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This book is dedicated to you, the reader, and to people everywhere who seek a connection with God, Allah, Jehovah, or the power of the universe. I pray that this book opens your mind and heart as it awakens your soul. I hope you permit Mary’s healing energy and enduring love to guide you on your journey through life.




May you be able to open your ears and heart to me, the Mother, as I guide you and lead you to peace.





A NOTE TO THE READER


This book, at its heart, is a conversation. Conversations develop, wander, deepen, and, when they are good, they inspire new dialogue. On these pages you will have the opportunity to read Mary’s messages to us all, as she wrote this book through me. While these chapters are based in theme, Mary has her own ideas on how this conversation should go and what she’d like to talk about! As such, subjects may overlap or stray from the initial chapter theme but it is my hope (and hers for that matter) that this conversation rise and fall a bit like a wave, carrying you, the reader, from one piece of wisdom to the next.

It should also be noted that God, as referred to in this book, is a God for all people. God doesn’t belong to one group and not to another. He loves us all. You will learn from reading these pages that Mary, in her conversations, doesn’t discriminate between or among religions and religious teachings. God is a power above all, the Creator of the universe, and a perfect energy of Love. God does not have a gender, but “he” is used in this book for the sake of simplicity. Please remember that Mary is for all people. She repeats this over and over; we are all her children regardless of our religion or spiritual belief. She is the universal mother of humanity. Her mantle is wide and she wants all people to seek sanctuary under it. Also, make no mistake: You did not choose this book to read; Mary chose it for you because you need it.

I have been instructed by Mary to put specific meditations at the end of each chapter. It is her hope that you will perform these meditations after reading the chapters. The goal here is to enable you, the reader, to enter a state of grace and be able to take in her words not only with your mind, but also with your heart and soul. On the following pages are some guidelines for getting the most out of your meditations. It is my belief that, with devotion and focus, you may hear Mary and/or feel her, as I do. May God bless you and be with you as you awaken spiritually through the meditations set forth on these pages as well as through messages that Mary brings to you.



SUGGESTIONS WHILE MEDITATING


◆ If you have never meditated before, you may require some practice in shutting down your mind and just permitting yourself “to be.” I think you’ll find that the more you meditate, the easier it becomes to connect to the energy of God and all in the Divine realm.

◆ Allow yourself to meditate at a time when you know you will not be disturbed. Shut off all electronic devices such as phones, televisions, computers, etc. Find a quiet place. It is best to sit with your back supported instead of lying down so that you stay awake.

◆ Keep your expectations simple and let the meditation be what it is. There is no need to overthink.

◆ When you meditate your goal should be to stay present in the moment, not focused on the past or the future. It is a form of surrendering and opening up to your soul and all that you are to God (our egos don’t like this as it is a place of “no thought” and lack of control).

◆ Note that many people experience “monkey chatter” or a nonending stream of thoughts as they attempt to meditate. This is very common. I like to think of it as your ego screaming for you to remain in control and focus on the day-to-day problems and issues instead of being present in the moment. Just image these thoughts floating away from you with the silent promise you will return to them at a later time.

◆ Part of meditation is the act of focusing on one’s breath. Many people have discovered that breath work allows them to remain in the present. If you find focused breathing useful, aim to breathe in through the nose and out through either the mouth or the nose, whichever feels most comfortable.

◆ Try not to let worry or stress enter your body.

◆ Consider putting forth an intention or say a prayer in your mind before actually meditating. The intention can be as simple as “help me to open my heart,” or you may have something more specific to your personal needs or those of your family.

◆ Although I like to meditate in silence, many people like to play some peaceful meditation music. Feel free to experiment and find the best way for you to achieve a wonderful meditative experience.

◆ Feel free to record the text set forth in each chapter and play it back when you meditate, or you may prefer reading it first and then orchestrating the imagery in your imagination.

◆ Have faith that heaven will help you get to that place and connect to your soul and God. Offer yourself to all in the heavenly realm so that they may show you the way.

◆ Ask God to protect you and guide you as you connect with your soul.



