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To my family in name and in spirit. For holding my hand along this path and bringing me back to light when I was lost in the darkness. For reminding me always to return to my center, my source, my DeLightFullness of Being. For believing in me when I forgot my way. 

For my daughters, who never stopped believing in me. You have been there for me in the thickest darkness, shining your lights. 

And finally, for all of you, for giving me love, faith and hope: the gift of the wings of Light, that I might fly. 

Be Bliss. Be Love. Be Light. Be as One.

~ Namaste ~

~ ISIS

Half of the proceeds from this book go to A Child Unchained, a Nonprofit Organization dedicated to freeing the world’s children from the bondage of slavery. 

I believe with all my heart that all the world’s children have a divine, inalienable right to a life of delight, education, and freedom. Together, we can make this a reality, in our lifetime. 
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My Dear, Beloved Reader,

When I first wrote this book, I did not intend to share much about myself or my past.

While my readers of DELIGHT loved the messages contained within this sacred work, they came to me and told me it was lacking the powerful, resonating shift that I had encountered in my own personal life – from my enslavement and my escape, to my liberation. They asked me to add an introduction that included my story so my readers could understand, not only just how far I have come, but to serve as a reminder to us all, of just how far we have as of yet, to go.

There are a few universal things we all share, across all cultures and all races. One is our love for stories. Stories bind us as a family, a community, a culture, and a humanity. They give us hope and set us free. Be they be told by over a dinner table,  by candlelight, or next to our roaring fires late at night, stories ignite our passion, incite our imagination, and inspire us dream impossible dreams.

I have a dream. I dream of the day where every living being is free and sovereign unto themselves. Free to choose their own path of delight, to live as they choose, love as they choose and die as they choose. Every living being has been given this inalienable, universal right, and we cannot call ourselves stewards of this earth, if we ourselves, do not abide by this for our own species, let alone for other living beings.

After much time spent in contemplation, I realized that in order to create the change we must in our world, I need to give you my unwavering trust and faith. Therefore, dear one, I open myself and my story, up to you. I trust that you will honor this so that we may begin a powerful relationship, together.

For years, I gave my past far too much weight and influence over me, my choices and the direction of my life. I considered myself a small person without capacity to change my life, much less my corner of the world. I lived most of my life, in fear. 

I realize now, that sharing a part of my story with you, will give  you courage and inner strength to persevere. For dear one, without your influence, your willingness to embrace your Power and Divine Light, we cannot become the force for change that humanity desperately needs.

Our past does not define us. 

We define our past.

Our past does not make us who we are. We make and shape ourselves out of our past. When we use our past to shroud our light from the world, we cripple ourselves from reaching our full potential. I have come to see that when we cripple ourselves, we also cripple the world around us in some way. We can mold our past in such a way that we might ascend and co-create a better way of life for one and all.

My memories from the past are extremely disjointed. Like little scraps of a mural depicting vignettes on a blank, crumbling, old wall. Every time I try to piece them together, something else begins to crumble away. So I no longer attempt to construct any kind of timeline of my past any longer. This is my brief story. I will try do it what honor I can.  

I hope my introduction to who I am, my near death experiences and what DELIGHT gave me provides for you the rock you can cling to as you weather your own storms. 

My only wish is that my message of hope and DeLight moves you, so that together, we may co-create a Brave New World. A World of Freedom. Of Hope. Of Peace. Of Love.  

With all My Love,

Isis
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“We must risk delight. 

We can do without pleasure,

but not delight. 

We must have the stubbornness 

to accept our gladness 

in the ruthless furnace of this world.”

~ Jack Gilbert
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MY Story
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I was a successful woman on my way up the career ladder in my twenties A mother of two, I worked hard, doing my best to care for my family and succeed in my career. 

I was born with “the sight” as a clairvoyant, deeply connected to the spiritual realms, but in my late teens I rejected those gifts for a life of material certainty.  

Unfortunately, this was not to be the case for me. The man I had married was an extremely unstable person, one of many in a long string of abusive relationships. He was often drunk or high by ten in the morning, struggling with both gambling and drug addictions. He was emotionally and physically violent towards me and occasionally towards my children. For my part, I was ready to leave. 

One evening, I met a potential client at a pub over some drinks. I finished up my conversation when I glanced at my watch and noticed it was time to pick my children up from their nanny. I walked out into the dark night and got to my car. However, it wouldn't start. 

I remember hearing a familiar voice in the dark asking if I needed a ride. I looked around and saw one of the company's new directors watching me. I remember feeling extremely uncomfortable, but I shook it off. After all this was one of our company spots. It was natural he should be there. 
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The next thing I remember is slipping in and out of consciousness. I remember being tied to a dirty, soiled bed, in a room I did not recognize. I remember being naked and in excruciating pain. 

