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With unconditional love and joy I dedicate this book to my children, Tania, Tristan, Terence, and Talia, who sustain me, and to Georges, because he is there.
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Foreword

IT TOOK A GREAT LEAP OF FAITH FOR ME to move from writing books on indigenous people to exposing the shadow side of my life in Confessions of an Economic Hit Man. The shamans were behind me, urging me to take this leap; they had taught me about the powers of intent, courage, and focused energy, and of how to use them to transform ourselves and our communities.

We have arrived at a time in history when we know that human societies must change. The world we have created is not sustainable. We cannot continue walking a path where so few control so much of the material wealth and so many are relegated to extreme poverty. We cannot continue to glance from side to side as we walk this path and persist in the belief that the things we see—the animals, insects, plants, and all the other nonhuman entities—are “out there,” separate, apart, and independent of us. Our only hope, if we are to survive as a species, is to change. We must transform ourselves; we must change the way we look at the world and our actions. We must revise our concepts of economics, science, and ecology and shapeshift the structures that govern us.

In order to step onto this new path, it is necessary for us to step outside the walls that have limited our ways of thinking, feeling, and living. And this transition must occur on both personal and societal levels.

Most indigenous peoples I have known prophesize that we have entered a time that offers the hope for transformation. Native cultures throughout the Americas, Africa, the Middle East, Asia, and Australia have predicted that the first years of the twenty-first century are a time of 
great opportunity. They tell us that the potential exists for raising human consciousness to levels never before experienced. They are very clear: higher consciousness is what is required in order for us to transform—and to survive. These prophecies, as well as the individual teachers who shared them with me, prodded me to make that leap of faith and write
Confessions of an Economic Hit Man.

Alexandra Leclere has taken a similar leap of faith. Her Seeing the Dead, Talking with Spirits: Shamanic Healing through Contact with the Spirit World is a book about transformation. Writing it required great courage and a deep belief in our limitless possibilities. One of her goals is to open you to the possibilities for re-creating yourself and, in so doing, conceiving a new and better world. This book tells the story of one woman’s heroic journey, the obstacles she encountered, the discoveries she made, and the doors she opened; in opening them, she empowered her core self to walk through those walls and step out onto her new path. Through telling her personal story, Alexandra also inspires the rest of us to follow. She empowers us to take our own heroic journey.

As you read Alexandra’s book, I encourage you to move deep inside your own core self. I urge you to explore your dreams and to know that you have the ability to materialize them. And I exhort you to include in your personal dreams the dream that the prophecies will be realized.Together we will heal ourselves and the societies we have created; we will manifest a world our children and grandchildren will be proud to inherit.

JOHN PERKINS, author of 
Confessions of an Economic Hit Man and 

Shapeshifting: Shamanic Techniques for

Global and Personal Transformation



PROLOGUE

A Session

WHEN SHE MADE THE APPOINTMENT over the phone, Beatrice explained that she wanted to find out more about the strange things that were happening to her. She had intuitions and strange dreams. A friend suggested Beatrice call me because of my work with the Spirit World. My initial assessment after our telephone conversation was that Beatrice was “breaking through,” becoming aware of her spiritual self.

As I was driving to the appointment, my spirit guide gave me information about what would happen. I “heard” that I had to remove energy from Beatrice’s heart that was causing her trouble. She had a heart condition that I was going to heal. I was “told” that I would be given instructions about exactly what to do.

As I drove up to The Oaks, where I had my office, I enjoyed the magnificent view over Long Island Sound. The trees made a collage of greens as the sound of waves softly kissing the shore drifted toward me.

When I walked into my small corner office, the sunlight greeted me through the mansion’s windows. One window is round; the other is rectangular. In the middle of the room two chairs faced each other and a small mattress lay on the floor.

Beatrice arrived. She sat in one of the two chairs while I walked around the room with an abalone shell that carried burning sage from South Dakota. In her forties, Beatrice looked very chic, her short hair cut 
at an attractive angle and her coordinated sweater and skirt both made from cashmere. Her happy smile completed the picture of an upscale woman.

I went to the window and said the Lord’s Prayer and then a private prayer to the Creator. My instructions became clearer. Sitting across from Beatrice, I was to reach forward when I got the signal, pull out something from her heart, and throw it out the window.

I calmly put an offering of tobacco on the windowsill. I sat down across from Beatrice, who was chatting cheerfully about nothing important, making small talk. She looked to be the picture of health.

“Why did you want to see me?” I asked quietly.

“I feel so confused. I haven’t been very happy. Strange things have been happening. I just haven’t been myself for almost two years now. I don’t know what to do. Oh, my poor husband, and my children,” Beatrice began to sob. Her whole demeanor changed.

“Is there something wrong with your family?” I asked gently.

“No, they’re fine! It’s me. I don’t know what to do,” Beatrice continued sobbing.

I “heard” from the Spirit World that I needed to reach forward now, grab the “something” from her chest, and throw it out the window. As Beatrice sobbed harder, I saw a hideous shape form on her chest; it grew larger as she sobbed more.

