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Foreword

Dear and Courageous Readers,

We chose to write Got Ghosts??? The Bizarre But True Tales of the Ghost Buster Gals, in an effort to assist people in transforming their fears and misconceptions of the unseen worlds, into love and understanding, as quickly as possible. We believe the more people that embrace love and compassion as a way of navigating through this reality, the higher the collective consciousness becomes. The more trapped souls that are released and sent “home,” the more beneficial it is for the planetary grid system. This release then elevates the Earth’s vibration. The higher the vibration, the more evolved humans can become. This is a primary reason that we, Ronnie Rennae Foster a.k.a “Angel Girl” and Laura Lee Mistycah a.k.a “Witchy Woman,” have taken on the mantle of Ghost Busters.

The nickname, “Angel Girl” was bestowed upon Ronnie because of her connection and resonation with the Angelic Realms. Laura Lee is known as “Witchy Woman,” not only because of her physical appearance, but because she is one, and practices “Practical Magick.”

We do not profess to have all the answers, nor do we think that our way is the only way. Through years and years of research, and by immersing ourselves in the spiritual world, these are the most successful methods and truths we have discovered. Many of these methods were derived from intuitively communicating with our unseen partners, and others from just plain trial and error.

Given that we can evolve as spiritual beings that inhabit physical bodies, it makes sense that our belief systems and truths may also change and evolve as well. One way to decide if the information presented in this book is correct for you is to go into your heart, and see how it feels. If it feels warm and fuzzy, then you can feel safe embracing it. If it makes you sick to your stomach, or sends up “red flags,” then discard it. It is not right for you at this time…or maybe any other.

There are a variety of emotions that may be evoked during your passage through our extraordinary world; joy, sorrow, compassion, angst, surprise, empathy and forgiveness are just a few. As you move through these stories and begin to realize there can be an end to suffering, both for the haunted and the hauntee, you may begin to appreciate there is hope and help available.

Bringing love, light, and humor into our work as Ghost Busters, helps us function in this world as well as these strange unearthly realms you are about to explore. We hope you have as much fun reading this book as we did writing it.

Enjoy your journey. If you can relate to what you read and learn something that may help you, or someone you know, then we have been successful in our endeavor, and honored our own spiritual contracts as well.

From our hearts to yours,
The Ghost Buster Gals

PS: We tried to elicit the help of ghostwriters for this book, but they kept using invisible ink. Oh well…

PPS: All of our tales are true, however, the names may have been changed to protect the haunted.
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Who Ya Gonna Call?

It was a dark and dreary winter night. (So, how did you expect a book about Ghosts to start?) The moon had just begun to creep over the horizon, casting eerie shadows on the sidewalk. In the distance, the scream of an ambulance pierced the air, starting the neighborhood dogs howling.

Kirk approached his front door, key in hand, then stopped. He took a deep breath, steeling himself for what he knew lurked inside. “Oh God, what will it do this time? The attacks are escalating. Will I be next? I am so uptight in my own home, I am afraid to live here anymore. This was supposed to be the house of my dreams. Now it’s turning into my worst nightmare.” As he stood in the doorway, Kirk felt his heart pounding in his chest, his mouth dry with fear. The dread of merely walking in the front door made him sick to his stomach.

Kirk was at the point where he just couldn’t take it anymore. Thank God, help was on the way! This was the only thing that gave him the courage to walk through that door.

It all began just after Kirk bought this century-old house. It was greatly in need of repair, and he was just the man to do it. Putting his energy into fixing it up was something he looked forward to. However, problems surfaced once he started remodeling. Doors would slam upstairs, and the floors would constantly creak. But that was because the house was so old, right? Kirk tried rationalizing the noises away, but he could not figure out why he was always looking up at the top of the stairs, feeling as if someone was watching him. Someone who made his hair stand on end and creeped him out. It seemed so silly since he knew he was the only one in the house. When his girlfriend stayed over, he wondered if she also felt the dreadful energy that emanated down the staircase. Not wanting to say anything to her because she might think he was crazy, he kept his apprehension to himself.

