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to Nefertiti, my first encounter 

with a channeled soul!
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The Nine Spiritual Gifts

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

Corinthians 1, Chapter 12, Verse 4-11 

(It may be a little differently worded 

depending on which Bible you have).

The variety and the unity of gifts 

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
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Awaken to the spirit world, for there lie your 

gifts granted by Spirit.

Constance Santego
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Fact:

All biblical references, science, and Tamara’s (Constance’s) teaching matter is real (slightly changed to fit the characters). 

Most locations and characters are fictional. 

This novel was written as a story inspired by Spirit, to give you, the reader a new perspective, a new way to learn the nine spiritual gifts, and an opportunity to empower your life. 
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The first novel in this ‘The Nine Spiritual Gifts’ series was about learning to ‘Distinguish Spirits.’ How to tell spirits apart, how to test them, and what happens to a soul when it dies. Archangel Michael is the angel that you can pray to help you get rid of evil spirits or to help lost souls go home.

Tamara was sitting at her desk, deciding what to type. 

Her next lecture was coming up soon, and she had to finish the description so that she could send out the emails and post the event on her website.

I have talked about one of the nine spiritual gifts granted by spirit, ‘Distinguishing Spirits.’ In my first set of lectures, I spoke about the spirit world being real. 

She decided to start by creating a checklist to review what she had already taught.


✓  I talked about the journey of a soul and the two most important aspects a person needs to remember before they die. 




	To believe in love-light energy 

	To have led a virtuous life.




✓  I talked about ghosts and the importance of not becoming one. 

✓  I talked about dark entities and the importance of testing a spirit.

✓  I talked about removing an entity or attachment from a person. 

✓  I talked about reincarnation and past lives.

✓  I talked about virtue and sin.

✓  I talked about how to pass through the pearly gates.



What difference does it make if a person believes that a soul has an afterlife or that ghosts are real?

The real question should be, how can I help? My clients come to me to talk to their beloved ones, the people they loved that have left this earthly plane. What if I could teach them how to do it themselves?

That’s it. That’s my next lecture. I will talk about the gift of tongues and how to speak and interpret the spirit world's divine language. 

With this new inspiration, Tamara started to type her next lecture’s advertisement.  




No matter how much time goes by, there will always be days where you will miss and think of your loved ones that passed. Days that you wish more than anything that you could hear her voice, see his smile, or feel the warmth of their embrace. 



How many times have you wanted to phone and tell them something special, then remember they are not available to take your call? How many days, weeks, months, or years has it been since you could connect with them?



What if you could have one more moment with them? What if you knew how to communicate in the sacred language of the spirit world? 



Come and learn the Language of the Soul.





In this second book of the series, ‘Language of a Soul,’ the focus is on ‘Tongues,’ how to communicate with a spirit and how spirit tries to communicate with us. Archangel Gabriel is the angel to pray to help deliver God’s messages to you and for inspiration and creativity. 
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The blue spotlight was on her, and the color from the light inspired Isabella to take a breath and play her role. 

She had beautiful regal blue eyes, painted to look like a goddess. Her hair was as dark as night and reached her shoulders, with bangs that accented those sexy eyes. Her head was adorned with a web of jewels that sparkled in the light as she moved. Barely five-foot-five, she elegantly wore a floor-length gown that seemed enchanted, so silky smooth, with a sash tied gently around her slim waist. The softest leather sandals cradled her feet.

Many called her majesty, some braved Queen, but very few ever called her by name, Cleopatra, Queen of the Nile. She was born into an era that required strength and hope.

“We desire riches, fame, and success, but in life, most of us desire love,” she said in her bed-chamber as she looked out into the night’s sky.

Thirty-five-year-old Isabella Jackson was the actress playing the part of Cleopatra and knew that to excel in this movie, she needed the audience to believe that she was Cleopatra.

Her confidence and inner beauty shone through in all that she said, how she moved, what she wore, but it was her inner knowing of a Goddess that really guided her to play her part so magnificently.

