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        This book is dedicated to the water.
      

      
        Thank you, Water, for your gift of life.
      

      
        I see you clean and restored.
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      “How to Create Sacred Water is a must-have addition to your go-to library for personal growth and planetary healing. Ravenwood has adeptly crafted a powerful elixir of practical tools, inspirational stories, and heartfelt meditations and lovingly placed this guidebook on the altar, inviting each of us to add our magic, intention, and attention to the waters that flow through our bodies, emotions, and planet. I loved reading this book and will treasure it for years to come.”

      DANIELLE RAMA HOFFMAN, AUTHOR OF THE TEMPLES OF LIGHT AND FOUNDER OF DIVINE TRANSMISSIONS AND THOTH’S MAGIC ACADEMY

      “Kathryn Ravenwood writes in a commonsense, down-to-earth style, yet she brims with elegance and depth. Weaving in her own remarkable and very human narrative, Kathryn gently but confidently encourages us to trust our own sacred essence and experience. She helps us find the potency of our own loving intention, our own consciousness, our every action. She reminds us that all is one vast energy field and that we can be a healing force within it.”

      BRIAN C. TAYLOR, AUTHOR OF BECOMING CHRIST AND BECOMING HUMAN

      “Raven is both companion and guide in this thoughtful journey through water and spirit. What a beautiful book!”

      ALICE OUTWATER, AUTHOR OF WATER: A NATURAL HISTORY

      “How to Create Sacred Water is a blessing to the planet, at a time that we need it the most, when every day our waters become more polluted, more species become extinct, and our way of life and our planet are threatened. Thank you, Raven, for helping save the planet.”

      GLORIA TAYLOR BROWN, COAUTHOR OF INVOKING THE SCRIBES OF 
ANCIENT EGYPT AND CEO OF TAYLOR BROWN INTERNATIONAL
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      Foreword

      WHEN I FIRST SAW Kathryn Ravenwood’s altar room and water altar shortly after 9/11/2001, I was humbled. Here was a person who not only talked the talk—she walked the walk in a most respectful and impeccable way. I was deeply impressed. Her commitment to Spirit was apparent in every object so carefully placed in her altar room, as was the time, care, and attention required to keep such a space alive and sacred. We exchanged gifts of magic and spirit that day, and her gifts to me included instructions for my own water altar, which continues to grace my altar space.

      9/11 was a devastating tragedy that affected all of us in different ways. For me it was a time of hypersensitivity, yet I found myself numb, as though I, too, were dying. As soon as I could, I went into sacred ceremony, looking for a way to help, and found myself spinning into a dangerous mental state. After the ceremony my husband and I traveled north to a wedding in the San Juan Islands, stopping to visit Raven (as Kathryn is known to me) in Seattle on the way. I didn’t realize how desperately I needed to immerse myself in the sacred nurturance of water. Yet Raven recognized it, and I bless her for it. Building and creating my water altar was a requirement for my sanity at the time. You don’t have to wait until yours is threatened to create this sacred healing experience and deepen your relationship with water. This book will provide information and tools that will help.

      I first met Raven in 1999. I was introduced to her by our mutual friend, Charla Hermann, a magical priestess and teacher who cofounded the Hawkwind Earth Renewal Cooperative in Alabama and is now directing its satellite center in Wyoming where Charla and Raven grew up together as childhood friends. Later that year Raven came to a weekend workshop on the goddess Sekhmet in Port Townsend, Washington. She continued to study with me at every opportunity until her first journey to Egypt, where she received the transmission to teach Alchemical Healing in our lineage of Thoth. She has since returned with me to Egypt and supported me many times during my travels, eventually assisting me wherever I taught if she was within driving distance. She carries special magic, especially around ceremony, as her connection with nature is profound.

      The water altar that Raven shared with me, oh so many years ago, focused my awareness of the plight of the waters of the world, and awakened my resolve. Every time I traveled, I would take little bottles with water from my altar and exchange with the waters of oceans, seas, lakes, and rivers around the world—The Nile and Red Sea in Egypt, the Mediterranean, waters in Switzerland, Greece, Peru, and throughout the United States—wherever I went, so went the waters. After some years, I felt comfortable to share my water altar with others in certain of my classes and retreats. I’m so glad this book now makes the instructions available so that others can have direct guidance from Raven regarding this and other valuable spiritual work.