One evening Kirk and his girlfriend were walking into the living room past the dreaded stairwell, when suddenly a door slammed upstairs. He turned to her and sheepishly asked, “Did you hear that?” When she admitted that she did, he was then brave enough to ask her if she ever felt anything unusual when walking past the stairs. What a relief it was to him when she admitted that she never felt comfortable walking past the staircase; in fact, she continued somewhat reluctantly, she didn’t feel comfortable upstairs either. Since she was on a roll, she confessed with embarrassment that when he left for work in the morning, she would scurry out of their bedroom and go sleep on the couch downstairs.

Kirk had mixed feelings when he heard her admission. He was relieved his bizarre suspicions were confirmed. However, if it was also bothering his girlfriend so profoundly, he had to start thinking about what it actually was. He could no longer hide in his denial.

Then it made its presence known so blatantly that there was no doubt this house was truly haunted. One evening while alone in the house, Kirk was upstairs sitting on his bed. The sound of doors slamming broke the quiet, startling him. This time the disturbance was downstairs in the foyer. He took a breath, walked to the stairs, and looked over the railing to double-check the doors he knew he had locked earlier.

A weird, creepy feeling overwhelmed Kirk as fear consumed his body and his adrenalin started pumping. “Is anyone there?” he called out with trepidation. At that precise moment as if in answer to his question, he heard a loud crash in the bathroom. Trembling with apprehension, he went to investigate. As he surveyed the site, he was dumbfounded. Bottles of everything that could not have possibly fallen off the shelves were lying smashed on the floor. “No way could they have fallen on the floor by themselves, there was no way!” As the impossibility of this event went through his head, his next thought was… “I’ve got to get out of here! I just can’t deal with this!”

From the safety of his mother’s house, Kirk thought about his predicament long and hard. He was so used to going to Home Depot for plumbing problems, electrical problems, flooring problems, but he knew that no one at Home Depot would be able to help him fix this problem. So, who ya gonna call? That’s right. Ronnie received a call from Kirk the next morning.

An appointment was set up for the consultation and ghost busting. There was way more than “one little ghost” that haunted his property. After three hours of clearing, and sending many trapped souls and entities back where they belonged, Kirk could finally feel comfortable and safe in his own home. (For the rest of this bizarre tale, see the last story in Chapter 11, Successful Adventures in Ghost Deportation.)
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What Are Nice
Girls Like Us…
Doing in a Job Like This?

One fateful afternoon, during the spring of 2001, we were chatting on the telephone. Having worked together for many years on a variety of humanitarian and metaphysical projects, we were reminiscing about all the Weird Sh!t or W.S. (see Chapter 4 for a full definition of this term) we had been through. It didn’t take long to come to the realization that the knowledge and expertise we had gleaned from both our own personal experiences as well as in assisting clients with W.S. was very similar.

At that point we started to joke about how hard it would be to find a qualified professional if someone were being haunted or bothered by supernatural things. Laughing, we observed that you just can’t find this kind of service under any heading in the Yellow Pages. And even if someone did get past all the red tape and slipped an ad in, the prank calls would be endless!

Still chuckling, Laura Lee said, “Hey, with all the experience in W.S. we both have, we ought to go into business together doing Ghost Busting.” In unison we howled, “Who ya gonna call???” That subsequently led to the natural answer flying out of Ronnie’s mouth, “GHOST BUSTER GALS!” We laughed and hooted, it was just toooo funny. Ronnie actually thought it was a big joke, but Laura Lee was dead serious about this new venture and started working toward getting a business plan together.

Even though Ronnie had some experience working with trapped souls, her real impetus to pursue this endeavor was her only sister, Barbara. She had passed away from metastatic breast cancer when she was forty-four years old. Ronnie practically moved into her house to take care of her. When it got very bad, they called in Hospice. It was a very difficult death, and Ronnie started wondering if her sister had made it across to the Light, or if she had gotten stuck between the worlds.

