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Introduction


I’m in the future, married to the tall, dark, handsome man I am dating at the time. I think he is the perfect man for me—yet, in my dream that is showing me the future, I’m perfectly miserable. I’m bumping into furniture as I walk mindlessly through my picturesque house, with a soul-less dead stare. I’m a zombie Stepford wife.


I woke up from this dream feeling sick… because I really liked this guy. On paper he was ideal: He adored me, he had a great sense of humor, he had a thriving business, and my family and friends loved him. Yet, I couldn’t deny what I’d seen (and felt) in my dream. I knew that even though the relationship was “perfect” on the outside, he and I would not be happy on the inside… down the line. A few days later, armed with nothing but the guidance from my dream, I called the relationship quits.


Years later, I met Dana, a music producer with whom I instantly developed a profound friendship/working relationship. For years we worked side-by-side on fulfilling, creative ventures. From time to time I’d wonder if he was the guy for me. But I’d shove the thought out of my head as quickly as it came in so as to not jinx this special friendship that had become so important to me.


Besides, there were many circumstantial reasons that made him light years away from being my “perfect” guy on paper. He had two grown kids from a recently ended relationship and he was many years my senior. Not only would my parents take issue with this relationship but so would many of my friends. The people pleaser extraordinaire that I was could never be with him. That was my firm conviction… until I had this dream:


There are two dragonflies in a cage, one that is perfect and one that has a broken wing. A woman in the dream desperately wants the perfect dragonfly — which I also want. But she is so adamant that I begrudgingly let her take it. I’m disappointed, but console myself: “A broken-winged dragonfly is better than no dragonfly at all.”


I take my broken-winged dragonfly from its cage and watch it perch like a bird on my finger. As I connect with the energy of this dragonfly I begin to feel so much love for this amazing creature.


Suddenly, this dragonfly changes form and becomes a fleecy, white, little pig. (In waking reality I don’t like pigs, but in my dream I love this pig.) I touch it, and my soul melts like butter. The pig feels like Dana… his soul. I cry tears of joy — so grateful to be connected, soul to soul, with this animal.


Just then, the pig transforms into a thousand dragonflies flying in circles around my head. I’m in awe, enchanted, thrilled beyond belief, and I hear myself exclaim, “I’m soooo glad I didn’t insist on having the perfect dragonfly, because I would have missed out on the thousands of dragonflies in disguise!”


I woke up knowing that Dana was the broken-winged dragonfly (a magical being with complicated personal issues that kept him from flying at full capacity), the pig (substantial, grounded), and the thousand dragonflies (more magic than I could possibly imagine that would take flight if we were together). I shared the dream with Dana (deliberately omitting the part about the pig, because I didn’t think it was the kind of thing that would flatter a man’s ego), and soon after that dream we began to tentatively tiptoe toward the possibility of being more than friends.


Fast-forward fourteen years (at this point we’d been married for twelve), and we emerged from a deep meditation together. Dana was uncharacteristically speechless, with the strangest look on his face. When I asked him what was going on he refused to tell me. He said he was afraid I’d think he was crazy. Finally, I convinced him to spill the beans. He confessed sheepishly:


“In my meditation there was this little white, fuzzy, cute pig. I kept trying to ignore him and direct my attention to something more spiritual… but he was so persistent and compelling. I finally just accepted him being there, and gave him my full attention… and when I did I was filled with such bliss. As much as my ego doesn’t want to admit this, I feel like this pig is more than an animal… it felt like it represented my soul.”


I burst into tears and told Dana about the part of the dream I had omitted years before — the dream that flipped my switch from thinking of him as my beloved friend to knowing he was my “Beloved.”


I heard the author Caroline Myss say, “When it’s this bizarre you know it’s the hand of God. A telltale sign of a relationship being a soulful one is if it’s a little (or a lot) bizarre.” So if you come to our house and see photos of a cute little pig intermingled with photos of family and friends, you’ll know why!


Needless to say, I love dreams, premonitions, and dream-related synchronicities for the absolutely unconventional, ridiculously creative, and highly personal ways that they inform, guide, and heal us. They let us know when we’re in the right place, at the right time, with the right people (our people), as imperfectly perfect for us as they may be.


I’ve lived in my own dream/premonition laboratory for more than forty years, having recorded thousands of my own dreams, and having received and worked with thousands of dreams sent to me by others via e-mail, Facebook, Twitter, radio, or on national TV. And I never cease to be blown away by their bizarre navigational power. I hope the stories in this book will inspire you to pay even more attention to your own dreams and premonitions. Whether you think they are sent to you by an outside force, or whether they come from within you and reveal knowledge you didn’t even know you had, you can use your dreams and premonitions. They can provide you with unconventional — yet genius-level — guidance, and help you navigate your way into a more magical life than you could ever dream possible.


Thousands of stories about dreams and premonitions were submitted to Chicken Soup for the Soul for this book, enabling us to put together a powerful and diverse collection for you. I can’t imagine you’ll walk away from this book without being profoundly changed. Let me give you a little tour of what we have in store for you!