PREFACE


There were two distinct events in my life that pulled me to Mary. The first took place when I was five years old. I can still feel the golden warmth of that spring afternoon. Crimson roses and dainty pink blossoms climbed up and through a small wooden whitewashed garden fence. I was alone in the backyard of the house I shared with my family in suburban Long Island. It was an average residential yard with verdant lush grass, a sturdy apple tree growing in the center, and a swing set built by my father, painted in red and white candy stripes on the right side of the lawn. There was also a small grotto in front of the apple tree where, at one time, stood a statue of Mary. The statue was long gone; probably broken and never replaced. I remember wearing an olive green and white polka dot minidress that my mother had made for me. Like any child on those first warm spring days, I was so happy to be out of the constrictive clothing of winter. As I sometimes did, that afternoon I slid my body easily into the space where the statue once was. I just sat and marveled at the day. I was that kind of a child. My eyes were wide and always absorbing the world around me. I was able to feel nature; the wonders of it all. The fresh clean smell of the dense grass was almost tangible to me. The soft breeze heightened my senses and woke me up to all that was surrounding me—both seen and unseen. I heard the gentle hum of the vacuum cleaner as my mother moved it around our small house; the stereo belted the voice of Vikki Carr singing “It Must Be Him.”

Then, as I sat in the grotto, a feeling of pure and unadulterated peace overtook my body. I felt giddy with excitement although I had no frame of reference as to the reason. Every one of my senses became more attuned. I felt the cool stone beneath my little hands; its hard smooth surface under my thighs and buttocks. I smelled the sweet aroma of lilacs that graced the perimeter of the yard. I didn’t dare move for fear this state of being would pass. I heard sparrows above my head shifting on the branches of the apple tree behind me and took notice as they sang their morning songs to the world. And then, among this symphony of sound, I heard her voice. It was gentle, yet strong. She said, “Anna, I am here for you always. Always come to me.” A total unconditional love overtook me; there was a feeling that was and remains so extraordinary and so difficult to describe in words. People always say this—I know—but it is very true: Our language is too limited to convey spiritual feelings or to describe the wondrous feeling of Mary’s presence.

I couldn’t move. I didn’t want to move for fear that this sensation would leave. And then suddenly, there she was, directly in front of me. Mary was smiling at me; her hands reached for me. I didn’t reach out; I was stunned. I felt paralyzed. I knew without a doubt that this was Mary, although she didn’t look like the renderings I had seen of her in books or even in churches. She was dressed in a well-worn brown robe; the fabric appeared rough, but radiated warmth. There was a light brown dress underneath. She had olive skin, wide, soft mahogany-colored eyes and coffee colored hair that hung to her waist where a hemp belt was tied and held her dress together. She wore a tan colored covering adorning the top of her head, but no hood. Her face stood out in repose. Her penetrating eyes captured my attention and communicated with me in a way that I can only describe as speaking to my heart. I didn’t just hear her words; they became mingled with my very essence—my soul. I didn’t want this rapture to end. I remember just sitting there for what seemed like hours, catatonic, as I basked in the overwhelming love of this beautiful vision. Later, I would tell my playmates of the Lady in the grotto and we would make a game of talking to her and asking her to make our dreams come true. We were children and open to all of the miracles that God put before us. The feeling of that first time still lingers and makes my heart skip a beat. And that, I believe, is what perfect love does to us all. I know what real love is. Mary showed me.

I sat for a while in the grotto. It was as though she had swaddled me in a cozy blanket of warm love. When I finally reentered the house, the sun was still kissing the mimosa tree by the back door, its pink flowers rising up to embrace the warmth of the rays. Everything seemed quieter; the birds chirped softly. The music that was coming from the house was muted; Vikki Carr was replaced by the mellifluous crooning of Dean Martin. I climbed the steps to the back door and saw my mother directly in front of me, seated at our dark brown kitchen table. She was drinking a cup of coffee and slowly inhaling a cigarette. My mother was young then, around twenty-six. I remember she wore white pedal pushers. The house smelled of Pledge and bleach and the pungent aroma of coffee; a haze of cigarette smoke lingered and left a stale peppery odor.

I walked over to the chair opposite her and sat down, my feet dangling. I asked her if she had ever seen or spoken to Mary. Without looking up she took a drag off her cigarette and turned a page in her magazine. “Mary who?” she asked.

“Mary, the lady in church,” I gingerly answered.

My mother lifted her head. Her eyes met mine. A long silence passed before she rested her cigarette in the ashtray and told me, as matter-of-factly as she could, that she wanted to know what this was all about. And so I told her what I had seen, that Mary had talked to me. She wasn’t nearly as shocked or dismissive as I would imagine another adult might be. You must understand that my mother was a believer long before me. Both my parents were deeply religious. She gently expressed that she believed some people were truly gifted and that if I saw Mary, then I should continue to pray and believe. My confession turned out to be a joyous occasion for my family. When my father learned of our conversation, he mirrored my mother’s sentiments.