This weighed so heavily on Ronnie’s mind that a few months later when she attended a Body-Mind-Spirit Expo, she made sure to catch a panel of experts on the subject. Dannion Brinkley, a man who had already been dead twice by that time, was on that panel. Thinking that he seemed to be the most qualified to answer her question, Ronnie asked Dannion, “Did my sister go into the Light, or is she trapped?” Ronnie was very relieved to hear him say that yes indeed, Barbara had crossed over.

Intrigued, Ronnie started thinking about the many souls that might not have been so lucky. What happens to them? It’s one of the reasons she became a hospice volunteer with Dannion’s organization, The Twilight Brigade/Compassion in Action. Their mission statement is: No one need die alone. Ronnie felt that if she could provide a loving presence at the bedside of the dying, maybe that would prevent those souls from getting stuck. Ronnie has since become a Transition Specialist, providing a comfort zone for her to explore those unearthly realms.

Recognizing that there was a great need for helping ghosts cross over, Ronnie thought about Laura Lee’s enthusiasm for this new business venture, so she decided to get into the spirit of it. Later that evening, she got a “reality check” on her next Divine undertaking when she started channeling… not her normal fu-fu angelic spiritual messages, but a witty, humorous ghost busting ad for the newspaper! These words just flowed out onto the page.


Are you being bothered by:

[image: ]   Pesky Poltergeists?

[image: ]   Obnoxious Odors?

[image: ]   Nonsensical Noises?

[image: ]   Continuous Cold Spots?

Spirits Getting You Down?

Who Ya Gonna Call ???

Ghost Buster Gals!



Of course Laura Lee thought the ad was great, so just for fun we ran it in an alternative paper. Much to our surprise, we received calls from a local TV news reporter, and from a columnist for the major mainstream newspaper in Spokane. We chuckled in amazement.

Separate lunch meetings were arranged, and that’s when it became evident that both these media representatives had one burning question on their minds…Were The Ghost Buster Gals for real? After much conversation, questions, answers, and delicious deep fried Oreo cookies, the men all came to the same conclusion…Yes!

The next day we met the TV reporter and his cameraman (Kirk from Chapter 1) for what we thought would be a short interview and tour of a Spokane mansion we had worked on. Apparently, the news crew was so fascinated by the stories they heard, that they actually followed us around for five hours! They also arranged to film us doing a real live ghost busting the next evening at sunset. The reporter confessed to us that the amount of time they were spending was highly unusual for a news story. However, they were so intrigued, the story became top priority and three different segments were aired on the 6:00, 10:00, and 11:00 news! (Kirk later won an Emmy for our story because of his creative camera work, content and editing.)

The newspaper columnist decided to join our group for the ghost busting expedition. He observed in bewilderment, feeling completely out of his element. (See Chapter 11, Successful Adventures …for the rest of the tale called, Goodbye Momma.)

Since that time, we have done several TV and radio shows across the country, a guest appearance on the British TV show Dead Famous, as well as a follow up on the same local TV news channel. Our stories bring comfort, relief, understanding and humor to those with an open mind and open heart.

[image: ]

What We Do

[image: ]    Assist trapped and lost spirits in finding their way back “home” by opening portals to the Light.

[image: ]    Provide an opportunity for closure, resolving issues that trap souls in the first place.

[image: ]    Close negative or destructive vortexes that can deplete energy or cause illness.

[image: ]    Remove negative energy beings that have infiltrated someone’s personal space.

[image: ]    Counsel victims of hauntings.

[image: ]    Help people understand and communicate with disembodied spirits and deceased loved ones that may be trying to give them a message.

[image: ]    Remove stuck emotions of fear, anger, revenge, guilt, hate and confusion from the Earth’s energy grid.

[image: ]    Clear real estate properties so they sell quicker and so the new owner does not inherit any ghastly ghosts or negative vortexes.

[image: ]    Clear homes and offices of any negative energy so they feel “cleaner” and lighter.

[image: ]    Clean up the neighborhood while we are busting a home.

How to Become a Ghost


	First, you have to die.


	You have to die in extreme fear, shock, guilt, anger, resentment, hatred, jealousy, ignorance, confusion or in any other dark, heavy, lower vibrations.


	You have to die with an excessive attachment to people or things i.e.; house, car, money, jewelry, loved one, or pet.


