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Carl and the FBI 
 

[Cynthia Brigham  
is the author of this story] 

 
 
 Years collapse and melt into one another so it’s hard to remember precisely what 
year these events took place; however, my best guess is that this particular series of 
events began in or around 1978-79 and more or less ended with “the visit” in the latter 
part of 1981, early 1982.  However, you shall see that, in truth, the story has yet to end!  
 
I’d been one of Carl’s many students who attended “classes” Thursday evenings at 
GOTSC on a regular basis. Those Thursdays were always filled with surprises… ah-ha 
moments… food for thought… healing… and peace. We were all like sponges, eager to 
learn, discover and develop our own “gifts of the Spirit” and Carl, a kind and generous 
man, shared his knowledge and experience with us freely and with great respect and 
patience.  
 
He routinely affirmed that we are not alone, never “forsaken,” helped us connect with 
guides and guardians and reacquaint ourselves with friends and family members who 
had departed their physical forms and remained “on call” on the higher side of life.  He 
not only channeled “the Chief” and many others, often moving in and out of his own 
form… and voice… but he drew to us from the other dimensions a knowingness… an 
absolute certainty… that we are loved beyond measure, unconditionally, that we are 
bathed in the constant light of Christ consciousness and by a gentle humor, one which 
while serving on this earth plain, we truly need to keep in mind.  
 
During several of our Thursday evening meetings at that time, Carl discussed with us 
the direction of the country, upcoming physical “changes” and in particular, the way the 
economy would be impacted by the dissolution of our familiar common currency. 
Before long, he said, it would all be replaced by a new payment vehicle called a “debit 
card.”   
 
I remember we all did that “side-glance thing” with one another… you know the one… 
as we struggled to grasp the meaning of his words, how it was he knew “that” and 
whether what was going on in that moment was real. Amidst the low-light of the room 
we’d sneak a peek at those around us while trying to avoid appearing too uneasy… or 
antsy. Carl knew exactly what was going on during those moments and viewed our 
skepticism with patience and good humor. 
 
He cautioned us against storing funds in banks… in safety-deposit boxes… or even in 
savings or other accounts because, he said, “You will see a sign on the bank window that 
says “closed for a bank holiday” … but there would BE no bank holiday!” The banks 
(all) would be closed for four days while they dissolved all currency exchange practices 
and put in place the “debit card only” system.  
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He said it was likely that we would be unable to retrieve our money in currency form 
from accounts or safety-deposit boxes because there would be no tangible means or 
equal equivalent for replacement. “The dollar value” would no longer be valid. It would 
be questionable whether or not we’d even be able to get back personal goods stored in 
safety-deposit boxes due largely, banks would explain, to the chaos and confusion 
involved in the transition. 
 
Our initial clue regarding the change would come with a color change in our paper 
currency and the relative devaluation of some of our coins. How would these new 
“debit cards” work? Everything… I mean EVERYTHING… would be paid for with a 
debit card! It would be the ONLY method of exchange and refunds, payments of any 
kind, inheritances and even paychecks would be auto-deposited into debit card 
accounts. (“Auto-depositing” was uncommon if not an unknown practice on a 
personal/private level at that time!)  
 
All goods and services would be paid and ALL withdrawals would be made via that 
debit card account. In addition… and much to our horror… the government would have 
the right (!) and ability to track, monitor and/or withdraw payments, at will, from the 
account... for example, when whatever taxes it deemed we needed to pay were due. (As 
you know, they have been doing that for some time now.) 
 
The government would have access to a record of ALL debit card transactions at the 
push of a button and we would have no recourse should we disagree with any of its 
actions, decisions or tactics. Our ability to squirrel away or otherwise hide income of any 
kind or purchase goods or services under the radar would be ended. (Now remember, 
NONE of this was possible at the time Carl was talking about it! There were no PCs or 
similar devices in peoples’ homes. “Main-frame computers” existed only in the realm of 
big business where they took up the entirety of huge rooms.)  
 
You can believe we were sneaking peeks around the room non-stop and visibly uneasy 
in our chairs as Carl spoke. His speech was measured, monotone and steady… almost 
robotic… and we listened intently while making an increasingly greater effort to keep 
our emotions in check and our questions on hold. This was gut-level scary stuff we were 
hearing and trying to absorb! It took discipline to remember all the things we’d learned 
about Spirit and that we would be guided, protected and loved though all the changes 
that were coming.  
 
