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With love and gratitude to my parents…

Rev. Dr. Roland Travers Kamm and Mary Alden Kamm

You taught me to discover the extraordinary in the everyday; to be of service; to love unconditionally; and to always seek new horizons.


[image: Images]


Preface

Pictured aboue is the Tibetan Buddhist symbol for om, the universal harmonic of God. Notice that directly below the circle are two lines that resemble a bird’s wings. This symbol, with its suggestion of wings, expresses my intention for this book. Aviation engineers know the theoretical mechanics of flight and can help a person wishing to understand flight, but their experience is in the realm of theory. If you wanted to learn how to fly, you would prefer that a pilot teach you, and your best teacher would be someone who knew both theory and its application. Like other great philosophies, Buddhism teaches that in order for a person to achieve enlightenment, or God consciousness, he or she needs to apply both innate wisdom and the wisdom that has been learned from life and teachers. This book, too, is meant to offer ideas and principles and their practical application—so you yourself can learn how to fly.

All along my life’s path, I have been drawn into body experience first and later stumbled upon the literature to back up or validate my experience. This is perhaps the path of an empathic person. To learn something, we’ve got to get it into the body first. This way of experiencing life gives greater depth of understanding to our journey. Luckily, we are all empathic to varying degrees, and therefore this idea applies to all of us. In order for us to learn something, really learn and embrace it, we have to direct it into our bodies.

As a child I knew that all paths lead to the same door, and that there are just different ways to knock. My spiritual experiences in childhood demonstrated this to me very clearly. As I grew into an adult, a life-threatening illness brought forth many physical, mental, and spiritual challenges and experiences. Afterward, literature from ancient religions and philosophies helped me to be at peace with these soulful experiences and encounters.

Look again at the wings of the symbol for om. Just as a bird or butterfly needs two wings to fly to its destination, you also need two wings as you fly through your life toward enlightenment. One wing, the left wing, is your innate wisdom and the wisdom you gain from knowledge and understanding of the world in and around you as you experience it. It is your feminine nature, the divine mother who carries the consciousness of intuition. Your intuition and its further development will bring you greater knowledge of self and deeper levels of understanding, from which your wisdom will develop and grow.

The other wing, the right wing, is the masculine, the divine father, the consciousness through which action is applied. It is the wing of method.

My prayer is that this book will provide you with a sampling of both wisdom and method, which simply need to be awakened and recognized as already within you. As you read and work with what resonates for you in this book, I am confident that your own wings of wisdom and method will emerge, helping you fly home to your source with greater harmony and peace.


[image: Images]


Acknowledgments

Life not a solo act, although at times, we’d like to think otherwise. We need others to support, guide, and encourage us along the way. To that end, my gratitude goes to Cynthia Black and Richard Cohn at Beyond Words Publishing for believing in my work and its message. The opportunity to walk this part of the journey with you is a joy. To the “village” at Beyond Words Publishing who raised this book, my enormous appreciation goes to all. To the Managing Editor, Henry Covi; you made navigating the “big league” publishing industry seamless. To Rachel Berry, Marie Hix, and Carol Sibley, and special thanks to Julie Steigerwaldt for her editing contributions; many thanks to all of you for your long hours and dedication to this work. Sincere thanks goes to the staff at Simon & Schuster for their guidance and long-reaching arm.

To my literary agent Lynn Franklin: Lynn, thank you for standing with me through the years. I genuinely rely on your expertise and wisdom. I would also like to express my gratitude to Amy Armstrong, Sherry Butler, and Vivian Glyck. I am so grateful for your friendships, insight, and support; you have helped me beyond measure

To Mike Ashby: Thank you for your editing contribution. You masterfully sculpted this work so it could be presented to a larger audience. I could not have done this foundational work without you. Thank you! I also wish to offer my appreciation to Corey Deitz, John Kamm, and E. J. Sexton for their generous contributions of time and support in the realm of the Internet.

I would also like to acknowledge Dr. Gladys Taylor McGarey, “the mother of holistic medicine,” for her contribution to the original manuscript. Dr. Gladys, you inspire so many and our world is a better, healthier place because of you.

My love and appreciation goes to Sandra Janzen for being a person of destiny in the relay of life. You were the hand-off person, gifting me with a little book you thought I’d enjoy. Your act of kindness delivered what was “next” in my life and opened new horizons.