“Don’t be afraid. I’m going to grab something in front of your chest,” I said quietly. I reached forward and grabbed the something and threw it out the window.

Beatrice stopped crying.

“How did you know I had developed a heart problem? A cardiologist is monitoring me. Over the past two years it has gotten worse and worse,” Beatrice told me.

“I think your heart problem is over now,” I informed Beatrice.

Then I invited Beatrice to lie down on the mattress. I sat next to her on the floor. She closed her eyes and relaxed as I guided her meditation. The words that I spoke to her were words that I “heard” and was repeating out loud. I “saw” a six-year-old child.

“Do you see anything in your mind’s eye?” I asked Beatrice.

“I see a little girl. I think she’s six years old,” Beatrice said. She 
described the little girl I “saw.” Guiding Beatrice, I helped her connect with this happy child who was full of love and wonder. This child was her younger self. Beatrice had lost touch with the love in herself for herself and others. Sometime during the guided meditation, when Beatrice was feeling full of love, I saw some dark energies rise off her body. I waved them away from her with my hands. I never touched her.

The session ended, and Beatrice slowly sat up. She felt elated but a bit dizzy. Beatrice left feeling calm and happy.

She called me a couple weeks later. Her regular electrocardiogram showed that her heart condition had stabilized. She was told that she no longer needed to come in every month to have her heart checked. Two months later, when she had her next electrocardiogram, her heart condition had completely disappeared. Beatrice had not done anything about her heart condition except to have a session with me.
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Yoga in Paris

MOST PEOPLE DON’T THINK OF YOGA when they think of Paris. There are a lot of other “more French” things to do. It was different for me because I lived there. I had married a Frenchman, Georges, and now had three beautiful children under the age of five. Tania, Tristan, and Terence were my life. I didn’t do anything but take care of them.

When my former roommate Kim suggested doing some yoga, I immediately agreed. I thought yoga would be a great way to reconnect with myself as a person, to be not just someone’s mom. I felt this would be beneficial to the children as well.

We lived in a beautiful, chic area of the city. Sundays, late in the afternoon, I would take the Metro to the Gare du Nord station, then walk down the Boulevard Sebastopol to the Sivananda Yoga Center. It wasn’t in the best part of town, but even near the gray train station I enjoyed walking down that tree-lined boulevard. Paris is unique in that every part of it carries charm and beauty. I loved Paris, and still do.

There was no elevator in the yoga center’s building, typical of Paris at that time. We had to climb seven flights of stairs and then do yoga! I would meet Kim at the class.

Actually, Kim was far more involved than I was. She was still single and could devote more time to her yoga studies. I just followed along, glad to have some time away from my mothering duties and to pretend that I was single again, even if just for two or three hours.

I loved going to those Sunday-night yoga classes where, among other things, I learned to stand on my head. After the class we would participate in satsang: first we sang Sanskrit mantras and then we sat cross-legged on the floor, in front of an altar with a flame burning. We were supposed to stare at the flame in front of the altar for twenty minutes. It was horribly uncomfortable and difficult and, in the beginning, my legs would go numb. My mind was always raging with a million thoughts of things I had to do, but during the satsang I could do nothing. I forced myself to stay there and be still. This is part of the—shall I call it—beauty of meditating in a group.

Several times Vishnu Devananda, the head of the organization, came to Paris and spoke to us. We went on a yoga retreat with him in the French countryside. It was magnificent to get up at six in the morning and meditate; quite a change from being up all night with a baby! On returning to Paris we were given our own personal mantras at an initiation ceremony. This all seemed to be lots of fun compared to dealing with three demanding children, so I participated enthusiastically.

A couple of days after I got my mantra I was having trouble remembering exactly what it was. For me this whole experience was fun, therefore I didn’t take it very seriously. However, one night Sivananda, the revered founder of the Sivananda organization, came to me in a dream. I can still visualize his face as he spoke to me in that dream. He told me how to say the mantra correctly and reminded me that it was a very powerful tool that I had to use properly. I never forgot my mantra again, and I began to look upon the whole yoga experience as something much more profound.

I continued doing the meditation at the center in Paris and it became increasingly enjoyable. It was my time to “do nothing,” a rare and beautiful moment for a mother. And yet, as I began to take the practice more seriously, it turned out to be a bit more than I had bargained for. During meditation I began having out-of-body experiences that frightened me. They caused me to worry about being available for my children. How could I be there for them if I was out of my body? The yoga people told me that I had to follow my path, that my children would be taken care of. This frightened me even more. I prayed to God to let me take care of my babies while still pursuing the meditation. And so it was that, while I continued to meditate, I never left my body again.

Parallel to my yoga practice, my children grew, and I pursued a career in television. I began as a television scriptwriter, working on a messy table with my children jumping all around me. As a freelance writer, I never wanted to refuse a job, and it seemed that I would always get the most work during school holidays. I nevertheless persevered until I realized one day that someone was changing the words of my scripts.

