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  For Romy.




  And for Kasper, Layla, Macsen and Darius.




  “No coming, no going.”




  Introduction




  I began writing this book as homage to my daughter Romy. I hoped that it would honour her brief existence with us and soothe my grief. However, realising the true purpose of this book – all that it means to me and all that I hope it will mean to others – has been a journey of epic proportions. During the writing of it I came to learn a lot about my “new” self and to fully appreciate my purpose in this lifetime. I owe a huge debt of gratitude to Romy because if she had not died, I would not be living my life in such a purposeful and vibrant way. If I tell you that I truly believe that, at some level, not only did I know that my daughter was not meant to stay long in this life, but that in some way she and I planned it in advance of coming to our lives here on earth, then you may find your thinking about life, death and everything in between to be challenged.




  From the outset I was determined that this book would not be what is sometimes referred to as “misery lit”. Even after I lost my own child, I did not want to read stories of other people’s children passing to Spirit. I didn’t want to read of other people’s grief. Neither could I imagine why anyone would genuinely want to read of mine, other than out of loyalty or some kind of ghoulish curiosity. I knew that Romy’s story formed part of what I needed to tell but I wanted my book to have a clear purpose: to help others in some way. I am not a bereavement counsellor; in fact I wasn’t even a particularly good recipient of it myself. In the months following my daughter’s death I searched high and low for something meaningful that could ease my pain and also bring some element of joy and positivity back into my life and as much as I tried to deviate, the roads all led me back to one thing: Spiritualism, and the belief in some kind of existence after what we call death.




  Throughout my life I have been aware of an ability. For as long as I can remember I have been able to see, hear and sense energies (referred to as being psychic) and communicate with the spirits of people who have died (this is known as mediumship). I’m careful not to call it a gift because this doesn’t sit well with me. To me, a gift is the ability to create or produce something of beauty or worth, sometimes with very little effort; it comes naturally. In some ways my ability does come naturally, but I have also dedicated many years to developing it. For the most part, I pursued this because it inspired me and because I enjoyed being in the company of other like-minded individuals. I was happy working as a reflexologist and a healer and doing the odd sitting for friends and acquaintances but in no way did I ever imagine myself working as a fully-fledged psychic medium. Despite being a confident, self-assured person I was very afraid of recognising this part of myself and above all of admitting it to others. I worried that people’s perceptions of me would not be kind and that I would be ridiculed for my beliefs and my abilities. Of course, hundreds of years ago my fear would have had a very real basis because mediums, psychics, readers and seers were all relentlessly persecuted by an establishment who felt threatened by the empowerment that these individuals could pass on to so-called ordinary people.




  These days, some mediums call themselves “intuitive coaches” and give trusted advice and direction to people in positions of authority all over the world but still some of us keep to the shadows; afraid to step forward and live our own truth fully. In short, I spent most of my early adult life studying and developing my mediumship skills purely for my own fulfilment while living in denial that I could use this ability for the benefit of others, and to serve Spirit. Alongside this extracurricular activity I worked in a series of “careers”: as a receptionist, a PA, a multilingual tour guide and as a public relations manager. Little did I realise then but these jobs were a great preparation for this phase of my life.




  When I look back at those professions now I can clearly see that they all had one thing in common: communication. I am a communicator, and the experience I gained in these situations during my twenties and thirties has prepared me very well for the business of communicating with Spirit and translating the messages they give me into relatable information for the people who need and request it.




  It has not been an easy trajectory. Losing my own child shook and challenged my spiritual beliefs to the core and I did my very best to turn my back on them as I tried desperately to cling on to my sanity, my surviving children and my life. When I say that I “knew” Romy was not meant to stay with us, this is not a cut and dried statement. It’s very difficult to explain but from the moment I knew I was pregnant right up until she lost consciousness that day I would have said I had no inkling that I wasn’t going to watch her grow up with me. However, as soon as the events of 17th July 2014 began to unfold I experienced what I can only describe as an inner knowing. Even in the midst of the unspeakable trauma of losing my child I felt a sense that this was something I had seen coming in some way I couldn’t fathom.




  That didn’t stop me from feeling all the usual emotions attached to the grieving process. Anger, guilt, devastation, suicidal thoughts: I had them all. If anyone acted on the ill-conceived idea to start any kind of spiritual conversation with me I had to carefully remind myself not to respond aggressively. Apart from my husband Darius and our immediate family members, I couldn’t bring myself to engage in any kind of conversation about what had happened or why. I was consumed with anger and hopelessness. Why had this happened to us? I didn’t care about the spirit world, I just wanted my daughter back and I was beside myself knowing that this wasn’t going to happen.