Finally, to those who stand closest to me: I want to thank my parents Mary and Rollie, my bother and sisters, John, Christine, and Kate; and my children Alicia and Christopher. Thank you for the love, joy, and laughter you bring to my life. To Geoffrey Morris; your love and encouragement to “stay on the path” has been invaluable. As Joseph Campbell said, “The privilege of a lifetime is to be yourself.” I’m grateful our family lives this way.

My heartfelt appreciation goes to my clients and students; it is for you that I share this message. I am honored to be a part of your lives. You are the true pioneers of healing.

May you be happy
May you be healthy
May you be free


[image: Images]


Introduction

The body never lies. It always knows the truth of any situation, because it is through the body that our soul speaks to us. The body is the temple of the soul.

My initiation into this profound understanding and into becoming a healer and medical intuitive—someone with the capability to determine disorders and diseases through intuiting and “seeing” energy—came wrapped in mind-searing pain and a life-threatening illness. Throughout this ordeal, a faint, long-forgotten voice revealed a wisdom hidden deep within that guided me through a miraculous recovery. My soul was crying out to me from the heart of my shattered temple.

In 1982, at twenty-six years old, I suffered through a painful and perplexing illness. Seven months earlier, I asked my doctor to examine a cyst located at the back of my head, something that had been there since birth. He assured me that it could easily be removed in his office and did so at that time. But we did not know that it was a rare kind of cyst. Only much later, after my illness had taken its course, did we learn that the cyst had formed while I was in my mother’s womb and was in fact the beginning of another child—my twin. Unfortunately, my twin didn’t form beyond a few cells. But those cells lodged in my head while I was developing, creating the cyst.

When my illness began, I awoke with a severe headache and vomiting. My doctor found no connection to the cyst that had been removed. Instead, the diagnosis was flu and a sinus infection, and he sent me home with medication and the usual instructions to drink lots of liquid and get plenty of rest. But with every passing day, my symptoms worsened. In five days I lost seventeen pounds from my relentless retching. A voice inside my head kept warning me that this wasn’t the flu, that something was terribly wrong.

Gradually, as the days passed and my illness progressed, I realized the wisdom of this inner voice. It was a source of strength that had once guided me when I was very young, but had since receded from my consciousness. For years, I had been too busy preoccupied with life—living out my role as mother, wife, and college student—to hear it. These demands had cut me off from my deeper self, my fundamental being, and my spiritual core, so much so that I had even forgotten the concept and was no longer tethered to my own truth and inner wisdom. As a result, the deepest and truest aspects of myself had been lying dormant for years. Now my soul was unearthing my long-buried wisdom, crying out through my illness.

Because I had lost so much body fluid from the constant vomiting, I checked myself into the hospital about a week after my illness set in. It was obvious to me that I had crossed a threshold. Diagnostic tests were run to pin down the cause of my mysterious illness. Then the pain in my head became unbearable, and my eyes started to protrude. My frustrated doctors frantically ordered test after test.

Lying in my hospital bed, I tried to listen more closely to my inner voice. Though I now knew there was something vital about its inner presence and its connection to my illness, I was frustrated because, although it murmured some form of internal distress signal from my soul, it offered no precise information about what was really happening. In the hopes of fine-tuning my inner voice’s message, I would squirm around, moving my legs up and down. I would try to swing one of them over the bed railing, but was too weak to move it all the way over. Sometimes I would let it hang off the bed until the nurse came back to my room and put it back. She would then pack pillows around me but there was no way my painful body could find comfort. My attempts to move around were futile, and I felt greater and greater unease as the pain in my head became thunderous and out of control.

I could feel the life-force energy that had filled and supported my body drying up. I knew I was facing death. As I clung to life, my heart reached out to hold onto my husband, parents, brother and sisters, friends, and my two beautiful young children, Alicia and Christopher. I wanted to watch my children grow up. I wanted them to remember their mother, and how much I loved them. I wanted to share with them the things I had been taught and shown as a child, which had meant so much to me. I was afraid I would only be remembered through some worn photographs, hardly capable of expressing my face, my actions, and my love for them. My body was soaked in panic as I lay alone and powerless.

Each time I gazed at myself in the bathroom mirror, waves of horror swept over me. Who belonged to this face? My skin had taken on a foreign color and texture, a sallow greenish-gray, and my eyes bulged ghoulishly from their sockets. The me I knew was disappearing, being replaced by someone who was beyond sickly. Where was I going, and why was I leaving?

