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To my mom—you’re my inspiration, cheerleader, and best friend.
I wouldn’t be who I am today if not for your love and guidance.





PROLOGUE



We are here with you. We are always here. Even when you don’t feel us or don’t think we are here, we are still with you. We want to help you grow and learn. We can help guide you and will be with you and protect you, if you ask. We do not want to interfere in your life, so we don’t take action unless we are asked. But if you do ask us, if you reach out to us, we will respond.


However, we don’t always respond the way you think we should. We continually come from the perspective of what is the best for the highest good. So that may mean that you won’t win the lottery— even if you ask for that one million times.


We love you. We want you to learn and grow. We want you to reach a higher level of consciousness in this lifetime. Our goal is to help you get there. So when “bad” things sometimes happen, please recognize that they are tools or mechanisms to help with your growth. Ask yourself, What is the lesson that I am supposed to learn from this situation, from this pain? There is always a lesson. In most cases, people do not grow, change, and transform when everything is going well. It takes some type of change, some type of hardship, to help that happen.


But remember that we love you. We come from a place of complete and total love.





INTRODUCTION



I was hit by a minivan yesterday, November 2, 2014, while crossing the street. I had the walk signal and was in the crosswalk. The driver didn’t actually see me until I was up on his hood. It was only then that he slammed on his brakes and I went crashing down onto the pavement, landing on my mouth, chin, hands, and left knee. Somewhere in the process, I broke my heel and a bone in my left foot, injured my foot muscles, and got a number of stress fractures around my ankle.


Believe it or not, it was a magical experience.


Let me start off by saying that I’m nobody special—or at least not any more special than every other person on the planet. But I do believe in magic. And the power of the universe in our lives.


This is a story about magic—everyday magic that exists in everyone’s life but that for many goes unnoticed and unappreciated.


I started noticing the magic in my life years ago: little synchronistic events and happenings that had me sitting up and taking notice. Tiny taps on the shoulder from the universe, saying, I’m here, and I’m helping to orchestrate your life so that your dreams come true and you realize your full potential.


This is a story about my personal journey and how, in one year, all of the magic threads in my life came together into a beautifully woven tapestry that I could never have imagined, let alone designed, if I had been left to my own devices.





CHAPTER 1

THIS TRIP WILL CHANGE YOUR LIFE



In June 2013, I told the man I had been dating for a year that I loved him. It was the first time I had said the words to him. He broke up with me the next day. Something about how I was fun to be with but he didn’t love me, blah blah blah. I was devastated. In retrospect, I realize that the breakup was a gift, but at the time, I was unable to see that.


We had been planning a vacation together in Hawaii. I decided that I was still going on vacation; I needed to get away and recharge. I didn’t want to go to Hawaii without him, but I had no idea where to go instead. Since my vacation was going to be in October, I decided that my destination needed to meet four criteria:


1. It had to be warm—there was no way I was going to lug around a heavy winter coat on vacation.


2. It had to have some type of ancient archeological or historical aspect.


3. It needed to be somewhere I hadn’t been to before.


4. It needed to be safe for a woman traveling alone.


I went to a small bookstore on Fillmore Street in San Francisco and browsed the travel section. Three guidebooks jumped out at me: Greece, Thailand, and Mexico. I took all three to the counter to pay for them. The salesclerk laughed when she saw them and said it was going to be one heck of a trip. Little did I realize how right she was.


I rushed home to read my books and plan my vacation. I never got further than the first book, on Mexico, which captivated me from the second I opened it. While I had been to Mexico City for work, I had never explored the Yucatán Peninsula and the Mayan ruins. The history of the region looked interesting, and from what I had read in the tour book, a lot of areas there were still off the beaten path. It sounded perfect. I booked a two-week vacation to the Yucatán and the Riviera Maya, using airline miles and hotel points.


Since it had been several years since I had taken a vacation, friends piled on suggestions for what to do, where to go, foods to try. One friend suggested that I get a Mayan-calendar reading. She had gotten one from a Mayan expert and thought it would be fun for me.


I hesitated, since I had just requested an astrological reading from a woman whom another friend had highly recommended. I normally didn’t do these things, and two readings at the same time seemed a bit of overkill to me. But eventually I decided, Why not? I was going on vacation, and the whole purpose was to relax, unwind, and get more in touch with myself.


I arranged for the reading and on the day of found myself looking forward to it. George, the reader, was very excited about our meeting. After walking me through my Mayan-calendar Tzolk’in day sign and tone, George shared what it meant about me. He told me that I’m the type of person who cuts to the chase, is very courageous and adventuresome, and often jumps into things without thinking. And yet, he said, somehow things always work out for me. George then started talking about how the timing of my trip was perfectly aligned with the changes I was about to go through. He said that I needed to find my voice, and that the trip would help me do so. He advised me to be open to anything that happened on the trip, which I knew wouldn’t be an issue for someone as adventurous as I am; to look for specific signs, such as the number eleven and monkeys; and to be ready for some major transformations. I was also to spend time with Ixchel, the moon goddess, and look for the rabbit in the moon. Finally, he shared with me some dates that would have a significant impact on my life.