  Several months after Romy died, I began to experience the kind of communication that I had always had with Spirit, but this time it came from my own baby daughter. I tested my theories over and over: how could a baby so young communicate with me from the spirit world? Was she growing up on “the other side”? What could she be trying to tell me? Not trusting my own abilities, I sought the help and advice of several established mediums. I saw a handful of them privately in one-to-one sittings and I began to frequent my local Spiritualist church every week, when a different medium would take to the platform and deliver messages to those of us in the congregation. On many occasions these messages were directed at me.




  As the experiences and messages began to mount up I started to see that I was amassing a collection that pointed to the undeniable fact (for me) that my daughter’s spirit continued on in some way. If I were merely recounting my own experiences I could forgive you for thinking that you were listening to the ramblings of a grief-stricken mother. If I told you that a medium had given me a message then the sceptical could find grounds to discount it, I’m sure. However, I can cross-reference numerous personal experiences with information from one-to-one sittings and messages from mediums on platforms who have never met me before. I even received a remote message from a medium via a friend. She had attended a sitting on the day of Romy’s remembrance service and was shocked when the medium not only told her that she had come from a child’s memorial but also spelled out Romy’s name correctly and gave further information known to me, but not to my friend.




  Ironically, these experiences from beyond the grave started to bring me back to life. After initially turning away, I began to rediscover my faith in Spiritualism and eventually found my way back to a development circle. I now know that I do have a purpose with this work and am looking forward to establishing myself as a working medium.




  During a conversation over morning coffee one day with my husband I made an impulsive decision to begin writing a blog about my experience. I wasn’t brave enough to include a focus on Spiritualism at that point but I was clear that I wanted to offer a truthful account of my experience that might in turn give direction and hope to other bereaved parents, something to counteract the outpourings of anger, grief and desperation I had found in online support forums. It shocked me to find that, within these safe online spaces for those mourning a child or children, there seemed to be no peace and very little positivity. Parents who had lost children years previously still seemed to be in the same state of horrified disbelief that had begun to accompany them on their bereavement journey. I didn’t want this. I knew that if I was going to survive the experience, fulfil my marriage commitments and be a good mother to my two (later, three) surviving children I had to find a way to give myself positivity and hope for the future or my spirit would quite literally die, even if my body did not. What began as a blog to help me to process my grief served to remind me that I had always dreamed of being a writer. Mindful that I needed to reconcile this time in my life as somehow “part of the plan” I began to ask Spirit for guidance. Within a few short months a series of apparent coincidences saw me attend a writer’s workshop, which in turn produced a book proposal and several chapters and, before I knew it, a publishing deal.




  I know with absolutely certainty that Spirit – and Romy – always intended for me to do this work. I am an ordinary person to whom the extraordinary has happened. To many, this “extraordinary” may appear to be an unimaginable nightmare but I would like to show you how my return to my belief in the afterlife and the spirit world not only eased my grief but also shaped the entire course of my life going forward. Many books exist charting how writers survive tragedy to become stronger but what if these so-called tragedies are pre-planned by us? What if we plan exactly what we need to learn from them to move forward with purpose in our life? What if tragedy is meant to be embraced rather than survived? My experiences have proved to me beyond doubt that we are all born with a deep, inherent knowledge of our purpose; why we are here. We all know someone who just seems to step lightly into a particular job or lifestyle; as if they were born to it. They take to it like a duck to water and quietly carry on about their business. Some of us just need bigger prompts to recall our purpose than others and this might be part of the lesson we have chosen to learn while we’re here.




  How I Hope You Will Use This Book




  Personally, I don’t like to pick up a book that I think tells a great story only to find that story peppered with stops, starts and interruptions from well-meaning exercises, visualisations and meditations. To my mind, an instruction manual is an instruction manual is an instruction manual. However, I also feel strangely satisfied if I feel I have taken away some kind of insight or inspiration from a book. If I get absorbed in a story it often feels like a chore to comb back through what I have read to try and gauge a deeper meaning from it. By placing prompts at the end of each chapter I hope that they will help you to assimilate what you have read. When I help my children with their school reading I ask them questions about the pages they’ve read that night and feel slightly dismayed at how little they appear to have remembered. Then I try the technique on myself and get a shock when I see how little information I myself have retained after just half an hour of reading.




