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			Dedication

			To my dear brother Mark Harvey Helliwell. 
Remembered with love.

		

		

	
		

		
			Introduction

			This book began 30 years ago and documented my life until age 46. Then it stopped. Every decade, I would revisit it, but felt unable to change anything or move forward. Now, at last, the time is right to continue. 

			As we reach our elder years, it is valuable to reflect on our lives. Every experience has helped shape the person we have become. By examining the events we have chosen and those that have been imposed on us, we can better understand our purpose and let go of old hurts. It’s healing, and perhaps we even find humor in situations that were once painful. Over time, we come to see that our significant disappointments were, in retrospect, relatively minor. They have endowed us with admirable qualities such as forgiveness, tolerance, patience, and a deeper compassion for the suffering of ourselves and others. Additionally, reviewing our experiences gives us an opportunity to celebrate our accomplishments. More importantly, reflecting on our lives enables us to evolve as we consider the question, “What has my life contributed to others and the world?”

			I wrote this book not simply to reflect on my life but to gain deeper insight. My hope is that my spiritual journey might open doors for you. While each of us is unique, we encounter certain predictable challenges on the journey to Self-realization. For example, we all must confront and overcome our fears. Also, we need to let go of all attachments, such as those to people, money, possessions, or the roles we play. 

			At the same time, we receive support from Spirit in learning about our strengths and growing our specific talents. This may entail learning about our past lives, spirit guides, masters, and meeting allies along the way. Both dark nights of the soul and gifts from Spirit awaken pathways to consciousness in us. Just as we physically change throughout life, we have the opportunity to evolve emotionally, mentally, and spiritually based on our choices and how we respond to the situations we face.

			One of the spiritual pathways for me is nature. We are part of the natural world and our life mirrors the three stages a flower goes through—from a bud to a full bloom, and finally to producing a seed, a fruit. As a bud, I discovered my gifts and experienced the right environment to grow into a strong plant. Some teachers and situations were like the sun, nurturing these gifts, while others were like strong winds and storms, helping me become resilient.  

			Although still influenced, as we all are, by our environment and surrounding circumstances, in the second stage, the flowering, I began to share my unique combination of talents in both mainstream and spiritual fields. This was like rooting deeply into the soil to withstand any situation, desired or not, that I might encounter while growing into a healthy, mature plant.

			The third stage, the fruit, has been about deciding what to grow and letting go of what did not serve my soul’s purpose. While in the flowering stage, the focus was more on developing both my personality and soul to create a soul-infused personality. In the fruit stage, the motivation has been on using my gifts to feed others in service to the Divine. 

			Currently, we are poised to make a quantum leap in consciousness where we will be able to perceive beings previously thought to only exist in our myths. Since childhood, I have been fortunate to observe higher realms. I’ve written books about the inhabitants of these worlds, including elementals, merpeople, and dragons. Many individuals have reached out to me over the years, expressing how beneficial it has been for them to learn about these beings and how to communicate with them. As we walk our pathways to consciousness, we begin to experience these higher realms. Hopefully, this book will inspire you to reflect on the spiritual paths you, too, have taken and to see paths calling you on the next step of your wonderful journey.

		

	
		

		
			The Bud Unfurls

			Let me be a rose

			inviting you to visit,

			a mirror

			to see yourself clearly,

			and a doorway into your soul.
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			Mystical Child

			I was born conscious. There was a Being with me whose job was to help humans make choices for their next incarnation. This Being oversaw and assisted with human evolution. It had an all-knowing presence infused with tolerance and love that completely knew and accepted my true Self. This Being brought me to my mother and father and, as we hovered in the ether, I chose them as my parents.

			“Are you ready to go back?” asked the Being without words.

			“Yes, it’s time.” I answered by thought.

			“How do you feel about returning?” the Being asked.

			Inside, I felt the rightness of my decision and realized the Being knew my feelings. Looking down at my prospective parents, the path of my future life was revealed. It didn’t appear very difficult…from up there. There was no coercion from the Being beside me. I chose this life of my own free will. It was simply time to get back to work. Working on Earth brought joy, and a warm and hopeful feeling enveloped me at the thought of incarnating again. I do not recall saying goodbye to the Being, so perhaps there were days, or even months, of unconsciousness.

			The next thing I remember was being inside my mother’s womb. She was in the final months of her pregnancy, feeling very nervous and even fearful. She had many worries, including an impending fear of delivery. However, she also questioned whether she was making the right decision in having a child. She and my father had been married for seven years and had not intended to have children. I was an accident. Still, beneath her fear and ambivalence, I felt loved and accepted. I sent her telepathic messages of reassurance, letting her know that we would have a wonderful time together. This vision was of being friends with my mother as an adult, not as a child. This vision became reality many years later and it was an early learning that some 20 years needed to pass for this to happen.