I spent what I believe to be the next six months of my life as a slave. During part of that time, I was drugged, tortured, bartered for debt, sold for sex, and made to clean safe houses. When I wasn’t in use, I was locked in a room, sometimes tied up. Sometimes I was shoved into a small, dark, dank crawlspace built in the corner of a room. 

During my captivity I came to realize he  was heavily involved in drugs, arms and occasionally bought and sold women. His job was just a front.

I was often cleaned up and taken to a hotel where I was sold as an escort to foreign men who were in negotiations. Large amounts of money exchanged hands. They came from all over the world. Sometimes I was often forced to have sex with them. Some offered to buy me and take me overseas. 

[image: Time Machine Backups:DELIGHT:book-divider.eps]

Human slavery is the fastest growing criminal industry in the world, second only to illegal arms trade. Many people only know about the child and human trafficking occurring in foreign countries, they do not realize slavery also happens in civilized, first world countries, in this day and age.

Less than 1% of all who are ensnared by the slave trade get out alive. Of those who do escape, fewer will ever speak out about their experiences. Most of us just want to get away and start a new life, leaving a dark, sordid past far behind us. Many of us live most our lives in fear, knowing if we breathe a word of what transpired to anyone, we do so at great peril to our loved ones. 
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Learning Helplessness

When you raise a baby elephant to believe they cannot break free from the chains that bind them to you, you can control the adult with naught but a piece of twine. Yes, you can be taught helplessness relatively quickly. You can learn to adapt to survive any circumstance.

Your handler makes all your decisions for you. You are allowed no choices concerning your wellbeing or your day-to-day existence. The threats that are made to your safety or the safety of your loved ones if you do not obey are particularly diabolical. After what you witness and experience firsthand, you have no doubt in your mind the threats are real. 

At first, you are angry that your right to life has been violated. You put up a fight. Then you are beaten down, drugged, strangled, raped, or tortured in some other way, until you bend to their will. You try reasoning, pleading, begging to be set free, to no avail. Soon, your mind begins to turn around and around in circles until it zeros in on you because it cannot fight the enemy outside. Instead, you become your own worst enemy. You begin to attack yourself and slowly you begin to destroy yourself from within. You shut down, becoming a shell. 

I was forced to watch Russian snuff films depicting teenagers and women being raped, tortured and killed. I was told that this would happen to me and my children if I did not comply with every demand. I had no reason to doubt the real nature of these threats. 

One time, I remember hearing another woman in a room across from the one I was kept in. I heard her screaming and fighting back, then it quieted down. A door opened and slammed. A few hours later I heard vomiting, crying and pleading... then I heard the door open and close, more pleading, the sounds of punching which turned the pleads into screams... and then a sickening, cracking noise followed by sudden silence. A dark feeling of dread washed over me. 

I was promptly moved to another house. 

I thought often of my beautiful children, their smiles, their golden hair, their sweet innocence, and their beautiful souls. 

When he would remember to feed me, there was often a strange after taste. Afterwards, I'd feel sick to my stomach and vomit, then so disjointed from my body that I could not fully engage with what was going on around me.  It made me a more pliable slave, I suppose. I really don’t remember much.

As many as two or three days would go by before I would be able to eat again. During those times, I was lucky to get access to a bathroom once in a while.
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Near Death Experiences

The first time I felt the breath leave my body, I could feel myself struggling to gasp for air, as I grappled with an iron grip tightening against my neck while the man raped me. 

I vaguely remember saying to myself, “I must fight and return to my children.” I could not get a solid hold to pull my rapist’s hands off me. There was a searing, white hot pain. I felt my eyes widen to a surge of energy. Then a "pop" almost like a tearing... and a sudden release. Brilliant white light. 

Oh, what sweet release that was. Like popcorn being turned inside out. Suddenly, I was floating above the scene playing out below me. I remember seeing angels and spirits all around me. I saw so much, it was all so overwhelming. Everything sparkled all around me. 

There were whole other worlds unfolding all around me, like millions of lotuses, unseen by others. I briefly recalled my near drowning at the age of four and meeting this spirit world. 

My next recollection was that I was free. Free and very clear. I had a strange sort of detachment to the physical world. As if none of what was happening to the bodies below had anything at all to do with me. I remember feeling weightless, able to expand and fill the room. 

I looked around me and saw I was surrounded by entities. I sensed within them great knowledge; an ageless, timeless wisdom. They beckoned me, and I followed them. 

During this time out of my body, I was taken to other places. I passed through Portal Gates, visited many realms and even returned Home once. There, I saw and learned many things, some of which I share with you in this book, some I’ll share with you in my upcoming book, Awakening the Goddess.
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Towards the end of my captivity, I was told I would no longer be with clients. I would be with my handler exclusively. His business dealings were being investigated, and he was becoming more and more paranoid and violent. He was trying to figure out how I was involved with the investigation. It was then that I noticed he was losing his grip on reality.

