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To every seeker after the mysteries of the Universe. If you wonder whether you can incorporate your understanding into your daily life, you can.

“Then worry for nothing, for the Creator is worried for nothing.”
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In this book, we explore the ideas of astral travel and multiple planes of existence. There are many avenues to the study of spirituality. Each seeker has an individual path. The most important element is your intention.
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Prologue 

Tuttle Oklahoma, Eighteen Years Ago

Jacob King, age six, held his Grandpa Art’s frail hand. Jake was the only family member at his bedside these days. “Gramps, you told me the light would be beautiful. Can you see it?” Gramps’ eyes opened for the first time that morning and he stared enraptured at what he saw. 

It was hard for Jake to say goodbye to his Gramps. He watched with sweet pain as the old man’s spirit grew younger after it left his tired body. Jake’s heart lifted as he watched his grandfather’s soul journey into the light. 

Grandpa Art, from whom Jake inherited his gifts of sight and knowledge, was the only person in the boy’s limited experience who either believed or understood him. 

Jake’s mother grudgingly allowed their relationship to continue because his grandfather held considerable purse strings. The family had a roof over their heads and food in their bellies thanks to Gramps’ unconditional love. The old man did not harbor the religious bigotry his daughter and son in law espoused. His reward and Jake’s was his relationship with his intuitive grandson. 

Jake’s parents often piously announced, “Well, we’re good followers, but we’re poor.” Even at his tender age, Jake could see being ‘good followers’ in their highly dogmatic faith, did not preclude them from taking money from the ‘heathen’ in their midst. 

“Bye, Gramps,” Jake whispered tearfully as his parents and their close friends gathered on their knees. 

Their pastor piously remarked, “It’s a pity the old man wasn’t one of us. We tried, but he wouldn’t let go of his heathen ways.”

A young-again Gramps looked back at Jake just before the beautiful white light enveloped him entirely. “I’ll be back to visit, kiddo, don’t you fret.” 

But Jake did fret. He knew Gramps was a good man with the same amount of pride and regret, virtue and evil, love and disdain in him that plagued all mortals. He hated the way the others spoke of him. “Grandpa Art is too going to Heaven!” He insisted, only to gain his father’s wrath. 

“Don’t you contradict your elders, boy.” His father admonished, reaching for his belt buckle. “We’ll decide who’s going to Heaven, not some snot-nosed kid!”

“Aw, Manford,” a fellow church member intervened, “let it go. The boy just lost his grandfather.”

“He did too go. I saw him go into the light.” Jake insisted in a whisper of diminishing volume as he eyed his father who punished him for the slightest provocation.

Manford’s face grew red with fury. “I’ve told you before not to spout that heathen blasphemy around the members of our fold. By God, I’ll whip that devil right out of you!”

Jake cried because of the beating of course, but more than anything he cried for the physical loss of the one person he loved. Thank goodness Gramps was faithful in visiting him after his arrival on the other side. Jake would never have survived his childhood without him.

****
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BECAUSE JAKE COULD talk with spirit, he spent endless hours in the woods learning from Gramps in the years that followed. In his formative years, Gramps materialized more completely, or perhaps Jake simply had a child’s clearer sight. 

Gramps took advantage of that clear sight to show Jake how to follow the thread of vibration that told each creature’s story. He taught Jake to fly with the hawks. The hawks taught him to focus and see situations from a different and higher perspective. Jake ran with the deer and learned compassion, kindness, and unconditional love.

As Jake mastered reading the forest animals, Gramps explained that people and situations were much the same. “Follow the psychic thread to their core and let the impressions come.” 

The older Jake became, the less he visibly saw Gramps, even though his perceptions grew consistently more accurate. Before long, Jake perceived a little more than he wanted. He became reluctant to shake hands, afraid of the glimpses into private affairs the contact could engender. Still, his clairvoyance saved him from beatings, he knew when to stay away and when to lie low in his bedroom.

Gramps’ frequent visits in spirit left Jake well equipped to leave home for college. He was gifted a small sum of money and property that compounded until his eighteenth birthday. It was enough to buy an old car and pay tuition at Edmond Community College. Jake was finally out from under the thumb of his family and would never look back. 
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Las Vegas, Nevada, Present Day

This is the longest shift of my life! Jake King swabbed off the surface of the Thunderbird Casino bar and glanced at his watch which he could have sworn was running backward. Jake was sure there was a drunk and misfit convention in town, and every one of them wound up in his face tonight. He clenched and released his fists, closed his amply lashed onyx eyes in exasperation, and let out a sigh of pure torment. Once already, he’d had to help security escort an unruly customer out. He wanted to get out of here before another of the rowdies pulled a new stunt. 

