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    Advance Praise for American Psychic


     


    “Fearless and utterly fascinating . . . I have known Marla as a gifted teacher and witnessed her work first hand, and reading AMERICAN PSYCHIC, it’s clear she is as good a storyteller as she is a master of her other callings. She makes the ‘incredible’ totally relatable and the ‘impossible’ inescapable and divine.”


    —James Patrick Stuart, Emmy® nominated actor


     


    “AMERICAN PSYCHIC takes us on a journey of discovery and reckoning as Marla details her evolution into one of the most respected and gifted psychics in the country. I’m in awe of her vulnerability and openness as she reveals her personal, intimate awakening and how this pig farmer’s daughter tapped into the consciousness of Spirit. Her gifts are profound, and I am excited that she is sharing this inner knowledge with all of us. A brilliant and inspiring read!”


    —Ramey Warren, co-creator of

    Crossing Over with John Edward


     


    “POWERFUL AND FASCINATING . . . Congratulations to Marla for writing a book that required a great deal of courage and that can help many people.”


    —Brian Weiss, MD, New York Times
 bestselling author of Many Lives, Many Masters


     


    “A fast-paced story of spiritual and psychic awakening from a brilliant wordsmith.”


    —Holly Powell: Emmy® winning casting director


    and author of The Audition Bible:

    Secrets Every Actor Needs to Know


     


    “A highly entertaining romp through the hijinks of a successful actress turned reluctant psychic who found her way to profound forgiveness and atonement. Marla’s story shows how insight and intuition can guide each of us on our own fabulous journeys—if we don’t turn a blind eye to them. I couldn’t recommend this book more highly.”


    —Joyce Walker, producer of 

    The Aware Show and Being Aware


     


    “Marla is a force of nature, and AMERICAN PSYCHIC is her funny, eloquent, dramatic and ultimately inspirational account of that forward motion. Hers has been a life brimming with bounceback. All who accept her invitation to share that life will not be disappointed. Renew all hope, ye who enter here.”


    —Dennis McDougal, bestselling author of

    Dylan: The Biography and Hemingway’s Suitcase


     


    “Marla’s transparency in AMERICAN PSYCHIC will crack you open, hold you, and teach you why it’s wonderful to be you.  Her writing engulfs you in her fascinating story of finding her voice . . . and then using it.  She writes about transforming trauma into skill so beautifully and gracefully. Whether or not you believe in psychic ability, you will be mesmerized by Marla’s tales and teachings and come away understanding how you can do the same. A MUST READ!”


    —Abbey LeVine, Emmy® nominated producer


     


    “Marla Frees’s spiritual journey of discovery inspires us to look at our own psychological barriers that hold us back as we come face to face with love and death. Her message is an invitation to gain awareness of the profound connection that all beings, living and dead, have with each other and beyond.”


    —Joe Whitcomb, psychotherapist and

    bestselling author of Reboot Your Relationship


     


    “You will love AMERICAN PSYCHIC. Marla shares the unvarnished unfolding of her gifts and gradual understanding of the larger reality in which she lives daily—a reality that is deeper and broader than the one in which most of us live. Yes indeed, Marla is the real deal.” 


    —Thomas Campbell, physicist, consciousness researcher,

    author of My Big TOE  


     


    “Marla opens her heart and offers readers not only a fine story, but also the means to inspire a profound change in their own lives. Her words carry depth and power, and her caring about others shines through every interaction she describes.”


    —Donna Aveni and Keith Warner, MBT Events


     


    “A fascinating read that I couldn’t put it down . . . authentic, heart wrenching and moving. Thank you, Marla, for sharing your story with the world.”


    —Catherine Curry-Williams, founder of

    Shane’s Inspiration and L’Oréal of Paris 2015

    Women of Worth Honoree


     


    “Raw, real, exciting, vulnerable, and truly an experience, AMERICAN PSYCHIC is not just a good read, but a journey of healing. Reading Marla’s story helped me heal part of my personal story, and I highly recommend it, especially for women who are looking for their voice and want to break through their barriers of fear and begin living a true, authentic life.”


    —April Hannah, mental health therapist and

    producer/host of Path 11 Productions


     


    “One of the most unique and entertaining memoirs I’ve ever read, filled with spiritual depth, profound wisdom, and poignant humor. Marla’s journey is rich with adventure, colorful Hollywood stories, and emotional honesty that will inspire you to embrace your own life’s journey in a more profound and healing way.”


    —Minda Burr, playwright and

    Writers Mastermind Group facilitator


     


    “Masterful storytelling filled with gut-wrenching candor and laugh-out-loud humor. . . . As Oliver Wendell Holmes stated, ‘Man’s mind once stretched by a new idea never regains its original dimensions.’ Marla Frees’s AMERICAN PSYCHIC takes her readers on a mind-bending, perspective-altering, soul-expanding journey.”   


    —Karen Baldwin, Miss Universe 1982,

    writer, and spokeswoman


     


    “AMERICAN PSYCHIC has the potential to nudge readers into an awareness of their own intuitive insights. The true gift, however, may be for those who are reminded of their own long-forgotten traumas and inspired to seek support in healing. I highly recommend this book that is so relevant in the American culture at this time.”


    —Nancy Minister, marriage and family therapist

    and trauma facilitator, Meadows Treatment Center,

    and certified life coach 


     


    “With snark, pizazz, pure love, humor, and sheer magic, Marla reminds us that anything is possible and that there is more to life and death than meets the eye. This is a beautiful, truth-filled story. Marla is a transformational superhero, and after reading this book I feel more like one as well.”


