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Foreword



Each of us is a unique, multilayered amalgam of wiring specifically designed for our particular souls. We all come to this planet as spiritual beings destined to experience a variety of challenges and situations in order to grow and evolve spiritually.


When we take the time to enter into a relationship with our inner selves and become aware or in tune with our spiritual heritage, we embark upon a special journey. This journey is a process of peeling away layers of conditioning, self-doubt, and self-imposed rules of control. By opening up to our “inner guidance system,” we experience insight and “knowingness,” which we may have never experienced before. Based on our natural heritage as the divine light of God, every one of us possesses intuition—defined as the language of the soul. Once you develop this part of yourself, you can utilize this natural tuning fork and employ it in your everyday life.


Possessing intuition is having an absolute trust in yourself. It is the only way to fulfill your highest aspirations and desires. Everyone wants a life of happiness, health, and prosperity, but never seems to know the road to take for this to be realized. When you become aware of your intuition, you are delving inside and beginning to know yourself and becoming aware of your own personal rhythm. On this journey you must be willing to look at yourself objectively and clear away any judgments imposed on you by family, friends, or even society. I have found in many of my workshops that in order for people to really go deep within and discover their intuitive self, they will inevitably have to go through old tapes—old patterns and programming they received earlier in life. It is very much like cleaning out your garage, going through boxes of stuff that you no longer need, because you are a different person. When you open up, you also must face certain emotions that you may have buried deep down and long ago. You cannot hear the inner voice clearly if there are emotional obstructions or fears in the way.


When you learn to access and follow this part of you, you gain control of your life and begin to understand your soul’s inner promptings, which will lead you to the right choices and the life you were meant to live. Soon, you find that your life will take you to places and through situations you never thought possible but inevitably knew were necessary.


This book is one woman’s journey of self-discovery. When you read through it, you will see how difficult it was for her to acknowledge or accept that she had a high degree of intuition, let alone to listen to it. But she followed her instincts and used it as an opportunity to discover her true self. Now she utilizes that part of herself to serve humankind. With this book you too have been given an incredible opportunity to step inside your own distinct sense of knowing. This might seem strange or weird at first, since you may not be used to utilizing this part of your being. But that is all part of the exciting journey of discovering yourself.


One of the most endearing parts of this book to me (I am sure it will be to you, too) is the candor with which Rebecca describes the psychic world and her very own abilities. She takes what’s often seen as a strange and elusive subject and turns it into something that is relatable to everyone in this tangible and physical world.


Whenever the word psychic is used, many cannot help but conjure up images of gypsies in storefronts throwing down tarot cards and gazing into crystal balls. Although that type of individual does exist, this is not what Rebecca and I refer to in our work. We are talking about your sixth sense, the same sense you used when you were a baby. Some also refer to it as instinct. This is inherent in each one of us. As a matter of fact, you use your intuition every day without even thinking about it. For instance, whenever the phone rings you probably attempt to guess who is calling you. Or when you stand in front of a row of elevators, you intuitively wonder which elevator door will open first. We use intuition as a way to connect with our divine self. One does not necessarily need to be religious or spiritual or even to pray. Our connection with our intuitive self is ever present and always a part of ourselves.


As the great psychologist John Lilly once said, your only limits are your beliefs. It is true. Knowledge is power and being aware of your intuitive self is your key to unlocking the gifts of your soul. Ever since I became aware of my intuitive self and developed it, I began to see the world around me with a new and keen perspective, and my values, ideals, and awareness took on a higher meaning.


This book offers you the same chance to engage, question, and explore yourself through the eyes of a woman who has made the courageous journey to step outside her comfort zone and truly find the meaning of life. I wish the same for you and that the path ahead will forever change you, inspiring you to always reach for what you cannot see, beyond the physical self.


James Van Praagh





Introduction



Hi. Let me introduce myself. My name is Rebecca Rosen. I’m in my thirties, happily married, a working mother, and a Denver suburbanite. I struggle with my share of good and bad days and how to juggle my career with the needs of my family. Sound familiar? I’m a regular gal like many of you. There’s just one little twist: I’m a professional psychic medium. I communicate with spirits on a regular basis—you know, dead people who linger around to provide advice and offer relief to the living. Now, don’t roll your eyes—I’m not your stereotypical woo-woo. No flowing robes, no lingering scent of patchouli. I look and talk just like many of my “normal” clients. In fact, you may have seen me explaining my uncommon job on TV or read about me in your local paper and thought, She doesn’t look too out-there.