In Chapter 1, about “Navigating Life,” you’ll read about dreams and premonitions that helped change the direction of our writers’ lives. Mark Rickerby, for example, tells us about his brother Paul, who died of a drug overdose. When Paul came to Mark in a dream and told him to stop acting out his grief, which had resulted in road rage and other uncharacteristic behavior, it was a wake-up call for Mark, who snapped back to his normal patient, peaceful self.


Like Mark’s dream, many of our dreams involve guidance from our departed loved ones, and Chapter 2 is all about these “Messages from Heaven.” Sometimes those messages can be life-changing, and other times they may just provide a much-needed, but simple, piece of advice, as when Connie Pullen’s late husband appeared in a dream to advise their son Chris on how to fix a broken bulldozer. Chris had struggled for hours the day before, trying to replace the clutch in his dad’s old bulldozer. After his father told him during his dream that there was a hard-to-find bolt under the transmission that had to be removed, Chris quickly and easily finished the job.


Sometimes we teach ourselves something in our dreams, and you’ll find great examples of that in Chapter 3, which is all about “Facing Fears.” Dream expert Walter Berry describes how he always feared death in real life, even though he worked with death in dreams professionally. He was so afraid of death in real, “waking” life that he even was relieved to be 3,000 miles away when his dog had to make its final visit to the vet. Then Walter had a couple of dreams that repositioned death for him, erasing his fear. When his second dog died, Walter was right there by his side.


Speaking of death, we were overwhelmed by the multitude of fabulous stories that we received about dreams and premonitions that provided warnings about accidents, illnesses, or other disasters. We present you with many fine examples of this kind of dream in Chapter 4, called “Early Warnings,” including one by Kathleen O’Keefe-Kanavos that will amaze you. She had to talk her doctor into doing a biopsy on her breast after she was guided in a dream to force the issue. Sure enough, there was cancer exactly where her dream had indicated, a cancer that did not show up using any conventional diagnostic means. Kathleen went on to survive cancer three times, each one prophesied in dreams and then validated by pathology reports. She is alive and well, and helping others advocate for themselves in the face of opposition.


You’ll be smiling as you read the stories in Chapter 5, “The Next Generation.” Who doesn’t love a story about infertile women becoming pregnant or prospective adoptive mothers “seeing” their coming babies in their dreams, and learning later that their new babies were conceived right around the same date as their dreams? Dr. Sam Collins relates her own awesome story about how she visualized a future in which a beautiful young African woman named Grace was calling her “Mama.” Sam told her husband they were going to adopt a little girl from Africa and her name would be Grace. Sure enough, six months later, they got an e-mail about a five-year-old girl in the Democratic Republic of the Congo who needed a family. Her name? Not a common one in Africa: Grace.


There is nothing like an intense dream to steer you in a new direction, and that’s why Chapter 6 is all about “Waking Up to a New Life Path.” Since I am a writer as well as a dreamer, I love Val Muller’s story about how she was unhappy, stressed, and unfulfilled in her job as a teacher. When her late grandfather came to her in a dream one night, they talked about it, and he helped her realize that she actually wanted to be a writer, and then pointed out that she could “go to school each day, teach your students, and then go home and write. It’s as simple as that. If you want to be a writer, then write.” Even in death, Val’s grandfather was a great mentor.


Dreams and premonitions change lives, and they save lives too. Chapter 7, called “Life Savers,” will certainly make you pay attention to your dreams. You’ll read stories about saving friends from committing suicide, getting the jump on cancer treatment before doctors would have caught it, and avoiding car accidents and other danger. Dream expert and bestselling author Robert Moss shares his own story about a vivid dream in which he died on a road near his home when a double-parked truck forced him out of his lane into the path of an oncoming, speeding eighteen-wheeler. The next day, in waking life, Robert was driving on that same road, in the same spot, when he discovered that his view was blocked by a parked delivery truck. He slowed almost to a stop instead of doing what he normally would have done, which was pull into the center of the road and pass the parked truck. Because he paused, he missed a head-on collision with an eighteen-wheeler barreling down the hill at sixty miles per hour, exactly as in his dream the night before!


Listen to your dreams; pay attention to your premonitions; and make sure you tell someone! These are constant themes in this book. You’ll smile when you read Chapter 8, “True Love,” about the rewards of doing just that. Rebecca Guernsey might have never met her husband Lyle if she hadn’t confessed her dream to a friend, a dream about a man she had never met, with “deep blue eyes and a smile that could melt your heart. He loves the outdoors, hunting, fishing, hiking, camping, anything outdoors. He has something to do with Colorado.” Her friend knew that exact man, but would never have thought they were right for each other if Rebecca hadn’t shared her dream, since Rebecca says, “I don’t have an athletic muscle in my body.”