    —Jenny Karns, healer, speaker, and co-author of

    Baby Boy Phoenix


     


    “RIVETING . . . Full of grace, energy, and humor, AMERICAN PSYCHIC is a delicious smorgasbord of intrigue, mystery, and spirituality with a big slice of Hollywood thrown in for fun.”


    —Suze Lanier-Bramlett, actor and singer-songwriter


     


    “Resilient, radiant, and recklessly courageous, Marla is truly a champion.”


    —Sandy Laufer Blake, performer, writer, and teacher


     


    “A masterpiece of transformation . . . I was on the edge of my seat as I found myself laughing, crying, and feeling completely delighted through Marla’s life-transforming realizations. The world needs this beautiful work.”


    —Bonnie Gordon Patterino, wellness teacher and writer 
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    Foreword



    Many of us have intuitive hunches that turn out to be beneficial, and we experience synchronicities that are just plain baffling. I am always amazed when someone flashes into my mind and a few seconds later that person calls me. Or when a book comes into my hands just when I need it. Sometimes I’ve had a sudden change of heart, such as forgiveness, that I can only explain as an act of grace. And many times I’ve woken from a dream that answers a pressing question or gives me a creative fix for a snag I’m having with my writing. As intriguing as these moments are, it is easy to brush them off as abnormal, or even irrelevant quirks . . . unless one of those hunches saves your life—the light is green, but look to your left!—or the dream of a loved one who just died is so real that you cannot deny the love and comfort warming your heart when you awake.


    We love to hear tales of these experiences because they confirm what we know deep down . . . that there is more going on than meets the eye. Life is full of mystery, of inexplicable flashes of “knowing,” of astonishing connections between us and those we love.


    Some seem to have easier access to these extraordinary perceptions than others. Marla Frees was born with heightened abilities, but she did not realize the extent of her gifts until her life got tough. It wasn’t a long wait. Those gifts helped her survive, and so did her other talents of acting, singing, and dancing, which led her to a performing career on stage, television, and in film. When I met her, she was reflecting on all the elements in her life and those of her clients that, in hindsight, had to come together to make her life meaningful for herself and others who could benefit from what she had learned. Those heartbreaking, hilarious, mystical, and sometimes jaw-dropping events are found in this book.


    I learned about Marla and her work nearly ten years ago while listening to Whitley Strieber interview her on his “Dreamland” podcast on his website, Unknown Country. Whitley introduced her as the psychic medium who saved his life by warning him about a medical condition of which he had been completely unaware. He was adamant that if he had not taken her seriously and followed up with a doctor, he wouldn’t be alive. His testimonial, along with Marla’s upbeat personality, sense of humor, humility, and fascinating experiences, sent me back to my desk to find her website and schedule a session.


    Connecting with Marla in that first phone call was a life changer. She relayed a message from my dad, who had died more than three decades earlier. That communication spoke to a difficult situation in my life at that time, something no one knew about or could find on the internet, and hearing it meant the world to me. She also told me to pay attention—close attention—to my gastrointestinal system. You should check it out, she said. I didn’t. A few weeks and one excruciatingly painful episode later I had to undergo surgery, a procedure I believe I could have avoided if I had taken action to reverse the condition that Marla warned me about. Lesson learned. Those initial experiences revealed that Marla really can see, and that what she sees is significant, or she wouldn’t see it in the first place.


    In the years that she has been writing this book, Marla has shared her stories with me, many of which are in these pages. These stories have confirmed my belief that we are capable of much more than we think—that the rational mind that we consider the pinnacle of our powers is just a bit player in the larger scheme of things. As a writer who spends a good part of my time using my imagination, whether to dream up scenes or to try to make actual events from the past come alive, I know that our creative reach is endless. And that’s where the real action is. We hear hints of this in studies that say that an executive more often makes decisions with her gut than with her head, and that musicians and scientists find breakthroughs in their dreams when their minds are set free. Our knowing reaches far beyond the confines of the familiar waking consciousness that gets us from A to B every day, and Marla has ventured into more levels of this knowing than most.


    You are about to discover that Marla’s abilities are not limited to sensing ailments ripening in someone’s body or bridging communication between the deceased and those they left behind. She can also identify key elements of homicide cases for detectives and successfully scan a house for structural problems without even standing in the building—or being in the same city. Her explorations include training with remote viewers and others leading the way for human adventures in consciousness. But dazzling as they are, these submersions and flights into the “unknown” are only part of Marla’s story. They are woven throughout a life that became open to them out of necessity. Her darkest hours led to a vaster perception that not only saved her, but now inspires and teaches us.


    I am always struck by Marla’s instinct for putting her experiences into a context that holds meaning for others, particularly those who have had similar challenges early in life and are enduring their lasting impacts. Writing this book was often an agonizing ordeal for her, a revisit of too many devastating truths. But like her life, the pain of her recollections paved the way for treasures beyond belief. Marla’s adventures of the heart and spirit from the heartland to Hollywood, heaven, and beyond give new meaning to human resilience, transformation, and joy.


     


    ANTONIA FELIX

  


  
    INTRODUCTION



    The Ride



    “Life is the train, not the station.”


    —Paulo Coelho


    There was just a glint of sweat on his bald forehead. I resisted the urge to take my napkin and dab it. We smiled at each other as we took a bite of our breakfast cereal and sipped our coffee. We were happy—or at least looked happy—as man and wife. I was glad I’d remembered to have my nails done. We dipped our spoons into the milk again and then started to chew.


