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  In Being Mystic: In Touch With God, Betsy Balega describes the development of her psychic abilities and how she incorporated the gift of “second sight” into her daily life. The book also provides helpful suggestions on how we can contact our own spirit guides and bring this dimension of an “invisible” world into our own lives, and so discover a deeper sense of meaning and purpose. Through her many personal experiences and narratives, Balega reminds us that these glimpses into a mystical consciousness are available to us all and reflect primordial beliefs in an afterlife following death.

  Dr. Annamaria Hemingway, author of Practicing Conscious Living and Dying and Myths of the Afterlife

  Betsy is a wonderful and kind hearted person. Who uses her talent to help others, in a positive manner. We need more folks like Betsy.

  Maria Cheung, Special Event Co-Ordinator, The Hudson Bay Company, Toronto, Canada

  If you believe in God - Betsy’s book will deepen your faith & spiritual discernment. If you don’t believe in God - the book could change your heart & mind!

  Cher Chevalier Author, The Hidden Secrets of A Modern Seer

  Betsy’s book sparkles from the first page. You can’t help seeing through her physical eyes and her sixth sense as she describes her childhood in Shamokin, Pennsylvania. This book will open your spiritual heart!

  Dr. Laurie Nadel Author, Dr. Laurie Nadel’s Sixth Sense: Unlocking Your Ultimate Mind Power
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  Dedication

  For God and Francis


  Introduction

  Some of you reading this may know me. Some of you may be old friends, and others may know me from my internet show, Tuning in with Betsy. Some of you may never have heard of me. All of you may be wondering why I wrote this book. The answer is simple. I am questioned, all the time, by people who want to know when I started doing this, why they should believe anything I say, how old I was when I first began to have visions and see dead people and how they can learn to do what I do. It is also for those people who think clairvoyants and mediums have an easy life with no problems. They believe we go through life with all the answers and no heartbreak. Nothing could be further from the truth.

  It’s for the people who ask me if I believe in God. Yes, I do. It’s for people who tell me I have a gift. We all have gifts. I consider my ability to prophesy one of the nine gifts of The Holy Spirit; ergo I am not in league with demons or their boss. It’s for those who have asked if they can be my apprentice. No, you can’t, go see Donald Trump; he’s in the apprentice business, not me. It’s for people who have asked if I do spells. No, I don’t perform spells, or cast curses on people. I pray often and have received phenomenal answers to those prayers. It’s especially for people who want to do what I do. You can. This book should answer your questions and more. It is intended to be a book of hope and guidance for you.

  The personal experiences I relate to you in this book are not meant to inflate my own self-importance but to share spiritual lessons I have learned. Some names have been changed to respect and protect the privacy of the individuals involved. Hopefully, as you apply prayer and meditation in your daily life, you too will have numerous supernatural stories of your own to share some day. As you read, and take the short exercises to heart, meditate and pray, I expect you to develop a much stronger connection with God and be in touch with Him. You’ll feel your spiritual shift into the mystic and never want to go back. If you’re ready, let’s begin.


  Chapter 1

  In The Beginning

  It was the best of times. I was young, free to do whatever I liked, as long as I stayed on my block, in my backyard, or next door, playing with the neighbor kids. The worst that could happen to me, in my four–year-old mind, was having only four cents for a five cent popsicle. Somehow that fifth penny always turned up in the little house my parents rented on Gowan Street, in my hometown, Shamokin, Pennsylvania.

  Don’t Google Shamokin for any great business mergers or takeovers. You won’t find any. Forget great corporations rising from Shamokin. You won’t find them either. What you will find is a small, third class city nestled in the Pennsylvania Coal Region. People there have solid values, kind hearts, and think Joe Paterno walks on water, or at least on real grass.

  This was my ’hood. It was safe, friendly and fun. My grandparents lived two blocks away. My school was at the top of my street, and Unger’s Drugstore, with a wide selection of penny candy, was at the bottom. What more could a four-year-old want? It didn’t take much to keep me happy. Dick Clark, hosting American Bandstand from Philly every afternoon, made my day. It didn’t get better than this, but something was happening outside of the television box. Every so often, I would experience knowing things before they happened. I saw things before they happened. It was like having a movie screen play inside my head with trailers of upcoming events. I didn’t know anything about a third eye; I was just happy if I didn’t lose the ears belonging to my Mr. Potato Head.