When I discovered that the producer is the one who gets the last word regarding script changes (yes, some directors will take issue with this, but hey, it’s the producer who pays and therefore it’s the producer who gets “final cut”), I decided I wanted to become a producer myself. That way, no one would change my scripts.

Meanwhile, I made some contacts internationally, and I was asked to represent companies selling television programs to France. I never really enjoyed distribution, but it was a lucrative business, and it supported my production work.

Thanks to my regular meditation and my mantra, I eventually opened my own company, AOM International, Inc. I always repeated my mantra before any and all business meetings, which were rapidly becoming an integral part of my job.

The first time I had an important meeting with a French television network executive, I was a basket case. In the morning I tearfully explained to my husband how hard it was for me to go see this executive because I needed to get the rights for several programs, and there was absolutely no reason I should get them. I felt like an orchid with no roots, just hanging on a tree branch; I had no large company to back me up.

In the waiting room outside the executive’s office I repeated my mantra silently, over and over again. The moment to meet the executive arrived. I was calm, if not very confident. To my great surprise, the executive had covered her desk with orchids. I couldn’t believe that someone in an office would have so many orchids! I understood the wink of destiny, le clin d’oeil du destin, as the French would say. My courage in place, I made my pitch.

Needless to say, I got the rights to the programs I wanted, and from that moment on my company grew. My children were now old enough for me to feel comfortable about leaving them with a nanny, and soon I was busy traveling around the globe selling television shows.


THE JET-SET LIFE

It was another perfect day in Monte Carlo, and I was staying at the magnificent Ermitage Hotel. Its Old World opulence and royal decor made me feel like a queen. It didn’t matter to me that I was there on business as part of a television market. My room looked like it could have been in my favorite part of the Louvre: the area where period rooms are reconstructed, complete with the appropriate furniture. I rolled over in my comfortable bed and snuggled deeper under the down quilt. I could have stayed there forever, but when the phone rang again and again, I knew I had to answer it.

“Il est six heures et demi, madame. C’est votre reveil,” a gentle male voice intoned. He was giving me my 6:30 A.M. wake-up call.

“Ah, oui. Merci. En fait, vous pourriez m’envoyer un portier d’ici une demiheure. Malheureusement je dois partir aujourd’hui,” I sleepily replied. “Please send me a porter in half an hour. Unfortunately I must leave today.”

“Biensûr, Madame,” the voice agreed. “Of course.”

I would now have to get up, get washed and dressed, and pack my suitcase before the porter arrived. I was exhausted and decided to give myself five more minutes of heaven, dozing peacefully in bed. Breakfast would just have to wait until I arrived at the airport in Nice. Anyway, the delicious dinner that had ended way too late the previous night, as all Mediterranean meals do, would keep me hunger-free for a while.

Half an hour later I heard crisp knocking at my door. Frantically I looked at the beautiful gilt clock. Seven! Oh, no! I had to get to the heliport to catch a flight to Nice to then catch a flight to Paris, to then catch a flight to New York! I sprang into action and ran to the door.

“Oh, je suis désolée, Monsieur. Je me suis endormie.” I explained to the porter that I had fallen asleep as I ran to my suitcase to begin packing it.

“Ne vous inquiétez pas, Madame,” he said. “Si vous voulez bien, vous pourriez aller vous préparer. Je vais m’occuper de tout.” He assured me that I could just get ready in the bathroom and he would take care of all the rest, including the packing.

Now that’s real service! I thought, as I grabbed a tailored suit and raced to the bathroom. I looked at myself in the mirror. A tall, thin, attractive, blond, blue-eyed young woman looked back at me. Hmm, I thought. Even 
exhausted I don’t really look my age. And despite that incredible meal the night before, I still fit in my suit. Why do the Monagasque chefs love cream sauces so much? And why can’t I resist them? I wondered. By the time I came out of the bathroom my suitcase was packed and ready to go. The porter and I went down to the lobby where I spent exactly two seconds checking out. With warm smiles wishing me “bon voyage” I hurried out the door to the waiting taxi. The driver already knew where I was going.

In record time we made it to the Monaco heliport. All the passengers—big-deal television executives—were already on board. The hotel had called and managed to delay the helicopter—for me! As I was climbing into the helicopter I overheard one of the businessmen muttering, “Who is this person we’re waiting for? I’m going to miss my flight.”

At that moment I really felt that I had “arrived.” I had become one of the important few for whom helicopters were held; even more important than those important businessmen whose company I was among. I felt like a bona fide member of the jet set.

There was definitely an attractive side to the globetrotting business of television production and distribution. I loved traveling and enjoyed dressing up in nice clothes and going to cocktail parties and dinners with interesting people, including heads of state.

It seemed that anyone who worked in the entertainment business was some sort of amusing character or other, and that contributed to the glamorous fun of all it all. There were also the fabulous meals in all the world’s best restaurants, not to mention the best hotels. For my distribution business, I had to go to conventions in Cannes, London, San Francisco, Paris, New Orleans, New York, Las Vegas . . . Poor me!

