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“Very proud of you for wanting to make a real difference to so many people! –  Colena, Lloydminster, Alberta
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Dedicated

to my Grandmother:

Thank you for teaching me 

to believe in God!

The Nine Spiritual Gifts

The variety and the unity of gifts

In the New Testament my favourite story is “The Gifts.” 

Corinthians 1, Chapter 12, Verse 4-11 

(Maybe a little differently worded depending on which Bible you have).
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The variety and the unity of gifts.
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There are many different gifts, but it is always the same Spirit; there are many different ways of serving, but it is always the same Lord. There are many different forms of activity, but in everybody it is the same God who is at work in them all. The particular manifestation of the Spirit granted to each one is to be used for the general good. 

To one is given from the Spirit the gift of utterance expressing wisdom; to another the gift of utterance expressing knowledge; in accordance with the same spirit to another, faith, from the same Spirit; and to another, the gifts of healing, through the same Spirit; to another, the working of miracles; to another prophecy; to another, the power of distinguishing spirits; to one, the gift of different tongues and to another, the interpretation of tongues. But at work in all these is one and the same Spirit, distributing them at will to each individual.

The New Jerusalem Bible

Preface

––––––––
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ANY CARING GRANDDAUGHTER would want to ease her grandmother’s pain and fears. 

Especially her fear of death. 

When I started writing this, my Grandmother was turning ninety-three years old and had told me that she had a fear of dying. That each night she fears that she will not wake up in the morning, that today might be her last day here on Earth. 

When I was a child, I went to church with her every Sunday. I remember her once talking to me about not being sure if she was good enough to get into Heaven, even though she knew she wasn’t bad enough to go to Hell. We had talked about Purgatory and Limbo (this is where a newly passed soul waits for Judgment Day). At the time, I found this conversation very odd, since she was a practicing Catholic.

My Gran is worried that she is not good enough to get into Heaven, but I believe that not knowing ahead of time if she gets to go through those Pearly Gates is her real problem. By the way, I don’t know a person more deserving to get into Heaven than my Gran.

I believe it is time to tell my story, my encounters with the afterlife, angels, ghosts, and even demons. I believe that not knowing this information can cause unnecessary worry. Not knowing, and staying in the dark is a choice, but knowing ahead of time could help your soul to evolve.

I pray my story inspires you to prepare yourself while on Earth, for your afterlife. Learning this essential message of crossing over and making sure you go through those Pearly Gates and into the love-light energy. Reading this may not only save yourself unnecessary grief, but you may save a loved one from an eternity of hopeless distress!

Open your eyes and Believe. . .

Journey of a Soul

Awaken to the spirit world, 

for there lies your 

gifts granted by Spirit.

Constance Santego

Fact:

––––––––
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All biblical references, science, and Tamara’s (Constance’s) personal ghost stories and teachings are real (slightly changed to fit the character of Tamara). This novel was written as a story inspired by Spirit, to give you, the reader, a new perspective, a unique way to learn, and a new opportunity to empower your life. And when it is time, be assured that you will gain entry through those Pearly Gates. 

All locations and characters other than Tamara are fictional, but coincidentally I had a hoot picking the New York City locations that my characters lived in, (Truth be told, at the time of this writing, I haven’t had the pleasure of being to the Big Apple. But now that my characters are from there, I am going to have to go visit. It feels like home). 

Prologue

––––––––
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“It’s a fact that speaking about ghosts and spirits makes most people very uncomfortable. The thought that something that most of us cannot see, hear, feel, or know could exist amongst us. Ever wonder what a ghost does in the afterlife? Ever wonder what is waiting for you in the afterlife?” Tamara said as she walked onto the stage.

“Do you know that fear of death is programmed into our genetics? That we will do almost anything in our power to stay alive. Did you know that fear is formed as an automatic feeling in our reptilian brain as we are developing in our mother’s womb? Fear is a natural animal instinct to stay clear of danger and harm.” 

Tamara slowly turned her head from one shoulder to the other, skimming over the many faces in the audience. 

“Maybe we fear death because we are afraid of something evil. I am assuming that many of you were brought up with stories about the Devil. Is evil why we fear death so much? Or is evil why we fear ghosts and spirits so much?”

Tamara paused a moment for a more dramatic effect. She wanted the audience to have a moment of contemplation before she continued.

“There is physical proof painted on walls inside of many caves all around the world.” She insinuated the grandness of the world by gesturing with the movement of her hand. 

“Maxime Aubert, archaeologist, and geochemist used a technique he developed to date some of the paintings to at least 35,000 years old. For what reason do you think that our ancestors would paint a message on a cave wall?

Tamara took a sip of water to give time for the audience to think. “Why did past generations think that it was so important to leave drawings of images and symbols for future generations to find?  Have any of you ever wondered why?” Tamara could see some heads nodding yes. 

