Train Tunnels 

It seems a timely time for the timing of this article:  21 years ago on my 21st birthday I wanted to do something exciting to celebrate during my lunch break at work.  I was working in the northwest San Fernando Valley at the time & there was a mountainous area nearby that was fun to hike around on.  Lot’s o’ boulder hopping & somewhat fresh Los Angles air( This particular day as I was meandering upward I came across a railway train tunnel.  I couldn’t resist the temptation to go inside.  Ooooh it was dark & scary.  The further I went in the darker & quieter it became.  After a few hundred yards I was thru it.  Neat.  I followed the tracks for a short distance then came to another tunnel.  I had heard that this tunnel was 1.5 to 2 miles long; boy if there are any bats in my belfry I’m sure a walk through this tunnel would stir them up.  I had been studying meditation, spirituality, ESP & psychic awareness back in those care free days so the thought of entering a totally quite & dark place was very intriguing.  I thought that perhaps I could get in touch with my spirit guide, see my aura or have some sort of a revelation, so before entering the tunnel I did a quick meditation to focus my energy & protect my psychic from…you know, those evil things they always warn you about.   

      They say mans worse fear is the fear of the unknown & the fear of what lunacy may be hiding within ones own mind.  At 21 years of age I felt this would be a good time to face these fears straight on & see what happens. Also I had written a book 5 years earlier that was motivated by a series of reoccurring dreams & was seemingly co-written by a spirits hand.  I would have the most intriguing dreams & later while writing down the incredible story, my mind would be in a sort of trance while my writing hand seemed to write on it’s own.  The book was about a fictitious character somewhat like myself that when he dreamed his spirit would astral travel to the future only to realize that that’s where he belonged but had to achieve a certain level of knowledge/awareness; once this was achieved his ‘present body’ would then ‘pass on’ while he would continue to live in the future where he belonged. In the book this occurred when the character turned 21, ooooh was the story really about me?  Would I meet my maker when I turned 21? 

   So there you have it, all those wacky thoughts that led up to me taking on the temptation of the tunnel.   I entered this long tunnel, after about 100 yards there was no direct light but still a faint glow, after 200 yard there was no light at all & after 300 yards let me tell you it was totally dark & totally quite.  Never in my life before or after have I ever experienced total quite & darkness; most of us has experienced a place so quite that you can hear your heart, but what’s real freaky is when it’s sooo quite that you can hear your blood flowing through your veins, you can hear not just your heart which at this point sounds like sledge hammer but you can hear various body parts doing their thing…freaky…but that’s just the tip of the ice burg.  

   At this point I decided it would be a good time to do a meditation; I did the kind where you relax your head, face, neck, shoulders…all the way down to the toes.  I did what I had been told was a psychic protection visualization where you surround yourself in white light, ( yada yada, it seems silly now after all these years – oh to be young & foolish) but I’ll be darn if during this mediation I really felt like I had connected with my spirit guide.  I was given inspiration to boldly seek out knowledge, wisdom & basically to make the most of this life.  It was a most fulfilling meditation & intense too, the visualizations were indescribable & I broke out in a cold sweat, in fact sweat was flowing off me at the same time I was almost shivering with a chill.  After I counted myself out of the meditation I did the ol’ ‘let’s see auras’ experiment.  WOW never before or after this day had I seen more powerful auras.  I could see the colors radiating from my hands & feel the energy as I held my hands apart while beginning to move them closer together.   

   Ok now that all that new age-y stuff was over it was time to simply hike on out of there…but this is when it really got interesting.  So I’m walking along in the seemingly endless darkness, it must have been about a 3rd of the way in & begin to smell death; real stinky death!  Oh great someone or something must have been hit by the train & is waiting for me to find it, but without a flash light I’d never be able to identify it what ever it was & on I went.  The smell was becoming over powering, I thought of turning around but I felt I must have more than halfway thru but I wasn’t.  Finally the smell is just too much & wam…my foot kicks into this body-sized carcass…I have only one thing to say about that…oooooooooooooooooh!  

