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Laura Lynne Jackson is a teacher, speaker, and psychic medium. She currently serves as a Windbridge Certified Research Medium with the Windbridge Research Center and is also a certified medium with the Forever Family Foundation. She is the author of The Light Between Us and Signs, both New York Times bestsellers. She lives on Long Island with her husband and their three children.


 


 


Praise for Guided


“Laura Lynne Jackson’s Guided is the kind of book that stays with you long after you finish reading. Her insights about the way we’re all connected—especially to our loved ones who have crossed—and how that connection can lead us to our true purpose will inspire you to live more authentically.”


—Kim Kardashian


“Laura Lynne Jackson’s Guided is a luminous offering—deeply moving, exquisitely written, and imbued with both spiritual insight and emotional clarity. With her gift for storytelling and her extraordinary ability to perceive the unseen threads that connect us, Jackson reminds us of something vital: that we are never alone. The stories in these pages are both intimate and universal, drawing us into a world where love transcends physical boundaries and guidance is available—if only we’re willing to listen. This book is not just a collection of stories; it is a gentle awakening to the truth that life is full of meaning, connection, and grace. I am grateful for the light Laura brings into the world.”


—Gwyneth Paltrow


“In Guided, Laura Lynne Jackson shows how the connection to those we’ve lost is eternal. It’s a reminder to live clearer, braver, and more connected, because you’re never walking alone.”


— Jay Shetty, #1 New York Times bestselling author and host of the On Purpose podcast


“If you want to feel more love and light in your life, read this book! Laura Lynne Jackson is love and light personified. Guided: The Secret Path to an Illuminated Life is your road map to feeling less alone, more alive, more connected, more inspired, and more certain that you are held, protected, guided, and loved in this lifetime.”


—Jamie Kern Lima, New York Times bestselling author and host of The Jamie Kern Lima Show podcast


“Laura Lynne Jackson radiates light, joy, and hopefulness, and Guided is the book version of who she is. It will help us all reach a deeper understanding of what we’re doing here and how to light up the world. Read this if you want to walk away feeling more hopeful about the life you are living—and how connected you are to everyone who has come before you.”


—Chelsea Handler, #1 New York Times bestselling author of I’ll Have What She’s Having


“I inhaled every word of Laura Lynne Jackson’s remarkable new book. As I finished reading, I exhaled with the certainty that our path is already waiting for us—we just have to take a deep breath and look around. This heartfelt book is an invitation to trust the journey and believe in the interwoven fabric of life.”


—Amy Griffin, New York Times bestselling author of The Tell


“In Guided, Laura Lynne Jackson unveils the profound truth that we are all watched over and guided by a powerful Team of Light. Through captivating stories of miraculous connections and undeniable signs, she empowers you to recognize the subtle whispers from the Universe, leading you to a life filled with deeper meaning, purpose, and connection.”


—Gabrielle Bernstein, #1 New York Times bestselling author of The Universe Has Your Back


“Laura Lynne Jackson’s gifts have the ability to reconfigure your understanding of life and what comes after. She may be one of the world’s best mediums, but Jackson is first and foremost a teacher; the true beauty of her work is that she shows how you do not need her to stay connected to the Universe or your loved ones on the Other Side. In Guided, she shares the stories of real people who have followed the breadcrumbs of signs and synchronicities to a life of more meaning and connection. This book inspires us all to do the same.”


—Elise Loehnen, New York Times bestselling author of On Our Best Behavior
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To my mom, Linda Osvald—
your love is a light that has guided me my entire life. You are the root of all things good and kind and loving. You inspire me every day.


To Garrett, Ashley, Hayden, Juliet and Cam—
you are my everything. My greatest gift in life was my soul being guided to you. You each shine so brightly; you illuminate my world.


To you, the reader—
You are more loved and guided than you can imagine.
You are right where you are supposed to be right now. You are safe. You matter. You are made of light and you are magical.
May this book help you see that.









 


 


 


What you seek is seeking you.


RUMI
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Introduction


Before we talk about wonderful things like love and light and creativity, I’d like to share two stories with you.


The first takes place in 1981. It’s about a pediatrician and a premature baby. The tiny boy was born weighing only 3.2 pounds, and he was given only a fifty-fifty chance to survive. His condition was critical, and his first few hours on earth were touch-and-go. But his pediatrician didn’t care about the odds. The doctor made it his mission to see that the little boy pulled through. Even though he had other cases and other concerns, the doctor sat with the premature child around the clock, checking his vital signs and cheering him on through the enclosed incubator. Night turned to day, and the doctor was still there, willing the boy to live.


And the boy did live.


The second story takes place thirty years later. A man was driving his SUV along the Pacific Coast Highway in California when, out of nowhere, a huge semitruck slammed into him from the side. His SUV was partially crushed and pinned beneath the truck. Then the SUV caught on fire. Luckily, a team of paramedics was nearby, driving back to their station after another call. They raced to the scene and found the SUV driver struggling to move as his legs caught fire. With almost no time to spare, the paramedics extinguished the flames and used the Jaws of Life to pull the driver to safety. Had they been a little farther away, the man might not have made it.


But he did make it.


Now, what if I told you these are not two unrelated stories, but actually the same story?


You see, the driver of the SUV was Michael Shannon—the doctor who saved the premature baby’s life thirty years earlier.


And one of the paramedics who pulled Michael to safety was Chris Trokey—the premature baby whose life Shannon had saved.


The chance of such an amazing thing happening on a planet of more than seven billion people seems impossible, so much so that many believe the story of Michael and Chris is made up. It’s not. They are real people who did indeed save each other’s lives thirty years apart. Their journeys through life are intertwined to a degree neither could have known or expected or even understood. Yes, their story is an extreme example of the ways in which we are all connected. But the underlying essence of their unique bond, and how they were guided in their journeys, is universal.


That’s because, as each of us sails forth on our individual adventures, we are not writing billions of separate stories.


