

[image: ]




[image: ]






First published by Sixth Books, 2013
Sixth Books is an imprint of John Hunt Publishing Ltd., Laurel House, Station Approach, Alresford, Hants, SO24 9JH, UK
office1@jhpbooks.net
www.johnhuntpublishing.com
www.6th-books.com


For distributor details and how to order please visit the ‘Ordering’ section on our website.


Text copyright: Nicola Jayne 2012


ISBN: 978 1 78099 701 8


All rights reserved. Except for brief quotations in critical articles or reviews, no part of this book may be reproduced in any manner without prior written permission from the publishers.


The rights of Nicola Jayne as author have been asserted in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.


A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library.


Design: Stuart Davies


Printed and bound by CPI Group (UK) Ltd, Croydon, CR0 4YY




We operate a distinctive and ethical publishing philosophy in all areas of our business, from our global network of authors to production and worldwide distribution.












To Love








Introduction


My name is Nicola Jayne. I am a naturally gifted psychic clairvoyant. I have worked with my gifts for many years helping to bring guidance, inspiration and peace of mind to many.


I have many clients who return to me time and time again, because they have found comfort and accuracy within my clairvoyance.


Many of the readings that I provide are through one to one private consultation. I also provide clairvoyant readings via email and post available through my website. All of these methods provide strength, guidance, help and comfort to many.


I built the website myself and I feel very proud of my achievement. I’m often quite astounded since only a few years ago it seemed such an ordeal to collect my e-mails. It all seemed to click when it came to building the website; the process seemed to flow when I followed my intuition and it all came together. I am pleased with the website as it helps reach out to even more people.


I receive many e-mails on a daily basis, e-mails for psychic and paranormal advice, healing thoughts or simply prayer requests. With each e-mail I receive I feel privileged and humbled. I always do all I can to help.


Through the art of meditation I have opened my mind to connect to and channel guidance from my Spirit and Angel Guides. I am a practitioner of Tarot and Oracle cards. I am also a teacher of psychic and spiritual development and of Tarot tuition.


I am writing this book based upon the psychic and spiritual development courses that I have taught. I have divided this course book into two parts.


Part 1: The 5 Points of Power and Wisdom and how the impact of this guided philosophy can positively affect your life.


Part 2: Practical Exercise, Intuition and Psychic attunement, the keys to tap into your own psychic awareness.


I have been guided within my teachings and felt compelled to put pen to paper and share this wonderful knowledge. I provide the steps for personal empowerment, a springboard for expanding psychic awareness and intuition.


I base my psychic development courses on a guided philosophy called the 5 Points of Power and Wisdom. These 5 Points help bring personal power, wisdom and enlightenment towards a personal journey of psychic and spiritual development and understanding.


The feedback that I have received from students attending the courses has been magnificent; I thank my Spirit Guides for their wonderful guidance. My brightest wishes are that this book goes further and helps many, many more find and ignite that inner light that dwells within us all.





The 5 Points of Power and Wisdom




1. LOVE


2. BELIEF


3. GRATITUDE


4. FORGIVENESS


5. SELF-CONFIDENCE This is my guidance. Now that I know this I am ready to Progress. I am ready to accept the concept of these words and the significance they will have on my life.


We don’t receive wisdom; we must discover it for ourselves after a journey that no one can take for us or spare us.


– Marcel Proust (1871–1922)





The 5 Points of Wisdom are simple steps of guidance for those seeking personal power and enlightenment. Like a pyramid the 5 Points of Power and Wisdom are a wonderful philosophy and deserve exploration. They serve to bring new heights of inner peace, power and fulfilment. These are the steps to the higher self and a higher state of conscious living. They will become a major landmark within your life. Take these steps today and seek a better life. You may have been looking for answers, but it may surprise you to know the answers have been there all of the time, within you, at the depths of your being. Now we can uncover these mysteries together.


