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INTRODUCTION 

This is a true story. 

Not everything that is known to the contributors of this 

story can, or should, be included here. What is summarized or 

given but a glancing reference is for the benefit of all – so that 

at the crossroads of today and at all the crossroads that may 

come, all can wonder, explore, and freely choose. 

These incidents are not in the past, for they fashion a 

tapestry within an ever-present now. Even so, the world of man 

has changed substantially since these events occurred just a few 

decades earlier. Indeed, it is almost two distinct worlds: in a way 

sadly so, and yet, in another way, encouraging. As the world 

proceeds, ever changing, the unassailable law of cause and 

effect is more evident if one chooses to be observant. Realize 

that you are a cause. Realize that you are an effect. That is a law 

of our nature, and our nature transcends our illusions. 

Near the conclusion of the events that follow, the 

participants were given a reminder of their opportunity and their 

responsibility: Quality and accuracy. Quality and accuracy. 

Those are the guardrails for our effort to present this story, a 

story the principle author has chosen to call The Spiritual 

Rosetta Stone for the End of Our Age. 

It will be significant in future ages as well. 

  



 

BOOK ONE Discoveries 



 

“In our rush to make sense of things, as infants, we learn to misunderstand the world, and 

ourselves. There’s a lot to unlearn, as well as a lot to learn, on the voyage to deep 

understanding.” 

—Frank Wilczek, Nobel Laureate in physics.  



 

Chapter 1 Friends Beyond Time 

The candle’s flame barely flickered in the stillness of the darkened room. No breeze, no 

breath, no disturbance of that frail light. At the table, two young men sat quiet and still, staring at 

the flame. 

They were on another adventure into the unknown. 

It is often said that fate is the hand of cards that we are dealt. Destiny is how we choose to 

play that hand. Sometimes, however, all the cards aren’t revealed until the appropriate time. 

These two young men, Walt and Bill, were high school students. What an odd thing for 

anyone to do, staring at a candle in the darkness, but especially for teenage boys. Staring at a 

candle in the darkness would be considered weird by most any definition, at any time, at any place. 

This time was in the mid-1950s. This place was Walt’s house, in a hard-scrabble neighborhood in 

Canton, Ohio. 

How they came to be there, seeking discoveries in an unseen world, is a fascinating story. 

What happened to them as they grew into manhood is astounding. In a way elusive to the mind of 

man, this story impacts us all. 

Walt Leonard was the instigator. He had a passion for such unorthodox adventures, and he 

had previously convinced his friend to join him in different methods of paranormal exploration. 

On this night, then, they were not total strangers to exploring the strange. Yet, such efforts to relax 

and empty the mind can produce varied results, as Bill was about to discover. 

One moment the universe was still and silent around them, within them. In an instant 

everything changed. 

Bill found himself in the midst of a city in crisis. It was exploding, buildings crashing down 

around him, thunderous noise and panicked, horrified screams overwhelming him. And this 

disaster seemed not in his mind, in his thoughts. It lunged from the darkness around him, 

surrounded him, and imprisoned him. He tried to break the connection, but it would not let him 

free; for he was not well-practiced in the art of escape. 

The city seemed modern, yet somehow in the flashes of destruction and chaos it may also 

have echoed different ages, from days of ancient empires the world has long forgotten. Was he 

trapped in something of a hologram of history, witnessing the follies of humanity through the ages, 

all swirling about him in a whirlwind of judgements in an ever-present now? 

And then it was gone. Silence returned. The darkness was again deep and void of content. 

Had it been 30 seconds, five minutes, a dozen lifetimes? He eventually focused to see his friend 

emerging in the vague candlelight. Walt had been left behind. Bill had journeyed alone. 

The impact on the teenage boy was jumbled, cacophonous: instant yet lingering, scattering 

shards of emotion and Picasso like clues up and down and in and out, very ancient, very new. Once 

the vision was over, though, there was a detachment from it all. He had been an observer. 