In retrospect, I realize that this was the perfect way for Mary to introduce herself to me and at the most ideal time in my life. I was simply a child, not yet marred by convention or the judgment of others. I led with my heart and was in tune with my soul. I felt the power of God in nature but was too young to give voice to it. Mary alleviated all my fear and her love washed over me and held me still. There was something about her beauty, serenity, and love that filled me with immediate faith. In my innocence, I had no reason to question why she was coming to me or how this was possible. All I can say is that the experience was profound.

While I now hear her and sense her in all that I do, I have never actually seen her in that way again. I try not to question why and I understand now, after years of hoping to see her again, that I don’t really need to see her with my eyes. Feeling her presence around me and within me, really connecting to her essence, is far more important. What she looks like doesn’t matter; it is what she says and how she makes me feel that is far more significant.

Decades later, on a bitter freezing day in the winter of 1989, I left the building where I worked, bundled in a puffy coat zipped up to my chin, my eyes peering out from a tight ski hat. It was the lunch hour. I was in my late twenties and felt as though my life was going nowhere. I was married and yearned to have a child, yet couldn’t conceive; my job was not fulfilling and I felt that I was just robotically going through the motions of life without passion. I was disillusioned with life and becoming depressed. At the time, I was working on Madison Avenue. I detested my job and it added to my feelings of being lost and empty. I felt stuck on a path that I didn’t want to be traveling on. In fact, I felt as though someone had put their grimy hand into a crevice of my chest and yanked out my slow beating heart. I was becoming part of the “rat race” and was, on an emotional and soul level, rebelling. The business world was more than I could handle. It was aggressive and uncaring. None of it was working for me.

As I turned to walk, the wind viciously slapped my cheeks, bringing tears to my eyes. Madison Avenue was crowded with people walking briskly, everyone rushing from one place to another, everyone with a purpose. I felt as if I was pushing and shoving my way down the street. This was my life. I felt achy, uncomfortable physically and emotionally. I didn’t know where to go to feel alive again. And then, in that maze of people, between the blare of a siren, the heavy wail of a city bus, and the tap of a spatula from a nearby food cart, I heard a gentle whisper; I felt a calming presence—it told me to go to Mary. I didn’t pause to think, my feet seemed to move of their own volition and I headed south to St. Patrick’s Cathedral.

As I entered the cathedral the pungent aroma of incense welcomed me. The flickering orange and yellow glow of candles lit the darkened church as people milled around, some praying and some just taking in the magnificence of the structure itself. I headed back to the Lady Chapel. As I approached the small sanctuary, I dug into my purse for change to light a candle. The quiet was almost surreal compared to the blaring city that was just outside. I flinched as the coins rattled when I dropped them into the tin collection box. Their sound resonated. I lit a small pearl-colored prayer candle on the top row of the black metal rickety stand. Then I stood, gazing. The flame quivered initially but soon grew, boldly licking the air around it. The thought struck me: was I stuck in a weak moment in my life? I felt very insubstantial and hollow. I couldn’t even conjure an intention or prayer as I lit that candle. The lighting in the chapel was dazzling and the prominent statue of Mary loomed above the dozen or so hazel colored, worn wooden pews in front of it. I found an unoccupied spot in the back, kneeled, and let the tears flow unabashedly. As I fervently began to pray the Rosary, using my fingers instead of saying the prayers on the beads, a tranquillity came over me. I felt as though the raging tornado in my heart had been settled. The teardrops ceased and I heard Mary. She said that it was all fine; that she had brought my prayers to God and they were answered. She gave me hope; I believed her and at that moment I knew it was all going to be okay. I felt like someone was breathing peace into my soul. I raised my eyes to the statue of Mary in front of me as my heart fluttered with gratitude. My face was streaked with the remnants of my tears, and what I saw took my breath away. A baby boy, wrapped in a shimmery ivory colored blanket was nestled in the arms of the statue of Mary. I was transfixed. My heart began to drum wildly in my chest. The experience was exhilarating. Mary instructed me to look into the luminous brown eyes of this baby. And then she said, “When he comes to you, you will recognize him by his eyes. And you will feel the blessings of God.” In September 1990 my son was born. I remember gazing into his warm brown eyes and truly knowing that God was blessing my family.