I no longer had the time to write scripts—or produce anything! My job suddenly became all about distribution, as it became increasingly clear that my responsibility was to enable the distribution, which would enable the production, which would enable the writing that I had wanted to do in the first place! It ended up that I wasn’t doing what I truly loved: writing. But it sure proved to be fun traveling around the way I did.

My world changed when my husband, Georges, took a job in New York. Moving from Europe back to the States didn’t seem like a big change at the time because we would be leaving for only two years; we collectively decided to do it. But now that I had finally gotten my television production 
and distribution company up and running full throttle in Paris, I wasn’t about to drop my carefully developed European base. I figured I could just commute back and forth between America and Europe. I actually believed that I could spend a lot of time with my husband and kids in the States and pop over to Paris occasionally to check in on my business.

Once this plan went into effect, however, I found I was completely unprepared for the misery that I experienced when in Paris. (Mother hen that I am, I should have realized that this might happen.) The romantic notion of living on both sides of the “big pond” became completely lost in what can only best be described as my sorrow of loneliness.

When by myself in Paris on business, I avoided our old friends, because being with them and their children made me feel even more desolate. I hadn’t spent much time cultivating an active social life on my own; I had spent all my time working or with my family, with the end result being that it now seemed that my job had total control of me.

On top of that, I had to be in Paris more than I had anticipated. To buy more time in the States, I worked Saturdays in my Champs Elysées office until two o’clock in the morning. Sundays would also find me at my desk. To add a little spice to it all, terrorists were leaving bombs in various places along the Champs Elysées. The terrorist bombs didn’t worry me, because I was then, and remain today, fatalistic about death. One day in Paris I walked through a shopping area just twenty minutes before a bomb exploded and killed two people. If I had been killed in that explosion, that would mean it had been my time to go.

Georges never told the kids when I was flying home, because he didn’t want the children to be alarmed if I missed a flight. One day, upon my arrival in New York, I went to pick up my kids at school. I remember walking into the classroom and seeing Terence, age seven, standing alone next to the window waiting for our nanny to pick him up. He turned around and looked at me before turning back to the window and mumbling to himself, “It looks like Mommy. I must be dreaming.” Then he shyly turned around to look at me more closely before running into my open arms. That did it for me. I thought that my own child hadn’t recognized me! I decided then and there to stop my long-distance life.

But changing my life was not so simple. I opened a branch office in New York, but with my main office in Paris, I just ended up having more
 work. It seemed that I was single-handedly supporting two offices full of employees who were too dependent on me. I wasn’t even writing, which was what I really enjoyed. Something had to give!

God decided to help me get my priorities straight. I got pregnant. I decided to have that baby, my fourth, and as a result, my life was forced to change. Baby-in-belly and I traveled happily together for a few months until my doctor said, “No more airplanes.”




LIFE IN NEW YORK

I phased out the distribution part of my business and closed my company in Paris. With baby at my breast, I kept my small New York company semiactive. The two years that our family had planned to stay in the States turned into eight. These were years of putting Georges and the children first and squeezing my business life into narrow margins around their schedules.

In the midst of my hectic suburban-soccer-mom life, sandwiching my production work in between chauffeuring children, I began to feel exhausted. Yet I also realized I was attempting to do too much. Had it not been accompanied by severe menstrual bleeding, I wouldn’t have given the exhaustion a second thought. The bleeding became such a nuisance that I finally saw a gynecologist.

I sat on the examining table, my legs mercifully out of those awful stirrups, looking at the doctor who had just examined me.

“You better think about this surgery. I put people in the hospital with higher iron counts than you. Hey, you don’t want to drop dead in the street one day, do you?” The doctor smiled at me.

“I just don’t like the idea of a hysterectomy,” I told her. “It’s a major surgery that will change my life.”

“No it won’t. You don’t want any more children, right?” she cheerfully replied.

“No. I already have four,” I answered cautiously.

“There you go. What else do you need a uterus for? If you really want, I could leave your ovaries in, but I’d rather take them out too, while I’m at it,” the gynecologist added. “Remember, you don’t want to drop dead in the street.”

“Okay. I’ll consider it,” I lied, thinking I would never set foot in this doctor’s office again. I went back to my home and into my office. “Drop dead, indeed. Over my dead body,” I joked to myself. Although the bleeding was severely annoying, I reasoned that I would just have to put up with it a little longer. I would just have to remember not to schedule anything the second day of my period, or the third for that matter. Those were my Niagara Falls days.

“I can handle it,” I assured myself, as I tried to concentrate on my work.

I called Sarah at the network that was considering my cartoon series. After several meetings with her and much talk, it seemed like they were interested in my proposal. Sarah was going to present it officially at their next development meeting. I was eager for some good news.

“Hi, Sarah? It’s Alexandra. How are you?”

“Hi, Alexandra. I’m fine. Things are really busy here. Sorry I didn’t get back to you. I was meaning to call you,” she apologized.

Liar, I thought. She never called me back. I always had to do the calling.