Those of us who specialize in dreams often talk about “transformative” dreams. It is remarkable how one dream can cause an epiphany, resulting in huge positive changes in our lives. You’ll read about many such changes in Chapter 9, stories about “Personal Transformation.” With bullying in the schools such an important topic these days, I was pleased to have a story from my mentee, Mariah Reyes, who had a dream in which she realized that she had reacted to being bullied by becoming a bully herself. She woke up and resolved to apologize to everyone she had hurt and she says, “That dream changed me. I’ve learned to be compassionate, to open my heart and to put myself in other people’s shoes before I speak, to consider how they may feel.” She has also become an advocate for young people, fighting against bullying and for positive change.


When the people we love pass on, we miss their support and their love. Sometimes we also are filled with regret that we didn’t have a final conversation. But Chapter 10, “Love Doesn’t Die,” is filled with stories about our continuing connection with our loved ones, and about getting closure, too. You’ll read Amy Schoenfeld Hunt’s story about how her late father came to see her in a dream, to have the final conversation they never got to have when he lay dying in the hospital. After he reassured her that everything between them really was okay, she clung to him in relief. But then he had to “go back” and she woke up sobbing, only to find her alarmed husband, also awake, exclaiming that he had just seen a bright white light glowing over her head.


“Miracles Happen” is the theme for Chapter 11, which is filled with stories about the weird ways in which dreams can make good things happen in the most unexpected ways. Kristi Woods had a rather amusing dream that she recounts to us: She was pulled over for a Breathalyzer test for no apparent reason. When the police officer announced the results of her test, instead of admitting her sobriety, he declared, “You are most definitely lactose intolerant,” a condition that had never occurred to Kristi. Sure enough, in waking life Kristi stopped consuming dairy products and the numerous symptoms she had endured over the years quietly disappeared.


As I finish writing this introduction, I’m on a flight from California to Boston, my heart feels full, and I have tears running down my face. The lady in the seat next to me just asked if I was okay. I smiled and said, “Yes… more than okay… these are very happy tears.” As I look out the window at the world below I marvel at how, from this sky-high perspective, all aspects of life seem clear, uncomplicated, and beautiful. This is the way dreams and premonitions make us feel — a blessed opportunity to rise above the clouds of stress and worry, and see things from a higher (more divine) perspective.


My coauthor Amy Newmark and I pray that reading this book will enhance your ability to pay attention to the miracle of your dreams and premonitions. We enjoyed collecting, selecting, and editing these extraordinary stories for you. Now we wish we could be there to see firsthand how you like them, and to hear how they change your lives, too. I suppose we can… in our dreams… or at least via social media!


Until then, keep dreaming and listening to that still, small voice within. Thank you for reading, and may all your wildest and most wonderful dreams come true!


~Kelly Sullivan Walden
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Mosaic


There are very human beings who receive the truth, complete and staggering, by instant illumination. Most of them acquire it fragment by fragment, on a small scale, by successive developments, cellularly, like a laborious mosaic.


~Anaïs Nin


It was hours past midnight and a young tennis pro, Brian Newcomer, was on the road heading to work. He was going to drop off his girlfriend along the way. Earlier that night the two of them had been celebrating their new commitment to each other and their future plans. Jessica was the love of his life. Thanksgiving had been wonderful and one great experience seemed to lead to another for the happy couple.


With no warning, the red gas light came on at the same time as Brian’s car motor suddenly stopped running and sputtered to a stop in the middle of the freeway… between off ramps… with no shoulder available to pull over. They were hit from behind, killing Brian, age twenty-seven, and seriously injuring Jessica.


The more than 800 people at the funeral acknowledged Brian for the person he had become, or spoke of Brian as their best friend or remembered a “Brian moment” and referenced how Brian had become a light in the life of their child. To say Brian’s death was a loss is the understatement of the century.


Several days after Brian’s death, his sister Katherine called and booked a counseling session with me. Through sobs she told me the devastating news. Over the years Katherine had shared so many stories about Brian that even though I’d never met him I felt I knew him. At the end of her session she asked if I would be willing to provide sessions for her mom, dad, and brother, as well as Jessica.


I told her my specialty was not grief counseling, but the Newcomer family opted for me to work with them. The night before I was to have my first session with Margarita, Brian’s mother, I fretted—what could I possibly do or say that would help her? “God help me help her!” was the prayer I said as I fell asleep.


Disappointingly, I awoke with no elaborate dream. Only one thing stood out from the jumble of incoherent images… the word “MOSAIC.”


As had become my practice over the past three decades I dutifully wrote it down in my dream journal. I’d become habituated to not evaluate, but to take dictation and write my dream down, like a dutiful secretary, even if the dream didn’t make sense… even if it was ridiculous… and even if it seemed like an accident that had nothing to do with my life. I was so frustrated that I had no clear image of what I wanted to say. I traced that word over and over on the page in my journal, so many times that you could see the imprint of the word MOSAIC on the next page. However, I couldn’t help but look at this random word, MOSAIC, and think, Really, God, that’s the best you could do?


