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  To the memory of David John Nelligan, MD, a gentle healer who left this earth too soon.




  A more loving and devoted husband, soulmate and friend I could never ask for.




  Thank you for encouraging me to grow, to follow my dreams, and to be myself.




  Thank you for being there …always.




  Thank you for being there…




  Thank you for being.




  Introduction




  Have you ever wondered what it’s like to be a Palm Reader? Can they really see the future by looking at someone’s hands? Or do they just make it up? Can they really look right inside someone and know everything about that person? Kind of gives you the shivers, doesn’t it?




  What are your thoughts and feelings about Palm Readers? Do you conjure up visions of wrinkled old ladies in long gypsy-like skirts? “Come into my tent, dearie, and I’ll tell your fortune, for a handful of silver, of course!”




  Ha! For me, nothing could be further from the truth. I just happen to be a Palm Reader; a very normal-looking woman, young in spirit, but apparently in my middle years, who loves to wear jeans and comfy T-shirts. I have no use for shoes as they restrict my feet. For that matter, I hate hats and bras too. A free spirit, that’s what I am and I love reading people. As far back as I can remember, the charismatic pull of magic, the mantic arts; and yes, even the occult was as enticing as sweet, life-sustaining nectar to a hummingbird. Children are by nature inquisitive, opening the intuitive channel as easily as we in later years choose to block it, labeling it imagination, or relying instead on facts. And as a child, I was no exception; always wanting to know everything: what lay below the surface? What were people really thinking behind those polite masks? What was going to happen tomorrow, next week, next summer? What was inside a mountain? Who lived up in the clouds? Just what did lie beneath the ocean floor?




  Was it Intuition that whispered to me our family picnic would be cancelled the following day? I almost said to my mother, as I watched her standing at the kitchen counter making sandwiches, “Why are you making lunch for our picnic, when we won’t be going?” But I kept silent. The next morning, sure enough, one of my brothers had come down with a sore throat and a fever, so we stayed home.




  How did I know that my teacher would hand out a test on any given school day? I didn’t always know, but most of the time I had a premonition or funny feeling in my tummy. I was happy to write school tests ‘way back then. They were easy, so it wasn’t as if I was dreading these tests. Was Intuition at work here too?




  How did I know that one hot summer afternoon at the lake my baby sister would nearly drown? One minute she was playing quietly in the sand and the next, she had toppled over, slipping under the water. Nobody saw her. I had wanted very badly to go and swim with my older brothers, but had this inexplicable feeling that I should stay close to my little sister. Fortunately, we were playing at the water’s edge where it was shallow, so I grabbed her tender arm and yanked her up. Opening myself to the intuitive forces as a child, was as natural as breathing.




  That open intuitive channel was to play a significant role all through my life. In my quest for hidden knowledge, with its roots in childhood, I didn’t realize that intuition was the key, and that by developing it, I would find my pot of gold. I would find the means to uncover hidden truths. But it would take many years for those pearls of wisdom to be mine.




  For hours, I would sit watching a magician perform, my eyes focused on his every move, so that I could be the one to discover his secrets (just how did he pull that famous rabbit out of his black top hat?)




  The occult: that which is hidden, secret, not divulged, beyond human understanding – intrigued me, teased and tickled my brain, then danced away on a summer’s breeze, out of reach during my busy child-bearing years. Cinderella’s Fairy Godmother, The Magic Mirror in Snow White and the Seven Dwarfs, The Pot of Gold at Rainbow’s End and The Sorcerer’s Apprentice were all fuel for my inquiring mind. Imagination didn’t even enter into it. In my childish heart, these stories were all true.




  I peeked into the bathroom mirror looking for the Wicked Witch, peddled my bicycle as far as I could go, bound and determined to follow that rainbow at all costs. I made a sorcerer’s hat complete with glittery gold stars and sparkly crescent moons. And I tried; I really tried to turn Ginger, our marmalade cat into a horse, our Halloween pumpkin into a shiny new bicycle – all to no avail.