“No problem,” I answered her cheerfully. “Did you have that development meeting you were expecting to have?” I asked hopefully.

“Yes. Everyone loves your project. The concept is terrific. There are a couple of suggestions that people made about developing it a bit,” Sarah answered.

I was flooded with joy. The light was finally shining down on me. My luck was in the process of changing for the better, now and forever. Hallelujah!

“Great! I’m so glad they liked it. Sure, changes are fine. What do they want?” I asked.

“I wrote down what they said, and I can send you a copy of that. You’ll have plenty of time to develop it because we don’t have any funding to produce the series right now. You know we are working on another project that is really utilizing all of our resources at the moment,” Sarah explained.

“Oh, sure. I understand. But the development will be funded, right?” 

“No, we’re really strapped for funds right now. But if you develop this on your own and incorporate our suggestions, your project will have a 
much better shot at our next development meeting, when we’re done with the big production we’re working on right now,” Sarah said.

“When will you be in a position to do something on my series?” I asked with trepidation.

“Oh, I’d say in about a year from now. If you could contact me then . . .” Sarah continued talking but I wasn’t listening anymore. I felt shot through the heart! A year from now! And then they would consider it! Finally, mercifully, the conversation ended.

After I hung up the phone I began to look through the papers jumbled on my desk, trying to find another project to focus on. Okay. This project goes on the back burner. Hmm, looks like I can’t take this other one here any further right now. How many rejections can one television project get? A heck of a lot, I concluded. I wonder why they don’t give out awards for the largest number of rejections a project can get. I’d probably win that one, I thought ruefully.

I looked in the mirror. A tall, exhausted, moderately out-of-shape, middle-aged blonde looked back at me. My blue eyes were barely visible under my tired lids. I was grateful that camera phones didn’t exist, that Sarah hadn’t been able to see me. I was dressed for soccer-mom duty and chauffeur service. Not that long ago I had had a great figure and looked significantly younger than my chronological age.

What has happened to me? I wondered. Did someone beat me with an aging stick? Maybe an ugly stick, too.

In all honesty I still didn’t really look my age, but I felt it. I didn’t even consider myself a true television producer because I wasn’t producing anything. I felt stagnant and frustrated because I couldn’t get a production beyond the initial planning stages. Every topic I chose seemed to go nowhere. My one great hope was this animated series that I had worked so hard on, developing the characters and even getting an artist to draw them. That series had just gone into deep freeze with one phone call. I had shopped it around, and Sarah was my last resort. Telling me to develop it on my own for a year was a nice way of saying “no” in television language.

And yet, once again the universe smiled on me. Out of the blue, someone presented me with a contract to develop a prime-time television series. I couldn’t believe it! This was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity that 
I couldn’t pass up. I hired the best attorney to negotiate my position in the production as well as my remuneration. It was going to be incredible! Granted, it was still in project form, but I was going to be a major part of it and would have been paid good money. I was tremendously happy that this incredible windfall had come my way. But just when the contract was about to be signed, something happened. Oh, cruel fate!

Georges got a job offer he felt he couldn’t refuse; the job was based in London. To me, at the time, it seemed as though my first responsibilities were to my husband and family. The memories of the loneliness I had experienced when commuting to Paris were too vivid. I had to support this new move. I passed on the contract. I was London bound.




PREPARING FOR LONDON

The whole idea of moving to England made me shudder. Georges had announced this job possibility, and then—one-two-three—he had signed the contract and gone off to London, leaving me to feel as if I was peripheral to this important relocation decision.

My gut told me it was a bad idea. I loved London, and I had loved living in Europe for seventeen years. I just felt that this was a bad career move for my husband, never mind the personal sacrifices I would have to endure.

Georges expected me to tag along, and that is what I dutifully did. In my opinion, life sucked! In the flurry of all the preparation for the move, I didn’t have time to think about the recommended hysterectomy; I was too busy taking care of other people’s lives and needs. On top of the preparations at home, it was my responsibility to spend time in London before the move, finding schools for the children and a place for us to live. It’s not surprising that under these conditions I began to suffer from migraine headaches.

We also had made the decision to rent, rather than sell, our house in the States, and that proved to be an unusual challenge. Our house was a terrible mess and had to be thoroughly cleaned. My absences to London were covered by babysitters who made sure that the children were well. But the house became a disaster area as a result of my being away.

When it came time to have our “open house” I did the best I could, 
and then frantically prayed that the house would be rented. As luck would have it, some people did decide to rent our house. Hallelujah!

We took the house off the market. Then, after believing for months that the house was rented, the offer was withdrawn. The real-estate agent had never gotten around to doing the paperwork, and our future tenants had found something else. Once again I was busy cleaning and praying, “Please, God, have somebody rent our house!” It was harder to find tenants at this point, because the busy house-renting season in Westchester County, New York, was over. But we finally found some new tenants, and the papers were signed. Once more I rejoiced.