  That October, when I was four, I kept seeing snapshots in my mind of being dressed as a cartoon character for Halloween. I had no control over these images; they happened spontaneously. I saw myself visiting my grandparents with my family and trick or treating around the neighborhood dressed as a panda bear. I had no such costume. As Halloween advanced, the visions of me wearing a Miranda Panda costume increased. Several days before Halloween, my mother came home with a box containing one Miss Miranda Panda Halloween outfit for me to wear. How did Mom do that? I wondered. I had not told her what costume to buy and I had kept silent regarding the pictures I had seen of me in the panda outfit.

  That was the beginning. Mom and I would share this unspoken telepathic connection for a lifetime. It was the beginning of a life filled with visions, voices, intuition, the sixth Sense, ESP, angels, prophetic dreams, happy visions, sad visions, a voice telling me in high school that my girlfriend would die within the week, seeing friends and relatives come and go, marrying, divorcing, having children, losing children and more. It was something I could not control. It would be years later, in my twenties, when I learned how to focus and channel this ability in psychic development classes with an astute teacher. At age four, I was just thrilled to be Miranda Panda for a few days.

  I didn’t know the process, or how this knowing in advance worked. All I knew was that whatever it was that showed me my costume, it was right. I liked that, but was puzzled because I didn’t know the why and how of it. I assumed this knowing ahead of time, was part of life. I erroneously assumed everyone saw things beforehand all the time. Everyone knows all about it, I thought. That’s why they don’t talk about it. It’s normal. I guessed my parents would explain it to me once I was old enough to go to school. I didn’t have time to worry over it, I was too busy playing and having fun. Did it scare me? No, it gave me a sense of wonder about the world. It still does. I didn’t know anything about energy, coincidences, or synchronicity. I knew something was going on in my life but I had no name for it. It was real. It was a mystery. It was a real mystery to my young mind. Whatever it was, it was always right. The amazing accuracy of this mystery was what fascinated me the most.

  Freedom ended when I entered first grade at St. Edward Elementary School. It was time to get serious about the Three R’s and my parents still hadn’t explained to me how knowing things in advance worked.

  My teacher was an Immaculate Heart of Mary (IHM) sister, by the name of Sister Mary Edward. What I loved most about her was that she told the most wonderful stories. She shared true stories about guardian angels, saints and miracles with the class. These were right up my alley. I wondered if Sister Mary Edward ever knew things ahead of time too. She seemed to have a steady supply of these fascinating supernatural stories that enthralled me. She had stories of angels helping people out when things seemed hopeless. Those were my favorites. The angels always came through with the right answers to solve the problems for the people. Her stories emphasized hope. She told stories about believers one-upping non-believers. The non-believers had earthly power. The believers triumphed at the end of each story with God’s power.

  I loved this nun and her stories so much that she became the recipient of my six-year-old venture into philanthropy. Every Monday I’d visit sister at lunch time and give her the weekly allowance that my parents had given me on Saturday. She reciprocated by giving me small trinkets as a thank you. It was easy for me to give up twenty-five cents worth of candy in exchange for a lamb sticker from sister, or a spool of forest green ribbon which I had no particular use for. (The color forest green would show up in my life later as a huge hello from God.) Sister taught me to give and receive. It was a good lesson from a great teacher.

  Then it happened: Sister was teaching us how to write capital letters. I had made progress with the first eight letters of the alphabet, but that ninth letter was like the Sphinx smirking at me. I just couldn’t grasp the technique of writing a capital ‘I’. After handing in a full page of the letter, I knew what was coming my way. I didn’t need a third eye to see it. There was no need for a vision to show me the obvious. There was no way out of this situation. The handwriting was on the blackboard or it was about to be. And it would be mine. I knew once sister saw my page, which looked like a combination of hieroglyphics and an alien alphabet, Elizabeth Balega would be called up to the front of the classroom to demonstrate how to write a proper capital I. Elizabeth Balega was about to fail in front of the entire class. How humiliating.

  What could be worse than this? I would be embarrassed in front of all my friends and classmates. Humiliation and shame awaited me at the front of the room. I was filled with dread and fear. Within a few minutes, Sister Mary Edward called out as expected, ‘Elizabeth Balega, go up to the blackboard.’ My worst fear had come upon me. Move over Job, make room for me; you’re about to have company. What could I do? I knew I wasn’t able to learn how to make the letter ‘I’ correctly on my way up to the blackboard in ten seconds. I had struggled with it for twenty minutes at my desk. There was no hope. I could not write capital ‘I’ and I knew it. The entire class was soon to find out my shameful truth. I was stupid. I remembered sister’s stories of guardian angels, ever ready to help us when we needed them. I needed mine now. Getting up from my seat I said a quick silent prayer, ‘Guardian angel, help me. I am about to be embarrassed in front of everyone.’