Most of the time, clients seek me out because they can’t get past the death of a loved one and their grief is dragging down their spirit and getting in the way of their everyday lives. I can sympathize with this kind of debilitating pain because I, too, lost someone very near and dear to me not long ago and it wrecked me in a big way. It seemed like I wandered around for months and months asking the same question, Why? Why? Why? Why did this have to happen?


For nearly ten years now, clients have come to me hoping that I will connect them with a cherished loved one who has passed on, or at least provide them with the comfort that someone they love is no longer in pain. As a medium, it’s been my honor to provide solace and relief for thousands of grieving people. But a few years ago, I started to notice a shift in the familiar needs and requests of my clients. In addition to people who were grieving the loss of a loved one, others came to see me: those who were simply hungry for spiritual truth and a deeper understanding of why they felt lost and stuck in their lives. Initially I kidded with them, “Well, you know I’m not a therapist, but let me take a look and see what your loved ones have to say.” Well, the joke was finally on me because after countless readings where I connected clients with Spirit, an undeniable pattern started taking shape that became the inspiration for this book.


After receiving validations, or proof, that their loved ones were at peace and still with them on some level, clients were also getting insights about how to get unstuck and move on with their lives. That’s right—in addition to offering closure around their deaths, spirits started coming through to help the living with their very down-to-Earth, daily problems! I remember thinking, So, the dead are the new self-help experts now?!


I’ll never forget one of the first times this happened, early on in my career. I was lying in savasana in yoga class one day, when I started to hear “Papa Maurie” over and over again in my head. I don’t know a Papa Maurie—not even a Maurie, I thought. But the name continued to come up and then an image of my friend Stacy flashed in my mind. In this picture, she was breaking up with her boyfriend of many years. I heard this Papa Maurie character saying, “Tell her to let him go. It’s the right thing.”


The information made no sense to me at the time. Stacy seemed perfectly happy in her relationship, and again—Who was Papa Maurie? I put the vision out of my mind until the following night when I met Stacy for dinner. After we sat down at our favorite sushi restaurant I asked her how she was doing and she immediately burst into tears. She told me that she and her boyfriend had just decided to call it quits. (As in, the night before when I was sitting in yoga class!) That’s really weird, I thought to myself. I sat on this for a minute and then I asked, “Stacy, by any chance do you know a Papa Maurie who passed?” (At this point, Stacy was used to my medium-speak.) “Are you serious?” she asked. “Papa Maurie was my grandfather!”


Once I told her about the voice and vision, she felt better about her decision to end it with her boyfriend, although she was a little weirded out by the notion that her dead grandpa was keeping a watch on her love life and offering her relationship advice!


Months later, Stacy and her boyfriend got back together and despite her own doubts and concerns, they took it to the next level: They got engaged. I had my own reservations about her decision, but kept my opinions to myself. It was her life and not for me to interfere. When she came to me and asked if I’d try to connect her with her grandfather, I obliged, and again, Papa Maurie came through and told her that Jason was not “the one” and not to marry him. It was a very awkward moment for us. She was a good friend and I was giving her information she really didn’t want to hear. Stacy decided to ignore her Papa’s advice and married Jason soon afterward. We never spoke of the reading again until six years later when Stacy and Jason, then with a three-year-old and a newborn, announced they were getting divorced. She came to me with regret, saying that she’d never forgotten the advice from her Papa. She finally understood that he was only trying to save her years of heartache and pain. He’d been right after all: Jason was not the one.


Acting as a medium, or middle gal, between Spirit and clients, I’ve helped thousands of people just like you wake up to the reality of their lives and name the thing that’s standing in their way. And no, it’s not always a guy! In our sessions, clients and I are constantly tackling:




grief


relationship problems


financial woes


low self-esteem


depression


intimacy fears





substance abuse


anger


control issues


weight problems





While this was not the career I originally intended for myself (I was pursuing an advertising degree when the spirits started squawking), I feel so lucky to have found a calling where I’m able to help people get to the bottom of their discontent and resolve the personal challenge that’s keeping them from becoming the person they’ve always wanted to be.


In the pages that follow, you’ll see that Spirited is grounded in real life stories and real people. Whenever clients thank me for providing them with clarity, hope, and relief when they needed it most, I always think, This is why I do this crazy work. But I want to let you in on a little secret: You actually don’t need me, or any other psychic, to resolve any of the issues I’ve just described. You can learn to connect with your inner intelligence and get clear all on your own. Not by becoming a psychic medium, but by just being you. Truly, the only difference between you and me is that I’ve mastered a skill that you haven’t developed yet—a skill that could help you identify where you’re stuck and get you back on track to leading a purposeful and fulfilled life. By developing your own intuitive power, you will learn to trust and depend on your knowing, as well as recognize and interpret spirit energy—a support system available to you at any time.