			My mother went into labor and began to panic. I sent continuous messages of comfort, but she wasn’t receiving them. Deciding that the best way to help her was to be born quickly, I turned toward the light at the end of the tunnel and descended. At first, there wasn’t much progress, but when my entire body was finally inside the tunnel, things progressed rapidly. The walls of the tunnel squeezed, expanding and contracting. The opening was very near now. One last squeeze and someone’s large, rough hands caught me. The light was blinding and painful, and the voices were like cannons booming in my ears. The physical sensations were most unpleasant.

			“This may be more difficult than I anticipated,” was my initial thought upon emerging.

			Whether I consciously shielded myself from hypersensitivity to my environment or did so instinctively is not known. The result was the same: I closed down my higher spiritual centers to experience relative physical and emotional comfort in the material world. My life purpose became hazy as I adopted the outer garments of the child others saw. However, there were moments in childhood when the other world, my real home, enveloped me again, but I couldn’t find the way there when I wanted it. This left me yearning for something inexpressible.

			Sometimes, especially during the early years at age two or three, expanded feelings of joy would wash over me. A connection to a flow of energy that had no name. This would happen more frequently when alone in the bath or lying on my belly in the warm shallows of a wading pool. Often, it occurred outside in nature when I united with the life of the trees, grass, and flowers. Nature was a pathway and I cherished those moments and accepted them as part of my everyday world. It did not occur to me that adults and perhaps other children did not experience these moments.
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			Growing older, these ecstatic experiences decreased. By age eight or nine, I knew there was another world—a magical place—where I wanted to go, but the pathway had disappeared. Sometimes, however, that world and my concrete, physical one overlapped. This happened less and less, and those times of expanded awakening were very precious.

			By this time, I had learned that parents, grown-ups, and even other children didn’t talk about that special place. Through their example, I realized it was not acceptable to even know about this place. Still, in dreams, I visited this place and could do things that were not possible when awake. There it was possible to fly, walk on water, breathe in the depths of the sea, and meet exciting beings: faeries, dragons, and such. Wouldn’t it be amazing to do this while awake? There was no point mentioning this desire to my parents, as they would not have approved or understood. Yet, two events occurred around this time, giving me hope that this wish could come true. The first of these involved an organization for children called “Brownies.”

			Like many other girls, I attended Brownies, where we earned badges by tying knots, collecting plants, and doing chores for our mothers. This was not particularly exciting, but I studied hard. Our leader, Brown Owl, said that if we earned enough badges, we could fly up to the next level—“Guides”. Finally, an adult was promising to teach us to soar into that special and thrilling world of my dreams. On the day when “it” would happen, I sat perched and ready. Somehow, I managed to get through the school classes with Miss Bonham and raced home to find my mother ironing the Brownie uniform for the last time. How carefully I polished the shoes. How quietly I stood while she tied the tie.

			It was a rainy, dark fall evening when I stepped out of the front door of our apartment above our family’s hardware store. Brownies and Guides met at the nearby Anglican church around the corner. Since it was close, my mother didn’t come with me; besides, she was busy working. I tiptoed around the puddles, making sure my shoes would pass inspection. Once inside the large oak doors of the church, I took off my coat, straightened my uniform, and tilted the tam slightly to the side of my head as I had been taught. Finally, I ensured the Brownie pin was perfectly centered on the tie.

			Ready, I entered the hall. Nothing had changed. The place looked the same as it did every week—cold and bare. My heart sank. There was no long red carpet or a yellow brick road like Dorothy had in The Wizard of Oz.

			“Don’t rush to conclusions,” echoed the words my mother had said many times. “I’m sure there’s an explanation.”

			Scanning the hall, I saw the Guides, dressed in blue, clustered together at one end. The Brownies were at the other end, their group forming and unforming like an amoeba about to split in two. Some of them, like me, were going to fly up, while others were too young and had to remain in Brownies. Walking over to join the older Brownies, I silently hoped that the inauspicious setting would miraculously transform upon flying up.

			The guide leader entered and started organizing her squad. Two by two, her girls lined up and formed an arch. She signaled to Brown Owl, who quickly mustered the senior Brownies into a line at the beginning of the arch. My heart pounded with anticipation. I needed to go to the toilet but held it in. I must have stopped breathing because I felt dizzy. What if I fainted? That would be terrible, and they’d never let a weakling fly up.

			Inside my head, my father’s voice said, “Pull yourself together,” and somehow, I did.

			Brown Owl cleared her throat, and silence reigned. She started talking about how well we had performed as Brownies and that we had earned the right to become Girl Guides. That was all she said; it was a brief speech. After Brown Owl finished speaking, the guide leader, who stood at the other end of the arch, instructed us to extend our arms and fly up to her.

			I waited my turn and then, putting my whole soul into it, stretched out my arms and, flapping them, ran through the arch toward her.

			“Welcome,” she said, moving me aside to make room for the next ex-Brownie.