      Remarkably, last summer one of my associates who had started her water altar during one of my retreats, created an opening ceremony for the main stage of the Oregon Country Fair, an iconic festival that has been happening near Eugene, Oregon, since the late 1960s. The intricate ceremony she directed was designed to honor the waters of the world. It included water from her altar and mine and even spawned seven new water altars to be honored in different locations around the fair. These water altars are held (that is, tended and nurtured) throughout the year by people aware of the power of the prayers we send out in this way.
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      A water altar at the Oregon Country Fair
(Photo by K. Indigo Ronlov)

      The water altar work is only one of the gifts you will receive from this book. I believe that readers of this book are serious about serving Spirit and, through their service, helping to heal our planet. I know that you will find great value in this book, and that when you take the journeys and initiations, and if you choose to start and maintain a water altar, your focused intention and prayers will become one with the sacred waters of life and with the intentions and prayers of the many others who are doing this and similar work. Together we will make a difference.

      It is an honor to write the foreword for How to Create Sacred Water: A Guide to Rituals and Practices. The privilege is made more distinctive because this book is so good; beautifully written, informative far beyond the expectations of its title, abundant with rich stories, and quite clear in its instructive approach to the many ways we can honor water as a truly sacred and precious substance. And, as if that weren’t enough, Raven is able to translate her own magical experiences into shamanic journeys (guided visualizations) so that you can directly experience initiations and rites that will transform your relationship not only with water but with all of nature and Spirit.

      NICKI SCULLY

       

      Nicki Scully has been a healer and teacher of shamanism and the Egyptian mysteries since 1978. She lectures worldwide and specializes in spiritual tours to sacred sites in Egypt, Peru, and other countries. She is the author of Alchemical Healing: A Guide to Spiritual, Physical, and Transformational Medicine and coauthor of Planetary Healing: Spirit Medicine for Global Transformation.

    

  
    
      Preface

      WE LIVE IN A TIME of extremes. Weather disasters have become common. Drought plagues one area while a neighboring state or country is flooded. We hear about climate change, Earth changes, the ending of ancient calendars, and coming shifts in consciousness. More people speak of expanded consciousness and transformational living while millions still live with limited awareness of anything beyond their dire, immediate physical needs or egos besot with materialism.

      This book is about an evelation. What is an evelation? It is a revelation that evolves someone into a higher state. I experienced an evelation regarding water that caused me to create my sacred water altar and led me into an entirely new relationship with water. It also reshaped my life. Water cannot flow without making a change in the area it passes through; neither can Spirit.

      How to Create Sacred Water is the story of my evelation. It is also a manual of simple instructions anyone can follow to help with the transformation of the waters of the earth. Every person can make a difference and can help in restoring the balance. We are all connected; what happens on the inside is reflected in our exterior world. The outside world floods us with the energies and events happening across the globe. No one is immune. No one is excused.

      Besides an instruction manual, How to Create Sacred Water offers a series of spirit journeys to help connect or reconnect to Spirit through guides who offer their loving assistance to us in our personal life journeys, and offer suggestions as to how we can be the change that is so needed. As many times as we reach out, Spirit is there to connect with us, teaching us something new about ourselves, our world.

      There are many ways to learn and transform. Keeping a sacred water altar in your home opens a portal to new dimensions. I invite you to walk through that portal, to explore, bless, and be blessed.
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      The Monster

      ON A SULTRY SEPTEMBER DAY in 1999 off the coast of Africa, the waters of the Atlantic Ocean spawned a monster of mythic proportions. This monster did not rise up from murky, uncharted depths as a hideous sea creature rearing multiple heads, devouring terrified tourists on cruise ships. It was not a gigantic fish with jaws full of razor sharp teeth gnashing at unsuspecting swimmers. It had nothing to do with revengeful ghosts of pirates who came to the end of violent lives by walking the plank; their last footsteps falling into thin air, scrabbling against gravity as they plunged into their waiting watery graves.

      No. This monster was born as a single tropical wave sparkling in the sunlight, drinking in the hot, solar rays beaming down into it. Its appetite for heat could not be sated. It continued to suck the sun’s fiery outpouring into the open vessel of the ocean. Launched along with the movement of the water, the monster began to take form, reaching out with vaporous tendrils to snag currents of cooler air drifting unsuspectingly above.