I approached my session with Margarita carefully, tenderly, and with the intention of providing a space where she could feel safe enough to fully express herself. In our session she did just that. She shared feelings that ran the gamut from anger to devastation to shock to gratitude for the time she spent being Brian’s mother, and for all the wonderful people who showed up at the funeral.


In the final moments of our session, as an afterthought, Margarita shared that though she’d received mountains of flowers and cards, there was one very special present she would treasure the rest of her life: a mosaic that one of Brian’s best friends created. From afar it looked like a poster of Brian smiling, but viewed up close it was apparent that this one picture was comprised of hundreds of tiny Brian pictures.


I asked Margarita, “Did you say ‘Mosaic’?”


“Yes, this mosaic of Brian is beautiful. It shows what an incredible life Brian lived. I’ve been looking at it the whole time we’ve been talking.”


Then it was time for my tears. I couldn’t believe the beautiful synchronicity.


After I told Margarita my “Mosaic” dream we shared a stunned silence as a tremendous blessing began to reveal itself.


We both interpreted this dream as communication from Brian letting her know he had survived death, and though he was no longer in the body, he was intact and the individual pieces of the Brian mosaic would live on as they connected everyone who loved him.


•  •  •


Later that same day, my mother called to tell me about her and my dad’s dream to move to the heart of vibrant Los Angeles from the sleepy suburbs. They had found a place to live. I’d been advising them not to move downtown. “City life is no place for retirees,” I cautioned. I was worried about them and strongly suggested they consider a quiet place by the ocean, maybe even a retirement villa with other folks their age. However, they were acting like rebellious teenagers lusting for a fast-paced, metropolitan lifestyle.


I was getting ready to make my case when my mom told me the name of the apartment complex she’d fallen in love with. “It’s called the Mosaic.”


What?


In one second flat I went from being against their life-changing agenda to becoming their biggest cheerleader.


It’s been a few years now and the move to the Mosaic, in the center of art and commerce, has given my folks an exciting new lease on life. They’ve both lost weight, look ten years younger, and couldn’t be happier.


I hear regularly from Brian’s family, and although they still miss him tremendously, the mosaic dream became the beginning of innumerable messages from Brian through dreams and “coincidences.” Margarita said that even though losing Brian broke her heart into a million tiny pieces, the Brian mosaic has become a symbolic road map of a peace filled heart and mind.


Later I spoke to Brian’s dad, and he sent me this note:


One individual photo does not represent a person’s life. But, this mosaic of Brian gives the 360-degree view, as it’s comprised of little individual moments that together make the whole. A mosaic is such a perfect symbol to represent my “B-man’s” life, because in this one mosaic you can see how we are all part of a larger serendipitous work that includes moments and people instead of brushes and paint. This mosaic of Brian is special for us because Brian was the glue that bonded us, and so many communities of people, together—in such a joyous way. Also, he was not one to get caught in any of the small stuff; he had a knack for keeping the larger picture (mosaic) in mind at all times.


~Kelly Sullivan Walden
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The Warning


I sought my soul, but my soul I could not see. I sought my God, but my God eluded me. I sought my brother and I found all three.


~William Blake


My brother Paul started out in life with great potential. He was a gifted storyteller and an amazing athlete. I idolized him and followed him everywhere. We got along very well until he became a teenager. He changed drastically and I couldn’t understand why.


It was 1973 when he turned thirteen, and our Southern California neighborhood was awash in illicit drugs — mostly marijuana, but also harder drugs like LSD. Paul became a stranger to me, and I became an annoyance to him and his friends. I internalized this rejection until I realized they didn’t want me around in case I “finked” on them about their drug use.


Most teenagers laugh at adults who tell them marijuana is a gateway drug that will lead to harder drugs, but in my brother’s case it was absolutely true. He went right up the ladder from pot to heroin, spent eight years of his life in jail for drug-related offenses, and died of an overdose at the age of thirty-seven.


His death was devastating to my parents and me after so many years of hoping and praying that he would get his life together. By the time he died, he was covered with menacing tattoos, had lost most of his teeth, and no longer resembled the sun-kissed big brother I played with as a child. The athlete was gone and the only stories he told were lies to the police.


Mothers always suffer most for their children’s mistakes. My father told me that when the police called at 3 a.m. to tell them Paul had died, she walked away from the phone crying “no” over and over. Their worst nightmare had come true. She took prescription drugs for years afterward just to avoid being driven insane by grief. She slept a lot and my father buried himself in work. I was so angry and resentful toward Paul for dying in such a preventable way, and for the misery he caused our family, I couldn’t even cry. Anger and hatred were easier to handle than sadness.


I moved back in with my parents for a few months and found that I had to hide my grief to help them through theirs. The accumulated weight of their pain and my own was so overwhelming, I felt numb inside. Grief at its worst is a kind of walking death. Eventually, this numbness started to get me into trouble.