  Once I reached the blackboard, as I had expected, sister requested that I show the class how to write the capital letter I. As I reached for the chalk, something supernatural happened. Someone, an invisible someone, my angel, grabbed my right hand, lifted it, and wrote the most perfect capital I that Sister Mary Edward, or anyone, had ever seen. I don’t know who was more shocked, Sister Mary Edward, or me. I knew my guardian angel had heard my silent plea to get me out of the mess I was in. He answered without hesitation. From that moment forward I knew that I would never be alone in life. God had sent an angel to watch over me at birth. He came to my rescue in the classroom that day and we would be going through life together. What a friend! Sister simply said, ‘Thank you, Elizabeth. You may sit down.’ That was the beginning of a beautiful friendship. My guardian angel came through. He has done many more favors for me throughout the years. The gratitude I felt that day in first grade forged a bond that will never break.

  The visions and knowledge of the future continued throughout the school year. In August, my grandfather and I were sitting on our favorite rocker on his front porch, chatting. He held me on his lap and said, ‘When you graduate from eighth grade, I am going to buy you a gold watch.’ Suddenly, my mood turned to one of sadness. Sadness because, as he told me the future as he saw it, I saw it in a different way. I had a vision that he would not live to see me graduate from St. Ed’s. In fact, he was going to ride the Glory Train home a lot sooner than he or anyone in the family could realize. Once more my ability proved to be accurate. My grandfather died two weeks later. This was the first time knowing the future in advance foretold a sad event. Unfortunately, it would not be the last.

  After my grandfather crossed over I still sensed him around me. I would smell his pipe tobacco, or think I heard him call me by my Hungarian nickname. At night I dreamed I was with him. We were as happy as we ever had been when he was on earth. I did not know about astral travel, but felt my dreams were real and more than just dreams. Something extraordinary was happening to me. To see my pappy again, all I had to do was go to sleep. I loved it.

  Then one day he appeared in my bedroom. I wasn’t frightened at all. He smiled and said, ‘Bingo.’ To hear that one word meant the world to me. It was a simple word but so significant. The previous Christmas my sister had received a bingo game as a present. Christmas night, everyone received their playing cards and the bingo began. I asked for my card to join in the fun, but was told by my parents I was too young to participate. My sister agreed that I would never understand the concept of bingo. It was my pappy who allowed me to sit beside him that night and learn how to play Bingo. He had the patience to explain the game to me and I caught on quickly. More than that, he made me feel included.

  Here he was now, almost a year later, in spirit, recalling the night that had been so special to me. After giving me his one word message, he vanished in front of my eyes. A strange coincidence began to occur after his visit. At every family or parish bingo game I have ever attended since that day, I have felt my pappy beside me in spirit. Amazingly, I have consistently won the last prize at each game. It has been our special secret, an inside joke, between us all these years. Big jackpots don’t entice me. I’m not the gambling type. It’s the sweet simplicity of those manifestations, with very inexpensive prizes, that lift my heart and make me happy to know that my first bingo experience and an old fashioned Christmas was remembered on The Other Side of Life.

  In second grade, I learned that a very important historical event had taken place in Shamokin. Shamokin was important after all. I was impressed because my church, St. Edward, was the first public building in the United States to be wired with electric lights. Thomas Edison himself had been there in 1873. The great inventor stood in the same church where I received my First Holy Communion. It might as well have been God Himself saying, ‘Let there be Light,’ instead of Edison flipping a light switch. Edison had made quite the impression on me as a seven-year-old.

  Two decades later I would learn that his parents were Spiritualists. I would also learn that when he was facing a problem in his laboratory and was stumped finding a solution, he would relax, go into the meditative state, and place a pair of ball bearings in the palms of his hands. He would tune into the Universal Intelligence for a few minutes. By the time Edison had relaxed and the ball bearings fell to the floor, he woke up with the answer he had been searching for. His problem was solved. He was in tune and in touch with a Higher Power; a Higher Power that always answered without fail. You have access to this same Higher Power today and will learn how to tune in for yourself in later chapters.