			Nothing had changed. They had promised we would fly, but it was a lie. In that moment, the realization dawned that they were unable to go to the magical place I yearned for.

			Returning home that evening, Mother asked, “How was it?”

			“Fine,” I replied, not meeting her eyes.

			I never told her about my deep disappointment and how my heart had been shattered. She had enough worries on her plate, trying to raise two kids while working full-time with my father in a small, struggling hardware store on a busy street in the heart of Toronto. However, that was the last time I went to Guides.

			Although deeply disappointed, my great dream persisted. There was a magical land, and if I could find the key, I could go there. This remained a strongly held belief. Maybe it was reading a book about Peter Pan or watching the movie. Neverland, Tinker Bell, and Peter Pan beckoned like a precious gem shining in a dark room. Like Peter Pan, I wanted to stay forever young and have exciting adventures fighting the evil Captain Hook and keeping the other children safe. But most of all, I dreamed of being sprinkled with fairy dust and flying.

			How to go to Neverland? The key was in the story. I was like Wendy, the older child taking care of her younger brother and being responsible. My parents, like hers, were absent, as they were always working. I waited eagerly for Peter Pan to come and rescue me. He didn’t come. Brown Owl hadn’t helped, and now Peter Pan had let me down. Obviously, you couldn’t count on others to help you get your dreams.

			Still, this wasn’t as upsetting as it could have been if I hadn’t held the key to Neverland. And what was the key? In the story, Peter Pan told Wendy that if she believed she could fly, then she could. Well! My belief was strong. Every night while asleep, I’d fly to Neverland. I soared over the treetops and glided with the birds. Many interesting beings, including animals, spoke in these places. Life during the day wasn’t nearly as fascinating as nightlife.

			The desire to fly during the day kept building until one day I decided to try. My parents were downstairs working in the store and my younger brother, Mark, hadn’t come home from school yet. I was alone. Flying must be one of those things you’re not supposed to do or others would do it. It had to be secret. Anyway, only children could do it. It said so in the story. I went to the bedroom and shut the door.

			The sun streamed through the skylight in the ceiling, casting rays that created streamers in the air. Perhaps sunbeams were like faerie dust. I quietly glided across the floor to avoid disturbing the beams, which welcomed me with their warmth, flooding over and through my body. Closing my eyes, I imagined myself filled with holes through which the faerie dust flowed. I was full of air, like a balloon, and like a balloon, floated.

			“Imagine yourself lifting off the floor,” I said to myself.

			My body felt very light, yet my feet were still on the floor. Why wasn’t it working? Right. You needed a launchpad.

			Holding on to this light feeling, I pushed the old wooden dresser into the sunbeams. Gazing through half-closed eyes, I climbed onto the top of the dresser from the bed, moving closer to the sky, closer to the sun. Nonetheless, it was a long way down to the floor. Nervously, I tried to regain the peaceful light feeling. Opening myself to the sun, that feeling returned. With closed eyes, an opening to another world appeared. The certainty that I could fly coursed through me. Holding still and allowing the feeling to grow, a strong inner rightness enveloped me. In that ecstatic state, I leaped off the dresser…and fell to the floor shocked back into the physical body.

			Something was wrong. Maybe I hadn’t wished hard enough. Attempting to keep belief intact, I climbed back on top of the dresser. Calming the fluttering butterflies in my stomach, I opened my arms allowing the sunbeams to fill me. With unwavering belief, I envisioned myself taking off from the dresser and soaring around the room, out through the bedroom door. Then, I exited through our front door and floated down the street, higher now so no one could see me and bring me back. My raised arms transformed into wings, and I glided off the dresser…then crashed to the floor.

			Devastated, I lay there wondering about this failure. The only thought that made sense was that I was too passive and weak to let all those sunbeams inside me. Maybe I could try being strong and demand to fly. Half-heartedly, I crawled to my feet, but somewhere inside, the knowing grew that I wasn’t going to succeed.

			Remembering my father’s words, “If at first, you don’t succeed, try, try again,” I struggled onto the dresser and, holding back tears, steeled myself to try again. It must work. It must. Please let it work. Clenching my teeth, waving my arms up and down in birdlike mockery, I closed my eyes and jumped. Crash! I got up and climbed onto the dresser again. Close eyes. Wave arms. Jump. Crash. Get up. Climb onto the dresser. Jump. Crash. Again and again, I did this until, bruised in spirit and body, I lay on the floor. The bedroom door opened.

			“What are you doing?” my mother asked, frowning and gripping the door handle. “We can hear crashing downstairs in the store.”

			“I was trying to fly.” She had trained me to answer politely when asked a question, but something was dead inside. Her eyes traveled around the room, reconstructing the scene.

			“You’ll have to stop now,” she said gently, as an understanding of my disappointment came to her. “We can hear you downstairs. You didn’t hurt yourself, did you?”