Carl also spoke about the wisdom of purchasing gold in “exchange form”… aka not 
collecting jewelry and such, for example, but in a form that would be quickly and easily 
recognized and utilized as a means of payment for goods and services. He talked about 
bartering and how it could and should be implemented as a system of exchange. Our 
minds were swimming… 
 
I don’t remember how much time had passed… how many Thursday evenings had 
come and gone without mention of debit cards and details surrounding their use. I DO 
remember that perhaps a year later at the close of a church service, a woman raised her 
hand for permission to speak. Carl called on her and she stood up. She said she’d been 
in the check-out line at a busy grocery store (in the Groton/New London area) and a 
woman in front of her had presented a “debit card” to pay for her groceries. It was the 
first time she’d heard the term used outside of what Carl had described.  
 
She said the woman had an unusual accent and she assumed her to be a tourist or 
thought perhaps she was visiting someone in the area. The poor cashier had no idea 
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what the woman was talking about and did her best to convey her apologies for not 
knowing anything about “a debit card” or being unable to accept it as payment for the 
woman’s order. Clearly angry that her card could not be honored there, the woman 
headed, empty handed, for the door. “Everyone uses them for everything where I come 
from!” she shouted as she left.   
 
Some months later, I was passing by GOTSC in Chesterfield one day and saw Carl’s van 
in the parking lot. His was the only vehicle there so I knew he didn’t have a client and as 
I often did, I stopped to say hello. It took him longer than usual to answer the door. I 
waited. When he finally appeared, he looked pale and was obviously upset. He invited 
me in and as we stood near his desk, he pointed to his telephone. His hand was 
trembling. I thought perhaps he’d had an unpleasant telephone conversation with 
someone. He asked if I could stay long enough to have a cup a tea with him and talk. We 
went into the kitchen and as he put the kettle on, got out the tea and the cups, he said, 
“You’ll never guess what just happened!” 
 
He said he’d been doing some writing at his desk when he heard a couple of firm knocks 
on the door. He opened it and right past him abruptly strode two very tall, powerfully 
built men, in their mid-thirties he guessed, wearing dark suits. At first he wondered if he 
was about to be robbed, though neither their body language, which he described as 
having been “military,” nor their attire were at all “thief-like.”  
 
He followed them over to his desk and as he approached, one of the men gestured 
toward his chair and told him to sit. As he did, the other man flashed what appeared to 
be an official badge of some kind. Both stood in front of him, the left side of both their 
suit coats pulled back just enough to expose “loaded” shoulder holsters. 
 
They introduced themselves by saying they were FBI agents and verbally rattled off 
their credentials. They told him the Agency had been tapping his telephones for a long 
time and they were there to find out where he was acquiring the information he had 
been sharing in regard to the changes in the U.S. monetary system.  
 
Carl said his mind was racing… he thought about how easy it would be for them to 
dispose of him on the spot… a “random murder” wasn’t uncommon even then, robbery 
the presumed motive… which was why he kept his doors locked when, at that time, not 
many people did. He also was aware that he had enemies because of his “gifts.”  
 
He quieted his mind and made eye contact with those of the man standing at the right 
side of the two. He began to tell him, frankly and sparing no details, about what was 
going on in his life then… and the highlights of all that had transpired with him, 
personally and professionally, over the last ten years. As he spoke, the man became 
obviously nervous and uncomfortable, shifting his weight first from one foot to the 
other. He didn’t interrupt him, though, and his partner just stood there aghast… 
speechless.  
 
Carl finished speaking.  The man looked down at him and asked incredulously, “HOW 
did you KNOW all that? No one knows about (and he mentioned a specific detail). I’ve 
never met you before!” Carl’s expression didn’t change; he remained calm and cool. He 
held the man’s gaze and in his Shallotte, NC-laced southern accent he answered quietly, 
“I knew it the same way I know about the currency… the debit cards… and all the rest 
of it.”  
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Both men hesitated for an awkward few minutes, looked at each other, nodded, then 
turned and headed hastily toward the door. Carl said they appeared to be in a state of 
utter dismay and disbelief. As each one stepped out the door, he turned to Carl and 
absent ceremony, said goodbye and left.  
 
I arrived shortly thereafter. He said he wasn’t sure when he heard me knock but what 
they had returned, which is why he took his time answering the door; he was peeking 
out of windows. He explained that he had repeatedly heard “noises” whenever he was 
talking on the phone but it never occurred to him that the FBI … or anyone for that 
matter… might be eavesdropping. He realized that all that time it had been the sound of 
them tapping the phones that he’d been hearing. The FBI agents never returned and he 
didn’t hear anything further from the Agency. However, he was forever suspicious of 
the phones and would caution callers in or out that the phones might be tapped. 
 
I believe that experience changed Carl. It didn’t alter the depth or quality of his gifts, 
how he perceived them or the gratitude he felt for their presence in his life. However, I 
sensed a deep disappointment in him… a sadness, perhaps, that he’d been somehow 
betrayed. We never talked about it, specifically, but on several occasions when I heard 
him share the story, he told it with a tone of resignation… almost as if it had been “the 
last straw,” though in what regard, he never did say and I never figured out.     
 