No—we are all part of the very same story.


Sometimes it’s hard for us to comprehend just how connected we are to one another. We cannot imagine how powerful our choices are in the context of our collective being. We ask ourselves, How can any one person possibly make a difference against all the anger and neglect and injustice in the world? We simply don’t see how we could be a part of anything larger than our own sequestered individual lives.


The reason I wrote this book—and the reason it has found its way into your hands—is to help you understand just how loved, watched over, and guided you are, and how much impact you can have on everyone around you.


Each and every one of us has the power to absolutely transform not only our own lives but also our neighborhoods, cities, societies—even our planet. Every small positive action we take, every tiny bit of kindness we put out into the world, has a ripple effect. We can’t possibly know how far that ripple will reach. In Shannon’s case, the ripple reached through three decades and saved his life. In your case, the ripple could turn into a resounding tidal wave for change and betterment felt across the lives of everyone you touch, or even across oceans and continents.


It’s easy for us to forget about this profound ripple effect, and to make choices we think matter only to us. But they don’t—they never do. Each and every choice we make has the potential to yield great influence. The most consequential changes can often be measured in the smallest of increments—as small as a single, seemingly unimportant decision.


Think of it like going to the gym. You don’t go to the gym for the first time and come home twenty pounds lighter and feeling fantastic. You come home exhausted and not an ounce lighter. But if you keep going to the gym every day, it adds up. Each minute of sweat and dedication builds. And the result—a new body, a new outlook, a new everything—can be transformative. Often, enormous shifts in our lives do not occur in concise aha moments. They occur in a series of small, rippling decisions.


We are never alone while navigating our lives and finding our paths. We are guided by loving forces imperceptible to the human eye but present and active nonetheless. I have come to understand that we each have a Team of Light made up of God energy, spirit guides (evolved spiritual beings who act as mentors and help guide us on our paths here), and loved ones who have crossed. These teams work hard to steer us on our life paths. They guided you to this very book. When we open our hearts and minds to this guidance, magical things unfold and lead us onto the secret path to living our best and highest life—a life filled with meaning, vibrancy, and engagement.


A guided life. An illuminated life.


Living a guided, illuminated life means understanding that our choices are powerful, that our influence is exponential, that no one’s life or experiences are insignificant. Rather, all of us are connected to and responsible for one another.


It means living a life aligned with purpose—discovering what you were put here on earth to do, and doing it with clarity and passion. It means embracing the fullness of your experiences—being able to see meaning in the difficult moments, and to fully feel the joy in the happy ones. And it gives you the spiritual wisdom to value both. It is a life in which you have confidence in knowing you are never alone; you are always being guided onto your highest path. It is knowing that the Universe always dreams bigger for you than you can for yourself.


To grasp not only the beauty of these truths but also the daily implications and benefits of this way of thinking is to discover the meaning of our existence—and to live an illuminated life.


My name is Laura Lynne Jackson and I am a psychic medium. For nearly twenty years I worked as a high school English teacher and kept my psychic abilities largely under wraps. Then one day, I received what I call a download from the Universe, and the message was to spread what I had learned to a larger audience. So I took a deep breath, came clean to my high school principal, and wrote a book called The Light Between Us: Stories from Heaven, Lessons for the Living. It told the story of how I first discovered my abilities and how I came to terms with them.


A couple of years later, I got another download, and I wrote a second book, Signs: The Secret Language of the Universe, which was a guide to seeing and understanding the many signs our loved ones on the Other Side send our way. Both books were meant to share the many amazing lessons I’ve learned as a result of my “gift.”


The reason I put the word gift in quotes is that the abilities I possess are not unique to me. This is one of the themes central to my books: What people think of as my gifts belong, in fact, to all of us. The things I see and hear and feel are things that swirl around us all; the connections I am able to make are available for all of us to make. It is just a matter of learning how to be open to these gifts, and to these swirling invisible cords of energy and the connections that bind us. It is learning to see and trust the unseen.


My first two books were intended to help readers open their minds and hearts to these hidden but very real connections—not only to one another on earth but also to our loved ones who have passed.


Then, after Signs came out, I didn’t get another download—at least not right away. And I was okay with that. The work I do can be exhausting, and I’m not just talking about being a psychic medium—I’m also the mother of three children. Eventually, though, the download came. It didn’t arrive as the first two did, which was all at once in a torrent of messages I couldn’t write down fast enough. This time, the download was more like having a leisurely cup of tea with my guides on the Other Side. Something else was different: the sheer number of ideas that came through. It was dazzling! Apparently, there was quite a lot that the Other Side wanted us to know.


So that’s what Guided is—a book of ideas. On these pages, I will share all that I’ve learned from the Other Side. Guided reveals the ideas that can change our lives—and change the world. It teaches you to recognize the signs leading you to your highest path, gifts you the wisdom and peace of trusting in powerful energies you cannot see, and reveals the beauty in recognizing how connected we all are. If you are reading these words, you are already being guided onto the secret path to an illuminated life; this book was placed in your path for a reason. It may change and shift not just your own life but also the lives of others you love, and even strangers whom you may influence and affect, even if you never meet them. I’m excited to go on this journey with you, as we are all guided toward the secret path to an illuminated life.









PART ONE


SEEING THE GUIDANCE





 


 


 


The Universe offers guidance to us all, gently steering us toward our best and highest selves. The Universe illuminates our path through life, like streetlamps suddenly turning on—except that the Universe’s guiding light never turns off. It has always been there for us and always will be, and we don’t have to do anything to activate it. There is no password, no secret handshake. We are born connected to one another and to the Universe, and we couldn’t break that connection if we tried. Access to this illuminated path is our spiritual birthright. We are already members of the club.


But it’s up to us to be open to this guidance so we don’t miss it. And it’s up to us to honor it once we see it.