Spirited is all about you learning to find the answers within and around yourself. By the time you finish this book, my hope is that you’ll be able to say, “Thanks, Rebecca. No offense, but I don’t need you anymore. I’ll take it from here.”


Maybe you’re thinking, I don’t know—that sounds kind of nutty, and I admit, when I first started developing my intuition and connection to Spirit, I had my share of skepticism, too. The idea of communicating with people who were no longer living seemed, well, creepy, and this is a popular and very common misconception. The truth is spirits don’t mean us harm or want to freak us out. Quite the opposite, actually. Spirits constantly ask me to relay the same, simple message to their living loved ones—Stop making the mistakes I did and start living already! In most every case, spirits show up with no agenda other than to help us move past the thing that’s in our way: sadness, guilt, an unhappy relationship, a bad job, negative body image, crippling credit card debt—everyday stuff. More than anything, they want us to remember the whole purpose of life: to live truly and freely in the present and enjoy every minute of our time here.


The idea that spirits are available to help us with such worldly concerns will take some time getting used to, which is why I’m going to walk you through the process step by step until you have the courage to go out on your own. Many of us, and women particularly, tend to discount our intuitive power and spiritual awareness. Why? Well, that’s a topic for a whole other book, but in a nutshell, we’re quick to second-guess ourselves. This is unfortunate because each one of us has the ability to tap into everyday guidance. Yes, even you. And my guess is that you picked up this book because you already know that—you’re just not sure where to start tappin’. Well, that’s where I come in. I’m going to hold your hand and show you the way.


Let’s get started!
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Is This Woman for Real?


While many books on the afterlife are written to draw readers to the authors’ private practices, my goal is to set you free of psychics and mediums altogether, by providing you with the tools to empower yourself and identify the root of your discontent all on your own. (By the way, this is not going to make me very popular with some of my peers!) I like to say that my program is “self-help,” but with a lot more than just your “self” to help you through. In addition to learning how to tap into your intuitive power, you will learn to access the wisdom of those who are no longer living but who have a valuable perspective to share.


If you’ve never bought a book like this before or sought the advice of a psychic medium, you may be more accustomed to conventional approaches to resolving issues. In fact, I’ve had people ask me pointed questions like, “Rebecca, what’s wrong with traditional therapy—you know, like where you sit on a couch across from someone with a psych background and who’s living?” My answer is: nothing. A therapist can absolutely help you uncover the thing that’s holding you back. But why not weed out a year’s worth of sessions and get to the heart of the matter right now, by going inside yourself to get the guidance you need? You do know that you have all the answers within you, right? Granted, once you identify any pain that’s hiding below the surface, you very well may want to talk to a therapist to help you process the information you’ve been given. At the end of every reading I do, I’m always sure to remind my clients that the insights I provide are merely the start of the healing process. “I’ve just lifted the veil,” I say. “I haven’t fixed anything. The rest is up to you.”


But let’s back up. Right now you’re probably at the point where you’re thinking, I know something’s off with my life and I could be happier, but how can I start to heal if I don’t even know what my problem is? Good question. Many of us have pain, regrets, and disappointments buried so far deep down inside ourselves, we have no idea they’re there or how they’re manifesting in our everyday lives. My goal is to show you how to peel back the layers, dig into your past, and become conscious of what’s keeping you stuck. This can be an uncomfortable process. You’ve buried hurts because—no mystery here—they hurt! Uncovering the heart of your discontent can be scary, lonely work, so that’s where the gentle presence of Spirit comes in to remind you that you’re not alone. (In fact, start repeating to yourself in the shower, in the car, or on the train into work—I’m not alone, I’m not alone, I’m not alone!) Think of the spirit energy surrounding you as your own cheerleading squad, keeping you company and supporting you along the way.


Now, that doesn’t mean Spirit is going to do all the work for you. As I said, changing the direction of your life starts with you and it’s a process that requires your strong and lasting commitment. No one gets toned arms overnight and it’s the same with developing your intuitive and spiritual muscle. But, like my yoga instructor likes to say, “Stand tall and believe in your extra -ordinary strength. You will be amazed at what you can do!” And she’s right—when you start to believe in yourself, you will be guided the rest of the way.