This was not what he imagined work at a Las Vegas strip casino to be. Where was James Bond playing Baccarat? Where were the Bond girls? 

Jake caught many a worthy woman’s eye, and why wouldn’t he? He was prime material, or so he’d often been told. He did his time at the gym, sure. The age to build a hard-muscled, lean-hipped body was in his mid-twenties. 

The bar he serviced, just one of many dotted throughout the casino, sat in the middle of the blackjack tables. One of the blackjack regulars winked at him and gave him a commiserating smile. She’d frequently commented on his “black Irish good looks.” Yeah, all that and five bucks would get him a chai latte at Teas Around the World.

Jake wasn’t interested in that stuff. He knew good looks were an accident of genetics. Jake had plans. This job and a few windfalls from exercising his gift funded his education.

His inheritance from Gramps had seen him through two years of junior college. He’d worked a part-time job and rented an apartment with a continually changing assortment of roommates. His parents were a real annoyance begging for money. He thought his father might actually give up and get a steady job, but he never did. So when Gramps’ money got low, Jake picked up stakes and moved somewhere his relatives wouldn’t look.

He spent a little time at Stanford University in his junior year but was too late to apply for a scholarship. He couldn’t afford more than a three-credit class every semester. He met some brilliant people there but also felt dead-ended. Yeah, Stanford was a primo school, but the cost of living was astronomical. 

So Jake said goodbye to the temperate weather and rarified atmosphere of Palo Alto. He gave up the proximity to some of the best friends he’d ever known and moved to the much less expensive Las Vegas area where jobs were plentiful, and money always circulated. Jake attended the University of Nevada, Las Vegas as a full-time student in communications. He’d graduate in less than a year. The bar back job at the Thunderbird was just enough to keep body and soul together while he finished.  

He caught sight of himself in the mirrored bar, his short and sharp haircut looked a little long and not so sharp. I need a day off, if only for a trim. His lean, broad shoulders drooped with fatigue that was more than physical. With Jake’s level of sensitivity, the sheer crush of humanity in casinos—those desperate for a payoff, those on the make, and those resigned to bitter disappointment—crowded him with their emotions.

A fifty-something convention goer stood at the end of the bar, flushed with a big win, and a little high on the rum and cokes that fueled him. He jingled the change in his trouser pocket as if expecting Jake to take his order. “What do you suggest to celebrate a big win?” He challenged.

Jake looked to both sides to be sure he wasn’t observed and replied, “A soda and a taxi to the airport.”

The man snorted. “I’m upstairs in the penthouse. I’ve already been comped.”

“Milk and cookies? They’re really satisfying this time of night.”

“Are you sure you work in a casino?”

“You didn’t ask me about that. You asked me what I suggested to celebrate a big win. For you, sir, I suggest you go back to Dayton on the first flight possible, pay your daughter’s tuition, and tell your wife she can quit her second job.”

The winner glared and stalked around the end of the bar where Jake stood stacking glasses. “I don’t know who you are, or who hired you...” The man caught Jake’s wrist and jolted back in surprise, which was the usual reaction. No one touched him in anger without having a disturbing energy current set them back on their heels. The aggressor stammered and glowered. 

Jake slipped out of his grasp and laid a gentle palm on the man’s shoulder. “Sir, nobody’s after you. Your heart is open to me, that’s all. It’s open to a lot of suggestions right now, good, and bad. The good ones are waiting for you at home.”

The winner staggered back. “Huh?”  

“Have a good night, sir.” Jake folded his towel and left it. Looking down the length of the under-lit bar at the bartender, he said, “Jackie, I’m clockin’ out. Take it easy.”

****
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JAKE WAS ALMOST OUT of the employee breakroom where the time clock was kept when he was nabbed by Bunker, the casino’s bar supervisor.

“King!” He snapped. “I’ve had a complaint about you. You told a casino whale to go home to his wife and kid?”

Jake closed his eyes and prayed for patience. “Yeah. He asked me what to do to celebrate a win, and I told him.”

“Goddamnit, King! I’m not having this talk with you again!” I’ve told you before, you leave that psychic crap at home. You don’t bring it to work.”