			“No, I’m fine,” I replied, providing the answer she wanted.

			“Good.” She closed the door behind her.

			I never tried to fly again, although the belief that it was possible continued. Something was wrong with me. Maybe, like Wendy, I was too old to go to Neverland. My childhood ended, and this dream slept. It was time for me, like Wendy, to grow up.

			Now, as an adult, I wonder about the secret lives and deep wishes children have that they never share with their parents. And if they do share them, do their parents brush them aside and say, “You’ll grow out of it.” Many children have friends in other realms, like elves and gnomes, which their parents call “imaginary.” Parents dismiss their children’s friends as impossible because they have lost the ability to see these beings themselves. They often forget that, long ago, when they were children, they had a faerie friend. If parents remain open-minded and respect their children’s experiences, their children will learn that they can speak freely about anything with their parents and that they can trust them to listen. What a wonderful gift that is for anyone, but especially for a child.

			Also, deep-seated desires of children can reveal talents, goals, and even a person’s life purpose. This was true for me, as it may be for others. In fact, I was destined to see other worlds…just not as a child. If parents take these childhood desires seriously, they may even be able to support their children in pursuing their life purpose.
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			It was a sunny Sunday. Dad and Mom were upstairs in the apartment getting ready to go to Grandma and Grandpa’s. My younger brother Mark and I were already dressed and supposed to behave. We had been told not to wander off, so we were playing tag on the sidewalk in front of the store. Perhaps I tripped or was pushed too hard when tagged, but the outcome was the same. I fell headfirst into the sharp corner of the building. My forehead split open where the third eye was and blood streamed down onto the Sunday clothes. Knowing my parents were going to be cross, I started to cry, both from the pain and because the more I was hurt, the less angry they’d be. Children intuitively know how to get sympathy.

			Dad arrived. “What’s going on here?” he bellowed. “Can’t we leave you two alone for a minute without you getting into trouble?”

			“Daddy, I’m hurt. Mark tripped me.” Yes, another childhood trick is to blame a sister or brother. I was quite adept at this.

			Dad saw me then. Blood flowed freely down my face…which I made no attempt to remove…hence more sympathy. Concern filled his eyes as he swept me into his arms and carried me upstairs.

			Mark chased after us, shouting, “I didn’t trip her; she fell.”

			Mom took one look and rushed to the fridge for ice to stop the bleeding. Dad called the doctor. This was back when doctors still made house calls.

			Dr. Pretty was an English gentleman with a lovely, gentle manner. We had gotten to know each other quite well through chickenpox, two bouts of measles, multiple cases of flu, and a tonsillectomy. Usually, I did what he requested, but this time I disagreed.

			“Tanis, this is a deep cut. I need to stitch it up,” he said.

			“Please don’t,” I cried, partly from pain and partly out of annoyance at his suggestion.

			“If I don’t stitch it, you will have a scar between your eyebrows for the rest of your life.”

			“I don’t care about the scar. I don’t want you to stitch it.”

			

			Mom and Dad looked at me with frustration. I was not behaving well.

			“Dear, Dr. Pretty knows best,” cajoled Mom. “He’s come all this way on his day off to help you.” Standing a little back and allowing the doctor to tend to his work, Dad remained silent.

			“Please, Dr. Pretty,” I pleaded, looking straight into his clear blue eyes, “I don’t want you to stitch it, but you can bandage it if you’d like.” By giving a concession, I was proving what a nice, agreeable child I was. Yup…another strategy for getting what I wanted.

			He turned to my parents for their decision.

			“It’s her decision,” said Dad, looking at me.

			I smiled at him in gratitude for being allowed to decide for myself.

			I am still grateful today that Dr. Pretty didn’t give me stitches. Although I couldn’t have expressed my feelings in words as a child, I had a strong inner sense that the opening between my two eyes served a purpose. Years later, I learned that in many ancient cultures, such as Egypt and Mesoamerica, procedures were performed on initiates to open their third eye, enabling them to perceive other dimensions. I believe that the accident opened my third eye and, in doing so, kept a gateway to the magical world open. At the same time, it compensated for the closure of my throat chakra.

			There were things I wasn’t supposed to talk about for fear of hurting or disappointing Mom and Dad. My continual sore throats and colds, which led to a tonsillectomy, were a direct result of shutting down the throat chakra. By now, I had learned not to speak about my desires or other realms, as I knew by then that these topics were off-limits. Why? First, because my parents were poor and couldn’t afford to send me to camp or give me treats like other children might have had. Second, in my secret mystical life, they and others seemed to lack the abilities or interests I possessed. I didn’t want to cause them pain by asking for something they couldn’t provide or do.

			I’d kept these mystical gifts a secret since I was about six or seven. One day, I was walking to school with two friends. One girl liked me, while the other thought unkind things about me, even though she spoke nicely to my face. I asked her, “Why do you say one thing and think another?” and repeated her exact thoughts. She was shocked, and now even the other girl was afraid of me and no longer wished to be my friend.