      A cosmic dance began. Gentle, graceful twirls between water and air accelerated into a frenzied whirl. The surface of the ocean quickly became insufficient as a dance floor. Demanding more room, the monster launched itself skyward and began to spin counterclockwise across the Atlantic toward San Salvador. Dancing up a storm, it dropped in on the Bahamas leaving its calling card of disaster and destruction behind on Abaco Island. A right turn steered the monster toward the North Carolina coast of the United States. Giant arms wheeled out of massive clouds as it turned in indescribable power. Experts around the world, who knew and judged the fine points of such dancing techniques, clustered themselves around computer monitors, watching in rapt fascination. Sufficiently impressed, they awarded the performance with high points, rating it a storm category between four and five, and gave the monster a name: Hurricane Floyd.

      Floyd traveled with an entourage. Vast amounts of rain preceded its arrival in North Carolina, dropping between 15 and 20 inches onto land already oversaturated from Hurricane Dennis’s deposits just ten days earlier. There was no welcome for Floyd, no place for its unwanted deluge and 130 mile per hour winds.

      Floyd came anyway, making landfall at Cape Fear, North Carolina, on Thursday, September 16, 1999, at 6:30 a.m. as a category 2 hurricane. Storm surges 10 feet high slammed the coast tossing boats around, smashing them into piers that splintered and collapsed into the roiling waters. Trees, uprooted by all the rain, toppled over, smashing homes and cars, yanking utility lines out of the sodden ground. People, nerves and resources worn-out from a season of storms, fled to higher ground. Floyd howled and hurled, wreaking havoc in unrelenting fury.

      By nightfall, it seemed the worst was over. Exhausted and wary, those people who rode out the storm crawled into their beds for a few hours of fitful sleep. But like a bad dream, Floyd was not done yet.

      With silent stealth, Floyd snuck back in through the dense system of rivers, creeks, and streams that circulated North Carolina’s usually peaceful and beautiful waters. That night the Tar, Neuse, Roanoke, and Pamlico Rivers and all their tributaries, swollen with Floyd’s inundations, could no longer hold back the surging water. With the worst of timing for the weary residents, the rivers all overran their banks. Around 2:30 Friday morning the local fire departments drove their trucks through the rural neighborhoods, honking horns, blowing sirens, and bringing more bad news: the rivers were flooding. It was time to evacuate.

      The flood now ran directly through the heart of North Carolina’s pig and poultry production farms where millions of chickens, turkeys, and hogs were held captive in low-roofed containment houses, being raised in mass production for the meat industry. On each farm were lagoons to collect and hold the waste products of thousands of animals. The word lagoons was simply a corporately chosen euphemism for open sewage pits. Dug directly into the earth, many directly on the floodplain of a major river, these pits were approximately 12 feet deep and 4 or 5 acres wide. Lined only with plastic, the engineering of the sewage lagoons depended on gravity to pull the heavy, raw sludge to the bottom, acting as a sealant against leakage. Each one held about 25 million gallons of raw fecal matter and urine. The lagoons were infested with undigested heavy metals, growth supplements, hormones, pesticides, parasites, and antibodies that had passed through the caged animals’ bodies.

      Floyd’s floodwaters gushed into and through the buildings-turneddeath traps, drowning the terrified animals en masse, and smashing away all structure. The collection lagoons were completely washed out, flushing the poisonous potion directly into the waterways.

      Not satisfied with the carnage, the ravaging waters swept through sewage plants, spilling human filth into the torrent. Dozens of dams along the engorged rivers were damaged or destroyed, spilling more volume into the putrid flood. Even 225 caskets were pulled from the ground and sent downstream. Gasoline, motor oil, pesticides, fertilizers, cars, tractors, homes, precious topsoil, and failed dreams all spewed together into a toxic soup. Entire towns were covered with it.

      The rivers crested as high as 24 feet above normal flood stages, surpassing records set in 1919. Days later, when the waters finally began to recede, 18,000 square miles of North Carolina were under water. The afflicted area had become a giant estuary filled with levels of fecal coliform bacteria so high that residents could not drink, cook, or bathe in the water. The liquid filth had nowhere to go except into the flooded rivers, wetlands, and then into the ocean. The water supply of every living creature in its path was contaminated. Hundreds of farms were destroyed.