Take the first steps on your personal path to inner empowerment, love, light, peace and inspiration. Let me illuminate your path every step of the way. I bring you love, joy, happiness, change and growth. Embrace these changes and also these challenges and let these 5 Points of Power and Wisdom impact your life as they have with mine and bring a new found sense of direction, happiness and abundance.


By following the 5 points you will feel a greater understanding for yourself and others, and feel a deeper connection of love and empathy. It is when we have made that inner connection with ourselves that we can progress in mindful connectivity of intuitive living and psychic awareness.




I am happy that I can help those who are seeking guidance, inspiration and direction in their lives.


– Nicola Jayne








The Journey


I have always been aware of feeling ‘special’ and from a very young age I have always found comfort in forces outside our immediate physicality. I have found that from the very first few seconds of life, taking those first breaths of alien air, the midwife smacking my crinkly red baby’s bottom to jolt those first gasps and screams. The trauma of life had begun. My foot was turned the opposite way around, and had to be broken and reset in plaster. I was this small baby with this great big white plaster of Paris cast on my foot and leg. It would seem even in those first days and weeks I was different, I was the odd one out of the babies in the hospital nursery.


This feeling would remain with me, throughout my life, that feeling of not quite fitting in, the feeling of being different.


As I grew, I became aware of an ‘imaginary friend’ or ‘Spirit Guide’. Scientists speculate that imaginary friends are just that, a figment of the ‘imagination’, only existing in the mind. Spiritualists on the other hand would regard such phenomena as ‘spirit friend’ or ‘spirit guide’.


Julie, who I regard as my spirit friend, was with me often, while playing in the garden, at tea time, at bath time and at bedtime. I would always insist my mum put dinner out for Julie too. She was even there when I set fire to the hearth rug. Back then, we lived with my Nana and Granddad Vin. It was a coal fire and I had observed the lighting of the fire with newspapers. I was just a toddler, and I had watched and learned. Sticking the newspaper into the fire it had quickly caught fire; I had become scared and dropped the flaming paper on to the rug causing it to set fire. Julie encouraged me to climb on to the sofa and quickly got me out of harm’s way. Julie was very real to me. I believe she was a Spirit Guide. Here to help me, to protect me, to help me settle in to my new surroundings.


Growing up I was aware of a ‘presence’ around me. I refer to this as like being in my own fairy-tale land, as nobody could ever understand me, or believe me. They simply couldn’t see what I could see. My family and close family friends would refer to me as being strange or the gatekeeper to Fantasy Island. In the end I kept quiet, keeping my visions and intuitions to myself.


Yes, I could see things that supposedly weren’t there. My lights were switched on in the night, and so was my radio. There was a man that sometimes came and smiled at me from the corner of my room; later I found that this was my Granddad who had died years before I was born.


The apparition of a nurse who came to visit me one night while away on a school trip, just seeming to appear, floating in through the door, a transparent, bluish haze. I had broken my arm earlier that day, and lay awake in discomfort and feeling homesick. There she appeared through the closed door, dressed in old-fashioned clothing from what would seem the 18th century.


Then there were the dreams, the lucid dreams. I would wake shaken with these thoughts and real life panic and know something dreadful was going to happen.


I’ve always felt advanced for my years. I’ve always felt a strange knowing and an inkling of events yet to come.


The drowning dream, I would wake coughing and spluttering trying to catch my breath. I now know that Spirit was trying to warn me of what was yet to happen. Could they stop this predator, or were they meant to anyway? I do know that on that night while I was taking my Sunday night bath for school, and that predator came stalking for his prey, he stole my innocence and left me choking. Over the years I have worked through these acts of abuse and hold no grudges. I have released the past and forgave. I only feel thanks for every experience because without them I wouldn’t be who I am today.


I dreamt of my friend Jane stood burning, flames engulfing her. I recall waking in a pool of sweat, wet through. I couldn’t shake these dreams from my head of the flames roaring around Jane’s feet.