I was driving on a freeway one night when another driver started tailgating me, even though I was traveling ten miles per hour faster than the speed limit. I ignored him until he got closer and flashed his brights. A disproportionate rage started building in me.


Earlier that day, I had stood with my mother under an umbrella in a cold cemetery, trying to find a gravesite for my brother. I felt a kind of righteous indignation toward the tailgater for adding to the unbearable load of pain I was already carrying. In that moment, he became more than just some jerk on the road. He became a symbol of the chaos in life that attacks us without warning. He also became a target for my anger, which, until then, had been unfocused.


I slammed on my brakes. He went into a skid, then caught up with me and yelled at me to pull over. I did. He stopped behind me. We got out of our cars and walked toward each other. My grief had removed all fear. I had never been aggressive before, but that night, I wanted to fight. I couldn’t fight the bitter reality of my brother’s death, or the avalanche of pain my parents were buried under, or the dark labyrinth of despair my life had become. But I could fight this man. This was tangible. I suspect most violence is that way — an outward expression of deep inner torment and helplessness. People don’t punch each other; they punch their own misery.


He continued to curse at me, but I said nothing. As we got closer, he looked at my face in the headlights of oncoming traffic and saw my eyes, which had been rendered lifeless by sorrow. I wasn’t angry, scared, or even slightly agitated. I just didn’t care anymore. He stopped and asked, “What’s wrong with you?” I kept walking toward him. When I had almost reached him, he turned, ran back to his car, cursed me one last time and drove away. It was terribly reckless of me. If he had a gun, I could have been killed. Part of me must have wanted to die so the pain could finally stop.


The next night, I dreamed I was driving on the same freeway with the same tailgater behind me. Everything happened the same way, but as I walked toward him and his face became clear, I saw it was my brother. Shocked, I ran to him and hugged him tightly, crying with relief that he was still alive.


I said, “Paul, you’ve got to let me take you to see Mom and Dad. They miss you so much.”


“I can’t. I have a new home now,” he replied.


I asked him where it was. He looked up, and then smiled at me. It was a smile full of the peace and joy he had lost long ago in life. The teeth that were rotted out by drug use were fully restored. I knew what and where he meant when he looked up, but I kept begging him to come home, desperate to keep him from leaving again.


He said, “Mark, listen. I came to tell you to stop doing things like this. Your sadness is making you crazy. Don’t die in some stupid way like I did. Mom and Dad need you now more than ever.”


I promised I wouldn’t and hugged him again, as if I could make him live again by not letting go. But then he was gone.


I awoke in bed and lay there thinking about the dream, trying to remember and feel every part of it again.


The psychologist Sigmund Freud said one of the purposes of dreams is wish fulfillment. My deepest wish was to talk to my brother again, so that may be true, but I still think Freud was too cynical. The fulfillment of a wish doesn’t make the dream untrue. I didn’t dream that my brother was alive again. He was physically dead in my dream and he knew that he was.


Maybe those we’ve lost can’t get through the wall of our conscious minds, but our unconscious minds are just porous enough for them to find a way in. Surely they’re just as desperate as we are to talk again, especially if they see us behaving foolishly and need to warn us off a dangerous path.


Since I had that dream, I have honored my brother’s request. I allow myself to feel sad, and I don’t let it become rage. Aside from all the other gifts I might receive from being a patient, peaceful person, it is also the fulfillment of his dying wish for me, a wish delivered in a most mysterious and liberating dream.


~Mark Rickerby
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The “R” Factor


All our dreams can come true, if we have the courage to pursue them.


~Walt Disney


Over the years I’ve come to realize that premonitions are more a matter of recognition than anything else — at least for me. In fact, it’s so obvious I’ve come to call it the “R Factor.”


The first time I really grasped the nature of the premonition process was back in the early 1990’s. I was driving an aging dark blue Chevy van that needed a good tune-up. A nearby mechanic did inexpensive work out of his yard, so I made an appointment.


Pulling up to the nondescript dark brown house I was surprised. I’d been driving past the place almost every day for two years, but it was so hidden in the trees I’d never noticed it before.


Kurt poked at the engine. It was a pretty summer day and rather warm for the Pacific Northwest. After a while I asked if I could get some water. “Sure,” he said. “Grab a glass for me. Kitchen’s just inside the door.”


I went inside, filled two glasses at the sink and turned around. The house smacked me a psychic blow so strong I almost dropped the water. This is my house! I inwardly gasped, shocked. The recognition was inescapable. Oh my God, this is my house!


Astonished, I took in the polished cedar paneled ceilings, the roughhewn tree trunks supporting the staircase and upper floor, and the faux flagstone painted floors. I soaked in the rustic ambience that was at once totally known and totally new. Eventually I gathered my wits and went back outside.


“So,” I began, “I don’t suppose you want to sell your house?”


What was I doing? I barely had the cash to pay for the tune-up. Kurt put down his socket wrench and scratched his head. “Funny you should ask. Linda and I just decided this week that we’re going to sell.”