Twenty-six years later, in the autumn of 2015, Mary came to me as I sat outside my house in Connecticut in the early evening. I had just returned from Medjugorje (pronounced Meh-jah-gor-ee-ah) a region in Bosnia and Herzegovina known for being the location where Mary appeared to six local children in 1981. These children described Mary as a woman wearing a white gown and a crown with twelve stars on her head and holding a baby in her arms. Mary appeared to the children many times and is still appearing monthly to one of them, Mirjana Dragicevic, who continues to live in Medjugorje. Pilgrims from all over the world still flock to this little rural town to be in the energy of Mary.

Now back home, I relaxed on a worn teak chair, my feet snug in my slippers, propped comfortably on the gray stone wall at the edge of the deck, and thought about the trip. I realized that I didn’t feel any closer to Mary than I had prior to the journey. It suddenly dawned on me that I didn’t need to go across the world to find her because she has always been with me. This realization seemed to calm me and bring me peace.

The peepers croaked in the woods and, on occasion, there came the sound of a scurrying animal or the shadow of a bird flying from branch to branch. I tilted my head back and looked up at the sky. I was taken with the vastness of it. The stars glittered and I remember feeling so minuscule, so insignificant in the immensity of it all. I felt my heart, a vigorous beat in my chest, as the sky enveloped me. I gazed up at the sky for what seemed like hours but was probably only minutes. Then, I began to feel Mary . . . she floated into my senses and I welcomed her. Mary softly, yet emphatically, told me that she was the mother of humanity and she desired to use me as her channel to bring her messages to multitudes of people of all religions, ethnicities, and races. She said the time was upon us to learn how to be closer to God and to find joy and peace in our lives.

Although she was gentle, there was an urgency about her. I felt a sensation of panic. Mary calmed my fears and told me that she would speak through me so that the world could be saved. She told me that there would be more and more people who would hear her through me and who would be drawn to the Divine light. Mary assured me that she would bring the right people to me. And so it came to be within a short period of time. Various paths and introductions led me to the vehicle Mary wished to use—this book that you hold in your hands. Two years ago I had not a single thought in my head of writing a book yet shortly after that night I had a book deal with one of the preeminent book publishers in the world. Before long, the first words of this book were being typed onto my computer screen, from Mary through me. This is the way she wanted the world to hear her and I am so honored to be the one she chose to bring her words forward. And I know, without doubt, that this is only the beginning.



INTRODUCTION


I have always felt a profound duty to share with others the Mary that I had come to know over the years. This eventually led to large seminars, retreats, and classes that taught people how to connect to Mary, feel her presence, and hear her voice. When I communicate with her, she most often “appears” as a feeling of overwhelming, unconditional, and nurturing love. I also clearly hear her strong yet loving voice. It is in this way that I understand what she wants to convey to me. Mary has chosen to come to me in this manner. She is as real to me as any material person could ever be. A peacefulness overcomes my body as my thoughts are immediately pushed aside and a sense of pure euphoria and rapture envelopes me. It is a feeling that defies explanation. It is as complicated as defining love . . . because that is truly what it is. God is love.

Mary is love just as God is love and just as we are all created in the image of love. Mary has led me and traveled with me on this life’s journey to bring forward her healing and her love for ALL people. She doesn’t speak to me of division in religions or ethnicities, rather she speaks of unity and the oneness of humanity. Mary does not dictate the way it should be, but rather the way it can be to reach peace and love and, most importantly, to unite with God through our hearts and souls. Mary tells me the way it could be, if we open our eyes and awaken to the Truth that applies to all.

Although people often associate Mary with Roman Catholicism, she does not belong to just one religion or one group of people. Mary is so much more than this. In fact, to truly appreciate the conversations that this book encompasses it is important for you, the reader, to have a clear understanding of who Mother Mary is on a global level.

Mary is known to many different religions and societies. She has been called many different names, like Quan Yin and Maria Kannon, depending on the religion or culture. Mary is revered by Christians and Muslims as the holy mother of Jesus; in fact, she is mentioned more times in the Quran than in the New Testament. She is also admired by Jews and others as a figure of feminine strength and courage.

