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PRAISE FOR BREADCRUMBS FROM SPIRIT


In the pages of this beautiful book, Breadcrumbs from Spirit, Brandi offers a deeply authentic and uplifting journey about healing and remembrance. Her courage to embody her light will inspire countless souls to step into their own. Brandi walks the path of unity consciousness with humility and grace, inviting us all to embody the divine light within. This book is a gift for anyone ready to lead their lives from a space of unwavering love.


~Emmanuel Dagher,
Best Selling Author, Holistic Therapist


Reading this book feels like being gently led back to your own heart. Brandi invites us into her sacred journey of healing with such raw, vulnerable honesty that you cannot help but recognize pieces of yourself within her story. She courageously opens the door to wounds many of us carry—wounds often buried under layers of shame, fear, and silence. With openness and grace, she exposes the deeper places of generational pain that so often live unseen within us, quietly shaping our patterns, our relationships, and our daily lives.


What makes this work extraordinary is how she doesn’t leave us in the heaviness of those truths. With wisdom and compassion, she weaves in spiritual teachings that stretch the mind and open the heart, showing us that healing is not only possible, it is our birthright. She reminds us that Spirit is always for us—always moving, always whispering, always guiding us back to the truth of who we are.


This book is more than a memoir. It is an invitation to remember that we are not alone in our pain, and that even the most hidden suffering can be met with love, transformed through grace, and reclaimed as a deeper knowing of our worth and belonging. It is a sacred companion for anyone who longs to break free from the patterns of the past and step courageously into the fullness of their own soul.


~Kate Shipp, C-IAYT
Authentic Life Strategist and Holistic Trauma Specialist


Breadcrumbs from Spirit is a vulnerable and courageous invitation to walk beside Brandi on a journey of healing, awakening, and profound self-discovery with the goal of inspiring the reader to do the same. Her voice is a true guide for anyone seeking meaning, connection, and a deeper sense of purpose and peace.


~Jennifer J.


The author displays and by example teaches a great degree of humility. She has an openness that allows her to learn from broader realities than the vast majority of humanity has access to.


Her view captures a broad range of spiritual wisdom and understanding. She has clearly done the deep work necessary to ascend that path.


She uses the phrase BUT/AND to step back and transcend simple black and white interpretations. By doing so, she exemplifies higher levels of unified consciousness that lie beyond the duality that most of us live.


Kudos for such an exquisite work. I intend to read it again and again, as it is clearly a sentinel work that can teach you more and more each time you read it.


~Robert D. Sheeler, M.D.


Brandi is a delightful person who, in this book, teaches you how to transcend the places you are stuck. By sharing her own struggles and eventual victory over illness and past trauma, she demonstrates how the common culture is a distraction that keeps us stuck.


Using a variety of techniques from breath work to spiritual discipline, she has identified and remediated many areas of her life. By sharing such intimate detail, she shows the spectrum of what is possible to accomplish.


If you seek peace, understanding, growth, forgiveness, and love on a higher level, I would highly recommend this book.


~Angela E. O’Neil, M.D.
Fmr Assistant Dean, Mayo Clinic Medical School


This book, page by page, exemplifies Brandi’s authenticity and takes us along on her journey to self-love. While I may have witnessed this evolution, her storytelling is relatable and relevant, with lessons attached along the way, and a few surprises! She speaks into her trauma with such vulnerability that you ache for her and ultimately cheer for her. She highlights the importance of finding your community, finding your people, as you are finding your way. This book transcends lines of spirituality and will absolutely resonate with anyone as they navigate their own path of growth and self-love.


~Kristi Ward, M.Ed.
Fmr Division Director, Maricopa County Adult Probation


I started reading this from the perspective that it was a book about spirituality, and what I experienced is that it is a book about becoming whole with yourself … your own best friend. Brandi’s life experiences and story are inspiring as well as instructive for living your best life.


~Karie Montague, LPC
Vistage CEO and Women Presidents Chair
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For Dax


My faithful companion, guardian, and healer.


Thank you for walking beside me through the darkest nights and the brightest awakenings. You held space for me in silence when I couldn’t find the words. You grounded me with your steady presence, teaching me how to return to my body, to the moment, and to love without condition.


Your eyes always saw the truth of me, even when I couldn’t.


You were more than a dog. You were soul family, an anchor, and a teacher. This book carries the imprint of your love, quietly guiding each step of my unfolding.


