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			How to use this book

			The questions that I have answered in this book are questions I’m asked time and time again. They are drawn not only from clients I have read for, but also from friends, audience members at public appearances and even people I’ve encountered casually. To illustrate the questions and answers I have also included true stories both from my personal experiences and from helping others connect with the spirit world. 

			Everyone is affected by the death of a loved one at some stage in their lives, whether it’s the loss of a family member, a close friend or a beloved pet. My book is designed as a simple guide to help you find the information and reassurance you seek. Turn to the topics you are interested in and I’m sure you will be comforted by the answers you find. 

			

		

	
		
			

			Introduction: my journey

			How did it all start, this extraordinary yet ordinary life I lead? My earliest memories are of being in my cot in the old house that I lived in with my parents and my two older brothers. I must have been around two years old. 

			I remember seeing light shows above me each night: bright flashes of coloured light that were my own beautiful night time ritual. The colours ranged from light pinks to light blues and they all melded into one. I still vividly recall those nights and the unique happiness I felt as I lay there. Looking back, this is my earliest memory of having spirits around me. 

			I remember, too, that the walls made a lot of noise – scratching and murmuring. When I was four or five, I would often cry out to my parents that the room was far too noisy and I couldn’t sleep. The noises would go on all night long and, much to my parents’ frustration, I would often end up in their bed. They said that it must be mice in the walls of the old house, but if that was the case, there must have been mice in every house I’ve ever lived in, because to this day it is what I hear if I don’t protect myself or close myself off psychically before I sleep. I know now that it is spirit people talking around me during the night. They can be very noisy when they want to be. 

			The spirits in our home were very strong. I often had three spirits around, but my favourite spirit was also my best friend, Carly. She was the same age as me and we did everything together. When my brothers were off playing their games in the backyard or in their bedroom I wasn’t lonely because I would play tea sets or games with Carly. She looked very like me: small for her age with mousy brown hair that curled at the back. 

			My family was used to Carly: my mother would give her a tea cup and set a place at the dinner table for her, and all hell would break loose if one of my brothers accidentally sat on Carly at the table or on a lounge chair. To my parents, Carly was the kind of imaginary friend that many little children have, and if it kept me happy and quiet there was no harm in it. (I’m sure my ‘imaginary friend’ often frustrated my brothers, but I guess that’s what little sisters are for.) To me, however, Carly was a living, breathing little girl who understood everything about me and my family. She would tell me funny stories and understand when I was cranky at my brothers for not including me in their games. 

			When I was seven or eight, we moved to a newer, brick house just up the road from our old home. I felt safe in this new house and for the first time I began to sleep quite well without the fear of hearing the ‘mice’ all night long. I think, too, that this is when I started to learn how to close myself off from Spirit, as I was now attending the local Catholic convent primary school. It was my life – I loved having friends and learning new things. Slowly Carly began to disappear until I could barely remember her, as my waking moments were now full of experiences with my living friends at school. 

			For the next few years, life was as it should be for any young girl – happy and fairly uneventful. Few memories to do with Spirit stand out from this time, although I recall that my senses were highly attuned to the energy of those around me and I sometimes sensed something about the energy of a person that made me want to avoid them. 

			One such person was a family acquaintance. When I was five or six, this man came to watch me in a ballet recital. Afterwards, my mother told me to go and sit on his lap and give him a cuddle, but my legs felt as heavy as lead and I didn’t want to go near him. I was very scared by his energy and didn’t trust him. 

			Of course my parents were upset – they didn’t want me to be rude – but I just could not move towards him. I was terrified and crying. It was not the first time I had come across that energy, but it was the first time I can remember being old enough to express what I did and didn’t want to do. 

			A few years later I came into contact with this particular man again, an experience which justified my distrust of him. 

			When I was about twelve, I went with my family to a function at his home. After we’d been at the function for a while, he suggested taking me and about four other, much younger, children out in his boat. 

			As soon as I heard this suggestion, my whole body became rigid and I went on high alert. A voice inside my head told me not to go. I tried to tell my parents that I didn’t want to go on the boat, but they said it would be fun and I could help with the younger children and watch that they didn’t fall overboard. 
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			As we pulled away from the pontoon I felt very anxious and tense. I tried to remain calm and happy and stayed busy by keeping the younger children away from the sides of the boat. Then the man called out to me. He wanted me to come up the front to sit on his lap and help him steer the boat. Somehow I knew that this was not just a casual thing, like sitting on your father’s or mother’s lap – there was an urgent tone to his voice that gave him away. I instantly froze, then heard inside my head:  ‘Keep calm, joke with him and tell him you can’t because the little ones might fall overboard’. I repeated this aloud and tried to appear strong, calm and in control. 

