixteen year old, this 
hectic pace of life was draining. The Weena Express bus to 
Davao was not busy that day, and she was able to secure 
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herself an entire double seat near the back of the vehicle. It 
was a rare, restful way to spend the long journey 

At just after 2:30pm there was a quick stop in 
Kidapawan. Just enough time for passengers to alight with 
their luggage and for any ongoing passengers to climb 
aboard. By Gracia’s estimates they should be back on the 
road by 3pm and arrive in Davao just as the sun set. 

Davao was not a safe place to be after night; unrest 
and terrorism had been strangling the southern Philippines 
city for the past few years. So, Gracia was keen to get there 
by nightfall and ensure she was home, safe, by early 
evening. 

The diesel engines of the bus spluttered into silence as 
they arrived at the crowded terminal. Around her, 
passengers began stuffing luggage and shuffling out of seats 
with the relaxed disorder of the Philippines. I would really 
love something to eat. The thought materialised, uninvited, in 
Gracia’s brain. Hmm, yeah, I could really do with some food right 
now. 

The thought was clear, persistent, but Gracia’s tired 
body refused to cooperate. It was so rare to have the use of 
an entire double seat and she was not keen to risk losing it 
for a later, probably crowded, bus. Besides, she was used to 
travelling the full journey without food and a later 
departure would mean that she would arrive in Davao City 
after dark. No, she thought. I’ll stay where I am. 
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But something piqued her senses. The smell of durian 

wafted into the bus from the stalls outside. The pungent 
sweetness of the prickly fruit filled her nostrils and teased 

her taste buds. Oh, I really, really want some durian. The 
yearning was too great; it made her defy her weary body as 

it insisted she relinquish her comfortable seat. 

In a moment of impulse, Gracia grabbed her 
belongings — a simple paper shopping bag — and sprung 

toward the front door of the bus. She would have to catch a 
later ride; to heck with the consequences. As she stepped 

from the bus, she ran down the stairs and into the food court 
under the terminal. 

It was a busy Thursday afternoon and the lower level 

of the Kidapawan bus station was a jostling mass of hungry 
travellers, eager merchants and cheery musicians. The noise 

of the crowd filled the air and echoed off the concrete 
surrounds in jolly cacophony.  

Gracia had barely had time to purchase her durian 

when the muffled noise of a bomb slammed into her young 
body. The food court around her dissolved into a frenzy of 

shock and dismay but it was above them, where the Weena 
buses were parked, that the desperate bloodshed unfolded. 

The explosion took the lives of two passengers 

immediately, left six others fatally wounded, and dozens 
more injured. Around the bus where Gracia had lazed 
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wearily, just minutes before, there now lay a tangled mess 

of ragged steel and bloodied victims. 
Investigators would later determine that it was a 

homemade bomb, filled with nails and shredded iron in 
order to effect the greatest carnage. The device had been 
hidden in the Weena terminal, near the back of Gracia’s 
parked bus. According to reports, it was an extortion 
attempt; a vicious demand by a local gang for the payment 
of ‘protection money’. 

But for Gracia, none of that mattered. For her, there 
remained only a peculiar sense of fate; of safeguarding and 
destiny. If not for the strange yearning that had overcome 
her as they arrived at the station, Gracia knew that she 
would have felt the full force of the blast. She would have 
joined the eight others who lost their lives that Thursday 
afternoon at the Kidapawan bus terminal. 

 

∞ 
 

Welcome to Infinite Mind. This book is a compilation of what 

I have learned about the capabilities of the human mind. It 
is by no means exhaustive, and (unlike the number 42) it 

does not offer concrete answers to life, the universe and 
everything2. It is simply a snapshot of our understanding of 
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mystical phenomena in the early 21st century and the 

science that is beginning to unravel the mysteries of these 
natural experiences. 

The anecdotes in this book are true. The characters in 
each chapter – whether historical or contemporary, famous 

or unfamiliar – are real. In most cases, the narratives 

detailed in this book have been recreated from personal 
memoirs, autobiographies or interviews, and the facts 

surrounding each event have been reproduced as accurately 
as possible.  

It is tempting to label these events as ‘remarkable’ or 
‘extraordinary’. (In a world obsessed with sensationalism, it 

would certainly help with the marketing of this book!) 