I carry you with me, always.


Forever grateful.


Forever changed.
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FOREWORD


I still remember the first time Brandi sat across from me. She had just lost her mom, and her grief was raw, her body was overwhelmed, and her spirit was crying for attention. Yet, her eyes told a different story—one of pain, yes, but also possibility. I could see it, and, more importantly, I could feel it: that spark of light within, that deep soul wisdom just waiting to be awakened. Brandi had a quiet knowing that even though she didn’t have it all figured out, she was ready to say yes to something. She didn’t know where the path would lead—she just knew she couldn’t stay where she was.


Over the years, I’ve had the privilege of guiding and supporting thousands of people on their spiritual journey, and from that very first session, I knew Brandi’s journey would be powerful, not just for her, but for the people she would one day help. I saw her as a teacher, in her full power.


And now, here we are, full circle. Brandi is no longer a woman sitting across from me, searching for herself. She’s a part of my team. She’s a gifted teacher. She’s a woman who has embodied her Light and shares it in the most authentic way. Walking alongside her over the past eight years has been an honor; her transformation has been one of the most inspiring I’ve witnessed.


Brandi did what so many people talk about doing but few actually commit to: she showed up for herself, again and again, even when it was hard … especially when it was hard. She opened up. She did the work. She fell and got back up stronger—and softer—every time. I’ve watched her cry the tears, celebrate the breakthroughs, and reclaim her body as a sacred vessel, rather than a problem to be solved. I saw her release the weight—physically, emotionally, and energetically. I saw her mind shift from fear and self-doubt to clarity and confidence. I felt her connection to Spirit deepen, not just as a daily checklist, but as a true relationship with the Divine that guided her healing journey every step of the way. I watched her claim her power and step into her role as a teacher.


And, most reverently, I have had the opportunity to watch her write this book! And THIS book … WOW!!! Breadcrumbs from Spirit is a memoir, yes, and it is so much more than that. It’s a sacred offering. A guide. A permission slip. A hand to hold onto when you need one the most. It’s everything Brandi learned, lived, let go of, and leaned into; it’s a trail of light for those who are ready to come home to themselves, their truth, their power … their healing.


Brandi’s journey reminds us that healing is not a straight line, and it’s not meant to be walked in isolation. The mind needs support. The body needs love. The spirit needs remembrance. And the heart needs connection with others, safety, and witnessing. She found those things, and now she offers them to you.


This story is about returning to self, to soul, to love. It’s about the power of community, the strength of vulnerability, and the courage to ask for help when everything inside you wants to hide.


If you’ve ever felt like your body was betraying you, your mind was working against you, or your family didn’t understand … if you’ve felt disconnected from Spirit, or stuck in the stories that say, “I can’t heal,” Breadcrumbs from Spirit is for you.


Healing is not a destination. It’s a way of living, a way of loving yourself through the mess and the miracle. Let Brandi’s words remind you of your own power, and of just how miraculous, worthy, and holy you already are. Let her story show you what’s possible when you stop trying to do it all alone and start letting yourself be supported.


I couldn’t be prouder of Brandi, and I couldn’t be more excited for you. Why? Because if you’re holding this book, your journey to wholeness has already begun.


So, take a breath with me. You’re ready, and you don’t have to do it alone. It’s not easy, but it is worth it, my friend.


Turn the page …


With Deep Love & Light,
Sunny Dawn Johnston
Spiritual Teacher, Intuitive Guide, and Founder of the School of Light
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INTRODUCTION


One afternoon in early 2025, I was driving home after having lunch with my son Billy. Just an average day in Phoenix—warm, sunny … and crazy traffic on the 101 freeway.


I was going a bit over the speed limit just trying to keep up with the other cars, but they were whizzing by me so fast on both sides that I might as well have been standing still. Then they started weaving between lanes, everyone trying to get an edge over the other.


This chaos was made worse by the fact that I rarely drive on the freeway these days. A feeling of stress crept over me, maybe even fear of an accident. After several minutes of white-knuckling the steering wheel and trying to have eyes everywhere at once, I called in my team of Light, my bubble of protection.


I’d done this countless times before, and, other than Archangel Michael, I didn’t single out specific energies. The way I see it, whoever wants to come is welcome. That day, inspired by a recent class I had taken, I figured, what the heck?


