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A Personal Note from the Author
Dear Reader,
What you are about to read, was the hardest thing I have ever had to write.
And I almost didn’t write it. In fact, I talked myself out of writing it for over
10 years.
It took one person dying, and another person nearly dying, for this story to
make it to the light of day for you to read now.
We live in a world where most of us rarely give “anyone” a peek into our
private lives other than our closest friends and family.
We hide behind closely guarded walls of “Created Personas”, heavily
censored Facebook pages and brilliantly painted masks of how we want
people to think of us.
This story that you hold in your hands right now...my story...is one of love
and loss, greed and revenge...blood and glory.
No censoring - no painted masks. Just the truth in all of it’s (at times
beautiful, other times hideous) wonder.
Sometimes you’ll laugh...maybe you’ll cry. Perhaps you'll gasp in horror, or
maybe you’ll get so offended you just shut the file and delete it from your
hard drive for ever.
One thing I believe I can predict (with better accuracy than Nostradamus)
is this: If you read “The Tales of Power” with even mild curiosity, you WILL
be changed on some level.
I guarantee you...you will SEE YOURSELF somewhere in these pages. Look
for yourself, you are there...somewhere.
The reason “why” I am writing this will be found in the pages to come.
In the meantime...keep an open mind, and an open heart, to see what this
story has to tell you. It may speak to you in a whisper or in a scream...
either way, it has something to say - and it just may be what you have been
needing to hear.

Damien O'Riley
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T he Dark Stranger
The thumping of my heart was all I could hear. Like a bass drum pounding in my
ears. He must hear it, too, I thought, casting a glance at the twitchy stranger in the
passenger seat of my old blue Nissan. But he just kept rocking back and forth, his
fingers jittering nervously, his eyes darting about as if following the flight path of an
erratic mosquito.
I’d picked the guy up at a gas station, right
after leaving my girlfriend’s house. He’d
wandered up to me, mumbling something
about needing a ride because a friend had
failed to pick him up. He hadn’t made eye
contact, just kept looking to the left of my
neck. That should have been my first red
flag. But like any good southern boy would do, I
opened my car door and offered him a ride.
Immediately he’d switched the radio station
from my soothing classical music over to a
pounding rap station – red flag number two
- and started rocking back and forth in a
weirdly robotic way.
Now here we were, just the two of us, on a very dark street, at a very late hour, me
driving, him fidgeting. My heart out-thumping the radio.
Something wasn’t right... you could feel it in the air. As I wound my way through the
shadowy streets of South Baton Rouge, his rocking grew more intense and purposeful,
almost as if he was trying to psych himself up for something. I hoped whatever it was,
it had nothing to do with me.
I tried to ignore the knot of dread tightening in my stomach and make small talk, but
he wasn’t much for chit-chat. Hell of a fidgeter, though. He had that down.
“Turn here,” he pointed.
My blood turned to ice water. We were heading into one of the scariest neighborhoods
in Baton Rouge. Not a place you want to find yourself after dark. Or ever. Fear
blossomed into mild panic as we rolled deeper and deeper into the crime-ridden
neighborhood. Streetlights grew rarer as shacks with broken windows and kicked-in
doors littered the roadside like mummified carcasses.
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“Stop here,” he commanded. The car had
barely come to a halt on a deserted
dead-end street when the stranger lunged
in my direction and yanked the key out of
the ignition. Before I could process what
was happening, a searing pain pierced my
right side and a bolt of white light ignited
behind my eyes...
...W hat happened in the next two minutes would play a huge role in
shaping my life, but I 'm not quite ready to tell you the rest just yet.
First I want to set the stage with another story...

“Hey Damien, W hat Does All of T his Have
to Do with Me?”
If you have ever struggled in life and in the quest
for success...Everything!”
If I were you, I might be thinking, “This all sounds very interesting, Damien, but my
life is busy. I don’t have time for long rise-from-the-ashes stories. What does all of this
have to do with me?”
It has everything to do with you. And you’re going to see why in just a minute.
If you’ve ever struggled in life or in business… If
you’ve only nibbled from the buffet of success
but haven’t really dined… If you’re wondering why
bad things seem to happen to you just as you
are on the brink of a breakthrough... If you’ve
ever wondered why you can’t smash through to
the next level in the game… then stay tuned.
Because this story is not just about my life. And
it’s not just about business and making money...
It's about what Really holds you back and the Real principles for
getting everything you've ever wanted in life. No fooling.
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So take a chance and spend a few minutes with me. The story you’re about to read
just may change your life.