However, to do so would compromise the integrity of these 
anecdotes and do a disservice to the scientists who have 

braved ridicule (and even poor funding) over the past 
hundred years to explore these phenomena. 

The stories in this book are not as remarkable as they 

may appear — not as incredible. They are examples of some 
of the millions of intuitive insights, messages and 

inspirations that occur every year, all over the world3. These 
experiences, and the abilities associated with them, have 

come to be known by many names — psychic, metaphysical, 

paranormal, ESP, super natural — however I believe that 
many of these words are outdated and misleading. 
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Therefore, throughout this book, I prefer to use the word 

psi, (pronounced sigh), when referring to these experiences. 
Psi (Ψ) is the 23rd letter of the Greek alphabet and 

refers to anything ‘of the soul’. In recent years, it has been 
adopted by scientists as the most appropriate term to 

describe the mental abilities that appear to sit outside our 

five, physical senses. Included in this umbrella term are 
telepathy, clairvoyance, precognition, psychokinesis and a 

host of other mental aptitudes that I will explain in detail in 
the coming chapters. 

My use of the word psi is deliberate. Many psi 
researchers have adopted the term to avoid the use of 

misleading prefixes such as tele-, para- or extra-; prefixes 

that suggest attributes about these abilities that we now 
believe to be incorrect. I use the term psi simply to avoid the 

negative connotation that is associated with other terms that 
are no longer useful; the unfortunate images of fortune 

tellers, crystal balls and questionable 1900 hotlines that 

inevitably spring to mind when confronted with words such 
as psychic or ESP.  

As science helps move us further from the 
superstitions of the past, my hope is that these worn-out 
phrases will also fade into oblivion. And it is indisputable 
that science is moving us into exciting new territory. 
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Many scientific principles taught in schools today, in 
the 21st century, are based on discoveries of the 17th and 
18th centuries, particularly the philosophy of Rene 
Descartes and the science of Isaac Newton. These early 
discoverers introduced a way of thinking that explored the 
workings of the universe yet did so without challenging the 
strict doctrines of the powerful Church. As a result, their 
findings were officially accepted by religious leaders and, in 
turn, these ‘acceptable’ teachings became the standard for 
future generations of scientists. 

It is only in the last hundred years that flaws in these 
principles have come to light. Modern psychology has, for 
example, thrown into question Descarte’s idea of the mind. 
Experiments in quantum mechanics have revealed that 
Newtonian physics does not always apply at a sub-atomic 
level. 

However, 400 years ago, science had taken a 

decidedly materialistic turn and it was left to the mystics to 

try to explain the thousands of ethereal and metaphysical 
events experienced by people around the world. Over the 

centuries, certain concepts have arisen in an attempt to 
explain to those who had experienced unusual events — 

such as spirit guides, angels and demons — what science 

had chosen to ignore. We now understand that the 
conscious mind will interpret psi information in a way that 
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is meaningful to the recipient. Although psi is believed to be 

the result of some form of pure ‘data’, an individual’s prior 
beliefs and expectations will transform it into familiar 

imagery; for example, the angels of the Christian faith or the 
animal totems of indigenous Americans. Therefore, many 

mystical anecdotes (even those of the modern day) may 

involve such imagery. 
Even early psi researchers misunderstood the nature 

of psi abilities, often working under the assumption that 
information collected was transferred by some form of radio 

wave or signal.  Although understandable, based on the 
science of the time, sadly this misconception only 

contributed to the divide between science and spirituality as 

no such radio or thought signal was ever detected. 
Thankfully, due largely to the evolution of quantum 

physics over the past century, new understandings are 
emerging about psi and how it fits into the human 

experience. Modern psi researchers maintain that psi 

phenomenon is a result of the interconnectedness of 
everything in the universe; a premise that is based on the 

discovery that the quantum universe is not a jigsaw of 
separate entities but rather an inescapable mass of 

intertwined energy and particles. The atoms that make up 

you and me do not stand apart from the atoms of our 
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environment; they are intertwined, unified and in constant 

interaction. More on this in a later chapter. 
The concepts of entanglement and non-locality (the 

ability of one particle to influence another distant particle 
without the transfer of information) have opened the door 
for modern psi researchers to create robust and testable 
theories about the nature of psi. Given this new 
understanding of the world, this quantum world, it seems 
entirely possible that information could be received across 
distance (and time) without any apparent transfer or signal. 

