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With deep love, affection,


and heart connection,


I dedicate this book


to my daddy—


the smartest,


best-humored


man I know.
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“The heart that breaks open can contain the whole universe. Your heart is that large. Trust it. Keep breathing.”
JOANNA MACY


INTRODUCTION


Inspirational stories feed our souls and give life to our dreams. They help us to take our next important step as we learn and grow. I am honored that seventy-four dynamic women have shared their favorite personal stories in Chocolate for a Woman’s Heart. Many of the writers in this book are motivational speakers, spiritual leaders, consultants, therapists, and best-selling authors, and their work influences audiences around the country. You will laugh and cry but never forget the powerful stories they share. Who better to warm your heart than women who are dedicated to uplifting and encouraging others? With a loving hand, I gratefully extend these stories to you.


Regardless of your own uniqueness, you will find a common thread that runs through all women’s lives; and it is that shared experience that we’ve set out to capture in Chocolate for a Woman’s Heart. Some of these real-life stories will give you just the lift you need, while others will be perfect for your best friend, mother, or daughter. All the stories honor and celebrate a woman’s desire to love, nurture, and give from her heart—when it’s easy and during the most difficult times.


Why chocolate? Women and chocolate are made for each other. Women have never needed science to tell us that chocolate creates those “feel-good” endorphins in our bodies. Just like the rich taste of chocolate, the stories in Chocolate for a Woman’s Heart will bring you a warm sense of satisfaction deep down inside. You can almost taste the love that abounds within these pages, the thought-provoking moments of truth.


Chocolate for a Woman’s Heart is, I feel, a divinely inspired project and is a sequel to my first book, Chocolate for a Woman’s Soul. I’ve since learned that compiling these books has a lot to do with addressing my own courage issues. I have always had a fear of public speaking. If I had simply taken baby steps through that fear earlier on in my life, I would not have felt such anxiety when it came to promoting Chocolate for a Woman’s Soul. With its enormous success, I found myself having to walk through a lifelong fear before I could join in the celebration. I hope the stories in Chocolate for a Woman’s Heart will nudge, encourage, and move you to walk through your own fears, follow your intuition, discover love, and identify your personal beauty and magnificence.


I learned a lot about myself in writing and compiling these heartfelt stories. My desire is that the stories will affect your life as positively as they have affected mine. Indulge in their richness as you explore the wide range of experiences within the varied chapters of Chocolate for a Woman’s Heart. Pick the perfect story daily—knowing you’ll get the soul-satisfying lift you need to discover your heart’s desires!





I
DIVINE
INTERVENTION



“You block your dream when you allow your fear to grow bigger than your faith.”


—MARY MANIN MORRISSEY
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BACK-SEAT DRIVER
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My father died when I was ten years old. I used to wake up and hear my mother crying. Angry at my father for dying, I told myself that I would never get married and let a man hurt me like my mother was hurting.


Life went on. As I grew older, my youth leaders said that I would grow up and find a young man whom I would want to marry. The hurt from my father’s death was still too fresh for me to take that prediction to heart.


One night in prayer, I explored my strong feeling that I didn’t think I could ever let myself love someone who could hurt me. If I was intended to marry, how could I lower my barriers enough to be receptive? As I prayed, I asked for help. I felt a great calm and peace come over me.


After graduating from high school, I went to the University of Arizona. Coming home from a party, a nice young man offered me a ride. I knew him only through mutual friends. We were getting acquainted through small talk when we pulled up to a stoplight.


“This is the man you will marry!” a voice from the back seat said. I turned around to see who was sitting in the back. No one was there.


“Did you just hear someone?” I asked my companion. “No,” he replied.


I continued to think about what I’d heard. I realized it was an answer to my prayer so very long ago!


Eight months later, I married that young man. We have been married twenty-four years and have six beautiful children.


I still marvel that my childhood prayer was answered like clockwork at the perfect moment. I heard one more comment from the “back seat” that fateful night. The Divine voice said, “You asked me to tell you.”


ANAMAE ELLEDGE
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A DREAM COME TRUE



[image: image]


Following World War II, I was living the American dream—a cozy cottage, Betty Crocker in the kitchen, rambling roses on the picket fence, a baby carriage in the nursery, a savings account, and Gold Bond stamps.