	The ones you loved hold on to you so tightly, it keeps you earthbound.


	When the portal “home” opens, you don’t see it, you ignore it, or you fear it.


	You have a misguided sense of duty or a curse that keeps you “landlocked.”


	Not all of these things are required to become a ghost…except number one.




How Not to Become a Ghost

* To get the scoop on how not to become a ghost, look for Got Ghosts 2…The Sequel when it becomes available.

Ghostly Factoids

[image: ]    Where do you find ghosts??? (Whisper)… “They’re everywhere…and they are watching you…heh, heh, heh.” Just kidding! But, you might want to read James Van Praagh’s new book, Ghosts Among Us, or check out some of Brad Steiger’s books on the paranormal to understand just how prevalent ghosts really are.

[image: ]    Most ghosts do not realize they are dead and suffer a kind of amnesia or brain fog.

[image: ]    Ghosts retain the same personality as they did when they were living.

[image: ]    Negative ghosts feed off fear and anxiety. The more afraid you are, the stronger they become.

[image: ]    Ghosts do not experience time the same way we do.

[image: ]    If ghosts are occupying the same space, they do not necessarily see each other.

[image: ]    Even a “good” ghost is bad for your electromagnetic field and can cause weakness, energy depletion and illness in the body.

[image: ]    Many people that commit suicide do not cross over and therefore become ghosts. They then may experience a time loop and re-live (or re-die) their deaths, along with the surrounding events, over and over and over and over…

It’s a Dirty Job,
But Someone’s Got to Do It

As Ghost Busters, we now have more than eight successful years of professional experience helping people with their unearthly problems, as well as releasing trapped souls from their ghostly plight. We have seen many media shows and read many stories about ghost hunters. What bothers us tremendously is that these “professionals” come in with their sophisticated equipment, and prove that there are indeed ghosts present, but they never seem to care about assisting those ghosts in finding their way “home.”

One of Ronnie’s favorite shows is Ghost Whisperer. The main character is always concerned about helping the ghosts cross over into the Light. Maybe it’s because James Van Praagh, one of the foremost mediums on the planet, is the co-executive producer. He is one of the leading experts in the world of ghosts, and it carries over into the program.

From our experience, we believe a soul cannot evolve when it’s trapped, and in order for it to be fulfilled, it must return to where it came…back to Source.

Ghost busting is not an easy job. Throughout the years of our ghost rescue endeavors there have been quite a few times we were kicked in the butt, so to speak, especially in the beginning. It used to knock us out for at least twenty-four hours. Sometimes we would become exhausted before we even started. Once, while doing a remote busting in Manila, the ghosts were so powerful through black magick that they put Laura Lee into an etheric drug induced sleep, right in the middle of the busting! They did not want us interfering in their ghostly affairs.

We have found that in many cases, ghosts can sense something is going on and will try to prevent a clearing from happening. In one situation, we worked on the home of a retired NASA rocket scientist. We completed the consultation, then surveyed the property. The ghost eviction was set up for a later date.

That evening, a huge grotesque white blemish appeared in the crook of Ronnie’s nose. It did not start small and grow as a normal pimple would. No, it literally just appeared. It looked like a big blister filled with white goo. At the same time unbeknownst to Ronnie, the front half of Laura Lee’s nose became burnt, blistered, red and disgusting, like radiation poisoning.

The next day we chatted on the phone and when Ronnie mentioned her “little nose problem,” Laura Lee was not sympathetic at all, because hers was a hundred times worse! It was then that we realized we were under simultaneous psychic attack from one of the ghosts in the house we had just visited for the initial consultation. Ronnie got lucky. When she recognized what had caused the unsightly blob on her nose, she was able to “uncreate” it. By the next day, it was one hundred percent gone. (Now, what pimple can clear that fast?)

Laura Lee was not quite as lucky. She had been under severe psychic attack from other sources and her nose took nearly two weeks to stop oozing, scabbing and bleeding, and when you are a Witch it’s even worse. These days we take lots of minerals and nutrients before we execute a ghost busting, and we have learned to protect ourselves a lot better as well.