Finally, after 400 years of deep division, the stage is set 
for psi to be explored and understood in scientific terms. It 
is this magical land, previously a no-man’s-land, where 
scientific data meets spiritual lore that awaits you, dear 
reader, in the chapters that follow. 

 



 

10 
 

2 
 

A Strange & Intense Dream 
S e a t t l e  W A ,  U S A  

 
 
 

Jasmine’s eyes flickered open and slowly adjusted to the 
early morning light. She stretched luxuriously and gently — 
the familiar surroundings of her bedroom came into focus 
and her dream fell away. She realised that she was exactly 
where she should be: in her student apartment in Seattle, 
Washington.  

It had been such a strange and intense dream — the 
hospital room, her father standing next to her, the presence 
of her mother. She was sitting up in the hospital bed, 
cradling an infant baby in her arms. Lovingly, she had 
turned to look down into the eyes of the newborn child. The 
confusion of that moment was still palpable. 

Jasmine was 23 — old enough to start a family — but 
university life was a fulltime commitment and she wasn’t 
currently dating. Even in her dream, she questioned this 
fact. She had no recollection of a pregnancy and no concept 
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of who the father might be. Who is this baby? Where did it come 
from? When was I pregnant? Nothing in the dream made 
sense. For this reason, it should be dismissed as 
inconsequential — the random imaginings of a nocturnal 
mind. But something about the dream hung on her like a 
thick blanket of significance. She could not shake the 
puzzling visions it had brought her.  

Thanks to her American father and Malaysian mother, 
Jasmine had olive skin, brown wavy hair and eyes the 
colour of melted chocolate. She had always assumed that 
her children would share these physical traits, so she had 
been startled by the baby in her dream. It was a boy with 
blonde hair, blue eyes and the fairest of skin. It was a 
Western European baby and Jasmine remembered referring 
to it, in her dream, as a little Frenchman. 

Despite the initial confusion, Jasmine’s connection 
with the tiny baby in her dream had been deep and 
profound, and this sat with her as she lay in bed in the early 
Seattle sunlight. Deep inside, she knew this was not just any 
baby. This was her baby; her little Frenchman. 

The feeling did not leave her all day. Raised to be 
logical and pragmatic, Jasmine tried repeatedly throughout 
the day to shrug the dream off as an irrational illusion, but 
in vain. Finally, she accepted that somehow, in her sleep, a 
tiny blue-eyed infant had wrapped himself around her 
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heart. When her phone rang that evening, it was a welcome 
distraction. 

Darain was an old friend from high school. A year 
older than Jasmine, Darain had watched over her 
throughout their teenage years in Honolulu — like a 
protective older brother. He had left Hawaii several years 
earlier to attend the Coast Guard Academy in Connecticut, 
and it was only by chance that they had both ended up in 
Seattle — Jasmine studying nursing at the University of 
Washington, and Darain with his first duty station with the 
Coast Guard. 

Jasmine was pleased to hear his voice and was even 
more delighted when he suggested a night out later in the 
week. Darain explained that his brother, Robin, was in town 
and it was a perfect opportunity for the three high school 
buddies to have a fun reunion. Jasmine’s eerie dream was 
forgotten, and she glided through the week in a pleasant 
and comfortable routine. 

From the moment Darain picked her up, they were 
absorbed in conversation. He explained that he had invited 
a couple of extra friends, but Jasmine barely registered this 
as she slipped into the front of the car and continued their 
lively dialogue. The laughter, banter and gossip continued 
into the restaurant. 

Darain sat opposite Jasmine, and Robin, keen to hear 
her news, sat beside her. As they took their places, Jasmine 
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glanced further down the table realising that she was yet to 
acknowledge the other guests. Her gaze flickered past the 
first companion, a Coast Guard friend of Darain’s, and came 
to rest lightly on the second stranger. 

He had not yet uttered a word, in fact he was still 
settling into his seat, but the message in Jasmine’s mind was 

immediate and emphatic. This man is going to be in your life, 
for the rest of your life. Jasmine looked away swiftly, 

struggling to find a rational reason for such a bizarre 

thought. It was a few moments before she turned back to 
look at the stranger at the opposite end of the table. 

In that instant, her body froze. There, looking back at 

her, were … 

 

End of Preview 
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