Excitement rippled through me. Before I knew it, I was making an offer. “So, how about $100 down and $100 a month for the next 100 years?” It was a joke and yet it wasn’t a joke. If, for some strange reason, he had said “yes,” that would’ve been that. Never mind I’d only seen two downstairs rooms. Never mind that car parts littered the driveway and I hadn’t seen the land, the gardens or the barn. Never mind I didn’t have the hundred bucks. This was my house and I knew it.


He laughed and went back to work. For the next year I drove past the house, gazing fixedly at the black and white For Sale By Owner sign. When it came down, my heart sank. I was no closer to having a down payment or the wherewithal to get a mortgage than I had been the year before. Then a Century 21 sign went up and I breathed a sigh of relief. A year later it came down and I panicked again. Then a Remax sign went up. Six months later it came down only to be replaced with another For Sale By Owner sign.


And then my beloved mother died unexpectedly, leaving me just enough money to buy my own place.


“We were wondering when we were going to hear from you again,” Kurt said when I called them. “We were talking the other night and realized this house has been waiting for you.”


We drew up a contract and I handed them a cashier’s check. We transferred the title and that was that. Three days after I called, I started moving in and they started moving out.


I had very little in the way of personal possessions. After all, I’d been living in a one-room cabin for years. But as I was sorting through old papers I ran across a picture of a “dream” house that I’d drawn four years earlier — and the hair on the back of my neck rose. Except for the fact that I’d sketched the house in turquoise blue crayon, it was the exact house I’d just bought!


I showed the picture to Linda. “Oh my God,” she said. “It’s this house!”


“I know. Isn’t it amazing? But what’s so weird is, I was absolutely compelled to draw it in turquoise blue.”


Linda laughed. “When we first bought the house six years ago it was painted turquoise blue inside. Everything was turquoise. Even the toilet.”


We stared at the drawing, amazed.


Since then I’ve recalled other major events in my life that were preceded by an instantaneous “recognition” of both the object/person and what was to come — including my first husband. If only I’d been given the whole picture! Oh, well.


But if time isn’t linear—if there is no past and no future and all there is is NOW — the recognition thing makes total sense. The house was already part of my life years before I pulled in the driveway. The man—as lover, husband and ex—was “known” to me even as I played as a child. Of course I recognized these potent places and faces when they finally showed up in the stream of time. How not?


And they, I think, also recognized me. At least the house did!


~Cate Montana
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The Courage to Listen


Sometimes you’re not given what you want because something you need has been planned for you instead.


~Author Unknown


I sat straight up in bed. It was still dark outside. I was distinctly aware of the silence around me. The air on my nose felt cold, but there was a warmth inside my body. I felt the softness of the blanket on my legs, and the world felt cozy, still, and calm. I rubbed my eyes to ensure I was indeed awake.


“But my dreams are never that clear and straightforward,” I remember thinking to myself. “What do I do now?”


I wanted to bury my head under the covers and pretend the dream never happened.


Listening to the guidance in the dream was going to demand a lot of courage, not to mention create a logistical nightmare. “Maybe if I fall back asleep I will wake up with more insight, or just forget it happened altogether,” I said to myself.


But I lay awake, eyes wide open, staring into the darkness, unable to erase his voice from my mind.


In the dream, he was sitting across from me. I did not see his face. I sat quietly on a single bed across from him. It was a simple room. We were facing one another. I felt very comfortable with his presence. I knew him, but not from my waking life. I listened attentively, not saying anything myself. He spoke in a calm and direct voice: “Go to South Africa before you go to India. Doors will then open for you to go to India and you will meet someone who is meant to be a teacher for you.”


That is when I awoke.


As I stared at the ceiling, recalling his voice, I began a flustered inner dialogue with this mystery man.


“Really? You’re telling me this now? Now, after I have been planning this trip for months, have booked my flights and set everything up? And who are you anyway? Maybe you are just trying to trick me. Why should I trust you?”


But as I argued with an “invisible” man in my head in the middle of the night, something deep within me felt drawn to him. He was direct and calm. I liked him. The soft stillness I had sensed upon waking was still lingering around and within me. And, for some reason, I trusted him.


A few months earlier, I had graduated a semester early from Cornell University and had decided to embark on an extensive journey overseas. For at least a year.


From a young age, I had longed to explore the sacred, to align my life in some way with a higher purpose, and to follow the pull of my soul regardless of what people thought.


At the time, my friends and boyfriend could not understand why I would want to be absent during our final semester at college. This was the time to celebrate, to party, to enjoy the final months of college life, carefree and laidback. But, it was not something I could explain. I just knew I needed to go.


I had planned to visit two destinations for six months each —India and South Africa, which is the land of my heritage. In South Africa I had arranged to volunteer at an HIV/AIDS orphanage for abandoned and abused children for six months.


