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DEDICATION


To my extraordinary husband Joe. You are my love, my light, and my king, and you possess the purest and most courageous heart I have ever known. Thank you for always seeing the divine in me, even when I did not see it myself.


To our sons, Eric, Jack, and Max. You beautiful angels light up the earth, and you light up my heart. I am honored to be your mama.


And to my soul tribe, my dearest friends, who have stood strong with me and loved me through everything. You know who you are.


I love you all and am forever grateful that we get to take this remarkable journey together.









FOREWORD


CHRISTIANE NORTHRUP, MD


THE MOMENT I FIRST spoke with Brianna Ladapo in a phone conversation, I felt as though I were talking to a member of my innermost circle. We were on the same page about health, spirituality, and the ultimate ascension of humanity from the tyranny that has gripped the globe since the onset of the COVID debacle. But of course, as most of us now know, this tyranny has been present on some level for centuries before COVID; the virus was merely the final act in a long strategy meant to enslave humanity. The good news is that each and every one of us chose to be here on planet Earth at this time, which shamanic astrologer Daniel Giamario calls “The Turning of the Ages.” And despite how bad it has been for so many, it’s important to know that we each have the ability—once tapped—to turn things around and change them for the better. That is the mission of this book: to stare down the abuse in your own life, tell the truth about it, and then do what is necessary to end it in your own lineage.


Please note that this kind of inner work rarely includes a Hollywood ending in which the family who abused you gathers together in love and forgiveness. This almost never happens, and it would serve all of us to assume that it won’t. You can love your abusers from a distance without expecting them to change, as the only person you can change is yourself. The cancel culture of COVID—in which families turned on each other over their testing, vaccination, or mask status—illustrates perfectly how easy it is for many humans to reject and condemn their loved ones rather than attempt to bridge their differences through communication and personal growth. (And yes, the extensive gaslighting by global predators, which has been astounding to witness, has strained most people’s ability to see clearly.)


I have spent a lifetime endeavoring to help women, children, and their families live healthy, joyful lives—starting with helping women and men prepare for conception and pregnancy. My work has always been right up there at the very headwaters of our health, and the springs of wisdom that create those headwaters flow directly to us from our parents, grandparents, great-grandparents, and ancestry even further back—along with all the generational trauma they have accumulated. So, for example, when a mother tells her pregnant daughter, “Now you’ll see how I suffered with you,” that clearly reveals a legacy of pain that needs to be transformed. I have written some very long books with endless examples of this phenomenon.


Every human alive on this planet has a story within his or her DNA that not only speaks of our legacies of pain and suffering, but which also provides massive clues about what our souls chose to transform when we chose to be born here on Earth. As painful and unfair as it may look from a human perspective, this was a soul choice. If you accept this, your life will be a whole lot easier.


As it turns out, pregnancy and birth present unique biological opportunities to upgrade our legacies—but you don’t have to have a baby in order to do the hard work of healing the trauma in your lineage. You can start right now by reading this book and applying the incredible wisdom here in your own life. In my decades of practice, I have repeatedly seen how crucial it is to take personal responsibility for upgrading our familial legacies of pain. We are not responsible for what happened to us as innocent children, or for what happened to our ancestors in their childhoods, but to change that legacy, we must be willing—with God’s help—to take responsibility for doing the work of transformation. Otherwise, we just become willing players in our family’s chain of pain. No one manifests his or her true power and potential without first acknowledging their family histories and their personal legacies—that is the first and most crucial step to healing. There is no diet, no exercise regimen, no meditation technique, no ashram, no church, no book, and no program—no matter how brilliant and well thought out—that will free you from your personal demons and those you inherited through your family. You have to take responsibility for your own healing. We are endlessly taught that we are powerless victims, and we use our pain as an excuse, thus losing the opportunity for true health and transformation. Healing is very hard work; schoolroom Earth is not for the weak.