Bill had not been an observer just a few years earlier. As a child he had been trapped in a 

psychic trauma with consequences so painful that he cried NO MORE! Being a stubborn, 

bullheaded child of Italian heritage, as he described himself years later, he meant it. 



 

Then, in high school, he met Walt. That encounter changed everything, and it would not be 

the last time. Fate allows no accidents, no coincidences. Destiny, well, that’s a matter of free will 

choice. 

In the middle of the 1950s, these two boys knew that they did not fit within society’s definition 

of normal. For one thing, they worked jobs after school. That was not a rare occurrence, 

uncommon but not rare; for many parents still require offspring to work if they desire items outside 

the family budget. Walt and Bill, though, chose to work not for personal gain but to help support 

their struggling families. That families were struggling was somewhat unusual in the economic 

health of the 1950s. In that area of Northeastern Ohio, jobs were plentiful. 

What really set them apart from the jocks and eggheads and hoodlums who populated their 

teenage world was the other thing: their paranormal abilities. But Bill LePar was unaware of that 

most bizarre common bond. It was as if fate decided they must unite, in that time and place. They 

were raised in the same midwestern city. They were the same age. They were attending the same 

high school. They even had the same initials: W.L. 

There was no way they could miss meeting each other. They quickly became friends on the 

very first day of high school, in the very first classroom setting of the day: home room, with seats 

assigned alphabetically – Walter Leonard, William LePar. 

Walter Leonard relished his unusual gift; William LePar, not so much – not since that 

childhood trauma that brought him nothing but grief. 

“By then (high school) I had learned in the eyes of the outside world I would not be considered 

normal,” LePar recalled in a series of interviews a generation later. “And I didn’t like the idea of 

not being considered normal. I had other problems, that I could not read or write and that was 

enough. I didn’t want to be considered freaky in the other way, too,” he explained. 

The extrasensory abilities that LePar tossed overboard had been with him since birth. In fact, 

in his family, he was not the only one so gifted. That was the hand that he was dealt; yet he was 

choosing a different destiny. But in his case, fate proved to be as stubborn as he thought he was. 

It almost had a mind of its own. 

“And it wasn’t until this one kid (Walter Leonard) in freshman year, we were in home room 

together and we had almost all our classes together… By then my family was having a hard time 

and I had to help support them.” (LePar lied about his age to get a work permit.) “Well, Walt had 

to help support his family too, so we had a common bond there. 

“We didn’t have a lot of time like most teenagers in high school,” LePar continued, “to do 

everything that they did, so that kind of gave us a common ground. We both worked and any time 

we had our friendship developed then, and I sensed he was different from other people, but I 

couldn’t stick my finger on it. I knew we had a lot of things in common, but I also felt that there 

was something more there.” 

Walt would eventually coax Bill out of his protective shell.  

It wasn’t easy. 



 

The Wall Goes Up 

As LePar reflected on his most extraordinary life, he told his interviewer that he believed that 

children, in their earliest years upon the earth, are very psychic. It is the constant assimilation into 

their culture, led by parents and other trusted authority figures, that diminishes a natural 

acceptance of abilities beyond the physical senses. Imagine being a child, as was William LePar, 

raised by adults who still had those “extra” senses. 

The governing concern of his family was always the family. Not careers, not the pursuit of 

wealth or prestige, but only the total well-being of the family. The interplay of perceptions that 

society sees as strange, as suspicious, was simply a natural aspect of LePar’s childhood. But even 

in his home environment, the expression of that natural talent was no picnic. 

As a young boy, probably before he was 10 as he recalled, Bill was at his aunt’s house. He 

was frequently there, for the two houses were within viewing distance and his cousin, Susie, was 

“like a sister to me.” The neighborhood was crowded with older houses, but few people were 

outside on that afternoon, what with the men at work and the women laboring inside their homes. 

So, outdoors was almost a ghost town. 