After filming a few hours of the dailies, as the film business likes to call the unedited footage shots for the movie, Isabella went back to her dressing room. Her living quarters had been in a very extravagant recreational vehicle for the last few months, with air conditioning and all the bells and whistles. Not that Isabella even noticed the temperature in Egypt these days. 

I don’t think I can go on like this. . . not without him. 

It had been a couple of years since that first day she set eyes on him. She intuitively knew that she had met the man of her dreams. As corny as it sounds, it was love at first sight. Of all the places in the world that it could have happened, it was during a short impromptu mid-January vacation on Red Mountain in Aspen, Colorado.

He was forty-five, tall, with dirty blond hair, extremely handsome, originally from Sweden, and a named partner in a big corporate law firm based out of Switzerland. 

She had boldly asked him out on the first date. Lucky for her, his English was limited, and with his busy schedule, he didn’t have time to follow the media and rarely went out to the movies. He didn’t know how famous she was.  

The instant chemistry was like bees to a flower, sweet and succulent. It only took a few days of being in his company that she knew that he would become her one true love.

He had told her that one of the things that he loved about her, other than her beauty, was that he didn’t feel guilty about not having enough time for her. It was actually the other way around.

She loved that she could always be herself around him, not feeling like he was going to judge her or love her just for her beauty and money. How rare it was to find a man that she could let down the invisible shield that she had put up so many years ago to protect herself from the fans and the crazies—the people who didn’t respect her privacy. 

She loved when they both had time to meet-up in Aspen. The mountain held such good memories. The resort they stayed in was extremely selective as to who could book a suite. Only the rich and famous could afford this caliber of a luxurious ski-in-ski-out establishment. A place where she knew she could take shelter from the paparazzi while sipping drinks and recouping in his arms. Isabella had all the privacy that she needed, that they needed. 

It was a fairy tale story, two people who met and fell madly in love. She was about to go public with the relationship when it happened.

After not seeing each other for months, their lovemaking seemed epic. Isabella felt like her soul had left her body and was floating in a bath of ecstasy. He made her feel like she was the only living soul on the planet. 

As the gentle snow fell outside, christening the tree branches with its grace, lying there in front of the fireplace, she snuggled closer to him on the sheepskin rug. The heat of the fire just added to the afterglow feeling. Isabella lay there mesmerized, watching the flames as if they came alive, seducing each other in their sacred dance. I could lie here just like this forever. 

As he pulled her in closer, kissing her on the forehead, he said, “Come on, let’s go for a romantic midnight ski in the moonlight.” He had convinced the staff at the ski resort to open a lift and allow them to ride to the top and ski down. 

The night was magical. The moonbeams filled the night sky, illuminating the snow so brightly that no lights were needed. 

In the silence of the night, you could hear yourself breathe. As the ski lift went higher and higher, the ice crystals sparkled like diamonds on the branches. 

As they descended off the chair, their skis made fresh tracks through the powdery drifts. Isabella could feel the wind as it blew through her hair as she cascaded down the slope. She imagined that he was relishing in the moment of this one last ski before going home tomorrow because she was.

She saw his sexy smile as he looked over and sped past her. He looked like a pro as he raced down the hill. A moment later, he disappeared from her view as the ski run curved around some trees. 

Knowing that he had won their imaginary race, she slowed down and enjoyed the silence of the moonlit night as she skied towards their lodging. Expecting him to be there gloating, she put on her best smile. He was not at his usual spot along the snowy path waiting for her. 

Using her ski poles to help maneuver closer towards the luxurious hotel, she still did not see him. A moment of panic fluttered through her system. What if... 

Hurrying now, clicking out of her skis, she ran clumsily through the front entrance. She scanned everywhere, but he was not there. 

Isabella’s heart started to pound so hard that she thought it would burst right out of her chest. She ran back outside to see if maybe he had gone for a second run. She was anxiously waiting for his return while looking at the clock on her phone every few seconds. He should be here by now. She dialed his phone, no answer. Worry instantly turned into fear. 

Isabella heard voices coming her way and smiled, thinking that it might be him. Instead, it was the two ski attendants that let them ride the lift. Running over to them, she asked if they had seen him, but they hadn’t. 