			That night at dinner, I experimented with my parents by saying one thing and thinking another. To my horror, I discovered that they could not hear my thoughts. This difference from other children and adults took root. From then on, I made efforts not to listen to others’ thoughts and attempted to be like them to fit in. It’s wonderful to develop an ethical sense as a child, and I believe many children have an instinctive goodness where they don’t share parts of themselves that might cause others discomfort.

			Growing older, I realized that my ways of seeing, hearing, and perceiving were not physical. Lying in bed at night with the door closed, my astral body traveled to the living room, where I’d listen to my parents’ conversations. This was particularly true if they were discussing me or a topic that intrigued me. One moment I could be in bed, and the next, be in the living room with Mom and Dad, observing them and listening to their discussion. Then, I’d return to my physical body and call out responses to what they were talking about. In a split second, I’d be back in the living room, smiling as they whispered like children caught in a secret.

			“She’s at it again,” Mom would remark to Dad.

			Then either Mom or Dad would call out to me, “Go to sleep, big ears.”

			Big ears became my nickname. It was a game to me that they didn’t know I could see and hear them. Still, a part of me didn’t want to be a snoop, so I would only do this when they weren’t sharing secrets with each other. It would be unfair to discover private thoughts by using my gift, so I confined myself to what was within the bounds of acceptability. My parents didn’t treat this as unusual and said I had “very good hearing.”

			My brother and I shared another habit that suggested budding psychic powers. We both sleepwalked and later had only a vague memory of it. One time, while he was sleeping, Mark packed a bag full of books, walked out the front door, and was later found wandering along the highway, rummaging through garbage cans…still asleep.

			My behavior lacked his drama. Asleep, I would pull out the drawers from the dresser and call Mom to come and take them. She would do so and lead me back to bed, where she engaged in detailed conversations that I couldn’t recall the next morning. Sometimes, when Mom told me about this the following day, I would hazily remember that it had happened. It was like trying to recall a dream that lay just below the surface of consciousness.

			Mark and I exhibited trance-like psychic behavior, akin to Edgar Cayce, but my parents were unaware of such matters. They attributed it to our being troubled in our waking life, which, of course, we likely were. Mark was briefly taken to a psychiatrist for help. The garbage can incident on the highway frightened them. Not wanting to be fixed, too, I was able to stop myself. I learned early on to conceal any paranormal abilities that seemed different…even hiding them from myself.

			Many children feel the need to hide their true gifts to stay safe and loved, and sometimes to protect their parents. Perhaps my story reveals something—a talent, a gift—that you, too, hid as a child. For various reasons, this gift might have been unacceptable for a child to show, as it was in my case, so it was better not to draw attention to it at that time. The personality vessel needs to mature as a child to support the timely unfolding of gifts.
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			Margaret and Eric Helliwell, my mother and father
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			Showing my younger brother, Mark, something
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			Mystical Child
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			Discovering New Gifts

			On the verge of becoming a teenager, we moved from Toronto to a new suburb in Georgetown, a small town in Ontario. Here, Mom and Dad opened a larger hardware store and bought a bungalow. Mark and I were finally able to have our own rooms, and we were allowed to paint them any color we wanted. Mine was lilac. Mark’s was brown.

			Our parents sold turtles and birds in their store, and we, like most kids, were eager to have pets. Mine was a darling bird, a parakeet named Perry, whom I taught to speak. He’d fly around the house calling out, “Merry Christmas, pretty bird, pretty Perry.” Perry loved butter, and while we ate breakfast, he would take off from his perch, land on our heads, and dive into the butter for a good feed. Mark also had a bird, but it died. I felt a strange combination of sadness and elation that my bird survived while his didn’t. On one hand, I must have been developing a moral conscience—one can only hope—and my sadness for Mark was a result of this. On the other hand, because I had so few things I wanted, I was jealous of anything my brother received. It’s not a nice thing to admit, but it’s common not only with children but also with adults who live their lives with feelings of scarcity.

			I no longer tried to escape to a magical land and instead focused on being normal in the everyday world. I accepted my parents’ view that we were an average family. So, whenever I excelled at something, it surprised me completely. I don’t think Mom and Dad expected or even believed that either Mark or I would be particularly good at anything. Please understand that they were good parents and did not abuse my brother or me. Still, they were physically and emotionally absent because they worked long hours to put a roof over our heads and feed us. There were no extras in our lives, and they called us “gentile poor.” This meant we knew which fork to use and not to put our elbows on the table, and to say “thank you” in almost all situations.

			Nothing unusual occurred during the first year in our new home, but two events at age 13 shook the underpinnings of the belief that I was mediocre without any talents.