It first started when he began calling me by another name altogether. During his more lucid moments he told me of his dead wife and how I looked just like her. One night during a rage, he swore he would never let me go and demanded that I remarry him. I felt like I was living in an insane asylum. I was certain that meant things were about to go very badly for me. 

My captor would burst into the room at all hours during the night, screaming at me, certain he heard me talking to someone. He would beat me mercilessly, demanding to know who it was, dragging me around by my hair. He got it into his head once that I had stolen a phone and destroyed the entire room looking for it. Then he stormed out. I was not given food or water for days as punishment.

A few days later, I found the door to the room I had been kept in unlocked. I ventured out slowly to discover my captor slumped down in another room opposite mine. He was sitting against a wall, his head hanging between his knees and arms. He was repeating over and over that he had no idea how he had come to this. I had a sense that something very bad had just transpired. He looked like a tiny, hurting, little child to me. I didn't know what to do. 

I saw his gun on the table beside me. I knew I could grab for it before he could, but I hated the touch of those things. I paused next to the table, and a deep sense of sadness washed over me. 

Before I realized it, I made my way across the floor to where he was and gently touched him. He looked over at me briefly, and mumbled something along the lines, “I could kill you right now, you know.” Then he sighed and leaned against me. 

I don’t know why I stayed. After a few minutes, he collapsed into my chest, clutching me like a baby, soaking my shirt with his tears. He whispered roughly, “Forgive me.” I didn’t respond. I didn’t know how to. I only know we sat like that for a very, very long time. 

I glanced up and noticed hundreds of photos plastered on a wall opposite us. I had not been in this room before. A few of them were photos taken of me outside, in another life. A life I had almost no memory of. Other photos were of other women. I noticed old blood stains on the wall and in the carpet. I started shaking. I glanced back at the photos and wondered who’s blood it was. I saw another woman in even older photos, one who looked just like me. Or maybe it was my face transposed on someone else’s body. I don’t really remember.

Then, I heard a voice say “Go now, I'll stay behind.” I looked behind me once, and saw a flickering image of a ghostly apparition holding this enormous, weakened, bloated body of a man who had once been my captor, my handler. She was consoling him. She sort of looked like me, but she didn’t. Maybe she was his dead wife. She was definitely there, a ghostly apparition from another time. 

I found my way to a room where I remembered a door to the outside world being. The last time I tried to escape, I was dragged back through that door by my hair, kicking and screaming. All I knew was that I had to try again. 

I took a deep breath and swung open the door. I remember the midday sun blinded me. It felt as if I were walking towards the light this time, for real. Only, I wasn’t walking. 

I ran. 
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My children and I escaped I changed my identity and my appearance, moved thousands of miles away and tried to figure out some way to piece my life back together again. 

I collapsed in a parking lot one night from exhaustion and was taken to a local hospital under an assumed name. The doctors ran tests to try to figure out what was wrong with me when they discovered I was pregnant. My body began to shut down. 

I remember most things in fragments. Due to the drugs and toxins in my body, I suffered severe memory loss, brain damage, lung, heart, liver, kidney and intestinal damage. Muscle wasting. My body began to cannibalize itself. I remember the doctors had found bleach in my system among other toxins. I could not keep food down, so I was given liquids intravenously. They could not believe how I managed to cling to life. 

I was visited by two doctors, one who sat on the edge of my bed as I was being discharged several days later. They said I’d be lucky to see 30 and not to get my hopes up about living a fully functional life. The other told me curtly that I needed to “change my ways” and suggested I check myself into a proper treatment facility. 

My physical pain gave way to swelling of deep anger and resentment regarding their assumptions about me and what I had been through. I stood tall and limped out of their hospital, with an iron determination that I will heal myself and right my own ship. No man was going to assume anything about me, own me or rule over me ever again. I was in control of my life, now.  From that point on, I used anger to fuel me, resentment to propel me through the agonizing years after that ordeal. No one would hurt me or my children, ever again.  

I suffered with excruciating chronic pain that continued to flare up without any sign of relief for years. 

Life quickly became a battle: me vs. the world. I hated everyone and everything in it. I created a huge barrier around me. No person would ever penetrate to get close to me, ever again. I don’t even think the word anger is enough of a description to explain the abhorrence I had for humanity. 

The visions from other realms since my near death experience however, would not stop. They were often so intensely vivid that I felt as if I were breaking with reality. I would find myself walking up to total strangers and give them messages. Inevitably, they would thank me because they had been praying for such a sign. How could I be sure, though? I doubted everything that was transpiring in the ethereal realms for me. I didn’t know anyone who could explain to me what I was seeing. 