Born Under a Bad Sign:
Cries In T he Night
May, 1976. South Louisiana. A sweltering sun
bakes everything in sight. In a small Baton Rouge
hospital room, a sixteen-year-old girl screams in
pain as she gives birth to her second child – a baby boy
with skinny limbs, sagging skin, and wheezing lungs.
The girl’s father, a silent man with rage steaming
from his pores, won’t let her keep him. She is only
allowed to hold her baby for a few minutes before
he is whisked away to his new parents. But even
in those few short moments she knows the boy is
different - she can see it in his dark eyes, she will
later report.
The boy goes to a loving adoptive mother. The
woman has no other children, only a husband. A
husband who is on his way to great and terrible
things.
Although they love the child as their own,
it’s hardly a fairytale in the making. The
child has one of the worst cases of asthma
the doctors have ever seen, and shortly after
settling in to his new home, both of his lungs
collapse. The child is rushed to the ER and
spends several desperate weeks in the ICU
just trying to survive.
It is an emotionally and financially trying time for everyone, and it takes its toll. Six
months later, the child’s new dad has an affair and leaves his wife for a girl half her age.
Broke and emotionally devastated, the woman is forced to give up the baby boy – there
is no way she can afford the specialized care he needs.

That boy, in case you haven’t guessed, was me..
And I had a hell of a journey ahead of me, a journey that had only just begun. I was too
young to feel anger then, but later on I would use these early rejections as fuel to feed
the fire of rage that burned inside me.
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T he Luck of the Irish
It wasn’t all bad luck for me. I managed to avoid
getting pulled into the social services system, thanks
to an amazing couple who immediately took me in.
Ed was a highly decorated WWII hero with deep Irish
roots. He and his strong, deeply spiritual wife,
Katherine, opened their lives and hearts to me.
Though they already had two kids of their own, they
loved me like their own flesh and blood.
Ed owned one of Louisiana’s largest waterproofing
companies, so he was able to provide the financial
support the court required to cover my medical
expenses. And since he personally knew the judge
presiding over the case, the adoption was official in a
matter of weeks.
Things finally seemed to settle down for me... but not
for long.

Dead By Seven?
“I'm sorry to tell you, but if your son lives to see
7 years old, consider yourself lucky...”
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The first two years of my life, the hospital became my main home as chronic asthma
and severe allergies ravaged my young body and brought me repeatedly to the brink
of death.
Not knowing how long I would live, my parents poured their hearts, souls, and
resources into raising me and teaching me all they could. These lessons would form
the backbone of my character, but I wouldn’t realize this until much later in life, when
I would stand on the chasm between success and utter failure.

As I grew, my father taught me the meaning of
honor and loyalty, and the principles of building
a profitable business that stands against all
odds. We would sit on the porch in the
evenings listening to the crickets, and he
would explain military strategy to this young
boy - how to survive when you’re surrounded
by enemies and how, when everything in your
life seems to have turned against you, you
have to stand for something you believe in.
My mother taught me the spiritual aspects of life - that there are forces that can’t
be explained, but can be harnessed to create the life you desire. She spoke about how
to align your mind and heart to your highest dream, how to flow
with unfolding events, and how to spot “synchronicities” that
tell you you’re on the right path.
Even with this strong foundation, dark times awaited me...