“Yes, sir.”

“In case you haven’t noticed we make our money on fools who win and feed it all back into the machines.”

“Yes, sir. I have noticed that...”

“In my time I’ve seen every kind of superstition from rabbits foots to medals of St. Jude, to evil eyes. There is no such thing as luck or magic!”

“Yes, sir.”

“So, why would you tell this guy to go home? Your hoodoo tell you to say that?”

“No, sir. You told me.”

Bunker drew himself up indignantly. “I did not.”

Jake let an ironic smile sneak out. “Yes, sir, you did. I’ve heard you say it a dozen times, ‘the only way to win is not to play’.”

“I do say that...” Bunker admitted. “But I don’t say it around here. When did you hear me say it?”

“Oh, I don’t remember exactly, sir. Just here and there.”

Bunker shook his head in disgust. “It’s good to know you listen to me, King, but pick the correct time and place. Don’t ever say it to a player.”

“Yes, sir, I’ll remember that.” Jake waited for a beat and could practically see Bunker searching his mind for a time he would have uttered his favorite warning in Jake’s presence. “Uh, is that all?”

“Yes, that’s all. Remember what I said.”

“Yes, sir.” Jake reiterated. As he walked away, he tried to remember exactly where he had heard Bunker give that advice. It could be he’d picked it out of Bunker’s mind as he walked through the casino mentally berating the players. Huh, whaddya know?

****
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SLIPPING INTO HIS ROAD-worn 2005 Mercedes Benz C Class, Jake frowned in annoyance when the heavy metal radio station blasted at him. He dialed it down. “Not tonight.” He pushed buttons selectively, letting out a deep breath when the bass line introduced Diana Krall. You put on a good show last month, Diana, it was worth working a double. Jake took all the short cuts known to the locals, and the lights of the Las Vegas strip receded in his rear-view mirror. 

His apartment off Sahara and Paradise was not far from work. He was often teased that it was an ‘old lady’s apartment’ and he had to admit, in the strictly aesthetic sense, that was true. The average age of the residents was mid to upper eighties, and most had lived in the place at least sixty years. But Jake dug the mid-century vibe of rat-pack wealth and prominence he could read beneath the decay. In its day, this apartment house had been a ring-a-ding pad for all the swingers in town. Frank, Dino, Joey, Peter, and Sammy attended many a radioactive party here.

The door warped with the sprinkles of rain they’d had today, and Jake put a shoulder into it after he unlocked the deadbolt. He sighed. His refuge. It was good to be home. 

He kicked off his non-slip oxfords at the door, shrugged out of his black brocade vest, and padded to the kitchen for a decaf Arnold Palmer. At midnight he sat in darkness, sipping the cold drink. Ordinarily, he’d flip on The Tonight Show or take a shower, but tonight he had the strong urge to light some candles and meditate. Couldn’t hurt to let the Universe re-balance him after the day he’d had. The truth is, I haven’t felt right all week. Something teetered a millimeter away from his mental grasp. 

All week he’d been disturbed by mental glimpses of what he’d come to call ‘his’ girl on the beach. Her memory haunted him since childhood. She was his ideal woman, a face and form so perfect that, even in Vegas where beautiful women gathered by the droves, he’d never met anyone to rival his girl on the beach. In his soul, he felt their connection. Her kindness soothed him; her joy roused him. She was the ying to his yang and her absence was unbearable.

Jake stared into the candle flame as his mind wandered to a preteen memory. He was twelve and just starting to appreciate the fairer sex. Gretchen McAllister in his homeroom class definitely had his imagination in high gear. She fired many a young man’s hormones with her blossoming figure. 

Jake liked Gretchen alright, but she couldn’t compare to the woman he saw in his dreams. The girl on the beach. Jake took that problem straight to Gramps in the spirit world.

“How old are you in these dreams?” Gramps asked as Jake walked along, aimlessly peeling bark off a dead limb. “Can you see yourself or are you inhabiting a body?”

“No, I can’t see myself.”

Gramps pursed his lips, “Then I’m thinking this is a memory.”

Jake considered and nodded. “Yeah, I think it is.”

“How old is the young lady?”

“She’s old, she looks like she’s in college. Her shirt’s tied up under her you-know-what’s and her shorts are barely buttoned. Those shorts are really short.” Twelve-year-old Jake grimaced. “We’re holding hands and running. I don’t know why we’re running.”