I wanted to go back to college because I had been working towards my pre med and get back to the world of the living but I could not remember how to tie my own shoes, how to do basic calculations, nor could I remember how to put sentences together, much less to take notes on lectures. 

Information would enter my mind and leave almost immediately. Determined to fight this, I learned everything I could about how the brain worked and how PTSD changed brain function. I studied NLP, quantum psychology and neuroplasticity to teach myself how to learn things, how build new neural pathways to store memories, so I could function “normally” again. 

I continued to receive powerful messages and began automatically writing, even when I was supposed to be studying. I was visited by spirits, saints, angels, and given messages. I refuted it all. In the middle of the day, I’d frequently shift out of my body for incredible insights and come back, realizing it was hours later and I was late for my children. I could no more explain these strange occurrences than I could explain the gaps of time or the strange visitations. 

Language and speaking were extremely difficult for me. When asked to speak up in class, the anxiety would leave me to having to excuse myself and run out before I vomited all over the floor. In spite of it all, however, I managed to get through a few semesters with decent grades and no one the wiser to my predicament. I was recommended to become a Student President, I made the Dean’s List, offered scholarships and a membership to Phi Theta Kappa.

Struggles with Daily Life

One day, I stood staring blankly at a grocery store aisle so overwhelmed by the sheer number of choices that I broke down in tears because I could not make a decision whether to get Rice Krispy’s or Cheerios for my children. 

My daughters told me what they wanted, but five minutes later, I could not remember. I had written it down, but I could not find the paper. I only had enough money for one box and I did not know how to ask for help.  A store manager walked over to console me, but as soon as he reached towards me, I fell onto the floor hiding my head and shoulders from an impending beating, because I had done something wrong. 

The simplest decisions once back in the real world were so overwhelming, so frightening to me. 

Yet, when I allowed myself to be divinely guided, life was easier. However, I was told by my therapist that this idea of being “divinely guided” was a cop out of reality and that I needed to take charge of my own life. “No one is guided divinely,” she told me roughly. 

I left my therapist’s office. I was once so smart and now so broken mentally, I could not tolerate it. I blamed myself for being so stupid, so dysfunctional, so crazy. I even blamed myself for had happened to me.  Anger would grip me and self-loathing would choke me. 

I could feel things and see things but no one could (or would) validate these visions for me. 

Things I once knew easily how to do as a child, I could not begin to figure out, yet streams of incredible wisdom would come pouring through my fingers. Pages upon pages would flow endlessly. How could I explain it? I would take these pages to my therapists who would not even glance at them. They would just say, “These are nothing more than misguided thoughts from a troubled mind. It’s good you are journaling and getting them out.”
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The pastor of a church I attended briefly once overheard me give guidance to a child one morning who was in tears. I sat beside her talking with her. In the end she looked up, smiled through her tears and hugged me deeply.  “I heard her,” she whispered to me. 

Later he told me I was filled with the “holy ghost” and he had seen nothing like it in his entire life. “Her mother passed away months ago, and I have not seen her smile since. You have a light around you. You are divinely guided and blessed,” he told me. I scowled at him, and told him to leave me alone. I ran out of the church that day, certain I was cursed, certain he was wrong. How could I be filled with anything holy? I was damaged. I had been sold off. Used. I was worth nothing. A piece of meat. 

There were mornings where I could not even dress myself because of the need to make choices, much less get out of bed and face another day of ongoing paranoia, visions, depression, messages and forgetfulness. 

It was all I could do to hold it together. I needed plans laid out in great detail so I could feel that I had some control over my “physical” world. Without carefully laid plans, I felt like everything was coming to pieces around me. I needed things concrete and stable, in a form that I could read over and over or else I’d forget what I was to do that day or that week.

Some days, there was so much energy and light around me I could not understand it at all. No one could explain it to me, because no one else could see it. Those days I would cry tears nonstop, I would be filled with such a deep, deep ecstasy. Other times, a deep, pervasive sense of sorrow would wash over me in waves. Maybe I was schizophrenic. Maybe I was crazy. On the days when sorrow washed over me, though, I would inevitably turn on the news hours later to find there had been a terrible tragedy. 

It was not until I met a teacher from India who explained to me that this was the beginning of Samadhi. I visited him with another friend.  He had a name for me in Hindu: the one who embodied the divine feminine.  He would ask me, “why do you hide your light so?”  I told him what happened to me. He nodded. “God has work for you, my dear.” I scoffed. God? I hated god. I had no use for dogma. It never helped me. 

He nodded. “Of course you do.” Then he told me that when I finally awakened and stepped into my power, mountains would shift. I scoffed at him. Who would believe such nonsense? Me? I was nothing. A nobody.  