			It was the last year of primary school. Happily, I was quite popular due to my friendly personality, which attracted and retained friends, and my average marks at school were acceptable to both me and my parents. Unhappily, however, I was shorter and skinnier than other kids my age. To make things worse, recently I’d had a large stye on my right eye and a boil under my arm that reinforced feelings of unattractiveness at a time that boys had become a preoccupation.

			In early June, our teachers organized a track and field meet. The entire school was set to compete in running, high jump, broad jump, and relay events. This was not something I relished doing. I didn’t want Lynn—my first crush from afar—to notice my skinny legs and flat chest. Moreover, I had developed a perspiration problem. Baby powder and heavy deodorants didn’t help. I even wore two sweaters in June to prevent anyone from seeing the wet stains under my arms. The last thing I wanted was for the boys, especially Lynn, to see me in a soaking wet blouse.

			As if having to participate in field day wasn’t bad enough, Janice, the tallest and most athletic girl in our class—the one who was expected to clean up the field alongside the rest of us—publicly challenged me in front of the class. Janice behaved as if she hated my guts and often did unpleasant things, like pulling my hair. Why was this? Perhaps it was because she was not as popular as me, or perhaps she had a crush on me. These are my reflections as an adult, but my 13-year-old self didn’t have this perspective and viewed her treatment as unwarranted personal persecution.

			Field day arrived. Glancing out the bedroom window, I saw a heat haze rising over the neighborhood. It was a sunny day, unfortunately. It would be a real scorcher, which meant I would sweat a lot. After slathering on three layers of underarm deodorant, I put on my whitest T-shirt because Mom said underarm stains were less noticeable in light colors. Skipping breakfast and, with my head hung low, I closed the front door behind me and set off for school. I felt sick to my stomach and trapped by Janice. Because of her public challenge, everyone would be watching us. She was a head and a half taller than me and played every sport going. How could I expect to win or even make a decent showing?

			Dragging my feet, I arrived at school. The teachers were prepared with stopwatches and chalked starting lines. The high jump and long jump pits had been dug, and the pole was already in position for the high jump. Some of the boys were practicing. The whistle blew.

			Mr. Allen, our eighth-grade teacher, called out, “Senior girls, 50 yards, take your places.”

			Shaking, I took my place in line. Janice slid in next to me.

			“I’ll wait for you at the finish line,” she whispered, looking down at me with a smirk.

			Something in my stomach tightened. I resolved to do my best and quietly prayed to God for help in winning.

			Mr. Allen’s voice echoed in my ears, “On your mark…Get set…Go.”

			Time barely moved. Seconds existed between each of his words. Every cell in my body pulsed with energy. Each muscle was stretched like an elastic band. When he said, “Go,” I catapulted forward like an arrow in flight. My feet scarcely touched the earth. I was like wind guided by will. In this superconscious state, I easily won the race and returned to physical reality to find Janice hovering over me.

			“I’m onto you, Helliwell. You won’t win next time,” she hissed.

			I felt a pang of sympathy for Janice. Sports were her sole strength, and I was about to take that away from her. A worried thought arose that I was creating an enemy. Yet, another part of me was elated and proud of my victory. The 100-yard race was next.

			“Line up. Take your places, girls,” said Mr. Allen.

			I waited until Janice had taken her place, then went to the opposite end of the line. When Janice saw where I was, she left her spot and shoved in beside me. Saying nothing, she scowled as if intending to beat me up. I was frightened but also angry to be subjected to this nasty treatment. The anger fueled my strength and willpower. The whistle blew and I took off down the track neck and neck with Janice. Pumping my little arms as fast as possible, I brushed past the finish line a few inches ahead of her. Panting, she stared at me in disbelief.

			Friends came up to congratulate me. I was smaller and less athletic than most girls, and my win astounded all of us. In this superconscious state, I felt exhilarated and expanded, both larger and greater than usual. No longer did I feel like a kid but more knowing, which now, many years later, I recognize as the soul state.

			Next was the senior girls’ high jump. I walked over slowly and joined the line. Janice was already there, a black cloud settled over her. The high jump began at two feet, and everyone cleared it. At three feet, the number of competitors dwindled to half. By three and a half feet, we were down to three girls: Janice, me, and another girl. The other girl knocked the bar down at three feet nine. Janice and I remained. By now, the entire school had gathered to watch. Most of the boys couldn’t even jump that high.

			I remained in an altered state while simultaneously sensing everything. Sweat rolled down my arms, and a gentle breeze fluttered beneath the intense heat. My heart beat strong and determined in my chest. There was no fear and only a profound sense of Self and power. I easily left my body and observed it from above. It appeared taller, more mature. Janice knocked the bar down at four feet, and I soared lightly over it.

			After a break to rest, the long jump competition started. Janice should win this, but she should have also won the high jump and races. Her legs were a foot longer than mine, yet, seeing her slumped shoulders, you could tell her spark was gone.