“Personally, I am fascinated. I believe the drawings have been left behind for us to find so that we can receive a message, a lesson that we can benefit from, or maybe it is a warning for protection in the afterlife, such as the symbols inscribed on the walls of the Egyptian Pyramids of the Pharaoh’s tombs.”

Tamara took a long pause and closed her eyes for a brief moment. Then she asked, “Have you prepared for death? And, I do not mean your estate and finances.” 

With a bit of a smirk, Tamara asked, “I have a weird question for you. Does a rock fear death? I am asking because science has proven that rocks grow and change form. It’s true. Many of you are wearing jewelry tonight, go ahead and look at your diamonds, gold, and crystals. 

We are taught in school that rocks are not alive, because they are not carbon-based. But coal changes overtime and creates diamonds. Gold changes over time and creates different karats 10, 12, 14, 24. Even the point of a crystal in a geode will continually grow and become bigger with time. If something grows and changes form, is it not alive? And if we believe something is non-living, is it dead?” Tamara gave another pause for a few extra seconds after asking these insightful questions to the audience. 

“Even though I have been told that ghosts are not real and are definitely non-living, it is in my professional belief as a medium, that ghosts are real, and they do fear death. Trust me when I say it takes a lot of persuading to help a ghost move on from this world. To move away from all the human memories, experiences, and safety they had living here on Earth.”

Tamara could hear quiet talking among the audience in response to what she just said. 

“I believe that one day soon, science will prove the fact that a soul emerges from ‘the cocoon’ of the human body and can choose to become a ghost or a spirit.  

Ask yourself this question, ‘Where am I going after I die?’ 

What happens to your soul if you end up somewhere you don’t want to be? How are you going to get a message to your loved ones back home that you need help?” 

Chapter 1

––––––––
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The memories appeared swiftly... as if the sun rising and setting were years passing instead of days.

A weeping mother.

Susannah Constantine gazed at her from across an aisle whose plush carpets ran red as blood. On the far side of the room, the woman stood facing her, motionless, solemn, her tear-stained face hidden by a veil. In her hands, she grasped a rosary, rubbing a bead as her lips moved silently. The stillness of death was in the room.  

No, the woman sobbed. She’s too young.

Susannah heard the words as if she heard them inside her head. “Mom, why are you crying?” she called out, but her voice made no sound.

Look for Grandpa. Say hi to him from me, she whispered. Go to the light, Susannah, go into the light!

Susannah took a step towards her mother, but she could see the carpet twisting into a gust of wind picking up velocity. Instantly she was caught twirling round and round as if she was in a relentless tornado tearing her away. 

When Susannah opened her eyes again to see her mother, the room had become a speck in the solar system. There were wisps of energy like a cold winter’s breeze, nipping at her from all directions. Her body seemed to have vanished, and in its place was a ghostly figure that flickered like a candle flame dancing with the air. She could hear her name being called as if it were angelic echoes in a vast canyon of emptiness. 

The darkness was getting brighter, and with every second, she could see more and more light. She was being drawn to the radiance as if she was a mesmerized moth. The luminous light was a magnet pulling her closer and closer. She could not escape.

Susannah was disoriented, and her memory was foggy. All she could remember was. . . try, try to remember. As Susannah tried to focus, she noticed a faint glimmer. She tried to move closer, but her feet would not move. Looking down, she gasped, for she had no feet or hands, just a vaporous body that floated in the mystical energy. 

As she looked up, the twinkle of light caught her attention again. The opulent sparkle of the gates was incredible. There was no mineral back home that could create that shimmer. It was like imagining opalescent paint covering the pearl essence of an ocean shell under the most transparent blue water. 

Now she could see a vaporous shadow of a figure standing just inside the gates. As she thought of the form, she instantly was there, lightly floating just outside of the elaborately ornate gates. 

The entrance was as magnificent as in any Hollywood movie. Silver and gold metal with carved designs etched into the surface. If one looked at the detail of the gate, there was an intertwined story engraved throughout the framework. 

Between the spaces of the metallic bars, you could see in the distance the most luminously colored tranquil garden. 

“I have never seen flowers as beautiful as those,” Susannah called out. She pushed on the gates to open them, but they were locked. “Can you please open the gates? I want to come in,” she asked the figure standing with it’s back to her.

The figure turned around and became opaque. It took the form of a man walking towards her, holding out his ancient hand as if expecting something from her. 

“Who are you?” Susannah whispered.

In response, the man slowly turned his hand and brought it back to his side. He was strikingly beautiful, and yet older than Susannah had imagined. Majestic, noble, ageless, like an everlasting saint. He had a stern set jaw, deep soulful eyes, and long silver-grey wavy hair that tickled his shoulders as he moved. He wore around his neck, an intricately designed vintage brass skeleton key strung through a thick pewter chain.