In the early stages of my second pregnancy, nasty telltale signs of impending trouble appeared one afternoon. I began bleeding heavily, and my doctor advised me to get myself immediately to the hospital, where he would meet me.


When I was propped up in the strange comfort of my hospital bed, my feet raised high and cold packs resting on my belly, Dr. Weiker told me he would wait for the lab report and decide on a plan of action the following morning. With a reassuring smile and friendly wishes for a good night, he left. Soon after that, my husband, edgy and nervous, went home to take care of our little boy.


Left to myself in the quiet of my cheerful hospital room, I speculated on what was happening in my body and wondered if I would lose the baby whose living presence I already loved and cherished. I forced myself to concentrate on stilling my worries and dwelling on only that which would be best for the baby. The dark night sky closed in on my room as I drifted peacefully off to sleep, ready for dreams to tell me a story.


An image of a small summer garden appeared in a dream. It was ablaze with tall white daisies and dazzling snapdragons. Blue skies and dappled sunlight enhanced the colors of the flowers. Just then a tiny girl came into my vision and walked toward me. She had soft golden-brown curls and light-brown eyes set wide apart in a round, adorable face. She was dressed in a white-and-blue gingham dress, with a white piqué Peter Pan collar and narrow white cuffs on puffed sleeves. The letters ABC were embroidered in bold bright-red yarn across the top of her dress. Suddenly her little face took on a sad expression, and from her rosebud mouth there issued a bell-like voice. “Mommy, Mommy, don’t let them take me away from you!” she pleaded.


Voiceless, I screamed, unable to stop until I awoke—a hand on my shoulder gently shaking me back into reality. The kind face of a nurse loomed over me. “Don’t be afraid,” she said in a soothing voice. “Everything will be all right. Go back to sleep. No more nightmares. Good night.”


I nodded sleepily and obediently closed my eyes, holding the vision of the little girl in my mind. No sooner had I drifted back into sleep than I found myself in the garden once more, and the tiny girl once again transfixed me with her eyes. She pleaded shrilly, “Mommy, Mommy! Don’t let them take me away from you!”


That time I woke up to my own shouting, which soon turned to tears and a few moments of uncontrolled sobbing. Once again the nurse appeared, put her arms around me, and quietly talked me back into the peaceful quiet of my room. Dawn came slowly, erasing the shadows of the dark night and filling me with a sense of purpose and a strange knowing of untold secrets.


My doctor appeared early in the morning, all dressed in surgical greens, a mask dangling from his handsome face. “All set for the D and C,” he announced. “The lab reports indicated you’ve miscarried. We’ll clean you out, and in three months you can start thinking again about having a baby,” he concluded, matter-of-factly.


“I’m pregnant,” I announced. “I’m not going to have a D and C, and furthermore,” I added triumphantly, “I’m going to have a little girl in seven months.”


He looked at me in surprise, remarking that he’d always thought I was a sensible, rational person with both feet on the ground. I should put fanciful thoughts out of my mind and get on with my life. We argued back and forth for quite a while, until finally he gave in to my request for a new pregnancy test before hauling me off to the operating room. He departed with an injured air to the set of his squared shoulders. I went back to sleep.


Several hours later, he walked into my room, no longer dressed in greens. He stood at the foot of my bed, shaking his head, and said, “Well, you were right! You are pregnant. You must have aborted a twin.”


When I answered his question as to how I knew I was pregnant, he looked even more puzzled than during our previous argument. He shook his head, gave me a hug, and left. I suppose what I told him—my dreams of a little girl—was just too much for his scientific mind and medical training. I never told my story to anyone else, but I promised myself that one day I would tell it to my daughter. I was quite certain I would have a girl!


Seven months later, almost to the day, I gave birth to a healthy little baby girl, with a tiny round face and golden fuzz for hair. My doctor could only shake his head again and, in a somewhat exasperated tone of voice, mumble something under his breath about “Women . . . their dreams . . . their intuition . . . their spooky ways.”


Happily, I took my daughter home, marveling at her light-brown eyes, which seemed to stay locked onto mine, telling me things I needed to know.