Weaker Prey = Weekly Beatings
My lungs kept functioning. Somehow I made it past seven and enrolled in school like
any normal child, but my asthma kept me from participating in physical activities.
The area I grew up in was a rough place, which pretty much guaranteed I would be
targeted as “weaker prey.”
And I was.
Weekly beatings at school
made black eyes, bloody noses,
and split lips “life as usual” for
me. But each blow was quietly
forging me into a tougher and
more determined person, on the
inside and out.
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About this time my first adoptive parents came back into my life. They had reconciled
with one another, but since I was now adopted and in a great home, they became my
“godparents.” I had no idea at the time that my godfather was a real Godfather...
as in,

Leave the gun,,take the cannoli..
Just before my tenth birthday, Ed,
my “real” dad, was outside building a
playhouse for me, when suddenly his
body slammed into the wall he had
been plastering. He’d had a massive
heart attack. And it was bad.

It Was Bad...
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Over the next year, Dad suffered repeated attacks and strokes - to the point where
traditional surgery was no longer an option. I went to stay with my godparents while
my mom and dad made the long drive to a special cardiac surgeon in Texas. Though
I was just a kid I could feel the fear and anxiety everyone around me was trying to
hide. But I knew he would pull through. Why?
Because dads are invincible. And because I knew I couldn’t handle another rejection,
even if it masqueraded as death.
Two weeks later my Godparents
drove me back to my home. I could
barely contain my excitement as I
threw open the door and ran inside to
see mom and dad. But when I saw mom
standing silent and alone in the living
room, I knew something was wrong. She
sat down eye to eye with me and told me
in choked words that my dad had died
during surgery.
My world crumbled right then and there. Hate and anger I didn’t know I possessed
began to bubble like thick black oil from the depths of my heart.

T he Secret to Life in a $10 Bill?
It turned out my father had had a feeling he might not be back, so he had left
something for me... a leather wallet with my name embossed on it. Inside was a $10
bill and a handwritten message:

Do something great with your life. Anything and everything a
man could ever want to achieve, he already has the tools to do so
inside him. Take care of your mom. I love you.
This simple message would burrow its way deep into my soul and take root over the
next twenty-three years, till one day it would break through to my conscious mind as
an epiphany that finally made everything click.
But the journey to that point would be a long, painful, and lonely one. Losing my dad
at the critical age of ten threw my life into a tailspin, but also set the stage for
discovering a hidden passion that would be my only saving grace during my turbulent
teen years.

A Child's Obsession
& Bleeding Fingers
Six months after my dad’s death, I woke up one Saturday
morning at 8:46 with a burning and totally inexplicable desire
to play guitar. I just knew I had to play.
With an obsessive drive fueled by grief, rage, and a rushing torrent of hormones, I
poured myself into learning and practicing guitar up to eight hours a day. When my
fingers would blister and bleed from the abuse, I would soak them in ice water to
numb the pain and then continue playing.
I played my guitar as if it was a weapon. As if someone was going to get hurt. Little
did I know, that someone was me.
Looking back now I can see that when disaster knocks your teeth in, you really only
have two choices:
1. Learn from the situation and use your pain as fuel to rebuild.

or...

2. Turn your anger and pain inward and become self-destructive.
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I Became a Monster
I chose the second path. It wasn’t even a choice, really. By age thirteen, all my rage
at life, combined with festering hatred born of years of bullying, had just fused together
to turn me into a human nightmare. Asthma had mostly lost its grip on me by this
time – I’d pushed through it by sheer force of will - so I started taking martial arts
behind my mom’s back. I lifted weights daily and trained in the woods behind my house
by hitting trees bare-knuckled.
From a sweet and loving kid emerged an angry and
bitter teen. A teen who’d had enough. Of everything.
My short temper put my mom and I at constant
odds. By ninth grade, I had earned the nickname
“Little Mike,” after the savage boxer Mike Tyson.
The breaking point finally came when a lifelong
bully slapped me on the back of the head after
school. Like any bullied-kid-turned-hormonal-monster,
I snapped. I spun around and hammered the kid
through the school’s glass door with one jawshattering punch. And man it felt good.