He replied, “That’s good, I am nobody, too. Stay humble. Come up with me, let us with that for awhile and let us giggle.” He grabbed my arm and pulled me to the head of his meditation class. We sat together, and yes,  giggle we did. It felt good. At the end of the retreat, he blessed me, and said he could see good things for me, if I could stop running from my destiny.  But as always, I ran away.

I ran from him, as I ran from anyone who told me I was good, that I was blessed, worthwhile, or had a destiny. When anyone put any kind of pressure on me, I would implode, because it did not match with the internal belief structure about myself that I had been brainwashed to believe. 

Notes, lists and reminders, streams of consciousness from beyond would continue to surround me, piled up all over the place, until I became so overwhelmed by all the visions, the words, the messages... I would rip everything to pieces and throw it all out in frustration. 

What was I supposed to do with it all? I was nobody. I demanded that all go away, and leave me alone. And the spirit realm did. For a time, I was alone. Completely alone. 
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I had frequent night terrors where I’d find myself back in the middle of the horror of my time spent as a slave. I had become so agoraphobic that it took everything out of me just walk down the street alone to the mail box and back. I couldn’t go to the store alone. I was terrified we would be found and even more terrified what would happen if we were. 

I kept moving and changing my physical appearance out of the fear that I might someday be found. I refused any public assistance, knowing it could be traced. I would not engage in any kind of a community, afraid that if any “decent” folk ever found out about my past, I would be ostracized and judged. I lived on the surface of a half life, adrift on a sea of vast loneliness.  I had few friends, but no one who knew the “real” me, or my whole story. 

No one was welcome into my home. If strangers pulled up into my driveway, I was on immediate alert and defensive. I carried a weapon hidden on me at all times, ready to use it. 

I suffered through several relationship breakups, financial catastrophes, business and career failures because of these instabilities. My feelings of insecurity, terror, panic, worthlessness and self-loathing only grew, in spite of the years of trying every form of therapy in every combination imagined. I felt at times that there was no hope to be had that I would ever recover. 

Some nights I would sit in the middle of my living room, wracked with fear, rocking back and forth in a catatonic state, feeling ghostly hands reaching around me. When I’d look up, I’d see the wavering of energy fields all around me and it would increase my fear all that much more. I did not understand it, not at all.  

Returning to a “Working” Life

Going back to working a “job” was the most terrifying experience for me. I was a talented business planner and strategist, even thought I had little formal education. I used my gifts and wove magic into business strategy. I followed the intuition I was given and discovered that thus guided, I could pull off the most challenging projects. 

I negotiated only contracts that would meet my strange survival requirements. My eccentric way of doing business often left my clients confused, yet elated with the speed at which results were delivered. I worked at a lightening fast pace that defied reason. 

Little did they know I vomited four- five times before entering the work place where I would be overwhelmed by the sheer number of people I had to encounter daily. I would continue to vomit out of panic at least six or seven times throughout the day. 
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I lived in a near constant state of severe anxiety and terror, until I met my second husband. He was the first man I felt somewhat at ease with. He didn’t understand the full extent of my history or my ongoing challenges, but he tried to help me as best as he could. My daughters also did so much for me throughout the years. Their reassuring presence and stability empowered me to feel that each day was going to be a little better. I worked hard to be better, for them. Without my beloved family, I know I would not have survived. 

I often tried to distract myself from my inner turmoil with extreme activities. If it was a bicycle, I’d have to practice for a 100 mile bike ride. If I took up jogging, it was for a marathon. I had to push myself physically to the breaking point, because I refused to believe doctors in my past that I could not be mended. I kept re-injuring myself and then beating myself up mentally for being so weak. One of my coaches said it was as if I were always running from something. 

I began to shut down. I had to try to find the place within me where I could understand why I had gone through what I had and be able to understand the realms I saw all around me.

I was told by therapists that I was a “victim” to my circumstances and I had to quit living in a dream world and just learn to “cope” with what life handed to me. 

It wasn’t until I met a psychiatrist who understood psychic phenomena that it all started to come together for me. 

She listened to my story, reached over, touched my hand and said, “It’s very common for people who have NDE to be reawakened to their gifts. You are not crazy. In fact, given what you’ve been through, and the work you’ve taken upon yourself to heal from this, I’d say you are surprisingly well-adjusted. There’s more to it than all this, and I believe you need to learn a bit about women’s spirituality. Come back next week.”  After that, she wrote out a list of books for me to go buy and a store to visit. 

I went to my a metaphysical store that week. I looked down at the paper twice, not quite believing where she sent me. There I met a wonderful lady who invited me to her drumming circles, and I began to learn about the hidden history of women’s spirituality. I was introduced to some of the most enlightened people I have ever known.