On the morning of the eleventh day of my illness, I lay surrounded by my loving family and worried doctors. All of them sensed my impending death. As I observed the bewildered faces around me, I sensed that something inside me was changing. My inner voice was giving me clearer direction. And, as my inner knowing burgeoned forth with fresh awareness, I sensed a new journey unfolding. To my surprise, I no longer shared the concern of those gathered around me.

My awareness of physical reality, an imprisoning reality that I had constructed within the shallow limits of my five senses, was starting to fade. My spirit was beginning preparations for its transcendence. Muted impressions of peace began to weave through my body, and I knew that these sensations of tranquility were indications of what was to come. I began to realize that everything that was happening to me imbued with an exalted purpose and was orchestrated by some universal force.

Later that afternoon, when my family had left to let me rest, I was finally alone with this new awareness. The chronic sensations of foreboding were gone, and the pain, which had become a part of me, had transmuted itself ever so gently. My mind and sensations were passing through a gateway to a different dimension, a new level of consciousness.

Without warning or provocation, I began to witness with my physical eyes what I could only describe as my soul lifting up and floating away. Watching intently, I saw and felt the vigor of my soul lighten as it floated upward, forming itself into a beautiful, pale, bluish-white fog hovering four to six inches above my stomach and lower abdomen. All at once, this part of my body, from which my energy or soul had left, changed color to a heavy, sodden gray. I watched as the same process was repeated with sections of my legs and arms. It finally moved through the trunk of my body, engulfing me in a thick, heavy feeling.

I became aware of a system that consisted of multidimensional layers of my being, and I found myself attempting to identify the particulars within each layer. But they were only slightly perceptible. Interpreting them was difficult, as I had no framework or reference point for such an experience. Still, my curiosity pressed forward, continuing to observe and feel into what seemed to be four or five magical layers.

It was as if someone had turned on a movie inside my head. My mind’s eye, or inner vision, became extraordinarily lucid, and I was seeing in a strange and seemingly magical way. I could see the spaces between the walls of my physical body. Whether my eyes were open or closed, I could see the bones, the muscles, and the blood. While I continued to observe my soul pulling itself away from my physical being like taffy, my new inner vision took me into different levels of consciousness. At times I actually felt that I had some control over the process. Looking at the outside of my body, I could see energy moving in and around me. Turning my attention back inside my body, I was able to see into the bones and tissues of my legs and study the myriad colorful energies dancing all about.

I could visually telescope down into the empty spaces and watch with even greater clarity as my soul left what appeared to be the molecules and atoms that constructed my body. By some mysterious force, I saw deep within the infinitesimal parts of my body and observed the miraculous separation of spirit and matter.

Although I didn’t fully understand what was happening, I did realize several things. I instinctively knew that my role was to be an observer, to let things happen, and to pay attention: I was not to have much control over this vision. Still, I had no clue as to the origin of this projector-like way of seeing. Everything was transpiring so quickly.

It seemed as though my body’s energy was intertwining with something distant and unnamed. The light of my soul was also changing and I could feel its effervescent energy leaving. Ironically, as this bubbling essence lifted away, my heart felt lighter. I felt stronger, or perhaps it was my consciousness that felt stronger, as the sensation of my body continued to drift into a seemingly detached, heavy-feeling place of “nonexistence.”

Before this illness, I had been unaware of the river of energy that flowed inside me. Now I was conscious that this life force was beginning its unconstrained journey to its true home. An ancient, innate wisdom flowed little by little through my consciousness. Freedom and serenity suddenly swept through me and I knew who I was, where I had come from, and what my purpose for being was. More importantly, I was no longer afraid. Along with this awareness came its companion: peace.

Relief engulfed me like torrential floodwaters overflowing their once-restrictive gates. I felt drenched with serenity; nothing earthly mattered. My soul’s journey was simply moving to another dimension. Soon I would become once again a more aware and divine being of energy. I was returning to the place where God and I were one.

Bliss completely erased all prior concerns regarding my earthly existence. Now I knew I would always be connected to my family and friends. Because of our spiritual bond, they would never forget me. Thoughts, feelings, and memories would always keep us linked. We would see each other again. So often we think of birth as creation and death as an end. But the glorious peace I was experiencing within the multi-sensory levels of my being was by no means an end—it was creation ablaze! A lightness and interconnectedness with all souls filled me. I was dying and at the same time being set free.