Frantic now, she ran back inside directly to the front desk and called up to their room, no answer. Her only option left was to report him missing to the ski patrol office.  

With the light of dawn, they found his body. Her worse nightmare had happened. He had hit a tree and broke his neck. The coroner said that he would have died immediately and probably didn’t even see the tree due to the shadows of the night.

Hans, I need you! How am I going to live life without you?  
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Chapter 2
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Hans couldn’t remember how he got back to their hotel room. As the entrance door opened, he saw Isabella come in. Coming closer to her, he said jokingly, “I guess that means I won the race.” 

Isabella walked right by him and sat on the leather chair that was in front of the fireplace.

“Okay, I’ll let you win next time.” Not even a smirk from her. “Hey, what’s up? I’m only joking.”

Still ignoring him, Isabella brought her knees up and rested her elbows on them. As she brought her hands up to her face, tears started to flow down her cheeks. 

Feeling like a jerk now for not noticing that she was really upset about something, he said, “Iss. what’s wrong?” 

Isabella started to sob uncontrollably. 

Hans came around and knelt down beside her. “Iss, tell me what’s wrong. Did you hurt yourself?” He looked for bruises or blood. Nothing. “Please, Iss. Tell me what’s wrong.”

He put a hand on her knee to comfort her, but his hand went right through her body. What the?

A moment later, he saw a bright light and realized that he was dead. He felt his body start to vibrate as if he were a washing machine. It felt as if each individual cell was separating from one another, becoming vaporous. Panicking, with all the human ability he had left, he grabbed onto the arm of the chair. An invisible force started to pull him in the opposite direction. His legs were now floating higher than his head. His fingers couldn’t hold onto the chair any longer. The invisible force had won. 

No. I’m not leaving her!

Trying to hold on to anything that could keep him here on Earth, he envisioned a random memory of when he was young—he remembered a painting. 

It was an illustration of a story that his grandfather had shared many times with him and his cousins. His stories always started with the words, ‘This tale has been passed down from generation to generation. . . my grandfather used to tell it to me. Listen carefully, my little ones, because it’s not folklore.’ 
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Chapter 3
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Instantly coming out of her dream, she replayed her sister’s question. Have you found out what unfinished business Hans’ has?

Although she was exhausted, she decided not to wait the remaining fourteen minutes before the alarm went off to get out of bed. The only thing stopping her was the thought of a strange man in her apartment, even if he was only a ghost. It scared the hell out of her. 

She didn’t understand how or why her sister, Susannah was able to communicate with her, but she had to admit that it was great having a big sister become one of her guardian angels.

“Hans, are you there?” she whispered, peeking over the covers and looking nervously around her bedroom.

Hans nodded yes as he looked over to the person calling his name. 

She didn’t hear a reply. Adrenaline started rushing through her veins as she bravely put her feet on the floor. Quickly she got out of bed and grabbed her robe, covering herself. . . just in case he was watching.

The thought of a new ghost in her apartment brought back memories of her sister being tormented by dark entities in the afterlife. 

Lexi thought to herself, what if Hans is dark? 

After awkwardly getting dressed, and just as she was about to run out the door, her cell phone rang. 

“Hello.”

“Hi Alexandra, it’s Edward. I was wondering how you’ve been. . . and to ask you out for dinner. Are you busy Friday night?” Edward felt as if he was back in high school as his knees went weak, nervously waiting for her response. 

“Hi Edward, sure, that would be nice, but I am just dashing off to work. Do you mind texting me the time and place? Oh ya, and what I should wear, will it be formal, semi-formal, or casual? You know, a girl has to know these things.”

Edward gave an acknowledging chuckle. Phew, she said yes. “Great. I will text you all the information. Enjoy your day Alexandra.”

“You too, Edward.” 

She had been so busy at work at the 5th Ave Manhattan designing studio, creating the new spring & fall fashions that she didn’t have time for much else these days. Though, Reverend Hawthorne had slipped into her mind a few times since Christmas dinner at her mom’s.