That is why very few people are willing to do the work so brilliantly laid out here, and that is one of the reasons I was so taken with this memoir. It is said that the blood of the wound contains the cure, and that is the truth. We have much to learn from Brianna Ladapo’s treacherous—and ultimately triumphant—journey. Take strength from her story and the way in which she overcame her origins. Nothing is harder … but nothing is more rewarding. Brianna Ladapo, I commend you. If I could, I would make you a Knight of the House of Brilliant Health and Healing. Well done, my soul sister. Well done.









AUTHOR’S NOTE


THIS BOOK IS AN honest recounting of my personal journey from my perspective, shared expressly for the purpose of helping anyone who may benefit from my experience. As such, it may be painful for some to read, whether because they were directly involved or because it is reflective of their own experience. However, it is not, and never will be, my intention to hurt anyone. I have learned the hard way that we must speak the truth, however painful, in order to heal from it. Without acknowledging the truth about your past, it is not possible to have an honest, joyful present or future.


This book is about the divine personal journey from the darkness into the light, and the collective journey we have undertaken as human beings incarnated on the earth plane at this spectacular moment of change to move out of the separation consciousness that keeps us locked in conflict and suffering, and into divine unity.


Though it may appear as though our world has never been darker or housed more suffering, humanity is experiencing an unprecedented awakening—and each of us has chosen to participate. We are witnessing the convergence of human understanding and divine expression that will ultimately lead to the ascension of humankind and the creation of a new world that works for everyone. But in order to create this beautiful new world, we must have the courage and clarity to leave the old one behind.


I hope this work will serve as both loving support and encouragement for all those who are suffering under the current reality, and a practical guide for ridding oneself of the manipulative, toxic programming that keeps us locked into patterns of destructive behavior and prevents us from realizing and embracing the incredible power of our true natures to create the world we want.
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CHAPTER ONE


FOR THE FIRST TWENTY years of my life, I genuinely believed that my ending up on earth was some sort of tragic mistake. I was certain that somebody in the great company of heaven had erred, perhaps hitting an incorrect key on the galactic travel log or confusing me with the soul of a mighty Gurkha, because I clearly didn’t belong here.


Naturally a joyful, sensitive little creature, I found myself quite incompatible with my surroundings. Earth and the humans inhabiting it struck me as very harsh, and my most vivid early memories are of the relentless assaults on my young senses. My ears rang from the cacophony of screaming adults, roaring transportation vehicles, and explosions from the nearby military base. My eyes squinted and teared in the penetrating light from bulbs and screens. My skin burned and swelled in response to the glorious, yet unforgiving sun and wind. My tongue singed and recoiled from harsh, unfamiliar chemicals with every bite of processed food. My nose puckered and flinched from the unbearable stench of rotting garbage and noxious perfume. But oddly, no one else seemed to register these intrusions as bothersome.


We took a family vacation to Nevada when I was a child, and because my father was a big fan of the television show Bonanza, we visited the Ponderosa ranch near Lake Tahoe. I have two distinct memories from that day: first, learning that “sarsaparilla” was basically root beer, and second, hiding in a porta-potty, desperately trying to shield my ears while the rest of my family enjoyed the ranch’s wild-west gun show. Under normal circumstances, being within twenty feet of a portable toilet would have been an unthinkable, malodorous nightmare for me, but that day, it was wildly preferable to the violent explosions and appreciative shouts taking place just outside my rancid refuge.


Prior to that day, I had never heard a weapon fired up close, and was surprised to discover that each burst of gunfire pierced my consciousness like a searing ice pick being driven mercilessly into my brain. The deafening percussion of each blast tore through me like vibrating shrapnel, rattling my senses. Behind my tightly closed eyes, I saw an endless reel of every soul in history who had been brutalized by firearms, with images of one savage death chasing the next—complete with detailed visions of each anguished face—and I felt the suffering of every single one. It wasn’t the first time I had experienced the pain of those who passed before me, but at that point in my young life, it was the most intense. I found myself wishing the faux cowboys would kindly shoot me so I wouldn’t have to feel it anymore.