  Today’s world is so geared to short, sharp bursts of information – social media sites, sound bites, fast food, ever faster Internet connection, electronic reading devices and multitasking – that our brains seem to have lost the capacity to absorb a stream of information and then regurgitate it. So the prompts are a way of checking in, of inviting you to chew over what you’ve read and make it relevant by applying it to your own life. Perhaps they might also serve as writing prompts for journals or a springboard for discussion in a book club.




  My hope is that they will also help you to look at my story and the ideas I have applied to help myself and relate them to your own life situations. You’ll see that I’m nobody special. I am not in possession of a mystical gift; I just listen and look at events in my life in a certain way. Yes, I communicate with Spirit but I have spent many years of my life studying to learn how to develop this ability. We all of us have the ability to recognise signs from Spirit and once we stop telling ourselves to stop being ridiculous we might find that these signs are more prescient than we think. Try adopting this perspective for a short time and see what this brings for you.




  Anyone can learn to look at all that life has to offer in a positive light. I’m not suggesting that you have to “believe” – in Spiritualism or anything else – in order to do so, but if you can find a way to understand that perhaps whatever you are doing in your life is what you have decided to do on one level or another, I promise you that your life will begin to feel less arduous. By using the prompts in this way I hope that my story garners more recognition for being purposeful than merely an inspirational read. I do not feel inspiring. I still have days when I feel as if I can’t get out of bed. I shout at my children, I am irritable with my husband and I have moments when I honestly can’t see the point of it all. Since encountering my spirit guides, I do feel an invisible pair of hands at work in these moments; steadying my shoulders and quietly willing me on. Coincidentally or not, I am a much more positive person these days.




  This is not an instruction manual for self-improvement or mastery of mediumship, and it does not tell you how to survive and thrive after trauma. It encourages you to consider the idea that whatever difficulties you are facing in your life right now, you have asked for. I don’t mean that you have quite literally done so in the colloquial sense; I mean that you planned it, in the Spirit world, before you were born here and you planned it because there was something you intended to learn from it. If we do not come to this life to learn, then what is the point? Life is not to be survived, it is to be lived.




  I believe that we choose to incarnate and live our lives with a specific group of souls. Some of these souls are put in our path to challenge, or even to hurt us. Some are present to nurture and support us, and some are players in the scene of our lives; replaying themes from previous incarnations to help us to achieve our spiritual potential. However, our entrance and our exit as a soul are made entirely alone. Even twins cannot physically journey down the birth canal at the same time; one has to come before the other. I spent over a decade studying birth as a reflexologist, birth doula and healer and looking back at those years now I fully appreciate that this was not a random choice on my part. In fact, during my training as a reflexologist we had to choose a specialist topic to study and I was torn between working with birth and death. Even at that point in my life I recognised that the line between these two states is thin.




  From all those years in the privileged position of accompanying women as they birthed their babies and having now birthed four of my own I can assert that the journey of being born is much harder than that of dying. And yet, our society insists on seeing birth as positive and death as something to be feared. Both are events that ultimately we must actively experience alone. There may be people around us to assist, but the first and the final steps are ours to take; they are part of our blueprint, of what makes us uniquely ourselves. The ensuing years in which we play out our story are time in which we can, if we wish, learn to uncover and live our own truth.
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  Prologue




  

    I once was blind but now I see.




    – Warr Acres, Hymn of Remembrance


  




  17th July 2014 was a blisteringly hot day in West Sussex, a rural county around 40 miles south of London, close to the large British seaside town of Brighton.




  On that day, I sent an email to my husband, Darius, from my phone as I sat in a charming café in our neighbouring village with our youngest daughter Romy, four-and-a-half-months old. We had dropped her older brother and sister – Kasper and Layla, then aged five and four – off at school and nursery on foot before the heat of the day set in and returned home to pick up the car. It was the last day before the schools broke for the long summer holiday and we were seriously considering a move to the next village along. As I accelerated the car up the steep incline of our road I started chatting to Romy, as was my habit. “Well, Romy,” I said, “this is our last day together.” I was referring to the fact that the following day we would be joined by her siblings and the glorious disarray of the summer holidays would begin.




