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The Celestine Prophecy

When James Redfield first published this extraordinary book people
picked it up, read it, and were stunned by its contents. They
told their friends about it, and friends in turn told their friends.
By word of mouth alone, news of this magical, moving work
spread throughout the country, until - within months of its
first printing — over a hundred thousand readers had become
excited by its predictions and touched by the way it made sense
of what was happening in their lives.
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To find the manuscript ~ and its hidden treasures — you will join a
quest that will carry you high into the Andes mountains, to ancient
ruins deep in old-growth forest, and to a startling discovery. You
will quickly recognize the truth of the First Insight: in each of our
lives occur mysterious coincidences — sudden, synchronistic events
that, once interpreted, lead us into our true destiny. When you find
and understand all nine of the insights you will have an exciting
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new image of human life, and a positive vision of how we will
save this planet, its creatures, and its beauty.

Important works such as Carlos Castaneda’s The Teachings of
Don Juan and the prophecies of Nostradamus have helped prepare
the way for the revelations you will find in James Redfield’s
life-changing words. The time is right to hear them, and to discover
the personal journey that is opening in your life.
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And those who have insight will
shine brightly like the brightness of
the expanse of Heaven, and those who
lead the many to righteousness, like the
stars forever and ever.

But for you, Daniel, conceal these
words and seal up the book until the end
of time. Many will go back and forth,
and knowledge will increase.

DANIEL 12:3-4
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AUTHOR’S NOTE

For half a century now, a new consciousness has been
entering the human world, a new awareness that can
only be called transcendent, spiritual. If you find your-
self reading this book, then perhaps you already sense
what is happening, already feel it inside.

It begins with a heightened perception of the way our
lives move forward. We notice those chance events that
occur at just the right moment, and bring forth just the
right individuals, to suddenly send our lives in a new
and important direction. Perhaps more than any other
people in any other time, we intuit higher meaning in
these mysterious happenings.

We know that life is really about a spiritual unfolding
that is personal and enchanting — an unfolding that no
science or philosophy or religion has yet fully clarified.
And we know something else as well: we know that once
we do understand what is happening, how to engage
this allusive process and maximize its occurrence in
our lives, human society will take a quantum leap
into a whole new way of life — one that realizes the
best of our tradition — and creates a culture that has
been the goal of history all along.

The following story is offered toward this new under-
standing. If it touches you, if it crystalizes something
that you perceive in life, then pass on what you see
to another — for I think our new awareness of the
spiritual is expanding in exactly this way, no longer
through hype nor fad, but personally, through a kind
of positive psychological contagion among people.

All that any of us have to do is suspend our doubts
and distractions just long enough . . . and miraculously,
this reality can be our own.
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A CRITICAL MAss

I drove up to the restaurant and parked, then leaned
back in my seat to think for a moment. Charlene, I
knew, would already be inside, waiting to talk with
me. But why? I hadn’t heard a word from her in six
years. Why would she have shown up now, just when
I had sequestered myself in the woods for a week?

I stepped out of the truck and walked toward the
restaurant. Behind me, the last glow of a sunset sank in
the west and cast highlights of golden amber across the
wet parking lot. Everything had been drenched an hour
earlier by a brief thunderstorm, and now the summer
evening felt cool and renewed, and because of the fading
light, almost surreal. A half moon hung overhead.

As I walked, old images of Charlene filled my mind.
Was she still beautiful, intense? How would time have
changed her? And what was I to think of this manuscript
she had mentioned - this ancient artifact found in South
America that she couldn’t wait to tell me about?

‘I have a two-hour layover at the airport,” she had said
on the telephone. ‘Can you meet me for dinner? You're
going to love what this manuscript says - it’s just your
kind of mystery.’

My kind of mystery? What did she mean by that?

Inside, the restaurant was crowded. Several couples
waited for tables. When I found the hostess, she told
me Charlene had already been seated and directed me
toward a terraced area above the main dining room.