How to Use This Book



There are a few different ways you can use this book and I urge you to choose the one that works best for YOU. After all, I developed this program so that you can do your own work, so take it at your own comfortable pace. It’s kind of a no-brainer, but sometimes we forget that there is no right or wrong way of going about our own self-discovery.




Option One:  Read it straight through, skim over the heavy lifting exercises, and go back to do the big work once you’ve digested the basic concepts of the book.


Option Two:  Take it slow, pause to do the exercises, and sit with whatever you dig up before you move on to the next section.


Option Three:  Take it even slower! Some of these concepts might sound really weird to you the first time around. You might find yourself saying, Hold on! I don’t get it, so I’ll stop and answer some of the more head-scratching ideas as we go along. Still, there may be some sections (or entire chapters) that you’ll want to reread once, twice, three times before moving forward. No problem. Again, take your time.





Okay, before we get started on you and personalizing a program to accommodate your lifestyle, I want to share some personal history with you because admit it—you’re wondering, Is this woman for real? How does a seemingly normal chick become a psychic who talks to the dead?


Well, not only do I live like many of you, there’s another thing we might share in common. Ten years ago, I was in a very dark place and I had no idea how to pull myself out of it.


My Personal Damage



We’ve all had those mornings: You wake up and realize this is not where I want my life to be and this is not who I REALLY am. At those moments you remind yourself: I’ve tried everything from retail therapy to couples counseling and the latest fad diet, and nothing’s working. I’m not happy. I’m struggling. And I don’t know why.


Those mornings aren’t any fun, are they?


On the other hand, the times when you find yourself, well, talking to yourself are also noteworthy because that’s when you’ve allowed yourself—if only for ten seconds—to sneak a peek at what’s really going on. That’s clarity, which is just another way to say understanding. And getting clear is the first step to going from “I suck” to “I get it!”


Being able to truly see our lives is everyday magic—it’s what happens when we are tuned into our intuition. People in my line of work call intuition a connection to Source, God, the Universe. Sometimes our intuitive voice can be superbly annoying—Um, thanks, but I don’t need to be reminded that my life is off-track—but I’m here to tell you that when intuition whispers in your ear, you want to listen up. That voice can transform your life. It did mine.


Hold On! I Don’t Get It: What is intuition, exactly?


Here’s the Deal: Intuition goes by many names and expressions—Our higher self. Sixth sense. Inspired thought. Gut feeling. Clear knowing. That Aha! moment.


What This Means for You: When we are tuned into our intuition, the veil is lifted and the answers become clear. Most of us, sad to say, are out of touch with our intuition. We’ve learned to ignore, mistrust, and second-guess it and then we wonder why we feel so disconnected from ourselves, as if we’re drifting around in a state of merely existing. Once we recognize and reconnect with our intuitive power, we start making better decisions and choices for our lives.


Okay, now back to my story. Ten years ago, I left my safe hometown of Omaha, Nebraska, for what so many high school graduates dream of: freedom and an exciting college experience. I entered the University of Florida, joined a great sorority, quickly made friends, had plenty of dates, and was at the top of my class. My life was the perfect picture of on track. But two thousand miles back home, the wheels had fallen off the train. My dad, who was a loving father, was withdrawn in every other area of his life. He’d been unhappy and introverted for years and when, within weeks of me starting school, Mum called with “bad news,” I thought Dad had probably sunk back into one of his dark stages. The news was much worse—he’d attempted suicide. Thankfully, she and my brother were able to convince him to check into a psychiatric hospital, where doctors diagnosed him with manic depression and explained that he’d been chemically imbalanced for years. After eight days of rest and recovery and a prescribed diet of antidepressant medication, my father was back home safe and regaining strength, but my parents’ marriage, which I knew wasn’t perfect, but I believed was solid and enduring, was crumbling under the stress. I was shocked and devastated. My childhood sense of security suddenly felt like a big fat lie, and because I was so far from home and removed from the situation, I couldn’t help feeling alone, scared, and angry that I hadn’t somehow been there to stop it.


My mum urged me to stay put until the end of the school year. She would take care of Dad, she promised, and convinced me that I didn’t need to worry. Yeah, right. Little did I know this episode was just the calm before a devastating storm.


When I returned home for the summer, although my father was healthy and stable again, I watched my family fall apart. My feelings were complicated and painful, and, honestly, I couldn’t wait to get back to school and escape the uncomfortable sadness of it all.