Immediately, a frequency moved in beside me. I didn’t see it with my eyes, but I felt it drop right into the passenger seat.


It wasn’t something outside of me. It was something I recognized from within. A resonance. A presence. A knowing. It was an energy I had been connecting with for years.


Our conversation began something like this:


What the hell are you doing here? I’m on the 101! People are driving ninety miles an hour. I told you that I didn’t want to get into an accident, and now you’re distracting me. I can’t do this!


And yet … I could. I was still white-knuckling the wheel, fully tuned in to the road. But at the same time, I was engaged in communication with this presence. It was like my energy had split, and I was fully present in both experiences. A frequency of peace entered the car. Time stretched. The chaos around me didn’t disappear, but it no longer held me hostage.


We spoke for thirty minutes, though it went by in the blink of an eye, with the conversation unfolding in layers I’d revisit again and again. Then, just as I approached my exit, the energy shifted. I dropped back into my body, moved into the right lane, and exited as if nothing had happened.


But everything had changed.


As soon as I got into the house, I scribbled down the messages I had received as fast as I could so as not to forget anything. It took up a whole page, but one line stood out to me:


“Are you ready, Brandi? Are you ready for what’s coming?”


Those questions, and the information that followed, were a turning point, completely reframing this book, which was already in process, and my understanding of the work I am here to do.


That day didn’t mark the beginning of my connection with this Source. It had been with me all along, moving through meditation, breathwork, dreams, and energy sessions. But this? This was different. This was direct. Immediate. Embodied.


It reminded me that we don’t need to reach outside of ourselves to connect with wisdom. It already lives within us—quiet, steady, waiting for our attention. This book is a reflection of that inner resonance. You may call it Spirit, Source, Higher Self, Divine Intelligence, Universal Light … or simply Knowing. You don’t have to believe in anything. Just feel what’s true for you.


If you’re like most people, you have heard the term “spiritual journey” more times than you can count. You’ve also heard about “awakening,” “ascension,” and “enlightenment.”


If you’re wondering what they mean, I have been right there with you. I had no clue either, not until life delivered me some serious wake-up calls. I didn’t seek out this path. In fact, I ran from it for decades. But eventually, the only thing left to do was surrender.


That’s when the remembering began.


My path has been anything but linear, and I’ve played many roles, from a child beauty queen to a survivor of sexual and relationship trauma; a law enforcement officer and an addict; a patient and a healer; a skeptic of spirituality and a spiritual teacher, energy alchemist, and channeler of Divine wisdom.


I am still a wife and a mother, but a very different one than I used to be. It is only now, as I look back on those four decades spent in complete separation and forgetfulness of who I am, that I see this beautifully choreographed mosaic for my soul’s growth. Each chapter, no matter how painful or confusing, led me closer to the truth of who I am—not the identity I had built, but the essence I had forgotten.


The same essence lives in you.


In the pages ahead, I will share the experiences that brought me to the brink of emotional and physical death, resulted in an actual ego death, and, ultimately, led to a deep unraveling and miraculous transformation. I’ll share how messages came, not from some voice in the sky, but from a space of expanded consciousness that I tapped into when I stopped resisting and started listening. These teachings didn’t arrive through books or doctrine, but through energy, frequency, and presence.


You may encounter terms such as awakening, embodiment, higher self, or frequency. Let them land how they will. The invitation is not to believe, but to feel, to allow something ancient and familiar within you to stir.


Whether you’re already walking this path, just beginning, or still not sure you’re ready, you’re here for a reason. You’ve been guided. Let the energy of these pages meet you where you are and plant the seeds you’re ready to hold. I ask only that you read with the eyes of a student, allowing seeds to be planted. If you are in a place of worry or fear or doubt, I will save you the suspense: this (life) is a big game, and I know how it ends. The Light wins.


Now, let’s talk about what happens in between.









PART I


Before Awakening


There is a narrow way of living, one that feels normal because it is all that has been known. Like ants moving through the glass walls of an unseen container, most move through life focused on the next task, the next obligation, the next thing to fix. Wake up. Go to work. Pay the bills. Repeat.


This is the illusion of separation, the belief that life is happening to you, not through you. That you are at the mercy of circumstance. That control is survival, and surrender is weakness. Even those who sense a Divine plan often still feel powerless within it, unsure of their place in something so vast.


But there is more.


More than the ant farm.


More than the grind.


More than the stories you were taught to live inside.