On the day before we were supposed to move, we had planned a good-bye party: the movers were scheduled to arrive the following day, and the tenants were due to move in in two weeks’ time. The morning of the party, my husband flew in from England. As I drove him home from the airport I told him about the guests who were coming to the party.

“Everyone we invited is coming! Isn’t it wonderful to see how many good friends we have? They’re all planning to visit us in London. I actually think they’re all coming because they want a place to stay! I got the extra tables delivered yesterday from the catering place. They were really accommodating this time. I also have lots of food. The weather looks like it will cooperate for once. People will start arriving around one o’clock. By the way, did you remember to pick up the liquor at the duty-free store? If you didn’t, I think we’ll have enough anyway. You look really exhausted! Are you feeling OK? Maybe you should take a nap so you’ll be in good shape for the party. And don’t forget the movers who are arriving at eight tomorrow morning. We’ll all need to be in good shape for that!” I chattered happily on.

“Something happened,” Georges muttered.

“Something happened on the flight?” I inquired.

“No, at work,” Georges replied.

“Things haven’t gotten better, huh? Well, hopefully everything will work out fine when we’re all together in London,” I said cheerfully.

“We’re not going,” Georges announced.

“We’re not going?” I asked.

“To London,” Georges responded flatly.

“We’re not moving to London?”

“No,” Georges answered.

“What happened?” I demanded.

“I quit my job. It was so bad that I thought it was better to quit it now before you and the kids moved to London. It would be harder then. I didn’t want us all to get stuck there,” Georges answered.

“When did you do this? I talked to you on the phone last night! You didn’t tell me anything then!” I wailed.

“I wanted to tell you this in person,” Georges told me as we drove into our driveway. Two hours later our first guests arrived.

Our house was rented, it was too late for me to take advantage of that fabulous career offer, and Georges was unemployed! To top things off, our children, who had originally hated the idea of moving to London, were miserably depressed when they found out we weren’t moving after all. I had resigned from all the positions I had in volunteer organizations. I had been honored and thanked, and it would have been embarrassing for me to stay on after that.

I thought that our farewell party would be sad, but I had no idea that it would be this bad. Georges immediately flew back to London to wrap things up there. I had to focus my energy on finding a place for us to live.

Now that we were not moving, I decided to pray fervently to get our house back! If only I had shown more faith that things would work out for the best, I wouldn’t have been so stressed. It got me thinking about the bigger picture. After conferring with a lawyer and another real-estate agent, I made sure our would-be tenants found a new place, and we were able to remain in our home.

Around that time someone e-mailed me a story entitled “The Burning Hut.” It struck a nerve. In the story, a shipwrecked man on a tiny island scavenges what he can to scratch out an existence. Painfully he builds a miserable hut where he sleeps and keeps whatever he has managed to gather. One day a bolt of lightning comes down and sets his hut on fire. Unable to do anything, the man calls out to God.

“God, why are you doing this to me? What little I had was in that hut!” he cries. Two days later a ship appears. The man is saved.

“How did you find me?” the shipwrecked man asks.

“We saw some smoke,” the captain answers.

A little faith can go a long way. It’s just so hard to remember that when you’re in a crisis.

In the middle of all this back-and-forth turmoil, I still had problems with hemorrhaging. But, more than ever, the timing was wrong for a hysterectomy. I felt like a trapped rat. I probably would have had high blood pressure if I had had enough blood.
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Beginning My Journey

MY BODY DIDN’T AGREE WITH MY PRIORITIES regarding a hysterectomy. I kept hemorrhaging and getting weaker. In desperation, I went to see two other gynecologists. The second one was an unpleasant replay of the first. The third one I saw was admired because he only recommended surgery as an absolute last resort. He received me the same day I called for an appointment. After a thorough examination, which included a sonogram, he explained that I had two fibroids, and they were placed in such a way that only a hysterectomy would take care of the hemorrhaging they caused.

I was back to square one. There must be another way, I thought as I promised the doctor to schedule the hysterectomy soon. This time, I really believed I had to do it.

There must be another way, I kept thinking. I remembered Dr. Bernie Siegel. After my father had died of cancer ten years prior, someone gave me Siegel’s book Love, Medicine, & Miracles. I was intrigued and went to some of his workshops. There I witnessed the benefits of guided meditation. Now, years later, I wanted to use that tool. Even though suburban motherhood had usurped my meditation practice, I still remembered the benefits I had enjoyed in Paris, and then later as a traveling 
businesswoman. Like riding a bicycle, I hoped it was something that one didn’t forget how to do.


MEDITATION IN NEW YORK

At home, full of good intentions to “pray away” my fibroids, I sat down crossed-legged and stared at the candle flame flickering in front of me. I was so uncomfortable that I had to use a timer to make sure I didn’t jump up after five minutes. I still managed to find a multitude of reasons to interrupt my meditation. Nevertheless, I was determined to make this work. I reminded myself that at Dr. Bernie Siegel’s workshop I had met people who had healed themselves of cancer this way. What were a couple of puny fibroids compared to that?