When I went back to school in the fall, I moved off campus and into an apartment with three roommates. I tried to forget about my home life by distracting myself with sorority events and my new classes, but within a couple of months, I slipped into depression. My grades started to suffer, I withdrew from everyone around me, and I found a destructive habit to numb my pain. I began eating—in my sleep. As in, getting up in the middle of the night and unconsciously consuming the contents of my fridge. Talk about a nightmare.


The “Night Prowler,” what I named my new self-sabotaging personality, started making regular appearances every night of the week. I’d sleepwalk into the kitchen and stuff my mouth full of sweet and salty comfort foods—anything I could get my hands on. I’d wake up in the dark, not knowing how long I’d been there or how much I’d eaten. I’d return to bed feeling confused, scared, and totally out of control. I felt like a prisoner to myself and I spent countless nights crying myself back to sleep.


For six long months, this abusive cycle of binging continued. I told no one about the Night Prowler. I was so ashamed. Day after day, I would vow I am NOT going to wake up! But, night after night, I unconsciously chose otherwise. I repeated the same destructive habit like clockwork and every morning I’d wake up, full of self-loathing, berating myself over another night of eating.


During the day, I was like a zombie, living off cappuccinos and starving myself in an attempt to make up for the calories consumed at night. Then, after gaining nearly forty pounds, I had a major breakdown. For the first time since the Night Prowler appeared, I went home to Omaha and revealed my shameful secret to Mum and Dad. It was such a relief to finally reach out for help. After months of hiding the truth, I was emotionally exhausted and physically depleted. Despite their eroding marriage, my parents were selfless in their support and care. They found me a good therapist who helped me understand that I was using food like a drug just like my mother had. Mum struggled with an eating disorder for many years while I was growing up, and I watched and learned how to “stuff” feelings down with food. (We’ll get into this in later chapters, but I strongly believe we all have a “drug of choice,” and for me, it’s food. For others, it might be drugs, alcohol, compulsive shopping, or controlling behavior. Instead of using your “drug” to numb your feelings and ignore the truth about your life, I will help you find the courage to WAKE UP and begin listening to the wisdom of your intuitive voice. It is this voice—your voice—that will tell you what you need to do to face and heal your pain.)


My therapist put me on antidepressant medication and, for the first time in months, I felt hopeful that I would snap out of my funk, stop binging, and return to a normal life. But I quickly learned that the medication was not enough—as soon as I returned to school, the Night Prowler returned. I was desperate—What the hell is going on here? Why am I doing this? Why can’t I stop? You might be asking the same questions about your situation.


On the brink of giving up and slipping into a dangerous place, I did the only thing I knew left to do. One night, after my roommates went to bed, I closed my door, got down on my hands and knees, and began to pray. Quite literally, my prayers sounded like, Help me, help me, help me. Is there anyone who can help me? And, as I was soon to find out, my cries were heard. My grandmother Babe—my father’s mother, who died when I was a little girl—answered the call.


Advice from Babe


I’ve always written in a journal as a way to gain clarity and express myself. Maybe you’re someone who does this, too. I think journaling is a great way to make sense of the jumbled thoughts that spin around in our heads, keeping us confused and afraid. A day or so after my desperate cry for help, I sat down with my journal in a neighborhood bookstore and wrote out my shameful confession, just as I had done many times before. As always, I hoped that I would gain some new insight about how to overcome my struggles.


On this particular afternoon, as soon as I began to write, I noticed a resistance in the flow of my words that I hadn’t felt before and I stopped. It was like I could hear a voice in my head talking over my own thoughts. Goose bumps traveled up and down my arms. When I resumed writing, I felt a strong tug on my hand. My pen then proceeded to drag in a scribble-like way. Within minutes, a free flow of information was flying across page after page, conveying messages from a woman who identified herself as—get this—my dead grandmother, Babe. Thoughts soon started coming into my mind faster than I could get them down on paper, and they weren’t words or a vernacular I would normally use. Okay, I thought, something weird is going on here because this is definitely not me! I’m certain that if this were to happen to you, you’d assume you had totally lost it, which is exactly how I felt. But, at the same time, I was so desperate for help that I was willing to suspend my disbelief and see what happened next. (I later discovered that I was “automatic writing,” a psychic practice used by many mediums to convey messages from Spirit. A spirit focuses energy to “write” through your hand.) For the next hour, Babe told me why she had come through: I’ve heard your cries at night and I don’t want you to suffer the same way I did.