    “CUT!” a voice yelled. The man and I both leaned over and spit out our partially chewed Cap’n Crunch cereal into a bucket and laughed.


    I turned to my pretend husband and said, “Hey, I wish it had crunch berries in it.”


    “Me too,” he said. “By the way, my name is Mike.”


    “Nice to meet you, husband Mike.” We were on a sound stage at Ren-Mar Studios in Hollywood and it was business as usual, spitting out product in between shots for a cereal commercial.


    The assistant director removed the bucket and said, “Ok, will our on-set talent, Marla and Mike, please take your positions again?” I picked up my spoon and then the room shifted and blurred. I went blind to where I was. I no longer saw the spoon, the lights, the camera, or the set of the commercial shoot. All I could see now was a bedroom at night. There was a baby crib and a mobile slowly moving over it. Everything was calm and serene in this psychic movie that had started to play out in my head, and then I heard, “Tell him it’s me, Fred, Fred!”


    The assistant director yelled from behind the camera. “MARLA, are you ready?” My mind immediately snapped out of the vision I was having.


    “Yes!” I said. “Yes, I’m ready.” I sat up straight, adjusted my suit, and got back into my commercial acting mode. I wanted to make an excuse for not paying attention, but in my mind I was being guided into a child’s room and I wanted to go back into those images and find out who Fred was.


    Mike leaned in, touched my arm and asked, “Are you okay?” As soon as Mike did that, I heard, “Tell him I watch him read the blue book every night to his son.”


    “Hold up,” said the director. “We need to reposition the camera. Talent, just sit tight—this will only take a few minutes.”


    I sat there wondering, should I tell Mike? This talking to the dead business, if that’s what was really going on, was something very new to me. I had been highly skeptical of anyone who claimed to be able do it, but I had been forced into dealing with it myself, and here on the set it was happening again. I stared at the Cap’n Crunch floating around in my bowl and felt a surge of love move through me. Then it just popped out. “Mike, do you have a baby boy?”


    “Yes, I do,” he said.


    “Mike, I don’t know how to say this since we just met, but I’m one of those people who somehow is able to talk with the dead, and I have a guy here named Fred who wants to talk to you.”


    His reply was immediate. “Oh, my God, Fred is my dad’s name and he died a year ago. What’s he saying?”


    I said, “Your father shows me a bedroom with a crib. He’s pointing to the crib and saying, I watch him read the blue book every night to the baby. Does this mean anything to you?”


    Mike’s eyes welled up. “Yes, I have a newborn son. I’ve been so upset that my dad wasn’t here for his birth. And yeah, I read from a book that’s blue! I read the book Rainbow Fish every night to my son.” We were both in tears.


    How did this happen? Did the dead set it up, casting Mike and me together on a national television commercial so Mike’s deceased father could communicate with him? Was the love between Mike and his dad so strong that God facilitated this?


    These interventions had taken over my life. In fact, they were more deep and meaningful than my day job as an actress. How did my life get to look like this? Me, a Pennsylvania feed salesman/pig farmer’s daughter who survived the danger in my home and later in the world of national and international mobsters and then landed in Hollywood and balanced sitcoms, spirits, and a stalker. I was on the ride of my life. Dead people, murder, Hollywood heartthrobs, sex, psychic visions, and UFOs were all a part of it. I found myself catapulted and positioned into situations with psychic awareness and messages from deceased loved ones to assist people from all walks of life—including the most skeptical . . .


     


    [image: ]


     


    “So, what do you think you can do for me?” he asked, leaning back in the chair and folding his arms over his well-defined chest. The word Detective was emblazoned on the nameplate on his desk, and it seemed that he was doing his best to suppress his skepticism.


    I sat up straight and composed myself to convey how sane I was as I explained one of the “unique” things I do. “When it comes to homicides, I like to hold crime scene photos,” I said. “By holding the photo, I access information about what happened before and after the picture was taken. Sometimes I experience the events from the victim’s point of view, and sometimes I can get inside the head of the perpetrator.”


    “How did this ability come about?” he asked.


    “I’ve been assessing dangerous situations pretty much all my life. I can feel it, see it. I guess it comes easy to me, even without wearing a badge.” I smiled.


    “You just hold an object?” he asked incredulously.


    “That’s one way it works for me.”


    “Can you read anything?”


    “Pretty much.”


    He pulled the left sleeve of his dark blue suit up over his forearm, popped the white cuff of his shirt, and revealed a silver bracelet on his tanned wrist. The bracelet was just as stunning as he was. He smiled and handed it to me. “Ok, what do you see with this?”


    The chain was warm and smooth. “I see a beautiful, honey-skinned woman with long blonde hair gave this to you as a present.”


    “Yes, she’s my wife,” he laughed.


    “I see a white marble bathroom with a separate shower and tub.”


    “Yes, that’s my bath at home.”


    “You’ve got a white towel wrapped low around your waist and you’re standing in front of the mirror flexing your biceps. Now you’re squatting deeply, turning to admire your quads. You’re rubbing them hard and then you—”


    He snatched the bracelet out of my hands. “That’s enough! I have a case for you.”
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    We all have various degrees of psychic, intuitive, empathic abilities—gifts of keen sensitivities, perceptions, and understandings. These awarenesses go beyond what we can perceive with our minds. They are birthrights. God-given gifts. Some are family inheritances, DNA passed down through neurotransmitters and then tweaked after birth by our circumstances and environments. Some gifts are time released, giving us help when we are best prepared for them, and some gifts emerge from dire circumstances, showing up when we need them the most. Yes, answers to our prayers.