The first baby present to arrive in the mail was sent by a good friend of mine who lived in New York City. She knew nothing about the circumstances of my daughter’s birth. When I opened the gaily wrapped box and gently parted the protective layers of crisp tissue paper, I lifted out a white-and-blue gingham dress with a white piqué Peter Pan collar and white cuffs on puffed sleeves. The letters ABC were embroidered in bold bright-red yarn across the top.


URSULA BACON
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SMALL MIRACLES
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It was a breathless July day. Humidity clung in foggy clouds on windows and dripped down perspiring foreheads. In sauna-like conditions, the annual baseball playoff game was in progress. Anxious parents stuck to metal bleachers, and tension escalated as the championship game approached.


Adam was the littlest guy on his team. All season, he’d been hitless. Sitting on the bench gave him time to think about things and to remember his big brother Neal, his hero.


Four summers earlier, Neal had died in an accident. Adam missed him, especially now with his team needing help. He wished his big brother were here to root him on.


Adam’s team was behind 5–4 with two outs as the game drew to a close. When Adam heard his name called, he walked hesitantly up to bat. The outfielders moved in when they saw the little batter step up to the plate. Adam swung at the first pitch. “Stee-rike one!” called out the umpire. The second wobbly swing brought “Stee-rike two!” Hope dwindled as fans and teammates gathered their things to leave.


But wait! Hold everything! Our hearts were in our throats as we noticed something happening with Adam. A look of confidence crossed his face as he gripped the bat, waiting for the final pitch. Was it the spirit of his brother encouraging him on? Was it Adam wanting to show Neal he could do it? In that magical moment, Adam’s third swing connected with the ball! He quickly found himself standing on first base, dazed and triumphant. Fans and teammates jumped to their feet, cheering! Maybe Neal was there after all!


That’s all it took to get the team fired up. Encouraged by Adam’s moment of glory, the next few batters got hits also. Soon Adam touched home plate with the winning run. The moment he crossed the plate, the crowd heard Adam yell “Yes!”


The little guy with big courage taught us some important life lessons:


• Yes to small miracles!


• Yes to heroes and the example they set!


• Yes to never giving up!


• Yes to stepping up to bat in life!


JILL AND CANDIS FANCHER
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A WISE MAN, A MENTOR, OR AN ANGEL?
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My hands rushed to my face, and I sobbed with joy. After five attempts, I had finally won the title of Miss Hawaii. Flashbulbs flickered like little lightning bolts, congratulations echoed from the crowd. After the festivities had wound down, I headed to my dressing room, alone. I saw him then. A man in his forties with a quiet, kind face, dressed in bland colors and smoking a pipe. He was portly, with gentle brown eyes framed by eyeglasses and wispy hair combed straight back. The aroma of his cherry pipe tobacco was instantly comforting.


“Congratulations! You deserved to win,” he said.


How did he know that? “Who are you?”


“My name is George.” His smile disappeared, and his eyes turned serious. “We need to talk, Donna. Ten o’clock tomorrow at the coffee shop.”


I was tempted to laugh at first, but my curiosity won out. He wasn’t menacing, just sure of himself. I nodded yes.


“I sensed your hesitation, and I do intend to justify my actions by passing on a message to you.”


“OK—let’s hear it.”


“To fulfill your destiny, Donna, you must leave the Hawaiian Islands next year.”


This time I couldn’t help laughing. “I love it here.”


George sighed. “All right, then, you leave me no choice but to predict three incidents that will occur before we have breakfast tomorrow.”


Now what? I thought, and opened my mouth to speak, but George put up his hand.


“Your car will be towed, your kitchen’s leaky pipes will burst, and the noiseless third step in your apartment will begin to creak.”


By the next morning, everything George predicted had happened. My car wouldn’t start, my roommate was in tears because the kitchen pipes were leaking badly, and as I climbed the stairs to my room, I heard a creaking sound, which came from the third step. Over breakfast, I asked how he knew so much about me.


I thought I detected a squint in one eye as he smiled. “We rarely listen to our intuition—our inner voice that tells us what to do. For instance, I know I’m supposed to be in your life, to watch over you and be around when you need me. You must now search for your own truth.”