My grandmother Babe had had a hard life. She suffered from mental illness brought on by postpartum depression. Unfortunately, the methods for treating depression in the early 1960s were cruel and often ineffective. My grandmother was given tranquilizers and shock therapy treatments for many years. These methods did not alleviate her sadness or pain; they left an even darker hole in her heart that she was never able to fill. Sadly, she eventually took her own life.


In the bookstore that day, Babe said, Don’t be afraid. I am here to free you from pain. She expressed her desire for me to make different and better choices than she did. And by helping me out of my depression, she could also heal her own soul, kind of like a psychic win-win, balancing out her—let’s call it—negative mojo. You see, by taking her own life, Babe didn’t make a clean or easy getaway—she just carried the wounds she had into the afterlife.


Hold On! I Don’t Get It: Are you saying that you take all your messed-up stuff with you after you die?


Here’s the Deal: Your damage doesn’t just go away—it follows you until you face it, deal with it, and release it.


What This Means for You: After working with Spirit over the years, I am convinced that how we conduct ourselves in this life follows us into the afterlife. In other words, we may eventually leave our bodies, but we take our baggage with us.


What I hear from spirits day in and day out are their regrets about poor choices and bad decisions they made in life. Some mention how careless and reckless they were with the people they loved. Many wish they’d spent less time working and more time with their children. They feel remorse over their personal failures like alcoholism and drug addiction, finally realizing the impact their actions had on the safety and happiness of their families. They often say they shouldn’t have taken their health for granted. They lament missed opportunities and wish they’d lived outside their comfort zone with more risks. The list goes on and on.


In nearly every reading I do, a Spirit comes through to make amends for their regrettable actions, or inactions, in life and to offer guidance for the living. They either want their loved ones to do what they didn’t do, or not do what they did. But I’m getting ahead of myself. Let’s get back to Grandma Babe before we delve into a heavy discussion about “life after death.”


Babe stressed that for me to work out my damage and heal, I had to begin loving myself unconditionally. She was clear that my destructive habit would continue until I did this hard work, but she was here to help since I’d asked for it. Crazy, right?


Like anyone would be, I was skeptical that my dead grandmother was truly “talking” to me, and Babe sensed my doubt that first day. She instructed me to call my father for proof. Ask him, she said, about the white sheets. White sheets? I had no idea what this meant, but I immediately left the bookstore and called my dad to relay the message anyway. He was speechless for a beat, and then he let out an astounded, “Oh my God!” He proceeded to confirm what Babe said with this story:


The day that my grandmother took her life, my grandfather came home from work and found the house uncharacteristically quiet. His wife was nowhere to be found and when he discovered the basement door ajar, he suddenly feared the worst. He didn’t have the courage to walk down to the basement, so he called my father and asked him to come over to either confirm or deny his foreboding feeling. My father had been my grandmother’s emotional caretaker for years, so it made sense that he would be the one to handle a potential crisis. As soon as my father arrived and took his first step down the basement stairs, he could smell the gunpowder. Once he reached the bottom step, he instinctively turned toward the laundry room, where he found his sixty-seven-year-old mother in a heap on bloodstained white sheets. She’d shot herself in the mouth. Known for her spotless home, she’d laid sheets out on the floor before pulling the trigger to make the clean up easy. My father never told anyone about his mother’s tidiness that fateful day. That is, until the afternoon I called him from the bookstore and said very pointedly, “Grandma wants you to tell me about the white sheets.”


I was shocked by the validation and totally overwhelmed. So, it was true? I’d just communicated with Grandma Babe! That first day of automatic writing was a major turning point for me and the beginning of my understanding that spirits, when called, will intervene in our healing process. Because I wasn’t ready to face the root of my pain alone, Grandma Babe, who’d struggled similarly in life, came through to hold my hand as I looked in the mirror. This is an important point. Spirits help us connect with our intuitive power, where clear knowing resides. They don’t provide the answers; rather, they serve to illuminate the truth that is within us all the time.




A Note on Skepticism


It’s perfectly normal for you to have a big, healthy dose of this. Ninety percent of the world lives in a mind existence (i.e., I won’t believe it until I see it!), so believing and trusting in something that isn’t tangible is hard for many of us to do. In the following chapters, I will show you how to read the signs and “see” for yourself.