Think of Part One of this book, Seeing the Guidance, as the Universe welcoming you and letting you know you’re on the right path. In this part, you will read examples of how we can learn to see the guidance available to us through all the noise and fog of our modern materialistic lives. It’s easy for us to become so consumed by the rigors and demands of life that our energy flows outward and gets depleted by obligations—which can dim the illumination on our paths. Sometimes we need to pull our energy back within us so that we can be more open to the guidance awaiting us.


In Part One, there are beautiful examples of the Universe’s guiding light suddenly shining through the clouds and changing people’s lives in big and small ways. These stories are about people who suddenly realize that the guidance they desperately sought was right there for them all along. Their stories can help us see how powerfully transformative it can be when we open up our hearts and minds to the guidance around us.





 


 


 




The universe is full of magical things patiently waiting for our wits to grow sharper.


EDEN PHILLPOTTS
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Unexpected Sparks


Every now and then the Other Side guides me to a specific place at a specific time for a specific purpose. That’s what happened in 2022, when I was guided to central Florida on a scorching summer day.


Of course, I wasn’t the only one being guided that day. There was another person who, because she was open to the forces that seek to steer us on our journeys, became a part of my story, just as I became part of hers.


Put another way—we were both characters in the same story, only we didn’t know it.


And that story begins with a boy named Zach.


Zach Johnson-McDonnell and his younger sister, Makayla, were raised in Minnesota largely by their mother, Karleen Johnson, after she and her husband divorced when the children were young. Zach was one of those endlessly curious boys, a question machine, forever in search of his next adventure. “Oh, he was a ball of energy, all right,” says Karleen, who lovingly called her son Scooter. “He was so full of life. He was the kind of person who could walk into a place and not know anyone and walk out with ten new friends and a plan to do something fun with them.”


Zach burst with so much energy he could hardly be contained indoors, and his childhood was full of camping and four-wheeling and snowmobiling with his mother and family and friends. As a teenager, he took up hunting and became quite good at it. Zach’s familiarity with hunting weapons led him to enlist in the U.S. Army at the age of eighteen, after they offered him a $25,000 signing bonus to become an infantryman—the soldiers who fight ground combat on foot. Zach wound up on the front lines of the grueling and bloody war in Iraq, often face-to-face with the enemy. What saved him were his courage and his fierce will to live.


“Not me,” Zach would tell himself before rushing into battle. “Not me, not today.”


What he did not know was that the worst danger for him lay ahead, away from the battlefield, waiting for him when he came back home from two tours of duty.


The things he had to do in Iraq, the horrors he saw, the unimaginable atrocities and brutality of war—all of these “took a horrible toll on him,” Karleen states. “He never actually told me what happened over there; he just said, ‘Mom, I will always protect you because I love you so much, and there are things in life you just don’t need to know.’ ”


Zach was diagnosed with post-traumatic stress disorder (PTSD). The disorder is characterized by intensely disturbing and recurring thoughts and feelings, sometimes through flashbacks, sometimes through nightmares, the trauma of war resurfacing in ordinary life. PTSD can be devastating; it often makes the people who suffer from it feel detached, estranged, cut off from the world, unable to sleep or concentrate or even have relationships. It can lock someone inside a prison of emotional numbness from which escape seems all but impossible. The grim, horrifying reality is that PTSD is particularly paralyzing for U.S. military veterans, and an average of twenty-two vets in the United States take their own lives every day.


Zach was determined not to be one of the twenty-two.


“He really tried to reintegrate into civilian life, but he just struggled with it so much,” Karleen says. “Eventually he turned to drugs.”


Zach battled a gripping addiction to different narcotics for fifteen years, never quite able to free himself from a dark, despairing loop.


“The drugs,” says Karleen, “were his only way out of the pain.”


Zach’s mother and sister rallied around him at every chance, doing everything they could to pull him back into the light. Zach voluntarily entered a few drug rehab programs, with varying success, and Karleen and Makayla were always there to support and encourage him. “I kept thinking, The kid is a warrior, front lines, infantry, he’s got this new struggle and he will beat it,” Karleen says. And yet, she adds, “there was always this imminent fear of the worst happening.”


In November 2019, Zach booked himself for treatment at a Veterans Affairs medical center in St. Cloud, Minnesota. It was an encouraging sign. The night before his admission, he called Karleen and sounded agitated. “He was elevated and stressed,” she recalls. “It was a tough call.” Zach said he was hitting the road at 5:00 A.M. the next morning for the drive to St. Cloud, and right at 5:00 A.M. Karleen texted him.


Hey, Scooter, she typed, are you on your way?


Karleen checked her phone every few minutes for a reply, but she saw that her text remained unread.


In 2019, I began planning a big trip for my family to mark my husband Garrett’s fiftieth birthday. Destination: Disney World. We’d traveled there before as a family, and we all loved going (particularly me; the energy there is truly remarkable), and one thing I’d learned is that to take full advantage of Disney, you have to do a lot of planning. Not planning down to the day or even the hour—you have to plan your trip down to the minute.


So that’s what I did, buying plane tickets to Florida for July 2020, lining up which parks and attractions we’d be visiting each day, signing up for the right passes, getting reservations for the most popular restaurants, and generally plotting out our every move. Months before Garrett’s big birthday, our trip was thoroughly booked.


Then Covid hit in early 2020. We had no choice but to cancel our trip. Of course, I got right to work booking the same trip for July 2021, and eventually I nailed it all down again, but when 2021 rolled around, Covid was still a big problem, and once again we had to postpone the trip.


Undaunted, we tried once more. After much rearranging of plans, clearing of schedules, putting in for time off, and securing flight and hotel reservations, we were all set—nine days in Disney World in August 2022, each day packed with thrills and action. Did it matter that by then Garrett was already fifty-two? Not in the least. As a family, we have a lot to celebrate, and that’s what we set out to do, two and a half years late.