  Time passed. I grew up and put all thoughts of divination, magic and rainbows away. What I didn’t know was that those thoughts really didn’t get very far: a little sparkle of curiosity that refused to go out, a flicker of a candle flame, a glowing ember, sat simmering on the back burner of my mind. Years passed and that simmering slowly ignited a fire; a fire that became passion, a passion that would push me into the realm of the “reader” back where I had begun. I had come full circle; from childish awe and wonder of the magician’s sleight of hand, to the adult’s belief in the mystical, intriguing powers of the mind; the explicit, yet often conflicting language of the body, and healing powers of the spirit.




  My journey began at The Palmistry Centre in Montreal, Canada where I studied hand analysis, or Palm Reading. Equipped with this scientific knowledge, I grabbed any and every palm I could. It didn’t take long before I noticed feelings and visions coming to me as I looked at peoples’ hands. The intuition I had ignored for so long was beginning to stir and make itself known. It felt so good to read somebody accurately; to know where they used to live, to understand their work situation or what was happening in their relationships. They would look at me in wonder and exclaim, “How did you know?”




  The more confidence I gained, the better my readings became. The more I trusted my intuition, the more information came through to me, which I then passed on to my clients.




  Wow! This process was happening so fast, it was almost overwhelming! I am just an ordinary, everyday person, doing laundry, shopping, and looking after my family – and Palm Reading or reading people, as I like to think of it. Some people think what I do is strange. I’ve been called a “flake” a time or two. Even my own parents chose to ignore this side of me, steering any and all conversations toward safer topics; like work, gardening or current affairs. Yet I assure you that I am genuine.




  Originating in India approximately 4,500 years ago, palmistry (or chiromancy as it was first called), was used as a form of personality counseling or hand analysis, practiced strictly by the village medicine man or priest (who very often was the same person; there was no split between spirit and body back then). Checking a person’s hands was one way of detecting illness or gleaning information about someone’s health. Predicting the future was not part of hand analysis. There was nothing weird or deceitful about palmistry in those days; it was a common practice and very much accepted.




  A Healer would typically start his consultation by studying the size and shape of his client’s hands. Hand shape, or morphology reveals valuable information about the person extending those hands:




  *A conic-shaped hand is wider at the base than the fingers; somewhat like an up-side-down ice cream cone. The fingers are long and smooth with tapered tips.




  Conic hands belong to artistic people. Sensitive and passionate, they live to create beautiful surroundings. Ordinary rules and restrictions fly out the window, as they immerse themselves in worlds of their own imagination.




  *People with square hands are just the opposite. Practical and down-to-earth, they need rules and structure to give them a framework for their daily lives. Farmers, teachers, caregivers and builders are members of the “square hands” club. Patient and persistent, they have the energy and nature to organize and carry out a job from start to finish. You can see why Ms. Conic Hands and Mr. Square Hands would have a hard time co-existing. They are both so different, and yet each has his own unique skills and abilities to contribute to our world.




  *The psychic hand is long and slender. Fingers are long with knotty joints, making for deep analytical thinking. People with psychic hands are spiritual, mystical, idealistic and have a tendency towards fragile health. You won’t catch them soiling their delicate hands by digging in the garden. They gladly leave that activity to their square-handed neighbors.




  Finger length is also important when analyzing or reading a person’s hand. Since fingers are the modes of expression, the length of one’s fingers determines how slow or fast someone will take to respond to a given situation. Short-fingered people act quickly. They are impulsive by nature. Energy produced by thoughts, darts quickly up short fingers, especially if the fingers are smooth, with no lumpy joints to slow it down.




  Conversely, people with long-fingers love to take their time. Cautious by nature, they prefer to think things through before taking action or making decisions. Energy traveling up these fingers moves at a slower pace. An example that springs to mind is one of a harp player, whose long, elegant fingers slowly and gracefully pluck the strings of her instrument. The music will flow if her fingers are smooth, but if she has knotty joints, it may take a little more time to process and express her compositions. Knotty joints serve as bumps or detours in the road, making it even longer for thoughts to be turned into action.