    Spirit—the collective term I use for God, Jesus, the Holy Spirit, angels, the Universe, the Voice, the Force, and the Larger Consciousness System that has been guiding me for years—put me in specific situations to learn, yanked me out of places in which I wasn’t learning enough, and then pushed me into experiences that involved strangers, colleagues, celebrities, animals, and friends.
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    It was a cool, gray L.A. day. It had drizzled. Traffic was sparse because no one in this city likes to drive in the rain. I was stopped at a light when I noticed that the driver in the car next to me was a friend I’d not seen in years. We were both excited as he motioned for me to pull over into the Bed, Bath & Beyond parking lot.


    J. Hardwick was a casting director. We’d met ten years earlier as judges, of all things, on some high falootin’ talent show. We always liked and respected each other’s entertainment adventures. I had just gotten over the flu. My face was still showing signs of tissue abuse, but I didn’t care. I was just happy to see him.


    We hugged. “Marla, I haven’t see you in years! I’ve thought of you for various acting jobs, but you never appeared on my casting list.”


    As he continued to talk I immediately became aware of a presence. A loving golden energy came from around the side of the car and gravitated right beside Hardwick. I heard, “Buddy, Buddy!” as if Hardwick’s voice was calling the name of this beautiful dog whose spirit had just joined us.


    Hardwick looked at me and said, “Why are you smiling?”


    I explained why he had not seen me in six years. “I left the business to help people connect to their deceased loved ones, and I see a tan-colored dog sitting right beside you.”


    Tears came fast as Hardwick reached into his car and pulled out a picture of the dog I had just seen.


    Buddy, who had died, was Hardwick’s best friend.


    I literally saw things from Buddy’s perspective and could feel his emotions. I talked as fast as the images came.


    “Buddy shows me a hallway leading into a living room. I see another dog. Buddy says he doesn’t mind the new dog you rescued; however, he doesn’t like that big black thing in the middle of the living room . . . what is that?”


    Hardwick looked shocked and said, “WHAT!? He doesn’t like my new black leather sofa?” We laughed with joy.
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    We all need help along the way, especially when life doesn’t seem to be working out the way we want. We seek guidance from friends, teachers, counselors, spiritual leaders, doctors, books, television, the internet, or sometimes someone like me—a person who is “sighted.” I had learned to trust the voice of Spirit. Revealing information and solutions for others, I feel what is coming, and hear not only from the dead, but also from the divine—tuning in to the still, small voice that the Bible tells us we can all hear. But when it comes to seeing for me—Marla—it’s not so simple. I am still learning.


    Learning to see our way through the challenging times of our lives is a journey for all of us. We are not able to see because of fear, denial, or downright stubbornness. We stay blind until we really want to see.


    “Blindsight” is a medical term meaning “the ability of a blind person to sense the presence of a light source.” Isn’t that how we all feel at some point in our lives, blindly searching for a way out of the darkness? Finding that “presence” and moving from the darkness of trauma and drama into the light of transformation is the journey of my life.

  


  
    PART I



    Blindsight


  


  
    1



    The Rumblings



    Barn’s burnt down—


    Now I can see the moon.


    —Masahide


    I flipped off the switch and watched the water settle around the fountain in front of my sweet little home. The bees were silently moving from one tiny flower of the red apple groundcover to another. I needed quiet to record another radio program. It was a sunny May day up in the hills above Hollywood and I was very happy.


    I had left my twenty-five-year career as a television and stage actress to assist others using my intuition. I also talked to dead people.


    I was invited by author Whitley Strieber and his wife Anne to be a radio co-host for their popular webcast, “Dreamland.” Whitley, famous for his bestselling horror novels and infamous for his experiences with extraterrestrial beings upon which his nonfiction Communion book series is based, thought I’d be the perfect psychic medium expert to join their Unknowncountry.com webcast family. My job was to interview credible science, religion, conspiracy-theory, crop circle, UFO, and things-that-go-bump-in-the-night paranormal authors about their experiences and cutting-edge books. I adjusted my notes on the living room table, looked out beyond the deck to the San Fernando Mountains, and waited for the call that would connect me to authors in England. That day I was going to try and make sense of crystal skull folklore.


    Chris Morton and his wife, Ceri Louise Thomas, are the authors of The Mystery of the Crystal Skulls. No, this was not a New York Times bestseller; it’s just another interesting fringe element to the wacky world in which I found myself.


    “Welcome to ‘Dreamland,’ Chris,” I began. “So, does your book have anything to do with Steven Spielberg’s movie, Indiana Jones and the Kingdom of the Crystal Skull?”


    “Yes Marla, our book has lots of amazing information that movie people are interested in.”


    I pressed on. “Well Chris, I am particularly interested in the skull you refer to in your book as the ‘healing skull’ that was used by Guatemalan shamans.”


    “Oh, yes, that’s Max. Max was given to a Tibetan Buddhist healer by a Guatemalan shaman and now is owned by a woman in Texas who travels around the country with him.”


    “What? Now that’s a story!” I said.


    As Chris and Ceri began to tell my listeners about Max and some of the amazing events that had happened around the eighteen-pound crystal quartz skull, I started to hear in the intuitive way I hear things: You have to leave your marriage. Leave your marriage . . . come see me.