One Friday evening, Jane had come to stay with her Auntie Margaret who lived in my street. We had been playing at my home very well with my toys, my mother had given us some chocolate cake and milk and all was well. Jane was happy and my mum and I got the impression that she liked coming to visit. After our cake we both went to visit her auntie in the flats nearby. I didn’t like it there, it was pokey and stuffy. Her Auntie was a real large woman with psoriasis all up her arms and legs; there’s nothing wrong with this, but to a nine year old I was convinced she was plagued or something. She always wore a smock-like dress, showing off her large psoriasis-covered arms and legs. Never the less she was a friendly woman. The flat was quite bare, and always smelled of stale tobacco and the dog that sat and scratched all the while. Jane’s uncle would sit in his chair and never move. He wouldn’t even move his head, focused on the TV, never uttering a word. Greased back hair with a roll-up in his mouth.


Jane stood chatting cheerfully about the chocolate cake she had just devoured as she stood in front of the fire. An electric fire with red bars hot and blazing. She was swaying side to side, happy and full of glee.


I noticed her blue floral print nylon skirt sway close to the fire, and in an instant I saw my dream, déjà-vu. It seemed within that same second Jane was ablaze.


Standing there screaming as fire tore up her legs, it happened so quickly; the nylon skirt melted to her legs and she was engulfed. The screaming was so intense and so horrifying it stayed with me for many years later.


I was surprised when Jane’s uncle moved the quickest. Knocking Jane to the floor and rolling her up in the rug that she had stood upon. I stood rooted to the spot, shocked to my very core. I’m not sure how long it took for Margaret’s voice to come filtering through to my consciousness, “Nicola! Nicola!”


The sound of her voice was like cold water being thrown into my face to rouse me from the shock I was slipping into. “Call the Police!” I ran home to have my mum phone the police. Not everyone had a telephone in those days. Of course at first they thought it was all in my imagination!


But after realizing that I was shaking and very upset they quickly acted. I never saw Jane again, and her Aunt and Uncle moved soon after the accident, but I did hear that after a long period of recovery she was able to walk again.


I felt very guilty for what had happened to Jane. I felt like it was somehow my fault because I had dreamt about it. I wasn’t sure how to cope with my emotions about this. Why would I dream such things, especially if I could not help to make things better?


Now, when I have those moments of déjà-vu, which I often do, I realize it is the universe letting me know I am on the right path.


I found I became very secretive about everything. It no longer felt good to have this fairy-tale world around me; nobody believed anything I said. I began to tell lies about things that were really happening because nobody would believe me. I was tagged as being ‘Queer’; I just grew distant and started blocking everything out.


As I got older and life tainted me, I began to lose touch with my spirit friends, and with my visions, until it all became a distant memory. My life was tough, and I found I had many hurdles to climb.


My childhood had been tainted with abuse, and this had only added to the way I had withdrawn, the feeling of being helpless; I wasn’t able to confide in anyone. Who would believe me anyway?


Although looking back I now know it was essential for me to experience pain and joy, suffering and salvation, distrust and truth.


It was when the tides of life had come crashing against my sides leaving me truly vulnerable that Spirit showed up again. It was time to find my calling.


My life was very turbulent. I had suffered an abusive childhood, and walked into a relationship that was aggressive and violent. I had become self-abusive and self-destructive. Hope was just a word without any real meaning. I could not seem to break the cycle I had become trapped in.


One evening I was at home with my family eating our evening meal and the phone rang; we left it to go to voicemail. The voice on the machine was a voice from the past; it was one of my abusers.


It was such chilling moment; he had my phone number, and did he have my address? The sound of his voice and the threat and fear that this brought to me sent me into such shock and panic. I went upstairs and saw my daughter who was about the same age as I had been then, ten or eleven. I walked into the bedroom and my body collapsed into a state of panic, I couldn’t breathe, and my limbs were shaking.