Susannah sensed she knew him, trusted him. But how? Why?

He pointed now to a very rustic, thick padlock. Even Samson, the man with immense strength to aid him against his enemies and allow him to perform superhuman feats, even he could not break this apart.

Susannah noticed carved in the lock was a glowing symbol, a burning cross with an ‘S’ etched deep into the metal. S? She thought, uncertain. As in . . . Susannah? “Is that . . . me?”

The man’s face revealed nothing. You do not believe, you may not gain entrance, he sent the thought to her and silently walked away, disappearing into the garden as if he was never there.

“Wait, wait, please come back! How do I get into the garden?” Susannah yelled.

Without warning, she began being pulled like a particle of dust into a vacuum, deeper and deeper into the abyss. Her entire body vibrated intensely, and then, in a twinkle of an eye, she exploded into fragments of disheartened darkness.

Chapter 2

––––––––
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“Lexi, save me from them!” The terror of hearing her dead sister’s startling scream immobilized her. She struggled to catch her breath as she tried desperately to awake from the horrific nightmare. Fear overtook her as she recalled her dead sister’s voice. 

She had dreamed that clawing at her sister’s soul was a horde of dark and evil forms resembling giant ghostly moths, demons, and wildly dark energy-sucking creatures. They were grabbing savagely with outstretched hands—wanting to devour her as if she was their last meal. The worst horror movie could not portray the evil that was trying to steal her sister’s life-force energy. Pulling the perspiration-soaked duvet aside, she quickly got out of her king-size bed, to escape the vivid images of those demons. 

It was only a dream, she kept saying to herself as she went to get a glass of water from the fridge. It’s only a dream. Lexi wasn’t sure if that was Hell, but she knew it definitely wasn’t Heaven.

It wasn’t even twenty-four hours since she last heard Susannah alive. Why, God, why? How could you do such an unjust thing and take such a beautiful soul from this Earth, from me? She was far too young, only thirty-five. She had barely lived her life, let alone fallen in love and married the man of her dreams. She hadn’t had the baby girl she always talked about having one day. 

Grabbing a blanket, she curled up into the fetal position on her couch, there was no way she was going back to bed . . . with those demonic entities, real or not.

By midday, Lexi still couldn’t shake the terrifying memory of the dream. Every time the nightmare and the sound of Susannah’s voice crept back into her thoughts; it created an eerie feeling deep in her gut. Oh, my god, this horrible feeling has to stop. As the day progressed, she knew that this gut-wrenching feeling was not just because she was mourning the loss of her sister. 

How was she supposed to go over to her moms in an hour to help with the funeral arrangements? The dreadful feeling wouldn’t go away. She tried to will the thoughts away by turning on the radio and playing loud music. Turning it up even louder . . . that didn’t stop the terrifying voice screaming for help in her head. Not being a pill popper, she went to the bathroom cabinet and took a couple of aspirin, for the pain was getting unbearable. 

It was almost time to go to her mom’s, but her head was killing her, the memory of the demons and dark entities grabbing at her sister was driving her mad. Why? What does the dream mean? Are you trying to tell me something, Susannah? She didn’t know how she knew, but somehow, she knew that Susannah was in real trouble and needed her help. 

Sitting on her couch, Lexi tilted her head forward and brought her hands up to caress her temples. Oh God, please help me. I beg of you to help me through this. If my sister, Susannah is in trouble, show me a sign.

As if by magic, a commercial came on the radio. Lexi heard the ending of it...ask and you shall . . . what did it say? . . . find. She didn’t know what the commercial was really about, but it did bring an insightful thought to her mind . . . to find someone who could help her. 

Knowing that she was supposed to be on her way to her mom’s, she texted her that she was running a bit late. Taking care of Susannah’s soul is more critical. 

Leaning back on the couch, she couldn’t get the idea out of her head. Who could help me with this dream? 

A moment later a ridiculous idea pops into her head, she picks up her phone and Googled Psychic Mediums. 

Scanning quickly through the listings to see if one would jump out at her, but none did. Taking her time, she started to read each person’s website. It was so hard to decide. Is this person legit? Are they just after my money? Will the person be able to help Susannah? 

Finally, she just took a breath and prayed up to God for help. Please help me find a person who can help Susannah. 

As she scrolled through the listings, a sentence caught her attention. ARE YOU SEEKING TO SPEAK WITH YOUR SISTER, MOTHER OR ANOTHER LOVED ONE? Yes, that is precisely what I want to do, talk to Susannah. 