  Palmistry has grown and evolved from the Shaman’s ancient dwelling to our modern day universities. It is possible in this day and age to receive a degree in palmistry, not only in India, but here in Montreal, Canada as well.




  My goal is to bring back this old authentic concept of palmistry through my writing. I feel as though someone or something is guiding me to shine a bright light on and revive these ancient beliefs, so they can once again become the accepted interpretation.




  How is palmistry linked with the healing process? Well, the more you learn about your inner self, the better equipped you will be to identify your problem areas. Once you begin to understand yourself and your needs (or areas of concern), it will be easier for you to decide which path to take towards healing. In this light, palm reading can be considered the diagnostic aspect of healing, or a place to begin. As Louise Hay says in her book Heal Your Body,1“…….we must GO WITHIN to effect the healing.”




  Through reading your palm, I become your guide, as we journey along the path of life. A competent guide is also a catalyst. Catalysts make changes. The information I convey to you is intended to make things happen or invoke changes in your life. Palmistry enables us to study who we really are, not who we imagine ourselves to be.




  People from every walk of life come to me with all kinds of problems and questions, from relationship woes to career choices to financial queries. Most of the time the answers lie within the individual. They just need a little help or guidance in bringing them to the surface.




  The purpose of this book is two-fold: to transform the current perception of Palm Reader as questionable fortune-teller, and to share my experiences with you. Let’s blow away the dusty old cobwebs you may have stored in the back of your mind. That stereotyped vision of a gypsy Palm Reader needs to be replaced with a modern up-to-date version of what a psychic reader is all about; for it’s the “psychic” part that gives you the true reading. The tools are secondary.




  Some readers use tarot cards as their tool for readings. Others are drawn to rune stones, angel cards, auras, numerology, or good old tea leaves. It doesn’t matter what the medium or tool is. What’s important is to choose someone who you feel comfortable with; someone you can trust to give sound advice; someone who will listen as well as speak, for you don’t want to pay for a lot of useless information.




  Finally, I would like to invite you into my hearth and home. Reading Between The Lines is a true story of real people. People with problems, fears, hopes and dreams. People who have chosen to bare their souls, open their hands, and let me in. Their trust has kept me humble, taught me many lessons and brought wisdom to my soul. In sharing these experiences, I feel a need to pass along a little of that wisdom, so I may help others on their journey towards their own healing.




  Shall we begin?
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  CHAPTER 1




  LIFE LINE LINGO




  “Ooooohhh, my hand feels tingly!” exclaimed Valerie vigorously shaking her left hand, as if she wanted to shake it off.




  “What’s happening?”




  Taken by surprise, I lurched forward in my chair and dropped her right hand – the one I had been engrossed in reading. Immediately I picked up the tingly one and focused my attention on her palm. An inflamed-looking patch of skin that hadn’t been there a few minutes ago was growing on her Life Line.




  “What’s happening?” she repeated nervously, her eyes wide.




  “Hmmmm!” I carefully responded, buying time.




  Scented candles glowed softly, their flames picking up and intensifying the fear in Val’s eyes. Mountain Streams played quietly in the background; the calming effect of rippling water providing a soothing atmosphere in my healing room. An atmosphere that had suddenly become thick, tense, almost chilly.




  Val’s reading had started out normally enough (if there is such a thing as normal). However, upon examining the Life Line in her left hand, I was alarmed to discover a definite break in the middle of it, as if her life was coming apart. Feeling instinctively that this broken line represented a delicate and possibly tragic situation, but not really knowing what it could be, I decided to wimp out. Hoping the answer would become evident as the reading progressed, I switched over to concentrate on her right hand.




  That’s when Val started shaking her left hand and complaining that she could feel “this weird tingling sensation”. I was forced to pick up the troublesome left hand once again. It felt hot! Then I saw something strange. Right on that area where her Life Line was broken, an ominous-looking red patch of skin was beginning to form – just about the size of a quarter. This was obviously a signal for us to “pay attention”. So, once again I focused on this area of her palm.