And search I did. I went on to compete in the Miss USA pageant in Miami and lost. The next year I moved to Los Angeles, and I struggled for seven years to become an actress. Meanwhile, George and I talked frequently on the phone or met when he came to L.A. Trying to stay thin and beautiful, I became bulimic and hooked on diet pills. I was alone and miserable, and contemplating suicide, when the phone rang. It was George. He said, “You’ve got a lot of work to do. Don’t you dare think about checking out.”


“How did you know?” I asked, dumbfounded.


“I’m leaving Oklahoma. I’ll be in L.A. this afternoon, and then we’ll talk.”


That day, George convinced me to believe in myself again. “Your life will change at thirty. Hang in there for a few more years.”


Age thirty sailed in, and I still wanted off this earth. I had hit rock bottom—emotionally, financially, spiritually, and mentally. On March 1, 1978, I boarded a DC-10 from Los Angeles to Hawaii, to emcee a Miss Hawaii pageant. The plane exploded on takeoff, and I was the last to escape the rear section of the flaming aircraft. Transported to a medical triage, I asked where the nearest phone was. This time I called George.


He said, “It has changed, Donna. You can finally see the big picture. It’s time to get out of your own way—time to help others.”


I didn’t understand completely, but I ended up waiving my right to sue the airline and became an envoy for the dead and burned passengers. I fought for better safety regulations and was grilled in court for hours by the big guns representing the airline. After it was over, I stepped down from the witness stand, drained and again alone. When I reached the courthouse parking lot, George was leaning against my car, smoking his pipe.


“I just got to town,” he said. “Let’s get an ice cream and walk on the sand.”


Watching the sun set over Santa Monica Beach, I babbled countless questions and George patiently answered every one. I felt restored by his philosophy, insight, and truth.


“Understand,” he said, “we all have fears, but our destiny is to conquer them.” I knew at that moment that I would go on to teach survival skills.


“George, please tell me,” I begged, “will I marry, have children, and be happy?”


He looked out over the sea and spoke in measured words. “You’ll have a daughter late in life, and oh, yeah, she’ll be a pistol. She’ll have your energy and will be a leader. The bonding between you and your daughter will be miraculous.” A smile lit up his face. “And, Donna, she’ll come to you.”


“What exactly do you mean by that?” I asked.


“The truth is inside you. Trust yourself. Pursue your destiny with power.”


It was later that I learned I was not destined to give birth. I put in for an adoption, only to be overlooked by the birth mothers year after year. I worried that single moms over forty were not on their agenda.


George passed away suddenly, from cancer. I was devastated. I never got to say good-bye. The last time I spoke to him, George had said, “Your daughter is coming—and I’ll be there.”


Three more years passed before I got a call from Las Vegas. My prayers had been answered. I was ecstatic. A birth mother and father chose me. I had six short weeks to deal with the mounds of paperwork required for the adoption.


I named my baby Mariah. Seventy-two hours after her birth, the final papers were ready to sign. The birth mother was pushing Mariah in her bassinet down the brightly lit hospital corridor, and she said indignantly, “I smell pipe smoke. Can you imagine that—and in a baby nursery?” My heart flip-flopped and I was frozen to the spot as I watched her dart from room to room, searching for the offender. When she returned, she said, “That’s odd—there’s no one here. I know I smelled cherry tobacco. Did you?”


Tears welled up in my eyes and streamed down my cheeks. “Yes.”


“Donna, what’s wrong?” she asked.


“I don’t know if you believe in the spiritual world, but there was a man named George who was always there for me in my times of great need. He told me years ago, just before he died, I would have a daughter and he’d be here when that happened. George smoked cherry tobacco in his pipe.”


My birth mother stared at me wide-eyed and said, “I chose you because I feel this child is going to become a leader and I can’t give her what she needs, but you can.”


She bent over the bassinet and lifted the baby up to me. I smiled down at Mariah and murmured to her, “What do you think, darling? Was George a wise man, a mentor, or an angel?”


DONNA HARTLEY
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TURNING POINT
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There’s a very fine line between having a nightmare and having a dream.


Cruising along Interstate 55, Mom and Dad were on their way to a trailer show in St. Louis. At one point, they were following a motor home. As a long time RVer, Dad sees things on the road that others don’t see. “That motor home isn’t tracking properly,” he said to my mom. “There’s a slight wobble in the left rear wheel.”