  This felt like a time of vast and imminent change for our family. After relocating from London to a small Sussex village five years previously, we had enjoyed our time there but both Darius and I felt as if something didn’t quite fit. Now a family of five, we wanted to gain a little more floor space and move closer to Brighton, the large seaside town we felt had so much to offer both ourselves and our growing children. We had taken Romy on a recce a week or so previously and seen a large, ramshackle property we couldn’t quite afford. Undeterred by the fact that it needed some work doing to it, we had spent the previous evening talking through various options and costs and were considering putting in an offer. As part of our grand moving plan I had decided to drive over and explore the village properly with Romy to see if it felt right; if I could see us living there. For obvious reasons I felt reluctant to take all three children on this mission, so today was the day.




  I sat at the back table in the café, which adjoined a flower shop owned by the same business. I felt myself relaxing into my seat away from the heat of the day, which at 10:30am was already stifling. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the adjacent florist, full of vibrancy and colour, bursting with the intoxicating scent and promise of summer days, and from this vantage point I could see all the other customers coming and going. Strangely for such a beautiful summer morning, there were very few other customers seated with us. Most popped in for a takeaway coffee and a croissant and left again. I ordered mushrooms on toast – a dish now etched on to my memory as evocative of that particular day – and laughed as I tried to eat it with Romy on my lap. I was still breastfeeding and we hadn’t started weaning, though in typically over-organised fashion I had already gone and bought all the little pots, curvy spoons and paraphernalia as I was so looking forward to seeing which foods she would enjoy. Sitting on my lap, she was already grasping for the fork and I wondered whether she might share my love of mushrooms.




  That morning is forever freeze-framed in my mind. Nowhere to be, nowhere to go. Full of anticipation and hope for our family’s future, I really did sit back in my seat and thank the stars for my good fortune. I felt a sudden surge of excitement and optimism and wanted to share my feeling with Darius. I haphazardly typed an email one-handed while trying to keep the pronged end of the fork away from Romy’s face. It read: “We’re sitting in a gorgeous café, the village is lovely. I think we’d all be really happy here. Let’s do it! Xxx”.




  I made up my mind that I would contact the estate agent when I got home and set the necessary chain of events in motion for us to make the move. We had always made these types of decisions impulsively – mainly thanks to me and my intuition – and my sense told me that transformative change was coming for us. As it turned out I was right about the change but I really had no idea of the devastation we would experience before that transformation occurred.




  Time stood still for a while in that place and every time I think of it I am so glad it did. I sang to my daughter, gave her endless kisses and we laughed together. At around 11:30 I realised that I hadn’t fed Romy, which was unusual as she was a big baby and always happy to feed. I was also concerned about getting her to drink more fluids as the weather had been so uncomfortably hot. I settled her to feed but she refused it – something she had never done before and which caused me to feel mildly concerned.




  Sensing that she was getting a little restless, I decided that perhaps the heat was making her feel tired. I put her down in her pram, organised my bags and made ready to leave. I thought it would be best to drive back home, sit quietly in the cool of our living room and try feeding her again there. I figured she would probably fall asleep in the car on the way home. Just as we were leaving, she did something else I had never seen her do: she let out a really loud scream and started to cry. I hastily picked her up to comfort her and felt perplexed. This was so unlike Romy, she was such a sunny-natured, easy-going baby. I began to feel a pressing need to get her home.




  Holding her seemed to have calmed her and she had slipped into sleep, so I put her down in the pram again and set off for the car park. I kept a close eye on her as we walked and she seemed unusually restless, which I tried to convince myself was down to the heat. We stopped briefly in the local supermarket to buy water and headed for the car park. Romy did indeed sleep all the way home.




  Little more than 24 hours later, she was dead.




  Following exhaustive tests, scans and discussions, we were told that the cause of Romy’s death would always be unclear. The most comprehensive suggestion was that it was a type of cerebral aneurysm leading to brain haemorrhage. It was impossible to gain a definitive conclusion from any of the scans as the bleed to her brain had been so sudden, so fast and so overwhelming that the source could not be pinpointed.




