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FOREWORD

Richard Grossinger

Laura arrived in my reality mysteriously a couple of days after Sacred Planet Books, a collection I am curating under the umbrella of Inner Traditions, was christened. I discovered her on Facebook, or thought I did. I qualify that by reminding readers that spirits use all available forms—poltergeists, electrical wires, software, cryptids, tricksters, even imposters—to announce their presence. Whereas Laura does not usually “friend” strangers, I do accept most friend requests as a writer and publisher. Yet for me to notice an unknown friend’s posts immediately and then take them seriously as authentic real-time transmissions is rare. Laura’s statements touched me at a soul level. These weren’t mass communications or Facebook idylls; they shot off the screen.

Another point here: Laura’s Facebook image is beautiful and soulful, otherworldly or meta-worldly. Her gaze, active in its stillness, crosses domains and spheres of being. She transmits vulnerability and innocence but also a Shiva-like witnessing of what this world has done. That look has experienced betrayal, violence, genocide, evil and darkness, yet is praising the Divine. It is ancient, worn, fierce, not virginal or guileless. It is the female side of Creation, binding its wounds with the freshness of spring. That is not beauty so much as innate, faery-embodied spirit—part plant energy, part hominid.

The night after I read one of Laura’s guidings through the abyss, I awoke in terror at an intruding entity or energy—only to see not her image, not to see at all, but to feel a protecting energy around me. It was not a coverlet or cocoon. It was moving toward the unknown, impelling my soul with it and giving me a sense of safety and hope. I recognized Laura as anima and guide.

Reaching to the figure beyond its Facebook identity, I asked her for a psychic reading per her vocation—she calls them intuitive sessions. I didn’t know then who was behind the profile, if she even was a woman as opposed to the other possibilities. After all, anyone could have written those words and dispatched them behind a stock photo of Tolkien’s Arwen.

She said that we would not do a psychic reading—or its equivalent in her system—but that we would work together on other projects and she would transmit the energy I needed in the course of them.

I discovered that she lived in pretty much the last place I expected, not far from where I grew up in New York City.

She was also not a publishing or public neophyte. But none of her prior books had led to a public arc in keeping with her stature, for she is really one of our times’ guides and avatars, a different energy from Marianne Williamson or Pema Chödrön but on a par. In any case, my job was to figure out her reentry and second debut.

Eighteen years before I began to work on this book, Laura Aversano was a full-fledged medical intuitive and Christian mystic. She was courted by agents, producers, and publishers, with possibilities of her own television show. None of it panned out, so Laura stuck to her real work: her healing practice. For decades since, she has treated clients at her home and by long distance.

Laura’s initial publishing launch was marked by four books, though the first was the same text in two formats. The Divine Nature of Plants: Wisdom of the Earth Keepers, a lovely edition with color plates, was published in 2002 by Swan Raven & Co. in North Carolina. Thirty-two years old then, Laura was writing from her direct connections with the spirits of each plant. She was not psychoactive in an entheogenic sense, but she was eliciting healing secrets from plant consciousnesses by calling to their spirits and summoning them out of etheric and astral realms from the energy, signature, and paraphysical matrix of each—angelica and astragalus to wormwood and yarrow. These intuitive diagnoses were later confirmed by traditional herbal pharmacopeia.

The Divine Nature of Plants  ended its run with Swan Raven and was later reissued by Llewellyn Publications in Minnesota, where it was edited, retitled, and rereleased in 2009 as
Plant Spirit Journey. In this version, she added accounts of how she received the various properties from plant spirits—describing a shaman’s journey and all that it embraces. A third version of this material will be published within the Sacred Planet Books collection.

I had initially read Laura’s posts as New Agey, but I soon realized that they were coming from an older, more archetypal source, more like the Psalms, the Gospel of Luke, Plotinus, or fragments of Heraclitus. Yet her voice transcends genre or affiliation; it is one that has convened and conversed with spirit, that lives between worlds and states of embodiment and so is a spirit too. She is not influenced (beyond secondary countercultural context) by channeling, abundance, “create your own reality,” Paganism, Gnosticism, Wicca, the Aquarian Age, or entheogens. 

Laura’s essential training is, astonishingly, in the old Church, that one, the one that leads to the Vatican. She brings the skills and frequencies of an exorcist and demonologist as well as of a medicine woman, medium, and bodyworker. That is why she conducts a subtle, dense energy and mature wisdom—that and her natural gifts. She was formally ordained in the other side of the religious spectrum.

Her participation in esoteric Christianity resonates through her Sicilian forebears—she is first-generation New World, and she incarnated at a critical three-century juncture in this lineage, so she carries its ancestral weight.