The moment you begin to question the walls, a crack of light appears.


And through that opening, something begins to stir …
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SMILING FOR THE CAMERAS


The “ant farm” is built on systems, which is just another word for mechanisms on how life is “supposed” to work. These systems exist in every area of life—our families, school systems, medical care, and religious life. They can be different, depending on when and where we are born, but in every case, they are based on a structure created for us, not by us.


These systems, at one point or another, may have had a place and a purpose, BUT/AND, when we are locked into them, we cannot see ourselves clearly. We cannot see what people and experiences are meant to teach us.


Our families are our first and greatest teachers when it comes to boundaries. I have memories of being three years old—maybe even two and a half. Even if I didn’t remember, there are plenty of pictures to remind me. I looked like a porcelain doll, with lipstick, blush, mascara; my hair was a cloud of perfect golden ringlets.
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I remember the fashion shows—the catwalk stretching out before me, the lovely dresses and white ruffled underwear, the eyes of the audience. Then there were photoshoots when I was not clothed and very much wanted to be. The photo everyone wanted, the one that had them gushing, “She looks so cute!” had one tiny nipple exposed. It was the one that filled me with shame and embarrassment; it made me want to hide.


My parents had no awareness that I was being exploited or how I felt about it. All they knew was that they had this teacup beauty queen everyone cooed at and complimented and, by extension, complimented them. It never occurred to them that their three-year-old was being sold as a sex symbol.


I had a knowing that my true essence was love. The world was showing me something else. It was the world reflected to me each night when my mother put those foam curlers in my hair, and later, my younger sister’s. We would cry because they were so painful and made it impossible to get comfortable on the pillow.


I was learning that I had to be pretty to be loved. I was learning to play the game.


It is clear to me now that this is when I split, when I unconsciously closed down my true self and began following the rules. They were as follows: when I got first place in a pageant, the adults around me were happy. I wanted everyone to be happy, so I learned to “perform.” I unknowingly made myself responsible for how others were feeling, and put their feelings before my own.


For the next several years, I appeared in commercials, including one for Oscar Mayer wieners, print ads, and movies. My face was even on the Shrinky Dink box.


Everyone around me thought this was great; all the school I was missing, not a big deal. I, like many of us during childhood, was being trained to focus on the external and look outside myself for validation and love.


This was confirmed when, as I got older, Mom would say, “No one will love you if you’re fat.”


If you’re thinking my childhood had a “Mommy Dearest” energy to it, you would be correct. But this is not a “hit piece” on my mother, though it might have been had I written this book ten years ago.


Mom said these things, not out of malice—in fact, she always clarified that she would always love me no matter what—but because at her level of awareness, this was what she knew to be true about the world.


It was the same unyielding stance she took on her own lovability. Growing up in a well-to-do Midwestern family in the 1950s, she had been taught that a woman’s role was to look pretty and stay silent. If she did, she just might be lucky enough to get a man to love her.


Self-love was never even on the radar. She did meet a good man, my father, who loved and respected her for the rest of her life. She also had me and my younger sister, Buffy, who loved her as well. But without self-love, without the ability to fill herself up, she relied on us to do it for her. It was a role I would play for four decades, and there was never a day off.


Mom said other things as well, but those words, “No one will love you if you’re fat,” probably had the greatest effect. I internalized them; I unconsciously took on the belief that my external appearance was everything.


It was also very fragile; if I weren’t diligent about maintaining my beauty, I would lose everything or, more likely, not have it in the first place. No surprise, then, that I became very self-conscious about my looks; no surprise that I later manifested dis-ease that caused me to lose that lovely blond hair.


On the other hand, added weight also would become my protector: “No one will love you if you’re fat” became, “No one will prey on you, hurt you …” and so on (more on that later).


Now, I look at photos from that time, when I was so ill I nearly died, and it is so clear: It was horrific, BUT/AND everything that made me beautiful was being released, stripped away, so I could find the real beauty within. It was all Divinely guided.


When we take on these dense beliefs, it is like heavy blankets weighing us down and dimming our light. The healing process is like lifting those blankets off, one by one. To learn to do this, I had to go back to my childhood, to connect with that little girl who never felt safe because no one ever taught her how.


I’m teaching her now.


You can try it with your own inner child. Put your hand on your heart, close your eyes. Slowly breathe in, breathe out. You will find them waiting there for you.