Over the years, I became more and more empowered. I met a variety of healers who each gave me insights, took me under their wings and taught me their ways. I was certified in a variety of modalities. I studied herbs, essential oils, shamanism, voodoo, wiccan, chaos, crystals, and energy healing. I bought quantum physics books and began reading about Einstein, Tesla and others. Fascinated, I couldn’t stop reading. I read so much back then. It all started to make sense. I began a study of alchemy and began delving into the hidden realms. 

I wasn’t crazy, I realized.  I was healing, elevating, awakening. In time, I became a healer, myself. I left my corporate consulting work and starting doing spiritual and healing work full time. I could see everything clearly that was transpiring around my clients.

During that time I became more connected with the natural world, and started working with animals and horses. Animals included me in their silent world. They understood me in a way few people could. I understood only too well what it was like to have all your freedom absconded away with. I became an advocate for animal welfare. I dearly loved all animals and wanted only to help their cause. 

Then, I met a woman who was to become one of my closest friends. She taught me about the debilitating side effects of enslavement and empowered me to go deeper into myself. She taught me about the power of feeling, the power of meditation, flower essences, devas, and how to use energy on a whole other paradigm to begin creating new realities for myself. I began embracing my ethereal nature through her wise counsel and ongoing guidance.

Yet, where the heart is willing, my mind and body were not always able to go. Some days it was all I could do to crawl from my bed to the toilet and back again, much less run a whole center on my own, by myself. I had done everything all alone up until then. I didn’t know how to ask for help. 

The endless, cycling panic, the belief I really was no good to anyone, my continual habits of self-sabotage and the deep-seated fear that perhaps I really was going insane kept playing over and over in the back of my mind.  

Then one month it all finally came crashing down around me. 
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I was alone late one evening, locked in my bathroom. I had just lost my business, my finances were in shambles, we were losing our home,  my relationships with my family were damaged, and my physical health was rapidly declining. 

I was Humpty-Dumpty and I had fallen off the brick wall... only this time,  no one could put me back together. Not even myself. 

That was the night I chose to end my life. I was so tired of the years of fighting, of the debilitating pain, the depression, the resentment, the hatred, the anger, the failures and the terror. I was tired of the voices swirling around and around in my head coupled with the memories of what I had endured. I sat on the floor, rocking, holding my head in my hands. 

I didn’t want my daughters to find my body, so the best thing to do was to drive somewhere, and take the entire bottle of sleeping pills I had just purchased. That way, if anyone happened upon my body, it would look as if I died in my sleep. 

I had it all planned out. 

I truly believed I had nothing left to live for. I believed I was ruining my family’s life. I was a terrible mother. I was worth nothing more than what someone would pay for the use of my brain or my body. That was all I was. A rag doll. A blow up toy. Worthless, a cast off. I imploded, sabotaging and destroying all my hopes and dreams. 

I suffered the epitome of humiliation: the likes of which no human should ever endure. I replayed those events over and over in my mind, reliving my own private hell, torturing myself as if it was all somehow my fault. Even though I was free physically, I was still very much trapped by my past.

"Why?!" I wailed out loud suddenly, shaking my fist up at the sky. 

"I HATE you! I HATE you! Why did you do this, to me!? WHY?!" I screamed. I was certain no one could hear me. My body, contorted in pain, was wracked by endless sobs. 

None of it made any sense. Nothing. Did I really survive all that to end up here, a crazy mess, to end my life like this?

I finally stilled my sobbing. I had nothing left to give. Nothing left that I could use to fight. I decided I would get up and head to the car.

Then, at that moment, I felt it. Something, or rather someone held me back and stroke my hair. I felt it clear as I could feel my own hands. Only, I knew I was alone. My husband had left me. My kids were out for the night.  Instead of fear gripping me, however, I felt safe. I felt sorrow. A deep sadness, and a love like I had never felt before. 

I looked around me and I saw it. A brilliant, shimmering, angelic being, smiling at me. 

Then It Struck Me...

Something so profound, so powerful, that I jumped up and had to look long and hard in myself in the mirror. 

I studied every nuance, every detail, every line, every scar.

This body wasn’t mine.

I did not recognize “me”.

“It” wasn’t “me”.

There was no “me”.

“I am not me.” I said.

I looked down at my arms, incredulously. “This... this is not mine.” 

I reached out and touched the mirror. The reflection of the real was this “physical” reality. The only “real” thing was the hidden, the energetic fields that danced all around me.  The physical was only an image reflecting back at me. The “me” I had long identified myself with, really was nothing more than an illusion.

In that moment I felt myself expand, just like I had during my near death experiences. Only, this time, I kept expanding until I began to find myself in other things. In every bottle, in the shower, in the windows, then out, out, out, greater and bigger, until I found myself in every moment since the beginning of time. I was suddenly in every tree, every human, every living being, every molecule, every star, every wave of energy and then in myself staring into the mirror.