A whirling sound drifted slowly into my ears and head, rising and falling melodiously. The tone encircled me with peculiar familiarity that felt comforting. Thoughts continually streamed through my mind, reassuring me that it was no longer necessary to suffer.

But my soul did not completely leave my body that afternoon. Instead I fell into a deep sleep.

Evening arrived, along with visitors. As they sat talking on the edge of my bed, their words passed over me. I was awake, but my mind was probing deep within, trying to remember everything I had experienced that afternoon. Had I been dreaming? My logical, rational mind tried to discount what had happened but my heart’s wisdom proclaimed the truth: This was a sacred rite of passage. My soul’s exodus had indeed begun that afternoon.

Late that night, hearing my cries for help, nurses raced into my room. I had gotten out of bed, gone into the bathroom, and come out screaming, “I can’t see! I’m blind!” My eyes were protruding from their sockets to a degree the nurses had never seen. Doctors were summoned and my family called. An immediate transfer by ambulance to another hospital twenty-five miles away was ordered.

I have no memory of yelling for the nurses or of telling them I was blind. Nor do I remember being loaded into the ambulance. But I do remember floating inside a womb of gentle darkness, a place of peace, warmth, and love that was reminiscent of the bliss of the day before. Now this sensation encompassed my whole being. I was surrounded by a warm, dark, gel-like substance that breathed life, yet held within it death—a void.

Then, as if arising from a deep sleep, my consciousness began to shift. A faint vibrating tone arose somewhere around me and grew more pronounced as it came closer. It raised no fear in me because it was familiar. I remembered its velvety feel from the day before. Suddenly I broke free from the restful state, vibrant and full of energy. At first, I didn’t recognize that I had no physical body, that it lay forgotten on the gurney. My soul and my consciousness were up in a corner of the ambulance looking down at a pale, grayish woman. I watched detached as the nurse leaned forward, listening for breath and calling out for me to hold on.

I was glad to be free of a body so obviously riddled with the scourge of disease. Hovering in the ambulance, I became aware that not even the ambulance’s tangible barriers could hold my spirit. I was actually able to float through the sides of the vehicle and still maintain a clear view of all that was happening.

Total liberation swept over me as I understood that I was returning to the domain of the spirit. At that point, I experienced an acceptance of my most recent past, causing an immediate emotional disconnection from the ashen body lying there. I now knew that this earthly body and existence were only a tiny part of the whole truth. Surrounded by a feeling of freedom and heading to my place of origin, I soared onward into a place commonly known as “the tunnel.”

Though I was flying upward at unparalleled speeds, my journey through the tunnel, which radiated striations of white, soft pink, green, and blue light, was not the least bit dizzying to my senses. Like a hurtling comet, I went through the earthly boundaries. The whirling sound was the same I had heard the day before. Having it wrap around me again felt penetrating and reassuring. There was no fear. In fact, I embraced this place.

I realized that I had a new body, similar to the one I had left behind but better balanced, more buoyant, and full of energy. Information filled my mind and heart, and I realized that this body was the essence that had made up the body I had on earth. This was the life force I had watched disengage from my physical body during the afternoon in the hospital. Made of light, love, and a powerful pulsating energy, I could hardly believe I felt so fabulous and so full of love for myself and my surroundings.

Approaching the end of the tunnel, I was catapulted out with a force so powerful that it propelled me into the light. My arms and legs were flailing. In a feeble human attempt to keep from falling, I reached to grab the emptiness. Awkward and off balance, I realized I had not fully let go of my humanness. As I look back I think how ridiculous it was to be flailing around, clutching for something to hold onto. I was dead. My spirit was fully alive in its most natural state. Yet my consciousness was still embedded with human-constructed realities and attempting to control things the old way. I had not fully let go.

Colliding with the full force of this powerful light, I felt like my breath had been taken away, as if I had taken the summer’s first plunge into a glacial lake. My surge of panic was gone, and I drifted into the love-filled light. I gasped with wonderment and childlike exhilaration as I was surrounded by the Light of God, love, and universal intelligence, which all seemed to be the same thing. I received answers to a lifetime of questions. Strangely, memories of being here before came soaring back in resounding bursts of energy, returning to their proper place within the very fiber of my soul. This was my place of origin. I was home.