He wrapped up the reading by saying that he had a lot more to tell me but that he couldn’t disclose that information until after my trip to the Yucatán.


Was this George’s way of getting repeat business? I wondered. I decided to take everything he said with a grain of salt and see what happened. In the end, what George told me did come true on my vacation—so much so that, halfway through my vacation, I e-mailed him and scheduled my next session because I was blown away by the events.


Equally amazing was the astrological reading I received a few days after my Mayan-calendar reading. The recording I received from Sue mirrored the reading from George—down to the exact dates. They both said the same things:


• I was beginning a new phase in my life, and my vacation would be the launching pad and turning point for my new life path.


• I would be in an apprenticeship for my new life path from October 2013 to early November 2014. This would be a highly creative, spiritual time of study for me to launch myself.


• In late October 2013, I would gain some inner spiritual clarity and new focus, and would begin dipping into my new life.


• January 2014 would be a heavy period for me, but a “new me” would emerge with double the enthusiasm for this new opportunity.


• February–March 2014 would be a time when I would begin to make decisions and changes to enable my life path.


• From May to September 2014, I would launch my new career.


As I compared the two readings side by side, I felt chills running up and down my spine. How was it possible that two separate people, with two very different reading modalities, were able to describe the same thing?


Magic.





CHAPTER 2

WHAT THE HECK IS  A SHAMAN



October 2013


I was counting down the days until my vacation. I worked as a business strategy consultant for a very large, international consulting firm and was based in the company’s San Francisco offices. I flew to a client location every Sunday or Monday and flew home on Thursday or Friday. My travel destinations varied wildly; over the course of my consulting career, I had worked with clients all over the world. The hours were long and grueling; I typically worked twelve- to sixteen-hour days and a little bit on the weekends. Clients expected that consultants like me could do in eight weeks what would have taken the clients eight months to do.


About a week before my vacation, I started to get a nagging feeling about my hotel. I had booked a stay at a Hilton in the Yucatán with points. As someone who stayed at a Hilton nearly every week of the year, I knew the routine: you get an e-mail confirmation of your reservation, an e-mail welcoming you to the hotel, a reminder e-mail, and so on. But I hadn’t received a single e-mail from the Hilton in Mérida.


Feeling slightly uneasy, I went online. Yup, there was my confirmation e-mail with the hotel address. But when I did a Google search, the hotel didn’t come up. I went to the Hilton website and searched there. Nothing.


I called my Hilton Diamond customer service rep to confirm my stay. After quite a few transfers and holds, I was connected to someone in corporate headquarters. It seemed that the Hilton had shut down the hotel in Mérida and had forgotten to tell me.


Extremely apologetic, they arranged for me to stay at the Intercontinental Hotel in Mérida—definitely a step up from the Hilton—at no charge. Glad that I had acted on that nagging feeling, I happily accepted Hilton’s peace offering. It sure beat the alternative of sleeping on a park bench somewhere.


As luck (or synchronicity) would have it, I wrapped up two client projects just before my vacation, so I left with an empty e-mail inbox. Flying without my laptop felt wonderful.


I spent my first day at the mother of all Mayan ruins— Chichén Itzá, the location of a pre-Hispanic Mayan city and a UNESCO World Heritage site, known for its large pyramid that the sun lights up with the feathered serpent, Kukulkan, on the equinoxes. It was hot, crowded, and awe-inspiring, but I also found it somewhat depressing, as the full realization of what the European settlers and missionaries did to yet another indigenous culture in the name of greed and religion hit me.


Throughout my exploration of the ruins and nearby cenotes (naturally formed, freshwater sinkholes, typically underground) and villages that day, the number eleven kept popping up and reinforcing my reading with George: my assigned locker at one of the cenotes was number eleven; when I glanced at my phone, it was 11:11; and the digits of my hotel room number at the Intercontinental Hotel added up to eleven as well. Each time an eleven popped up, I took it as a sign that I was exactly where I needed to be.


The Mayan ruins left me awed by the skills and talents of this ancient civilization, the quaint towns gave me glimpses into another culture and a much simpler way of life, the guacamole was to die for . . . but none of these experiences was as amazing as meeting the Mayan shaman.


It happened on October 14, my second full day there. I had returned from exploring Dzibilchaltún, a Mayan archaeological site with a wonderfully cool cenote that I greatly appreciated in the heat, and the coastal city Progreso. My cab driver suggested that I go to Plaza Gran to see the traditional dancing that was going to be held that night.