Remember, Mommy Dearest was once a wounded little girl too. It’s about recognizing the cycle and breaking it.
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THE TRAUMA BOX


You don’t need a “special” spiritual awakening. We are getting opportunities all the time to awaken, as long as we are on this physical plane. Some are a subtle nudge; others feel like a storm destroying our lives; countless others fall somewhere in between. If we pass up one opportunity, we will be handed another … and another … and another, until we get the message.


The decision to take action (or not) on a growth opportunity is always ours. The question is, how do we recognize them as opportunities when they often have the appearance of ordinary life circumstances that we must fight through, endure, or heal from?


We do this by expanding our awareness to understand that there is much more going on than what we perceive with our five senses. Before awakening, I was given many “nudges” and many “storms,” which I later came to understand as whispers from my Higher Self, calling me to this expanded awareness.


I recall being excited when my high school class was assigned Siddhartha, a novel based on the life of the Buddha. At the time, I was also drawn to crystals and wore them often. Looking back, I can see these things were speaking to a curiosity I had about spirituality.
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Was reading Siddhartha an invitation to explore that further? Yes. However, I was also attending religious schools where we were taught about sins (i.e., premarital sex) and how we would be sent to hell for them. This judgment-based philosophy didn’t feel good to me, and, since I didn’t understand the difference between spirituality and religion at that age, I moved away from both.


This is one example of the subtle push and pull between what we are intuitively being called to and what the systems in the physical world are telling us. We are trained by everyone around us—our families, schools, the larger culture, the government, and so on—to see experiences through a certain lens. We label them positive and negative; we see the things we enjoy as “luck” and write off those we don’t as “Good things don’t happen to me,” or “Money doesn’t grow on trees,” or whatever stories we tell ourselves.


How do we change this? By becoming curious, starting to unravel our experiences, and viewing them from an expanded perspective. It is trusting that we are always protected by, connected to, guided, and loved by the Divine, though it doesn’t always feel that way.


There were several instances in my life when that protection was very obvious. Growing up, I was always pushing the limits to see what I could get away with. Was it typical childhood mischievousness, a reaction to past experiences, or simply a desire to expand past what I saw in my world? Probably all three.


We are all operating on several levels all the time. Before awakening, we are operating from the personality self and are aware only of what we’re experiencing through the physical senses. We can’t yet conceive of all that is happening to support us in the unseen realms.


Whatever the reason, I was certainly pushing the limits when my sixteen-year-old self cruised down Shea Boulevard in Phoenix one Friday at midnight. It was the late 1980s, the era of punk hairstyles and bands like Depeche Mode, Beastie Boys, and The Cure—“Love Song” or “No Sleep Till Brooklyn” might even have been blasting on the radio of my cute little red BMW.


Picture a scene from one of those great Brat Pack movies like Sixteen Candles, except I was nothing like Molly Ringwald. I was under the influence, not for the first time, as was the friend, a year younger, in the passenger seat beside me. I hadn’t felt it when I got behind the wheel, but once we were on the road, it suddenly hit me … hard.


I was making a left onto Tatum Boulevard, a busy intersection, when the car sputtered and stalled. From there, everything happened in slow motion. My friend and I stared at each other; even if we had been sober, we would have had no clue what to do.


Then, out of nowhere, a police cruiser appeared, lights flashing. As the officer got out and slowly walked to the driver’s side door, I was aware of feeling relieved and terrified at the same time.


“Do you need some help?” he asked.


With great effort, I forced myself to look at him and somehow managed to articulate what had happened and that yes, I definitely needed help. I felt how huge my eyes were; I was aware that I looked crazy. Surely, any minute the cop would notice, and I would be in deep trouble.


Instead, he turned around and walked back to his cruiser, then used it to gently push the BMW to the side of the road. We sat there, dazed, as he hooked jumper cables to the engines of the two cars and jumped the BMW’s battery. Then, after wishing me a good night, he got in his car and left.


Did I feel gratitude? Sure, in that “Holy crap, I can’t believe I got away with that” kind of way. That feeling, and the entire incident, was forgotten as soon as the BMW was fixed. I was, after all, a teenager.


I wouldn’t know until decades later that this had been bigger than me not getting arrested and grounded by my parents. It wasn’t even just about keeping my record clean so I could one day serve in law enforcement. It was all about Spirit intervening to keep me alive as I navigated this life journey, even when I was determined to self-destruct.