I began to feel the presence of angels. The misty veil lifted, and around me stood magnificent beings. Somehow I knew they had been waiting for me, and their warmth embraced me. Communication was telepathic, from heart to heart and smile to smile. No words were spoken aloud. There was no judgment. As their welcoming words rang in my heart, I felt reassured. I understood every word as they guided me back to a full state of awareness, helping me remember who I was and who they were. We communed like this for what seemed to be a long time.

Then I became aware that I was in another place, surrounded by volumes and volumes of huge books. Some of the books were opened for me, and on the pages were scenes from my life playing out like a movie. I vividly recall one scene from when I was five or six. It was a beautiful spring day and my best friend and I were doing our usual investigation of the neighborhood. I thought it would be a great idea for us to find a baby robin’s egg, hatch it, and raise it ourselves. I had always wanted to have a robin for a pet. It wasn’t long before we found a nest cradled in a neighbor’s ladder, which hung on the side of the garage.

The taller of the two, I had the job of reaching into the tightly woven nest to grab an egg. In our search for adventure, we had forgotten about the mother robin. Suddenly she came darting toward my hand and head, chirping frantically and flapping her wings. My friend and I ducked and dodged the parental squawks and, somehow, I managed to hang onto the egg.

We dashed toward my friend’s backyard where, seated at a picnic table, we gently chipped and peeled away the protective layers of the egg, birthing the baby bird ourselves. But our excitement quickly turned to dread, as the tiny creature looked nothing like the baby robin we were expecting. It was feeble and featherless, and soon it was dead. We sat regarding our deed in horror-filled silence.

Now, in the presence of angels, remorse welled up in me. I could feel not only my own pain and sorrow, but my friend’s as well. And even more, I felt and absorbed the mother robin’s panic and sorrow as she searched for her unborn baby. But the worst sensation was that of the unborn baby robin, as I could feel the energy that was once inside that tiny, helpless creature. I felt an overwhelming sense of loss for all. I was devastated beyond anything I might have felt on earth. The heaviness of this burden gave me a deep awareness of the inter-connectedness of all things.

Then, without warning, a gargantuan being came up behind me. The male-feeling energy loomed thirty to forty feet high. I had no need to turn to see it. I could feel its overwhelmingly loving presence, which made me feel like a child. This being conveyed the understanding that I would be most welcome to stay here, but I still had some tasks to accomplish, and it would be most beneficial for my soul’s growth and evolution to return to my life and attend to these matters. Images of my children’s faces and my family flashed through my mind, and I knew what my heart and soul had decided.

“Do you know where you are? Do you know your name? Do you know who the president is?”

This wasn’t a radiant being talking to me; it was the nurse in the neuro-ICU unit at the hospital. I was awakening from a coma. They were explaining to me what had happened. It was so hard to return to earthly reality and listen.

The hospital tests had finally discovered abscesses in the right occipital lobe of my brain, residual complications from the cyst that had been removed seven months earlier. On top of that I had a severe case of spinal meningitis, and the resulting increase in fluid had caused my eyes to protrude from their sockets as the liquid tried to find some point of release. Because the abscessed material had woven itself through my brain, intricate and risky surgery was necessary.

Within only a few months after the surgery, I had physically recovered from the ordeal and my strength slowly returned. Fortunately, I had regained all but a portion of my eyesight. But I was still blind in the left visual field of both eyes, which created challenges. I wasn’t able to drive, I was dependent on others to help with everyday errands, and I was bruised all over the left side of my body from bumping into things.

I was relieved to be through with the ordeal, but then, eight months after the surgery, I began to see strange things. I was sure that the illness was returning. Perhaps my doctor had not removed all the abscessed material. Bands and circles of colors seemed to surround everything. At first, I started to see colors around birds and plants, but soon I was seeing colors around people. I kept this development to myself. I was convinced that everyone would think I was crazy, primarily because I believed it myself.

Finally I confessed this development to my doctor, who assured me I was fine and matter-of-factly informed me that I was seeing energy fields. I believed him but was also hesitant. The last time I had seen this type of energy I was sixteen. Then, when I shared the experience, those in authority other than my parents told me that what I had seen and felt didn’t exist. So it was the young girl in me who resisted the doctor’s information. How could energy exist now when I had been told that it didn’t exist then?