    Ok I now step up the pace, I’m thinking the end of the tunnel must be near; I’m getting used to walking in the darkness & with this faster pace I’ll be out soon.  Wrong, it turns out that at this point I was only a 3rd of the way in :-0   One thing on my mind was that perhaps that dead thing might want to try to communicate or something with me…nope to hip-gotta-go & I stepped up the pace.  So far so good, I’ve got a good pace goin’…did I mention that it’s so quite I can hear my blood flowin’ through my veins!  Yea, well that’s still happing – freaky!  No problem-O the end must be near, every things cool.  Then I hear want sounds like a sledgehammer hitting a railroad spike in the distance.  That must be workers working at the end of the tunnel, I thought. As I kept walking the sound was getting louder, yup they’re probable working at the end of the tunnel & soon I’ll be out of here!  But I walked & walked, the sound was getting louder & louder; oh great that sound seems to be coming from about 100 yards ahead & I don’t even see a glimmer of light! Oooooooooh!  Ok it must be one of the bats in my ol’ belfry, no problem-O I can handle my own bats…or maybe when this tunnel was built some people got killed & their ghosts still haunt the place…no problem, I’ve been trained to deal with ‘earth bound souls’, so bring it on.  I boldly walk on while the sound of a sledgehammer bashing away on a railroad spike gets louder & louder with every step.  The hair on the back of my neck is standing on end. I’ve got goose bumps all over & once again I break out in a cold sweat.  With the sound now about 50 yards away & my mind racing with thoughts of the ghosts of departed railway workers I stop…& the sound instantly stops!  Oh boy!  It’s messing with me.  No it’s just a coincidence, I try to tell myself.  After about a minuet I take a step & blamo, another sledge hammer sound; I stop it stops. Oooooooooooh freaky!  I muster up some courage & take three steps & blam, blam, blam!  Three sledge hammer hits.  Ok!  That’s it!  It knows I’m here & want to mess with me!  I do another psychic protection visualize for a quite minuet, then I set off on a good pace & almost totally in sync with my steps the sounds of the sledge hammer continues.  My heart is racing but the sound of the sled hammer is so loud I can’t hear my heart beat anymore; I can’t even hear my footsteps. At the point when the sounds is apparently about 20 yards away, I stop…& the sledge hammer stops…man this is way freaky!  I walk 10 more yards, blam,blam,blam, with each step! I stop, it stops!  I now muster up all the strength & courage; I do my best to keep focused; I intend to send that earth bound spirit off to the other side of life where it belongs.  Standing there in the now total quite I can hear my blood once again racing through my veins…did I mention how freaky that is?  But that’s nothing compared to how freaky the thought of what I was about to do was.  Ok I’m only ten yards away from the source of that sound…bring it on!  I take a step – blam, I take another step, Blam; now I just walk straight on toward the sound, Blam, Blam, Blam!  It’s deafeningly loud but wait…it’s seems to be behind me now I must have passed it.  Oh no you don’t, I’m not leaving until I confront what ever it was.  I put my hands on the walls of the tunnel; I can feel it vibrate with the impact! I get closer & closer, it gets louder & louder.  I feel around & locate a pipe about 5 inches in diameter, it’s vibrating vigorously with each strike.  I follow the pipe towards the sound source & there…there I find the mystery sledge hammer, the ‘ghost of the tunnel’; I feel the pipe go into a connector, then to a flexible firehouse tubing that had a ‘s’ shape then it connected to another 5” pipe.  Apparently water was flowing through the pipe, pressure would build up & then would shoot through the flexible connector & slam the big metal pipe against the wall.  Ooooooh! 

      Ok that was about halfway through :-~  The tunnel curved right, it curved left, it went up a little, it went down a little, then finally I begin to see a light in the distance :-)…wrong direction :-(  it is the light of an approaching train!  Oh boy ( but I don’t say oh boy) I pick up the pace to real fast walk; remember I’m walking on railroad ties, I’m trying to pace my steps so I step on the ties.  The train is getting louder with no sign of the end of the tunnel; I start a carefully pace jog.   After what seems like forever I begin to see a faint glow, it’s the end of the tunnel about 200 yards away.  I’m thinking if the train comes by before I’m out it may suck me right into it, like it must have done to that dead thing way back there.  Now with a faint glow on the tracks I can sort of see where I’m stepping; I break out in a sprint!  The damn train sounds more like a 747 that’s right on my ass!  I run out of that just feet ahead of the train!  I climb up the side of the mountain & get a good view of the train racing out of the tunnel.  

Well happy birthday Rog!   I hike all the way OVER the mountain!  No way in heck I’m going through there again :-)