      Massive evacuations prevented all but fifty-seven human deaths, but the body count was astronomical. The death toll included 2.2 million chickens, 737,000 turkeys, 30,500 hogs, and 250 horses. Bulldozers were brought in to scrape up towering piles of bloated bodies reeking in the steamy and stinking air. Attempts were made to incinerate the mountains of corpses. Fires roasted the dead flesh twenty-four hours a day in three counties but could not get ahead of the rotting process. The digging of mass graves began when incineration failed; but the water table had risen to the surface of the soggy ground. The digging just caused more of the polluted water to ooze, squishing around the equipment, making sickening sucking sounds. With entombment impossible, the bodies were left to rot in sludge-covered fields or were swept out through the waterways toward the ocean, littering the landscape with death, decay, and disease.

      There was nothing more that could be done.

      The monster born on an African wave had carved its indelible mark across the southeastern United States. Things would never be the same.
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      The Voice

      THE BALD EAGLE perched patiently on a dead branch at the top of the tallest tree on Duck Island. From this lofty perch, it could survey all the action across the serene September waters of Greenlake, a popular and particularly lovely park in Seattle, Washington. The eagle’s white head feathers flashed in the sun streaming through a vivid blue sky. Its head rotated to observe a crowd of crows making a ruckus a few trees over. Keen hearing picked up the muffled laughter of brightly clad joggers making their daily run around the circular 3 ½-mile lake pathway. A slight breeze gently ruffled the majestic bird’s glossy brown feathers and sent little waves across the surface of the lake.

      A green-headed mallard duck fluttered brightly patterned wings, reached its orange webbed feet out toward the cool water, quacking its arrival as it made a routine splash landing. In an instant, the acutely alert eagle spread its 6-foot wing span, launched itself off the branch, and dived straight down after the duck. It was a no contest event. The raptor dined richly on its reward.

      Seattle has a reputation for gray skies and rain. It is less known for, and residents try to keep secret, the fact that September can be the best of weather anywhere. On one of those rare and gorgeous days, I began a never imagined journey with a casual walk around Greenlake.

      Middle age was being good to me. Ten years before saw me graduating from massage therapy school, starting up a practice, and finding out I was very good at my chosen craft. I enjoyed a life focused on health, healing, and consciousness expansion. Supported by a community of interesting, creative, and intentional people, I was exploring my spirituality. Part of that exploration was participation in a monthly gathering focused on planetary healing where we offered prayers for the Earth. We referred to Mother Earth as a conscious being, Gaia, as she was called in the ancient Greek pantheon. The usage of that name had been revived in recent years in the alternative spiritual communities.

      To me, Gaia was more than a Greek myth. I pictured her as the most beautiful of dancers, clad in a flowing emerald-green gown, gliding gracefully in her path around the sun. Her body was shaped of majestic mountains, her shoulders draped with shawls of pure white snow. Lush valleys of grasses and flowers were her hair, expanses of deserts and grasslands her swirling skirts. The night skies were her eyes, the sounds of the winds her voice. Arteries of oceans, rivers, and waterways carried her life force to all her children. The two-legged and four-legged, the winged ones, those who swam or crawled, the trees, the rocks, and the elements were all living beings interconnected in the great and beautiful life Gaia supported.

      Today at Greenlake on this perfect, late summer day, the sunlight created sparkling diamonds on the gently dancing waves. Bright red paddle boats, silent except for an occasional splash, dotted the lake. Strong-armed rowers from Greenlake Crew, in sync with the rhythmic call of the coxswain, dipped their oars in and out of the water as they propelled long, brightly colored boats across invisible water lanes dividing their passage into safe distances from canoes and other nonmotorized craft that shared the lake. Bicyclers, parents pushing baby strollers, roller skaters, and walkers shared the two paved lanes around the lake. Patient fishermen coaxed brown trout onto their lines. The wading pool was filled with kids of all ages engaging in good-natured splashing, enjoying the refreshing water on a warm day. Even the Seattle Police Department’s bicycle cops, patrolling the lake circle on their black bikes, clad in black uniforms and helmets, seemed festive.