It was one of those tired afternoons of summer, when nature itself seems bored to be doing 

the same thing over and over. The nights are dark, the people sweat; the sun rises, the people sweat; 

all so routine no one even notices how the shadows keep time. His cousin, Susie, had drifted into 

the backyard and he was sitting on the steps of the front porch, doing nothing in particular.  

The paint on the porch columns was faded from the brilliant sheen of years earlier. And the 

paint surfaces had cracks; some thin, some thicker, but never to the degree that they attracted much 

attention. After all, it was a poorer, working-class neighborhood and frequent coats of fresh paint 

were not a high priority. 

But on this hot, boring day those cracks held the attention of that little boy. The fissures in 

the surface seduced him: Why do they travel in such crazy patterns? Why do they thrust out other 

jagged lines this way and that way, and then they abruptly end? Like lightning bolts that can’t 

make up their minds. 

Susie snapped his wondering. A lightning bolt of terror struck him as she ran into the street. 

And another lightning bolt, a car coming down the street, and Susie was struck… 

“Aunt Stella! Aunt Stella! Susie got hit by a car!” Bill screamed as he ran into the house. The 

young mother ran more quickly, down the hallway and out the door, screaming. But no. Susie 

wasn’t laying in the street. She was coming up the porch steps, wondering what all the fuss was 

about. 

An unimaginable dread pressed him down. Why couldn’t he learn to keep his mouth shut? 

His aunt’s terror quickly turned to anger. 

“She came in the house and, oh my God! She just beat the holy tar out of me. In fact, she beat 

me with a broom. I mean she beat me with that broom handle like you wouldn’t believe. And then 

she told my dad, and I got a good paddling from him over that.” 

The vision, however, was a preview of things to come. LePar said that, at the time, he knew 

that he had experienced a vision, but he was so frightened that he ran inside and blurted it out, 

without the experience of how to explain. A week or so later, when he was once again at his 



 

cousin’s house, the accident actually happened – just as he saw it. Susie suffered “a broken leg, a 

big cut on her mouth and her face was all swollen.” She was rushed to the hospital in a car and, as 

he remembered, she was in the hospital for a day or two. 

But he distinctly remembered the other consequence: “I got a second lickin’ over it. It was 

almost as if I was to blame for it… that pretty much called an end to the whole thing because I 

started to get some pretty hefty beatings…” 

Journalist David Crookston, who was interviewing LePar at the time, cut in: “For seeing 

things?” 

“Yeah. Yeah, oh yeah!” LePar responded. “You know, I would get normal beatings for just 

being a boy and being late for supper and doing things kids do that they’re not supposed to do. 

But on top of that I used to get these beatings for seeing things and knowing things beforehand. 

After enough beatings you don’t say anything to anybody and so then I just stopped saying 

anything. Eventually, it kind of moved away; less and less experiences like that would happen.” 

Bill resolved that he would keep his mouth shut. Whatever “the knowing” was, whatever “the 

sight” was, however natural it seemed, it was not worth the pain. 

“If I did receive them (psychic impressions), then I completely blanked them out. I would 

classify it as just pure speculation or hunch. But at the same time, today, I would say hunches are 

intuition. But in those days, I would say a hunch. What is a hunch? What is normally understood 

as a hunch? Just a guess, a feeling, a rough feeling. I would not in those days have ever said it was 

a psychic ability. That’s how much I wanted to get away from it,” he explained to Crookston. 

After a tumultuous life that seemed to force him and his natural capabilities into public view, 

LePar remained reluctant to talk about himself. He had so much more to share. But the world seeks 

thrills more frequently than it seeks threads of insight. Years later, another interviewer who had 

heard the story of Susie’s mishap with the automobile asked for other examples of  

LePar’s talents. With a weariness in his voice, he responded, “If I were to really sit here and think 

hard, I could come up with a lot of stuff. That was the most dramatic.” 

The interviewer knew to change the topic. 

 