I was having terrible flashbacks and nightmares of the abuse I had suffered in my childhood. My anxiety was through the roof, I was literally a nervous wreck. I couldn’t eat, sleep or go out. I stayed in my room because I felt so ill. I sought medical help and was told I was suffering with post-traumatic stress and anxiety. I’d just had a nervous breakdown. I was given medication to help me sleep and alleviate the symptoms.


A couple of weeks later I was upstairs cleaning up and the phone rang; it was him. He wanted to see me. He had missed me. I couldn’t take it anymore. I put on my jeans and shoes, packed a bag, and took myself off on the train to Liverpool, some two and a half hours away.


When I arrived at the station I called him to come and meet me. We went for a drink at one of the bars in Liverpool Lime Street Station. I told him not to call my home again and to stay away. I told him that what he had done was wrong.


I guess I was there looking for an apology, but it never came. He wasn’t remorseful at all. He told me it was our little secret and that I was still his girl. He saw it had been his place to give me love because he felt my mum didn’t love me or give me any attention. He felt it had been his place to do this, and it was not wrong, and that ‘I’ had allowed myself to become a victim. He also told me that he had an axe strapped to his leg, and tried to persuade me to leave with him.


When I looked at him, I saw nothing but a broken man; I pitied him. An alcoholic, a criminal, he had nothing good in his life. He couldn’t even see that he had done anything wrong to me, a child all those years ago.


I kept an eye on the time. I knew what time the next train was leaving. I got up to leave, and made a hasty getaway.


In the days and weeks following I began to feel much better about myself. I began to build my life. No, I did not get the apology that I was hoping for, but I forgave him anyway. I released my past. He was not worth being angry over. I realized that he was a very angry person. He was heavily burdened, and was carrying enough weight for both of us. What he had done was his weight to carry and not mine. This was his karma! I heard that a few days after my visit he had robbed a bank and was caught. He was later charged with armed robbery and was sentenced to twelve years.


I came to realize I had to forgive the others too and then finally myself; I realized I could be free from the past. I was then able to move forward much more positively than I have ever done before. For the first time I was able to set myself realistic goals and see new and exciting possibilities. I felt optimistic.


In Tarot I really found my calling and a channel for my intuition and psychic visions. It was like once I accepted the help I was given from above, everything was really natural. It was not like learning, it was like revisiting. The knowledge seemed easily gained.


Through meditation I have learned to centre myself, to connect and find inner peace and calm. I have been able to deepen my perceptions and wisdom. I have made connections with Spirit Guides and gathered a wealth of universal knowledge.


Through Tarot and other psychic exercise I learned how to become a really bright channel, sharpening my intuition and senses.


My journey has been beautiful, challenging, healing, transforming, inspiring and enlightening.


I have shed my past, like a butterfly emerging from a cocoon, finding light, beauty and love.


Most importantly, I have learned that nothing is impossible, there are no limitations.




There is a place within you where there is perfect peace.


There is a place within you where nothing is impossible.


– A Course in Miracles










Part 1


The Philosophy




Like attracts like.


Whatever the conscious mind thinks and believes the subconscious identically creates.


– Brian Adams, How to Succeed











Love




Every moment is made glorious by the light of love.


– Rumi





On my journey I have learned that only love is real. A true mystic will find a way to discover the truth and most loving outcome in any situation. Learning to find deeper ways and new depths to the being is the path to enlightenment.


Take a moment to imagine a life without love. Just imagine a situation or a time when you were in a place when you felt totally abandoned by the emotion of love. Take a moment to think about this. If your response is anything like mine then you will wince at such a memory; it is not a good thought process to think about or to imagine being without love. Because being in the absence of love is an unnatural process. If love did not exist then there simply would be no life.


I was once recommended a book by a very wise lady, she also told me I had a lot to give, I would help others, write a book and that I was deeply spiritual and psychic. This lady later became my friend in life, Maggie Sparke, a gifted Clairvoyant and Teacher. The wisdom and input that she has given me throughout my life has been priceless, and I love her dearly.