I stared into my eyes and I felt such an overwhelming love, compassion, and deep peace pour through me. I was no longer my body, I was no longer trapped. I was not alone. I had never been alone. 

Suddenly, I began seeing all the wonderful things that had transpired throughout all my lifetimes all converge upon me at once. All the joyful experiences, the wonderful memories, the days spent laughing freely in the sun, the rain, the snow. I realized there was so much that was wonderful and miraculous to see and taste, to create and experience in the world. 

I realized I was also in the angelic form behind me. Suddenly, I found myself standing behind my body. I looked around me. Thousands of light beings surrounded us. I looked back at the mirror

My angelic essence was much taller than my body was. I noticed my large, white amorphous arms wrapped protectively around this body and I kissed the top of its head. I noticed wings from behind me wrap around this body as well. My large, infinite, angelic self, was wrapping up my small self in a sheaf of white, brilliant, divine light. I was telling myself to honor and hold sacred that which I was given and to share the messages I have received with the world. I was reminded I was not from this world, nor was I of it. 

I stood like this for what seemed like hours, mesmerized by what was transpiring. And as I held myself, I merged into the greatness of All That Is and I found myself nurturing and loving myself back to the point of oneness. 

I threw my head back, threw my arms out wide and laughed so long and so loud.  I was amazed by the experience. Light was everywhere, all around me. I spun around and around and I saw every ascended master, every angel, every deva, trillions of them all around me. We were all laughing, dancing and smiling. It was DeLightFULL. 

I was delighted to be here, now

I was in everything and everything was in me. The physical world immediately became the grand illusion. All is a game. All is silly putty, nothing but play dough. 

The past does not exist any more than any future does. And in this, there is no need to suffer, to struggle any longer. There is nothing...and in middle of this great abyss... created for me, was the gift of everything. 

I watched as everything spiraled out from my center, all around me. I realized I was the creator as well as the one being created. I was the center of the abyss as well as all its layers. I was god/goddess incarnate, made real to experience a human life. I watched entire civilizations rise and crumble around me and I was humbled by the experience. I saw we were all One, experienced by the Many.  The Avatars were me, and I was all of them, all at once. 

I found it very easy to leave my body and go to places. Visit different realms. I traveled everywhere. I was with spirits, angels, teachers, avatars and even with the ever-changing faces of the Infinite itself. I felt unconditional love, light, joy, bliss, everywhere, in everything.

I began to feel really safe for the first time, for I was wrapped in Divine Light. The past was a cloud. It had passed. It was not me. It did not define me. I defined it. 

I felt the real ecstasy of DELIGHT. I opened my eyes, and everything sparkled like jewels. 

I laughed and smiled and danced in my room, just happy to be able to move my beautiful body in a way that was thoroughly freeing. I jumped, and spun around and threw my hands in the air and dropped them down again. Everything felt miraculous to me. I realized, I had forgotten all about my pain. It no longer existed.

Then, I remembered something. I looked down at the bottle in my hand. It felt like another lifetime ago. I didn’t even remember why I held the bottle. I turned back to my bathroom and saw myself take off the wrapping, open up the bottle,  and pour little blue pills into the toilet. I said a blessing. And the blue pills wavered and then just disappeared. I didn’t flush the toilet. They simply vanished.

Then, it dawned on me. 

DELIGHT changed my life in the blink of an eye.

Back then, I didn't know what to call what happened to me. It was so much more than just a realization. It was a full revelation of all things. A recapitulation to what is, rather than an affirmation of what I believed me to be. Then it struck me... DELIGHT. I rushed to my old philosophy book and saw it. “Delight is the Stairway to Heaven” ~ Plato. 

I fell head over heels in delight with myself. And I didn’t have to surrender, give myself up, or enslave myself to any particular system to receive its remarkable, liberating gift.

So many of our assumptions about life, identity, and beliefs, are all really just perceptions. There are whole other paradigms,  whole other planes of existence that empower us to tap into a wellspring of energy, to be used to co-create our reality here, as we see fit. 

We are One, delightfully expressing itself through the Many.

DeLight is a simple answer, an eloquent answer, one of many paths to experience effortless living and being in a state of enlightened love, service, abundance, freedom, and joy, all rolled into one. 

It is this message, which was given to me to share with you, to explain what DELIGHT really is, and how to make use of it. It is the missing link, the catalyst that triggers the activation of millions of tiny forces throughout the universe to cooperatively co-create in favor of one and all. 

I write this book to give you this gift, as it was given to me. To share with you ways that you can make DeLight your way of life. 

I recall, sitting in a  dark, tiny room, with naught but a sliver of light for company, imagining my daughters’ eyes, their smiles, their laughter and being endlessly delighted and saddened at the same time. Even back then, I focused on that delight, coming to believe in faith-over-all-fear, that one day I would be completely free. 