In 2001, before any of Laura’s plant work was published, she began receiving another locution, The Light of God. In her own words, “Before the dictation of The Light of God actually began, the spiritual process of understanding my own relationship to the light and the darkness had been taking place for a very long time. In my prayers, the spirits that have been guiding me told me of a book that I was going to write, or rather, that they were going to dictate to me. I had no conscious awareness of the content, but I had faith in the importance of the work that was to come.

“The dictation began in the year 2001. . . . It began with light. Then it was followed by darkness. And then the words came. And they came to me and they came through me; in many ways, and on many levels. From the time I listened to the time I wrote them down, the voice of God became a process. This process raised me up to different realms in the world of spirit. It brought with it ecstatic mystical experiences of the Divine as well as challenged me on the earth plane both physically and mentally.”

Laura self-published The Light of God in 2003, a dense weaving of sacred tongues and metalinguistic vibrations. It is filled with multiple levels of discourse, parallel and overlapping voices, biblical interpretations, and primary ontological issues and polarities within the Christian gnosis. It is no exaggeration to call it a combination of apocrypha and A Course in Miracles with chords of The Book of Mormon and Oahspe.

The Light of God is the only dictation Laura has published. Another dictation, as yet unpublished and about half its length, came to her as “The Nature of Evil.” (I hope to see it on a future Sacred Planet list.) Its vibration radiates through Affirmations of the Light in Times of Darkness, the elucidation of darkness as a way of God.

At the beginning of “The Nature of Evil,” Laura writes: “With some understanding of human relationship and the potential for it to serve mankind, we strive to understand the nature of evil, the responsibility of each participant, and the responsibility of God. We must first recognize that our search for this understanding is only present because we seek to know God in all His truth. God has always been representative of the light. Evil has always been representative of the darkness. We are as much of the light as we are of the darkness. It is for this simple reason that we desire to know what evil is and why it exists. In looking for these answers, we must reflect deeply on our relationship to the Divine, the relationship we have to others, and primarily, the relationship we have with ourselves. If we are looking to define evil by searching externally, we are missing the opportunity to fully understand and embrace its nature. When we begin to explore these precepts, we will acquire the knowledge necessary to interpret the nature of evil differently from how we have been. We will begin to see how both the light and the darkness of God work co-creatively to support human potential and spiritual growth. . . .

“I am here to guide you into the nature of evil, into the nature of yourself, and into the nature of God.”

I hope that you get by now why Laura Aversano’s affirmations are not your everyday New Age credos or an Aquarian version of the Andrews Sisters’ “Pack up your troubles in your old kit bag / And smile, smile, smile.”

She speaks from the heart of Creation, the heart of danger, the depth of the Divine in all of its excruciating, ecstatic contradiction.

This provides Divine solace in the face of darkness, grief, suffering, and separation from God, in the face of COVID and civilizational dissolution. Laura can’t do it alone, but with God, she holds space.

Stop and consider how profound that is: HOLD SPACE. The space is our own, but she can hold it.

I experienced this once when we were talking on the phone. “Feel that,” she suddenly said, “do you feel how it just shifted?” What had changed was the motion of the tree outside, the sunlight, the texture of the air—silence, sound, and the nature of being.

When a friend did a session with Laura at my suggestion, she found her actual words mundane, generic to a woman her age, and was about to blow them off. Within hours, something so extreme it was unimaginable happened. It wasn’t just an internal shift; it was an actual thing in her social and professional world. She was astonished. “How did you do that?!” she called to 
the non-present Laura. While Laura had been engaging her attention with meanings, she was holding silent space for her energetically. And then the world changed.

So it will be when you encounter the affirmations, lessons, prayers, mottos, vibrations, and locutions in this book. Do not go at them as honey or candy or radiance; do not take them as anything. Let them hold space for you; then claim your space within their vibration.

RICHARD GROSSINGER is the curator of Sacred Planet Books, a member of the Inner Traditions editorial board, the founder and former publisher of North Atlantic Books, and a founding copublisher of Io, a seminal interdisciplinary literary journal that ran from 1964 to 1993. He attended Amherst College and completed a Ph.D. in ecological anthropology at the University of Michigan. He has written more than thirty widely acclaimed books on alternative medicine, cosmology, embryology, and consciousness, including Dark Pool of Light: Reality and Consciousness, The Night Sky: Soul and Cosmos, and Bottoming Out the Universe.