According to the Quran, Mary, “a saintly woman” (siddigah) was destined, together with Jesus, her son, to be “a sign (ayah) to the universe” (Quran The Prophets XXI:91), to play a unique role in the history of salvation. Mary is mentioned frequently in the Quran and a majority of Muslims view her as one of the most righteous women to have ever lived. Muslim tradition, like Christian, honors her memory at Matariyyah near Cairo, and in Jerusalem. Muslims also visit the Bath of Mary in Jerusalem, where Muslim tradition recounts Mary once bathed, and this location is visited at times by women who are seeking a cure for barrenness. The birth of Mary is narrated in the Quran with references to her father as well as her mother. Mary’s father is called Amran (Imran in Arabic) in tradition and is the equivalent of Joachim in Christian tradition. Her mother is called Anne (Hannah in Arabic), which is the same name as in Christian tradition (Saint Anne). Muslim literature narrates that Amran and his wife were old and childless and that, one day, the sight of a bird in a tree feeding her young aroused Anne’s desire for a child. She prayed to God to fulfill her desire and vowed, if her prayer was accepted, that her child would be dedicated to the service of God.

Jews respect Mary as a Jewish woman of lineage, strength, and character. She grew up in a Jewish home, practiced Jewish religious traditions, and, according to some scholars, is from the house and lineage of David. Her famous Magnificat (Luke 1:46–55) bears a close resemblance to Hannah’s prayer of praise in 1 Samuel 2 of the Old Testament.

The Mahayana Buddhists adore Maria Kannon, also known as Quan Yin, who, similar to Mother Mary in Christian traditions, embodies the love and compassion of the mother. Even today, Kannon is widely worshipped by Buddhists in Japan and Asia. Like Mother Mary, Kannon is an expression of the feminine aspect of the Divine, a personification of love and compassion, a savior in calamity, and a miracle worker. She appears to her devotees as a lovely, gentle lady of heavenly beauty, sometimes exuding the scent of sweet flowers (in Christian tradition she makes herself known by bringing through with her the fragrance of roses). In China, she is known as Quan Yin (One Who Hears the Prayers of the World).

Much like the Blessed Mother Mary, the Chinese Quan Yin/Maria Kannon is said to have lived a human life of extreme self-sacrifice and holiness before she ascended into heaven and became a celestial Goddess of Mercy and Compassion. Since her ascension she has been appearing as “a woman in white” to those in need of help. Her devotees respond to her loving care by honoring her on her birthday and coming in pilgrimage to her holy places on mountains, in caves, and in temples. There have been apparitions of her at P’u-t’o Sha in the Cave of Tidal Sounds, where a brilliant light miraculously shone on them, and Quan Yin appeared, sitting on a rock above the cave. This is similar to Mary’s appearances in Fatima and other places around the world.

Our Lady of Guadalupe is one of the most reproduced female likenesses ever. Mary’s image has even made its way to designer jewelry which is sold in large department stores and small boutiques across the globe. National Geographic magazine recently published a feature about Mary that went viral. Mark Burnett and Roma Downey produced two successful miniseries, The Bible and A.D. The Bible Continues, where Mother Mary is portrayed as a particularly fascinating, multilayered woman.

Mary’s messages are global, forward-thinking, and transformative. When I asked her why she desires to become even more relevant to both Christians and non-Christians, she told me that her time is now, and that people around the world are finally listening. We are crying for help, she says, we are desiring a deeper sense of how heaven can alleviate our burdens. We are seeking our individual spiritual cores, an awakening, and a form of peace. Mary has told me that as a species we are finally able to accept her messages with open hearts and without fear of judgment. She maintains that there should be no boundaries between religions, ethnicities, or race. She insists that we need to see ourselves and the Creator in everyone we meet, because we are all children of God.

Among her other attributes, Mary’s humility, strength, perseverance, love, and faith draw us to her, but her humanity makes her one of us. Mary isn’t just a revered spiritual icon; she was a real person. Her story speaks of her “humanness”: her joy, love, faith, and pain. She was a young pregnant teen who fought the social norms of her culture, had to flee as a refugee with an infant to a strange land to avoid military action (Herod ordered that all boys two years old and under be put to death in Bethlehem), struggled with political upheaval related to her son, and ultimately witnessed his torture and death. This brave and courageous woman knows what it is to feel both love and pain, and can sympathize with our anguish. As such, Mary is more relatable; and a more familiar and accessible link to heaven. She’s a tangible symbol of suffering, sacrifice, steadfast values, and unconditional feminine love. By bringing forth Jesus, the healer, the savior, the prophet, she has been crowned the mother of us all. She is with us through the labor of living in this world, helping us renew who we are spiritually.
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Why Do You Come to Us?