We now invite you to share in some of our trials and tribulations as you continue your journey through our adventurous ventures.
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In the Beginning…
Our First Unearthly Encounters

Mistycah’s Mini Mansion…Laura Lee’s Story

One of my first encounters with blatant, non-physical energies and entities was when I discovered them cohabitating in my own home! The story begins in the spring of 1990. My husband had just lost his job, we were facing bankruptcy, our home was being foreclosed, and I was in a desperate search to find another place for my family to live. Finally, an elderly lady at our church said she had a house she could rent to us, but it needed a little repair… That was a gross understatement!

We were in a time crunch to find a house big enough for our four children as well as one that would allow dogs. (Our dog “Puppy” had been with us longer than the kids had, and was definitely part of the family!) The elderly lady liked our dog and said Puppy would be welcome to stay without a pet deposit. We decided to do a drive by to get a feel for the place. What a mess! But there was something that mysteriously called to me, and so, being out of options, we reluctantly took her up on her offer without inspecting the inside.

After dinner, we picked up the key and invited a close friend and her three children to accompany the six of us to check out the place. It was cold and windy, and for some reason the front door key would not work. Determined to see what we had gotten ourselves into, we discovered stairs that led down to the basement boiler room. It felt as if we had descended into a dungeon as we opened the basement door.

In the midst of spiders, cobwebs, and who knows what else, the children huddled behind us as we fumbled around the doorway with our hands in search of the light switches. As you might have guessed, as in any respectable haunted house, every pull chain and light switch we tried was ineffective. There were no working lights in the “dungeon” at all! In fact, there were only about four light bulbs in the entire three-level house that worked. It seems the last tenants had left their trash and pilfered the bulbs.

Stumbling through this eerie, dark basement with seven worried kids and three anxious adults was reminiscent of going through some creepy haunted house on Halloween, complete with all the strange noises and weird vibes you get when you don’t know what’s around the corner…or in this case, even where the next corner was! As we walked past the huge boiler…PRROUUMMM! It turned on, scaring the stuffings out of all of us! On the bright side, it created at least a little light so we could see our way out.

Finally, we made it through the boiler room labyrinth, past the landing, and down the two stairs to a sunken area that was once a grand ballroom. This room took up the entire length of the house and three-quarters of the width. The large windows made it easier to see, as the moonlight filtered through the trees, casting surrealistic shadows into the room.

On the far wall was a great fireplace large enough for an adult to stand in if you ducked your head, but there was so much broken furniture and garbage strewn all over, that it was hard to make our way to it. There was strange graffiti on the walls, and it was evident that many a drug party had gone on in this place.

We turned back to the landing and found a large closet or storeroom between the ballroom door and the stairs. It was so dark you couldn’t see inside, but the hair on the back of our necks stood up and we all got the Hee-bee-gee-bee’s. We quickly closed the door. This room was later affectionately called, “The Skeleton Closet.”

In a procession, we started our trek up the winding, creaky steps from the basement where more cobwebs met us in the nearly dark stairwell. Reaching the main level, we discovered that there was only one dim bulb that worked on the entire floor, so again moonlight was the major source of illumination. This main floor hosted an entry room, library with a fireplace, living room with a fireplace, kitchen, pantry and laundry room. Between the laundry room and the kitchen was a half-baked excuse for a bathroom. It had never been properly plumbed and was originally a screened in porch. There was definitely some Weird Sh!t in that room!

As we explored, we noticed some of the windows were cracked and broken in different rooms. The sheer curtains were blowing in and out of those windows as the wind whistled eerily through the openings. There were huge gaping holes in the lath and plaster where some pipes had broken. After the pipes were fixed, the plaster had never been replaced. Strange odors loitered in different areas. I was starting to wonder, “What the #!%* have we gotten ourselves into!”

Anxiously, we trouped up to the top floor to see what awaited us. One light at the top of the stairwell worked, as did one more in a closet, so either end of the floor was very poorly lit. We found two bathrooms, four bedrooms, (two with summer porches) and one very small room. We were greeted by broken windows, falling plaster, peeling paint, and wooden floors that could give bare feet unsolicited slivers.