There were several other experiences, both before and after that night, with people who presented not as helpers but as predators. Sometimes, I avoided physical and emotional harm; other times, I didn’t.


Every time, I was being guided and protected. Oftentimes, I dealt with these experiences and the emotions associated with them by putting them in “a box.” I thought I was “moving on,” but I was unknowingly holding that energy in my body.


Over the years, I would continue adding to that box every painful experience I endured; it contained every time I was not heard, and when I didn’t hear myself.


Every traumatic event, whether it involves physical injury or not, carries an energy that remains in our body unless we move it.


During a stay at a Girl Scout camp, I had a knowing that I was unsafe. My memories are blurry, for which I am grateful, but I do recall waking up in a cabin other than my own.


When I asked the counselors about this, they didn’t believe me, and I was dismissed. I knew I had to get out of there, but I wasn’t sure how this was going to happen; the camp was out of town, and communication with parents was limited to one letter a week. “Coincidentally,” I fell off a tire swing and hit my head, which gave me a reason to call home. The injury was not serious, but my mom and dad came to pick me up.


Years later, I had a driver’s ed instructor who decided during a lesson that he had to stop at his home, which was at least ten miles from where we were supposed to be practicing, “to get something inside.”


I remember sitting in his driveway, hearing him ask if I wanted to come in with him, and knowing that if I did, something awful would happen to me. At that moment, my cell phone (I had one of those early-model, enormous “brick” phones) rang. It was my dad. Whatever the driver’s ed teacher was planning, that call made him think better of it. I got home safely and never told anyone about it because I felt stupid for driving out there and was afraid of getting in trouble. For years, I never thought about it again, but that experience was valuable for a few different reasons.


Let me explain. First, and perhaps most apparent, is that I was protected from this man. Second, even before the phone call interrupted his plan, I had a knowing that he did not have good intentions.


I was unconsciously feeling the difference between his energy and mine. I was sensing where I ended and he began. All of us are constantly encountering other energies and, whether they are healthy for us or not, they are always teaching us this.


Third, I had an opportunity to use my voice and tell the driver’s ed teacher that no, I was not going to drive to his house. That feeling of being “stupid” for doing so was reminding me of that disconnect between my knowing and my action.


Of course, the closer a person is to us (i.e., family members, friends, partners), the harder it is to distinguish their energy from our own. My first love—I will call him “Scott”—is a good example of this.


Scott and I met when I was sixteen and he was seventeen. We were soon inseparable, and he became very close with my family as well. In fact, when his father kicked him out (he’d been expelled from his private school for speaking out against the school in the newspaper), my mom and dad let him live with us. They felt sorry for him; clearly, they thought he was a nice kid who had grown up in an unhealthy environment.


My parents had no idea that so much of what was happening between us was so inappropriate, and neither did I. He was my first love; this was my first consensual sexual experience; I had nothing to compare it to. After he graduated, Scott then moved to California to live with his mom, but we maintained a long-distance relationship.


Things imploded during a family vacation to San Diego right before my senior year of high school. I was really looking forward to it; a good friend of mine was coming along, plus I would get to see Scott. His mom’s home was about forty-five minutes away from where we were staying, and when she heard about the trip, she invited us over for lunch.


It was all good … until I went into Scott’s bedroom and found in his desk drawer a whole bunch of photographs of him having sex with other girls; in some, he had more than one partner. They looked to have been taken recently and certainly during the time we were together.


It was like a punch to the gut, and a layer of betrayal I had never felt before. There was no question about what I was going to do about it. I got my parents and my friend, and we drove back to the beach, where I put gifts Scott had given me, along with some of his personal belongings I’d brought from Arizona, out on the lawn.


It wasn’t until about five years ago, when he was arrested and later convicted as a serial sex offender, that I fully realized the significance of that experience. Scott’s victims were all teenage girls, the same age I was when we were together.


It also came out that he was a sex addict, something he had confessed to me years earlier, way before it was recognized as a real thing. This brought back all kinds of memories from the time we dated, now seen through a new lens. He had been grooming me, working out the patterns that would lead to his incarceration. If not for me “luckily” finding those photographs, who knows where it would have led?


This relationship was another challenge (aka invitation) to learn to love myself. And I accepted that invitation, at the level of awareness I had at that time. I broke up with him, but I also kept in touch with him and even hooked up with him several more times.