But my parents and sister loved it, regaling each other with opinions and reenactments all the way back home to California. When they asked me why I had run away from the show, why I didn’t want to “join in the fun” as they put it, I tried to explain to them that for me, the experience had been terribly jarring and unpleasant. I remember exactly how my father looked at me in that moment, with utter bewilderment, disappointment, and disbelief—like I couldn’t possibly be related to him.


It was far from the last time he would look at me that way. Similar scenarios arose throughout my entire childhood, each one further frustrating my parents and making me feel like an alien who had veered terribly off course and crash-landed in the wrong family. Whereas they enjoyed raucous competitive events, watching nightly disasters on mainstream news, and superficial small talk with the other church families, I craved meaningful connections, solitude, and peaceful time spent in nature. I felt as though I could scarcely connect to the fading murmurs of my soul trying desperately to speak louder than the constant noise of this foreign world. Yet, everyone around me seemed unburdened by this conundrum, which baffled me.


I share none of this with the intention of disparaging my birth family. Despite our vastly different worldviews and choices, I love my parents and extended family, and acknowledge that all are products of their environment who did the best they could with the hand they were dealt, as we all do. Rather, I share this because of the critically important role this combative environment played in preparing me for the missions I have undertaken as an adult, which would not be possible had I not learned to trust myself implicitly, regardless of any and all external pressures.


As a highly sensitive child, I was always very aware of how others were feeling, and I could read their thoughts and moods as easily as I could my own. I could quite literally see the energy of other humans as colorful, swirling auras, which immediately informed me of their disposition and intentions. While beautiful golden or blue light signified a safe, benevolent being, gray, stormy energy indicated darkness and danger. I knew things about people simply by looking at them, and often mystified my parents with my ability to discern someone’s family life, level of happiness at work, or history of abuse just by being in their presence.


Whenever I thought about a thing or place or person, all of my senses would collaborate to create a profound experience of that thing in my mind, and I would simultaneously smell or taste or feel it as strongly as if it were right there in front of me. When I was a child, this would often manifest in my smelling and tasting my favorite treats, usually cinnamon rolls or molasses cookies, when they were nowhere around, or smelling and feeling my beloved German shepherd, Snickers, snuggle up next to me, long after she passed away. As an adult, I am often overwhelmed by the sweet scent of roses where there are none (like in the middle of the ocean) and the smell of my long-departed great-grandfather’s pipe in my own bedroom (and no, my scientifically minded friends—it is not a brain tumor).


I frequently experienced an interesting phenomenon where warm, tingly, dancing energy would come up from the earth through the bottoms of my feet, swirl up into my calves and thighs, expand into my root and sacral chakras, and fill my solar plexus and heart chakras until I felt I was going to burst. The energy felt loving, magical, and delicious, but it was also overwhelming, and clearly something that needed to find a way out of my body, but it always seemed to get stuck right in my throat chakra. It was very frustrating! Imagine having to sneeze, but with your entire mind, body, and soul. When this happened, I would close my eyes, root myself into the ground, and breathe deeply and steadily until all of that energy was released, finally exploding simultaneously out of my crown and third eye chakras in the form of big yawns, stretches, or full-body shaking. The experience is reminiscent of an orgasm, but from your soul (I eventually started calling them “soulgasms”), and often with an even greater release, as the entirety of your being is involved. It happened very often as a child and I didn’t understand it, but as I grew, I noticed that it usually occurred when I was experiencing divine truth or divine synchronicity. For example, it happened anytime I stumbled upon exactly what I needed at the very moment I needed it, discovered information that I knew, at a soul level, to be true, or met someone who turned out to be a lifelong kindred spirit. I realized that the energetic explosions indicated a deep resonance with my higher self, and I came to trust them as happy harbingers of the divine.


I had always felt a constant, deep, and profound connection to Godsource, and felt little need to look outside my own intuition for understanding or explanation of the universe. As long as I can remember, I have received communications from beings beyond this realm. Even as a young child, angels regularly spoke to me, relaying messages of comfort, hope, and safety, and I came to rely on these messages to navigate my Earth journey.