    I interrupted my interview with nervous laughter and said, “If my talking to dead folks isn’t strange enough, I believe I’m hearing from Max. He seems to be telling me to leave my marriage and go see him!” We all laughed. I thought I was being clever adding a flavor that only someone with my sensitivities could. But I thought I heard him. I also thought, being new to the art of radio hosting, that I must have been making shit up. Max the crystal skull talking to me—yeah, it was good radio.


    Chris continued, “Yes, Marla, Max is pretty cheeky. He has been known to telepathically get hold of someone, talk their ear off, and give them profound insight into their lives. A healing of sorts that changes everything!”


    I was no longer laughing. Which was more disturbing, I wondered, the fact that I thought I heard Max, that Max talked to other people, or what Max said to me? Leave your marriage. Oh, please, why in the world would I do that? Better yet, why would I listen to a rock?


    Eight months later my marriage was over.


     


    [image: ]


     


    I dug out my snow boots and booked a flight to moonscaped, ice-covered Sun Valley, Idaho, to be with my best friend, Maya, who five years earlier had traded in her beach volleyball bikinis for the thermal fleece of North Face. I hadn’t been in snow since I moved from Chicago some twenty years earlier, and as soon as I stepped out for my first walk with Maya I decided it was no longer fun. It challenged my footing, made my toes burn, and egged me on as I tried to follow the fast steps of my dearest friend, whose excitement and love of the land reflected the beauty of her mighty spirit. I let her be my guide and strength.


    Maya and her boyfriend, Tim, fed me with their smarts, humor, and the most delicious food, along with unfamiliar sounds of bubbling pots of curry, buffalo burgers roasting on the fire, and wine flowing. I hadn’t eaten in days. After a few bites I stopped thinking about everything I’d just lost—my home, the love I thought I had, and most importantly, who I was.


    Lordy, what happened to me? I had worked so hard to heal so much of my life. I had made conscious choices and gained awareness. I had left a life of pretending. I stopped acting and surrendered my job and my life to Spirit. I had fallen in love and felt secure for a moment. But life never stays the same, and when things go wrong, we react. I went back to an old pattern of going unconscious, choosing not to see, ignoring the red flags, pretending, and hoping.


    When I was a child and my reality became too unpleasant to bear, I “hoped” things would be different. Hope was my way of focusing on something in the future that did not exist, yearning for something to change to get me out of the nightmare. I was not capable as a child of doing anything about the trauma in my life, so I acted my way through what I could and prayed for God to change the rest. But I was an adult now, and still trying to cut deals with God. I prayed like a whiney petulant child for things to go my way: Please get me out of this mess. Can’t you just make things go smoothly? Can’t I get a break? Blah, blah, blah! In fact, things were not going my way because they weren’t supposed to go my way. My prayers were being answered, just not the way I wanted. It’s just the damnedest thing—we act insane about our agendas instead of seeing the truth and dealing

    with it.


    That is exactly what had happened throughout my entire life. I had prayed for change and gotten it! Spirit was working for me, even when I wasn’t.


     


    [image: ]


     


    “Why don’t you talk to my detective friend in town?” Maya suggested. “Get your mind on something you’re passionate about, like murder. I’ll set it up. Hey, maybe he even has a case for you.”


    She knew me. If I could just focus on working a murder case I’d feel in service. Working on homicide cases had become a passion over the years. I offered my psychic mediumship skills pro bono to law enforcement agencies for any kind of case—missing persons, homicide, and cold cases—as a way to use my gifts of sight as community service. In any city or small town, I’d just walk into police stations and say to detectives, “If you can’t figure something out, let me look at it and see if I can help.”


    I walked into town to meet Steve, a detective, at the corner deli. I scanned the room and saw a man who looked—stealthy. Not in a predator kind of way, but calm, resolved, and yet aware of everything around him. Even though Steve was retired, he still looked like a cop.


    His interrogating face met mine and I felt like a guilty accomplice to love gone wrong as I spilled my guts about why I was in Sun Valley.


    “I can understand this,” he said. “I came home one day to find my wife was gone. Everything was gone. She took it all, along with my son.” I was stunned.


    “I was half a man for months,” he continued, “until I was given a gift. I heard from my high school sweetheart, and we got married just last year. Don’t you have an old boyfriend you want to see?”


    I wondered about this question—is this how men think? Out with the old, in with the new? I shook my head and said, “Let’s put it this way—no. But thanks for asking.”


    “Ok. But you know, my wife’s leaving was the best thing that ever happened to me. Come on, let’s go look at a case.”
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    I walked the crime scene in the middle of spitting snow. As I entered the building I felt what happened to the victim. I dropped to my knees and reported, “The victim saw the perpetrator when he came in. She stood to meet him and then he shot her. I can feel life leaving her body as the blood drains.” Steve grabbed my arm and stood me up.


    “Whoa, how do you know that? You okay?”


    “Yeah, I just feel it and see it like a movie. The information still lives in the imprint of this building.”


    I gave Steve more of my impressions about where and what the perpetrator could have done after the attack. He confirmed some of my intuitive hits and pondered the new information. It was just enough to distract me for a few hours.


    Steve and I said goodbye. I sat alone in Maya’s apartment in the middle of a blizzard. Why could I see for others but be blinded to what was happening to my life? As the snow squalled, I stared at the Sawtooth Mountains that were so majestic and stalwart and heard, This is for you. Just listen.