Hmm, a date is it. Maybe mom was right. No matter, it will be so enjoyable to talk to someone I have something in common with, Susannah. A tear started to form as she grabbed her coat and purse before going out the door. I still miss her so much. 

Just as she did, Hans went to stop her by blocking her way. 

As Lexi stepped through the doorway into the common hallway of her apartment building, a chill ran through her.

He tried to chase after her, but the door became a barrier, and Hans could not follow the lady who had earlier called out his name. It was as if he had reached the end of a chain that bound him, and his body was jolted back into the room.

Testing his theory, he walked around the apartment. He could go freely into any of the rooms, but as soon as he went to go through the exit door, he encountered an invisible force that pulled him back.

Sitting on the couch, he looked up and noticed a painting. It was an excellent replica of ‘The Wild Hunt Of Odin’ by Peter Nicolai Arbo. Of all the stories his grandfather would tell, this was his favorite. 

Leaning back into the couch, he stared at the hunting party of airborne horsemen moving across a darkened sky. It was as if he could hear his grandfather’s voice come alive.

Odin is the god associated with wisdom, healing, death, royalty, the gallows, knowledge, war, battle, victory, sorcery, poetry, frenzy, and the runic alphabet. 

Hans was used to his grandfather being a bit wordy as he told his version of the Nordic pagan folklore. 

The leader of the ‘noisy riders’ is no other then Odin, and accompanying him on the wild chase is a horde of elves, fairies, and the dead.

Hans squinted to look at the horsemen. His grandfather was right. They were elves, fairies, and the dead.  

He heard his grandfather’s voice as he said, All living souls that these horsemen pass must avert their eyes so that they too are not abducted into the underworld or the fairy kingdom.

Hans knew what his grandfather’s next words would be.

Children, say your prayers before you sleep so that your soul is not taken from your bed to join Odin’s army. Better yet, pray that it is Thor leading the hunt, the god of thunder and the strongest son of Odin. Pray that it is he who will protect you and will come to help you defeat your battles and torments. 

Hans just sat there, staring at the painting, trying to remember the old customs.
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Chapter 4
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Tamara had booked her next lecture at one of the most amazing performing arts college theaters in New York City. It was a dream come true.

“Welcome back. I hope everyone’s holiday season was magical. Isn’t this a fairy-tale theater?” she said as she moved her hands in a motion to display the grandeur of the space.

The stage curved out into the audience, with beautiful red crushed velvet curtains hanging from the ceiling to the floor, creating a regal feeling. The lighting and sound were manned by the students learning how to use the theatrical stage systems. 

Tamara was looking into an amphitheater-style of seating. She knew the theater could hold five hundred people, and the place was nearly full. “I believe that a soul continues its journey into the afterlife once it has left Earth. I believe the reason we are living on Earth is to evolve our soul for the advancement in Heaven, with the ultimate goal being Nirvana.

In my last lecture, I finished off by saying that a better question might be, what if this was your last lifetime? You were never coming back down to Earth, ever again.” 

Tamara took a moment to pause and let what she just said sink in. “What would you do differently?” 

Slowly walking the stage, she said, “What if I could tell you that there is a celestial ‘Siri’ of sorts to gain the answers to the questions you have? An intelligent assistant that offers a faster, easier way to get things done.”

Giving another pause, Tamara could see in the audience that her lectures were gaining the attention of some noteworthy people in the media. 

As she turned her head, she saw a face in the audience that she was not expecting. 

Sitting in the third row was one of her first students, Isabella Jackson. Tamara was so excited to see her. It had been almost ten years since she had seen Isabella in person, but it was hard to forget her. Isabella was everywhere. Instagram, Facebook, T.V., radio, any media you turned to, Isabella Jackson was being mentioned. 

The first time Tamara met Isabella was in one of her spiritual classes. Back then, Isabella was a young and beautiful girl who was on a personal quest to find her true calling.

It was one of the first courses Tamara ever taught. It was called Your Persona... The Mask You Wear. The training was revealing the four personality channels of audio, knower, visual, and feeler.

Tamara smiled to herself, interesting that she is here tonight since I am talking on the same subject but referring to it now as the language of the spirit world, the celestial language. The language used to communicate with angelic spirits.