In one such instance, my mother dropped off my younger sister and me at the movie theater. As we were buying our tickets, I noticed a man watching us. His energy unnerved me (he had a swirling, dark gray aura), so we quickly went inside. After buying our snacks, we entered the near-empty theater and took seats about halfway down the length of the theater, right in the center of the row, where there was nobody around us. We enjoyed the movie in peace for about twenty minutes, at which point I was overcome with an overwhelming feeling of dread. At first, it was confusing, as there seemed to be no immediate threat … after all, we were just watching a kid’s movie in an empty theater. Then I heard a warm, angelic voice in my consciousness say, “turn around, beloved.” So I did—and there, sitting in the row directly behind us, was the man I had seen outside.


I grabbed my sister and we raced out of there. Luckily, there was a police kiosk in the strip mall where the theater was located, so we headed there and called my mom to come pick us up. I thought that was the end of it, but the next morning, the local news reported that a young girl about our age had been raped in the alley behind the theater the previous night. In my gut, I knew it was him, and I knew we had been his intended targets. My angels kept me safe that night, as they have countless times before, and do to this day.


Since I was born, I have also received constant communications in the form of visions. At first, I thought I was merely having dreams like everyone else, but I soon realized that my dreams were actually premonitions, as they kept coming true. While I did occasionally have regular old dreams, my visions were distinct because, unlike in dreams—where I would remember very little, and whatever memories I did have would start to fade the moment I woke up—I could remember every single detail of my visions and recount them perfectly years later; they never faded, and eventually, every single one of them came to pass.


Some were as benign as seeing a single image frozen in time. I recall one vision I had when I was about six years old of a huge pickup truck, painted a vivid purple with orange flames down the sides, parked at the local farmer’s market we frequented. The very next day, my mother took us to that farmer’s market, and what was parked right in front when we pulled up? The big purple pickup with flames on it.


Others were more intricate, and some even disturbing. One night, I had a vision of a fast food restaurant being robbed by a man with spiky blond hair. I didn’t think much of it, as a few weeks went by without incident. Then one night, my mother and her friend took my sister and me for a “girl’s night.” We pulled into a shopping center and decided that my sister and I would go to Blockbuster to rent a movie, while my mom and her friend would go to the grocery store to get dessert, and then we would meet at the pizza place in between them to pick up dinner. In the midst of happily browsing the new releases at the video store, I was suddenly overcome with that familiar dread. I went outside and looked around, but nothing seemed amiss. However, my internal alarms kept going off. Finally, I grabbed my sister and set off to find my mother, but just as we stepped out of the Blockbuster, I saw a man with spiky blond hair rush into the pizza place with his hand in his pocket and jam the door behind him. He moved out of sight after that, but we later heard that the pizza place had been robbed at gunpoint.


I have also had countless visions of myself in various time periods and parts of the world. There was a particularly persistent vision that I had almost nightly for the first twelve years of my life, and then periodically for years after, in which I was sitting on an elevated stage, looking out through my own eyes at a grand celebration taking place in the courtyard of a magnificent temple. It was clear from the hieroglyphics on the columns surrounding me and the regalia of the soldiers guarding me that I was in ancient Egypt. There were thousands of people in the courtyard, all celebrating me and the person sitting next to me onstage, who I could strongly feel, but never see. Night after night for decades, that’s where the vision ended. I never saw any more of the picture until I visited Egypt in graduate school. There, I had the honor of visiting many sacred temples and other sites of deep spiritual significance where I had many profound experiences. These experiences—which I would never have believed were possible had I not experienced them myself—catapulted me into an incredible spiritual awakening and helped me see the rest of that recurring vision, which I ultimately realized was of a particularly meaningful past life … but we’ll revisit that later.


As a little girl, I shared these visions and experiences freely with my family. Since humans always define the world through their own experiences, I did not—in my childhood naivete—realize that my experience was unusual (and should probably have been kept to myself). However, my deeply religious family soon educated me.
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