I walked up the steps and became aware of a crowd
of people surrounding one of the tables. The crowd in-
cluded two policemen. Suddenly, the policemen turned
and rushed past me and down the steps. As the rest
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of the people dispersed, I could see past them to the
person who seemed to have been the center of attention
— a woman, still seated at the table . . . Charlene!

I quickly walked up to her. ‘Charlene, what'’s going
on? Is anything wrong?’

She tossed her head back in mock exasperation and
stood up, flashing her famous smile. I noticed that her
hair was perhaps different, but her face was exactly as I
remembered: small delicate features, wide mouth, huge
blue eyes.

“You wouldn't believe it,” she said, pulling me into a
friendly hug. ‘I went to the rest room a few minutes ago
and while I was gone, someone stole my briefcase.”

‘What was in it?’

‘Nothing of importance, just some books and maga-
zines I was taking along for the trip. It's crazy. The
people at the other tables told me someone just walked
in, picked it up, and walked out. They gave the police a
description and the officers said they would search the
area.’

‘Maybe I should help them look?”

‘No, no. Let’s forget about it. I don’t have much time
and I want to talk with you.

I nodded and Charlene suggested we sit down. A
waiter approached so we looked over the menu and
gave him our order. Afterward, we spent ten or fifteen
minutes chatting in general. I tried to underplay my self-
imposed isolation but Charlene picked up on my vague-
ness. She leaned over and gave me that smile again.

‘So what’s really going on with you?’ she asked.

I looked at her eyes, at the intense way she was
looking at me. ‘You want the whole story immediately,
don’t you?’

‘Always,” she said.

‘Well, the truth is, 'm taking some time for myself
right now and staying at the lake. I've been working
hard and I'm thinking about changing directions in my
life.”
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‘I remember you talking about that lake. I thought
you and your sister had to sell it.”

‘Not yet, but the problem is property taxes. Because
the land is so close to the city, the taxes keep increasing.’

She nodded. ‘So what are you going to do next?’

‘I don’t know yet. Something different.”

She gave me an intriguing look. ‘Sounds as if you're
as restless as everyone else.’

‘I suppose,’ I said. “Why do you ask?’

‘It’s in the Manuscript.”

There was silence as I returned her gaze.

“Tell me about this Manuscript,” I said.

She leaned back in her chair as if to gather her
thoughts, then looked me in the eye again. ‘I mentioned
on the phone, I think, that I left the newspaper several
years ago and joined a research firm that investigates
cultural and demographic changes for the UN. My
last assignment was in Peru.

‘While I was there, completing some research at the
University of Lima, I kept hearing rumors about an
old manuscript that had been discovered - only no
one could give me any of the details, not even at
the departments of archeology or anthropology. And
when I contacted the government about it, they denied
any knowledge whatsoever.

‘One person told me that the government was actually
working to suppress this document for some reason.
Although, again, he had no direct knowledge.

‘You know me,” she continued. ‘I'm curious. When
my assignment was over, I decided to stay around
for a couple of days to see what I could find out. At
first, every lead I pursued turned out to be another
dead end, but then while I was eating lunch in a cafe
outside of Lima, I noticed a priest watching me. After
a few minutes, he walked over and admitted that he
had heard me inquiring about the Manuscript earlier
in the day. He wouldn’t reveal his name but he agreed
to answer all my questions.”

13



She hesitated for a moment, still looking at me in-
tensely. ‘He said the Manuscript dates back to about
600 BC. It predicts a massive transformation in human
society.’

‘Beginning when?’ I asked.

‘In the last decades of the twentieth century.’

‘Now?!

“Yes, now.’

‘What kind of transformation is it supposed to be?’ 1
asked.

She looked embarrassed for a moment, then with force
said, “The priest told me it's a kind of renaissance in
consciousness, occurring very slowly. It's not religious
in nature, but it is spiritual. We're discovering some-
thing new about human life on this planet, about what
our existence means, and according to the priest, this
knowledge will alter human culture dramatically.’