Knowing how dangerous a loose wheel could be, and fearing the worst, he decided to alert the driver. He pulled toward the front of the motor home and said, “Rose, why don’t you get the driver’s attention? See if you can get them to pull over.” Mom began to wave at the woman driving the motor home and to point toward the rear of her RV. The woman ignored her.


A bit frustrated by the woman’s refusal to respond, Dad considered it might not be worth the effort to get them to stop. He dropped back to take another look at their rear wheel, and shook his head. “That’s not safe. Their wheel could fall off and the motor home would tip over. At sixty mph, it would kill them. If I have to, I’ll run them off the road.”


As providence would have it, there was a truck weigh station just ahead. If it was necessary to run someone off the road, Dad knew this would be the place to do it. He drove his car closer and closer to the motor home, honking his horn, while Mom motioned to the driver to pull over. The woman had little choice but to comply.


Dad stopped the car to get out. Now he was the one in danger. Running a stranger off the road simply isn’t a wise thing to do in the nineties. Mom said, “It might be better if I get out with you, dear. We’ll appear less threatening that way.” By now the man on the passenger side of the motor home, who had been sleeping, was walking toward Dad. Pointing to Mom and Dad, his wife said, “Those people just ran us off the road.”


Dad, keeping his distance, raised his hands where they could be seen. He said, “You might be pretty angry for what I just did. I’m an RVer too. I know I’d be angry. Before you do anything, just walk to the back of your motor home and take a look at your left rear wheel.”


Not quite knowing what to make of my folks, the man walked with some hesitation toward the back of his motor home. He looked at the wheel, then removed the hubcap. Two lug nuts fell to the ground. Realizing the wheel had been close to falling off, he was visibly shaken. He walked up front and told his wife about the possible disaster they had just avoided.


She burst into tears and hugged both my parents, clinging tight. Finally able to talk, she said, “Last night I dreamed that I was driving down the road and lost control of our motor home. It began weaving back and forth wildly. I shouted to my husband, and he turned to me just as we began to roll over. I woke up with a start and lay in bed shaking, because it had seemed so real.”


My dad had demonstrated that if we pay attention, each of us has opportunities daily to divinely influence the lives around us.


Seize those opportunities.


Thwart nightmares.


Be a dream weaver.


REV. DEBORAH OLIVE
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DIVINE ASSISTANCE
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Several years ago, I visited a young mother at home. The doctors said she had just a few days to live, as the cancer she had battled so courageously had advanced throughout her body.


Seeing her during those last days had been particularly hard for me. Sally was one of the most beautiful people I have ever experienced. Long before she had cancer, I remember watching Sally leave church one Sunday morning and thinking: She is too gentle for this world. She had a purity about her.


Dealing with her cancer was the fight of her life. She had done everything that her church teaches. She had done everything she learned in her Native American tradition. She had done everything that medical science offered her—surgery, chemotherapy, radiation, and even a bone marrow transplant. Nothing stopped the cancer. Sally began to accept that she would soon make her transition.


I remember getting ready to go visit her to say good-bye and be with her. It was a very hard thing for me to do. While putting my makeup on, I heard a voice say, “Tell her about the angels.” And I immediately said, “No way! She doesn’t want to hear that. She’s already pretty angry as it is.”


While I drove to her home, that voice kept saying, “You tell her about the angels.” And I thought: I will not. Yes, I talk to angels, but I’ve never seen one. I’m not going to tell her about the angels this morning.


Having made that decision, I walked into her home. And it happened. Even though the lights were dimmed, the room glowed with a brilliant radiance—a radiance that had no apparent source. I had never been in so awesome a presence! I went to my knees the moment I walked into that room. I didn’t think, I just went down in honor and respect. All my resistance against speaking of angels vanished.


Sitting there in silence, I felt an absolute sense of peace. Sally looked over at me, and I saw anger in her eyes. She asked me, “Why?” That’s a tough question to answer for a dying woman in the prime of her life, with two beautiful sons and a husband she cherished.


I told her the only truth I knew: “I don’t know. I do not know. But I need to tell you something very important. When you’re ready to make your transition, the angels will come for you, and your most beloved relatives will be there with you. You don’t have to be afraid. You will see a great light.”