I decided to walk to Plaza Gran from my hotel. True to form, I got lost. However, the people of Mérida were so nice and helpful that I was soon on my way, accompanied by a local showing me some of the sights as we walked to the plaza.


Once we arrived, my impromptu guide told me that he needed to introduce me to someone. He led me to an artisanal craft shop around the corner from the plaza. We went up a flight of stairs tucked away in the back of the store, and he introduced me to Antonio, a Mayan shaman who worked there. When I turned to thank the man for helping me find my way, he was gone. I never got his name.


As Antonio and I looked at each other, I experienced an electric moment. It was a knowing, an understanding, that we were meant to meet. Antonio later told me that he had been waiting for me; the spirit world had told him I would be coming.


The first thing Antonio said to me was, “You have a very big heart.” He asked me what I did to make the energy of my heart so big, and before I could answer, he took my hand in his and curled his fingers around mine in such a manner that our fingers made a spiral.


He explained to me that this was the symbol of the shaman. He then showed me a mural on the wall that had that symbol on it and described how he had been marked as a shaman from his birth because of several signs:


1. He was born with a caul over his face.


2. His mother heard him crying while he was still in her womb.


3. He was born with a physical deformity (his right ear was deformed and deaf).


4. He had an unusual and distinctive birthmark.


5. He came from a family of shamans; both his father and his maternal grandfather were shamans.


Antonio explained that the Mayans believed in the chakra system, but one composed of twenty-one chakras: nine above the body, seven in the body, and five below the body—far more chakras than the seven most people think of. For healing and simplicity purposes, Mayan shamans concentrate on three key chakras: the sacral chakra, the heart chakra, and the third-eye chakra.


He then said that he was going to perform a shamanic healing on me. At this point, I began to feel a bit concerned. I had learned in the past two days that most merchants do not take credit cards, and I had very few pesos on me. But I decided to go with the flow and see where all this led.


Antonio took me to a side room that opened up off the retail space. There was no door, so I felt comfortable and safe being there. In fact, some shoppers wandered in during my healing session.


Antonio pointed to three stones—obsidian, amber, and jade—and asked me if I felt any energy emanating from them. I ran my hands over them and told him that I felt energy from the amber and jade, but not from the obsidian. He then explained to me that the stones correlated with the three primary chakras— jade with the third eye, amber with the heart, and obsidian with the sacral center.


At Antonio’s request, I stood at the end of the room, closed my eyes, and said my full name three times. He anointed me with some oils and then began chanting and working with my energy fields. He assured me that if I felt like I was going to fall, he would catch me. I did fall backward twice, and he caught me. I started falling back a third time but resisted.


He then had me lie down on a brightly colored Mexican blanket and placed the three stones on their respective chakra points. He continued chanting and added in some whistling and flute playing.


After a while, he had me open my eyes and told me that my energy was blocked, and why. When he started to describe in detail something that had happened to me when I was three years old, and another event that had happened when I was an adult— neither of which he would have had any way of knowing about before we met—I realized that he was the real deal.


He continued to work to remove the blockage and encouraged me to release any emotions I had. At one point, we put the healing on hold and went across the street to an Oxxo store (similar to a US 7-Eleven) and bought two chicken eggs that Antonio said we needed for the healing, and a candy bar for me because I was hungry.


Antonio had me shake the raw eggs so that I was familiar with how they felt and sounded. He then took the two eggs and ran them all over my body’s energy fields, over and over, for at least twenty minutes. When he was satisfied, he had me shake the eggs again. They felt heavy, as if they were filled with gravel, and made a loud thunking sound. The eggs had absorbed the pain, negative energy, and emotions that had been locked up inside me. If we cracked them open, Antonio explained, the eggs would be either blood red or black inside.


As Antonio continued his healing practice on me, I suddenly felt a huge release. A wave of emotions swept over me—anger, joy, guilt, sadness—and I saw a vision of a snake slithering down the side of a pyramid. I felt shattered but also had an incredible sense of relief and peacefulness.


Antonio asked me to say my name three times to close out the healing ceremony. As I finished, he said, “Good. It is good. I can hear you now. You have found your voice.”


That blew me away—hadn’t George said to me that I needed to find my voice on this vacation?


Antonio gave me some “homework” to do to help integrate the healing and continue to release any lingering energy that needed to go. And he thanked me, because by working with me, he said, he had been able to open up areas within his heart that had been blocked as well. It was the first time he had been able to fully open up to a client, he told me.


Antonio was covered in sweat—he had been working hard— and I was amazed to realize that four hours had passed. When I mentioned the time, he said he knew that. Normally, he explained, he did healings over a series of days or weeks, but the spirits had told him that he needed to do mine all in one night.