			I walked over to Janice and, standing beside her, said quietly, “I’ve been lucky today. You’re a far better athlete than me. You’re going to win this long jump.”

			Janice turned her head and looked at me. I smiled and reached out my hand. She took it, smiled, straightened her shoulders, and began running toward the chalk line. She made a fantastic jump. I finished in third place. Later that day, we stood together for a photo in the local paper. Janice competed in every sport possible in high school and did very well. I, on the other hand, never took part in another competitive sport.

			

			One part of me couldn’t believe what had happened that day, and I definitely didn’t know how to reproduce the experience. By now, it was clear that the magical world appeared unexpectedly at certain times, but it couldn’t be relied on. Revisiting this experience now, I realize that it was the first time I recall calling on God for help. Mom and Dad never went to church, and although they had sent Mark and me to Sunday school, we didn’t pray, meditate, or speak of God at home. Asking God for help was definitely a way to awaken a spiritual gift, but I found it almost by accident, and I didn’t actively call on God again for many years. Excelling at anything didn’t match my mediocre self-image. It was easier and less painful to stay invisible and, therefore, safe. This message was reinforced during a heartbreaking occasion that same year.

			Every Friday, our class had a visiting singing teacher. Mr. Harrison was chubby and balding, wore glasses, had beautiful, fluid hands, and a wonderful voice. He also wanted us to sing perfectly. For one term, we practiced for the public recital at the end of the year. We had learned most of our songs fairly well when he announced on a Friday that he would choose the soloists. As we sang, he walked by each student, cocking his head near their mouths to listen to their emissions. It was unnerving as he moved closer. I was caught between wanting to be chosen and not wanting to be chosen. Delivering my fate to the wind, I sang as normally as possible. In other words, I entered a neutral state and felt non-attached to whatever happened. He must have liked my neutral emissions, for he chose me.

			No one had ever complimented me on singing before, and even though I enjoyed it, I did not consider myself a good singer. I was convinced Mr. Harrison had made a mistake, and that when he discovered how bad I was, he would be angry. I was afraid to spoil his recital. The gap between my desire to please and my inability to do so widened. I was certainly no longer non-attached to results. He gave me the Irish song, The Rose of Tralee, to sing. I practiced in the shower, in the basement by the furnace, and on long walks in the field across from our house. I even asked Barbara, the girl with the lovely voice who was singing another song, to help. She listened and said it sounded fine.

			

			The night of the recital found me in utter despair. I was more convinced than ever that I would be terrible and embarrass not only myself but also Mr. Harrison. Mom and Dad couldn’t come because they had no one to help in the store, but Mom bought me a frilly white blouse for the event. It was see-through, so you couldn’t see perspiration stains.

			The moment arrived, and the lights in the auditorium were turned off. Mr. Harrison’s final words to us before we took the stage were, “It’s a full house. I’m sure you’ll do well, just watch me.”

			Being soloists, Barbara and I were placed in the front row. Mr. Harrison raised his graceful white hand to gain our attention. He gave us our note from the pitch pipe, and we started our first song, Danny Boy. That went quite well, resulting in polite applause for our efforts. Song after song followed in the program, and the closer we got to my solo, the more terrified I became. Mr. Harrison signaled me to step forward. Standing alone in front of the audience, the stage lights beat down on me. I couldn’t breathe and panted for air. Mr. Harrison’s hand was arched in the air, waiting for me to start. Down it came. I went blank, forgot the words, and froze in horror. A hush fell over the audience, and Mr. Harrison turned a critical eye towards me. He started mouthing the first line of my song before raising his hand again.

			“The pale moon was rising” emerged from my mouth, and the words, accompanied by gasps for breath, kept flowing during the first verse. By the time I reached the chorus, I was nearly adjusted. Mr. Harrison appeared more relaxed, and just after thinking the torture would end, I forgot the lines of the second verse.

			I shot a look at Mr. Harrison that clearly said, “Help!” His beautiful tenor came in softly, singing the first line and, continuing with him, I managed to get to the end of the song.

			This event caused trauma related to singing that lasted for years. In fact, it permeated every area of performance. As a child and teenager, it was safe to be part of a group and relatively anonymous, but completely unsafe when all eyes were on me. I was torn between two conflicting desires: one desire was to be exactly like others, while another part was proud and happy to excel at something and to be distinguished from the crowd. These conflicting feelings stayed with me into middle age and served as great teachers.

			It’s rare that we go through childhood without experiencing a painful or even traumatic event. Our karma, both positive and negative, brought in from past lives, usually begins to unfold early in life. Traumas are not accidental and often serve as lessons that wouldn’t be learned otherwise. However, it’s not easy at the moment, and it can take years before we understand what we were meant to learn from them. For example, our own pain might help us learn forgiveness, humility, or compassion for others’ suffering. It might also lead us on a healing journey to understand “why” we fear something, such as speaking or singing in public. Perhaps, in another life, we were killed for sharing opinions different from others.