Growing up Catholic, she had never really believed in this stuff. Despite her faith, this horrible feeling of her sister’s soul being tormented seemed worth the try. What could it hurt? She clicked on the link and called the medium.

A moment later a lady’s voice answered the other line, “Hello, this is Tamara, how may I help you?” 

“Hi, I’m not exactly sure. I have this feeling that my sister is in terrible trouble, and it won’t go away.”  

Tamara was used to these kinds of calls, and asked, “When did she die?” 

“Yesterday.”

“I see. I am sorry for your loss,” Tamara said, with sincere condolence in her voice. Tingles started to run down her arms and legs, Tamara was getting a message from her angels that this girl’s sister was really in trouble and needed her help, pronto. Deciding not to ignore or take the message lightly, she said, “Do you have time today to come in and see me? I have an opening-round three if you can make that work.” Tamara knew she would have to cancel her plans to go for a late lunch with her fiancé, but he was getting used to her work, spirits came first.

“Oh yes, thank you! I can make that happen.” Lexi wrote down the address Tamara gave her and said, “See you soon.” She was scared to tell her mom what she was really doing, so instead, she texted her that she had a few more errands to run and would be over much later than she initially thought, and would bring dinner with her for the two of them. 

Her mom was the type of mother that liked to do everything anyway, so Lexi really didn’t have much to do for the funeral arrangements but be supportive. 

As she was still in her P.J.’s, with only an hour to get dressed and drive over to Tamara’s, she had to rush. 

Chapter 3

––––––––
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Pulling up to the address which Lexi had written down, she had to reread it to make sure she was at the right place. It was a Brownstone, not an office building. Yep, correct address. Lucky for her, there was a free spot along the boulevard to park her car. Sitting in her car, staring at the townhouse, she had to wonder if what she was about to do was rational. Everything she was taught as a kid discredited psychics and mediums. It said in the Bible not to go to a soothsayer, augur or sorcerer, weaver of spells, consulter of ghosts or mediums, or necromancer—which is a practice of magic involving communication with the dead. What am I doing?

As she timidly walked up the stairs to the entrance, hesitant about knocking, lingering in the air was the most pleasantly soothing sweet and herbal fragrance. Distracting her for a moment as she looked around to see where it was coming from. She figured it was the purple flowers growing in a small container by the front door. As she looked closer to the planter, she noticed small gemstones strategically placed in and nearby the plant.

Lexi took a breath, as the terrifying cry of her sister’s voice crept back into her memory, “Lexi, save me from them!”

Just as she was about to get the courage to knock, a lovely lady in her early forties with the friendliest smile opened the door. Gesturing for Lexi to come in, Tamara said, “Hi, I’m Tamara. Come on in.” ​

Tamara didn’t look like what Lexi expected to see. She was expecting someone dressed more like a gypsy. Like what you would see in the movies. Instead, Tamara was dressed in black slacks and a beautiful blue blouse, with her dark hair curled and pulled back with sparkly barrettes. Pretty for her age.

“Hi. Thanks for meeting with me so fast. I don’t know if it matters, but my real name is Alexandra, but everyone calls me Lexi.” 

“Good to know, but it will not matter for today,” Tamara said as she led Lexi through the house to the reading room. 

Entering Tamara’s home, Lexi quickly glanced around, noticing that Tamara resided in the first two floors of the Brownstone. It was a quaint older home in Brooklyn Heights, clean, tidy, and very tastefully decorated. Very modern for the age of the building. Starting to feel nervous, and sick to her stomach, Lexi began to make small talk about how lovely Tamara’s home was. 

“Thank you. My grandparents on my mom’s side bought it many years ago. I decided to move back to Brooklyn and look after it for them when they had to move into a retirement center.” 

Tamara knew how anxious and edgy her clients were the first time they came to see her. Lexi seemed even more so. Not only could she feel it in her own body, but she could also see it in her subtle body language, her heartbeat was racing, her breath was faster, her eyes seemed glossy, and she was saying trivial things to cover up her fear. 

Tamara knew that these were all normal reactions when a person is about to communicate for the first time with the spirit world. It wasn’t quite terror, but fear of some type. 

Tamara had been doing single mediumship sessions and group seances for over ten years. She still had a hard time with the fact that when someone asked her what she did for a living, her answer was, I speak to the dead. Growing up, her grandmother could read teacups for fun, but she knew of no one else in her family who had a Biblical ‘Spiritual Gift.’ Tamara’s gift became undeniable one day at work. It had started with a mild headache, and then the next thing she knew, there were voices in her head wanting to talk to the person she was doing a Reflexology foot massage on. Bizarre how life goes. One moment everything is ordinary and mundane, and then the next, you become an outcast believed to be practicing witchcraft.