How Does Mary Speak to Us and Why Does She Speak Now?

ANNA: Mother Mary, I am so grateful, not only for myself, but also for all those who have been called to read your words in this book. Before we talk about why you’re here, I want to understand who you are. There is so little written about you. Do we need to know more?

MARY: You bring me great joy by allowing me to speak to you and the world! I am bringing you and all those who are listening entry into my loving heart. Yes, what you say is true; there is very little written about me and yet I continue to speak through those who see, hear, and feel me. I have spoken through people for eons. As it is written, “Whoever has ears to hear, let them hear” (Mark 4:9). This is my prayer. I desire people not only to hear my words, but to allow my wisdom to become a part of their lives. Permit me to be your mother, your confidant, and teacher. Follow my truth so that I may lead you all to God. What little is written about me in religious texts speaks of the young woman who in strong faith followed the will of God. I was chosen and I obeyed. I lost my child to a horrible death. My journey included unbearable pain . . . yet God gave me the strength to go on. My life had merit and was important. There is no life that isn’t significant. Every life touches other lives and weaves the threads that create the carpet of humanity. My life is an example of true faith and love for God. My life wasn’t perfect but my love was. What’s more relevant is not who I was on earth but the messages I want to bring forward now.

ANNA: What was it like for you, a woman of pure faith, to lose a child?

MARY: The agony I felt and the tears I cried are still with me. There is no greater pain. My heart weeps now for all those who must endure the pain of losing a child. Parents are bonded to their children through a love that is as close to unconditional love as can be known on earth. Even as time moved on, and I began to recognize the purpose of my son’s life and death, my pain was raw. I accepted his life’s journey and my part in it. Yet, I still missed the person that he was, but knew it was to be. I was a human and didn’t understand it fully. My faith allowed me the wisdom to understand the purpose of Jesus’s life, but didn’t eliminate the horror of his death and persecution.

ANNA: I can hear the pain in your voice and feel it in your energy. That must have been very difficult for you.

MARY: It was as difficult as life on earth can ever be. I knew he lived for a bigger purpose and took my solace in that. I never lost my faith and belief in God. It was the strength that God provided for me that helped me through to the last days of my life.

ANNA: You say that who you were is not as relevant as your message. I understand, but I can’t help but want to know all there is to know about you. What did you look like when you walked the earth? How can we visualize you in our minds? Do you think it is important for us to be able to paint a picture of you in our heads?

MARY: Oh, my daughter, you are so sincere in your quest to know all there is about me. It warms my heart that you and others are seeking to get closer to me in all ways possible. How I looked when I walked the earth is of little or no significance now. Yet, I will tell you because you desire to know me better. I was a human once and, as a Middle Eastern woman, my skin was dark, my eyes a deep brown, and I was small in stature. I looked no different from other women of my day in my homeland. My dark wavy hair came down to my waist and I adored the touch of my mother when she braided it. When I was a girl, I played, laughed, and cried as girls do. My life as a child was not extraordinary although my faith and love for God was always foremost. I came from the line of David. David was a small man and yet he was strong and ruled a nation. David’s blood ran through my veins and I was like him and my ancestors in their faith and belief in God. I was taught God is above all and must be respected and venerated. Today—now—you can see me with your heart. By seeing me with your heart, you can feel my faith, strength of spirit, and love. It should not matter that I am light or dark skinned. The color of my eyes or my skin tone shouldn’t be more important than the love I carry and am sharing with you and all who come to me. I am now in spirit. I look like what the beholder wants me to look like. If one wants me to be of fair skin and light eyes, so be it. If that image brings comfort, so be it. I am a being now of love and comfort. I have no skin color and all skin colors. I have no distinguishing features now and yet carry the beauty of all the world as I embrace your energies and raise your vibrations. I can be the same and one with all people. Don’t be distracted by what your eyes see; rather see with your heart and feel. In 1 Samuel 16:7 it is written: “The Lord does not look at the things people look at. People look at the outward appearance, but the Lord looks at the heart.” Be like the Lord. You carry his energy in your souls. Look into my heart; feel my heart and let it become your own heart. That is where you will see the real me—in your heart. Don’t be so focused on what your eyes see. My daughter, and all of you who are receiving this message, please feel. Let your heart be open as it works in congruence with your mind. Then you will see who I am to you. That is most significant and what will be best for you and all people in moving back to the Truth.
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