Gramps chuckled. “I guess she’s an attractive young lady. Do you think she’s your girlfriend? Are you running from danger?”

Jake shook his head. “Not the kind of danger you mean. The kind of danger Mom’s always warning me about.”

Gramp’s squelched a laugh. “So you have feelings for this young woman?”

Jake felt his face flush. “When she looks at me, I get all twitchy.” He smoothed the front of his blue jeans and shifted from foot to foot. He looked up at his Grandfather. “If this is a memory, do you think this could be a past life?”

Gramps nodded. “We’ve talked about that; you know you’ve lived many lives before, and you may choose to live many times again after this life. What happens after you and she run on the beach? Does the dream go on?”

“It gets kind of fuzzy after that. I see us going back to, like, a big beach towel and she’s kinda straightening herself. You know, tucking in her shirt and buttoning her shorts and I’m... putting on a shirt. Her hair is really long, and blowing in the breeze. She’s thanking me for her love beads.” Jake threw up his hands. “Gramps, what are love beads?”

“Love beads were just another name for necklaces in the 1960s.”

Jake shook his head. “She keeps telling me to go to Canada, that I don’t have to report for the draft?”

“You know, many young men in those days were sent to Vietnam. Do you have this memory a lot?”

“I get flashes of it more and more now. But it’s always the two of us on the beach. We were in love. I loved her so much, Gramps.”

“Souls who love each other often reincarnate with the intention of finding each other again.”

“Yeah, but how will I know it’s her?”

“You’ll just know...”

Jake drew himself out of the memory and began his usual meditation induction, asking the Universe for protection and clarity. Mentally, he walked down a staircase of stones nestled into a forested hillside. The steps led to the edge of a tranquil pond, which he rarely reached. Jake was almost always deep into his meditative state, his consciousness far away from the confines of time and space when he reached the half-way point.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


2


[image: ]




When his foot fell on the tenth step, Jake stood before a bright blue door covered with cartoon figures. He opened it and found himself on a sidewalk outside a row of shops bordering a series of swimming pools. He walked along, admiring the sunbathers in colorful bathing suits, a perfectly blue sky, and white sand surrounding artfully laid-out cabanas. 

Before long, he felt drawn to an ice cream parlor with pacific blue siding and crisp white wood trim. Double doors led into a world of comforting confections. For him, the hues of the jars of candy and photos of comfort foods was a playland. Children giggled and squealed as overflowing silver dishes of ice cream treats were set before them. 

What a wonderful childhood they must have. Jake envied them the pleasure. His parents had been too absorbed in their strict religious beliefs to allow such pleasantry. They would have looked at the cartoon characters and cheerfully costumed staff as ‘demonic’. When I have children, I’ll bring them to a place like this. 

Jake wove between the tables of happy families, absorbing the feelings of joy. A welcoming young man waited at the counter as he approached. The man straightened the black bowtie topping his starched white shirt and blue striped apron. He greeted Jake with a friendly, “What’ll it be, Jake?”

“What’s good here?”

The bell on the door rang, and everyone stopped to look at the young woman entering. She stunned them into silence with her natural beauty as she stepped through the door in a one-piece bathing suit the color of the sun. She removed her dark glasses and hung them in the neck of her hot pink lace cover-up. Flashing an enchanting smile to the room, she took a deep breath. Gleefully, she hugged herself, and her lips moved in silent appreciation. Her full, long lashes shaded violet eyes alive with the anticipation of pleasure. She unloosed a clip in her upswept tresses, and a wealth of golden-brown hair framed her happy face.  

Jake stopped breathing. She’s the girl on the beach. He remembered running his hands through her flowing hair. It was silky and warm and smelled like plumeria. His heart soared and his words stalled at his back teeth. He gasped in a breath. All he could do was smile.

Taking a seat next to Jake at the counter, she smiled politely at him and greeted the server. Doesn’t she know me? The lingering scents of lily, cinnamon, and myrrh bewitched him. 

Another memory of another lifetime when the two of them were together flooded his awareness. For a nano-second, he had a vision of Egypt before recorded history, when the Nile valley was a verdant subtropical paradise. He was less than ten years old and walked hand in hand with a young girl. They skipped in and out between columns of a pink granite temple. As he watched, the image of the young girl superimposed itself over the woman next to him.  

“Hey, Barney!” Her cheerful voice called Jake back to the present. “I’m dying for a root beer float!”