Ah, that explains all the media in the audience, they’re here for Isabella, and here I thought it was because of my lectures.

Smiling a genuine smile to Isabella, Tamara continued by saying, “We live in the era of information where computers and artificial intelligence, micro and nano, quantum, and space travel are part of our everyday lives. It only makes sense that there is a ‘Siri’ in the spirit world that you can ask a question and receive an answer. I find it fascinating that the word ‘Siri’ is spelled with four of the six letters in ‘Spirit.’”

Tamara walked over to her stool, and before she took a seat, she took a sip of water from the bottle sitting on top of it, thus giving her a moment to collect her thoughts. Like all her other lectures, she knew her topic for the evening but not always how it would play out.

Listening to her intuition, she sat down on the stool and looked directly at Isabella. “Tonight, we have a special guest in the audience. Isabella, will you please be so kind as to join me up here on the stage?” 

Isabella was used to being in the limelight. It was her soul’s purpose in this lifetime, being a famous actress. Isabella stood up, and as she walked to the stage, her aura emanated the essence of a goddess.  

Tamara signaled for a second stool to be brought up on stage.

The hug that Isabella gave Tamara was the sincerest embrace of love and gratitude that a successful student would gift a teacher. The ultimate acknowledgment anyone could give.

Tamara had to wait before she could continue talking until the standing ovation, lights flashing from all the cameras, the sound of the cheering, and applause coming from the audience quieted down. 

“Thank you, Isabella, for coming up here and joining me. Everyone, I am sure you already know who Isabella Jackson is, but you probably don’t know how I know her. Isabella, would you mind sharing your story with us?”

“Tamara, I would love to. Thank you.”
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“I was nineteen and had just moved to New York City. I had been accepted into one of the most prestigious and promising acting schools in the nation. But . . . I didn’t just dream of becoming a star. I actually dreamt of becoming a star. Meaning I had a dream that was so lucid, I could see myself as a famous actress.” Isabella smiled and said, “Yes, for years, I was a struggling actress with dreams of making it big on Broadway.”

Seeing Isabella on stage brought tears to Tamara’s eyes. She was so proud of her journey.  

Turning to Tamara, Isabella continued. “I struggled on my path for so many years, and if it wasn’t for you, Tamara, I am not sure where I would be right now.” Isabella leaned over and gave Tamara another hug. Releasing Tamara, Isabella took a deep breath and closed her eyes. 

She was recently voted one of the most beautiful people in the world by a very reputable magazine. Tamara knew she was a beauty on the inside as much as she was on the outside. 

“My story is simple. Thanks to Tamara, I believe in an all-knowing entity, an entity that is pure love and light. This energy guides me in everything that I do, say, see, and know. My riches, fame, and success are all because of my ability to communicate with these celestial beings. I call them my guides and angels. 

Don’t get me wrong. I pray to God, but he is so busy. Instead of talking to me directly, he delivers his messages through Archangel Gabriel’s team of celestial beings.” 

There were mixed reactions from the audience. Some people were clapping and cheering. Some couldn’t believe their ears, but the media was eating it up like candy, recording every word. 

As she looked over to Tamara, she said, “It is this beautiful soul, my Earth angel, who taught me how to communicate with the Holy, the celestial guides and angels who help deliver God’s messages to me. I pray every morning and receive through meditation the answers to my prayers. Tamara teaches that prayer is asking, and meditation is listening. Listen carefully to what she has to say, for she is gifting you the wisdom and knowledge of the spiritual gifts granted by spirit.” 

With that said, Isabella leaned over and kissed Tamara on the cheek, got up, and left the stage. Instead of going back to her seat, she picked up her stool and walked towards the side of the stage, just behind the curtains. That way, she could listen to the rest of the lecture without the commotion that comes with being famous.
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Tamara clapped her hands in gratitude as Isabella left the stage. 

Continuing with the lecture, Tamara said, “There are nine spiritual gifts. As many of you know, the last set of lectures that I did before Christmas was based on ‘distinguishing spirits.’ Tonight’s focus is on the gift of tongues, the celestial language of a soul, which in the Bible is a two-part gift—the gift of tongues and the interpretation of tongues. What comes to mind when you hear the gift of tongues?” Tamara waited a moment before continuing. 