I was becoming concerned about the cost of the healing, so I asked him what his fees were. He replied that the healing was free. Shamanism was a gift that had been bestowed upon him, he said, and he needed to share that gift with the world. I thanked him profusely for his help and asked if there was any way I could repay him. He suggested that we get together for a cup of coffee in two nights so he could see how I was doing.


The following morning, I woke up feeling completely drained. My body didn’t want to move at all, and I would have slept all day if I could have. At the same time, I felt lighter and clearer than I ever had. It was an interesting mix, and I wasn’t quite sure what to do with it. I had planned a full day of sightseeing and had already arranged to have my driver, Carlos, pick me up. I decided to stick with my plan, but I wasn’t sure how well I was going to be able to handle crowds.


I needn’t have worried. The universe was taking care of me. I visited three Mayan archaeological sites, a museum, and a prehistoric cave that day, and at all of them I was the only visitor. I was able to wander around each at my own pace, enjoy the peacedfulness of the site, and continue to reflect on the healing from the night before.


George had told me to keep an eye out for monkeys, which would be a powerful sign for me. The museum that I went to was a living cacao museum. As the guide gave me my tour, he explained that the Mayans believed that spider monkeys gave the Maya the gift of cacao. For this reason, there was an enclosure with a handful of spider monkeys in it. As we walked by the enclosure, all of the spider monkeys ran to the edge of the cage and grabbed at my arms and hair. My guide was shocked. He told me that the monkeys had never done that before, that they typically ran to the back side of the cage to be as far away from visitors as possible.


I played with the monkeys for a while before we moved on. Immediately after the monkey cage, we walked by an enclosure with a deer in it. The deer also ran to me and butted its head against the wire until I spent time with it. By this point, my guide was looking at me with some trepidation.


Between the quietness and energy of the sites and the monkeys, the universe reinforced Antonio’s words and the messages from George. Everything spoke to me of transformation, shedding, and release. I realized that the day was also a gift from the universe—after the crowds at Chichén Itzá, Dzibilchaltún, and Progreso, the universe was giving me a day to integrate everything that had happened the day before.


This gift, this break from humanity, continued on Wednesday, when I traveled by a horse-drawn cart five and a half miles into the jungle to a series of underground cenotes. Again, I was the only person at each of them, so I was able to fully enjoy their stillness and sacredness. Climbing down to them was a physical sway for me to enter my subconscious; swimming in them allowed me to continue to release and cleanse any negative energy or emotions in me. I left feeling completely refreshed.


I met Antonio that evening at the Plaza Gran, and we went for coffee. He talked about my healing process and shared the differences he was already seeing in my energy and aura. We spent quite a bit of time talking about shamanism, spirituality, and the role of the mind and the spirit therein. The purpose of the mind, Antonio said, is to train it so that it focuses on those things that make the spirit sing and bring it joy—and to let everything else just slip on by without letting it get caught in the mind (and possibly cause a negative emotion in the spirit). Doing this enables people to live in a state of happiness, peace, and self-love.


I was very interested in learning more about shamanism—I had never heard of it before—and Antonio shared with me stories about some of the healings that he had done and the types of ceremonies he and other shamans did at the Mayan archeological sites.


When the time came for me to go, I felt sad. I was leaving the next morning for the Mayan Riviera and figured that I wouldn’t see Antonio again.


* * *


I was cranky and grouchy the next morning as I left Mérida. Carlos had offered to drive me the three hours to my new hotel and had suggested that we stop by Tulum on the way, but I wasn’t sure whether that was the right thing to do. Meeting Antonio had changed my perspective about what was important for this vacation, and I thought that by leaving Mérida I would be leaving those teachings behind.


At the same time, I began to torment myself by poking holes in the events of the past few days. Were they even real? What if this whole thing is one giant hoax for tourists? I wondered. But then I remembered the sincerity of Antonio’s explanations of shamanism and how he worked, the very specific and personal insights he shared with me about events that had happened in my life that had caused energy blockages in me, and the emotional and physical changes I had already undergone since the healing.


Universe, I asked, was this whole thing real, or was it a hoax? I felt the answer in my heart immediately; it bubbled up so rapidly, spreading through me like wildfire, that I knew what I had experienced was real. However, that only made me think again that leaving Mérida was a mistake. Was I missing an opportunity to grow and learn?


My mind went around and around for most of the three hours as Carlos and I drove to Tulum. Despite the fact that it was stunningly beautiful, with its archeological buildings built on a cliff overlooking the ocean, it was also a very sharp jolt back into reality, because the place was teeming with tourists and very persistent Mexican vendors. I felt as if someone had slapped me across the face—that was how sharp the contrast was between my time in Mérida and the visit to Tulum. I was happy to get back into the cab and continue on to the resort.