So, what was at the root of my emotional eating? I grew up with a father who believed a person was weak for showing emotion, which had everything to do with his own mother’s emotional instability and the painful hold it had on him growing up. (I’ll touch on this a little later, but my father had a tremendous amount of unresolved grief and guilt tied to his mother’s death.) As a kid, he often scolded me for pouting and being “too sensitive.” My dad would rather people pretend to be happy than reveal their discontent or pain. Because like many women, I am a people pleaser (who also adored her father), I perfected the “everything’s fine” perma-grin by early adulthood. And since it wasn’t safe to express emotions growing up, I learned how to stuff them down—just like my mother and her self-destructive relationship with food. Are you starting to recognize the dysfunctional family pattern here? Jeez—what a mess!


Back to my sophomore year in college. I was devastated by my father’s suicide attempt and my parents’ impending divorce, but I was house-trained to suppress negative emotions, and that’s exactly what I did. As time went on and with no release for how sad and heartbroken I felt inside, my soul began shaking me awake in the middle of the night—Wake up! Rebecca, wake up! But instead of listening to clarity whispering in my ear, I was literally stuffing the pain back down because I was too scared to let it come to the surface. Why? Because I didn’t want to disappoint my father by saying how I really felt. God forbid I upset anyone! I’d gotten in the unhealthy habit of putting a higher value on pleasing, or placating, others than honoring my own needs. Well, my soul had had it! My soul cried out—SPEAK! And when I finally did, I cried out … I’M SCARED. I’M HEARTBROKEN. I’M ANGRY. I’M HURT! I blame myself for not being able to keep my family together. I have failed those I love. AND I CAN’T KEEP QUIET ANYMORE!


I know now how flawed that thinking was and that I was punishing myself unfairly. Of course it wasn’t my responsibility to keep my parents together, nor could I have stopped my father’s suicide attempt. But that’s what initially came to the surface when I broke the silence and dislodged the truth. Once I gave myself permission to feel freely, I began to see more clearly. That’s what I mean when I say “lifting the veil.” It’s like seeing your life for the first time in a long while.


When we’re feeling lost, defeated, or alone, it’s hard to believe that the answers are inside us, and that’s often because we’ve cut ourselves off from our inner knowing. Given enough time, this state of disconnection can lead to depression and self-abusive behavior. Clearly, I’m evidence of that! When we hit bottom, we have an important choice to make—we can either recognize our self-abusive behavior as a wake-up call and do the necessary work to reconnect and heal, or we can choose to continue down the same broken road. Door number one sounds a whole lot better, doesn’t it? But so many of us choose door number two. Why is this? Because we aren’t ready, or don’t know how to dig in and do the work. Many of us resist change (you know who you are), and the rest of us are simply afraid to confront the block in our path—It’s too big. It’s too scary. I’m not strong enough to move it!


My grandma came through when she did because, well, it was pretty obvious that I needed a hand. Babe could see that I’d simply had enough self-abuse and I was ready to do whatever it took to resolve it. She stepped in to illuminate my way.


After that pivotal afternoon in the bookstore, I continued to use automatic writing to connect with my grandmother. She helped me look at the layers of my pain and decide what I needed to do in order to heal on all levels: exercise and yoga to shed my extra weight, less caffeine and sugar to ease my anxiety and aid in better sleep, daily journaling to release all my feelings, prayer to invite in spirit energy, meditation to strengthen a connection to my intuitive voice, and most important, working on building up my self-esteem and inner knowing rather than looking outside of myself for answers and approval. I had my work cut out for me, but I was so eager to free myself from my self-destructive patterns, once I realized what those were, I was willing to do whatever it took.


My work with Babe continued for two years and I’ll be honest—it wasn’t easy, but eventually the Night Prowler disappeared. I lost the bulk of my weight, my depression faded away, and I felt healthy and happy again.


Toward the end of my senior year in college, Babe came through during my journaling and told me her work with me was done. It was time, she said, for us to go our separate ways. (It felt like my grandma was breaking up with me.) I was healthy, she said, and it was my responsibility now to help others who were struggling and needed relief. Although my initial reaction was, No way—I don’t want to become that lady with jangling bracelets and a crystal ball.


The Weirdness Factor


You see, even after all my work with Babe, I still had my hesitations. I knew I had some kind of “gift,” but it was hard to get past the weirdness factor. Seriously, introductions at dinner parties were going to be awkward—“Hi, I’m Rebecca, your friendly neighborhood psychic medium.” I admit, I thought about bagging the whole idea. But I didn’t. Why? Well, because my dark Night Prowler episodes were finally behind me and I had Babe and my psychic abilities to thank for it. It wouldn’t be fair to ignore my ability to connect with Spirit if it could help other people, right? Still, I was very nervous to take my act on the road and test it out on perfect strangers. The thought made me feel as hesitant as when I’d first started the whole “talking to the dead” business.