Sex, Drugs & Rock-n-Roll
...at 15 Years Old
By fifteen, I had all but abandoned my education.
Caught up in a world inside my own mind, I watched
my grades plummet while I poured my heart and
soul into my music. The glittering world of rock
& roll, weekend gigs, beer, and girls became my
life – all I cared about and all I lived for.
I was living a life driven by anger and superficial
values.
12

But four pivotal events would turn my life around...…

Pivotal Event #1: Guitar Wars

The first life-changing moment happened one day in band practice. I had just lost
Guitar Wars, a huge regional guitar competition. I was crushed, disappointed, and
angry.
Brandon, an old friend who sometimes jammed with me, casually mentioned having
read that you could influence the outcome of a situation by visualizing in detail what
you wanted to happen. This off-handed comment stuck with me. My mother had told
me similar things, but I hadn’t really taken them to heart.
Year s late r I woul d redi scov er this prin
cipl e as a part
of the Law of Attr acti on. It’s a VERY powe rful
meth od, but
thos e who teac h it usua lly miss a few cruc ial
keys , whi ch
I'll expl ain late r.

It felt right, so I put it to the test. I decided I would enter Guitar Wars again
the following year. But next time I would really be ready.
Every night before bed I began visualizing myself
playing the guitar in front of unforgiving judges
and huge crowds. In my mental films, my playing
would be flawless. I would imagine my name being
announced as the winner and would march to the
stage to accept the award.
I would hear the sounds of cheering and feel the
heat and energy of the crowd. I would use all five
senses to create a vivid 3D scene in my mind.
I kept practicing too. Relentlessly. Eight hours or more a day, even
on school days – until my fingers bled. Many nights I fell asleep
with my sapphire blue Ibanez clutched in my hands, steel
strings woven between my fingers. I was beyond committed
I was obsessed.
When Guitar Wars came around again the next year, no
one thought I could win, including me. Even though I’d
imagined winning every single day, my thinking mind
didn’t believe I stood a chance. I mean, I would
be going up against the best guitarists in the
tri-state area. Many of them were pros with
record deals or those crazy-ass savants born
with off-the-charts talent.
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T he Mockery of My Nemesis
My “friends” shared my doubts. Like Dirk – well, he wasn’t exactly a friend, more of
a rival; the type where if a band couldn’t get me, they’d get him, and vice versa.
He became my nemesis in those days. Always competing and playing games of
one-upmanship. My wah-wah pedal’s bigger than yours...you know the drill. He even
went after my girlfriend on a regular basis. Pure alpha dog stuff.
He would tell my girlfriend, while laughing his head off, that I shouldn’t even bother
entering the contest – the players competing this year were some of the best in the
country. He wasn’t even planning to enter himself and he was a pretty cocky guy. He
knew his limits. “Don’t waste your time,” was his constant mantra to me.
Even though I’d been feeling good about my playing skills and my visualizing work, Dirk
managed to get into my head. I knew that if entered and lost, I would never hear the
end of it. My loss would be a permanent reminder of my failure and naïveté. There
seemed to be so much to lose.
What made it worse was that this year’s event was going to include celebrity judges
in addition to the hot contestants. The venue was a sold-out arena with about ten
thousand seats. Guitar Wars was going to be bigger than ever.

”W hat the Hell Am I Doing?
The closer it got to the contest date, the more my doubts took over. Obstacles of all
sorts kept popping up until there were more reasons to quit than to compete. Part
of me wanted to win this thing more than I wanted air to breathe. I wanted to prove
to my dad that I could be something. But a bigger part of me kept saying, “Don’t go
through with it. Don’t risk making an ass of yourself.”
Whenev er we're ready to break through to a new level
in life, that's when the toughest obstacles and
demons ”appea r. The univer se seems to throw the
kitchen sink at us, as if it's testing our resolve . How
ready are you? How badly do you want this?

For some reason, though, even though my fears were mounting by the day, I couldn’t
bring myself to withdraw from the contest. Every time Dirk said, “Don’t waste your
time,” part of me grew more determined, even as another part of me grew more
doubtful.
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When the evening of the contest arrived, I found myself pacing backstage with the
other guitarists, peeking out every few minutes at the huge crowd and the panel of
judges who sat up front like a stone-faced tribunal. I was literally sick to my
stomach, vomiting repeatedly in the rest room. I’d never felt so trapped in my life. I
couldn’t quit NOW, but I couldn’t go out on that stage. Just couldn’t. I had no options.
My head felt ready to explode.