One of the things that George had told me before the trip was that the number eleven was going to show itself again and again to me, and that it would be a sign that I was doing what I was supposed to be doing. Every day of my vacation, the number eleven had shown itself when I was trying to make a decision. Today was no different. I continued to wrestle with my decision to come to the resort, rather than staying in Mérida, until I got my room key—which, of course, was for room 11. As I looked at the resort map to figure out how to get to my room, the building I was standing next to was marked as number 11 on the map. That ended my deliberation about going back and reinforced my thoughts that this entire experience had been authentic and life-changing. I also realized that if Antonio and I were destined to spend more time together, it would happen; I wouldn’t need to force it.


The resort sat right on the beach and had a Mediterranean feel, with lots of stucco and marble accents on the buildings. Winding pathways surrounded by palm trees and topical plants connected the multiple guest suites. A lazy, winding “river” snaked its way around each building; guests could lounge on rafts and let the current take them on a tour of the property. And the beach! It had pure white sand that stretched out in either direction for miles and offered stunning views of the Caribbean.


It was an adults-only resort, and, from what I could see, I was the only one there who was not part of a couple. That made for some entertaining conversations, since many of the hotel and restaurant staff were visibly confused about why a woman would travel by herself. I had experienced this phenomenon a bit in Mérida, but it was a bigger deal here. The staff continually asked me, “Where is your husband?” When I would reply that I didn’t have one, the inevitable response was, “Why not? You are so beautiful! No woman should be without a husband.” I chalked up their remarks to cultural differences and took them in stride, with good humor.


I am not much of a beach person—I’m Irish and have very pale skin that burns even when I’m wearing SPF 50 sunblock—but I fell in love with the beach at the resort that first night when I walked down and watched the nearly full moon rise over the ocean. The Maya revered the moon goddess Ixchel, and both George and Antonio had suggested that I spend time with her while I was at the resort. Meditating with the moon seemed to be the perfect way to do that. When the moon rose, it was surrounded by a shimmering ring that made diamond-studded ripples on the water. I vowed to watch the moon rise every night I was there.


And I realized, as I sat on the beach alone at this beautiful resort, that I wanted a life that was completely different from the one I currently had, doing my consulting work. I wanted one that had purpose and meaning and had a lasting impact on people, rather than one focused predominantly on helping Fortune 500 companies increase their profits. I just had no idea what that life was.


* * *


The next morning, the beach and the ocean called to me again. I relaxed on a lounge chair under a thatched umbrella that completely shaded me, and a very nice server kept coming by with frozen drinks to encourage me to stay.


When I went back to my room at lunchtime, I started Googling shamanism and the Maya. I wanted to learn more about the people, shamanism, and how it all worked. As I read, I felt my three energy centers that Antonio had worked on begin to vibrate and expand. A rush of energy passed through my entire body, overwhelming me so much that I began to cry. I had no idea why it was happening, but I let the feelings and energy flow through me until I was completely drained. My meditation time with the moon that night helped me relax and feel rejuvenated.


After spending an entire day at the resort, I decided to venture out the next day to Isla Mujeres (Island of Women), a small island off the coast of Cancún where Mayan women went to honor Ixchel. It seemed like a perfect place for me to go.


I hated it. The ferry docked, and dozens of vendors who wanted to sell me something surrounded me immediately. This was not the moon-goddess pilgrimage I had envisioned.


I wandered through the side streets and had some lunch, trying to decide what to do. I had just decided to get on the ferry and go back to the resort, when a local cab driver, Lorenzo, approached me and offered to give me a tour of the island in his golf cart. I was about to say no, but something inside me said to go, so I agreed.


He took me to the end of the island where the Maya had built temples to honor Ixchel. As I wandered around the ruins and the gardens, I felt the energy of the many women who had come to this exact location to offer their petitions and gifts to the moon oddess. I felt that I was a small soul in a long line of souls that had been there, and I recognized and experienced the cyclical nature of it all.


Lorenzo made sure I saw all of the major sights on the island, and it ended up being a good day. I was much happier when I took the ferry back to Cancún, and even though I was tired, I made it back to the beach and “my” lounge chair to watch the moon rise that night.


As I waited in the darkness, I saw the red lights of a cruise ship out on the horizon. As I watched, the lights changed into what looked like lava flowing down the sides of a volcano. The lava grew bigger and bigger, until I realized that the “cruise ship” was actually a bright red moon rising over the edge of the ocean through the clouds. I had never seen the moon that red before, and sat in awe watching it for close to an hour. As it rose, the moon’s color changed from a vibrant red to orange and then to yellow. I was so grateful to have been able to see it.


And, of course, I knew it was a sign. So I went back to my room to read up on red moons and what they meant to the Maya. Once I waded through all the posts about how the red moon could symbolize the second coming of Christ, I found a couple websites that tied the red moon to the Mayan hieroglyph of Muluc, a circle within a rounded square that is associated with water, and to Ixchel.