Years passed and I kept my near-death experience to myself. How could I describe something so foreign anyway? But I felt very alone with it. I did find out that my sister and a close friend both “saw” me on the day of my near-death experience. The visitations happened just minutes apart, despite the fact that they lived in different states. Apparently, I had come to say good-bye. This was the only validation of all I had experienced and it helped me to believe that what I remembered was true.

My work as a medical intuitive began quite accidentally shortly thereafter. Early one day, my husband accidentally slammed the trunk lid of the car on his hand. I cupped his hand in mine, and as I held it my hands suddenly became very hot. Then the telescoping vision, the same kind of detailed vision I had experienced during my illness and had not seen since, reappeared. I found myself staring at a vivid, hot red and yellow core that represented the pain he was experiencing deep within his hand. And I heard and sensed the screams of pain from each of the affected cells.

Then everything clicked. A cosmic wheel had finally found its notch, allowing it to turn unencumbered and without struggle. I now knew what was happening with my hands, and my altered state of vision seemed normal. Stability and calm came over me. After a few minutes, I let go of his hands and the visions and sensations let go as well.

The next morning, the children and I had just finished breakfast when my husband came downstairs waving his hand, exclaiming, “I don’t know what you did to my hand yesterday, but it doesn’t hurt anymore.” I wasn’t sure either, but I knew I wanted to learn more.

Fortunately, I met a woman who was to put my experiences into perspective and allow me to move forward with greater understanding. Sharon owned a business next door to mine. We first met when I went into her store. On the wall was a calendar with a picture of a large tree in a forest. Tiny lights like fairy lights emanated from a large hollow at the base of the tree. Turning toward Sharon, I said, “I believe in that stuff. I see things like that all the time.”

As it turned out, so did Sharon, and she also did intuitive readings. We chatted awhile, and then I made an appointment with her for a reading at her house.

Sitting in her home, I listened to Sharon tell me I was a healer, that I could indeed “see,” and that I needed to get busy and direct that seeing ability so that I could allow this gift to expand to its fullest extent. My path was finally cleared that day, and I have never looked back.

Since accepting my gift as an intuitive and a healer, I have spent the last twenty years working with thousands of people who want to be healed or who want to learn how to heal themselves and their loved ones. I have studied with Tibetan Rinpoches and Lamas and with Lakota and Yaqui medicine men and women. Before my transforming illness, I had been educated in the field of construction design and technology. However, with the loss of my eyesight I could not see well enough to draw blueprints. Computer-aided drafting techniques were not available at that time, so I turned my academic attention toward the field of applied medical anthropology, the study of cross-cultural healing techniques. Now I am described as a “cartographer of consciousness,” a mapmaker of the mind, because of my ability to assist others in mapping their energetic patterns and transforming their deepest fears into positive, inspired, and creative action.

In the intuitive assessments I conduct with clients, I work to discern what is going on within a client’s body and its various systems—both physical and energetic. This is where the vision I developed after my near-death experience comes into play. I scan a client’s body and see subtle biochemical imbalances and microscopic disorders. I sense the speed and direction with which a disease is forming and spreading, even before a CAT scan or MRI can detect it. Additionally, I observe the emotional and behavioral components surrounding the organs, soft tissue, and bones. Along with this, I work with clients to address the emotional and behavioral components of disorders, misalignments, and diseases, as well as the important relationships in their lives. Finally, we work together to address the soul and the issues that are yearning to come forth.

Some people say that I have a gift: the gift of vision and intuition. I believe that my natural intuitive abilities, which I have experienced in varying degrees since childhood, were brought to the forefront of my awareness by my near-death experience. After that, my intuitive and inner seeing abilities took on the qualities of a gift—something suddenly and surprisingly given. However, I know that intuition is a natural part of our humanness. I tell every client that what I can do, they can do for themselves and most likely for others. You truly are your own healer.

Using This Book

Developing your intuition takes practice. To assist you in this, useful, practical, and effective exercises are included in the back of the book. They have proven to be highly valuable to my students and clients, and have played a crucial role in their intuitive training. I urge you to make them a part of your everyday life.

All the exercises in this book are intuitively driven. You have to engage your intuition to reap their benefits. You will strengthen your intuitive skill just by playing around with them and then practicing them in earnest. It is an evolutionary process and you need to be willing to put in some time every day in order to develop your intuition.