It wasn’t until a year after graduating that I was brave enough to begin playing around with automatic writing and the Ouija board (also known as a spirit or talking board) with friends. Finally, in front of an audience, I connected with spirits, completely unknown to me, who offered validations that convinced all of us that I was tapping into something beyond my own awareness. Still, I sensed that it was too threatening or “out there” for my friends to wrap their college-educated minds around. They basically dismissed it as a weird party game and didn’t take it seriously.


But I did take it seriously. I began a habit of pulling the board out late at night and playing with it in secret (that way, I didn’t run the risk of being labeled “creepy séance girl”). I’d pray for Spirit to come through and connect with me. Well, one night, the planchette started to slowly move around the board, spelling out, “Hello, Rebecca. I am your angel.” Okay, I thought, maybe I am creepy séance girl! My heart started to race as the planchette continued to move across the board in a furious race for several minutes until it abruptly stopped. I wasn’t quite sure what had just happened, but I felt comforted by the idea that an angel was keeping me company. Angels were good, right? I put the board away and called it a night.


The following evening, I again locked myself in my room and pulled the board out. I lit a large candle on a stand in the corner of the room and sat on my bed with the board in my lap. I mentally said a prayer to invite in the “Angel.” It took a few minutes before I felt any movement, and then the energy slowly came in. Angel lady told me she was my guardian angel, Maya. Her energy felt very loving and I got the sense that she was wise and I could trust her. Maya said she was hanging out with Grandma Babe to help me with my depression. Angelic back up? Are you joking? Like my roommates, I started to wonder if this was really happening and if I wasn’t just making the whole thing up in my crazy head. And then, as if Maya heard my doubtful thoughts, she spelled out, “Candle dripping, candle dripping.” I was totally confused by this until I heard a soft dripping sound behind me. I quickly turned around and saw that the candle I’d lit was dripping wax onto my floor! I jumped up off the bed and blew it out. I was shocked. It was the first time I really felt as if there was another presence in the room with me—that I was not alone. (I imagine this would make a lot of you feel uneasy, but I wasn’t scared. I sensed that Maya was a gentle and caring presence. Not anything dark or to be feared.)


Over the next several months, I continued to test my connection with Spirit and when summer rolled around again, I found myself back home spending time with my dad and his business partner Seth. Dad had done a total 180 since his suicide attempt. He was actually communicative and open. He liked to talk about feelings. He explained that the day he left his hospital room, he felt like he was having an out-of-body experience. When he turned around to take one last look at his hospital bed, he saw “Shel” being left behind to die and a new man, “Shelly,” emerging. He was convinced that he had shed his unhappy “shell” and he was now a new and changed man. And truly, he was a different person: He was softer, kinder, and hungry for spiritual truth. In fact, soon after I became aware of my intuitive gift, Dad became my greatest supporter. He had absolute faith and belief in me and encouraged me to embrace my calling to do “God’s work.” Quite a turnaround from his earlier criticism of my sensitivity!


One afternoon with Dad and Seth that summer, I was playing around with automatic writing when a spirit named “Larry” came through. I couldn’t think of anyone that Dad or I knew by that name, so I asked Seth, “Do you know anyone named Larry?” He was dumbfounded.


“That’s my father,” he said. “He’s been dead a long time.”


“Well,” I said, “he’s telling me that he’s very sorry about his sudden death and how it tore the family apart. He also wants me to mention the briefcase?”


Seth stared at me with tears in his eyes. He then confided in me that his father had died when Seth was just a teenager. The only thing that he still had of his father’s was his briefcase.


After that day, I couldn’t deny that I was making very real and solid connections with Spirit, not only for myself, but to help others. I started doing readings with friends of friends—without the Ouija board—and after a half dozen successful readings, I realized that my gift was not about me. If my ability was as accurate and as healing as people were telling me it was, I knew I had to share it in a big way. I knew it was time to head out into the real world.


The first public readings I did were in the back of a local coffee shop. I sat with clients on a couch with a legal pad and I’d ask Spirit to speak to me. I was still using automatic writing to relay messages. Because I was a bit nervous at first, worried that I wouldn’t always be able to make connections for real people, these initial readings were not as clear as they could have been. Still, it didn’t take long for me to recognize that however unclear, I was having a powerful effect on others.
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