  I lost many things when Romy left us. My identity changed forever. I was no longer the positive, optimistic, driven woman I had been. The complacent belief that nothing really bad would ever happen to me lay in pieces. I became not just a mother but a bereaved mother which is, as I was later to discover, a heavy title to carry. I lost my dream of a big family, of having two daughters near enough together in age to be close as sisters, as I am with my sister. I lost sight of my future because I could not bear to imagine it without Romy, and also because I developed a deep-seated fear that other things were going to happen to us with which I would not be able to cope. As a mother, I am also ashamed to admit that I contemplated ending my own life, although it was always the thought of my surviving children that pulled me back from the brink. I could not make sense of anything which decreed that my daughter could be “taken from me” in such a brutal manner and I blamed myself for not being able to save her. I lost my world as I knew it, I lost my spiritual perspective and I damn near lost my mind; but I did, over time, find my truth.




  The story I want to tell you is not one of enlightenment or of triumph over adversity because I do not feel as if I have triumphed over anything, nor do I believe that we should look at the death of loved ones and the ensuing grief as something to be overcome. I still struggle with my grief. I still live with Post Traumatic Stress Disorder and depression. However, I do know that having this experience has caused me to look at the world very differently. It has also led me back to beliefs I have always held but gave less importance to as time went on – that there is life after death and that we choose what we need to experience in this lifetime in order to learn – and I have found them reinforced. Thanks to events that began to unfold after Romy died, I have returned to developing the psychic and mediumistic abilities I have always possessed but been too fearful to truly admit to. I have uncovered my true self.




  By looking for these clues from Spirit – so often given to me by Romy herself – I learned that my purpose in life is to write and to serve as a medium and a healer. Following this truth has led to my husband and I making many changes in our personal lives and taking decisions for our family that we might not have otherwise done. Uncovering my own truth has led to my writing this book.




  This is my truth; and the story I want to tell you is how the death of my daughter led me to it. We all have our own truth; it is inside us. What is it? The answer to the question that nags at all human beings: “Why am I here?” We can seek it in spiritual practice, in the pages of books and the experiences of others but ultimately, and very simply, we are born knowing our own truth and if we learn to recognise the signs that Spirit/The Universe/God/insert your own term here place in front of us then answers begin to be revealed.




  It was only as I came to write this book – which I promised Romy I would do as I sat with her during the long, unbearable night of 17th July 2014 – that I realised that if she really was the embodiment of the Sanskrit middle name we gave her – Satya, meaning truth – then the truth really had been inside me all along.




  This book is the story of how I literally gave birth to my truth. In reading it, I hope that you will begin to remember yours.




  
Chapter 1 The Truth





  

    This above all: to thine own self be true.




    – Shakespeare’s Hamlet, Act 1, Scene 3


  




  We are all seeking The Truth. But are we seeking the same truth? What is the truth? Those of us who consider ourselves to be spiritual seekers are endlessly searching for authenticity, a spiritual awakening, something that will confirm to us that there is more to life than… well, merely life. Even those who are not of a spiritual disposition are in search of truth. They find it in scientific progress, in practical answers to questions. They may ask, “How best may I live my life, because I only get one shot at it?”




  I was brought up in an open-minded family wherein psychic abilities and belief in an afterlife were considered normal, so it was pretty inevitable that I would end up in the category of “spiritual seeker”. I also believe that we only get one shot at life – this life, that is. I am of the belief that our souls exist outside of the physical body and that they experience many lifetimes. The purpose of one particular lifetime is to live, in practice, what we have set out for ourselves before we incarnate and to learn as much as possible. Sounds simple, right? It is. We tend to overcomplicate things in our human experience; so much so that we struggle to see what we have set out for ourselves to learn.




  I believe that before we are born into this life we make a plan, or blueprint. We decide, with members of our soul group and other ascended souls, what it is that we wish to learn in this lifetime and how we will achieve it before we return to Spirit. We may actively decide to experience incredible hardship and difficulty; this is because the learning in these situations is greater. If life on earth is a classroom, what’s the point in showing up to doodle on a piece of paper? If you want to extract the most from your experience, you have to work to the limits of your ability and sit the exam. As this book unfolds I will share with you how I came to remember and recognise my plan.




  This may not be such an easy idea to accept but I can tell you that after years of grief, desperation and soul searching, this is the conclusion I have reached. What’s more, the minute I decided to accept the idea that I had chosen to experience the loss of a child and the associated trauma, my life took a turn for the better. Without a moment’s hesitation, I switched my life purpose from working with birth to helping others to understand death – strangely, a prediction I had made just weeks before Romy died. I realised a childhood dream of writing a book and I finally accepted that it was time to put my decade of mediumship training into practice. I felt as if layers of confusion had peeled away and I was left looking at: myself.