To prepare for such a daunting task, my plan was to travel around India first. India had always enthralled me. I prepared to visit various meditation and yoga centers, and yearned to make a pilgrimage of self-exploration.


Everything had been booked and planned carefully.


The dream could not have come at a more difficult time. I was booked to leave in ten days. If I obeyed the dream I would have to change my flights, my bookings, everything. Not to mention, I would have to call the orphanage in South Africa and inquire if I could come six months early!


It was a massive disruption to my schedule, and not one I wanted to make based purely on some weird dream.


But the guidance was so clear.


I sat with the dream all day. During breakfast, I was withdrawn and quiet. My mother asked why. I told her about the dream.


“Wow. See if it stays with you throughout the day, my angel. If so, maybe you should listen.”


This is a classic response from my mother, who has always encouraged my exploration of spirituality and mysticism. She is a warm and highly intuitive woman who often trusts aspects of our existence outside of logic and rational thought.


Throughout the entire day, the mysterious man never left my psyche. On the surface, I wanted to ignore him. But in some hidden corner of my heart, I knew he had come for a reason, and I liked him.


And so I changed everything.


I traveled first to South Africa. During my six months at the orphanage, I was told about a course in Pranic Healing — a systematic form of energetic medicine based on the ancient Chinese, Indian, and Tibetan healing arts. Without knowing anything about the course, I knew I had to be there.


The instructor was a lovely Indian man. He saw my raw enthusiasm and passion for the material. He encouraged me to travel to India to meet the founder of this system of healing, who was a Chinese-Filipino man by the name of Master Choa Kok Sui.


At that moment, time stood still. I remembered the voice in my dream. Here was the door to India. Opening.


I booked my flight and left a month later. I spent three incredibly formative years learning healing and meditation under the master’s direct guidance. They were three years that greatly altered the direction of my life. I now teach healing, yoga, and meditation all over the world, and I write for various publications on these topics. I have been able to touch and transform many lives through this work, including my own.


I cannot imagine what my life would be like had I not found the courage to listen to the kind, faceless man in my dream.


~Deborah Anne Quibell
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House Call


A dream which is not interpreted is like a letter which is not read.


~The Talmud


A cancer diagnosis messes with your head, especially in the middle of the night. I would lie awake worrying about the future. The surgery was successful, the healing had begun, but I was still panicking. What made it worse was that my sister also was diagnosed, and she died six weeks later.


One night, as I lay down to sleep, I said a prayer to the angels asking for their guidance in my dreams.


I wanted to live. So, I asked them for answers, to give me a clear dream — not one of those wild and cryptic ones that leaves you questioning your sanity in the morning.


What followed next was more than amazing. It literally was the answer to a prayer in the form of a dream.


The scene opened up in a blood-work lab. There were many technicians at lab tables and many people of all ages and degrees of ill health walking around.


A technician inserted a needle attached to a very thin tube into my arm and instructed me to walk around until the thin tubing was full of blood.


As I did this I looked at the people around me; every one of them would be recognizable if I saw them on the street the next day. It was all so vivid.


There were drops of bright red blood on the floors, on the techs’ gloves, aprons… the dream was obviously focused on blood. I needed to pay attention to this information.


When it was my turn to have the blood work tested I approached the technician and he spotted one drop of gleaming red blood on the immaculate white lab table from the person before me. He said the most intriguing thing, as if in slow motion: “Let me wipe up this drop of acid.”


It was as if he was saying that acidic blood makes illness.


After he wiped it up, he turned to me and said, “Did you know people who eat tapioca never have a trace of cancer in their bloodstream?”


I had no idea, until I woke up and called a herbalist friend, that tapioca is made from the root of a plant in South America known for its medicinal properties. The friend said it alkalizes the blood. I have been eating it — warm and in moderation — since then, and loving it.


Then the technician said, “The trouble is you sit in front of your computer as if you are a monk cloistered in a cave. You need to walk three to four miles a day.” I am a pet columnist and author and I was indeed sitting at the computer for eight to ten hours a day.


Well, that message was very clear! Get up and move the fluids in my body.


Then the dream ended. My panic abated and a new life began. My dream had indeed brought me the desired, clear information and direction to rebuild my strength and health.


The next week, I asked for another dream “message.” During the night, I had a dream in which a pretty young angelic woman with shoulder-length copper/brown hair, who looked to be about twenty-two years old, came and stood in front of me. She said, “You know some people can see into other’s bodies and energy fields. I can, and you have no trace of cancer anywhere in your body. You must believe this.”


She was right. I had let fear hinder my recovery. So, whenever I dropped into the fear rut, I said, “I believe. I believe.”


Twelve years have passed since those dreams and I’m still happily eating tapioca pudding!


~Mary Ellen Angelscribe
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Ten-Dollar Blessing


The measure of a man’s real character is what he would do if he knew he never would be found out.