Gradually I built my meditation practice up to twenty minutes a day, always timing myself. I began my meditation by repeating the mantra I had been given by Vishnu Devananda while practicing Sivananda Yoga in Paris. After a while, I would close my eyes and imagine the fibroid on one side of my uterus disappearing. I would imagine it being washed away, layer by layer, and then eliminated through my urine. I was sure it was getting smaller and smaller. Day after day I continued my meditation. After a while I was sure that one fibroid was gone, because my hemorrhaging had abated.

A true television producer loves to be in production. We live for the excitement of pulling it all together. The lights, the cameras, the actors — they are all pure adrenaline flowing through our veins. I didn’t think I could do a show about meditation, but alternative medicine was something else again. There was more action. I also felt encouraged because I believed I might learn something that would help with my remaining fibroid, and so I decided to develop a talk show about alternative medicine.

Acupuncture, reflexology, applied kinesiology, and Reiki were all fascinating to me. These approaches to healing needed to be brought to the world, and I wanted to be the person to do it. I decided to make a pilot. I was wondering whom to cast as the female lead when I serendipitously met Susan Bruin, an actress and a healer, at a cocktail party. She knew all about this stuff. It seemed like a good omen that the talk show’s perfect 
host should just randomly appear at a social function. Maybe life was getting better, I hoped.

As Susan’s co-host I cast my son Terence, who is a professional actor. His girlfriend, Ellen, also a professional actor, was already interested in yoga and loved the idea of the series. Terence also seemed to enjoy learning about alternative medicine. My son Tristan, a professional television technician, helped with the filming and editing, while daughters Tania and Talia became my assistants. Georges was the stage manager. I called my series Around the Corner, because I believed that help was always just around the corner.

Writing and producing Around the Corner was great fun. After hours of editing, I screened the whole show and realized how bad it really was. I decided to use it as a practice run. I was undaunted as I produced a pilot for a redesigned series.

The new pilot, Heavy Breathing, was good. It took a completely different approach to alternative medicine that incorporated humor. I tried to market it. I even went to the National Association of Television Program Executives, the big television market, trying to find some outlet for it. There was none to be found. In retrospect, I think the show was ahead of its time.

While I was busy making my two pilots, I let my husband use my company as a structure within which he could do business as a consultant. When he changed my logo without conferring with me, I knew we were having communication difficulties. I had hired a professional team in Paris to design my logo, which I loved. Now, in one swift move, it had been replaced, and by the time I saw the new one, it was too late to do anything about it. Obediently I changed all my letterhead paper, but my heart wasn’t in it.

There were other things that Georges presented to me as faits accomplis, and I blindly agreed to sign rather than rock the boat. Somehow facades were so important. I felt that I had lost my company, and after the rejection of my pilots I went into a tailspin.

Although my hemorrhaging had abated somewhat while I was working on the talk shows, it now came back with a vengeance. I kept remembering the gynecologist who warned me that I might drop dead in the street. I was exhausted, depressed, and had no will to fight anything anymore.

Reluctantly I scheduled a hysterectomy for a couple of months in the future. I didn’t care about mutilating my body, or the hormone imbalance I would have to endure after the surgery, or all the other reasons why this surgery was questionable. I would have “gone under the knife” right away, but my son was graduating from college soon, and I didn’t want to be laid up or out of commission.

I never shared my health condition with anyone but my husband. He didn’t seem to know what to do with the information and offered no opinion. I chose to ignore it also, until the date of the surgery.




A DOOR CLOSES; A WINDOW OPENS

In the course of producing Around the Corner, Susan had mentioned a friend of hers who was a “healer’s healer.” I was intrigued by the concept of a powerful healer. According to Susan, this woman seemed to have magical powers. Never admitting to myself that I was on the brink of physical collapse and that I had scheduled surgery for a major operation, I made an appointment to see Penney Leyshon about my migraine headaches, which had reached epic proportions.

I had mixed emotions as I approached her typical Upper West Side building for our meeting. Full of anticipation and ready for change, I was nevertheless so depleted and depressed that I had to drag myself up the four flights of stairs to her apartment. I felt the excitement and fear of embarking on a new adventure. I took a deep breath, rang the bell, and waited on the dark landing outside her door. Light flooded over me as Penney opened her door. From the window behind, sunlight lit up her curly blond hair like a little halo around her head. She peered at me with her crystal-clear blue eyes as she invited me in. I felt that I had known her my entire life.

As I entered, I looked around Penney’s apartment. The walls were covered with beautiful, colorful abstract paintings and collages. They seemed to vibrate with life.

“These paintings are incredible,” I exclaimed.

“That’s my work,” Penney said. “They’re full of energy and angels.”

“Angels,” I mumbled. I was enchanted. “Well, umm, as I told you over the phone, I have horrible migraine headaches. In fact, just this past week 
I had one every day, and the prescription medicine I take for them didn’t help. They seem to be worse than ever and have become unbearable.” I never mentioned my fibroids or my anemia.