      Stepping off the path onto the soft green grass shaded by tall trees, I stopped to cradle the lush, low-hanging branches of a cedar in my hands. The tree’s rich resins emitted its unique and pungent scent. Rubbing a little of the sticky substance on my hand so the smell would stay with me, I sat down and drank in the beauty of my surroundings. Redwing blackbirds sang their distinctive song. A great blue heron hid in the higher grasses at the edge of the water watching for fish to swim by and become lunch.

      Watching the heron reminded me of the news reports I had recently heard of Hurricane Floyd hitting North Carolina, devastating the animals and the water. The images in my head created a sharp contrast to the idyllic scene around me. What did two million dead chickens look like? I pictured the animal carcasses, fertilizer, and gasoline swirling around in the floodwater and wondered how much pollution was too much. How many dead animals could the natural filtering process accommodate? Was it possible to clean up from such a grizzly toll?

      What was happening to Gaia?

      I felt helpless. What could I do way up here in the Pacific Northwest?

      Just then I heard a voice in my right ear, as clearly as if someone sitting next to me had spoken. “You know, you could make a crystal homeopathic elixir that would heal the waters of Gaia.” To say my reaction was one of surprise would be an understatement. What the heck? Am I hearing things? My body went on full alert. My senses perked up as if tasting the air, evaluating my situation. There was no one talking to me; did I imagine the voice? A great sense of clarity came over me. It was not my imagination. I did hear that voice.

      Although I trusted my intuition and used it successfully in my massage work, my experience with audible instructions from an unseen origin was limited. My spiritual training supported the concept of receiving communication from a higher source—call it Spirit—that would bring guidance and assistance if we could just tune in to it. Still learning about this kind of communication, it was somehow more believable that visions and messages happened for other people, not me. I had great confidence in my ability to treat a client for whiplash or a rotator cuff injury but I was not so confident in my still-burgeoning spiritual gifts. Listening to voices was an undeveloped talent for me.

      And yet, the voice had spoken and I had heard it. I could not deny it. This very clear direction was happening to me. Right now. During our lives we come to crossroads, turning points, where the next steps lead us onto new pathways and directions. The voice put me right at the junction of such an opportunity. I stepped forward. I believed.

      I don’t know how long I stayed in this somewhat altered state but, eventually, I got up and continued the circular walk around the lake, returned to my car, and drove home. The message haunted me. How would I make a crystal homeopathic elixir to heal the waters of Gaia?

      And what was that, anyway?
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      Rocks and Pellets

      I HAVE BEEN DRAWN TO ROCKS to rocks and crystals since I was a small child. I grew up in Wyoming with rocks everywhere. Even though we lived in Casper, one of the biggest towns, undeveloped areas stretched out through our neighborhood providing unlimited opportunities to ride my bike on dirt pathways or out onto the nearby prairies, where I spent blissful summer days hunting for lizards and collecting rocks. Even the alley behind our house was a treasure lane filled with sparkling stones. I liked to gather those that caught my fancy, take them into the backyard, and run water from the garden hose over them. The water exposed their secret bands of colors as they went from dry and dusty to gleaming wet. I never got tired of playing with them.

      I used to beg my mother to drive me to the local rock shop that was all the way across town by the airport so I could explore its vast inventory and hold the beauties in my small hands. She would not always indulge me, making adult excuses like “it takes too long” or “I’m busy” and other such things that really made no sense to me. What could be more important than looking at rocks?

      When she would finally agree to go, it was a great adventure for me. It seemed to take forever to get there. Once we left the main part of town and got onto the highway, the great wide-open spaces of Wyoming were on display. Small herds of antelope roamed around the open prairies. Sagebrush waved in the constant wind. The local mountain range rose majestically and stretched along the southern edge of town. There were lots of rocks up on the mountain, too. Maybe I could get Mom to drive us there soon.

      The anticipation of what I would find when we finally got to the little shop tantalized me. Not a fancy store in any way, it was more of a Quonset hut, its four basic walls topped with a corrugated metal roof. Single-pane windows let in the Wyoming sunshine and allowed the notorious wind to push occasional gusts of air past dried-up window caulking creating drafts and little puffs of dust. Tall shelves lined the walls and stretched across the large display room. Spiders, rarely noticed or bothered by anyone, spun layers of cobwebs draped from bare light-bulbs to piles of old boxes, connecting the corners of the ceiling with their silky threads.