According to what I read, the red moon is a symbol of awakened awareness and self-remembrance that leads the viewer to become a receiver and a beacon for cosmic consciousness and signs from the universe. (I had definitely been getting those!)


The number that aligns with the red moon is . . . nine? That surprised me. I would have expected it to be eleven, given all the elevens that had been appearing before me. Nine apparently symbolizes the recurrence of great cycles and is the number associated with great teachers, such as Jesus, Buddha, and Quetzalcoatl, who work to help awaken consciousness in people.


I thought about these two things for a while and tried to integrate them with all of the other signs and things that had happened to me on my vacation so far. I was starting to get a very clear picture that my life was about to be transformed—or maybe already was transforming.


As I was preparing to go to bed that night, I got a text from Antonio. He had had a dream the night before that he and I were married shamans performing a sacred ceremony for the Mayans many hundreds of years ago, before the Spanish arrived in Mexico. He felt strongly that the dream indicated that we had worked together in past lives. I was starting to agree with him, and remembering my body’s physical reaction to reading about shamanism the day before further confirmed this in my mind.


The following morning, I lounged in my lounge chair by the beach. I could get used to this lifestyle! I tried to read but couldn’t concentrate. My mind kept reviewing all the different things that had happened in the past few days. I e-mailed George to schedule a time for us to chat. He wasn’t surprised to hear from me and told me that the energy of the Mayan god Bolon Yokte had been coming through to him for me. I wasn’t surprised, either.


I decided to visit the Mayan ruins of Cobá, rather than explore the city of Cancún, and left early the next morning. Cobá has strong ties to Tikal, appears to have been ruled by female leaders, and is only about 5 to 10 percent excavated—which meant that I could feel a little like Indiana Jones while exploring. I later found out that Cobá is also aligned with Bolon Yokte (bolon means “nine”).


The farther away from the Mexican Riviera we got, the more peaceful and “at home” I felt. Cobá was a delight—full of shaded jungle pathways that would suddenly open up onto a temple, a pyramid, or a ball court. There were very few people there, and given the wide network of pathways, I almost felt like I was there alone. I spent a considerable amount of time walking around the site and stopping whenever a specific area called to me. There was a peacefulness and tranquility to Cobá that, combined with the rawness and the noises of the jungle, allowed me to quiet my mind and just be. I felt as if I’d stumble upon an ancient Mayan around the next bend of the path. I let this energy flow over and through me until I was “full.”


My driver insisted that we stop at Playa del Carmen, a big tourist draw, on the way back to the resort. I wasn’t particularly interested—especially after the energy of Cobá—but went along with his suggestion. George had told me that I needed to find and buy a clear crystal skull while in Mexico (I wasn’t sure why), and I had yet to see any. I wandered around the touristy town and browsed the shops, looking for a skull, but couldn’t find one. I did, however, find another monkey, which sat on my head for some photos. I got back into the cab feeling a little defeated.


As we approached the resort, Antonio texted me and included a photo of himself—in front of a display case full of crystal skulls! I asked him where he was and told him I wanted a crystal skull. He replied that he was in the store where we had met. I had been so mesmerized by my experience with him that I had never even noticed the skulls. I asked him to pick one out for me; he did, and then told me that he would come out to the resort and deliver it to me the next day.


Antonio was exhausted by the time he made it to the resort the next night. It was nearly 11:00 P.M. His car had broken down, so he had ended up taking a bus. What would have been a three-hour trip had turned into a six-hour one.


The first thing I noticed was that one of his eyes looked black and somehow “wrong.” I asked him about it, and he responded that he was just very tired.


When he reached into his bag for the crystal skull, I was surprised to see how large the object was: at least ten inches tall and wide in the wrapping. He seemed a bit hesitant to unwrap it and told me that he had decided to get me something other than what I had asked for.


Inside the wrapping was an eight-hundred-plus-year-old stone carving of Itzamna, the Mayan god of creation, writing, and divination, who taught the Mayans how to use calendars and plant corn. Antonio explained that Itzamna was a primary god for the Mayans and was married to Ixchel.


The figure itself was carved from a million-year-old stalagmite from a cave that was sacred to the Mayans. Shamans—most recently Antonio himself—had used it in countless Mayan ceremonies over the past eight centuries. As I held it, I could feel both Antonio’s energy and the energy of the stone itself, which I imagined included the energy of the many other shamans who had used it.


I was so overwhelmed by this gift that I could hardly speak. Antonio told me that many people had wanted to buy the statue, but that it was not for sale. However, he felt strongly that the statue wanted to be with me, and, therefore, he had brought it to me.