She paused again, then added, ‘The priest told me the
Manuscript is divided into segments, or chapters, each
devoted to a particular insight into life. The Manuscript
predicts that in this time period human beings will
begin to grasp these insights sequentially, one insight
then another, as we move from where we are now to
a completely spiritual culture on Earth.’

I shook my head and raised an eyebrow cynically.
‘Do you really believe all this?’

‘Well,” she said. ‘I think . . .

‘Look around,” I interrupted, pointing at the crowd
sitting in the room below us. ‘This is the real world.
Do you see anything changing out there?’

Just as I said that, an angry remark erupted from a
table near the far wall, a remark I couldn’t understand,
but which was loud enough to hush the entire room.
At first I thought the disturbance was another robbery,
but then I realized it was only an argument. A woman
appearing to be in her thirties was standing up and
staring indignantly at a man seated across from her.

‘No,” she yelled. ‘The problem is that this relationship
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is not happening the way I wanted! Do you understand?
It's not happening!’” She composed herself, tossed her
napkin on the table, and walked out.

Charlene and I stared at each other, shocked that
the outburst had occurred at the very moment we
were discussing the people below us. Finally Charlene
nodded toward the table where the man remained alone
and said, ‘It's the real world that’s changing.’

‘How?’ I asked, still off balance.

‘The transformation is beginning with the First Insight,
and according to the priest, this insight always sur-
faces unconsciously at first, as a profound sense of
restlessness.”

‘Restlessness?’

“Yes.’

‘“What are we looking for?”

‘That’s just it! At first we aren’t sure. According to the
Manuscript, we're beginning to glimpse an alternative
kind of experience ... moments in our lives that feel
different somehow, more intense and inspiring. But we
don’t know what this experience is or how to make it
last, and when it ends we're left feeling dissatisfied and
restless with a life that seems ordinary again.’

“You think this restlessness was behind the woman'’s
anger?’

“Yes. She’s just like the rest of us. We're all looking
for more fulfillment in our lives, and we won’t put up
with anything that seems to bring us down. This rest-
less searching is what’s behind the “me-first” attitude
that has characterized recent decades, and it’s affecting
everyone, from Wall Street to street gangs.’

She looked directly at me. “And when it comes to
relationships, we're so demanding that we’re making
them near impossible.’

Her remark brought back the memory of my last
two relationships. Both had begun intensely and both
within a year had failed. When 1 focused on Charlene
again, she was waiting patiently.
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‘What exactly are we doing to our romantic relation-
ships?’ I asked.

‘I talked with the priest a long time about this,” she
replied. ‘He said that when both partners in a relation-
ship are overly demanding, when each expects the other
to live in his or her world, to always be there to join
in his or her chosen activities, an ego battle inevitably
develops.’

What she said struck home. My last two relationships
had indeed degenerated into power struggles. In both
situations, we had found ourselves in a conflict of
agendas. The pace had been too fast. We had too little
time to coordinate our different ideas about what to
do, where to go, what interests to pursue. In the end,
the issue of who would lead, who would determine the
direction for the day, had become an irresolvable
difficulty.

‘Because of this control battle,’ Charlene continued,
‘the Manuscript says we will find it very difficult to
stay with the same person for any length of time.’

“That doesn’t seem very spiritual,” I said.

‘That’s exactly what I told the priest,” she replied.
‘He said to remember that while most of society’s
recent ills can be traced to this restlessness and search-
ing, this problem is temporary, and will come to an
end. We're finally becoming conscious of what we're
actually looking for, of what this other, more fulfil-
ling experience really is. When we grasp it fully, we’ll
have attained the First Insight.”

Our dinner arrived so we paused for several minutes
as the waiter poured more wine, and to taste each other’s
food. When she reached across the table to take a bite of
salmon from my plate, Charlene wrinkled her nose and
giggled. I realized how easy it was to be with her.

‘Okay,” I said. “What is this experience we're looking
for? What is the First Insight?’

She hesitated, as though unsure how to begin.

“This is hard to explain,” she said. ‘But the priest put
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