			Looking back on childhood, I am grateful to have experienced visions and gifts from other realities. Now, I understand more fully why they were not regular occurrences. Living in that mystical world for extended periods as a child would have been difficult. It might have unsettled me emotionally and led to instability, especially in the Western world where I grew up. I lacked spiritual teachers or even supporters for my mystical gifts, and awakened teachers are still sadly absent in our Western society.

			Many children possess spiritual or other talents that are often deemed unacceptable or misunderstood in Western society. They frequently cannot express these gifts and, when they do, risk being sent to professionals for normalization. Instead of recognizing the genius and diverse intelligences among them, many children are stifled, which leads to a lack of diversity and excellence in our culture.

			Nevertheless, even as a child and teenager, my environment was perfect for my soul and personality development. I was not born in India to parents who practiced meditation. My parents were hardworking, relatively poor, and honest and they were respected in their community and embodied small-town Canadian values. Even now, I am thankful for this upbringing, during which I received positive reinforcement for being helpful to others. By age 13, I was helping my parents in their store and also did housework for Mom on Saturdays. Like my parents, I was responsible and dependable in interactions with others.

			

			I was no saint. I fought with my younger brother, as many teenagers do, and I had a bad temper whenever I thought Mark was receiving more of something than me. Fortunately, I developed a greater concern for others as I grew older, and this initial seed blossomed into compassion in adulthood. Each of us possesses different strengths. I was born with more wisdom than love. Through my family and childhood upbringing, I began to cultivate compassion for others. The Divine Spirit, working in conjunction with my soul and karma, had given me a supportive family and circumstances that allowed me to learn this.

			In early years, I didn't understand the importance of karma as the foundation on which we must awaken pathways to consciousness. I mainly learned by living through experiences and becoming conscious of what worked and what didn’t in my life. It was a period of unfolding, of budding, of discovery.

		

	
		

		
			3
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			Stepping Forward
and Near Death

			With only average grades in primary school, I was placed in a commercial stream in secondary school. Our first class was home economics, in which the teacher showed us how to make jello. Most of the girls in the class wore lots of makeup and were drooling over football players. I, on the other hand, found the studious boys, who were not in my class, more interesting. More than ever, I felt different from my classmates but didn’t know how to fix the situation.

			One day, I overheard Sherry, one of the girls in my class, say to another girl, Ann, “I’m going to study hard and get into the academic stream next year.”

			Ann replied, “Me, too.”

			Eureka! The solution to my dilemma. “I’m going to study and get into the academic stream too,” I told them.

			Sherry looked at Ann, and they both burst out laughing, clearly finding it hard to believe that I could pull it off. Just like when Janice challenged me publicly in the athletic competition, when mocked and dismissed as inadequate, my willpower took over. After improving my grades, I entered the academic track the next year, where I continued to be an average student. Biology, English, and Ancient History were my favorite subjects, with the expected result of not doing well in other classes. The five years in secondary school went by without major ups or downs, but one part of my final year at age 18 was truly enjoyable: I participated in a musical revue called Spring Run Off that toured southern Ontario.

			My boyfriend, Mike, was the talented musician behind this musical and dramatic production. He took on the roles of producer, director, and conductor, and our cast was made up entirely of high school students. I sang and acted in the chorus but had no desire for further glories. When Mike asked me to sing the song “Summertime” as a solo, I, still clinging to the memory of the singing trauma five years earlier, was quick to refuse. My grades suffered because of involvement with the revue, but I had no regrets. We had a good time, and it was a great learning experience. Additionally, it served as a diversion from thinking about what to do after graduation.

			Dad recommended taking a one-year secretarial course. He had left school at just 14, and by the time I graduated, he was 64, belonging to an older generation when women did not attend university. University was not part of his mindset. Mom, on the other hand, believed that becoming a flight attendant was the ideal path. That had been her big dream, and it would let me travel the world and live an exciting life—the life she hadn’t lived. Instead, she started working in her aunt’s hardware store at 16 to support her family financially.

			There were no role models for university in my immediate or extended family. I applied because my female friends were going, there weren’t many interesting options, and studying mysticism to develop spiritual gifts wasn’t among them. My parents supported this decision. They didn’t always understand my choices, but they backed whatever I decided to do. They trusted my judgment, and I, in turn, tried not to disappoint them.

			I was accepted into a general arts program at the University of Toronto, but was denied residence due to my grades not meeting the required standards. Going to see Miss Carmichael, the Dean of Women at Victoria College, I appealed to her to reconsider.

			“Why are your grades so low?” she asked, sounding dubious. “Do you have a reason that would justify allowing you into residence?”

			“My grades are low due to my involvement in the musical Spring Run Off,” I replied. “Additionally, I was working part-time during the school year to save enough money for university, since my family cannot afford to send me.”
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