She looked over at me, and the anger disappeared. Her face became as radiant as the room. “Then it’s begun,” she whispered. “It’s already started.” And she went back into peaceful silence.


At Sally’s memorial service, I shared with her relatives my reluctance to tell her about the angels. “Well, maybe we should tell you what happened while you were visiting Sally that morning,” one of them responded. They had left Sally alone for a few hours, knowing I was coming. While they ate lunch at the kitchen table, a garbage truck went by, making its regular pickups. They noticed that something fell off the back as the truck drove off. Out of curiosity, they went outside to see what it was.


What they found was as powerful as Sally’s illuminated room. What they found reinforced the persistent message I’d heard while getting ready to see Sally for the last time. What they found convinced me of what I knew but could not see. The book that fell out of the passing garbage truck was titled Angels on Assignment.


REV. MARY OMWAKE
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“Women never have young minds. They are born three thousand years old.”
—SHELAGH DELANY


EARTH ANGEL
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I teach Reiki, an ancient system of hands-on healing. In the advanced classes, I instruct my students to send healing energy to others at a distance, or even backward in time. Esoteric concepts to be sure, but nonetheless quite possible.


While driving through Montana with a friend on our way to a seminar, I was lost in thought as I watched one rolling hill after another melt into the overcast sky. There were few cars on the open road, so we were surprised to see the flashing lights up ahead in the distance. “Oh, no, an accident,” I said to myself. We slowed down, and as we passed the scene of chaos I gasped. A car had rolled over completely, and its contents were strewn all over the grass lining the highway. Paramedics were just lifting a person on a stretcher into the ambulance. “Dear God,” I prayed, “please help them.” I remembered my Reiki training and started to send healing energy back in time to arrive at the moment of the accident. I prayed that my work might have some good effect.


All of a sudden, I felt the familiar sensations of healing energy running up and down my spine, much stronger than ever before. It was as if I had been plugged into a light socket, the electrical sensations were so intense. I’m lucky my friend is driving, I thought. Seconds later, my eyelids became heavy and my head slumped forward as I slipped into a dreamlike state. In this condition of altered awareness, I went back in time, watching the car roll. Immediately, as if someone had hit Rewind on the scene, I was in spirit form, inside the car, moments before the vehicle careened out of control. I felt a sickening lunge as the car began to flip. In my spirit form, I held the woman as she rolled and held her closer as the car rolled again. Infinite tenderness and love seemed to flow through me and out of my hands.


My awareness shifted back to the car I was riding in. I felt a tremendous heat flaming through my abdomen and in the small of my back. “Feel this,” I mumbled to my friend. He reached over and put his hand on my back. “Wow!” He kept driving as I slipped back into the “dream.”


I heard a voice echoing as if we were underwater. The voice became clearer. “This is her sister. Tell her I love her.” I felt a huge presence of love flow through my heart and course through my veins. The moment of altered awareness ended, and I burst back into the present time.


Something transformational had happened within me. Tears of joy welled up in me, so great had been the love I’d just felt. By now we were miles past the accident. “She’s OK,” I told my friend as I dried my eyes. I just knew.


We arrived at a beautiful ranch nestled in an old pine forest, where we would be studying a Native American perspective on healing and living in balance. I became absorbed in the workshop activities, as the incident on the road faded into a memory. Two days into the seminar, however, a remarkable announcement was made by the seminar leader. “We are pleased to announce,” the facilitator said, “that one of your fellow students will soon be joining you. Janine was in a bad accident on her way here.” I stopped eating. With my fork still in midair, I listened intently. “Her car rolled over two and a half times, but miraculously she was unhurt. She has only minor cuts and some bad bruises.” “My God,” I said to myself. “She’s the one.”


When I introduced myself to Janine, I held back tears and told her what I’d “seen.” Somewhat shyly—because I didn’t know how she’d take it—I mentioned the message from her sister. She looked at me, her eyes widening. “I felt like angel hands were holding me,” she said simply. “And yes, my sister did pass away some time ago. I’ve always felt she was with me.” We looked into each other’s eyes, soul-to-soul and saw the connection that bridges time and space.
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