We stayed up all night talking and then left for the airport and bus station together. Our parting was bittersweet. Antonio had had such an impact on me in such a short period of time that I couldn’t imagine my life without him in it and already hoped we could find a way to see each other again. I tried not to cry as I entered the airport with my precious gift inside my bag.





CHAPTER 3

EARLY LESSONS, PART ONE



I felt as if I had been gone for an eternity, instead of just two weeks. In fact, when I landed in San Francisco, I went into short-term culture shock. It was so different from the energy and pace of the ancient Mayan culture in which I had fully immersed myself that everything looked strangely new, bright, and shiny. I found myself staring at everyday objects and buildings as if I had never seen them before.


When I started working again, I realized that my life and career as a business strategy consultant didn’t quite fit me anymore, but I still didn’t know exactly what the transformation I wanted to achieve looked like. All I knew was that I was no longer using my work to define who I was.


I spent time every night that I was home meditating with the Itzamna stone that Antonio had given me. I began writing and asked Itzamna and Ixchel (as well as any other helping spirits that wanted to participate) to channel messages through my writing. They responded to me immediately.


Writing will help you articulate and clarify your role in this new life. It will be a powerful way for you to shape your future. For now, we will focus on what you need to do. In the future, we will help you focus on and help others. Writing is going to be a very important vehicle for you. Invest in lots of books, and spend time every night doing this. We are here to help you and want to communicate with you this way. You will have a tangible record of the conversation and can refer back to it whenever you need to.


For now, you need to continue to deepen your awareness of us. Do the rituals that you have been doing. Listen and hear what Itzamna has to say. Continue with your offerings. Write. We will bring people to you. Paul is the first one. [Paul was a new client who had e-mailed me that day through my life-coaching website.] You need to develop and hone your intuition so that you can be like flint/Etznab and tell it like it is.


I [Ixchel] am here, too. When you hold the moonstone, you are channeling me. Continue to look for me in the sky. Talk to me. I will help you as well.


We will help you bridge the chasm. Make time for us every day.


I decided to put my trust in the universe and all the helping spirits, and vowed to make time to meditate and communicate with the spirit world daily. I knew that my biggest challenge was going to be patience. I am not a patient person, and I like being in control. I prefer having a clear vision of whatever it is I am going to do, and then building a plan to get there. However, it was already clear to me that this would not be the case with this transformation. Itzamna and Ixchel had already told me that things would be revealed to me one step at a time, so I was going to have to trust and have patience.


As I began my trust-and-patience crusade, others around me began remarking on the changes they saw in me since my vacation—I had a “lighter energy” and was “just allowing things to unfold” around me. Given my type-A, Aries personality, this was a big change for me.


I relived my vacation in my mind and through my journal many times but decided to tell only a few close confidants about it. It seemed so magical and personal that I didn’t want other people tarnishing it. I was so focused on it that I could often barely make it through my workday. When I asked the universe what was going on, it responded, You need to take care of your physical self, the physical aspect of your self. We—Itzamna, Ixchel, and others—will take care of everything else for you. Just ask!


That made sense to me. I was exhausted. I couldn’t understand why, until one of my dear friends reminded me that spirit and energy-transformation work was exhausting. And I couldn’t stop crying. Itzamna and Ixchel were right—I needed to take care of myself. I turned over all the other aspects of my life to them and the rest of my helping spirits, with a couple requests:


1. I want my career and my work to shift over to spirit work.


2. I want to earn at least as much money as I do now, if not more. (Hey, it never hurts to ask, right?)


3. I want to truly help others.


4. I want to make an impact on and for the betterment of the world.


5. I want to be able to continue to travel for my work, but be able to travel on my own terms (when and where I want to go).


6. I would like to be able to work with Antonio, if possible.


The universe continued to bring me signs and teachings while I was working. My client job was taking me to Los Angeles weekly. On the last day of one of those trips, I returned my rental car and boarded the Hertz bus to take me to the airport. The driver started talking to me. It turned out he was from Mexico and most of his family was still there, but he had been living in the United States for many years. He shared how lonely he was and how he wished he could move back home.


As fate would have it, I was at the last terminal of the route and was the last person on the bus. The driver helped me with my bag and thanked me for listening to him. He told me his name, Luna, gave me a hug, and then “followed” me with the bus as I walked through the terminal, honking and waving his appreciation to me.


As I was chuckling to myself about his antics, the universe spoke to me:


All he needed was someone to listen to him, show him some compassion, and give him a hug. Hugs are so powerful! You did well. You helped him feel important and valuable. That’s a type of healing. It doesn’t take much, just some time and an open heart. And yes, he was a sign and a training exercise for you. Luna means “moon” in Spanish!


* * *


Antonio texted me when I got back to San Francisco. He had gone to the doctor about his eye (the one I had said looked black), and he needed to have surgery on it in January. He was nervous about it, and I didn’t blame him—eye surgery is pretty scary, and I had no idea how risky it would be.