  Third grade was taught by Mrs. Shegon. She introduced us to Our Lady of Fatima and her predictions from 1917, when she appeared to three children in Fatima, Portugal. These predictions proved to be uncannily accurate and piqued my interest in End Time prophecies.

  By now my glimpses into the future were happening more frequently. One Friday evening, my family went downtown for our usual routine of shopping, paying bills and then enjoying dinner together. That evening, my mother took my sister into the Montgomery Ward Department Store while I stayed with Dad in the car. It was a quiet night in Shamokin, nothing to do but watch the shoppers as they walked by and read my comic book till Mom was finished. I noticed an elderly man across the street. He was standing at the red light, waiting for it to turn green so he could cross Independence Street. Suddenly, I heard a voice speak to me: ‘That man is going to walk by the car, and when he gets to the rear window, he is going to toss in some red and white striped peppermint candy. He will say, ‘I have lots of candy like this for nice little boys and girls like you.’ He will then go speak to your father, even though he doesn’t know him. He will stand at the front passenger seat window and talk to your dad until your mother and sister return from the store.’

  Here it was again. Somehow, I was going into the future once more. This time it was an invisible being telling me of an upcoming event, albeit an insignificant one in my opinion. Stranger still were the exact details of the message. Why was I being told about this little scenario? I wasn’t sure it would happen. Why should I believe this voice? I had no connection to the old man. Why would he bother to give me candy? He didn’t know me. And who was this disembodied voice? Was it my guardian angel? I guessed it was. A small bit of doubt crept into my mind. We’ll see, I thought. That old man means nothing to me. Why should he care to toss candy in the car for me when he will never see me after he shuffles past? He doesn’t know my dad. Why would he stop and talk with a complete stranger? It didn’t make any sense to me whatsoever. And there is no little brother in the back seat with me. Why would he mention little boys when I am a girl? He is so bent over he can barely raise his head. He probably won’t even see me as he walks by, he is so stooped. He is so slow a snail could beat him across the street. Mom and Michele will be back before he gets here. We’ll be long gone. My logical mind had reasoned the old man out of my life.

  I read my comic book, listened to the radio, and joked with Dad. I had forgotten all about the crippled old man. Mom sure was taking longer than usual in the store. It had never taken her this long before. What was taking her so long tonight? I wondered. Suddenly, there he was. The old crippled man was walking by my rear window. Wow, he’s slower than molasses in January, I thought. It took him about half an hour to get to the car. I shouldn’t be criticizing him. If I was in my eighties I guess I would walk as slowly as him. He was almost past the rear passenger window. I began to mentally congratulate myself that I had been right about the mysterious voice not knowing what he was talking about. I reached for my comic book when a handful of red and white striped peppermint candy came through the open window. The old man looked directly at me and said, ‘I have lots of candy like this for nice little boys and girls like you.’ I was speechless, but he wasn’t. He just about crawled to the front passenger window and talked with my dad until Mom and Michele returned. Although it was a very insignificant incident, I knew someone was trying to get my attention. They certainly got it that evening in downtown Shamokin. I wondered what would be revealed next.

  Looking back, I think my angel was preparing me, starting out with small events like this to prepare me to believe him when I would be told of bigger events on a larger scale. After this revelation, I happened to be watching television one Saturday afternoon and came across a show featuring ESP. Eureka! I was elated to learn that there were people doing experiments at Duke University, in New York City, Virginia Beach and in research centers around the world in precognition and telepathy. I was relieved, happy, overjoyed, and ecstatic that I now had a name for this ability. I realized it was no accident that I found that particular television show that day. Timing is everything and it was time for me to learn more.

  My friend, Mary Pavone, came by a few Saturdays later. We couldn’t decide what games to play that afternoon, so I suggested we play ESP. I thought this was my chance to discuss ESP and compare stories with her and my sister, Michele. Mary and my sister asked me what ESP was. ‘It’s when you know what things are going to happen before they happen,’ I explained. Up until that day, I had still assumed this natural knowing was part of life and every person had experiences like mine. Didn’t Mary, Michele and every kid in Shamokin see the future and hear angel voices like me? I learned the answer to that question that day. It was no. I was disappointed that they had no idea what I was talking about.