The book she recommended was A Return to Love: Reflections on the Principles of a “Course in Miracles” by Marianne Williamson. This book was the turning point for me; it really changed my perceptions.


I will not pretend to be a scholar of A Course in Miracles because I am not, although I have studied a little, just as much as I have studied Christianity, Kabbalah, Mysticism, Spiritualism, and other practices; I take what I feel I need to learn, disregarding the rest and move on. I feel there’s only so much you can learn in one place, learning comes from experience, experience comes from living, growing and loving.


I was brought up as a Christian, and attended Church of England schools and church. My mum was approached by the Mormon Missionaries and we attended the church of the Latter-day Saints. I was baptized a Mormon when I was eight. I was fortunate enough to have had a fair and good experience of religion. There was a family who lived in our street who were Jehovah’s Witnesses and they came to the house selling The Watchtower Magazine, a publication from the church of Jehovah’s Witnesses.


I raised questions about this religion also; my young mind tried to grasp as much as it could about the many different ideas and concepts about God and Religion. The only conclusive idea I came to was Faith and Love were at the core of them all.


The idea of God, Jesus and the Holy Spirit seemed both mysterious and comforting to me. The Mormon missionaries had played a large role in my early learning. The brothers and sisters of the church would often be present at my home, teaching us stories from the bible and the book of Mormon.


I was once told by one of the kind brothers that, if I ever felt alone or afraid, then I should pray and ask for the presence of the Holy Spirit to be with me, and then I would be provided with comfort and company. The next time I felt fear and loneliness, I prayed for the presence of the Holy Spirit to come to me, and I swear I felt a presence with me, a strange comfort.


The Mormons also offered life learning skills that I have never forgotten, that I have taught to my children now. For example it was under these circumstances that I was taught the value of ‘Family Home Evening’. This was one of the core values and I have adopted this as one of my own family values.


One night a week was to be set aside to be spent with your family, a family meal, a movie or games. Family time is important to me; I give my time only to my family here, it’s all about strengthening bonds of love, especially as families grow and children become older.


As children grow into teenagers and young adults, their bodies and minds go through many changes. They become confused, angry and emotional as they try to make sense of their own identities. Because these adolescents are experiencing various strong cognitive and physical changes, for the first time in their lives they may start to view their friends, their peer group, as more important and influential than their parents or guardians. Because of peer pressure, they may sometimes indulge in activities not deemed socially acceptable.


To quote the respected Irish-born author, James ‘Herbie’ Brennan, the author of many esoteric books including Astral Doorways and also children’s science fiction:




If there is one word to describe adolescence, that word is confusion. And when confusion is strongly felt it can easily impinge on your basic self-image. It’s a sorry picture: small … help-less … powerless … dirty … confused – and in particular bad cases, unloved and unwanted as well.





When we are growing our minds are sensitive and easily open to suggestion, we are at times easily led. It can be the harsh criticism of others that builds our perception of our self. If we don’t have a strong support, a strong sense of identity and self-confidence, that self-image will stay with us for a long time.


The home is an important aspect of adolescent psychology. Home environment and family have a substantial impact on the developing minds of teenagers. In the search for a unique social identity for themselves, adolescents are frequently confused about what is ‘right’ and what is ‘wrong’. It is now that family structure, boundaries and routine play an important part in the lives and minds of the growing children in the family. The adolescents within the family are so full of questions and doubts about themselves, constantly fearing rejection from their peers; it is at home that we provide a source of comfort, warmth, love, acceptance and understanding. It is on ‘Family Home Evening’ that we all find our bonds again.


My own daughter has suffered such an emotional roller-coaster ride. It really has not been fun for all involved; but despite the ups and downs, I have always felt it was most important to show her how much she is loved, and let her know the meaning of a good home.




The Family that eats together stays together.
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