      The store smelled like dirt; like heaven. The treasures those four walls held were miracles to me—rose quartz, clear quartz, geodes cut in half exposing magical star-shaped centers, thinly sliced pieces of moss agate with feathery veins looking like ancient fern plants encased in see-through stone, yellow stones, black stones, and speckled stones. Fossils filled with bits of plants and animals from ancient seas held a great fascination and, oh, those crystals with their spikes sticking up out of their round or oval bodies! I loved them all. I would hold them, smell them, even put my tongue on them to taste them if Mom or the shopkeeper wasn’t watching me.

      Finally, agonizing over the many choices, I would select one or two beauties and trade them for my money, saved from shoveling snow during the winter or any other chores I could manage to do for pay. Counting out the coins, the shopkeeper would ring up my purchase, wrap my selected treasures in newspaper, and hand them over to me. They were like friends; like family. The ride home seemed to go by fast. When we got to the house I would run to my bedroom, carefully arrange my treasures on a shelf, and bask in their presence.

      This love of rocks and crystals stayed with me as I grew up. From my spiritual studies, I learned to refer to them as the Stone People, part of Gaia’s family. They lived in my home with me, sitting on windowsills where the light could shine on them. I also used them at the massage clinic as part of my treatment regimens. These were special tools; smoothed, cylindrical wands specially carved from beautiful, high-quality stones specifically designed to be used in massage treatments. These wands fit comfortably in my hands and felt like extensions of my own body. They provided a new dimension to the work I was doing. In addition to their specific design, I discovered that the stones had their own individual qualities. Different stones worked better for different parts of the body. These tools were not just to smooth out knots in the muscles, they were causing changes to the energy I could feel around the body. My clients loved them. They enhanced the healing experience I could offer.

      After each treatment I washed the wands, dried them, and placed them on a clean towel. The act of caring for them was reminiscent of my water play with rocks as a little girl. And, it made me think about the voice’s suggestion of making a crystal homeopathic elixir to heal the waters of Gaia.

      That voice. What was I supposed to do? It had been a couple of weeks since I heard it at Greenlake and I had not yet figured out what it was about. The feelings I had around this were strong. I knew it was important. I wanted to pursue it. But how? What did crystals and homeopathic medicines have in common?

      I had not received further instructions from the voice regarding this elixir so I decided I had better do some work on my own. Maybe I needed to let Spirit know I was willing to learn and make the effort to take on something new. It was time for research.

      I got out my books on homeopathic medicines to review how they are made. In my own personal healing, I had used these remedies for about ten years as an alternative, natural medicine; keeping bottles of the small white pellets on hand in the medicine chest for a variety of common ailments such as a cold, sore muscles, flu, or bug bites. As my first choice for self-treatment, I found them very effective. Originally introduced by German physician Samuel Hahnemann in 1796, homeopathics addressed the body’s needs in subtle, energetic ways. Simplified, the premise is that the body is healed by what made it sick; a poison oak outbreak on the skin is healed with the homeopathic remedy made from poison oak. The process of creating the remedies begins with the introduction of a component, such as poison oak, into purified water. After the substance is placed in the water it is stirred repeatedly, creating heavily diluted preparations until the water becomes an energetic resonance of the original substance placed in the water. The water is then infused into a pill or pellet that holds the remedy. A basic tenet of homeopathic medicine is that each dilution increases the effect of the treatment. This process is called potentization.

      It is as if the water has memory that retains the original component through all the dilutions.

      While I didn’t understand why or how, this process seemed like an important part of the voice’s message to me. I felt stronger about its suggestion each day. I did not know the answers—just that crystals and water would be involved in the creation of this elixir. I found myself going deeper into a sacred trust: if Spirit wants me to do this then Spirit will show me how to do it.
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      The Discovery

      ON A DAY WITH CLIENTS and needing a break, I walked to the nearby shops in Ballard, the local neighborhood, during my lunchtime. I strolled by an antique-and-consignment store called Annie’s, where I frequently enjoyed browsing. Just outside the store the voice returned:

      “You know, you could go into Annie’s and see if there are any crystals there.”