    Maya had arranged for me to work with some people in town. I prayed to be clear enough to hear divine information.


    The first three clients didn’t come to talk to their deceased grandmother or hear details from a beloved pet—all three women were in tears because their marriages had ended. Great. Spirit’s sense of humor, no doubt. So this is what women who have been hurt feel like? It’s pretty shitty, but there was a piece missing. Each woman sat and complained about her husband, berating what the man had done to her. What was their part in the destruction? What had they done or not done that would put their marriage in such danger, and why would they not take responsibility for it? These were questions I would inevitably have to ask myself.


    That night, under a heavy blanket with a heating pad at my feet, I prayed and heard, Sometimes you have to feel everything—you must accept this. I felt a force rip me open from my neck to my gut with a terrible burning that was killing something deep inside of me. Whatever was happening to me was something I couldn’t control. I better start listening to the power behind the burn—You must accept this, Marla.


     


    [image: ]


     


    My life in L.A. as I knew it was over. I took myself to the Van Nuys courthouse every morning for weeks to learn how to file for divorce without the expense of an attorney. I could barely breathe or swallow. When I did, I ate a shameful concoction of white wine, chunks of French baguettes, and Xanax. I buried my face into the fur of my cat. He smelled of fresh air and earth. He worried about me. I did too.


    So many things can happen to end any relationship. The choices, decisions, withheld truth, withheld love, menopause, old family wounds, new family wounds, the toothpaste cap left off. The most damaging wound is the trauma to our souls when someone in our childhood who was supposed to love us—didn’t. That wound started for me way before I got married. Our souls are so smart that we pull relationships to us to help us see what we need to heal.


    My ego in its blindness was not capable of admitting my own suffering and taking responsibility for it. That’s what happens when you’re living a fantasy or a lie: God finally calls you out. Spirit wants the best for all of us.


    I’d had years of trusting the voice of Spirit. I had learned to listen to its profound guidance, but when I learned my marriage was over and Spirit’s words, the first words of clarity I could hear beyond my own cries, We want you out of this, we want the best for you, trust us, I was not comforted. I was out of my mind.


    I was in a relationship with loss. How I would handle that loss would determine my life. I see now that I was slowly losing myself and yet I turned my head and shifted focus to avoid the loss. I skirted to places that dimmed me, distracted my light, and found ways to numb consciousness. That’s what we all try to do, because pain from loss is excruciating. Every day a little death, as Sondheim says in A Little Night Music. Well, it was here now, sitting on my bed waiting for me to wake.


    Death happens every day. We abhor it, do everything we can to fend it off, but every day we are all touched by various forms of death. How well we deal with the loss is how well we will live.


    I shouted from the depth of my soul, please shift this pain! Please help me see, hear, and feel differently! Then I laughed, realizing that this was what my work and life was all about. This is what I helped facilitate for others. Spirit was very smart.


    Within minutes of that plea I got a call from Cindy, a client and friend. “Marla, my German mother-in-law is coming into town and she really needs to see you.”


    I had not worked for anyone in three months. This was a blessing. I agreed.
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    I tried to tame my hair, which had started to resemble a rat terrier, cover the dark circles under my eyes, and put some clothes on my bone-hanger body. I opened the door to a well-dressed and attractive woman, Birgit. Her German accent was thick with life as she smiled and uttered, “Hallo.” I immediately connected to a deceased man who walked in with her. He was giddy with excitement to be in communication with his

    . . . daughter.


    “Birgit, I have a deceased man here that says he’s your father, and he’s showing me how he comes to visit you in your New York apartment.” I moved around the living room carefully describing what this man was showing me. “He says, ‘The window where Birgit sits is over here, the stove here, and then there is a calendar on the wall where she writes everything down. She writes everything down!’” Birgit nodded her head in agreement.


    At this point I was so grateful. Everything that had happened in my life brought me to this moment for Birgit and her father, to facilitate the opportunity to heal relationships with love, truth, and life beyond the physical.


    I took a deep breath, swelled with the love from her father, and said, “He knows how much you adore the opera, and he says, ‘Go see the Wagner piece.’”


    Birgit’s face beamed. “I’d already planned it!”


    “Birgit, he keeps showing me over and over again a bridge. He feels terrible about something that happened there and says it’s a place that he has had to come to terms with.”


    With sadness she said, “My father Gerhard was a Nazi SS officer in World War II. He’d been heavily injured in a mine explosion and was held in a French prison camp. When he was released, he had nothing left. He worked hard to try to clear his political past. He became friends with my first husband, who was Jewish, and tried to make amends in the community. But he was a broken man who knew he had fought for a wrong cause. He was desperate to end his suffering, so he ended his life by diving off a bridge.”


    I was stunned. The horror of what the whole family had experienced flashed in my brain, but in that moment I could feel her father’s emotions shift from the grief of his life and death. He wanted to share happier times, to share love.


    “Birgit, he wants us to know he’s good now. He likens himself to a ladies’ man, handsome, full of life and humor. He wants you to know that he visits your mother in South Africa and he knows that she had planted a hibiscus in her garden in honor of him.”


    “Yes! My God, that’s right!”


    “He’s waiting for your mother to complete her time here on earth. He loves her so.”


    I could see him smiling and snapping his fingers to the beat of music I could not hear. I found it profoundly ironic that both Birgit’s father and my father had fought in the same war, in the same country, on opposite sides, and mine explosions had heavily injured them both. My father spent months in a French hospital and came back to the U.S. imprisoned in a body cast for nearly a year. He struggled for the rest of his life to end the nighttime terrors and daytime shadows that the war cast on his life. He dove into a bottle instead of off a bridge. We were both daughters of broken men.