Tamara was looking at a tall and skinny woman in her mid-thirties. Lexi reminded her of a modern-day dark-haired Twiggy. She noticed that her hair was pulled back and styled in a sexy bun. And her eyelashes were so naturally dark, thick, and long that she didn’t seem to need make-up. At first glance, you might think she was a lawyer with the brand-new expensive business suit that she was wearing. But the sparkly high heels didn’t quite go with the lawful image. 

Trying to calm Lexi’s nerves, she said, “There are three suites in the building beside this one . . . Come, have a seat over here at the table. I made some Chamomile tea; would you like some?”

Still feeling nervous and that she might have made a mistake making an appointment with a psychic medium, Lexi said, “Yes, that would be nice. Thank you,” and sat down on an antique wooden chair that matched a round table situated in the center of the small dining room. Susannah would have loved this set, she thought to herself. Covering the table was a bright and beautiful cobalt blue velvet fabric, without hesitation, Lexi caressed the soft material. She had expected a crystal globe placed in the middle like you would see in a psychic gypsy photo, but there wasn’t one. Instead, to her left was a charming clear vase with a lit aromatherapy candle, giving off the same scent as the flowers outside. Lavender, she thought to herself.

Tamara placed a teacup beside Lexi and sat down opposite her, saying, “In a moment, Lexi, I am going to have you call upon your sister. It’s kind of like making a telephone call. She has a choice to answer you or not. We must always be respectful and courteous of the spirit world.” 

Disappointed, Lexi unconsciously crossed her arms. “You mean, there is a chance that we will not be able to talk to her today?” I knew this was too good to be true, she is after my money.

“Yes, but that rarely happens,” Tamara assured her. “Let’s begin. I would like you to place your hands facing down on top of mine, please.” As Tamara took Lexi’s hands in hers, she continued, “Take a couple of deep breaths, breathing in all the way down to your toes, and exhale. One more time. Slow deep breath . . . in and out." 

Hope flashed in Lexi's eyes as she followed Tamara's instruction and took a few deep breaths. It seemed to calm her nerves even more than the scent from the candle.

Tamara had her eyes closed, as she said, “Alright, Lexi, I would like you to say out loud, three times please, your sister’s full name.” 

Coincidently, at the same moment, Lexi said her last, Susannah Grace Constantine, the flame of the candle, danced wildly. Holding her breath, she knew something had just entered the room. Oh, my God, what did I just get myself into? It sent a spooky tingling feeling throughout her entire body. Terrified of defying God she unknowingly squeezed Tamara’s hands. Her heart started to race, and panic started to take over her body.

Tamara broke the tension by lightly but confidently squeezing back, holding onto Lexi’s hands like a mother would when her child is scared. Before Lexi jumped out of her skin and the chair, she said, “Lexi, I am going to describe to you who has come. It is not a female. It is a man. Tall, he’s about six-foot-one inch, with darker hair, with a little grey at the sideburns. Athletic build. Well-dressed, but I think he wears something different most days. Um, I think those are scrubs, like a doctor would wear. And, I am getting the first letter of a name, an ‘M’. Does this make sense to you?” Tamara opened her eyes to look at Lexi’s while she answered. 

Lexi shockingly nodded her head up and down, yes. Tears suddenly started to roll down her cheeks, her voice seemed to vanish for a moment, but she was able to force out, “Yes. That’s my dad, Marcus, that you just described. He was a surgeon. He died four years ago. How could you know that he wore scrubs?”

Tamara was used to the shivers that ran up and down her back, arms, and legs when a spirit presented itself. This was the cool part when she knew for a fact that she just conjured a spirit. Not answering Lexi’s question, she said, “Lexi, I am confused, because your dad came and not your sister. We called for your sister, so he shouldn’t have come unless something is wrong. Give me a moment, I need to ask him some questions.” Tamara shut her eyes as she went within to seek the answers.

Letting go of Tamara’s hands, wide-eyed and very anxious, Lexi shifted to the edge of her chair and waited. My dad, she contacted my dad. This can’t be happening. But she knew things about him that there was no way she should have. I haven’t even given her my last name, so, she couldn’t have Googled anything . . . Dad... is it possible?

Tamara opened her eyes and forwarded the message from Marcus. “Lexi, your dad said that you were right. Susannah never made it into Heaven. He said she is lost in a place called the Void.”

Lexi took a deep breath to try to believe what she was hearing, “Wait, I don’t understand. What and where is the Void?” 

“I am sure you have heard about ghosts?” Tamara said.

“Of course, in movies.”

“Yes, Hollywood does a great job of portraying them in a gas or vaporous state. I’ll try to make this as simple as I can. To save your sister I need you to believe.” 

“I see. You need me to believe in ghosts,” Lexi said shaking her head in disbelief.