T hey Called My Name...
And I Stepped Out On Stage
They called my name and I watched my body step out on stage as if someone else
was operating it. And then something truly astonishing happened. I looked out at the
judges and the audience and a calm like I’d never felt before descended on me. I was
fully in the moment. 100%.
I began to play, but it was more like I was watching myself play. Some other force
had taken over.
My doubts evaporated in an instant, and,
thanks to all the practicing and visualizing I’d
done, I stepped right into Flow. It was as if the
guitar was playing itself and I was just along
for the ride.
And here’s the really fascinating part. I wasn’t just playing as well as I’d ever
played, I was playing better. At a whole new level. I was able to play a ridiculous
Paganini piece in a way that shouldn’t have been possible, given the number of fingers
and strings I had available to me. The way I did this was by perfecting a new
technique – right there, on stage, in real time – that allowed me to access new notes
and harmonics.
The more I played, the more my confidence grew and I watched myself blast through my
imagined limits as a musician and break new ground. I was in the Zone and beyond.
It was in those precious few minutes, in front of that crowd of judges and onlookers,
that everything came together for me and I arrived as a guitar player.
The experience I had nearly quit on a thousand times became one of my life’s
great defining moments.
I feel the need to repeat that:
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T he experience I had nearly quit on a thousand times became one of
my life's great defining moments.

When I finished playing, the crowd went nuts and the judges jumped to their feet,
applauding. It was one of those moments you dream about and remember for a lifetime.
Real and surreal, all rolled into one. I still get chills thinking about it.
When y o u p u s h t h r ough y our d oubt s and s elf-cre a te d
obstacles, your own moment of greatness” will come. When
you fully commit to being who you are, without reservation,
the dams blocking your success will crumble and your
true gifts will erupt from you like a geyser.

I had barely stepped off the stage when my old self-image kicked back in again.
Convinced I had no chance of actually winning, I left the competition arena and made
my way to the concession stands, ready to grab a Coke and head home. When my
then-girlfriend came running out to tell me I’d been announced as the winner, I didn’t
believe her. My face was a total blank as I walked up to the podium to accept my
prizes. I don’t think it really sank in until hours later.

I won. I actually won.

Out of every style category, age group, and skill level –
including pros who’d been playing twenty years longer than me –
this long-haired, electric guitar-slinging, sixteen-year-old
boy had seen his dream fulfilled.
I entered again the following year and somehow managed
to win again. The point of this is not to brag – to this day,
I still can’t believe it – it’s to affirm that the basic principles
of the Law of Attraction are very powerful indeed.
I learned that if you want something enough to put all
of your focus, attention, and emotion on it, with the full
belief that you ALREADY HAVE IT, then no obstacle can
prevent it from happening. The real challenge is how to
CREATE that level of belief. We'll get to that soon…
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Unfortunately, I was too bitter and angry to savor my victory long-term. I was such a
simmering ball of rage in those days I couldn’t stand to be around people, especially
my mom. And she was so hurt and scared she didn’t know what to do with me. We
were broke because all of their savings had gone to keeping me alive. And when dad
died no one was able to keep the business going for long.
So that added guilt to my bitterness. If
my parents hadn’t adopted me, I reasoned,
they would be living in a nice house with a
new car and a fat savings account.
Instead Dad was dead (thanks to building
a playhouse for me) and mom and I were
living in a flea-ridden, roach-infested
trailer in the woods. My anger at myself
spilled out of me and was projected onto
those I loved most.

Pivotal Event #2: T he Godfather
So my godparents took me in.
By this time my godfather had really cemented his Godfather status. He had his
hands in lots of pockets. What that meant for me was that I went from rags to
riches in a single moment.

Suddenly, I Had Everything
I Had Ever Wanted
Suddenly I had all the money a teenage boy could
want – plus a car, three new guitars, and a
custom-built soundproof studio. I went to fancy
restaurants, wore the coolest clothes, and had
my pick of girls from my new upper-class private
school.
My godfather even gave me my first job, in one of
his many video rental stores. I’d watch him pocket
the wads of cash slid to him across the counter
and deposit them in his safe in a closet at home.
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This was a critical time in my life. Filled with anger, guilt, and grief, I continued to
act out and try to find my place. The only role model I had now was my godfather,
so I soaked up all he had to show me. And it wasn’t the stuff of Disney movies.
Don’t get me wrong – the man wasn’t stone-cold evil, he was just living the only way
he knew how. He did love his family and was loyal to those who were loyal to him in
return. But cross him, and oh man...