  Likewise my husband, Darius, went from years of not quite feeling satisfied with his work to striking out on his own and following a deeper sense of how and with whom he should be working. From the offset, he found clients and organisations eager to work with him – and this after years of highs and lows and plans that never came fully to fruition.




  The irony is not lost on either of us that we have created a dream existence, as individuals and for our family, with one staggeringly obvious omission: our youngest daughter is missing from the picture. Of course, we would give up everything in an instant to have her back with us but I do not believe that this would ever have been possible, just as I don’t believe that we would be following this path had Romy not spent her short life with us before passing to Spirit. I am open to any practical suggestions to explain why we experienced this powerful shift after the death of our daughter but what I truly believe is that her passing allowed us to reconnect to a part of ourselves that we were fearful of seeing before. She somehow allowed us to see our truth.




  In an additional twist which proves to me that we had some precognitive sense of what her purpose would be, we gave to our youngest daughter a middle name with exactly this meaning: Satya. We gave all four of our children a first name, a middle name and a second middle name derived from a Sanskrit word. We always thought that this third name would be largely ignored – both by our children and others – but that having it would bind the siblings together. This led to some lengthy discussions between us during which we questioned our sanity at choosing such a long string of unusual names for our offspring, but it felt important to do this. We wanted each of our children to revel in their own individuality and gave them names we hoped would reflect their strengths in life.




  We fashioned Kasper out of two different spellings (“Kaspar” and “Casper”). In a nod to Darius’s Persian heritage we gave to our son the name of a king, like that of his father. Kasper’s Sanskrit name is Rohan, meaning “healing”. Sure enough, our eldest son is a complex, highly sensitive and brilliantly engaging individual and parenting him has provided some truly healing moments for us all. Layla – born at a time when a hurricane of the same name ripped through Pakistan, and embodying this by arriving in 45 minutes flat – was a name I had always known I would give a daughter. The Sanskrit name we gave her is Shanti, meaning “peace”. Layla is very often the peacemaker in our family and her kindness knows no bounds. After Romy came Macsen, named for a Welsh king, Macsen Wledig, in reference to my heritage. We spent a long time looking for his Sanskrit name but we eventually settled on Karuna, meaning “kindness and compassion for those who suffer”. We regard all four of our children as blessings, but Macsen, coming as he did little more than a year after Romy left us, has truly been a salve to our terrible wounds of grief. He has eased my suffering in many ways, both large and small.




  Romy’s name began as a puzzle. I was standing in the kitchen one evening when I clearly heard a voice saying something that sounded like “Romany”. I rushed to look up names with this sound and found Romy, a derivative of rosemary (a plant symbolic of remembrance) and meaning “dew of the sea”. Despite never having heard of it before I knew without question that this was our daughter’s name. We gave Romy the Sanskrit name Satya, meaning “truth”. In all honesty, we thought we had chosen it because we liked the sound of it and it fit well with the names Romy and Silvia (for my grandmother) but we had no idea how prescient our choice was to be. For us, Romy came to symbolise the importance of living our truth. In particular for me, knowing the truth of what I came here to learn became overwhelmingly important. As I took steps to uncover this I started to recognise that I had known it all along. It was not seeking I needed to undertake, but remembering.




  Going into my thirties I devoted a lot of time to developing my psychic and mediumistic abilities. I attended courses, workshops and demonstrations on every spiritual topic you could possibly imagine and I opened myself up to the spirit world. For years, I attended circle with the wonderful Gerrie March at the College of Psychic Studies in London, honing my skills and soaking up Gerrie’s knowledge gained from many years as a professional medium. It was also something of a relief and a revelation to spend two hours each week in the company of like-minded individuals, all keen to develop their spiritual knowledge in order to help others and serve Spirit. The group got me through many ups and downs at that point in my life; always encouraging, always positive, welcoming and kind.




  At a pivotal point in my life, it was a past life regression that opened up to me a whole new field of awareness and set me on a path of intense spiritual training. Shortly before I turned thirty I ended a relationship with a man whose spiritual beliefs were very different from my own. The relationship we shared was intense and volatile and it is clear to me now that I learned many things from this partnership but that they were not obvious to me at the time. Emotionally bruised and battered, I sought out appointments with psychics, healers and, in one case, a past life regression therapist. Free at last to pursue my interest in all things esoteric without fear of derision, I jumped in with both feet. I had begun to seek my truth.
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“This book was sent from the heavens.”
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