“Many Christians believe that being able to speak in tongues is a sign of being filled with the Holy Spirit. Some of you are probably familiar with the term ‘Holy Rollers.’ These are parishioners who roll in the aisle as they are overtaken by Spirit and babble in some language that almost no one can understand, including themselves. 

Some religions indeed promote that kind of behavior. It is called Glossolalia.

I disagree with it.

DID THE PERSON TEST THE SPIRIT FIRST, before they let it enter their body? Hey, just because you are in a church doesn’t mean a lower energy spirit cannot access your body. 

Think about it. What does the word ‘fill’ mean? You fill something up, right? In this case, you are filling your body. What is it being filled with? The Holy Spirit? Well, I would agree it is a spirit. Holy, I am not sure. DID THEY TEST THE SPIRIT before they let it enter their body? 

Don’t get me wrong. I believe in tongues, just not in the unsafe way it might be performed. 

What if you didn’t test the spirit and now you are speaking a spell or a curse? 

How do you know that you aren’t? 

In the New Jerusalem Bible, Corinthians 1, chapter 14, verse 13 it reads – ‘That is why anyone who speaks in tongues prays that he may be given the interpretation.’ 

When you go home this evening, read online or in any Christian Bible these two scriptures, Corinthians 1, chapters 12-15 and Acts, chapters 2-3.

Tonight, I am going to explain the proper procedure of tongues and back it up by using science. 

That got the people from the media to have a seat and stick around. 

“Imagine turning on a radio and adjusting it to a channel where your favorite music is being played. 

The sound of music is broadcast over an AM or FM frequency. The music or voices you hear are being transmitted by invisible radio waves through the air to an antenna or cell phone.”

Tamara went over to her stool and grabbed her cell phone. She held it up for everyone to see. “Each radio station uses a different frequency or channel. Your cellphone works as a receiver when you play music, read a text message or answer a call. When it sends out your message, it becomes a transmitter.” 

She laid the phone back down and continued talking. “Your body is similar to a cell phone, in that you have a transmitter and receiver built right into your brain. 

I imagine all of you have heard of extrasensory perception, also known as ESP, or your sixth sense?” Tamara could see many heads nodding yes in the audience. 

“Speaking in tongues is a celestial language and uses an invisible frequency of energy that your brain can naturally transmit, receive, and comprehend. And just like all languages, speaking in tongues is learnable. 

‘Tongues’ is the native language of your celestial soul. I believe the language is stored in your consciousness, and all you need to do is access it. 

Let me give you an example. How many of you have learned a language other than English as a child?” 

Many hands went up in the audience. 

“How many of you as a child were brought up learning one language and then moved to another city, country, or school and were given no other choice but to learn the new language?” 

Again, many hands went up in the audience.

“How many of you over the years, due to the lack of practice, forgot how to read, write, speak, or understand your native tongue?” 

Again, many hands went up in the audience.

“The fascinating thing is, as an adult if you were to return to your original community where you could only speak your native tongue, you would remember very quickly how to speak and interpret that language again.”  

Tamara took a breath and then said, “Now let’s go back to the concept of speaking in tongues, a language unbeknownst to the person speaking it. I believe that when a person speaks in tongues, it can only be two things; they remember their native language or an entity has possessed their body. 

I know what you are thinking, ‘Tamara, you channel spirits.’ True, but I do not allow them to enter my body. I only interpret what they are saying. 

To speak in tongues is meant to speak in God’s language, and all you need to do is learn or remember the language . . . You do not have to roll on the floor or have an entity possess your body to contact a spirit and communicate with it.” 

Tamara wanted the audience to ponder on what she had just said. “We will be taking a twenty-minute intermission, and when we come back, I will be giving a demonstration.”
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Tamara went over to where Isabella was sitting. “Isabella, it is so nice to see you.” Tamara gave her another hug.

“You too, Tamara. It’s been a few years, and so much has happened since then. I’ve been following you through all your published books.” 