As my friend and I were giving the house a mental make over, I was psychologically trying to maintain my own composure, all the while in disbelief at the desperate situation that was forcing us to move into this 5,000 square foot “Hell Hole.”

In the meantime, my daughter Ma’ Lady, who was about four years old then, kept tugging on my skirt and mumbling something. Finally I stopped my conversation and creative visioning of how to redeem the house and said, “What is it…what do you want?” She whispered, “Mommy, I don’t want to die here!” I laughed and replied, “Ohhhhhh honey, you mean you don’t want to live here, right?” (Our present house was a very nice place we had custom built. We had been living there for five years, and she and her three brothers were quite fond of it. I’m sure she just couldn’t figure out what would possess us to leave that warm fuzzy house and go to this creepy place!) Ma’ Lady nodded her head yes in answer to my question…she didn’t want to live here. (In actuality, I believe her statement was probably a Freudian slip, and she truly thought she might die in this haunted house of horrors!)

Ma’ Lady and her brothers didn’t understand the adult world of losing employment and the challenges that go along with it, and so we just tried to make the kids think they were embarking on a new adventure…and boy what an adventure that was!

The cleaning and renovation took a long, long time, and many bizarre things came to light in the process. For instance, we all felt that there were weird vibes coming from behind the half-baked bathroom door that led to the laundry room. It had a window, and we always had the impression we were being watched from the other side. Very creepy, especially at night!

When I did the laundry, everything came out wrinkled. Not just a little wrinkled, but like someone had wrung and twisted the clothes, tied them up with string, and then dried them that way. No amount of shaking out the wrinkles before they went into the dryer, fabric softener or dryer sheets, or even ironing would make a difference. Baffled, I spent much time and effort trying to remedy the situation.

Polyester fabrics seemed to wrinkle worse than natural cotton ones, and the static that came out of the clothes dryer was so bad, it would have brought Frankenstein back to life! Such intense sparks and crackling were produced, it made my hair stand on end. The incessant static bothered my eyes so much that I had to shut them and turn my head away as I took the clothes out. Laundry was not my favorite household chore to begin with…now the task had been demoted to torture.

Many other strange things started happening after we moved in. Our kids, who were totally potty trained, began wetting their beds again. Much to my horror, this added to the laundry load tremendously! Nonsensical noises and eerie feelings in various parts of the house were commonplace. The kids were afraid to be alone in certain rooms, and to top it off, the toilet next to the master bedroom would inexplicably flush by itself every night around 10:00. We humorously called it our, “Potty-geist.”

After starting to put the pieces together, and concluding that some things were just not right in this place, I decided that something had to be done to make this house easier to live in. This was my first personal attempt to remove ghosts, or whatever it was that was causing the strange phenomena occurring all over my house. I gathered all the information I knew from my scripture reading as well as my metaphysical awareness. After getting opinions from both my church friends and my spiritual friends, I began to work on the house.

I first put live plants in areas that needed “life” in them. Painting the rooms white, and laying carpet did a tremendous job brightening up the place, and the energies started to shift. I then meditated relentlessly, putting “psychic lights” in every dark space in the house; in the basement, in the closets, under the stairs, under the beds, behind the boiler, in the icky junk bathroom off the laundry room, and even in the cupboards! Next, I envisioned an imaginary auto reverse tape player with angelic music playing at high volume in each of these places.

Psychically I would check on them periodically, and to my surprise the tape players in the nastiest areas came up missing…they just vanished! Soooooo I just simply replaced them, and resumed my vibration-raising agenda. I did this persistently for several weeks, when I noticed remarkable things starting to happen. The clothes began coming out of the dryer with less wrinkles. I was amazed! I wasn’t quite sure if it was just coincidence or if what I was doing really had an effect.

I continued this bombardment of light and music, and everything in the house started settling down. I even got up the intestinal fortitude to clean out the creepy bathroom behind the laundry room, solving a lot of the problems in that area. The static and wrinkles de-creased even more. My plan was working! I continued this regime, adding things here and there as I was inspired to. Within a few more weeks, to my delight, the clothes coming out of the dryer were now wrinkle free!