PREFACE

I was born in a lineage of seers and what I call spiritwalkers. Transcending time and space while interacting within the spirit world and unconscious states of humanity seemed like my birthright from the moment I came into this world.

When I was little, I would play in the alcove atop my bedroom closet. I often used to think that I was dreaming while awake, since I would see and speak with people that no one else in the house seemed to notice. Alternate realities, various lifetimes, and prior incarnations became my vocabulary, my blueprint for existing, even as a child so young. I remember telling my mom about my special friends who would visit and play with me. By the time I was six or seven, I had developed a keen interest in the afterlife and in souls who could speak and connect with us from beyond the veil. I remembered lives I’d lived before and told my mom how I’d died in some of them—and how I persevered in others. Names from history would cross my lips when I was still learning how to read. My curiosity about ESP was strong, and I hungered to know more about crossing the veil, time travel, and how to move to and from dimensions. I became fascinated with mysticism even though I didn’t refer to it in the appropriate vernacular. I was raised Catholic and was very keen on understanding the healing abilities of Christ and the saints. I thought my interests were the same as my friends, but I realized very quickly in second grade, when I began speaking of such things, that perhaps I should keep quiet.

My mother became my guide in this world. She held space for my growing abilities, sometimes consciously and sometimes not. She later shared stories with me about how she would protect me from spirits that she felt came to bring harm to one so innocently young.

My mother was raised in Sicily. Her maiden name translated from Latin means “one star.”

She too was born a vessel for healing through her ability to see beyond the present.

As a young child, she would awaken in the middle of the night to see the Holy Mother standing at the foot of her bed. Most of the time she thought she was dreaming. Her visitations became my visitations.

She remembers traversing the streets of Sicily praying, and sometimes people would follow. There is even a story that my mother appeared to have died. She collapsed with no apparent heartbeat and was prepared in burial clothes and placed in the middle of her childhood home for visitors to come and pay their respects. Some time had passed, and she woke up as people were praying over her body to the shock of onlookers and family. Stories like this run in my family—mysterious illnesses brought on by spiritual manifestations, many of which have impacted my own physicality at various points in my life.

Thus my path seemed to be destined for me as a spaceholder in my lineage, one who would continue where my ancestors left off. I have spent many years, through both traditional academic settings and mystical encounters, trying to understand the dynamics of good and evil in both this world and beyond the veil. What I have come to realize is the ability for me to hold space in any realm affords me the blessing of Presence, the blessing of the Divine. Holding space has become a discipline for me and for my writing. And that is what I hope to achieve when you read my words—the ability to hold space in both the darkness and the light for us to heal individually and collectively.
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LIGHT CALLING FROM THE ABYSS

“Come a little closer,” the darkness said, “I want to see your light.”

“What is there to see?” I quivered.

The darkness looked bemused and took a step back as to not frighten me so. “Your perceptions of me are unfounded, rooted amidst desperation in trying to understand who you are.

You are as much afraid of me as you are of your light. Those heavy emotions that permeate your soul when left to despair, powerlessness, and hatred make me out to be something that I am not. I don’t fuel those emotions within you. You do. You give those emotions power over you and then project blame onto me. And all I want to do is simply help you understand the balance between your light and me. And in order to do that, I need to get closer to you. Sometimes that may not be so comfortable, for both of us. As afraid of me as you are, I find myself a little frightened of your light too.”

Seeing how vulnerable darkness was becoming, I walked closer to it, more curious of its nature. “How could you be afraid of my light? Look at all the harm you have perpetuated throughout humanity.”

“I didn’t cause humanity to suffer. Humans and their interpretations of me, their ability to choose—that is what caused their suffering.

“I have been and always will be a silent partner in the midst of Creation, only ignited by what humans fear most and acted upon by misguided thoughts.

“From the moment your soul felt abandoned by the Divine, you conjured up a manifestation of me to fill that void. My voice wasn’t mine anymore. It became some construct of the collective used to further separate you from yourself, humanity from its collective soul.

“I search the universe, haunted by humanity’s need to make me something I am not.

“I yearn to be that silent partner again in the midst of Creation. To stand by your side, holding hands with your light, understanding it as much as I want to understand myself.”

I paused for a moment and then extended my hand.

Darkness, even more humbled by my offering, reached for it and came closer to me.

“I’d like to get to know you better,”

I said. “I’d like that too.” The darkness smiled.

