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INTRODUCTION



Hello, my name is Honey Lou




“True religion is real living; living with all one’s soul, with all one’s goodness and righteousness.”


Albert Einstein




What is it in all of us–what do you say about the soul? How did it even come about? What is the soul? Does it even exist? Where did it come from and if the soul does exist, then why are we here? Why aren’t we living the soul? I’ve had the very same questions in the back of my head. I can’t tell you based on what I’ve researched–I’m not an expert–but I can tell you I am the research and I know that the soul is more alive than we think.


I’ve been aware of my journey as a soul being since I was around six months old. I was consciously aware that I was a being in a body.


Since then, it’s been my journey to discover life and find its meaning.


At that age I discovered I was very much alive, crying, kicking and screaming but there was something else trapped inside of me. I was in a body that I couldn’t control. I was a trapped soul and there was nothing I could do. The oldest memory I have as a six month old baby, I remember crying, like a little baby who was hungry, tired, and uncomfortable or in a need of a diaper change. I stared right in the eyes of a dark-haired woman; I knew who she was but at the same time I didn’t. She looked as if she was doing everything she could to help me. All I felt was pain; I needed a diaper change because my little bottoms were hurting me. I was angrily screaming at her.


Then all of a sudden, it was like a shift so fast that until this day I still can’t understand what triggered it. I started screaming and yelling but there was someone else inside me. One was crying and the other was frustrated, trying to get their voice across. “Hello don’t you understand, I am in pain, help me, my bum hurts!” I screamed in despair. “What don’t you guys understand? Do you understand English–and hello can you hear me?” But the words were coming out as a loud cry, the more I yelled, the angrier my cry sounded. What was this? Why couldn’t I communicate like I used to? Where was I?


I then realized that I was trapped. The words coming out of my mouth weren’t coming across; rather they came out as a ferocious cry. It was as if I was so far away but yet, I was right there. I remember that moment. That was the moment I realized I was a helpless little baby. I recall saying to myself, “Wow, I’m back here.”


Staring through my own eyes as if it was gazing through a window, I felt I was some kind of vessel and that my driver had just abandoned me. I stared and stared, and then it was done. I was very much alive but in a new body; I then realized I was born again. I don’t remember any other episodes like that ever since but I do remember it clear as day and it it’s always been in the back of my head. I have carried that memory and it keeps my spirit moving towards unlocking more truths.


Ever since that episode, I’ve known that I was different. I felt different and I can tell that people could see that I was also different; sometimes it would make me feel uncomfortable but never insecure. As I was growing up I always felt like an odd ball around other kids, as if I was the weird one.


I’ve always felt some sort of entitlement, not the kind of entitlement that spoiled kids are born into. For lack of better words, it was a divine entitlement–knowing that I’m human, that I’m not perfect and that life is a learning experience. I’m only here temporarily so I have to fulfill my mission.


I don’t think like others do and I’m able to pick up on people’s energy and know their purpose, destiny, joy and pain etc. It’s almost as if I could easily connect with their soul and spirit. Like I knew something they didn’t.


I’ve lived with what I used to think was a curse and a gift. Sometimes, I just don’t want to know and would prefer to live with a blind eye. I was as conscious and aware as Silvia Browne, the famous psychic who just recently passed, trying to live life like a normal person, but no matter what I did, I couldn’t ignore what I already knew. My spiritual growth was very important to me. Often I come across people who are in search of this path later in their life. I’ve been fortunate enough to have empowered my spiritual self and now I have embraced it as a gift.


There are so many things that have happened in my life that it’s hard to ignore and argue with. It just makes you want to dig deeper than the 24 hours that we breathe.


For instance, when my eldest son was about two and a half years old, I was up writing on the computer. I had plumped him in front of the television to watch his favourite late night TV show, hoping he would fall asleep. About 45 minutes had passed, I was so deep into my writing that I almost forgot we were in the same room. I turned to look at him to check if he had fallen asleep. Before I could even softly finish calling his name, you wouldn’t believe what I saw; I stopped breathing for a brief second. He was asleep on his stomach and his head was facing the same direction as me. There on top of his head was a big bright halo, a perfect circle and as bright as a light bulb. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing but I wasn’t frightened at all. I felt warm inside and something in me just knew to accept it as it is. I heard a little voice that said “Nurture him, he’s an Angel.” Then this feeling of knowing came over me; I can’t even describe what it was like. It felt like an inner validation of my purpose. Certain things just made sense as if another piece of the puzzle had been found. Even after turning back and forth to make sure I wasn’t seeing things, the halo sat perfectly still above his head for about three minutes. On a physical, emotional and spiritual level, there’s always been something that follows me to remind me of where I came from and that I’m nothing but a soul spirit having a human experience.