      After waiting and waiting to hear this voice again, when it finally returned my response was not what I would have predicted. I actually began to argue with it! What happened to my saying yes to Spirit? I must have looked like a crazy woman because I think I was actually talking out loud.

      “Why should I go in there? They don’t have any crystals in there.”

      And Spirit (ultimately patient) said, “Well, you could go in and look.”

      Again I said, “But they don’t have things like that at Annie’s.”

      Spirit raised its voice and said, “Just go inside and look!”

      In I went.

      The store was full of retro clothing, old furniture, antique glass and china, sets of silver flatware, and all sorts of unique cast-off treasures waiting for new homes. A faint musty smell clung to old carpets and fur coats. Two dressing rooms draped with colorful fabric for doors provided privacy for trying on vintage outfits. Shopping at Annie’s was a lot like playing dress up—creating oddly matched ensembles of old velvet hats, silk blouses, bejeweled jeans, and cowboy boots.

      The woman behind the counter looked up as I came in. I could see a glimmer of concern cross her face; I was probably still muttering excuses to Spirit! As if being reeled in like a trout on a spinning rod, I walked directly to a glass display case across the room. Inside was an amazing piece of amethyst crystal practically shouting out my name. Next to it was what looked to me like a short crystal wand. Oh my.

      I felt as if I had walked through some kind of invisible barrier into another dimension. I had never seen crystals at Annie’s and yet, there they were! Just like the voice said. I immediately purchased the amethyst. It was large, heavy, slightly bigger than the size of a cantaloupe cut in half, flat-bottomed, and rounded on the top. White bands of quartz were laced through the beautiful purple points of crystal clustered tightly together. The price was low compared to similar-size crystals I had seen in the New Age stores. It seemed that Spirit had set this up to make it easy for me.

      But the other stone confused me. I didn’t know what it was. About 6 inches long, rectangular in shape, and maybe ½ inch thick, it was cloudy white in color and textured in layers that looked as if they could be chipped off without much effort. It wasn’t quartz, I knew that, and somehow I thought it should be. Maybe it wasn’t even a real crystal. It was probably some synthetic, a fake. After all, this was a consignment store. People brought in all kinds of stuff. The amethyst was a sure thing; best not to get distracted by an unknown rock—or whatever it was. I must have passed from the dimension of spirit guidance back into the analytical realm of my own mind because, after much deliberation and many strange looks from the store clerk, I did not buy the unidentified rock.

      I left Annie’s with the amethyst wrapped up in newspaper and went back to my massage clinic, excited that the voice had indeed led me to what must be the next step of the journey. It was like being on a cosmic scavenger hunt. I followed the clues and found a great prize. The feeling that something special was happening was tingling all through my body! Standing at the counter in my massage room, I unwrapped my crystal treasure and began to rinse it under cold water in the sink. Then, very clearly, the voice spoke again:

      “Why didn’t you buy the wand?”

      Uh-oh. Doubt dashed down the excitement of the moment.

      I answered, “Well, I don’t know what kind of crystal it is. I don’t think it is quartz.”

      Like that lame answer was going to appease the voice!

      Sure enough, I heard, “Go back.”

      I hustled out the back door and made a beeline to Annie’s. The clerk looked somewhat distressed to see me again; I cannot imagine the expression on my face. But a customer is a customer so she indulged me, handing over what I now knew was a wand for inspection. I held it, peered closely at it, and turned it around in my hands. My mind once again took control. It was definitely not quartz and, considering that Annie’s had its share of junk being passed off as authentic relics, I again rejected buying it. And all of this was within less than one-half hour’s time! Yes, Spirit. No, Spirit. Who was in charge here, my ego or my higher knowing? What happened to that sacred trust?

      I left Annie’s empty-handed, returned to my clinic, and again began to rinse the amethyst in cold water to cleanse it. The amethyst-infused water poured over my hands. It felt as if the crystals had melded with the water, transforming it into a liquid purple that was flowing over and through my body. I felt a dimensional change come over me. I had never experienced anything like this before. It was as if the water had actually changed into something else and that my body was absorbing it.

      Once again the voice said, a little louder:

      “Why didn’t you buy the wand?”

      I had no reason. I just stood there in amazement. This was real! I was not reading about this in a book or hearing someone else’s story. This was happening to me. Right now. Then the voice seemed to actually yell at me:
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