As we held hands, our fears slowly began melting away, and the nature of the universe felt like home again.
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The one thing I am constantly reminded of by the spirit world is that grace never leaves your side. In those darkest of moments, when every perceived reality in your experience only reinforces a loneliness that brushes incessantly upon your soul, we can choose to remember the sacred silence we are birthed from. Portal to portal, heaven to womb, womb to earth, earth to dust, dust to resurrection. Grace is the nectar that carries you between realms, from those in the ethers to the internal landscaping from which your thoughts and emotions flow. I know this year has been incredibly challenging for many. Grace soothes the chaos and calls it back home to God so that it may be held in Divine Providence, lessening its blow so that in its mercy, the chaos softens. And within its softening, we can be molded by the light. May you all feel the light of grace surround you.

[image: image]

Every time the moon revolves around the sun, it whispers sweet nothings into her ears. If only humans did the same with one another.

[image: image]

You are stronger than your wound.
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You are birthed from both light and darkness.

From the wombs of your mother and her mother before her.

From the sins of your past and those of your lineage.

From the sacredness that has enveloped your soul and carried you though every incarnation.

You are birthed from the rawness of innocence and the darkest of mysteries.

From the unbridled rage that permeates collective generations

To the forgiveness that ambles gently behind it.

From the angels that hear your fervent prayers

To the demons that abscond with them.

You are birthed neither male nor female,

But of flesh, bone and blood,

To which you have ascribed an identity that pulls you away from that which you truly are—

A fertile energy from source, emanating polarities of universal threads,

Encompassing good and evil.

One day, you will come to accept all that you are.
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When you stand at the threshold of loss, there will be this inexplicable force pulling you into the abyss of night, compelling you to fall deeper into the unknown.

Where emotions run rampant until overwhelm takes hold of every sense of your being, rendering a feeling of powerlessness amidst every facet of your identity.

You wait, with trepidation, until you feel twinges of anything recognizable that makes you feel somewhat human again.

This loss, so destabilizing, so unavoidable, empties you into nothingness like no other you have ever encountered.

Unable to be remedied by human understanding, this loss needs the one thing to make the unknown somewhat gentler for you, somewhat less terrifying.

It needs grace.

When you stand at the threshold, may you allow grace to walk before you, beside you, around you and within you.

May it compel the powerlessness that you feel to see the light calling to you from the abyss, shedding any remnants of a past identity so that a new identity may rise from the ashes.

May it shelter your humanity so that what you perceive outside of yourself is fleeting, allowing loss to become part of the whole, part of the light without your losing yourself amidst the darkness.
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I find that once people become familiar with their own darkness, they find it hard to let it go. At times, it provides them with a sense of empowerment and safety they have not known before. Embracing the Light can be a more frightening experience. 
When held in the threshold of the Divine, any darkness can serve a higher 
purpose, as it allows one to return to the Light if one is willing to surrender 
and learn from it. My prayer is that we all create a space for the darkness to 
birth a new way of seeing, sensing, feeling and relating. May our darkness find 
the balance it needs to serve humanity as opposed to igniting chaos. May we stop 
projecting our sense of powerlessness and feeding that place inside of us that 
feels bound to a reality that we continually create with our fears. May we 
respect the teachings of the Masters within us, our thoughts and emotions, with a humility that births Creation and not destruction. Darkness can perpetually serve the darkness, or it can evolve to serve the Light of God. Which path do you choose?
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I remember the day I asked God a question.

I was waiting for Her usual reply of yes or no, but instead She whispered into my ear, “I don’t know.”

Her response sent me spiraling into myself, into the unknown, into a world of possibilities amidst every realm imaginable.

I began to resent Her. More so, I began to resent myself.

Then I paused for a moment, a long moment.

I took a deep breath and realized that was the greatest gift I ever received.

“I don’t know” opened up doors to such sacred places inside my heart and mind that I burst with enormous tears of joy at the immense sense of empowerment those few words brought to my soul.
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There are moments I choose to see limitations as God’s way of setting a boundary for us that we aren’t aware we need at the time.
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You are not feeling threatened by life. You are feeling threatened by the unknown. There is a difference.
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I don’t see this as the end of the world. I see this as the end of old ways and patterns—patterns that governed our archaic ways of thinking, loving, experiencing, forgiving, and just being. I see this as a time of expansion beyond what we deem is humanity toward a more sacred existence that infuses our relationship with each other with more grace than we could ever have imagined.
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Don’t shelter me from the storm.

Instead, teach me to be still

As it quivers amidst my strength.
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I trembled my entire life until I felt that tabernacle of holiness had never left me, leaving me with a semblance of self I never thought would exist only, to find a constant companion in the eternal quest within.
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The sun never realized the light of its own being until it paused one day to see all that had blossomed in its path.
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The earth is helping us to understand the difference between entitlement and humility. The virus itself is also learning the same lessons.