  Never having seen this phenomenon before, I didn’t answer immediately, but closed my eyes for a minute to “tune into” my favorite channel – the intuition frequency. Silently I sent out a prayer to the Universe “Please help me to interpret this situation properly. Help me to channel the right information for Valerie.” In no time at all the message came through, strong and clear.




  Val had come to see me to have her palm read. She was an attractive airline stewardess in her mid-twenties. Soft, amber-colored hair framed her face. Rather on the petite side, she sat before me in a bright blue chair, nervously crossing and uncrossing her slender legs.




  “Val,” I cautioned, opening my eyes so I could focus on her face. “Please be a little more careful over the next two weeks. Make sure your doors are locked at night. Look both ways before crossing the street, you know, that kind of thing?” I was trying to be as tactful as I could, not to frighten her, yet the warning had come through loud and clear. Whatever dreadful situation was heading her way, Val needed to understand that it was serious enough to attract our attention by manifesting as a red, tingling area of her palm. Shrugging it off would be the worst thing she could do.




  “Isn’t that funny,” she said thoughtfully, her blue eyes showing more bemusement than fear. “My astrologer told me the same thing just two days ago. Thank you for the advice, I really will be careful.”




  “Thank you Universe,” I whispered to myself, with genuine relief.




  I never heard from Val again. That’s the hard part. Some people come into my life once – only once. I have no idea what happens to them afterward. I just hope that Valerie decided to heed my advice and take extra precautions to protect herself. I wasn’t able to nail down the exact threat to Val’s safety. The message had come through as a feeling that pervaded my body, a shivery dark feeling of fear. All I could do was to send her healing white light and let go. Let go of control, and trust that whatever happens is meant to happen. I send all my clients on their way with a beam of white light for protection. It’s my way of saying “thank you” for trusting me with your inner world.




  Val’s problem was in her Line of Life, one of the three major lines clearly seen in our palms. The Life Line begins about midway between the index finger (Jupiter finger) and the thumb, curves downward and ends somewhere on the “bracelets of our wrist”. Take a moment to sneak a peek at your wrists. You can clearly see horizontal lines running from one side to the other, just like bracelets!




  The other two major or predominant lines are: Line of Heart and Line of Head. These important lines define the expression of our thought patterns and emotions, as well as being the channels or circuits through which energy flows. Major lines represent subconscious patterns of thought and minor lines represent conscious thought patterns. Each line has a specific purpose or area of expertise.




  The job of our Life Line, as it journeys down our palm, is to impart valuable information concerning our quality of life. It functions as our own natural barometer. Are we living our lives to the fullest with vitality and energy, or half-heartedly in fear? The deeper the line, the more a person jumps into life and enjoys it. Here you will find your deep-sea-diver, mountain climber, astronaut and film-maker – to name a few.




  If someone has a rather faint line, they tend to be cautious and a little afraid of life. Risk taking is to be avoided at all costs. They will tend to stick with the same job or profession throughout life. Feeling safe is crucial and the faint-lined person will compromise new experiences and adventures for the sake of staying with what they know. Of course, it is important to understand that a Palm Reader must correlate his or her findings with whatever is going on in the rest of the hand. Breaks, islands, or dots on the Life Line spell trouble. Your palmist will be able to interpret these negative signs and pass the information on to you.




  Jacoba, a heavyset European woman in her sixties had strong, generous hands. Her Life Line became weak and wavy in the area that corresponded to about 70 years of age. After that, it resumed its normal, strong, clear path. I told her that she would experience an unsettling illness, possibly a stroke within the next 5 or 6 years. Knowing that this kind of news would naturally upset her, I advised her not to become overly discouraged, because she would fully recover and live a normal life span (as evidenced by her Life Line resuming its clear path).