This was so different from what my dad had taught me. He’d always said that honor,
loyalty, honesty, and hard work would get you all the money you needed to “make
ends meet.” But when he died, a war hero, the government never gave us a penny. We
lost our home, our income, and pretty much everything we had.

T he Confession
One day he sat down next to me and just started talking. He told me everything. It
wasn’t some big emotional confession, more like he was reporting what he’d had for
breakfast. He matter-of-factly told me about setting buildings on fire for insurance
money, having people “knocked off” for crossing you, and partnering with “made men”
so someone always had your back. To an impressionable and bitter boy, it seemed like
a blueprint for life.
It certainly seemed to be working for him.
I mean, he was always getting invites from
big casinos in Vegas to stay and play, fully
comp’d. He drove the best cars – a new
Caddy every year. He would invite my
friends over for a barbecue or crawfish boil
and pay for it all with wads of cash from
his safe. We dined with the head Mafia
Don of Louisiana, who served us expensive
wine and the best steak we ever ate.
What my godfather showed me was that money could be yours, but with a price.
I learne d if you want to get ahead in life, you had to get
rid of the competi tion. You had to lie, steal, even kill
your way to the top. It was a dog-eat -dog world and only
the tough and heartl ess survive d...righ t?
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Living in Two Different Worlds
You can see where my bitterness came from. From my point of view, it seemed that
while being honest and playing by the rules might keep the bill collectors away for a
while, it left you with nothing in the end.
Meanwhile, I was seeing a world
where if you broke every rule and
played dirty, you got all the money
and status you could ever want!
Two different worlds.
And I was stuck in the middle.. at a
crossroads. Who did I want to be?
Which world did I want to belong
to? This was to be my quest for
the next few years.
And the decision I
made would change
my entire life.
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Pivotal Event #3: Getting Religion
I decided to turn to organized religion. Perhaps going to church would help me find
a balance the two worlds that were tearing me apart inside.
Whoa, wait, where did that decision come from?
In order to understand why a teenager who was living the high life of money, girls, and
guitars would suddenly “get religion,” you need to know something about me. That is,
even during my worst years of teenage angst and bitterness – even when I was living
a life of purely superficial pursuits –
there was always something deep inside
me seeking higher Truth.
As I’ve mentioned, I come from a spiritual background. My mother was an extremely
devout Christian woman and my brother is an ordained minister. Mom implanted in
me early in life the idea that there is a deeper, more primary reality than the one we
perceive with our senses. What we experience in the so-called “real world” is only a
reflection, or effect, of causes that originate in the deeper spiritual realm.
(Forward-thinking physicists are now saying the same thing, by the way - just using
different words.)

A Deep Hunger For Spiritual Truth

20

Mom implanted in me a deep hunger to know the real truth of things, at their source.
When I was living with her, even though we had no money and no luxuries, it was still
a very exciting spiritual environment. My hunger, my spiritual questing, was honored
and encouraged.
And it wasn’t a casual thing for me. I was aggressive in my spiritual pursuits. For
example, the Christian framework I was raised in believed in spiritual healing. So when
I would learn of healings that were taking place in various parts of the country, I
would seek out the experience first-hand. Yes, I would get on a plane and fly to
where these gifted spiritual people were doing their thing. My reasoning was that, just
as athletes raise their game by playing athletes who are better than them, I could
raise my spiritual frequency by being around more enlightened beings.

rn ing
us ed wh at ev er mo ne y I was ea
participate
as a teen to travel around and
wo ul d
in va rio us “ he al ing cr us ad es .” I
,
vo lu nt ee r my tim e an d en er gy
he lp ing ou t be hin d th e sc en es ,
sl ee pin g in te nt s an d ho st el s .