My teachers used to tell me that I was a very unique person, but every time they’d say that I didn’t know whether to feel like a bigger weirdo or feel special. I remember when I used to get sick; I hated it. I didn’t understand what was happening. It was scary, but at the same time I thought it was pretty cool. I would see myself lying there as if I was someone else.


I’d travel to different places, where the stars were just shooting past me as fast as light. I dodged different sized objects that looked like meteoroids. Then, as I gradually got better, I would come back to my body.


Sounds pretty far-fetched, but that’s what I went through as a child every time I was sick. The moment I closed my eyes, I’d leave my body and have lucid dreams. Could you imagine? All my life I thought this was normal. I had the ability to control my dreams.


In one dream, I opened a door and someone tried to shoot me. In the middle of my dream, I stopped it and said, “Oh no, this is my dream and there’s no way it’s going to go down like this.” So I would re-start at the point back to when I opened the door, but this time, I was able to change it so whoever was trying to get me wouldn’t get the opportunity to.


My dreams are always very insightful and often manifest in life, which again keeps me searching for answers. Almost every single dream I’ve had either comes true, or a spirit talks to me to give me messages full of meaning and visions of which probably 98% have come true.


My aunt Rita came through in one dream I had recently. She had come to give me a message. She said that someone was trying to go against the will of the dead (she was talking about her will that she left with my mom). She made it clear to tell my mother and her sister that someone was trying to take their property; the property my mother inherited from her. She said, “This land has been cursed by the blood, sweat and tears of her and all the ancestors.” She continued, “Whoever tries to go against this will, will have consequences and they will not succeed.”


A few days later, I went to visit my mom. I couldn’t wait to tell her my dream because I knew that this was a message. I began to relay the message to my mother, before I could even finish, she ran to the phone and called her other sister to tell her what I just said. Even though my mother’s accepted my gifts, she still gets flabbergasted. Overhearing her conversation with my aunt, I was validated. See, my mom is very secretive and I’m not sure why. She had just received news from her sister about a month or so ago that their cousin was trying to take the property and had begun the process.


I had no idea this was happening at all, or even had the hunch. So, there you go. My dreams are my dreams and they are full of messages.


Life as a wife and mother of three keeps me distracted from trying to decode all my dreams and the overwhelming feeling of guilt.


“I could have done this.”


“I should have done that.”


In all honesty, I think if I was single and didn’t have any children, this would be my life, decoding my dreams and travelling different parts of the world; just questioning. There’s always been something inside me that gives me that happy feeling when it comes to the mysteries of our planet, world/dimension; it fascinates me.


That feeling of freedom and eternal love resides deep down in me. I still long to get out of my body at night when the world feels too heavy. There’s nothing like feeling eternal, timeless, endless space and contentment. No hate, no jealousy, no envy, no anger, no evil, no negative thoughts, and it feels as if you’re one with everything. Knowing this kind of feeling has humbled me quite a bit. It’s taught me compassion, to be more compassionate for people who I don’t know.


Could you imagine feeling one with all? Imagine a world of people living life awakened, knowing their gifts and the universal love of being one with all. Where we would have a constant mutual understanding for one another; where love and forgiveness is automatic… No titles, no rich, no poor, no hunger, no beauty, no ugliness, just people awakened in truth and love.


That is the fire that burns inside me, the fire that keeps me strong when times are tough in this world. It keeps me going because I know there is something greater than you and I and I have to keep the fire burning if I want to get there. There’s always been this sense of love that dwells in me. I often wonder if I’m just a soul who came back to spread love; I am part of this loving universal vibration, like I’m here to help maintain the energy.


The fire that burns inside me is all from my heart; I can be very passionate, which is a big part of my life because it has helped me to heal each time. I am on a mission in life to fulfill my destiny and I believe my soul has a greater purpose. My blueprint has already been written and I’m here to complete it. We all have a blueprint that must be completed. It’s what we came here for and I believe we all have a purpose in this life. God will reveal it to us when we’re ready to depart and cross over.


I want to share my story and inspire young women across the globe through the lessons life has taught me. While everyone was in school getting an education, life was teaching me some valuable lessons. I am here to complete a mission, whatever that mission is; I just want to be heard. It’s like that young spirit in me as a baby, trying to get my point across. I feel like that was the first piece of the puzzle. Most people like me who have that activist mentality, we just want someone to hear us and understand us and that’s our biggest challenge. We want to make a difference, but how?


I know that there is something greater than ourselves which guides and protects us if we will just listen and pay attention.