My point is, I had no intention of being in Florida, at Disney World, in the summer of 2022—and yet there I was, rigid schedule in hand, bouncing from one attraction to the next with my husband and three children. Even more unlikely was what happened during our stay, when I got a sudden download from the Universe that led me to change my plans one morning, even though changing plans on the fly at Disney World—especially reservations at highly popular restaurants—is all but impossible. As carefully as I had prepared our itinerary, I remained open to the Other Side and followed the little voice in me that told me to make the change.


Sometimes the Universe has its own rigid schedule for us.


Early on the morning of November 6, 2019, Karleen Johnson sent her son, Zach, a second text to see if he was still driving to the VA rehab center in St. Cloud as planned.


Hey bud, just checking in on you, she wrote. You on the way to St. Cloud?


Like her first text message to him at 5:00 A.M., her second text went unread. At noon that day, Karleen sent a more urgent message: Zach, I’m losing my mind. Where are you? Zach failed to respond to this text, too.


Perhaps Zach had decided not to check himself into rehab, Karleen thought, and was now somewhere confronting his issues and out of reach. Karleen did not hear from her son at all on November 6, and she didn’t hear from him the following day, either. Three days after Zach was set to check into rehab in St. Cloud, his mother got a phone call.


Her worst fear had been realized. Zach had taken his own life.


His body was found in a basement laundry room of his then-girlfriend’s home. The possibility had always been there, the terrible worst-case scenario, lurking in the back of Karleen’s mind, yet when the actual news came Karleen wasn’t prepared for the utter devastation she felt.


“I was always his rock, his go-to person,” she says. “He knew he could call me at three in the morning to talk. Sometimes he just needed to know I was there, and I would stay on the phone and listen to him breathe.”


Zach Johnson-McDonnell was just thirty-three years old.


After he was gone, Karleen found herself in a very dark place—a pitch-black tunnel without an entrance or exit. She constantly asked herself what she might have done differently to save Zach, agonizing over any chance she might have missed to give him the lifeline he needed. “I didn’t just second-guess myself,” she says, “I fifty times guessed myself.” Things got so dark that Karleen turned to alcohol to ease her pain, and some days she simply couldn’t get out of bed.


Finally, it was a phone call from Zach’s former girlfriend, Lisa, whom Karleen considered her “bonus daughter,” that provided Karleen with the lifeline she needed.


“Lisa said, ‘Kar, I was listening to this podcast, and someone mentioned this book I think you should read,’ ” Karleen recalls.


This is how Karleen and I first crossed paths—Lisa was referring to my second book, Signs: The Secret Language of the Universe, which is about the many ways we can learn to look for signs sent to us by our Teams of Light on the Other Side, including our loved ones who have passed.


Lisa bought two copies of Signs, and she and Karleen committed themselves to reading it at the same time. As they both read it, they talked about specific signs they were each asking for and receiving. Karleen found herself choosing random objects or animals and asking Zach to put them in her path, as a sign that he was still with her and doing okay.


One afternoon, a couple of months after Zach had passed, Karleen asked him to send her a green ball. There was no reason why she asked for a green ball—it was, as usual, a completely random object. Karleen was in the kitchen of her parents’ home, having coffee with her mother, when she suddenly looked out the window above the sink and gasped.


Out of nowhere, a big green ball had come bouncing into the yard.


“Are you okay?” her mother asked.


“Mom, I asked Zach for a green ball, and there it is!” Karleen said. “Zach sent it to me!”


Karleen tried to find out where the green ball came from—some neighborhood kids kicking it around?—but she was never able to figure it out. Somehow, the ball just magically appeared out of thin air. Which, for Karleen, only confirmed what she already knew.


“I asked for a green ball, and Zach delivered it,” she says. “I asked for it and there it was, the sign. It was Zach saying, ‘Hey, Mom, I’m okay. You asked for it, here I am.’ ”


Not much later, Karleen and Lisa spent a weekend together in Nashville, Tennessee. Karleen chose another random sign for the weekend—this time, she asked Zach for a rabbit. For dinner, Karleen and Lisa chose an Asian fusion restaurant, and when they were seated at a table by a wall Karleen glanced over to her right. “There on the wall, right in front of me, a giant painting of a rabbit,” she says. “A big freaking giant rabbit right where we were sitting! It was astonishing.”


As if to drive home the point, the restaurant’s menu featured a specialty drink called Bull in a China Shop—the exact phrase everyone used to describe Zach during his childhood.


“The two signs hit me like a slap in the face,” Karleen says. “It was like Zach was saying, ‘Mom, Mom, I’m right here!’ ”


Slowly, over time, Karleen began to see glimpses of light in her dark tunnel, many of them sent to her by Zach. In 2022, two years after Zach’s passing, Karleen decided she wanted to celebrate her son’s life in a big, festive way. She wanted to do something her son would have enjoyed, something immersive and full of light and love. And because, like me, Karleen is a Disney fan, her choice of destination was obvious.


Karleen booked herself a solo trip to Disney World in Florida, to coincide with what would have been her son’s thirty-sixth birthday on August 27.


“One more trip around the sun for me and my boy,” she told herself.


That is how a plan neither Karleen nor I were ever aware of began to fall into place.


In August 2022, my family and I touched down in Orlando to begin our nine-day Disney adventure. Because our schedule was so tightly packed, we could only spend a single day at Animal Kingdom, one of the popular parks at Disney World.


We’d been to the park before on previous vacations, and normally we ate dinner at a lovely restaurant there called Tiffins. But a few months before the trip, Garrett and I had dinner with friends who recommended we choose a different restaurant, Yak & Yeti. Apparently, it was a hugely popular place to eat, and I worried that even with a few months’ notice I might not be able to make a reservation that fit our schedule. Luckily, we were able to book a table for noon on our one day at Animal Kingdom.


The night before our visit to the park, in our hotel room in Orlando, I received a strange but urgent download from the Universe. It was very specific: Change the time of your lunch reservation from noon to one o’clock. I turned to Garrett and told him about the odd download, and he said exactly what I was thinking: “Well, that will never happen.” Getting a reservation at Yak & Yeti was hard enough, but changing it the night before?