The energies being created through this virus will ground themselves into the genetic matrices of both humans and the earth alike. Years down the road, our bodies will have learned lessons they needed to learn to be in relationship with what we perceive now as a threat to our humanity.

I wonder if the virus feels as threatened as we do with its possible eradication. A living and “breathing” intelligence is working to understand its role in the universe, its own relationship to humanity, and its relationship to its own survival.

Entitlement and humility, a balance, one day, perhaps.
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“Follow me,” the darkness said.

“Why?” I quivered.

“Maybe I’m what you need to remember your light. There are easier ways, but your nature is curious and your inadequacy great.”

I pondered for a moment.

“Will I truly remember?”

“It’s up to you. But once you remember, I will not look the same anymore.”

“Why not?”

“You will no longer have the need to see me in the same way. To explore me with the same mind, to listen to me with the same heart. I will not be something you fear, but a constant companion, ready to remind you that I too was once light. But I lost my way. I chose another path. I seek you out to remind you of what I once was. You seek me out to forget who you truly are. We need each other. We always will.”
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There are days I want to be a solitary raindrop amidst the impending storm, whose power and might lie within its intrepid stillness.
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Your path has been witnessed already

By those who have met God.

Honor the unknown.

[image: image]

Your life needs you.
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An act of mercy can humble any darkness.
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Piece by piece, you gather yourself gently until your life story becomes one that you are no longer afraid to tell.
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We may not always get the chance to write our own story, but we have the power to choose how to tell it.
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There will come a time when you lose interest in telling your story from that familiar wounded place. You will lose interest in those perceptions that keep you shackled from living an authentic life. You will lose interest in repeating words that dampen your spirit and continue to hold you accountable for pain that no longer serves you.

There will come a time when your spirit wants to soar with reckless abandon in the creation of a new story. The images might be the same; the words might be familiar. The wound will still be present. Your story will become more powerful than the wound because you have finally allowed it to be. The images and words will finally be given the space to find sanctity so that your story is not only birthed anew but made holy for all eternity.
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Inspired by a true story.

You.

Yes, you.

A love so luminous you burst forth into Creation,

And every star in the galaxy wept with tears of joy.

[image: image]

A story once told is never forgotten.

Even when the mind forgets, the wind remembers, the stars reminisce, the moon smiles, and the heavens share your story with all Creation.

Be at ease with what you think is lost, for all your memories are held by the holiest of friends above.

Your story will always be sacred.
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Your footprints will tell the truth of your story long after you are gone, even when the words you speak in this lifetime cannot.
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If you can’t change your story, change how you see yourself in it.
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The splendor of your innocence was never lost. It was simply forgotten. You were afraid to remember. Frightened of the perceptions of any darkness that scorched your memory of an innocence so Divine. Remember it again. Run to it. The splendor awaits your return to an infinite wisdom that never left you.

[image: image]

There is such beauty in the darkness, if you only knew where to look.
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There are times I don’t want the storm to pass too quickly. I yearn to feel its waves fall upon my flesh, humbling every thought and emotion within me that compels me to hold on, molding me into an emptiness I have never known before, only to have me rise with a profound sense of awakening, a fierce knowing of inner strength, an intrepid love of self. Yes, I am here, waiting for you.
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Don’t try to brave the storm all at once. One raindrop at a time. It will still heal you at depths unimaginable.
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Courage comes from creating a healing relationship between you and your fear.
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Our need for holiness becomes stronger each time we come face- to-face with our emptiness.
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The emptiness requires no effort to reach. Avoiding it will leave your soul in the darkness.
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The greatest obstacle you will ever encounter in this world is yourself.
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Anger untouched can lose itself amidst the need to justify a sense of powerlessness it has never understood.

It is an emotion that, when forged with fear at the very thought of its exploration, creates an identity around power even before we have a chance to identify it in its simplicity. Every emotion, in its raw state, has an innate and acquired innocence and offers us the opportunity to create spiritual and psychological boundaries toward evolutionary growth.

Do not be afraid of your anger.

You are more afraid of who you are in relationship to it than the emotion itself.
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Anger is not usually defined spiritually as a constructive emotion. Anger is an energy first and foremost. It is a fire energy that can either rise up from the earth element and evolve as it reaches the crown chakra or descend from the mind and distort itself as it reaches manifestation. It can also descend from the lower realms of the spirit world for those souls who are still working on their ancestral issues. It can attach to individuals and collectively to peoples as we all struggle to understand an emotion that has been a defining force for centuries when it comes to understanding one’s own power.
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