~Thomas Babington Macaulay


As the janitor continued to dump the popcorn she had swept off the floor into the trashcan, I kept reaching in for more. I couldn’t help myself. It was so fluffy, buttery, and crunchy. As the woman emptied the dustpan, I grabbed another handful from the top of the garbage pile. It was the best popcorn I’d ever had. A piece was melting in my mouth when a faint beep caught my attention. It seemed far away at first, but then got louder and louder, irritating me.


I opened my eyes and realized I was in bed. My cellphone alarm was going off on my nightstand. I reached for the phone and swiped the screen, turning off the high-pitched sound. What a weird dream that had been.


Outside, the grass and pavement were wet. Twigs and branches littered the streets and puddles splashed high with every passing car. I pulled into the school parking lot and rushed through the muddy playground and into the old building. The halls rang with laughter and conversations. Lockers slammed, kids lined up. I made my way to the office and swiped in. My third-grade classroom was out in the mobiles on a lot adjacent to the main building. I rushed back outside toward my classroom trailer, hoping to get in before my students came in from breakfast in the cafeteria. Dodging most of the puddles, I made my way up the metal steps of the trailer. When I got to the top, I noticed a folded and very wet ten-dollar bill stuck to the metal landing. I looked around and didn’t see anyone. Putting the wet cash in my pocket, I looked up and smiled. God was treating me to lunch.


I always return things to their rightful owner, but how do you find the owner of a wet ten-dollar bill sitting outside a classroom trailer after a storm? Finder’s keepers, I thought.


I walked two blocks to the closest Mexican restaurant for lunch that day. As I was getting ready to pay, I reached for the ten-dollar bill. It was still a bit wet. Unfolding it, I realized it was wrapped around a Target receipt. The receipt was also damp, but totally legible. I looked at the time and date on the receipt and the address of the store. Maybe I could find out who went to Target two days ago. I decided that would be the right thing to do, so instead of paying with the damp bill, I handed the cashier my debit card. There was a mystery to be solved.


I returned to work and asked two co-workers who had classrooms in the mobiles if they had been to Target lately. They both replied “no.” It couldn’t have been one of the students because they hadn’t yet arrived when I found the money outside my door.


That evening I went home and took another look at the receipt. This time, instead of just looking at the date and address, I read the whole thing. The person who dropped the money had bought two items: iced tea and popcorn. I stared at the word. Popcorn.


My kitchen seemed extra quiet. I was lost in my thoughts. I replayed the events of the day in my mind: I dreamt of a janitor cleaning up popcorn that morning before leaving for work, I found the wet bill, the receipt indicated that the person who lost the money had bought popcorn. How strange.


When my husband got home I told him about my dream, the money, and the receipt. He agreed that it was strange and called it a coincidence. I didn’t think it was a coincidence. I had to decipher my dream.


The next morning I arrived at work a bit earlier than usual. I unlocked my classroom door and realized that my room had already been cleaned. Our school janitor was out on vacation but someone was covering his regular morning shift. As I walked over to the corridor between my classroom and the other room in the mobile, I heard some shuffling in the next room. Peering in through the tiny door window, I saw the substitute janitor sweeping the room.


I slowly turned the doorknob and stepped in. “Good morning,” I said. She looked up at me.


“Good morning. Is this your classroom?” she asked.


“No, I’m in the next room. Room 316.”


“Oh, okay,” she smiled. “How’s your room look? Does it look okay?”


“It looks great. Thank you,” I said. “I wanted to ask you something. Did you happen to lose any money recently?”


“I don’t know,” she responded. “I think I might have had ten dollars in my back pocket the other day, but I’m not sure.”


“When was this?” I asked.


“I’m not sure. A few days ago, I guess.”


Maybe it was her ten-dollar bill. “I found some money the other day. There was a store receipt with it,” I said. “Have you gone to Target lately?”


“Um… I don’t know,” she replied. “Wait. You know what? I think I did.”


“What did you buy there?”


She paused for a moment as she thought. “I think I bought some iced tea,” she responded. “Oh, and some popcorn.”


I couldn’t believe it. My dream had helped me find the rightful owner of the money, a female janitor, just like in my dream. “I have your money,” I said smiling. It felt so good to hand her the bill.


When I first found the money, I thought it was something God had placed in my path for my personal benefit. In hindsight, I have realized that finding that money was an even bigger blessing. The feeling that came over me when I returned the money was amazing — even better than the feeling I got eating the popcorn in my dream!


~Daisy Franco
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Finding My Family


We may not want to think about our ancestors, but our ancestors are thinking about us.


~Robert Moss, Dreaming the Soul Back Home


I was puttering around at home when I heard the voice. “Go to Ancestry.com.” What? “Go to Ancestry.com.” My inner voice was insistent. I ignored it.


“Go to Ancestry.com.”


The nudges continued as I attempted to go about my day. Clearly this voice would not give up until I gave it my full attention. I stopped what I was doing and said, out loud, maybe even a bit annoyed, “Okay! I’ll go to Ancestry.com!”
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