Now, that would have been some real Disney magic.


Still, I logged on to the Disney website and gave it a shot. And to my astonishment, I saw that there was, improbably, one single lunch slot still available at Yak & Yeti.


At precisely one o’clock.


I booked the reservation and went to sleep, both confused by the strange instruction and amazed I was able to pull it off.


Many years earlier, Karleen Johnson had lived in Tampa, Florida, about an hour’s drive from Disney World, and the theme park became her outlet, her refuge, her place to escape. She bought an annual pass and visited two or three times a month for more than ten years. She was, in other words, a seasoned Disney veteran.


That’s why traveling there alone in August 2022 did not faze her; she knew her way around. She spent the morning of August 25 at Animal Kingdom, enjoying all the exhibits and trying to stave off the oppressive summer heat. Later on, she had a thought: An adult beverage might be nice around now. So, she recalls, she left Animal Kingdom, “popped into the Rainforest Café, bellied up to the bar, and ordered an ice-cold Blue Moon beer with an orange slice on the rim.”


As it happened, Karleen sat next to a group of three women talking and laughing and heartily enjoying themselves at the bar. After a few minutes, one of the women, Shay, turned toward Karleen.


“Hey, how are you?” Shay asked her. “Are you here by yourself? Do you come to Disney often? Want to join our little group?”


Shay was friendly—“super crazy friendly, like we’d known each other forever,” Karleen remembers. “We all sat there at the bar for the next hour or two just talking and having the best time.”


After a while Shay suggested Karleen join her and her friends, Mary Lou and Connie, for lunch. “Come with us, we’re going to the Yak & Yeti!” she said excitedly. Karleen knew how popular that restaurant was, and she also knew that getting a reservation there, on busy summer days, was basically impossible. Yet Shay casually insisted that getting a table there wouldn’t be a problem.


“We have a Landry’s card!” Shay exclaimed, referring to Landry’s Select Club, a nationwide loyalty program that provides access to restaurants like Yak & Yeti without a reservation.


Regrettably, Karleen informed the group, she didn’t have a Landry’s card of her own.


“Oh, girl, we need to get you one!” Shay said. “Come with us!”


Just like that, Shay and her friends took Karleen under their generous wings and arranged for her to get a Landry’s card, and before she knew it Karleen was in Yak & Yeti, flashing her new card and waiting only ten minutes to be seated. A hostess led Karleen and the group up the stairs to their table on the second floor. “Ordinarily, I would never have been at the Yak & Yeti on that day at that time, never ever,” Karleen says. “It just wouldn’t have been possible.”


Karleen and her new friends took their seats at a table and ordered a bunch of food: lettuce wraps, Korean ribs, a handful of sides.


When the food arrived, Karleen happened to glance at the clock to her right.


It was shortly after 1:00 P.M.


Just a few minutes earlier, I’d arrived at Yak & Yeti with Garrett and our two youngest children, Juliet and Hayden. The restaurant, designed to resemble a two-story inn by the same name in Kathmandu, Nepal, was vast and sprawling, with room for hundreds of diners. The kind of place where you could get lost looking for the restroom. The menu made our mouths water—miso salmon, chicken tikka masala, firecracker shrimp, and on and on. A hostess, possibly the same one who later led Karleen to her table, led us to ours on the second floor, by the railings that overlooked the main dining area on the first floor. I sat facing the back of the restaurant, which meant I couldn’t see anyone coming up the stairs, and all they could see of me was the back of my head.


A waitress came by to take our order, and just as Garrett was ordering I felt a firm pull—a pull to the table next to ours. I turned my head slightly to the left and saw a woman at the table looking at me. I locked eyes with her, and she locked eyes with me.


“Excuse me,” the woman said. “Are you—”


“Laura Lynne Jackson,” I said, interrupting, “and I feel like I’ve been sent here as a sign for you. I feel like I need to give you a hug because I think I am your sign.”


I got up and went over and hugged the woman—Karleen Johnson.


“You know, I just happened to look over to my right, and I saw this woman sitting there, and I thought to myself, Is that Laura Lynne Jackson?” Karleen recalls. “I did a triple take. I knew you from the photo on your book jacket, and suddenly there you were, and I took a chance and leaned over, and before I could even ask you, you told me you were my sign.”


Karleen and I hugged each other, both of us essentially strangers, but both of us entirely sure that we were meant to be precisely where we were at that exact moment.


“You saved my life,” Karleen told me. “My son left on his own terms three years ago, and your book saved my life.”


Karleen was crying and I was crying, and I told her, “Your son put me in your path. He’s been with you all day, and he brought you here. This is him showing you that he’s still with you every step of the way.”


By then, Karleen’s new friend Shay was crying, too, though she had no idea why. She asked Karleen what was going on, and Karleen explained the circumstances of our unlikely meeting.


“I read this book about signs, and Zach has sent me all these signs, and then I came here to celebrate him and now here she is! This is Laura! She wrote the book, and now she’s right here!”


“Oh my gosh!” Shay said. “I can’t believe this is happening!”


In fact, I explained to Shay, Karleen’s son, Zach, was actually guiding Shay, too. He’d been guiding her actions, steering her into position, making this crazy meeting possible. As I explained all this, Karleen’s face just lit up.


“That’s when it hit me,” she says. “Shay and her friends had been so instantly friendly, so immersed in making sure I had a good time and so insistent on being with me, and that’s exactly how Zach was with people. He could walk into any place and make new friends and become the ringleader who made sure everyone had fun. Zach had a plan to pull us all together!”


Karleen and I sat down and talked for a while. It wasn’t a reading, because there was no need for a reading—Zach had made his presence, and his intentions, readily apparent. He’d done it in a way that Karleen couldn’t possibly have missed even if she’d tried. And, as if all his machinations weren’t enough, Zach pulled out one last bit of magic from his bag of tricks.