So I

What I’m trying to tell you is that when it came to pursuing my spiritual hunger,
I was not a bench player. I put my money where my mouth was.
So when I decided to join a church, I did so with a level of energy and commitment
that was, let’s say, “unusual” for a person still in his teens. The church I decided to
join was a very big Southern operation with a huge following; the type that has its
own TV & radio station. Big in a way that only the South does big.

Build It
and T hey W ill Come
The way this church developed its membership was through localized “cell groups.”
These smaller groups provided the energy and sense of community that a huge
organization can sometimes lack. Each cell group had its own identity and leadership,
while also serving as an integral part of the larger church.
I was assigned to a cell group right away and threw myself into it with dedication
and purpose. I worked with younger kids and volunteered wherever help was needed.
When my guitar talents were discovered, I was tapped for the church’s band, which
immediately brought me some recognition. It wasn’t long before I caught the eye
of some higher leaders in the church. They were impressed by the fact that I had
traveled on my own dime to participate in healing crusades. They liked my energy
and commitment. They could see that I had natural leadership skills and a gift for
communicating with others.
Soon I was asked to start my own cell group. This was a real test for me. I was
placed in a tough area where no cell group had ever successfully taken root. Many
had tried, but no one had succeeded.
Long story short, I was soon able to build a cell group that grew so large it had to
split in two. I was a rising star within the church.
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Make a Decision: Sex or Religion
Around this time I met Michele, my
amazing wife and spiritual partner. At
the time, she was also a cell leader
over her own little group of girls. She
and I had an immediate connection. She
shared my hunger for deeper truth and
also harmonized with my personality in
beautiful ways.
Little did I know this meeting would
trigger alarms within the church.
It turns out that when you’re a
high-achieving teen within this organization,
involvement with the opposite gender is taboo. The fear is that you will discover…
S-E-X. And you will then “fall into sin” and lose your will and ability to function as
a church leader.
I started falling for Michele and the church leaders started getting worried. Several
of them actively tried to dissuade me from continuing my relationship. They actually
took me aside and pointed out Michele’s supposed character flaws in an effort to
discourage me. Well, suffice it to say, it didn’t work.
So I was called into a meeting with the youth pastor. It was then that I witnessed a
display of power abuse and hypocrisy that still to this day causes me to shake my
head in disbelief.
This pastor pulled out all the stops. He told me, in no uncertain terms, that I was to
break off my relationship with Michele. Period. If I did not, he said, God would withdraw
his Blessings from my life and all the good fortune I’d been experiencing would be
reversed. Yes, he really said that. He, the pastor, was God’s authority on Earth and
if I disobeyed him, I disobeyed God.
Wow. Wrong thing to say to me. Though I was legitimately scared by the pastor’s
threats – what if God DID withdraw his Blessings from me? – all of my anger and
rebelliousness reignited. Emulating my godfather, I doubled my resolve not to let anyone
tell me how to live my life.
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Rice Vs Christ:
My Fall From Grace
I kept doing my church activities and I kept
seeing Michele. But I also started opening
my mind to wider ideas and asking probing
questions (something else that was frowned upon
in the church). I began reading secular books;
among those was The Vampire Chronicles
by Anne Rice.
I couldn’t help but notice a parallel between the
church leaders and the vampires. Like vampires, the
leaders offered the promise of eternal life, but also,
like vampires, they felt the need to constantly drain the
life and power out of you in order to gain your submission.
I had the audacity to share this thought with my church leaders.
I was called before the higher leadership and asked (i.e. told) to step down.
I learne d that even when you are pursuin g a spiritu al
life, huge challen ges will appear in your path as you
are about to break through to new levels…

I don’t know if I can make you grasp what a devastating blow this was to me. The
church had become my life, my refuge. It was my one source of meaning, purpose, and
community. It was everything to me. I had even given up playing guitar, my greatest
passion in life, as a way of showing God how serious I was about my spiritual devotion.
The church and God were one and the same in my eyes. So the disapproval of the
church leaders felt like God’s disapproval.
Needless to say, I was crushed. Devastated. My fear and confusion shot into the red
zone. I didn’t know where to turn or what to do to address this gaping hole that had
been ripped open in my life.
At nineteen, with no job, no money, and no purpose, I moved back in with my mom. It
wasn’t good. My life was in shambles. I was rolling pennies for gas to go see Michele
an hour away.
Every day brought deeper pain and confusion. More darkness. Something had to
change. I had to make a decision. I knew I was better than this.