“Yes. New science is starting to lean towards the belief that ghosts and spirits are in a state of energy that is made up of both matter and anti-matter. Lexi, before I can tell you what the Void is, I need you to understand the most significant difference and concern between a ghost and a spirit.”

“I don’t understand. Why is it so important for me to know this?” Lexi was having a hard time believing that ghosts and spirits were real.

“It is important because whatever you believe becomes your reality. If you believe they exist then they do, if you don’t then they don’t.”

“Let me get this straight. What you are trying to tell me is that I have to believe in ghosts?” Lexi was staring at Tamara, dumbfounded. Not sure what to say to that.

“Lexi, I want you to imagine that you lost a metal ring in the garden, and you cannot find it by looking. So, you dig around in the dirt, but you cannot feel it either. And of course, a metal ring will not make a noise that you can hear, so you cannot hear it, taste it or smell it. But you ‘know’ it is there, somewhere. You know that you lost it. It has to be there. You’ve tried finding it yourself but with no luck, so you decide to get something that can detect it.”

“Okay, that would make sense, like a metal detector.” Lexi had to use one once at her mom’s house to find the main water shut off in the front yard. The cap to it was metal and some grass had grown over, hiding it.

“Exactly. You needed to use something that could detect what you could not. This is similar to sensing or detecting a ghost or spirit. You need to use something else than your five senses to detect them.”

Lexi was still trying to make sense of what Tamara was trying to say but she understood the part that she needed something else to detect a ghost, that made sense.

“Lexi, you need to use your sixth sense or extrasensory perception in this case.”

“Are you kidding me? I am supposed to believe that I have a sixth sense?” Lexi was shaking her head again in disbelief.

Tamara ignored the body language and tone of voice that Lexi was using. “Now the difference between a ghost and a spirit is that a ghost is a person who died, and for whatever reason is now stuck to a person, place, or thing on Earth. The problem with being a ghost is that it has no freedom to move very far on its own. Whereas a spirit is free, like your dad, he can move from place to place, and through many energy levels or dimensions.” Tamara looked directly into Lexi’s eyes and said, “Lexi, the seriousness of this is that your sister is neither a spirit nor a ghost. It was her lack of belief in the afterlife that sent her into the Void. She is considered a lost soul.” 

Lexi was almost in tears. “You are still not making any sense. I don’t understand.” She knew by the look on Tamara’s face that something was seriously wrong.

“Lexi, your sister, is in the Void, and I can't contact her. I can only talk to spirits that are in the spirit world or that are ghosts stuck here on Earth. I am sorry. This has never happened to me before, where a soul went into the Void. I have had it where a soul did not want to talk and so nobody answered when I called. I have had a dark entity pretend to be the person I was trying to contact, but this is new. If it wasn’t for your dad confirming your dream and giving us this urgent message about your sister, we wouldn’t ever have found her.”  

“So, what do we do now?  We have to help her! I cannot rest knowing Susannah is in that horrible place!” Lexi said frantically.

Tamara answered by saying, “Give me another moment. I need to ask my spirit guides how to help us with this situation.” Taking another deep breath, Tamara shut her eyes again.  

Lexi was spellbound by watching Tamara’s face change as she meditated. It seemed as if Tamara almost disappeared for a split second, her face vanishing and then coming back. Great, now I am starting to hallucinate. Lexi tried to calm down by taking a few more deep breaths.

A few seconds later, Tamara opened her eyes, smiled, and said, “I called upon Archangel Michael. He is an angel in Heaven that helps me when I have a client that has a lost soul or a dark entity attached to them. I help him send the soul home. And from what I can understand, it’s you, Lexi. You are the only person who can save your sister and bring her back so she can ascend into Heaven.”

Dumbfounded, Lexi just stared at Tamara. She may as well have said that she could ride a dragon and save the world. It all seemed overwhelming. I am the only one who can save my sister, but how? 

Tamara stood up to end the session. “Lexi, I wish I could have magically helped you today, but your situation is going to need what some people would call a miracle. Before I can help you, you are going to need to believe. Not just in Heaven, but I need you to believe in the spirit world.”

“Uh, huh.” Shaking her head, yes, but disbelieving what Tamara was saying. What the... spirit world. Demons, ghosts, and spirits, yep, I have officially lost my mind. Being polite, Lexi said, “Thank you. I knew the dream meant something, but I didn’t expect this. I think I am more confused now than before I came.” 

“Lexi, I am giving a speech this Tuesday night at seven. It will be in a hotel right here in Brooklyn. Please come, I will be speaking about the spirit world. I think it may help you to understand more about spirits.” Going into her purse, Tamara pulled something out and passed it to Lexi, “Here is a ticket to get in.” 

Taking the ticket from Tamara, Lexi turned to leave and then stopped abruptly. “I forgot to pay you.” 