  By the age of nine, I was happy to learn that there were people like me who lived a long time ago. I wasn’t alone after all. They also had visions of the future. Their batting averages were untouchable; they had a 100% accuracy rate. Their names were Isaiah, Jeremiah, Ezekiel, and Daniel. I learned about them in fourth grade when Sister Joseph Therese (now known to all of her St. Ed’s kids as Kathy Ianelli since leaving the religious life) taught the Old Testament. I couldn’t get enough of these prophets. They were amazing and accurate. They were never wrong. Of course, they were in touch with God, so failure wasn’t an option. When you stay in touch with Him you don’t fail.

  On Friday afternoons, after school, when Mary and the other kids on Franklin Street were outside playing, I would be in my parent’s bedroom reading the Bible. Yes, I was reading the Old Testament. I had found kindred souls, even if they had been dead for thousands of years. I wanted to know more about them. I wished I could be more like them. My concern was who in the world would ever listen to me when these infallible experts, God’s prophets, were ignored. The important thing was for me to stay close to God. I was to obey Him, read His Word, pray, trust and believe Him. I knew at a young age, my path in life would be a spiritual one. I knew I wasn’t headed to Wall Street. Futures were in my future, but they were going to be other people’s futures. I was to use my gift from the Holy Spirit to help people.

  For the most part, this young seer was good at heeding my guardian angel, except for one time when I chose to ignore him. It was an experience I’d never forget. I disobeyed my mother and my angel on the same day. That was a big mistake. My sister and my friend Gail were attempting to teach me how to ride a two wheel bike. My mother told me not to go riding any bikes that afternoon. Yeah, yeah, I hear you, Mom, I thought, but this is my chance to learn how to ride a two wheeler. It’s time for me to grow up.

  At age nine, I had my own agenda for the day. After rushing past my mother, I heard the voice of my guardian angel very clearly say, ‘Obey your mother.’ Later angel, I’m busy. I am going to learn how to ride a bike today. One disobedient act is just a venial sin. It’s no big deal. I can wipe out the stain later today with the Act of Contrition and some penance prayers from Father Lavelle in the confessional.

  The three of us girls decided it was time for me to hone my bike riding skills. What better time was there than now? Within twenty minutes, I was wobbling on the back of Gail’s bike. Suddenly a car appeared out of nowhere on our one way street. Gail swerved, deciding it was safer to crash into a parked car instead of a moving one. Dr. Al Schiccatano booked an emergency dental appointment that afternoon. Who was his patient? I’m sure you’ve guessed correctly. It was me. Did I learn a lesson that day? Yes, I did. When you get orders from your mother and a message from your guardian angel, listen and obey both of them. I had lots of time to read the Bible. I was grounded. That was the last time I ever believed Betsy knew best.

  The best thing about fifth grade was that Sister Angela Mary had more supernatural stories, like Sister Mary Edward’s, to share with the class. My favorite was the story about the priest who had a close, prayerful personal relationship with his guardian angel. When friends scoffed at his claims, the father decided to prove his point. He asked his angel, out loud, to please bring a prayer book to him. The book was on a table across the room. When the prayer book arose and floated across the room into the priests’ hands, his friends had a change of heart. They never made fun of the father and his angel again.

  Sister taught us that our angels had their own names but since we did not know their true name it was okay for us to give our angel a name of our own choosing. Our angels would understand. That was the day my heavenly companion became Francis, whether he liked it or not. As a child, I had always been fond of the name Frances. Since I had been baptized Elizabeth, my angel would now be known as the Francis I had wanted to be. I assumed he’d like the name. He was in good company; there was Francis of Assisi, Francis Xavier and Frances de Sales (the patron saint of writers). Someday, when he defends me before God, I’ll know his true name but until then he’ll always be My Francis.

  A week before I submitted this manuscript to O-Books, someone stopped by my home to chat with me concerning his development. He wanted me to tell him his guardian angel’s name and the name of his spirit guide. He was worried that he was meditating in the wrong way. I assured him that there is no wrong way to meditate. I told him to choose a name for his angel that appealed to him, just like I had named Francis when I was ten. I heard the name Georgia as the name of his spirit guide.

  My friend was shocked by my words. He told me he had chills. He revealed to me that he had named his guardian angel, George, when he was nine years old. Well, I told him, it’s no accident but only natural that his guide was a female named Georgia. George and Georgia are his companions throughout this life. That’s how the universe works. It was confirmation for him that he is communicating with his angel and his guide and is advancing on his spiritual path in the right direction at the right tempo. If you haven’t named your angel yet, don’t ask someone else to do the honors, choose the name you are inspired to give him or her. Nurture this special relationship daily.