“It happens sometimes that my client’s problems get worse before they arrive here. Often a healing starts as soon as an appointment is made. Take off your shoes, belt, and watch, and go into the next room and lie on the mattress. I’ll be right in,” Penney smiled.

As I lay alone on the mattress in Penney’s healing room, I suddenly felt completely defeated and hopeless. My enthusiasm about meeting this super-healer was gone, and I felt like a heap of rubble. Although I hadn’t been suffering any pain when I arrived, now my head hurt unbearably, and I was miserable. Something drew my attention to the bright light coming in through the small window behind me. Painfully, I propped myself up on an elbow and turned to look at it. In a pathetic voice I whispered a prayer to the light: “I don’t know what’s going on, but all I really want to do is help people.” Feeling a little better, I lay down again.

A little while later Penney came in and sat on the floor next to me. First she asked me to lie face down; later I turned to lie on my back. Occasionally Penney told me to shake my hands and my feet, or she wiped something away from some part of my body. Sometimes she asked me to breathe deeply. Penney occasionally put her hand on me gently and then removed it. The whole session lasted twenty minutes.

“Okay. That’ll do it,” Penney whispered. “You can get up slowly when you’re ready. You might feel a little dizzy.”

I did feel light-headed as I got up. I walked out of the healing room and sat down to put on my shoes. Gradually I began to feel euphoric. My headache was gone.

“Wow. I feel wonderful,” I said to Penney.

As I left she smiled and said, “Be sure to drink lots of water. You’ve begun a purification process.”

I felt terrific. I was so energized I couldn’t sleep for the first two nights. I watched several movies a night because of this insomnia. On the third night I realized that I was actually staying awake because I was afraid of facing something in my sleep. Something was coming up. I was petrified!

Slowly the terror took form. Years ago Dr. Bernie Siegel had led a 
guided meditation to our most frightening place. For me it was outside the door of a school building when I was about seven years old. I don’t know what was inside, but it terrified me. Now that horrible fear had returned; I was consumed by terror. These strange emotions seemed unfounded, but they were still overwhelming. I didn’t understand what was happening.

I woke my husband. “Georges, wake up. I don’t know what’s going on, but I’m afraid.” He watched with concern as a tremendous feeling of grief engulfed me, and I began to sob uncontrollably.

“I’ve never seen you cry like this before. What’s wrong?” Georges asked with alarm.

“I don’t know,” I sobbed. I didn’t want to be hugged, and I didn’t know why I was upset. I just kept trembling with heartfelt grief. Helplessly Georges watched me weep for no apparent reason.

After a while it was over. I didn’t know what had happened, but something tremendously heartbreaking and dreadful left me that night. A great weight was lifted. From that moment on I began to really care about being alive again. I wanted to take care of myself.

It’s hard to see the forest for the trees, and it took me a while to realize that Penney might be able to heal me of my fibroid condition. As I struggled with a “Niagara Falls day” I called Penney to set up an appointment specifically for my fibroid. While she was tentative about being able to heal my physical condition, I was absolutely certain that she could.

“We’ll see what happens,” Penney agreed.

Once again I climbed the four flights of stairs to her apartment. Excitedly I walked in to be healed for once and for all of this problem. Penney greeted me warmly and conducted this second session pretty much as she had the first one.

“You might have one last major hemorrhaging, but then it’ll be over,” Penney told me during the session. I left feeling euphoric, and within two months my symptoms had disappeared. I no longer had to schedule my life around my period. I could tell that my iron levels were up because I had so much more zip. Rather than confirm the date for my surgery, I cancelled it. A year later the gynecologist who was supposed to perform the operation reluctantly confirmed that I no longer needed it. He didn’t understand how going to a healer could help, but he had to recognize that my iron level was normal, obviating the need for surgery.

I was back in business again. My son graduated from college. In the fall I was ready to start a new life. My new mission was to produce a documentary about Penney, and about healers in general. There are so many women like me who were subjecting themselves to potentially unnecessary hysterectomies simply because they weren’t fortunate enough to know any healers. And what about other surgeries? I wondered if anyone could be healed of anything by a healer. Who are these healers? Where do they come from? How does this kind of healing work? I wanted to learn it all and bring it to the world. Penney prefers to call herself a facilitator because, like most healers, she doesn’t believe she effectuates the healing. She feels that the healing comes from God, and she simply facilitates it. The working title of my show was Healers: Fact or Fiction. I was going to prove to the world that healers were definitely an important resource for healing.

I expected to learn a great deal from my research for this show. I never expected to become a healer myself.




A PAST LIFE

I continued to have sessions with Penney every few weeks. I did this because I enjoyed seeing her, and I always left feeling good. I’m sure many things happened that I didn’t really notice, shifts that just happened gradually. One visit did have a surprising effect. It was supposed to help me be more effective in realizing my television projects. Because Penney is so generous, the session lasted well over an hour.




OEBPS/images/9781594777158_002.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781594777158_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781594777158_cvi.jpg
CONTACT WITH
THE SPIRIT WORLD

Alexardva Lecleve
Forvewovd ij Johin Perkig