  The weak period in her life was destined to force her family into a situation where they would be looking after her, rather than she looking after them. Her whole life had been devoted to the needs of her husband and seven children, with rarely time for herself. And now, even though her husband was retired and her children grown, she continued her over-mothering pattern of looking after everybody.




  Unfortunately, the only way for her emotional needs to be acknowledged was through her own body giving in to dis-ease. For Jacoba it was time to change. Time to turn the tables so she would be in the position to receive care rather than be the caregiver. Because of this situation, her family would learn to appreciate her, rather than taking her for granted.




  Some people are very concerned with the length of their Life Line. Perhaps because of misinformation, (those pesky cobwebs I mentioned earlier), they feel that if their Life Line is short, they will live a short life. Sounds logical. However, having a short Life Line does not necessarily mean that you will have a short life. It may mean that you are just not in the habit of making long term plans.




  If you follow the curve of your Life Line to a point where it stops, breaks, then starts up again, you are in for a period of struggle or soul searching. This “interrupted” Life Line frequently means a total change in lifestyle or a move to a different country. It could mean an accident. A good Palm Reader will be able to tune into that area and interpret the information with the correct timing for her particular client. Being prepared allows you to change the experience or accept what lies ahead.




  A short Life Line that does not resume later on usually means that the person does not think long-term, but enjoys life in a spontaneous fashion. Planning ahead is not their style.




  Specific markings on your Life Line tell their own story. For example, if you see a little circle, like an island on your Line of Life, this means that you are headed for a temporary period of uncertainty or confusion. When will this likely happen? A good question – timing is everything. When will I win the lottery, find happiness, have children, change careers? How can a palmist give you an accurate time frame? The location, or where this circle appears on your Line of Life, is how we estimate timing. Of course, zooming in intuitively is the most accurate instrument I have.




  Now, just because you have an island taking up residence on your Life Line, doesn’t mean it’s a “bad sign”. Not at all. Sometimes we find ourselves stuck in a rut, and need to be shaken up a little. Confusion means change is just around the corner. The old comfy ways no longer fit, but we are unsure or unaware or afraid of the new, so we find ourselves in a confused state of mind. Knowing what lies ahead (as we peek into the future) is to your advantage. You can now prepare yourself to meet this challenge.




  The sweep of the Life Line is important. When it is full and rounded with a good Venus mount (fleshy portion at the base of your thumb), we have a person who is bursting with life, full of ideas, plans and energy. Good-natured and lovable, they laugh and dance their way through life. Graceful is the way in which they handle life’s challenges. And, they have an answer for everything.




  A narrow curve of the Life Line belongs to someone who restricts him/herself and takes life too seriously. Theirs is a more conservative approach. Travel is risky and they live more or less status quo. If you decide to give a party and invite one of those “narrow curves”, you will be disappointed, as they believe partying is frivolous and a waste of time.




  Double Life Lines mean double trouble. No, just kidding. They mean double strength; a sign that will guide us towards finding and contacting our guardian angel (more about this in Chapter 6). These double or auxiliary Life Lines do provide us with an extra boost of energy or protection when we need it most.




  Simon came to see me for a consultation. He zoomed in on a cherry red chair and promptly sat down, leaning forward. I estimated his age to be about 19 or 20. Stylishly and expensively dressed, he did not look like your typical college kid. A beautiful smile lit up his face as he looked at me expectantly.




  He had absolutely no idea what he wanted to do with his life. A perfectly normal state of mind in a young person, wouldn’t you say? So, naturally the length of his Life Line was short, reflecting his inner feelings. Not concerned in the least with the length of his Life Line, he was looking for direction. Reaching out for guidance, he needed help in unearthing his talents, his capabilities, in order to choose an appropriate career. His Jupiter finger (index finger) exuded strength; his Head Line dipped delightfully into the imaginative depths of Luna. Empathy towards others lay dormant in the texture of his hands, a quality that would come to life a few years down the road. I suggested to him that he become a schoolteacher or social worker. Simon looked a little disappointed, but thoughtful. To his way of thinking, these careers were not very exciting.
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