			He insisted that I come up to the front of the boat to be with him. I knew that this did not feel right so I held my ground and refused to go to him, while inside my head I heard,  ‘Stand your ground, don’t show him any fear and tell him that he has to turn the boat around because the parents are waiting’. It felt like an eternity before he angrily gave in. He must have decided that I was a stubborn girl and not to be messed with. 

			This was the second time I had experienced such a strong feeling and heard a warning in my head. Little did I know that I was beginning to reconnect with my spirit guides. They were warning me of danger and, sure enough, a little while after this incident my family found out that this man was a paedophile. 

			Spirit has come to my aid or given me signs that have saved me more times than I can write about in one book, but that time on the boat was a pivotal experience I will never forget. 

			At the time, however, I filed that strong feeling and the voice I heard away in my memory and moved on into my teenage years. As I developed into a teenager, I felt not only my hormones changing, but also my sensitivity to the world around me. I would grow very angry and frustrated in large crowds and could not understand why I didn’t feel right. I became a very difficult teen who would not conform. 

			During this time my parents divorced and my family split apart. I attended three high schools in as many years before ending up at a Catholic all-girls boarding school for years 11 and 12. There my gifts came in handy because I always knew who I could and couldn’t trust. I knew when I could sneak out and be back before lights out and I also knew which teachers I could wrap around my little finger and which I should stay away from. 

			My first real experience of dealing with death and grief came in that first year at boarding school when I shared a room with a girl whose mother was dying from cancer. She was an only child and was boarding because her father could not care for her while her mother was so close to death. We became instant friends as we had so much in common: no home, an absent mother (hers through illness, mine through divorce and distance) and a father who was emotionally just trying to cope. 
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			We would stay awake for hours talking about life after death and with our young minds tried to work out what would happen to my friend’s mother when she passed. I think that this was when I began to realise that I would like to make a difference in people’s lives. 

			It wasn’t until I left high school aged 17 that I felt my spirit guides calling to me again. It started out as a feeling that I should or shouldn’t do something, then I began to hear a voice in my mind which would tell me things, the same way I had been warned about the incident on the boat some years earlier. 

			I began to visit palm readers and market stall psychics but was often unimpressed by their abilities and wondered why they wouldn’t give me specific information. It was always very general and could apply to just about anyone. 

			I ended up learning to use fortune-telling cards and started doing readings firstly for myself, then for my friends and work colleagues. They were delighted with the accuracy of the readings, so my confidence grew. I began to collect many different oracle and tarot card decks. 

			Meanwhile life continued normally with lots of hard work as I was trying to progress in the world. I had been dating a lovely man for a couple of years and one day I decided that I would get my future read to see if I would marry him. I had heard of an interesting teahouse in the city where you could buy a cup of tea and have a reading, so I booked an appointment for me and a couple of my workmates and we excitedly headed into town on our lunch break. 

			I remember walking up the steps of the teahouse thinking that it was a bit old, dusty and spooky. I thought to myself, ‘I hope the tea and cakes are fresh at least, because I’m starving’. As we walked in, I noticed that there were three areas curtained off. Each of us was shown to our own private area for our personal reading. It was a bit unnerving, but exciting too. 

			I sat down in front of a little old lady with long, straggly grey hair. She seemed quite ordinary and not at all scary. Then I noticed that she had her eyes closed as if she had fallen asleep. I thought to myself, ’Great, my 30 minutes will be filled up with a sleepy old lady!’. The next moment her eyes popped open and she said very loudly, ‘Who is Toby?’ I almost passed out, as that was my boyfriend’s name. 

			I told her about him but she just shook her head and told me I would not marry him. She went on to describe who I would marry. My time with her ran out and I remember thinking, ‘Well, she got Toby’s name right but pity about the other stuff she got wrong. I  will be marrying Toby, I know for sure’. 

			However, as It turned out, everything this amazing medium had told me was right – the man I would marry, his appearance and personality, were all correct. I didn’t remember what the medium had said to me until after the birth of my first child, Lachlan, with my husband Adam, the very man she had described to me. 

			This whetted my appetite for spirituality once again, and I began to gather as much information as I could about tarot card reading, angels, spirit guides and the afterlife. 

			I discovered an online spiritual community that had groups for psychic readings and development. These communities consisted of people from all walks of life and from all over the world. Every day I would make time to visit these online communities. I learned new skills from listening to others giving and receiving psychic readings live in the chat rooms. I began to meet the same people each day in the same community room, and it became my training ground for spiritual mediumship. Gone are the days of the village elders, wise ones or medicine people handing down their spiritual truths and lessons. In this online community we all felt connected as one in the search for spiritual growth. 

			The spiritual community chat rooms were very busy with up to 30 to 40 people in them at once. One day I decided to provide readings live in the open chat room. I got out my fortune cards and started to read for anyone who was interested. They seemed very happy with the results and I quickly became known as the one to ask for a free card reading. 