I was so wounded, and when we don’t know how to move that energy, we keep going back for more. It also marked the beginning of a major spiral. My best friend of the last three years moved to Connecticut—another loss that absolutely devastated me. I did find a new friend group, and, ultimately, moved on from the breakup with Scott, but senior year of high school was really rough. Already a partier, I started smoking a lot more pot and could often be found in the parking lot with a joint between my lips. More importantly, I was still energetically carrying around the pain of those experiences.


The following year, I started college at the University of San Diego. In many ways, it was an extension of Xavier, my high school. Private, uppity, and Catholic—they were everything I was not. Still, going away to school was a chance to start over. I decided to pledge a sorority.


I was excited when I got to the mixer, held by the sorority I was pledging, and saw Carter, a boy I knew from home. A year older than me, he had gone to Brophy, the “brother” school to Xavier. We weren’t what I would call close, but it was so nice to see a familiar face; I didn’t know many people yet.


Carter seemed just as happy to see me. We hung out for the night; he called me his “little sister” and looked after me. I remember feeling so protected. When he asked me to go with him to get more beer, I didn’t think anything of it; nor did I think anything of it when, instead of going to the store, he went to his apartment. At eighteen, I was still really naïve, so when my “big brother” said he had more beer in there, I went inside with him without a second thought.


That’s when I heard, Tell him you’re on your period.


It wasn’t a voice outside me, of course, but like words flashing across my mind. It was the strangest thing, so random, untrue, and, in that moment, seemingly uncalled for.


It turned out Carter wasn’t there for the beer. Before I knew it, and despite my clear NO, he was pushing me down and attempting to unbutton my pants. This could not be happening, only it was. That’s when I heard it again.


Tell him you’re on your period.


This time, I said the words. He got very angry, first punching the wall, then holding me down while he relieved himself on me. I know now that what he did was an assault; back then, I told myself I was lucky to be physically unharmed. I never thought about where the guidance that had saved me came from, nor did I realize how much the experience had affected me.


That energy went “in the box” and was shelved.


I quickly got acclimated to school, making friends and, like most college kids, going to local bars. Sometimes, I drank to the point that my judgment was clouded; sometimes, I met guys.


I was aware that they thought I was pretty, and that gave me a sense of confidence, even a sense of power. Most of those nights have faded to a blur of fun, music, and alcohol. Most of them, but not all.


His name was Ken, and he appeared to be like most guys I encountered: good-looking and cool to hang out with. We flirted at the bar, and I don’t know who suggested what first, but we wound up going back to my house, which was empty at the time.


When we got there, something shifted, and I no longer wanted to be with him. I remember feeling a prick of fear and being unsure how to get out of it … and then … nothing.


When I woke the next morning, he was still there, and I had no memory of anything that had happened. Chalking it up to having had too much to drink, I got ready to drive him to work.


The ride was uneventful and quiet; then, as he got out of the car, Ken looked at me and said, “Daddy was a bad boy last night,” as casually as if he had spilled something on the counter.


In that moment, everything came flooding back. How I had repeatedly said no; how I tried to stop him, but he was too strong. I remembered the terror and that awful feeling of being overpowered, of feeling like something to be preyed upon.


I felt very alone throughout this whole experience. At first, my roommate was very loving and supportive. She saw me come home that morning, realized something was very wrong, and listened to what had happened. She took me to the shower and wept with me.


After that, however, we never spoke about it again. It never occurred to me to report the sexual assault or tell my parents. All the things that commonly go through one’s mind after something like this happens went through mine: I was drunk; I had taken Ken to my house, and so on, as if I were somehow culpable.


I did reach out to my good friend, who not only didn’t believe me but went out with Ken the following week. After that, I buried it; I put that night and her betrayal in the box, where it would remain for decades.


At the same time, I beat myself up for the weight I gained and told myself it was “freshman fifteen.” I changed colleges and told myself the new school was a better fit. What I thought was “moving on” was trapping energy that needed to move. It was collecting in all the muscles and cells of my body.


What I am about to say may be difficult to process, so let me preface it by saying I did not learn it from a book or a video, but rather through my experience communicating with Spirit, learning about energy, and figuring out how to move and alchemize it.


Sexual assault—or even the threat of it—is one of the most damaging things that can happen to a person while in a body, BUT/AND, what I have come to understand is that Spirit does not see it the way we do.
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