    I felt the excruciating pain that both our fathers went through to try to heal the price of war. Life, love, survival, and death were much bigger than my little problems. Death is not just about the end of our physical life. It is the culmination of something that must change, the end to a certain way of being. Death in its many forms opens a door to a world of loss, and stepping through that door is transformational—if we can embrace the loss.


    As I hugged and said goodbye to Birgit, something in me shifted. I said a grateful “Thank you” to the benevolent force that had orchestrated this divine meeting.


    That evening memories surfaced of how broken we all were. Remnants of my parents’ marriage for which they never took responsibility, which were too uncomfortable to look at. My sobs were not just for me, but also for my parents, who never healed their own pain. The ravages of war in the world, and inside our homes took its toll on all of us.


    Is it so intolerable for our souls to live a life blinded that Spirit must intervene? We all have to find our way through love, loss, and forgiveness at some point in our lives. What we resist persists, and with that understanding I began to surrender to what needed to be transformed.
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    The Gifts



    “Gifts come from above in their own peculiar forms.”


    —Johann Wolfgang von Goethe


    I was in the kind of shitty mood that needed a dog to brighten my day, so I went to pick up the neglected mail. The mail center was next door to a pet store and grooming salon. I often see dogs with their owners, and occasionally one will hunt me down for a chat (a dog, that is). I hoped to have my mood shifted by a dog’s excited wagging tail as he told me about his recent run on the beach, how proud he feels after being groomed, or how much he loves his owner.


    As I separated my junk mail from the important stuff and shared my man woes with Sara the mail sorter, a young woman in flip flops sauntered in carrying a little dog in one arm and futzing with a large knockoff Gucci bag with the other. As she walked past me I caught the eyes of her Cavalier King Charles Spaniel pup and heard it say, “Tell my mommy my bottom hurts.”


    I could feel the dog’s pain. He didn’t have a voice, so I gave him one and said, “Hey, do you know your dog’s bottom hurts?”


    Without missing a beat, the collagen-lipped gal who never even looked my way said, “Yep, he has hemorrhoids.”


    Mail attendant Sara, who knew about my intuitive abilities, and I were dumbfounded by her nonchalant attitude. We both stood in silence as the girl dug around in her purse. As I stared at the pup’s big brown eyes and began to feel his fear and anxiousness I could not stop myself from blurting out exactly what I heard him say. “Your dog is telling me, ‘I am so afraid of what she is going to do to me tomorrow!’”


    Again, without hesitating, the girl said, “Yep, I’m gonna have his balls cut off.”


    Sara and I were stunned at the girl’s insensitivity. Upset about the dog’s terrified state and his owner’s unconsciousness of it, I said to Sara, “Ya know, sometimes it’s just not helpful being psychic.”


    I grabbed my mail and headed for the door when the girl yelled, “Hey, are you really psychic!?”


    I turned to her and said, “Oh, my God, girl, how else could I know that your dog’s ass hurts?”


    I went back the next day to apologize to Sara for my edgy outbursts. We both prayed for the pup.
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    I had become an advocate for those who didn’t have a voice, and yet in my own life I struggled to speak for myself. I prayed for strength and help. The voice of Spirit responded, We will help you, Marla. We will provide.


    And Spirit did. I was embraced and loved by friends and facilitators. I was invited to be a guest speaker at the Women’s Jonathan Club of Los Angeles, where I talked about my work and then gave numerous readings to the lunching club members. After that event I flew back to Idaho to be a guest speaker and presenter at the Sun Valley Wellness Festival. Just four months earlier I’d been stuck in the blizzard of my world falling apart, but it was now spring and I could feel the budding of all sorts of possibilities.


    Going back to the glorious nature of Idaho, seeing my girlfriend Maya, and giving talks and demonstrations about my work was an incredible gift that helped me begin to feel . . . normal.
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    The SyFy network hired me to join homicide detectives revisiting cold cases for a TV pilot called Soul Evidence. It was a dream come true. The nerve-bending anxiety of painful loss heightened my “sight” and my psychic abilities were on fire.


    When working for law enforcement it is never my job to “solve” anything. I am another investigative tool for them to gain a different kind of insight to their ongoing investigation. I offer information that often corroborates what they already know or I provide a new piece of information. Sometimes I get psychic impressions or information from a deceased crime victim. It’s a collaboration.


    The production team drove me to an empty parking lot. I was handed a crime scene photo of the same parking lot where a murder had occurred thirty-three years before.


    I like to touch things to “know.” As I child I always had to touch food before I could eat it and touch people before I could trust them. Holding an object or photo links me to information about the object or what happened before or after a photo was taken. “Movies” of places, feelings, thoughts, and words can flood into my head. This ability, called “psychometry,” is odd, but it works.


    The photo they handed me of the parking lot included a single car parked under a tree. I walked to the same place the car was parked, stood under the tree, and immediately felt transported back to the night of the crime. I began to see and feel what happened to Janet, the victim. “Janet was here in the front seat of the car,” I told the detectives. “He had her neck pressed up against the driver’s door. She was raped and strangled at the same time.”


    I then repeated what I heard Janet tell me: “‘I was there for days. It took so long for them to find me. Please tell my family I’m fine now. I don’t want them to be upset again; I don’t want them to remember me like this.’”