At first, the exercises and their application to your life and learning might seem difficult or confusing. But I assure you, they will help you gain a more spiritual and intellectual understanding. They will also give you a greater sense of body awareness; and once it gets into your body, the densest part of yourself, you’ve got it!

I encourage you to get the mechanics of each exercise down, and then practice it whenever you are called to by your body’s wisdom. You—your body, mind, and spirit—want wellness and healing. Wellness requires regular maintenance because both your internal and external environments are constantly changing, as all things do. So return to the exercises that resonate with you as often as you can.

You may find that the exercises will “stir your pot,” revealing things that have been held in your emotional being that might be uncomfortable to look at. Rest assured, however, that I have encountered no instances in my years of experience in which people found out more about themselves than they could handle. Looking at the depth and breadth of who and where you currently are, as well as being willing to expand yourself even further, is what spiritual work is all about. You would not be reading this book or doing this work if you were not prepared for the adventures that will be brought forth from your soul into your life.

Journaling is another important aspect of your spiritual development. Keep a notebook handy as you read this book to jot down issues that come up for you. Writing down your experience is especially valuable when it comes to the exercises. You will be working through what I call “energy mapping,” a process by which you uncover submerged patterns of energy, emotions, thought forms, and behaviors. This involves writing down your experience as though you were simply the observer, thereby reporting objectively. As you work with this exercise over a period of time, patterns of the way your energy flows will begin to emerge. You will discover the “bones” of who you are energetically; you will perceive the energetic structure by which you create and hold onto the thought forms that sustain your reality. This mapping will give you information about the most effective way you can utilize your life-force energy. The skill of mapping also brings forward your ability to intuitively sense specific qualities and both the large and microscopic aspects of that which you are intuiting.

As you read through this book and do its activities, you will see beyond the first-blush meanings of the words to the concepts, energies, and essences that lie behind them. You will discover the universal energy that brings all things into being and through which your growth and evolution are assured. The shift will happen for you as it has for my tens of thousands of clients and students. Your awareness of life will deepen, and your intuitive, mental, and physical well-being will unfurl. With the benefit of your dedication and practice, your sense of self and of the eternity of your being will sharpen and bring you great joy.

OEBPS/images/f00ix-02.jpg






OEBPS/images/f00iv-01.jpg
— i -







OEBPS/images/common.jpg






OEBPS/images/f00iv-02.jpg
revon PFworos





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
intuitive wellness

using your body's inner wisdow to heal

Laura Alden Kamm

ATRIA n00xs oo @rens
o e sy RO






OEBPS/images/back-cover.jpg
RIT/HEALNG

“No one sees like Laura Alden Kamm. She’s like a wwlkmﬁ MRIL”

—Dr. Mark Hoch, past president of the American Holistic Medical Association

Twenty years ago, Laura Alden Kamm recovered from a near-death experience with
the amazing new ability to telepathically scan the structure of a person’s body and see
inner disturbances in intricate detail. Kamm also had the ability to see Kirlian fields—the
electromagnetic energies that pulse around all organic matter. She has since created
educational programs to train others in the intuitive way to prevent or reverse disease.

Kamm shows us how to become our own healers by both preventing disease before
it manifests physically and treating existing conditions. Clearly explaining both ancient
and newly developing philosophies that guide her work, she offers quick, simple, and
practical exercises that help readers learn about their unique energy systems, develop
confidence in their intuition, and resolve emotional and physical pain.

“Laura Alden Kamm'’s voice of transcendent wisdom and compassion will be
heard. Intuitively, she shines a gentle yet penetrating light into the darkest
recesses of our souls, bringing light to our own belovedness.”

—lyanlaVanzant, TV host and author of One Day My Soul Just Opened Up

“Laura Alden Kamm is a rare genius in the healing arts. She truly has a gift—a gift
of vision and healing powers. | highly recommend her work and her books.”
—Mannie L. Jackson, owner/CEQ, Harlem Globetrotters International, Inc.

“In this remarkable book, Laura Alden Kamm has shown us her own journey and
given us ways in which we, too, can participate in this transformational process.
I truly believe that we are in a time when all of us, if we choose, can access the
healing power that is within our bodies, our minds, and our spirits.”

—Gladys Taylor McGarey, M.D., author and
cofounder of the American Holistic Medical Association
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