  Sixth grade was taught by Sister Marita Catherine. One of her sayings that confused me was, ‘Time is so slow in Shamokin.’ I didn’t understand her reasoning. I used to think, Sister, if it is 1 o’clock in Shamokin, it is also 1 o’clock in Philadelphia, and don’t you understand that? I was not about to challenge a nun, especially a nun from South Philly. Sister introduced us to the mystical Irish monk, St. Malachy. I am sure many of you know of his eerily accurate papal prophecies. He has named each pope, through verses describing their coat of arms, ancestry or a symbol that would identify them upon their election to the papacy. He’s Ireland’s answer to Nostradamus.

  According to his prophecies, there would be one hundred and sixteen popes from his time (the 12th Century) to the End Time. Sister shared St. Malachy’s prophecy, of Ireland going beneath the sea seven years before Judgment Day, after which, Christ will return to earth and set up His kingdom, ushering in an age of peace. (The reason for the watery demise of Ireland is said to be to deprive the Antichrist of ruling the Irish faithful when he comes to power and rules the entire world.) She definitely had my attention with that prophecy, but when I pressed sister for more predictions about the future she did not want to discuss them. I think she feared giving me information overload. I was disappointed, but knew she had her reasons. For those of you who are curious, there will be only one pope after Benedict XVI. He will be Peter II.

  My psychic ability took a big leap, when I had a dream in October 1963. In my dream, I was walking up Shamokin Street on a Friday afternoon. All the kids had been let out of St Ed’s early for some reason. I wasn’t sure what the reason was. Sadness permeated my dream. In it, my next door neighbor, Violet Dudeck, was driving home from work earlier than usual. She stopped her black and white Mercury to give me a ride home. She turned to me in the car and said, ‘We don’t have a president anymore.’ Unfortunately, my dream came true on Friday November 22, 1963. That afternoon, while walking home early from school, after news of the assassination resulted in an early school dismissal, Violet pulled up beside me and offered me a ride home. As we sat in her car, listening to the news on the radio, she turned to me and said, ‘We don’t have a president anymore.’ It was the end of innocence, or what passed for and was called innocence, in America.

  The Washington D.C. seer, Jeane Dixon, had a premonition of our 35th President dying in office, back in 1956. She knew she could not stop it. There have been times in my life when I have seen things which I knew I could not stop. You will read about them in later chapters.

  By fourteen, I had discovered the paranormal book section at the Shamokin Library. I devoured books, by Harold Sherman, Hans Holzer, the prolific Brad Steiger, Jeane Dixon and Ruth Montgomery. It was comforting to know ESP and visions were happening everyday to everyday people, like me. I wasn’t alone. I wasn’t the only person having visions that came true. If only I lived somewhere other than Shamokin, where I could connect with others to guide and teach me and exchange notes. That would happen in about ten years’ time when I would move to Philadelphia.

  In high school, I had close friends but didn’t discuss ESP or the paranormal with any of them. We were too busy concentrating on boys, sports, school trips, dances, and school work. A girlfriend of mine was earning extra spending money by selling Avon. I earned my spending money by babysitting my three Godchildren on the weekends.

  One Monday afternoon, my friend Michelle and I stayed late after school to help one of the nuns clean. Michelle gave me one of her Avon booklets to browse through. I ordered a few items. She wrote out my order and said, ‘You don’t have to pay me till Tuesday, not tomorrow, but next Tuesday when the orders come in.’ I was about to say, ‘Okay,’ when I heard a voice say, ‘You will never have to pay her any money, because she is going to die on Sunday in a car accident with a man.’

  I was speechless. I was stunned. I had an eerie feeling. I didn’t want to believe what I had just heard. ‘Okay. Next Tuesday is fine,’ I answered, as if everything was perfect and I had not heard the voice. In my heart of hearts I didn’t believe I would ever pay for my Avon products. The voice that guided me and revealed future events had never been wrong in thirteen years. I was hoping this would be the exception to his accuracy. All I could do was wait and see what would happen on Sunday. I never told Michelle about the voice I had heard. I gave her no warning. I didn’t mention it. If I had told her she would have thought that I was off my rocker. She’d think I was crazy to believe in a mysterious voice. I did not believe I could change this event if it was going to happen. It was outside of my control. I kept quiet.
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