I routinely worked with the energy in the house. The only thing that remained was some sort of frightened entity in “The Skeleton Closet” that conveyed the message, “Please don’t make me leave.” So I shut the door, sent it some warm fuzzies, and figured it was harmless. This was one of the first experiences I had realizing I could communicate with unearthly energies and entities. I always had an affinity for understanding the realms of the unseen worlds, and now I was experiencing concrete results of my work and interactions with other dimensions.

I think whatever was lurking behind the laundry room, was creating some sort of electromagnetic field that put very intense static on the clothes as they turned in the dryer. On an energetic level, the higher vibrations stopped the friction and static. The energy in that area was then calmed and neutralized resulting in a less torturous laundry experience.

As I reflect back on the situation, I had no idea at that time, how to open portals and call in the Angels to help people through to the “other side,” or even that you could do that…until I met Angel Girl. I believe what really happened is that I was unknowingly assisted when I deliberately created such high, light vibrations in the house. The ghosts were then able to connect with the Light and go “home.”

 

Ronnie’s Realization

I’m Not Crazy!

As I started my journey in this life, I was taught to believe in God. When I began thinking for myself as an early teen, I felt that religion was hypocritical. Not being sure I could trust what I had learned as a child, I became a very pragmatic and practical person, an agnostic that didn’t believe in anything I couldn’t see. I certainly had no use for astrology, reincarnation, psychics, UFO’s, Angels, and all that other mumbo jumbo.

Then one day, in my senior year of college, my life changed. It is amazing what a difference a day makes. My psychology professor, who had his doctorate, called me into his office to discuss my independent study thesis. He suggested I do my research on, now get this…astrology! My jaw dropped as I stared at him incredulously. When I recovered from my shock, I queried, “Are you trying to tell me, that you, a brilliant man, a person with a PhD, actually believes in astrology!!?”

My professor smiled and simply said, “Yes, I do. Very much so.” He went on to explain that I didn’t have to choose astrology as a research topic if I didn’t want to, but he would really like it if I did. Not wanting to disappoint him, (he was kind of cute), I agreed.

At the library, I took out every book I could find on the subject of astrology and began my research. That’s when my mind got boggled. The more I read, the more I realized that there was something to this thing I had previously thought of as hogwash. Astounded by the accuracy and precision I discovered once the whole picture was brought into focus, I became a believer. After this eye opening experience, I started to wonder what else was I wrong about? I had judged out of ignorance and that was a mistake. I began reading books on UFO’s and reincarnation with an open mind. I tried very hard to keep my personal opinions to myself concerning things about which I had no knowledge. My consciousness expanded, and so my awakening process was set in motion…slow motion.

I had to move to Boulder, Co. to find God. He wasn’t in any of the books I had read. After college, my thirst for knowledge continued. I took a couple of courses at the Boulder “Free School.” One was called, “Sourcery” (using the word Source as another word for God). I learned what a chakra was, and experienced a new form of energy. It was fascinating. My mind and my soul soaked it up like a sponge. The other class I took was called, “Alpha Power.” This was where I actually experienced God. Talk about a Rocky Mountain High! That was when my knowingness of the Divine began. I was an agnostic no longer.

My first contact with a spirit that was no longer in a body happened in Phoenix, in 1984. I was totally clueless about this type of phenomenon. At that time, I had decided to take a course at the community college to become a certified Emergency Medical Technician. Now, I had been out of college for at least ten years, and I found myself sitting in a classroom with nurses, pharmacists, scientists as well as other medical professionals. I felt like I was out of my league, but pursued it anyway. I actually went on to be the top student in two classes and won my very own stethoscope! (Not that I’m bragging or anything.)

Our instructor was a paramedic with the Phoenix Fire Dept. and part of our training included an evening of observation riding with him in the rescue truck. My shift started out uneventful. We went on a couple of routine calls, then went back to the stationhouse to wait and wait and wait. “Piece of cake,” I thought. (Of course, I didn’t mind being surrounded by all those hot firemen, either.) Then, the call came in. Gun shot wound to the head!
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