It happened toward the end of our meals when Shay opened her fortune cookie. There, in tiny black type, this message:




Our brightest blazes of gladness are


commonly kindled by unexpected sparks.





Shay had been the spark. She had kindled a blaze of gladness for Karleen. Zach and the Other Side used her—guided her—to play a part in a truly miraculous moment for Karleen, the most powerful affirmation she’d ever received that her beautiful son was still with her, every day.


“Well, now Zach’s just showing off for you,” I told her.


Even our waitress, who witnessed our emotional meeting and learned the details along the way, left a wonderful note for me at our table:




Thank you so much for being open and sharing kind and positive


energy with others. I hope you and your family have


a beautiful rest of your day and a wonderful trip.





At the bottom of the note the waitress drew a tiny butterfly.


.  .  .


Without question, meeting Karleen in Yak & Yeti was one of the most profound and meaningful experiences I’ve ever had with the Other Side. I’ve thought back on our meeting quite often, and it still amazes me that it happened. Think about it: I was not supposed to be at Disney World in August 2022 (my original plan was for July 2020). And I was not supposed to be at Yak & Yeti (our usual spot was a different restaurant). I was not supposed to be able to get a reservation there, and I definitely was not supposed to be able to push that reservation back one hour on almost no notice. And once all of that happened, the hostess could have led us to a table anywhere within the cavernous two floors of the restaurant—conceivably to a spot a football field away from Karleen Johnson.


And yet—


—I did end up at Disney World on August 25, 2022. And I did get a reservation to Yak & Yeti. And somehow I did manage to push it back one hour at the last moment. And then, at precisely 1:00 P.M., I was guided to a table that wound up being directly next to Karleen Johnson’s table.


That all happened.


Remember, too, that Karleen wasn’t supposed to be at Yak & Yeti, either. She had no reservation, she was at Disney all alone, and she’d already left Animal Kingdom to grab a beer at the Rainforest Café on her way out and had no intention of fighting her way back into the park. It was only after a trio of exceptionally friendly strangers literally swept her back into the park to dine with them at Yak & Yeti that she, too, found herself on the second floor of a massive restaurant, just a few feet away from me.


What did this all mean?


It means that we are all angels to one another. It means we are all being guided through our journeys here on earth, just as Karleen and I were magically guided to each other. Karleen’s son, Zach, didn’t just tug on a string or two to make the meeting happen—he put boots on the ground and enlisted a whole team of helpers to pull it off. What it means is that we can all play roles for each other in our lives as long as we honor and trust the pulls we feel from the Universe.


As long as we remain open to being guided.


It means that none of us are truly strangers, and none of us are ever alone. It means that we are all connected—all part of the same big story.


For Karleen Johnson, our meeting in Yak & Yeti helped ease some of the pain she felt at losing Zach. The way in which it happened was just so perfect, so unlikely—so Zach. “When his girlfriend Lisa and I were reading Signs, I remember feeling that the book was saving my life and getting me out of that dark tunnel. I said to Lisa, ‘What I wouldn’t give to meet this woman,’ ” Karleen says. “And so Zach said, ‘You wanted to be in her presence? Well, here she is.’ Just like that. He knew it was something I really needed, and he made it happen. Zach wanted to leave a legacy.”


Zach Johnson-McDonnell did indeed leave a legacy, and he is adding to it every day, from the Other Side.


Zach’s legacy is one of intense connection, of the unbreakable bonds of family, of providing solace and comfort, of deep caring and unending love. It is a legacy of enduring consciousness, of faith and trust in our ability to communicate with our loved ones wherever they are.


It is a legacy of signs and messages, chief among them this:


Stay open to being guided. Because a guided life is an illuminated life, and such a life is beautiful—full of meaning and connection and love.


After writing this chapter, I was guided to share the names of these organizations that give dogs to veterans suffering from PTSD. I encourage you to look into them and help if you can:


• Canine Companions


• K9s For Warriors


• Pups4Patriots


• Paws Assisting Veterans


• Paws of War





 


 


 


For it matters not, how much we own, the cars . . . the house . . . the cash. What matters is how we live and love and how we spend our dash.


LINDA ELLIS
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72


Have you ever had this experience?


A number pops up in the course of your day, and you start seeing that number everywhere. Maybe it’s your thirtieth birthday, and for the rest of the day you see the number 30 on signs, receipts, license plates, over and over. Maybe you randomly open a book to page 30, or you hear someone say the word thirty, or you find a quarter and a nickel in a drawer.


Then you think, Wow, that’s really weird.


Some people call that occurrence frequency illusion, which is a combination of selective attention (our brains are really good at noticing information we deem relevant) and confirmation bias (we prioritize things that confirm our beliefs). In other words, you see the number 30 a lot because that number is on your brain that day.


People who think this way might dismiss the sudden prevalence of that number in their life as illusory.


But there is another explanation.


What if the Universe is putting that number in your path as a way to send you a message?


The idea that numbers have a significance beyond their numerical value is actually a very old one. Back in the fourth century, Saint Augustine of Hippo wrote, “Numbers are the Universal language offered by the deity to humans as confirmation of the truth.” He believed numbers conveyed secret relationships that could only be interpreted by our individual minds. That kind of thinking still exists today, and is often referred to as numerology.


I believe that certain numbers reoccurring is not always a coincidence or an illusion. In my experience, our Teams of Light often use numbers as signs, as a language of sorts, because numbers are clear and direct and specific—and because numbers are everywhere. I’ve been part of hundreds of readings in which numbers have played a major role.


Being open to the secret relevance of numbers is part of living an illuminated life. My good friend Tara, whose experience with the number 72 is a truly astonishing story, is proof of that.


Tara’s story begins with her father, Michael, as loving and devoted a family man as there ever was. “He was incredible,” says Tara, a Long Island native and the mother of two children. “He was strong, smart, hardworking, a man of integrity, a big guy at six-foot-three, but a sweet, gentle giant who loved staying active. And he loved us all unconditionally.”