Antonio also suggested that I come down to Mexico between Christmas and New Year’s Day. He had thought through an entire itinerary of Mayan archeological sites in Chiapas, close to the Guatemalan border. He described each to me: Palenque, a UNESCO World Heritage site known for its elegant, classical-style buildings; Yaxchilan, with its detailed stonework; and Bonampak, renowned for the beautifully preserved murals in its buildings. Antonio believed each would be instrumental in helping me increase my energy and power.


I was excited and nervous about the idea of going back to Mexico and spending time with Antonio, exploring Mayan ruins, but I checked with the universe and got a resounding yes. So I booked my trip, asked that the universe somehow bring me the funds I needed for the trip, and promptly had a meltdown.


This was the first actionable step toward . . . whatever. The unknown. My future. Given what Antonio had told me during my healing session with him, I knew that he knew me better than probably anyone else. He saw the real me: my soul and my energy. He knew things about me that very few others did. He knew what I was today, and, I sensed, he knew what I was going to become.


That night I had a dream:


I was with Antonio and was looking at his back. There were all these faint lines on his back, similar to rings on a tree. I asked him about them. He told me that each line represented a life that he had lived. He shared with me that I had rings, too, and showed me the rings on my back. He said that each of our rings that lined up with the rings on the other person’s back represented a lifetime when we were together, and then showed me all of the lifetimes we had spent together. There were a lot!


I continued to place my trust in the universe and tried to not worry about how I was going to pay for a second trip to Mexico. I knew the exact amount I needed for the trip, and had asked for that amount. Four days after I made my request, I received an e-mail from my company telling me that I was getting a bonus. After taxes, the amount was exactly the amount I had requested. The universe had a good laugh about that:


See? We told you we would take care of you. You don’t need to worry about your work or what it is going to become, or money, or anything. It will all fall into place. Anything you need, just ask us for it and you will manifest it. Your thoughts are powerful and are gaining strength. You will get more and more clients, more opportunities to practice and help people. Continue meditating and journaling. Write down your dreams. They are messages for you. Do not worry about anything. All of us—spirits, guides, gods—are working with, for, and through you. We will help you, and we want you to succeed. You must succeed. This is very important. Don’t ever doubt this. Trust in us; trust in the process.


Antonio is going to be a big help for you. He will be your strength, your support, and your pillar when you need it. Be open to this. Trust and love like a small child. Do not let the past and your fears get in the way of your future, your destiny. We love you. And you’re getting lots of spiritual hugs!


Whatever love the universe wanted to send me, I was open to receiving it.


* * *


My follow-up call with George was mind-blowing.


He started off by talking about the significance of the number nine, but quickly moved on to Mayan shamans. He explained that shamanism is an ancient testimony. While many are born to it and have it in their blood, merely being born into the culture is not enough. The culture of shamanism must be served, studied, and known. It belongs to those who love it, and the ones who study it are the ones who deserve it. Through study, the shaman can shake blocks.


The number nine was coming up for me now, George said, because it was waiting for me. It would bring maturity to my sight, and my soul would receive confidence and resonance to do my life work. He believed that I would reach my top resonance at an early time in my life and would use it to speak to people and unseat them. The resonance of my words, he said, could make changes occur.


He went on to say that today I was holding my words back. These words would come out when I studied. The time for me to speak was coming. I was to read and learn everything I could about the Mayans and shamanism.


When I asked George why, he said, “Because you are going to become a shaman. I am pinning you down as a Mayan shaman. You were given that stone figure for a reason. Antonio knows that you are to become a shaman; that is why he gave you the statue.”


I felt as if the world had completely stopped. Part of me was shocked, while another part of me realized the truth of George’s words. Hadn’t I been completely enthralled with the concept of shamanism since I’d met Antonio? Hadn’t I had visions of working with him and helping heal people? And what about the “extracurricular” studies that I had pursued years ago that had nothing to do with my current career: my master’s degree in natural health, the PhD courses I had taken in that field, and my training as a life coach? Heck, I had even considered becoming a doctor at one point in my life. As George’s words sank in, I knew that this was my life purpose.


Meanwhile, George was still talking. Studying and reading would teach me and tell me what to do, he said. He felt that I had the power of manifestation, and that my feminine energy would help me succeed. “Women have more love in the tip of their little finger,” he said, “than men have in their entire bodies. The power of this love is immense”


George added that I would be in an apprenticeship role for the period of the next morning star (January 11–October 24, 2014), and that Antonio had been appointed to help with my training and experiences. People would come to me for healing when the time was right.


George wrapped up by saying that I needed to find my life companion and soul mate. This would be my biggest challenge. This partner would help me meet my life purpose. He would meet me halfway so that we could both complete our mission.
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