			My gifts became stronger each day as my confidence grew and the number of people I read for increased. However, after a year or so, I grew tired of everyone’s demands for attention and for free readings, so I had a break away from the online spiritual community. After quite some time I decided I would like to learn more about Spirit and the universe before I read for anyone else. I searched through the other online communities until I found just the right one, called Spirit Guides. 

			I loved the energy there. I was usually the only Australian as most of the people were from the USA, Canada, UK and New Zealand. Many were great healers and psychic mediums who were also trying to find a place to rest and share without the demands of having to read for everyone all the time. It was in Spirit Guides that I met an amazing woman who changed my life forever. Her name is ‘Ten Feathers’, she is from the US and she is a Native American from the Lakota tribe. 

			Ten Feathers is a naturally gifted medium who worked for many years as a psychic profiler with the police. She is also a metaphysical teacher who has helped many people to connect with their passed loved ones. I spoke to her nearly every day and she helped me to understand my psychic abilities and explained what each sign I received from Spirit meant, and what I should do about certain information I received. 

			As time progressed, Ten Feathers began to encourage me to access information from the spirits of passed loved ones who I felt or saw around the people I read. She encouraged me to communicate with these spirits so that I could pass on any messages from them to their living relatives. It was easy for me to talk with the spirits, as they felt just as real to me as the people sitting on the other side of the world typing on their computers. I no longer needed to use tarot or oracle cards. 

			Eventually Ten Feathers introduced me to the next two major mentors in my spiritual development – Lilbearpawwoman and Goldenwolf, a wonderful couple also from the US and of Native American descent. Both are very gifted psychically. 

			I began to spend more and more time talking with the three friends. They were like parents or elders to me and would always advise me on how to handle different energies and what to do with my visions. As a result, my visions became much stronger and I would often need my three friends to act as translators for me because my spirit guides would use Native American symbolism or language which I could not understand. 
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			I used to get cross with my spirit guides and ask them, ‘Why must you show me this in Lakota, Sioux or Navajo? You know you can show me the signs in English or in a way I can understand’. But my spirit guides were always stubborn and said no, I had to learn it this way through my three Native American friends. 

			The visions we shared continued for many years, across the oceans. During this time I began to do readings for people in the online community without using cards. I would just focus on the person’s energy and let my spirit guides tell me what I needed to pass on to the person. 

			I finally became confident enough to begin doing in-person readings again, but this time it was for the general public, not just friends and family members. I advertised in the local paper and started to see people at my home for ‘in-person’ psychic readings. 

			As time passed, my work increased and life became hectic with two toddlers and a husband. I ended up seeing clients at home two days a week and flying to Sydney for three days to read for clients there. My whole life was beginning to be a blur. One minute I was in Brisbane reading a little old pensioner in my home office; the next I was flying to Sydney to read a high-profile TV celebrity out of my hotel room. 

			Something had to give and it was up to Spirit to slow me down. Of course it happened in the most creative and special way they could do it. At the age of 30 I fell pregnant unexpectedly with my daughter. Just as I was achieving a successful career as a professional psychic medium, Spirit granted me my wish to have a little girl to complete my family of two boys. 

			I was terribly ill with morning sickness all day and night for 20 weeks. It was the pregnancy from hell and I was in and out of hospital. I realised it was time for me to call it quits on my mediumship and professional readings. My life and that of my unborn child were at risk if I was to continue channelling at such a high energy level, so I cancelled my bookings for the next six to eight months and notified my clients that I wouldn’t be reading until further notice. I resigned myself to the fact that I might never be able to read professionally again, but I was happy to be a mum to three beautiful children, as well as a wife, friend, daughter and sister. 

			Spirit, however, had other plans for me. It is true that once you become a medium your life is one of service. Spirit may give you a break in desperate circumstances of ill health, but you will always be called back to duty when you are healthy again. That is what happened to me. When my daughter was six months old, I began to feel Spirit hounding me again. I tried to ignore them and told them to go away and that I had stopped my spiritual work, but they persisted and I ended up giving in to them. Now I am very busy again, with quite a long waiting list, but my work is so rewarding. Spirit is happy, I am happy and I am grateful that they persisted in encouraging me to go back to work. 

			I lost contact with Ten Feathers for some time when she became very ill and was unable to access her computer or telephone. However recently we have started emailing each other again. Lilbearpawwoman and Goldenwolf have visited Australia and have stayed with me and my family, and we still regularly share on the phone and via email. Our connection is as strong as ever and I am looking forward to visiting them in the USA in the next few years. 

			My journey towards being a professional psychic medium may not have taken a traditional path, but it was the way Spirit wanted me to learn. In this day and age it is important to use any resource you can to find the information you need, whether it be in books, through the internet or via television. 

			I hope this book will help you to find the answers to the many questions you may have about life after death. 
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