That day has finally arrived.

May this story I share and my revelation within this book inspire you to transcend all things and ever return to your own DeLightFULL nature.  May you receive all that you require, within these devotional pages, dear one.  

May all be liberated from suffering and slavery.

Namaste.
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Once we believe in ourselves, 

we can risk curiosity, 

wonder, 

spontaneous delight, 

or any experience 

that reveals the human spirit.

~ e. e. cummings
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Plato called it the only stairway to heaven. Aristotle called it the authentic movement of the soul when it experiences itself in another form – an operation of utter perfection.

Seneca said that we cannot experience it in anything we do not share with another. Sir William Blake cautions that if we yearn for it but refuse to act to gain it, we will breed our own demise. Charles Baudelaire said that an eternity of damnation is worth a moment of its priceless experience. Alan Jacobs warns us that life without it is indeed a grievous loss. J. B. Priestley called it the path to happiness. Paul Claudel counsels that intelligence and knowledge without it, is completely worthless.

Alan Cohen posits that you will find truth more quickly through its power than through any other force in the Universe.

Entire philosophies have been erected around its incomparable presence. All major world religions were originally founded upon its ineffable experience. Our largest companies and non-profit organizations have evolved out of its catalyzing force. People move mountains and manifest miracles because of its profound impact upon their lives. Esoteric mysteries arose from its elusive, ecstatic nature and entire schools of learning were designed simply so that we may find ourselves worthy to experience it in even more ways than we could possibly imagine.

Artists, actors, musicians, and performers alike stretch the very confines of human imagination to elicit it from their audiences. Indeed, people have gone to impossible lengths simply to immerse themselves within its embrace. 

Without it, we feel bereft; empty, shallow, broken, fractured – diminished. We yearn to share it, to extend its wondrous effects upon our psyche, to grasp it and hold it close to us.

Wise sages and mystics throughout human history have tried to point us down a path so deceptively simple that every child instinctively knows its direction and how to follow it. They seem to know intuitively what we as adults have all but forgotten.

Man is both profoundly intrigued by its power, yet deeply afraid of losing himself to its depths. 

We have wound ourselves up in theory and knowledge, pursuing possessions and accumulations, gaining naught much else but illness, chaos, and stress; fighting one another to acquire what we believe we lack. We try desperately to fix, heal, and improve ourselves in some way to make ourselves worthy. We do so much because we are searching for the one thing that truly lights us up and moves us beyond our oft mundane existence  – a thing we believe is beyond our comprehension, beyond our words, beyond our description.

I have lived without DeLight for several years, lost in my own physical and emotional agony after enduring months of imprisonment, rape, torture and near death at the hands of a drug and human trafficker. Yet, it was DeLight’s very ticklish, tinkling reminders that pulled me through when I was near death, surrounded by darkness and silence. DeLight continues to be here for me whenever I find myself transported back to that room of panic in my darkest moments, opening the door and flooding me with joy and love.

Yes, one day, it struck me. Out of the blue. A persistent, lightness of being. Where there should be an “I” – as in a solid thing -  there was no-thing – and there was everything. Open space, fullness, elation. The “I” that was me was in everything, in partnership, in unity, in wholeness. I was face-to-face with the great cosmic joke, and I was delighted by it. I burst out laughing and I could not stop laughing for over an hour. 

DeLight is always here for us, a promise of transcendence offered during the moments of our greatest pain, our greatest sorrows, our most enduring trials and tribulations.

When I taught publicly, many of my students experienced immediate, profound insightful awakenings to their own Lightness of Being. We would laugh out loud at how simple it all really is. Sitting in a room together with people who were sparked with the translucence and DeLightFullness of Being, it was effortless to be in oneness and in partnership. Then they returned home only to face separation and recede back into their day-to-day lives, forgetting the DeLight they had encountered. 

Awakening to DELIGHT is easy. Living DELIGHTFULLY daily can be very challenging. I decided to write this book for you, so that you may have a guide to turn to whenever you are feeling bereft of a little delight in your life. 

I discovered DELIGHT’s magic in the very center of my deepest, darkest depressions. I discovered it in the simplest and the most mundane. In the quiet waters we rowed across in our kayaks. In the stillness of the dawn. In the smiles and laughter of my beloved children. In the cawing of the birds as they soar gracefully overhead. In the lolling tongue of a happy dog. In the gentle purrs of my cats.  In the nuzzling reassurances of my horses. In the giggling breeze as it dances among the leaves of my giant walnut tree. I find it in the blooming tea roses, in the babbling brooks and in the torrential rainstorms. I find DELIGHT in realms far beyond this physical plane and I find it here sparkling hopefully in the eyes of all who exist around me, now. 
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