I hope that by the end of this book, you too can be awakened to loving your soul, to find the meaning of who you are, your purpose and your destiny and to become a positive influence to this world; to join the vibration of love.


I believe that I am a light worker sent here to set people free, to awaken them to their true selves. We all share the same 24 hours, we all breathe the same air and one thing’s for sure, at the end of this life journey–I know that we answer to only one God.















CHAPTER 1



The Blueprint




“Cherish your visions and your dreams as they are the children of your soul, the blueprints of your ultimate achievements.”


Napoleon Hill




Have you heard of the word “blueprint”? We make blueprints for projects that we want to complete. To me a BLUEPRINT is a road map of our life–our life is the project. I’m pretty sure the word itself has fluttered by our ears a few times before but we don’t really know the depth of it. When we came into this earth plane we had already written the chapters of our life on a scroll which we can now call The Blueprint.


Our soul, each human being on earth, you and I are the authors of this book called Life. I am a firm believer in God and He is our co-author and editor; then we’re given a chance to publish it on earth.


I remember, once through my spiritual awakening, my spirit guide told me exactly how it worked. Imagine, I literally woke up the next day, knowing about the universal laws; odd part was, it’s like I was already aware of this knowledge and I was now just remembering it. It’s like I had dementia for years and I was starting to remember–but I’ll talk more about my spiritual awakening in the following chapters.


Life is a flowing river that sparkles from the sun and we jump into it, our souls that is. Birth is when the soul comes alive. We come here on this earth plane with a mission, our Blueprint is our map. When coincidences happen, they’re not really a coincidence but something that was meant to be.


There’s a few glitches in the time capsule and sometimes we see patterns, like for some odd reason you always seem to look at the clock when it’s at either 11:11, 2:22, 4:44 and so on. These are little patterns in life that give us a reminder of what we’re meant to do. Ever since I became aware of such coincidences and patterns, it was like a tap on the shoulder of either, wake up look around you or keep on going you’re on the right track. It’s never really good to go against the grain either, I always say, you can’t force the force or there’s consequences you have to pay.


Here’s a short story.


I was about 17 years old. I had my awakening when I was 16 years old, and from that moment, my spirit guide had told me I was going to be writing a book. So, I started doing some automatic writing. I knew this was automatic writing because after reading what I had written, there was no way I could’ve known what had been written without being one with the Universe. Many PhD’s and great writers have written identical things years before I was even born–like I said, it was like having dementia and remembering again.


It was about 10:30pm and I had received a phone call from a (not so good) friend to go hang out and party. The minute I hung up the phone, I closed my eyes and tried to get some spiritual insights from my spirit guide, whether I should go or not. She told me not to go out that night and that I should stay home or else there would be consequences.


Typical teenager, I was like, yeah okay, I don’t even listen to my mother, and I’m now supposed to listen to my spiritual mom. I mean I believed it all, but I was being a stubborn Gemini and I went against the grain. So, I left in middle of writing, saved my work and continued to get dressed. The work I saved was about three months’ worth of writing, keep that in mind. I go out and I actually had a really bad night (go figure). My mind wasn’t there at all. I came home at about 3:30am from the party. I didn’t drink or anything because I had no money (those were the days when we only needed $5 for gas money and to try to get in the club before a certain time so it would be free). I didn’t even undress; I went straight to the computer with some guilt that built up while I was out. To my surprise, EVERYTHING was deleted–the file was missing, not a single trace. Recycling bin, computer search, nothing came up and for weeks I was searching. I even accused my siblings of going on my computer, even though nobody knew my password. I was totally bummed. It was three hard months–what could’ve been a masterpiece–destroyed without a trace. Gone without an explanation, I was dazed.


That was a lesson learned–that you can’t go against the grain. Sometimes, life already has it planned out for you. When it’s part of your destiny and set in stone in your Blueprint and you keep trying to avoid it or run from it, it will follow you. What happens to a flower when it doesn’t get enough water? Our wellbeing will start to crumble. We die inside. We become indecisive, get health problems and there’s always that feeling of being incomplete–when the miracle you’ve been waiting for is right in front of you. You run away from it, it will continue to get you. After that incident, I learned to ground myself, listen to my spirit guide and my intuitions a bit more. Our spirit guides are there to help us through this journey and path we’ve mapped out. For that I am thankful and blessed.




Take a minute right now to just breathe in and breathe out.


We are more than just beings; we taste, see, hear and more importantly feel. Our Blueprint is triggered by certain scenarios in life, such as meeting a person, a place, sound or an object. Some call it déjà vu. Déjà vu is almost like a check point, little reminders that “oh yeah”–you have already been there before.
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