Tamara shook her head. “No, not this time. Not until I can receive the answers from my angels and guides how to help you save Susannah’s soul, then you can pay me.” And with that, Tamara showed Lexi to the front door.

Chapter 4

––––––––
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Completely forgetting to pick up dinner, Lexi drove to her mom’s house. Lexi loved this old house, it held so many happy memories. It was home to her for most of her life. Her parents had bought the house thirty-five years ago. One year after they were married and just in time to welcome their first child into the world, a daughter named Susannah. At the time of the purchase, her dad was finishing his medical degree, becoming a general surgeon, he would start his fellowship the following year. 

Lexi’s family’s home was in the part of Brooklyn famous for it’s incredible Christmas lights display, Dyker Heights. Her parents said they had bought the house because it was a rare find in New York City to have a two-car driveway and a big private back yard. But Lexi believed they bought it because it was prestigious and that it pleased her grandparents, on both sides. A three-story home, with its ten-foot-high ceilings, parlor, library, massive kitchen with butler’s pantry, grand ornamental fireplace in the living room, five bedrooms, and let’s not forget the servant’s quarters.

A single tear escaped and trickled down her cheek as she pulled into the driveway and put the gear shift into park. She just sat in her car, motionless. The last couple of days emotions and memories were now coming to the surface, spilling over. As she sat there in her car, she imagined herself growing up in this house with Susannah. All the late-night laughing fits when they thought their parents were asleep. Crying on Susannah’s shoulder when her first boyfriend in sixth grade moved away. What she would give to even revisit the days when they argued and fought over stupid things like secretly borrowing Susannah’s shirt and returning it ruined, who knew grass stains didn’t come out. 

Her heart ached for Susannah so badly that she thought it was going to break. What am I going to do? Who is going to be there to listen to my adventures or my woes? Sobbing uncontrollably now, Oh, my God, Susannah I don’t want to live without you. You were my best friend. Her lip started to tremble. Growing up we told each other everything. Another great sob escaped her lips, not being able to control her feelings, she covered her face with shaking hands.

Wiping away her tears, Lexi didn’t know how much time had passed since she parked the car. Here I am going on about poor me, boohoo. Here you are Susannah, being tormented by demons and stuck in the Void. What if Tamara is right, and I am the only one who can save you, Susannah? How is it possible that I am the one who can help you, why me? I don’t even believe in this mumbo-jumbo. 

In a zombie-like state, Lexi got out of her car and entered her mom’s house. She couldn’t bring herself to tell her mom about what she did that afternoon. How do you say to a mother that her daughter didn’t make it into Heaven and is stuck in a place called the Void? 

So instead, she just made small talk and listened to her mom chat about the funeral arrangements.

The evening seemed to pass in a blink of an eye. Lexi didn’t remember what her mom had quickly whipped up for them to eat, how long she was at her mom’s, or driving home. 

Lying there in her bed, Lexi started thinking about work. Almost a year ago, she had accepted a ridiculously insane salary as the head designer of a very famous fashion design company in the city. It had created the perfect opportunity for her to move out of her mom’s house and rent the Fifth Avenue Luxury apartment. The excuse she told her mom was that she could now safely walk to work in minutes instead of trying to get through rush hour traffic each day, which was true. The truth was that her mom kept insisting that she find a husband and start a family. At the age of thirty-four, Lexi hadn’t found Mr. Right yet. She had gone on many dates, but the men that were attracted to her seemed to want a trophy wife and her desire for being a famous fashion designer was higher on her priority list than parading around on the arm of a high society know-it-all. Yes, many of the men were considered catches and were very successful in business and their careers, but her heart sought after a man who would encourage her to continue to work and advance in her career.

Lexi wished she were more like Susannah. Susannah knew what she wanted and didn’t care what anybody thought about it, including her parents. Unlike Susannah, Lexi stayed living at the house to please her parents. They had very old fashion beliefs and even held a debutante ball when she was of age. A young lady doesn’t leave the house until she was married, was her dad’s belief. And even after her dad died, Lexi felt it was her responsibility to stay and help her mom.

Reminiscing of the past brought back more memories of Susannah. She loved to come over and visit while she helped her renovate the apartment. Susannah was ecstatic when Lexi moved out and started living on her own. 

Lexi smiled at the memory of the two of them. Susannah had a flare for the dramatics and decided Lexi’s apartment needed to reflect the brilliant creativity needed for Lexi to become a famous fashion designer. They repainted the walls bright and lively colors, different in every room; sophisticated, sexy, and breathtakingly beautiful. 

Lexi loved the nights when Susannah came back from a business trip. She would come over and share her incredible stories about working for a high-end antique collector. Her adventures of traveling to faraway places and finding the most fascinating and rare pieces of furniture, paintings, ornaments, and even jewelry at auctions and estates sales from all over the world. 