“Ah, that is so sweet of you. I have watched all your movies and have been following you through the media. You’ve done very well for yourself, but. . . right now, my Spidey senses say that something is up, that you are not here just by chance.” 

“Yes, you haven’t lost your touch. I am hoping that you will have time to meet with me privately.”

“Sure. When are you thinking?”

“Would tomorrow or the next day work?”

“For you, I’ll make it work. Just text me when and where?”

As Isabella hugged her, she said, “You’re the best!”

Tamara gave Isabella her cell number, another hug, and said, “See you soon.”

After taking a quick restroom break, Tamara walked back onto the stage, sat down on her stool, took a breath, and said, “Please find your seats.”

She then continued with her lecture by saying, “The Bible, written over two-thousand years ago, needed to be translated into English from other languages, Hebrew, Greek, and Aramaic. In the Bible, there is a story written to the church at Corinth to pray for an interpreter, 1 Corinthians 14:27.

Today, many governments, businesses, and people have used an interpreter's expertise to translate for them. It is necessary that we understand what is being spoken or written. 

Imagine that you are at a conference or on a tour in another country and don’t speak the language. A translator comes in handy. Maybe you have needed a translator for reading legal or medical documents. I've even used a computer program to translate emails to and from my family that lives in Europe.

No matter if you have or haven’t used a translator, most of you know what Morse code is. This is a perfect example where you would need a translator.

Morse code is a frequency of energy transmitted in the form of dots and dashes. It is international, and it does not matter if you speak German, English, Mandarin, or any other language. The dots and dashes will need to be interpreted and translated into the letters of the alphabet.

Tamara drew some dots and dashes on a whiteboard that had been brought up on stage. “The most famous Morse code used is ... -—... the English translation is SOS. You could send this code out as many times as you wanted to, but unless someone knew how to decipher it, your message would never be understood. Do you know what SOS in English stands for? Save our souls. 

Another modality that sends out messages by using the same symbolic coding is a telegraph machine. 

Sign language is another great example of communicating without speaking, and that anyone can learn. You can move your fingers any way you like, but unless you know the exact combination of manual articulations, you are just moving your fingers. 

Even as far back as 400BC, beacon fires and drumbeats were used to send messages.”

Tamara took a moment to look at the audience, making sure everyone was following what she was saying, which they seemed to be. 

“To interpret any language, the interpreter must listen carefully. This is also true to safely communicate with Spirit . . .  it is done best to sense the entire phrase and then interpret the message.”

Tamara excitedly said, “Get ready, we are about to do just that, learn how to interpret Spirit’s words, Spirit’s Celestial language.” 

The sound of applause and a couple of woot, woot shouts from the audience could be heard. 

Smiling from the reaction, Tamara continued, “Spirit communicates using a Celestial language, but it needs to be deciphered. This code of communication that Spirit uses is transmitted through specific frequencies of energy that only your sixth sense can interpret. 

There are four channels or frequencies a person can choose from to decode any divine message. I call these channels Audio, Knower Visual, and Feeler. Think of these four channels similar to a radio station sending out a frequency. An example would be FM 99.9. Each frequency or channel has its unique wavelength. 

If you want to hear another radio station, you will need to change the channel to a new frequency. This is the same action required to sense another Celestial Channel. You will need to switch to a new frequency. 

The Audio channel is a frequency of energy, and like Morse code, this energy needs to be deciphered. This energy comes in the form of words that you can hear out loud, in your head, or written.

The Knower channel uses thought energy, as in telepathy. The Visual channel uses images or dreams. The Feeler channel uses energy that you can feel emotionally. 

My point is that there are many ways to communicate other than using words, but most importantly, the Celestial language is learnable. 

The first step in learning how to decipher the Celestial language is to know where the four celestial sensory transmitters and receivers are in your body.

Let’s have some fun. Ready to learn where they are located?”

The audience went wild with cheers and applause.

“To start with, I am going to have you lightly press on each location. I want you to learn how to kinaesthetically activate the signal and learn how to focus on that particular frequency of energy.” 
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