Jake couldn’t help grinning at her. “You recommend it?”

“Barney makes the best ever.”

Jake tried to concentrate, tried to look normal in this extraordinary situation. His eyes searched her face instead of the menu, and he looked up at Barney. “Make one for me, too, please.” Jake stole another look at the girl and looked back at Barney. “How about a double veggie burger with grilled onions and mushrooms?”

The girl smacked the counter. “Grilled onions! Oh! I love it when they get caramelized. So good on burgers.” She nodded at Jake. “I love to run my fries through that buttery goodness. Barney, make me some fries with a side of grilled onions, please?”

Barney nodded over his shoulder. “Comin’ right up, Cricket!” Jake heard her name, but another echoed in his mind. 

“Nofret,” a gentle maternal voice called, “come at once. You and Merkha are tardy for prayers!” He knew the woman before him was the child, Nofret, and he had been Merkha. 

They’d been raised together in the temple of Nut, married, and lived within temple walls along the banks of the Nile. That lifetime was long and satisfying. They spent happy hours with their children, grandchildren, and great-grandchildren, serving the people of Dendera. 

Again, Jake was called back to the present and found his tongue to begin a conversation. “Cricket. What a great name! What’s Cricket short for?” She blushed, bringing roses to her peaches and cream complexion, but didn’t answer. After a beat, he went on. “My name’s Jake.” He looked around. “I’ve never been here before.”

“Really? I come here all the time.”

He studied her and began to realize the other patrons were holographic. Their actions looped every fifteen to thirty seconds. But she’s as real as I am. Why doesn’t she recognize me? “Now that I know this place is here, I’ll have to come again. So, Cricket, why did you draw me here?” 

“Don’t be silly. I don’t even know you.” She tossed her hair back over her shoulder in a way Jake found enchantingly familiar.

“Don’t you?”

“Don’t I what?”

“Isn’t there anything about me that seems familiar?”

She blushed. “I’m so sorry. Should I know you? When did we meet?”

Their food arrived. “We met a long time ago. It’s okay if you don’t remember me.” They ate in a companionable silence usually reserved for old friends, but Jake could almost see her searching her memory, trying to place him. He watched the movements and chatter from the crowd become more mechanical as time went on. 

She leaned back into the support of the bar chair and patted her stomach. “I’m stuffed with such good feelings.”

He took in her slender figure and lithe, tanned legs. “Are you a ballerina?”

She covered her mouth with a giggle. “Maybe once...” She sighed sadly. 

He decided against pursuing the subject. Jake pushed his empty plate back and spun the barstool around to face the customers. “So, no kidding, Cricket, why did you call me here?”

He read the confusion on her face. “Me? I didn’t call you...”

He beamed and took her hand, which she gave willingly. “You come here all the time. I’ve never been here before. You know we’re the only living souls here, right? This is a place you’ve created. Maybe from a memory?” 

“We often vacationed here when I was a little girl.”

“Someplace you feel safe?”

“Of course.” She leaned back and gazed into his eyes.

Jake persisted. “Are you in a place you don’t feel safe in the physical world?”

“Why would you ask me that?” Her voice grew flat.

Jake watched the atmosphere morph as they spoke. The colors dulled to a uniform grey. The windows grew bars, and the sunny day turned pitch black. Jake gestured to the darkening atmosphere. “I believe there’s something you aren’t telling me.” Her classically beautiful features saddened, and she looked away. “Do you wanna get out of here?” He offered his hand as he jumped from the barstool.

“Out of here?”

“Let’s take a walk.” 

Cricket took his hand and slid from the seat. Their footsteps echoed in the empty cavernous room. Back on the walkway, the sun pleasurably warmed his tanned skin in a friendlier way than the dry Nevada heat. 

Jake caught her elbow as they walked. “Cricket, are you in danger? I find people often call me when they’re in danger.”

She studied his face. “Why is that?”

“Oh,” he heaved a sigh, “I was bullied a lot as a kid.”

“From your classmates?”

“No, my father. He used to belt me around a lot. At seventeen I put a stop to that, and I guess in a way I’ve been fighting bullies ever since.”

“I see.” She nodded sagely but offered no more information.

“So, is someone in your life bullying you?”

“I don’t know if he’s really a bully. I mean, he just sees me differently than I see myself. He would never physically hurt me.”

“But his words are hurtful?” 