    Detectives corroborated that Janet lay there with a broken neck for many days, paralyzed, and then she died.


    Perhaps Janet knew that I, too, had suffered a similar scenario some thirty years ago in the front seat of a car. I had been more fortunate than she.


    Janet’s murder was a cold case. Law enforcement had not arrested anyone for this crime. It was my job to provide information that might lead detectives to the perpetrator.


    Later we got ready to film a segment in the police evidence locker. The room’s high ceilings with towering metal shelves held hundreds of boxes with names and dates, all pieces of evidence that had been used in investigations. Silent messages from the dead, just waiting to be spoken. The police, in conjunction with the production company, had prepared a series of evidence bags from the cold case we were working in Garden Grove, California. I knew that if I just held a bag of evidence I could probably ascertain more emotional and visual information for the case.


    Michael, a husky African-American homicide detective who had been more than irritating in his skepticism of psychic mediumship abilities, was slated to work with me. Sam Korkis and Mike Nichols, the reality show directors, were up in the rafters watching as the cameras started to roll. I picked up one of the old, brown paper evidence bags and images of the victim walking flooded my head. “These are her work shoes,” I said.


    I put the bag down and picked up a smaller one. “These are the keys to her car. He made her drive to the place where he raped her. I can still feel her fear.”


    I looked at the table again and before I picked up another bag I heard, “Hey! You’ve got my DNA in there!” I pointed to the table where the bags of evidence were lined up. The voice I heard came to me like I always heard the deceased, but this time it came out of me. I realized I was actually starting to take on part of someone else’s personality. This was not the victim. This person felt gruff. I took my boots off, making myself shorter. Oh my God, I thought, I think I’m connecting to the perpetrator, whom we had not yet identified, but who could also be dead. I looked at Michael and said, “I think I have the perpetrator here—I can feel that he is willing to talk. Ask me questions—challenge me as the perpetrator and let’s see if we can get more info out of him.”


    Michael’s eyes were popping out of his head as I said, “Look, I’ve never done this before, but I’m able to feel that the man who killed Janet wants to talk, so help me!”


    Michael started his interrogation and questioned the perpetrator like the professional detective he was.


    “Have you ever raped or killed before?” he asked.


    “Heck, yes, and I’ll show you what I’ve done!” I said. The perpetrator was pompous, but I could feel that under his bravado was a man who felt remorse for having killed someone. I grabbed two sheets of yellow paper from the pad I always carried.


    “Here’s the kill,” he said. I could see my hand drawing a star on the paper, and then some lines that somehow I knew were roads and a freeway.


    “But here’s where we got sloppy and here’s one I did by myself (pointing to other locations). Here’s one that was fun, and this one we should never have done.” He had just revealed key pieces of info about whether one or more men had committed the crimes. What ended up on that paper was some sort of a map.


    Then I told the production crew that I had to stop. I was overwrought. I’d just experienced the most unique moment I’d ever had when working a case. Mike the detective gave me a bottle of water and asked, “You okay?” I nodded.


    “That was pretty fuckin’ weird,” he said.


    I agreed. Sam came over and said, “You know the bag you were pointing at when you yelled, ‘You have my DNA in there?’ Well, in that bag is a piece of the car seat that, in fact, has the perpetrator’s DNA on it—semen.”


    Tim Krubsack, the producer in charge from Universal Studio’s television division, sat with me to make sure I was okay. “Just to be on the safe side, I’m going to have a psychiatrist call you tonight, to make sure that your personality is back together,” he said. I was fine, but making sure of that was important. I had a nice chat with Doctor B. on the phone about the odd dissociative ability I found I now had with this capacity to experience both victim and perpetrator.


    The next day Detective Elaine Jordan of the Garden Grove Police Department took the map that had been drawn ‘through me’ by the perpetrator and placed it over a map of Los Angeles County. The roads I had indicated lined up with the freeways near the Garden Grove crime. The other marks I had drawn as the perpetrator were all locations of the unsolved rape cases in the same area. Where my hand had drawn the star, the area the perpetrator called “the kill,” was the scene of the unsolved Garden Grove murder case we were working on. We were all dumbfounded.


    Yes, we would have loved it if the perpetrator had said, “Yeah, it’s me, Jack Smith!” but that is not what happened. And as is common in television, the pilot was not picked up. I knew that Spirit had other things in store for me.
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    It was now my birthday month, and I remembered that the year before I had made a birthday promise to face my fears. I chose issues brewing in my soul that I knew I needed to take action on. Within weeks of that promise, I secured a writing agent to support the potential book inside of me, stepped into the world of the paranormal to host a radio show, and embraced my work as a psychic medium on TV. That promise also unwittingly revealed the deep fear that I’d repressed, like my marriage ending. I was beginning to learn that the truth of ‘consciousness’ is beautiful, despite how ugly and unpleasant it can seem.


    In a meditation that previous year I heard God/Spirit ask me, “Marla, what would you do if I gave you the gift of a shiny red apple for your birthday?”


    “Well, God,” I responded, “I would be grateful for such a delicious gift. I would be delighted in its beauty.”


    “But what if the apple was bruised, decomposing, and filled with worms?”


    I paused, furrowed my brow, and said, “Well, I wouldn’t consciously pick that, and I’d wonder why you would give me such a gift.” 


    “Just because it is in transition, is it not still beautiful? The worm thinks so, and the seeds that will soon fall will produce another great tree that will bear delicious fruit and bring shelter and shade to all I have created.”
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