23

Can I Really Control My Own Destiny?

Leave the Books!

So I turned again to the world of Earthly
pursuits – success, money,
achievement – with a fierce kind of
energy. If I couldn’t find meaning and
purpose through the church,
I would find it elsewhere.
Perhaps in the realm of business.
I started searching and studying spiritual and business
principles, devouring all the information I could get my hands on.
I became a sponge for inner wisdom. My spiritual hunger had not been quenched, it
turned out, only redirected. And I was learning lots of new things they’d never taught
me in the hierarchical church. For instance, that I had the power within me to control
my own destiny. And that the creative power of the entire universe was at my disposal
if I could learn how to tap it. Strange and wondrous new ideas.
I began to find a new kind of inner peace, one that flowed from within me rather than
without. I was able to forgive all the people in my life who had hurt me.
It was during this time that the fourth pivotal point happened. Which brings us back
to the top of this tale…

He grabbed it all and started to leave the car when these words leapt out of my
mouth, surprising us both: “Leave the books.”

Pivotal Event #4: T he Mugging
I realized I had just

been stabbed.

As the blood soaked my shirt,
I thought, “This may be the end.”
I was frozen in shock as the man
pulled the box cutter out of my side.
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He turned around and, in a businesslike
manner (my godfather would have been proud
of him), proceeded to go through my car, taking anything of value. Michele had just
bought me a new duffel bag, cologne, shoes, and a phone for my birthday. It was in
the back seat, along with all the money I had to my name.

“Books?”

“Yes, there are four books in that bag. You can take
everything else but please leave the books.” He looked at
me like I was crazy, but for some reason he dumped
the books onto the car seat. Then he stared me
in the eye, still holding the box cutter, and said,
“Get out of the car!”
“No,” I said. Again, my answer surprised us both.
I knew if I got out, not only would he take the car, he would either kill me or leave me
on the street for someone else to finish off. I decided to take my chances by defying
him. I knew part of him had to be scared, too.
He stared at me a moment longer, got out, and slammed the door. To top off my
humiliation, this guy casually unzipped his fly and proceeded to pee on my car, then
ran off. I sat there dazed and in a world of pain.
Then something inside kicked into gear. I put the keys in the ignition and drove home
as fast as I could. I showered and dressed the knife wound, too tired to go to the
ER, then called the police to file a report.

To Hell with Helping People
“I was so angry at God, at the world, and at people. Why is it that when you try to
do something good for someone, they always seem to turn on you and make you pay
for it? Maybe my godfather had been right. About everything.
I thought I had found peace and compassion, but evidently karma wasn’t done with
me. Exhausted and spent, I finally passed out and slept off the nightmare.
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“T hey're All Dead...”
The next morning the detective I’d spoken to
called me back to get all the details of the
mugging. As the call wrapped up, he
said something that shot through to my
brain like a bolt of lightning. “You should
be thankful, young man. There have been three
other guys robbed in the same area and the same manner...
They’re all dead, including one who was attacked by the same man shortly
after your report last night. You’re the only one who lived.”
I set the phone down and soaked it in. I was alive. And there had to be a reason why.
Once again that feeling that I was meant for something – but that I was still missing
something crucial – came flooding back to me.
That’s when I remembered the four books. I ran out to the car and grabbed them.
Hands fumbling with anticipation, I tore into the first one on the pile, hungry to find
something - anything - to give meaning to all of this.
The book fell open to a page with these words...

Coming Soon:
Please stay tuned for Parts 2 and 3
of

“The Tales of Power”
by
Damien O'Riley

he carries
“Every adversity, every failure, every heartac
efit .”
with it the seed s of an equa l or grea ter ben

I knew in that moment that something bigger than me would come from this experience.
And from every experience I’d had in my life. Everything that had ever happened to
me was just a steppingstone to prepare me for what was to come…
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