“Oh, we’re making too much of this. Thanks for coming to visit me here, Jake, or...” She gestured around, “Wherever this is. It’s very nice of you to be concerned. I have to be going now.”

“But...” Jake palmed his face with both hands, to absorb the import of her admission, shielding his ebony eyes from the sun high in the sky. When he dropped his hands, she was gone. The white fluffy clouds with light grey bellies that earlier brought a smile to his face faded. He didn’t know this place, but he needed to. He needed to find her again.

He was puzzled as to why he would recognize her, but she didn’t know him. There was no doubt in his mind they had been mates in that Egyptian lifetime. But more importantly, she was the girl on the beach
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Ordinarily Jake spent Sunday morning in bed after such a grueling week, but the meditation about Cricket the night before disturbed any rest. He put on his hiking clothes, packed a lunch, and set off for Mount Charleston for the day. At least at an elevation of ten thousand feet, the weather was about twenty degrees cooler than the Las Vegas valley. The outdoors was his church.

****
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JAKE HIKED INTO HIS favorite overlook spot on the mountain. All he could think about was his strange encounter with Cricket. They’d definitely been together in Egypt, but most importantly, she was the girl on the beach! 

“Gramps, you there?” Jake opened his canteen and took a long swallow. He noticed Gramps rarely materialized now, but he could always feel his presence and hear his voice.

“What’s on your mind, son?”

“I met the girl on the beach. There’s a problem...”

****
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THE SHADOWS ON THE mountain moved a few degrees by the time Jake finished his explanation. 

“And you think she called to you because she needs help?” Jake heard Gramp’s concern in his voice.

“She was elusive about that, but it’s the sense I got. And there’s more... I’m not sure what plane she’s on. We met on the astral plane. She hasn’t crossed over, I’m clear on that, but she’s not really...”

“Could she be ill, perhaps dying?”

Jake nodded and sighed. “I’ve asked myself that. If she’s dying, what can I do to help her?”

Gramps paused. “I’ve greeted many friends as they’ve crossed over. They have their spiritual guides, masters, and loved ones close around them at that time. There’s actually very little help needed unless it’s a soul who’s afraid to die.” 

Jake picked at the cuticle on his thumb with his index finger. “I didn’t read that from her at all. She’s visiting places she enjoys. She flirted with me until I asked if she was in danger.”

Gramps sighed, “Could she be in a coma?”

Jake’s eyes widened. “I didn’t think of that.”

“Maybe her abuse is more emotional than physical? Maybe she needs someone to bolster her sense of self?” Gramps prodded.

“Oh yeah, I would agree with that, definitely. But I feel there’s more to it... this guy may not be physically threatening her, but could she be vulnerable in some way and he’s taking advantage of her?”

“This could have been a random meeting. You may not see her again. For people as sensitive as you are, Jake, there’s constant chatter between our worlds.”

“I’m not saying you’re wrong, but Gramps, she’s the girl on the beach. I had a distinct memory of us together in Egypt, too.”

“Well, the next few days should tell the story. But remember, your young lady has angels, masters, guides, and loved ones around her all the time, just like you do. This burden is not on your shoulders.”

Jake’s tone was glum. “It sure feels that way.” Jake felt a spiritual hug from Gramps, and he held on tight to keep that feeling. “But, she’s supposed to be mine. Why doesn’t she know me?”

“Son, her perceptions might not be as sharp as yours right now. We’ve said before that your sensitivity helps you remember past lives others forget. You’ve spent your lifetime meeting her on the beach. But the truth is, people aren’t meant to remember past life details.” 

Jake hung his head and ran a hand through his hair. “She’s being normal and I’m the freak.”

“She’s probably a little more sensitive now. If she’s spending time in the ice cream parlor, she’s lingering longer than most on the astral plane.” 

Jake perked up. “You think if we keep meeting on the astral she might recognize me? How do I find her again?”

Gramps flashed images of the hawk and deer to Jake’s receptive mind. “Just like you followed the vibration of the hawk and the deer, you can follow her vibration. If it’s meant for the two of you to meet again, you will.”
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San Francisco, California

Asher Parks enjoyed brunch at the Pier Market on San Francisco’s Pier 39. He found the food acceptable to his aristocratic tastes and watching the sea lions sun on the rocks was always a delight. It also afforded him the opportunity to stroll, wearing his wolfish smile while he posed at several tourist photo spots. He was a peacock in his designer clothing. 
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