Lexi closed her eyes and wished that she had known to cherish every second that they shared together. If I only knew how little time we had left together.

Sleep came eventually. 

Lexi awoke abruptly, screaming out loud, “Susannah, where are you!” She had another disturbing dream; this time Susannah was lost, and Lexi couldn’t find her. Sitting up in bed, panic-stricken, and looking around frantically for her. She was nowhere to be found.

Getting out of bed, she remembered that today was Friday, and tomorrow was Susannah’s funeral at the Hawthorne Funeral Home. 

The memory of yesterday’s experience with Tamara, a psychic medium came rushing back. Oh my God, I have to stop the funeral! We don’t know where Susannah’s soul is. Scrambling out of bed and getting dressed, Lexi knew exactly what she had to do.   

Chapter 5

––––––––
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Nestled in bed, Reverend Edward Julien Hawthorne slept with the blankets covering everything up but his nose. The light appeared faintly through the darkened early morning clouds as he awoke abruptly from the loud and rapid pounding coming from his front doors. 

Throwing the covers aside and quickly putting his arms through the sleeves of his robe, he hurried downstairs towards the entrance. “Yes, yes, I am coming!” he hollered, trying to lessen the noise as he got closer.

The funeral home stood on a hill, silhouetted against an October gray and sodden sky. This building had also been Edward's home for all his thirty-eight years. His father and grandfather before him had lived and worked here in the family business, as morticians.

Banging on the big wooden doors of the building which will hold her sister’s funeral service tomorrow, Lexi yelled, “Reverend Hawthorne, you must let me in.” 

Lexi had never been to the Hawthorne Funeral Home, before today. She had driven by the cemetery over the years and heard about it from her dad when he was alive, but it was much more impressive in real life. She was looking at a large two-story building with a chapel attached to the left side of it; it even had a steeple, topped with a spire. The chapel looked like it could hold a couple of hundred people. 

The surrounding funeral home grounds were more like a park than a cemetery, with thousands of trees and many ponds throughout the rolling hills. Located throughout the grounds, you could see several famous monuments, mausoleums, and wooden shelters. Lexi was impressed with the craftsmanship of the buildings. The three she loved best was one resembling an Italian villa, a gothic revival style, and another resembling a Swiss chalet. She was bewitched with the magnificently detailed headstones, crypts, and sculptures. There was one sculpture in particular that caught her eye. It was an impressive larger than life, a hand-carved marble statue of Saint Michael the Archangel. His outspread wings made his form seem massive. He held in one hand a drawn sword, and in the other, he held scales. She could see that he had captured a demon whom he was standing over with one foot, keeping it at bay. 

An epiphany came to her as she stared at the statue. She just realized what the scales represented ‘virtue and sin’. Weighing the outcome of a soul’s life, were they good or bad, where will he take them in the afterlife. In this case, the scales revealed the deadly fate of the demon’s destiny.  

Even though Reverend Hawthorne was in great shape, he almost fell on his derriere as Lexi pushed her way through the now unlocked front entrance. Regaining his balance, he looked at his watch to read what time it was. 6:00 am. “There better be a good reason, Alexandra, why you have woken me up so early.” 

Barely noticing Reverend Hawthorne's dark hair, blue eyes, and height of six-foot-four inches, Lexi blurted out, “The service cannot proceed as planned. Something is wrong.” 

Gesturing for Lexi to follow him, Edward turned around and walked into a rather large and the finely decorated office just to the right. It was the same room his father and grandfather had used to meet with their clients to prepare the documents needed to have their loved ones viewing or memorial service. 

Not following in their footsteps by preparing the deceased for burial, Edward went to seminary school instead and became an ordained minister. He loved the peace of mind that he could create for a person who had lost a loved one. He had a gift to speak profound, insightful, reflective, and divine words.

“Reverend, I know this is going to sound crazy. But my sister Susannah is in serious trouble,” Lexi said, with as much poise and control as she could muster through her anguish. “The dream I had the night Susannah died was more than your typical dream. It was a traumatic nightmare. Susannah is lost, confused, and being tormented in the afterlife. No, it wasn’t a dream at all—it was a cry for help from Susannah! Reverend, she urgently needs help before her body is put into the ground for eternity!”

Even though he was only a few years older than Alexandra, he took an insightful breath. He prayed up to God for the words and wisdom needed at this moment. “Alexandra, we cannot cancel the funeral. Your mother has gone through hours of planning to have your sister’s funeral be the way she envisions. I do not think what you are asking is reasonable. Think about how your mother would feel. Alexandra, you are in distress about your sister’s passing, that’s all. It was a terrible accident, and you two were so close.”  
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