Not once can Tara remember her father coming through the front door after a day of work without a big smile on his face—evidence of his genuine happiness at being with his family. “Many years later my mother told me that if my father ever had a bad day at work he would wait outside the front door for ten minutes so he wouldn’t bring his bad day to us,” Tara remembers. “And he was always the one dad who would get off the train and come straight to all our games still in his suit, just so he could cheer us on. He was always there for us.”


Sadly, in his later years, Michael was diagnosed with Parkinson’s. After a bad fall, he moved to a nursing home with around-the-clock care. Tara’s mother, Lynn, sat with him at the nursing home every single day, without fail, and they even celebrated their fiftieth wedding anniversary there. But as time went on, Michael began to slip away. “It was a gradual decline into a world of Parkinson’s and dementia,” Tara says. “We all lived in that world with him, in his world. He could barely speak and no longer knew where he was. My aunt would say, ‘He’s half in heaven.’ ” Yet right up to the day he passed, his gentle, loving nature was on vivid display for everyone who crossed his path.


“At his funeral, in addition to all his family and friends, half the nursing home staff showed up,” Tara recalls. “Two head nurses, two aides, the people that ran activities, the office workers, the nutritionist, you name it. That’s the kind of man he was, and so many people showing up was a testament to how he impacted everyone around him.”


Tara’s connection with her father on the Other Side began the very night of his crossing.


She was on her way to the nursing home when she had a strange feeling that her father had passed. “When I got there, I was ten minutes too late to see him, but I already knew he was gone,” she says. That night, as she sat in her living room grieving and crying, a driveway light began flickering like a strobe light, flashing throughout the house. It flashed that way for a long time.


Great, Tara thought at first, now I need to get a new bulb.


But her second thought was completely different.


He is trying to talk to us, Tara thought. After being trapped in that condition for so long, I’m sure he has a lot to say.


Sure enough, Tara found the driveway light wasn’t broken, and a new bulb wasn’t needed. But after that night, it never flickered again.


The lights in her kitchen, however, started blinking two weeks later. “I have eight high-hat lights recessed in the ceiling, and all of a sudden they just turned off,” Tara says. “Two minutes later, they turned back on. My son was there, and I told him, ‘That’s your Pop Pop.’ But he was skeptical, so I told him if he didn’t believe me he should just tell Pop Pop to turn the lights off again.”


Her son did just that—and the kitchen lights turned right off.


“We tried it a few more times, and each time we said it, my father did it again,” says Tara, “and when we stopped, the lights stayed on the rest of the day.”


The electrical messages turned out to be just the opening act.


At her father’s funeral, Tara’s uncle Bob, a little old man in his eighties, asked if he could read a poem at the gravesite. The poem, by Linda Ellis, was called “The Dash,” and it was about how the dash between the dates of birth and death on gravestones symbolized the quality of the lives we led. “Uncle Bob talked about how my dad lived his life and made the most of his dash and of every single moment he had,” Tara says. “Whether he was traveling the world or shopping at Costco, my father really knew how to live.”


Tara had never heard the poem before, and it moved her deeply. She resolved to live her life the same way her father lived his, making the most of the dash.


A month later, her mother, Lynn, was in Tara’s home going through Michael’s paperwork when she collapsed and fell into Tara’s arms. She was suffering a stroke. Years of caring for her husband had taken their toll. Had Lynn not been with her daughter at the time, she might have died. But after a hospital stay, she was given a clean bill of health—something she hadn’t had in all her years of caring for Michael instead of herself. “We believed it was my father who made sure we all stayed close to each other after his passing, so that I could be there and call 911 and get my mother the help she needed,” says Tara, who, in the weeks that followed, was there to drive her mother on all her errands and doctor visits.


One day soon after, Tara and her mother spent the day going through paperwork related to her dad’s crossing. There were a lot of issues to tend to, and they both felt overwhelmed and deflated and especially crushed by Michael’s passing. The reality of his loss hit them deeply. But still, they had to get the paperwork to the post office and run other errands, and they got in the car with heavy hearts.


While doing part of their errands, they drove past a post office neither Tara nor her mother usually went to, and decided to stop there. As Tara was patiently holding the door open for her mother, her attention was suddenly drawn to something on the ground off to the side. Tara moved in for a closer look.


What had caught Tara’s attention was a small decorative stone on the sidewalk. Tara could see something written on it in yellow and white. She picked up the stone and read what it said:


“MAKE THE MOST OF YOUR DASH”


Tara and her mother looked at each other and started to cry. “We knew we had just received an incredible message from my father,” Tara says now. “And the message was ‘I am free now, free of all my medical problems, and so are you.’ It reminded us that he was right there with us, guiding us in our lives, just like he guided us to that stone. His love hadn’t gone anywhere. It was his way of saying that he wanted us to live engaged, beautiful lives.”


Yet the most impressive and consistent signs from Michael involve a number.


I spoke with Tara after her father’s crossing, and I advised her to ask him to send her a specific sign. Tara knew her father’s college football jersey number was 72. So she and the rest of her family asked Michael to send them a 72.


He started small. “I ran out to get some grab-and-go cold cuts, and the weight was .72 ounces,” Tara says. Later, when she turned on the TV, a basketball game was on. “The score,” she says, “was 72–72.” She got an email advertising a sale—“a 72-hour blowout sale.” A Facebook post she looked at had 72 likes.


On and on it went. She flipped on the radio and heard a DJ say, “That song was written in 1972.” She randomly bought a box of coffee cups—a 72-count box. The number of online reviews for a product—72. The battery life on her cell phone—72 percent. The temperature readout in a store—72 degrees. The bus in front of her as she sat in traffic—No. 72. And a receipt from a store that featured her father’s first name—Michael Kors—was for a grand total of $172.72.


Then there was Tara’s nephew, Shaun.


At high school, Shaun signed up for the football squad. “He asked for his Pop-Pop’s jersey number, 72,” says Tara. “He really, really wanted it, but they went through the entire box of available jerseys and didn’t find that number.”


Shaun was ready to give up when he heard someone say, “Wait a minute, there’s a whole other box of jerseys over there.” Sure enough, a second box was mostly out of sight in another part of the room. When they opened that nearly overlooked box, the jersey on the very top of the pile was 72. “I now have a picture of Shaun in that jersey, just like my dad,” says Tara. “I knew my father wouldn’t let him down.”


When I was invited on The Dr. Oz Show to talk about how our loved ones on the Other Side are still with us and show us this by sending us signs, I asked Tara to come on the show with me, so she could tell the story of the dash. Tara was nervous, but she wound up doing a really great job. After the show, we left the studio and Tara said, “Dad, if you’re listening, I hope you’re proud of me.”


Just then, Tara says, “I turned around and saw a street sign.”


The enormous sign said:


M72—FREEDOM PLACE


Tara and I looked at each other, and we both started to cry. She was always saying that in death, her father finally found freedom from his disease, so Michael sent her a sign with both the number 72 and the word freedom in it. And also a dash.


“I knew right then, and I know every day, that my father is always with us,” Tara says. “We feel him in our hearts. He continues to find ways to be part of the family, which was all he ever wanted, and is still all he wants. And we are forever grateful to him for that.”


More than anything, Tara’s story serves as a reminder that we are all connected to, and guided by, our loved ones who have crossed. They find ways to show us and communicate with us, so that we may not be stuck in our grief, but rather be free to go on living our best dash. They are always urging us to pursue lives of joy, meaning, connection, and love, illuminated by the knowing that they are right there at our side for every step, celebrating it all with us.
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Wrong Number


I’m not an especially tech-savvy person, beyond making sure our router is plugged in so my kids can play video games or watch shows on their iPads. But I do marvel at the ways we share information in this speed-of-light technological age. And the basic system at the heart of it all—the data network—is, I believe, a pretty good analogy for how the Universe works.


A data network is a system that figures out how to send information from one point in the network to another—from, say, a movie-streaming site to its customers. The information, or data, can be delivered in many different ways—through circuit switches, leased lines, packet switching networks, point-to-point transmission, and on and on.


For our purposes, let’s say the massive information hub at the heart of the data network is the Universe itself.


And we, the people, are each an access point in the network.


So—how does the Universe transmit its steady stream of data to us, the access points?


The answer is the same for the Universe as it is for any data network—the information gets sent to us in lots of different ways.


In my book Signs, I wrote about all the various worldly things our Teams of Light (God energy, our spirit guides, and loved ones who have crossed) can and do use to send us messages. Birds, coins, license plates, electrical disturbances, purple elephants—the list is practically endless. The point is that, as a data network, the Universe is exceptionally clever and resourceful in getting its data to us.


But the network doesn’t work unless we, the access points, are fully open to receiving new information.


In other words, we have to be plugged in.


The story I’m about to share is a story about how to stay open to our hardworking Teams of Light, no matter how utterly strange or absurd the delivery method they choose.


It’s a story about how to plug into the guidance.


Growing up in Farmingdale, Long Island, Joseph M. never thought about getting messages from the Other Side. He had an uncle who claimed his house was haunted, “and another uncle who said he could see family members who passed in his dreams,” he says, but other than that, communication between the two sides just wasn’t on his radar.


That changed after he got married and had two daughters, Emma and Sarah. In 2008, Joseph, a real estate attorney, and his wife, a paralegal, noticed that their younger daughter, Sarah, then five, began having stomach troubles. She’d lost weight, was often pale, and just didn’t feel well. Still, after multiple tests, her pediatrician insisted nothing was wrong with her. “All we knew was that Sarah kept having the problems and they kept getting worse,” Joseph says.


Around that time, Joseph also began receiving an unusual number of phone calls on his cell phone that were wrong numbers. The messages left were all roughly the same: “Hi, Cathy, I saw your flyer. I’m trying to get in touch with you. Please call me.”


Who was Cathy, and why were the people trying to reach her by calling Joseph’s number?


OEBPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Title



		Copyright



		Contents



		Introduction



		Part One: Seeing the Guidance



		1. Unexpected Sparks



		2. 72



		3. Wrong Number



		4. The Accident



		5. The Material World



		6. Omega



		7. Goats and Pies



		8. Grandma C.



		9. The Unspoken Language of Energy



		10. Challenging the Paradigm



		11. Holy Truth Begin Again



		12. Hindsight Is 20/20









		Part Two: Exploring the Light in the Darkness



		13. Always and from the Start



		14. Those Who Guide and Change Us



		15. The Phone in the River



		16. Releasing the Darkness



		17. Manifesting Those We Love



		18. ILY



		19. The Power of Dreaming



		20. Tasso



		21. Hide-and-Seek



		22. Staying Alive









		Part Three: Owning the Light: Illuminating your Life



		23. 10,000 Grandmothers



		24. We Are Each a Universe



		25. Honoring the Body



		26. Head, Heart, and Hands



		27. The Idealism Model



		28. Honoring the Mind



		29. Henri and Teddy



		30. Stars That Light Up the Darkest Night



		31. Honoring the Soul



		32. Nature as a Path Home



		33. The Power of Art









		Part Four: Turning Up the Light



		34. A Little Handbook to an Illuminated Life



		35. Home Base



		36. The Secret Path









		Author’s Note



		Acknowledgments



		Suggested Reading Based on Books Mentioned



		Notes











Guide





		Cover



		Contents



		Start











OEBPS/images/pub.png
X

PIATKUS





OEBPS/images/title.png





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
T/Je &ECRET I;ATH toan,a.
ILLUMINATED LIFE

-AREW YORK TIﬁES bestse"lfmg A

%l‘hor of Szgnx N ‘ °

7\ ‘., / 2





